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Chapter 1: Death Is Only The Beginning

Tilarmus
Tilarmus led his army through the Izimathune Canyon in high spirits. This would be a safe mission for once. The main forces of his universe had launched an assault on the Prime Material Universe, but not one so major as to get the Prime Material’s higher gods involved.
And all he had to do was guide his force through one of the inter-dimensional demiplanes, an intermediary minor dimension between universes, this one filled with nothing but sand, and send all the mortals, i.e. everyone but him, through the portal on the other side.
They would enter into the Prime Material, where they would attempt to infiltrate and gather souls, while he would head back, getting a full third of the stolen souls for only a few days of work.
For a relatively weak demonic god like himself, it was the best type of mission—at least until he saw her.
She looked like an old woman, human, with shoulder-length white hair, blue eyes starting to get cloudy, and pale skin. She was wearing a brown battle robe and holding a cane, which she seemed to need to keep herself standing, and, upon closer look with his senses, he could see she was an A rank, not a god.
She was a powerful mortal, but a mortal nonetheless, and, judging from her life force, one with half a foot in the grave.
She was standing at the end of the canyon, only a few thousand kilometers away, and, as he looked at her, he saw her throw up a little blood. But, just because she was dying, it didn’t mean there wasn’t danger.
She had done something to the canyon, trapped it somehow.
As Tilarmus looked around at his army, the weaker demons were starting to die and, every time they did, a black and white gas, emanating the power of yin and yang, left their bodies and entered into their neighbors. It only took a few seconds for the lowest soldiers to all fall, and then everyone else in the army began to feel the effects as well, especially the weakest demons left, no one able to block the intangible gas, not even Tilarmus himself.
When the weakest remaining demons then fell in turn, the next most powerful started to succumb as well, and the process was quick, the entire army dead within less than eight seconds.
Tilarmus tried to move forward, to attack the woman with the large red sword he drew from his back, but, even though he flash stepped in front of her almost instantly, by that point his body was already full of the gas generated by his entire army.
He couldn’t lift his heavy sword and the old woman reached up and placed the tip of her cane against his forehead, a light force pushing him onto his back, where he quickly expired.
That small movement seemed to hurt her almost as much, however, and she threw up a very unhealthy amount of blood as she opened her status screen to check her contribution points.
“Just enough.” Speaking her final words, Xara Valin, the Yin Yang Sage, died of old age.
***
Mila
“So, your name is Li Mila and you are a Chinese spy.”
As Mila woke in the bed of the Russian oligarch she’d been sent to steal from, on the side of the bed nearer the room’s door, her training kicked in, and she immediately started analyzing the situation.
First, the old man had handcuffed her right wrist to one of the back posts of his four-poster canopy bed. Second, she was only wearing a nightgown, not exactly fighting attire. Third, he was pointing a gun at her, an American made pistol. And, fourth, he had two of the many guards inside his mansion behind him, both with kevlar vests and rifles, yet neither was prepared for action.
Finally, most important of all, he was standing too close.
As quick as she could move, she launched her body toward him and kicked the gun out of his hand with her left foot, the gun launching itself right toward her chest. Then she caught the weapon in her free hand and fired at the two guards, both shots right to their heads to avoid their kevlar.
“Hand me the keys please, Dimitri,” she commanded in the flawless Russian that had helped her gain access to his bed in the first place.
The old man reached into his pocket, but it was to pull out his phone, not the key, which his body language let her know was not on his person, but on the body of one of the guards.
“Do you really want me to kill you?”
From what she knew of the man, no other guards would come running from the sound of his own gun, as he’d been planning on executing her, so, as he put his phone away before being able to even turn it on, she had time to question him.
“First, how do you know my name?” The fact he even knew she was Chinese was a surprise. The child of a Chinese man and a Polish woman, with a little hair dye and an ever so tiny bit of makeup, most white men couldn’t even tell she wasn’t fully Caucasian. The idiots. They just saw her pretty face and body and their hormones did the thinking.
“Do you know Aalam Alvaro?”
Mila’s face involuntarily twitched, the strongest emotion she was feeling guilt, followed by anger—mostly at herself—and the oligarch saw, taking a step forward in an attempt at intimidation.
“Of course you do. You were at the very top. Well, your former target sent out a list of all the intelligence assets ever sent to spy on him, a quite extensive one, in an email blast to the heads of the world’s intelligence agencies, including my friend Ivan, and an hour ago he forwarded it to me. It included your picture and I was able to immediately recognize you.”
The last part was obviously a lie. Even with her sharing his bed while he did so, it seemed it had still taken him several minutes to place her as the more obviously Chinese woman from any picture Aalam would have had access to, but, as far as she could tell, everything else appeared to be the truth.
“Thank you, Dimitri. That will be all.” She shot him in the neck, specifically the carotid artery so more blood would spurt out and, as he was close, her nightgown was soon covered.
Then she carefully angled the gun and shot at the cuffs holding her right hand to the four-poster, breaking the chain and thankfully not damaging her arm. Careful not to step in the growing blood puddle on the carpet, she then walked over to the guard with the key and undid the cuff on her wrist before undoing the other cuff from the four-poster and hiding both cuffs under the room’s mattress.
Realizing she wasn’t going to be able to hide the forensic evidence showing they’d been holding her, and that her identity was compromised anyway, she didn’t even try to clean up more and took out Dimitri’s phone from his pocket, which she’d put malware on earlier, allowing agents of her government to listen in on all communications. Then she called the local police and stammered out a semi-coherent string of babble about how her one night stand had been murdered in front of her by one of his guards, saying all the right keywords for them to send more than just a patrol car.
She then put on a pair of socks, the only article of clothing she’d been wearing the night before still in the room, put a few obstacles in front of the door so the other guards would need time to get in once they started trying, and factory reset Dimitri’s phone so at least the software she’d installed wouldn’t also be burnt.
Then, after waiting until she heard sirens, she wrapped her hands in pillow cases stolen from the bed’s pillows and headed toward the room’s large windows, opening them up to the night air.
Dimitri’s room in his palatial complex was on the third floor, but, even before sleeping with the man, she’d already looked out the window and figured out how she could escape.
There was a large tree out there, leaves bare as winter had started, but, due to Global Warming, it wasn’t too cold for the skimpy attire she was wearing, so she wouldn’t risk hypothermia by going out.
Using the pillow cases wrapped around her hands to keep herself from getting any injuries that the cops would be able to notice, she then jumped out the window, grabbed onto a branch, and dropped herself down to two others before lightly landing on the grass below, not having a single mark on her body.
Then she left the pillow cases under the tree before avoiding security cameras and the lines of sight of distracted guards while she made her way to the front gate, where she ran up to the cops a blubbering mess, intercepting them before they could talk to anyone else.
It was pretty easy to not answer questions she didn’t want to, as almost all the cops were male and her nightgown was made of sheer fabric, but escaping their custody was a bit harder, what with all the staring. She was forced to call several of them perverts and act like she was scared before enough stopped looking so she could escape and make her way to the nearby extraction site, jumping into the backseat of an unmarked white SUV.
“What happened?” one of the two men in the front, the driver, asked in Chinese, and, as he was her handler for the mission, Mila told him all the facts of the night.
“Thank you.” The other man, the one she didn’t recognize, turned to look at her, a gun in his right hand and, as she’d just put on her seatbelt, she wasn’t able to dodge as he fired a bullet right into her chest. “With your identity revealed, however, you are no longer an asset.”
***
Aalam
“This is potentially treason, Mr. Alvaro.”
Aalam Alvaro looked over at the member of the US Senate, one Mr. Tom Taylor, who looked like a cross between a tortoise and a humanoid blob monster, and shook his head. “That’s not how treason works. Even someone like you, who’s been taking money from three Russian oligarchs for the last ten years in exchange for political favors, technically isn’t committing treason. Tax fraud and a few other crimes, yes. Treason, no.
“How do you not understand this as a US senator?”
Tom Taylor looked scared, the C-SPAN cameras catching it, and Aalam internally congratulated himself again for not agreeing to this interview with the Senate Subcommittee on Intelligence unless it was public. He’d at least learned some things from Mila over the last six years.
“Does anyone else have any other stupid questions?” Aalam, a young natural born American citizen of half Iraqi and half Argentinian heritage looked at several of the other members, most of whom he also had dirt on. “I put a Trojan into my own computer system, not yours, not China’s, not the Russians’, nor any of the other governments and businesses whose internal files have now been leaked online. You all stole my research, along with said Trojan, and, through said illegal act, released your own information onto the internet.
“All I did was look at these publicly available documents and then send an email out with the information of all the individuals who have spied on me, including members of the CIA and no members of the FBI, which raises a whole lot of red flags, seeing as I’m an American citizen.”
Aalam moved his messy shoulder-length brown hair out of his eyes as he continued to glare. “Now, I’ll ask again, why am I here? The information about your corruption is already out there, so dragging me away from my research doesn’t seem to serve any purpose.
“In case you’ve forgotten, the world is facing three pandemics and a global climate crisis, and, as you all won’t pay with the money you are exploiting to solve these problems with my current solutions, I need to go try and make everything cheaper.”
“Mr. Alvaro.” Doctor Penny Smith, one of the few senators on the committee without any skeletons in her closet, at least not any Aalam had yet found, sighed as she spoke to him. “Do you realize the implications of what you’ve released?
“I understand you’re in pain. Your girlfriend lied to you for years, your sister is sick, and everyone keeps going after you with a political agenda when you’re just trying to save the world, but the secrets you’ve released. It seems we’re almost on the verge of thermonuclear war.”
“Oh.” Aalam leaned back in his seat, his previous anger replaced by a deep depression as he looked down at the desk in front of him. “I didn’t mean to do that.”
“Judging from your past accomplishments, you seem to be a very, very smart man.” Doctor Smith looked at him with what he thought were earnest eyes. “Do you have any ideas to stop what’s coming?”
“Hmm.” Aalam seemed to think for a few seconds. Then he took out his phone and placed it in front of him. “I do. But I don’t think you’ll like it very much.”
“Anything you can do, Mr. Alvaro. Anything.”
Aalam messed with his phone for a few seconds, sending out a signal to a half dozen receivers hidden throughout the Capitol building, and, about 20 seconds later, the Capitol building, and Aalam and all the senators with it, vanished in a fiery explosion.




Chapter 2: RPG-Mechanics Verse

Aalam
Aalam woke to find himself in a strange sterile white room sitting on an out of place high-backed wooden chair. He was wearing gray clothing that consisted of sweatpants, underwear, and a T-shirt, and in front of him was a large oak desk. Strangest of all, however, was the thing behind the desk, a fantasy style puppet seemingly fully made of wood. It was human-looking to an almost perfect degree, with full features and bark-like skin, and clothes that would look normal on a medieval noble had seemingly grown out of its body.
Then, making the experience even more surreal, the being began to talk to him with what felt like telepathy.
“Hello Aalam Alvaro, and welcome to Earth’s Monster Tutorial. Due to you dying within 27 standard days of your world’s apocalypse style integration, equivalent to 30.375 earth days, your soul was protected and gathered by the System.
“At this time, those with talent still alive in your world will be entering into their own tutorial, and, when that tutorial is finished, they will have to face monsters, foreign invaders, and each other to compete over Earth’s sovereignty. You, on the other hand, will have no part in that conflict.
“Instead, you will compete in another world undergoing a similar apocalypse style integration, but, instead of as a native, you will be reborn as a monster.
“Do you have any questions or may I begin the explanation of what will be coming next?”
Aalam thought about it for a half second. This felt like the start of a web novel and, as his dreams went, it was a bit more out there than usual. Still, if he was having a dream, it meant he wasn’t actually dead, and he really didn’t feel like waking up, so he decided to just go with it. “No questions. You can start the explanation.”
“Alright then.
“First, an apocalypse style integration is different than a normal integration. In a normal integration, mana levels in a world rise naturally, a tutorial is given to those of talent, and the world is brought under the control of a local force from the same galaxy cluster and given seventy-two standard years to adapt before protections are lifted.
“When the local species of a world threaten to destroy themselves and their planet before mana in the world can rise to a reasonable level, however, the integration of the world is instead changed to apocalypse style. Mana in the world is made to artificially rise by the System, souls of the dead are taken to be made into monsters to invade other worlds, and everything is turned into a fight instead of allowing for a peaceful transition. Tutorials still happen, but deaths are common in them instead of nonexistent, and the world is left on its own for seventy-two years, instead of having a benefactor.
“At least this is the normal case. Your world, Earth, is slightly special as the former testing grounds of the Yin Yang Sage. The sage died roughly 2,000 years ago, but, through services rendered to the universe, her spirit has lived on and she will serve in a benefactor role during your integration process, providing you and your fellow Earthlings with quite a few benefits you’ll learn about later.
“You, as someone who died, are just a soul, and you will remain as such during your tutorial. This has advantages, as your body will not affect your cultivation talent and law comprehension will be slightly easier as a result, but you also won’t be able to improve your body during the tutorial and will instead gain a new one at the end. For the purposes of training, however, your body will still act as if it is human.
“The tutorial will last 81 days and consist of three challenges with downtime mixed in between. How you use this time, and what level of challenges you accept, will be up to you, but the trial points you earn from challenges will be used as currency when purchasing your new form and the stats you gain in the tutorial will transfer over, so the more risks you take during the tutorial the more likely you are to survive what comes after.
“Shall we start your soul’s integration with mana? More information will be provided at each step.”
Aalam nodded, and then he felt his surroundings start to change, even though there was no visible difference. It felt like he was swimming underwater, only without anything blocking him from breathing. In fact, breathing felt really, really good, like fresh air after being stuck in an old library for most of a day, and, uncalled for, black text appeared in front of his eyes.
Name: Aalam Alvaro
Level: 0
Race: Human Soulform (G-Common)
Bloodline: NA
Class: Citizen (G-Common)
Skills
NA
Laws: NA
Stats
Strength: 3
Agility: 3
Endurance: 3
Toughness: 3
Vitality: 3
Perception: 3
Magic: 3
Spirit: 3
Soul: 3
Aura: 3
Attunement: 3
Luck: 3
Free Stats: 144
Soulstructures:
Lower Dantian: 1 Large Core Container
Middle Dantian: 12 Small + 1 Medium Mana Wells
Upper Dantian: 1 Huge Mental Forge
Uniqueness:
Id
“You should be able to see your status now, a gift granted to all cultivators in the Prime Material by the gods to help you better understand your power and control the assignment of nascent energy.
“Normally, souls like you would gain only 36 free stat points at this time, and I would not be able to give you any extra information beyond definitions for the keywords in your status, but your case is slightly special. Your world was facing three apocalypses—global warming, plague, and thermonuclear war—and you were apparently the largest contributor working to stop all three, even fully blocking the final apocalyptic force before the integration and saving over a billion lives.
“In return, you gain an extra 36 free stat points for each apocalypse and, for fully stopping the final apocalypse before the integration, your world’s benefactor, the Yin Yang Sage, has been given the authority to grant you one major boon, and she has chosen the Boon of Information.
“By thinking about it, you may access all the sage’s knowledge on monsters, classes, laws, bloodlines, skills, and the like, as well as the rules for various System-hosted competitions such as the rules of Earth’s Monster Tutorial itself.”
A smile started to form on Aalam’s face as he began to analyze just how much new information he had access to. “How much time before I have to continue to the next step?”
“You have as much time as you desire. Time in this small subspace is currently proceeding at roughly a million times the speed of the outside world, so you could take a year and it would be less than a minute in the tutorial.”
The smile on Aalam’s face broadened. “Oh, this is going to be so much fun.”




Chapter 3: Definitions

Mila
Name: Li Mila
Level: 0
Race: Human Soulform (G-Common)
Bloodline: NA
Class: Citizen (G-Common)
Skills
NA
Laws: NA
Stats
Strength: 3
Agility: 3
Endurance: 3
Toughness: 3
Vitality: 3
Perception: 3
Magic: 3
Spirit: 3
Soul: 3
Aura: 3
Attunement: 3
Luck: 3
Free Stats: 72
Soulstructures:
Lower Dantian: 1 Huge Core Container
Middle Dantian: 3 Medium + 1 Large Mana Wells
Upper Dantian: 1 Large Mental Forge
Uniqueness:
Shadow Princess
Mila sat in silence for a good five minutes as the wooden puppet waited for her to assign her free stat points.
First, the fact there was a System, gods, and stats was insane. It was like something in the web novels she’d read while on assignment in the United States. Mila even briefly considered if she’d somehow been captured by American agents and then put in some sort of virtual reality created by Aalam, but the technology necessary to create something on the level of the Matrix was beyond what even Aalam had been capable of, at least within the three months since she’d run away.
That said, if this was all somehow real, it didn’t speak very highly for the human race as a whole. The puppet had just said she was the second highest contributor toward fixing two of Earth’s three apocalypses, granting her 36 extra free stat points, yet all she’d ever done was keep Aalam focused.
Thinking about him, though, she realized what she had to do next.
First, she checked and found it was easy to summon and unsummon the black text of her status. Then she sought the definitions of every term she had access to, the black text of the status fading and new black text appearing in front of her eyes each time.
Name was just as she would have suspected, and the definition of level provided pretty much no information, but the next three terms—race, bloodline, and class—were all quite interesting.
Race: The species of the individual. Each race provides a number of racial abilities, gives bonus stats on each level up, and affects the maximum allowed values for all stats.
Bloodline: Inherited genetic power that modifies an individual’s race. A bloodline will usually cause modifications to one or more of an individual’s racial abilities and/or change the bonus stats provided on level up. Almost never affects the maximum values for stats determined by race.
Class: The manifestation of an individual’s path to power. Affects the cultivation pathways in an individual’s soul, the stats gained per level up, and limits the number and types of skills that can be learned.
Then the definitions for Skills and Laws were even more so.
Skills: Specialized magical effects that can be triggered using qi, mana, and/or psyforce. Enhanceable by Laws.
Laws: Manifestations of an individual’s understanding of the universe.
The definition of Laws especially seemed very vague, seemingly deliberately not providing much information, but the definitions of G and Common supplied a lot of information that appeared immediately relevant.
G: The weakest rank for individuals, representing those not yet on any path to power, i.e. level 0.
Common: The second weakest grade for classes, races, bloodlines, skills, and the like. One grade higher than Inferior. One grade lower than Uncommon.
And the definitions of Human Soulform and Citizen provided even more.
Human Soulform (G-Common): A race representing the soulform of a human, one of the most common races in the Prime Material. As a G rank race, this race allows for only two racial abilities and provides no stats on level up. Upgrading to an F rank race is required to make advancement possible.
Citizen (G-Common): The entry class for those not yet on a path to power for all human and humanoid races. Allows for 3 skills of any type with no other benefits.
Judging from her gaming experience, Citizen appeared to be a basic starting class. And future classes would likely be at least partially determined by the three skills she learned and her stat distribution, which made the next section quite important.
Strength: A value representing the physical power an individual can exert.
Agility: A value representing an individual’s speed.
Endurance: A value representing the potency and quality of an individual’s qi.
Toughness: A value representing the defensive capabilities of an individual’s body.
Vitality: A value representing the power of an individual’s self healing capabilities.
Perception: A value representing the power of an individual’s senses.
Magic: A value representing the potency and quality of an individual’s mana.
Spirit: A value representing the potency and quality of an individual’s psyforce.
Soul: A value representing the power of an individual’s intrinsic foundation.
Aura: A value representing the power of an individual’s presence.
Attunement: A value representing an individual’s connection to Laws.
Luck: A value representing an individual’s favorability in the eyes of fate.
Mila took a little time to analyze what these 12 stats represented. The first six were pretty basic, as long as Mila simplified qi to mean stamina, though she suspected that was a bad idea. Magic and Spirit then seemed to be the equivalent of Endurance, but for mages and psychics instead of warriors, though again that was probably an oversimplification. And Soul and Aura she didn’t really understand, though she suspected they were more important than any of the other stats proceeding them. Finally, the effects of Attunement and Luck were both pretty obvious, the former likely the most important of all the stats if Laws were as important as she expected and the latter filled with scary implications.
Then she looked at the definitions of qi, mana, and psyforce and they were all pretty bare bones.
Qi: The power of lifeforce as a form of energy.
Mana: The power of the Universe as a form of energy.
Psyforce: The power of the mind as a form of energy.
When she looked into the definitions of the terms under the soulstructures section, however, things started to make a whole lot more sense.
Soulstructures: The fundamental structures in an individual’s soul.
Lower Dantian: The central hub of all qi distribution cultivation techniques, located just below the navel in humanoid creatures.
Middle Dantian: The central hub of all mana distribution cultivation techniques, located in the center of the chest next to the heart in humanoid creatures.
Upper Dantian: The central hub of all psyforce distribution cultivation techniques, located above the eyes, just behind the center of the forehead, in humanoid creatures.
Core Container: Container for an individual’s accumulated qi.
Mana Well: Container for an individual’s accumulated mana.
Mental Forge: Container for an individual’s accumulated psyforce.
Medium: A representation of capacity for a soulstructure, representing four times more capacity than Small and four times less than Large.
Large: A representation of capacity for a soulstructure, representing four times more capacity than Medium and four times less than Huge.
Huge: A representation of capacity for a soulstructure, representing four times more capacity than Large and four times less than Colossal.
The definitions didn’t give her all the answers, for example she had no idea what having multiple mana wells meant, but it was pretty obvious the main resources for combatants in however the game-like system of the universe worked were qi, mana, and psyforce and that having larger soulstructures representing each meant having a larger maximum of that resource.
If her suspicions were true, as her Core Container was Huge while her Mental Forge was only Large, for the same values of Endurance and Spirit, she would have four times as much qi as psyforce, and that likely had major effects.
Finally, she checked the last two definitions to which she had access.
Uniqueness: The unique talents of an individual’s soul.
Shadow Princess: ???
Either the System didn’t have access to her uniqueness, even though it could show her what it was called, or there was some sort of permission level and she didn’t have the authority to know about her own self.
She was rather hoping for the former.
Taking a deep breath, Mila decided it was probably best to just consider everything as fact for the time being. Then she began to try and figure out how to use her free stat points. She had no idea how classes in the universe worked, but she guessed there were specialized classes based around using just qi, mana, or psyforce. Sadly, she had no idea whether these types of specialized classes were better or worse than classes that used all three and she had no way to find out, though it probably didn’t matter in the short term as it seemed likely she wouldn’t be able to get a new class until after the tutorial was done and she was reborn as a monster.
She did, however, have a way to experiment with what stat increases were allowed as adding free stats required a confirmation step, so she quickly came to understand a few rules.
First, neither Strength nor Agility could be greater than two times the other, and neither could be greater than two times Vitality, nor could Endurance and Toughness. Vitality could be no more than 50% greater than Endurance and no more than three times Toughness, Strength, or Agility. And, for the final physical stat rule, Perception could be no more than four times Agility and Agility could be no more than three times Perception.
Neither Magic nor Spirit could be more than three times Soul, though there didn’t seem to be any limit on the Soul stat, and Luck didn’t seem to have any limits whatsoever.
The most interesting two stats when it came to limits, however, were Aura and Attunement. Aura appeared to have its limit set at the average value of all stats other than itself, Attunement, and Luck, while Attunement’s limit appeared to be the minimum value of all stats other than Luck, including Aura.
It was entirely possible these limits were only for the first allocation of free stat points, but Mila guessed even if there was nothing to stop her from raising her stats past these limits in the future, it would be a good idea not to.
It didn’t really matter all that much though as, not sure about how she’d want her stats in the future, Mila decided to go with a strategy she’d argued against more than once, going with what Aalam would do in such a situation instead of following her own instincts.
Are you sure you want to add all 72 free stat points to Luck?
Yes/No
Confirmation. Luck increased to 75.




Chapter 4: Abilities

Aalam
Are you sure you want to add 141 free stat points to Luck?
Yes/No
Confirmation. Luck increased to 144. Limit for the Luck stat met.
Are you sure you want to add 2 free stat points to Soul?
Yes/No
Confirmation. Soul increased to 5.
Are you sure you want to add 1 free stat point to Spirit?
Yes/No
Confirmation. Spirit increased to 4.
Given what was about to come next, at least if the information Aalam had spent the last week of accelerated time looking over was accurate, raising the Luck stat as much as possible was the best move. As a soul, he didn’t have to eat or sleep, but he’d grown bored, and it was now time to start implementing one of the plans he’d come up with.
Which one, however, would depend on what racial abilities he unlocked.
“As a Human Soulform, you will awaken two racial abilities. Should we start now?”
Aalam nodded upon hearing the puppet’s telepathic voice and then a new type of System message appeared in front of him.
Awakening your first racial ability as a Human Soulform.
Please choose from the following three selections.
1)      Omniglot Reader (Epic): You can understand all non-magical languages in both written and spoken form.

2)      Nascent Energy Converter (Legendary): Any extra stats that would be lost due to the stat’s limit having been reached instead become free stats.

3)      Passive Daoist (Legendary): Gain insights into Laws more easily through meditation, but less easily through combat.

The choice was simple, as one of the abilities was key to enabling all the most powerful builds he’d come up with and the other two weren’t even on his list. So, Aalam chose Nascent Energy Converter and then waited a couple minutes for his soul to change, the change feeling like being wrapped in a cloud and then poked by several hundred needles.
Awakening your second racial ability as a Human Soulform.
Please choose from the following three selections.
1)      Amber Soul (Epic): Increase the effectiveness of the Soul stat by 12.5%.

2)      Miracle of Thought (Legendary): Increase the power of psychic category skills.

3)      Miracle of Creation (Legendary): Increase the power of crafting category skills.

This choice was more difficult. Psychic and crafting skills were the main ones he would aim for in the near future, but both abilities would be less useful the more varied his skills became. Amber Soul, on the other hand, was only Epic grade, one level of rarity below Legendary. Its effect, however, would allow him to raise all his other stats higher and it unlocked several future race options he wouldn’t have access to otherwise.
As the choices for awakened abilities were affected by an individual’s actions and natural talent, and as the possible abilities for humans were wide and varied, it wasn’t surprising every choice was a good fit, especially given Aalam’s Luck stat, and he chose Amber Soul without any regrets.
The feeling of being wrapped in a cloud and poked by needles came over him again and this time it took even longer to pass.
“Your soul’s integration with mana is now complete.” The wooden puppet appeared to smile, and it was somewhat creepy. “Would you like to share your uniqueness with the Yin Yang Sage for a minor boon to help in the tutorial’s first challenge?”
“No.” Aalam shook his head.
“Thank you.” The puppet’s expression turned back to normal. “Would you like to take more time or move into the tutorial now?”
“Now please.”
“Alright then.” The room his soul was in began to fade to nothingness, the blank walls disappearing first, replaced by black. Then the chair he was sitting on, the desk, and the puppet disappeared as well and he was floating in an endless dark void, white text appearing in front of his eyes.
Please choose the level of difficulty for your first challenge in Earth’s Monster Tutorial.
Your options are as follows:
1)      Easy: Odds of survival 92%.

2)      Normal: Odds of survival 75%.

3)      Hard: Odds of survival 50%.

4)      Torment: Odds of survival 8%.

5)      Nightmare: Odds of survival 0.7%.

Without even thinking about it, Aalam chose the Nightmare level difficulty and the world around him began to brighten up. Before his eyes could adjust, however, a new notification in glowing golden text appeared in front of his eyes.
Law Egg gained - Soulform Temporal Acceleration
Congratulations!
You are the first to gain a Law Egg of anyone from Earth.
All stats +6
Luck is already at maximum.
Nascent Energy Converter ability activated.
Free stats +6
Your soul is affected by your understanding of Laws.
Agility + 3, Perception + 6, Spirit +1, Soul +2
***
Mila
Awakening your first racial ability as a Human Soulform.
Please choose from the following three selections.
1)      Spring Step Agility (Rare): Increase the effectiveness of the Agility stat by 6.25%.

2)      Prodigy of the Fist (Epic): Increase the power of martial category punching skills.

3)      Omniglot Reader (Legendary): You can understand all non-magical and low-magical languages in both written and spoken form.

Mila looked at her choices and quickly settled on Omniglot Reader. All three abilities seemed at least somewhat in line with her actions when she was alive, but understanding languages had always proven more useful than combat skills, not to mention the ability was Legendary grade, which a quick check of definitions showed was a grade higher than Epic.
A tingly sensation, which kind of felt like a shiatsu massage, covered her entire body and then a second choice popped into her vision.
Awakening your second racial ability as a Human Soulform.
Please choose from the following three selections.
1)      Prodigy of Natural Disguise (Rare): Slightly increase the power of martial category disguise skills.

2)      Hawk Eye Perception (Rare): Increase the effectiveness of the Perception stat by 6.25%.

3)      Fairy Law (Legendary): Increase the power of all bonds and contracts you enter into or for which you provide the magic.

Mila wasn’t too sure about Fairy Law, but it was Legendary grade while the other two were only Rare, so she decided to choose it anyway. It at least seemed like something she could potentially use to make money in the future.
The shiatsu massage feeling then started again and this time it took even longer.
“Your soul’s integration with mana is now complete.” The wooden puppet moved its fake mouth into a smile, sort of defeating the purpose if it was trying to seem anything other than creepy, given it didn’t move its eyes to match. “Would you like to share your uniqueness with the Yin Yang Sage for a minor boon to help in the tutorial’s first challenge?”
Mila considered why this question was being asked. From what the puppet had said before, Earth had apparently been the Yin Yang Sage’s testing ground before the start of the modern calendar, but she didn’t know what that meant. She also didn’t understand what uniqueness’s really were, as she couldn’t see what hers did nor did she yet know anyone else’s.
The question’s very existence, however, revealed at least one thing. The Yin Yang Sage most likely couldn’t see her uniqueness—or likely anyone else’s for that matter.
It was entirely possible the question was some sort of con, causing humanity to underestimate the ancient powerhouse, but it was more likely the dead woman just wanted the information. It could be to test her experimental results after two millennia or maybe it was to help her identify who she could most benefit from by training, but it was unlikely to be anything too negative for anyone who revealed it.
The entire tutorial system so far screamed soldier empowerment to Mila and there were usually more benefits to sticking out in training than not, but Mila felt confident in sticking out using other means, so she decided to keep what few cards she was left with close to her chest.
“Thank you, but no.”
The puppet’s expression stayed creepy. “Acknowledged. The Yin Yang Sage would like to offer you one of her limited minor boons that require neither payment or accomplishment, a Boon of Whispers. Will you accept?”
Mila thought about it for a few seconds, her mind going through all sorts of various possibilities, but she didn’t have enough information to go off, so she just decided to accept as it wasn’t likely she would lose out if she did.
“One moment.” The puppet’s expression went back to normal, but the voice of its next telepathy message was quite a bit different, no longer robotic and male, but a silky and somewhat deep female voice. Also, unlike the puppet’s normal telepathy, which was in Chinese, the female voice spoke in English instead. “Nightmares are scary, but how else do you meet lost loves.”
Mila had no idea what this meant, but then the puppet spoke in its normal voice again. “Starting the tutorial now. Prepare to choose the difficulty of your first challenge.”
The room faded until she was floating in an endless dark void, white text appearing in front of her eyes, and Mila quickly realized what the message from the Yin Yang Sage likely meant, her non-existent heart starting to beat faster.
Please choose the level of difficulty for your first challenge in Earth’s Monster Tutorial.
Your options are as follows:
1)      Easy: Odds of survival 92%.

2)      Normal: Odds of survival 75%.

3)      Hard: Odds of survival 50%.

4)      Torment: Odds of survival 8%.

5)      Nightmare: Odds of survival 0.7%.

Without thinking about it anywhere near as much as she should have, Mila chose to enter into the Nightmare level difficulty and the world around her began to grow bright.




Chapter 5: Oath

Mila
Following the training she’d received since she was four, the first thing Mila did upon her eyesight returning was to analyze her surroundings. She was in a large stone room, perfectly circular with a roughly 50-meter radius and a 5-meter ceiling at the edges, but the ceiling wasn’t perfectly flat, rising up to 7 meters at the center, and it was covered with a large sigil of a language not of earth, made from orange and yellow fire, providing the room’s light.
With her new racial ability, she could understand this sigil as easily as she could understand Chinese characters or English words, and, looking around at the 316 others in the room, it made her very, very nervous.
‘Battle Royale, Only One Team Survives’
Depending on the size of a team, almost everyone in the room was going to die for a second time, and Mila realized putting all her free stats into Luck had been incredibly stupid.
Still, the Yin Yang Sage at least hadn’t lied to her.
Aalam was sitting against one of the room’s walls, glowing with a golden light from under his skin, his body, like everyone else in the room, looking no different from normal even though they were all only souls.
At the same time, however, there were only two other East Asians in the room, which was odd given her homeland’s population, and she quickly did a little math. In the time period the System was supposedly gathering souls, there would have been around 5 million deaths under normal circumstances. With the pandemics and the other effects of global warming, that was doubled at most, but a thermonuclear war would have made the count way larger.
Even with a conservative estimate of 7 million, it was extremely unlikely there would only be 317 idiots as stupid as her who chose Nightmare difficulty, which meant there were more versions of this challenge than the one she was in, and this meant the Yin Yang Sage had likely done something to put her and Aalam in the same one.
When she walked in front of Aalam, the golden glow from under his skin changed to green, but then, when he finally noticed her, the glow changed again from green to gray, and Mila wasn’t sure yet what this meant.
He was looking at her with a gaze she’d never seen on him before, not hate, not surprise, not even apathy. Instead, it was a look of judgement, like he was weighing whether she would live or die, and Mila realized he already knew what type of challenge this was.
“Hey, Aalam. Want to form a team?” It was a stupid thing to say, and even stupider to say it in Mandarin, a language he’d only learned so they could communicate better, even though her English had been pretty much flawless, but she was nervous and her instincts kicked in to hide their conversation from everyone else around them.
Before he could respond, however, a man walked up to them and started yelling. “You’re that terrorist, right! The one who blew up the Capitol!”
Like everyone in the room, he was wearing unflattering gray sweatpants and a large gray T-shirt, shoes apparently not a thing for starting tutorial clothing. Caucasian, with brown hair, brown eyes, and a beer belly, he looked to be in his mid-thirties and his accent placed him as from the United States northeast.
Taking a quick glance at Aalam, Mila noticed a complete lack of surprise at the man’s outburst, which was worrisome given what it implied about how Aalam had died, but there was also a complete lack of fear, and that wasn’t normal for him. Unlike her, he’d never been in a fight in his life, and there was no way he’d be able to remain so calm.
This type of expression on anyone else, however, would imply he was confident of his chances, even with the Nightmare level challenge’s rules, and that, along with the knowledge Aalam seemed to have far more information about what was going on than she did, altered how Mila approached the situation. Her goal with the yelling man was no longer to eliminate him, but to get him and everyone else to leave her and Aalam alone long enough so they could form a team before all hell broke loose.
“Sir,” she said calmly in English to the yelling man, “you do realize racial profiling is rather untoward, right?”
The man, an American liberal from all signs, almost looked like he was slapped in the face, and, noticing the opportunity, she took her chance. “Now, from what we were told by that puppet thing, our souls were gathered over 30 days. Were the US Capitol blown up, I gather it would be major news and I would have heard of it, so I likely died before you. What is it you think you know?”
“There was video of him pressing a button on his phone just before the Capitol blew up.” The man continued to point at Aalam.
“Ah.” Mila nodded as if in understanding, the commotion having gathered a crowd. Then she pointed at Aalam as well, who was watching her actions with an expression of mild interest. “Do you know who he is?”
“Some scientist.” The man looked unsure.
“His name is Aalam Alvaro and he is, by standard definitions, a hero. Our world was facing three apocalypses according to the tutorial puppets—pandemics, global warming, and thermonuclear war. Were our world’s integration with magic to have not happened, the first two would have most certainly been solved, and, even after his death, it would have been almost entirely because of him.
“A multi-disciplinary scientist, he’s designed new computer chips, solved quite a few of the problems blocking a neuro-electronic interface, and written computer code capable of getting around the security measures of pretty much all the world’s governments. More important, however, his work in material science found an efficient way to get greenhouse gasses out of the atmosphere at scale and his work in gene modeling and in understanding the human proteome led to breakthrough technology completely upending traditional medicine, allowing him to take the genetic code of our world’s pandemics and find effective treatments and vaccines for all three in just a few months.”
“Then why did he blow up the Capitol?”
“That’s my point. He wouldn’t and, more important, couldn’t.” Mila smiled in a somewhat fake manner, anyone with any social skills able to see she was thinking something bad. “Sure, he could have almost certainly built a bomb, but he was nowhere close to having the skills to get one past Capitol security, and the only person he knew with those types of skills was his ex-girlfriend, but she was a Chinese spy, and she’d run away without talking to him.
“He had, however, pissed off most of the world’s governments at the time, as well as many major corporations. As a security measure, he’d placed a piece of code in his research files that would automatically upload to the internet every file on every domain-joined computer for any domain on which his research was stored other than his own, so, if anyone stole his research, all their private data would be revealed. And, over the last year, almost everyone stole his research.
“It wouldn’t be surprising at all if someone framed him.”
The man looked a little shaken, and those who had moved closer didn’t have expressions of hostility, which was good, some even nodding along, seeming aware of Aalam’s identity or at least some of the facts she’d explained, and three people, as she’d suspected, seemed to recognize her as well.
The news of something like the Capitol blowing up would have dominated 24-hour news channels all over the world for days, and it was basically impossible her own identity wouldn’t have been revealed in the process.
The man questioning her, however, seemed less aware of the facts than some of the others. “If you died before the Capitol exploded, how do you know all this?”
“I’m the Chinese spy ex-girlfriend.” Mila changed her facial expression again, this time to show controlled annoyance. “The last thing I remember from Earth is being shot to death by my own government, and now I learn the man I spent years living with died as well, likely due to something that was at least partially my fault.
“I’m feeling a little guilty here and was hoping to talk to my ex before whatever dangerous thing is going to happen starts happening, but then someone started yelling at us.”
“Ah.” The man, who she was now sorry would soon most likely die, left, going over to talk with some others who’d been listening in, and Mila and Aalam were left alone again, everyone giving them a bit of space, too caught up in the strangeness that was the monster tutorial.
“What are your racial abilities and how did you allocate your stats?” Aalam spoke in Chinese, but he still looked as if he were judging her, which made Mila extremely uncomfortable. The Aalam in her memory was a happy-go-lucky nerd and his actions so far were extremely out of character.
“I can read—”
“The names of the abilities and their rarities only, please.” The gray glow from Aalam’s skin faded and he instead started to glow blue.
“Omniglot Reader, Legendary, and Fairy Law, also Legendary. All stats at 3, other than Luck at 75.”
“Hmm.” Aalam looked a little surprised, and she was pretty sure it was pleasantly so. “Repeat after me, but replace the names.
“I, Aalam Alvaro, pledge to make no actions I believe might lead to the death of Li Mila or loss of her future potential.”
“I, Li Mila, pledge to make no actions I believe might lead to the death of Aalam Alvaro or loss of his future potential.”
As soon as her words were done, a System message appeared in front of her in blue text.
You have entered into an Oath Pact with Aalam Alvaro.
If you go against the terms of the Oath Pact, your soul will be damaged.
Mila learned two things then. One, Aalam had access to a whole lot more information than she’d thought and, two, Fairy Law was going to be a much more useful ability than she’d expected.
Trial Taker Aalam Alvaro has invited you to his team for the event Nightmare Royale.
Do you accept?
Yes/No




Chapter 6: Twelve Elements

Mila
“How do you know so much already?” Mila felt the situation odd. Aalam had always been more knowledgeable than her about how the universe worked, but information gathering from unknown sources was not his strength, so, while she could see his knowledge allowing him to gain an advantage in however exactly Laws worked, likely the cause of his soul continuing to flash in odd colors, it didn’t make sense he would know more about her abilities than she did unless someone told him.
“I’m a hero.” Aalam frowned at her in a way she recognized meant he was not at all happy. “And time with the puppet passed at a greatly accelerated rate.”
Translation, he’d received a boon with a lot of information, likely from the Yin Yang Sage, and he’d had a lot of time to go over it.
He didn’t seem to want to talk anymore, however, which Mila found reasonable given the circumstances, so she just accepted his invitation to join his team and then they both waited in silence as nothing happened. The blue glow emanating out from Aalam soon faded, replaced by red, then brown, and then an iron-color, and a bit later his skin glowed purple, then white, and then black.
More and more people were noticing, but he wouldn’t explain, and Mila was able to manipulate them into giving him space. Finally, after a half hour of him not glowing at all, about three hours since they’d all appeared in the room, he glowed silver, and only then did Mila get another System notification.
You have the second highest Luck of everyone in the Nightmare difficulty challenge, Nightmare Royale.
You are already part of a team and cannot choose another.
You may choose one skill and one artifact from the following lists as a pre-challenge reward.
The skill can be learned immediately or granted as a skill orb and secretly placed in your pocket.
The artifact will appear on your person, secretly in one of your pockets if small enough.
You have two minutes to choose.
Mila didn’t even bother looking at the lists of skills and artifacts as she could already tell they were quite long, and it wasn’t like she’d understand what any of the choices were. Instead, she was more concerned with the implications of the System messages than their content.
Aalam had a higher Luck than her—that much was obvious—and he’d seen the System messages about the challenge three hours before and done nothing, making it likely he had a much longer time limit than two minutes. In fact, his delay likely led to her having less time, and probably everyone after her as well, which was good planning, albeit a bit scary coming from him.
“Get the Rare grade skill orb containing Rapid Thoughts for me, and I’ll help guide you to a Legendary skill of your choice. For the artifact, the Shield of Twelve Elements will help us survive this challenge. You won’t be able to use it, but, seeing as I would use it to protect your life, I don’t see a need to offer you anything else.”
Aalam was holding a small piece of parchment with a rough symbol etched into it in his hand, a symbol that Omniglot Reader helped her understand meant ‘gust’, and, as she looked at him, he began to glow yellow, the twelfth color she’d seen from him.
The parchment was almost certainly the artifact he’d chosen, and something about it was making her sense of danger, trained over years of spy work, scream.
Without any fuss, Mila selected the skill and artifact he’d asked for and a light weight appeared in the right pocket of the unfashionable gray sweatpants she was wearing, likely the skill orb, while an odd-looking hoop appeared in her hands. It was made of twelve different materials, all threaded together, most seeming like different types of colored crystals, but there was what looked to be a vine and a metallic wire as well.
More important, however, as she held it, another System notification popped up in front of her eyes.
Shield of Twelve Elements (G-Rare)
A theoretical experiment made by craftsman Az Hendriar in his youth from materials strong enough to make three to four E rank Epic artifacts. Due to its design, it has a self-contained mana cycle and a powerful effect—able to create a 2.5-meter diameter sphere of adjustable impermeability, unbreakable by anyone below F rank—but it requires a single source of mana influenced by at least a Law Egg from one of each of the major elements to activate.
Effects: Sphere of protection (Up to two hours of cumulative uptime every day)
Requirements: At least one Law Egg from each of the 12 elements—Fire, Water, Earth, Wind, Lightning, Metal, Light, Dark, Life, Death, Space, and Time
As she handed the hoop to Aalam, Mila realized two things. One, with just one assistant, Aalam was in no danger during this challenge, so it was a very good thing she was said assistant. Two, having twelve of whatever Law Eggs were, from all 12 elements, was very rare, yet Aalam had achieved such a feat in just over three hours.
Seeing the hoop, people came over, but Aalam then activated it, causing it to expand out and transform, and the two of them were surrounded by a sphere of energy, extending through both the air and the floor. It wasn’t visible, at least from the inside, and it didn’t block air flow, yet it did block sound and Mila was pretty sure those outside couldn’t see in, given the movements of everyone else in the room.
“Could you give me the skill orb?”
Aalam held out his hand and Mila reached into her pocket and took out a small 3 cm diameter sphere, which looked like a translucent pink-purple crystal, causing another System notification to appear in front of her eyes.
Rapid Thoughts (G-Rare) Psychic, Passive, Enhancement
Quickness of thought is quickness of action.
Effects: Learn the skill Rapid Thoughts (G-Rare)
Requirements: Free skill slot, able to learn passive psychic enhancement skills
She then handed it to Aalam and it disappeared, fading away as if to nothingness as he learned the skill.
“What type of Legendary skill do you want?” Aalam didn’t look at her, instead looking up at the flaming sigil above them, but Mila didn’t read too much into his actions. It could be he was angry with her, which was likely, but it could also be he was studying the magical effect, which was even more so. Mila’s guess was a mix of both.
“What types of choices do I have? I know next to nothing about skills, Aalam.”
Aalam looked at her for a second, as if trying to decide if she was real or not, and then looked back at the sigil. “You’ve read litrpg stories and played video games before, while we both know you’re not stupid. You’ve already picked up on a few of the rules, so I’ll just give you the limitations. Humans can usually only have one class, and that class will only allow a certain number of skills, the vast majority allowing for six. The three skills you have before advancing will also greatly affect your class choices, and at G rank the max possible grade for skills is Legendary.
“What do you want to be, Mila? Once you decide, it’s just a matter of hard work.”
Mila thought about it for a bit as the others in the challenge started getting their artifacts, everyone with the same Luck value seemingly getting the System messages at the same time. She knew what she was good at, social manipulation, information gathering, quietly killing, and it was likely all these skills would be useful in the new world they were going to find themselves in.
If they were going to be reborn as monsters, Mila would excel most as one based around stealth, maybe seduction.
This was if she was on her own, however, and she didn’t like the idea of leaving Aalam by himself. Sure, he seemed like he had everything in hand, but, had she not been there, he would have been crowded and accosted, not given the time and quiet to gain all those Law Eggs, and, knowing him as well as she did, he wouldn’t have gotten a trustworthy assistant from the crowd.
“How about a skill to enhance the artifacts I use?”
Aalam looked at her again, appearing to think for a second, and then he nodded. “Alright.”
She’d seen that look before. She wasn’t sure how much information Aalam had, but he’d just analyzed her choice and approved of her decision, in a game build sense at least.
One of the first things she’d done to secure his affections at the start of their relationship was to drag him into playing a tabletop RPG campaign she’d game mastered, and, as was typical for him, he couldn’t help himself but to try and optimize his character for combat. It had taken her a month to get him into the habit of only telling her the optimizations of others’ characters rather than the other players themselves, and she still knew the looks he’d make upon approval or disapproval of a build.
More important, however, she knew the types of abilities Aalam gravitated towards. No matter what game he played, if there was a way for him to reach max power as a crafter, he would, and that wouldn’t change if the world started operating like a litrpg.
The Nightmare Royale is now starting.
You have one hour to kill each other until only one team is left.
If more than one team is living after the hour, everyone dies.
The System message appeared in front of her eyes and, from what she could see from the panic happening outside their protection, it appeared in front of the eyes of everyone else as well.
The panic didn’t last long, however.
Aalam held out the parchment artifact he’d received and gusts of wind emanated out from him, right through their sphere of protection and traveling all throughout the room. Then something in the wind changed and everyone outside the sphere fell apart, literally. Blades of wind cut their fellow humans into ribbons of bone and flesh, while Aalam looked on dispassionately, smiling slightly with a look of pride on his face, appearing like he didn’t care about the hundreds of people he’d just killed at all.




Chapter 7: Battle Royale

Mila
Mila almost threw up.
It wasn’t the death, at least not completely. She’d killed thirteen people during her life, and she’d gotten over her squeamishness by the time she was a teenager. It wasn’t even the gruesome way in which they’d died.
Instead, it was the ease of it, the realization of how little a life was worth in front of someone with true power.
The display she’d just seen was almost certainly nothing in the grand scheme of things. They were G rank, not even F, and the scale almost certainly went up to at least A.
Then, even more worrisome, there was something very, very wrong with Aalam.
Ever since she’d learned what type of new world she was entering, she’d expected Aalam would excel. Engineering and fantasy stories were the two main things he was passionate about and, when Aalam was passionate about something, he’d make his peers look like idiots.
When she’d learned he’d somehow died and entered into the Nightmare difficulty challenge, she’d entered to meet him only partly because she thought his lack of combat experience and generally missing social awareness would get him killed, but also because she subconsciously wanted to rely on him.
Now, however, he was acting like a psychopath when she knew he wasn’t one, and his actions didn’t make sense. The Aalam she knew would hesitate before a mass slaughter even if he for some reason thought this was all a dream, and, after said slaughter, he wouldn’t immediately dispel the shield around them and go looking through the corpses for things to steal.
He wasn’t as hard and twisted as she was, at least he hadn’t been.
“Anything particular you’re looking for?” Not knowing what else to do, Mila fell back on her training and ignored what she was feeling, instead joining Aalam in his search, picking up every artifact she could find and reading the resulting System notifications.
“Skill orbs, materials, and limited time use artifacts.”
They took about half an hour looking through everything, and they ended up with 23 artifacts they wanted to keep and seventeen skill orbs, including one Aalam had her learn as it could later be fused into a skill that could then in turn be fused into a Legendary grade skill.
Mana Weapon Enhancement (G-Rare) Magic, Mana Infusion, Enhancement
Stronger weapon, harder hit
Effects: Learn the skill Mana Weapon Enhancement (G-Rare)
Requirements: Free skill slot, able to learn mana infusion based magic enhancement skills
Of the artifacts they kept, one was a bag of holding, a small sack with a relatively small spatial pocket inside, the only other Rare grade artifact, and the rest were three bracelets, four swords, six knives, and ten pieces of parchment like the one Aalam had used, which Mila learned were called talismans.
The bag of holding was only big enough to contain the skill orbs, bracelets, knives, and talismans, so they each had to wear two of the swords, and none of the other artifacts were good enough to keep.
As she read over a hundred System artifact descriptions, it quickly became obvious the Shield of Twelve Elements was an outlier. Most of what they kept was of Uncommon rarity, but even the one-time effects of the talismans were weaker than the rechargeable effect of the shield. The best of the weapons, one of the knives and one of the swords, both had requirements for Law Eggs of an element, Darkness for the knife and Fire for the sword, so it seemed more requirements lowered rarity, but the effects of both weapons were still quite minor.
Finally, from what Aalam said while they talked about the artifacts, Mila realized there was no such thing as a Law Egg of Darkness or a Law Egg of Fire, instead there were only subcomponents of the larger Laws like the Law Egg of Night and the Law Egg of Sparks.
Another hour passed and, when the time limit of the challenge was done, a new System message appeared.
Your team has survived the Nightmare Royale
You may choose one skill and one artifact from the following lists as a reward.
The skill can be learned immediately or granted as a skill orb and secretly placed in your pocket.
The artifact will appear on your person, secretly in one of your pockets if small enough.
You have six minutes to choose.
Mila and Aalam both looked at the lists and Aalam chose almost immediately, learning a skill called Meditative Focus (G-Rare) and taking an artifact called Orb of Skill Combination (G-Rare), a one-time use talisman shaped like an orb of misty energy. As soon as he chose it, the orb entered into his body and, in the future, if he mastered skills of Rare grade or lower that could be combined, e.g. the three skills he’d already learned, he could instantly fuse them into a new skill.
Mila took a little longer, reading through the lists to gain more information, but she eventually chose similarly, also getting an Orb of Skill Combination (G-Rare) and learning another skill for use in future fusing, Psyforce Weapon Enhancement (G-Rare), the psychic equivalent of her Mana Weapon Enhancement skill.
Then something surprising happened as, instead of the challenge ending, a new System notification appeared in front of their eyes.
Conditions met for the bonus round of the Nightmare Royale
Would you like to continue on to the bonus round, where you will compete in the same challenge with winners from other Nightmare Royale instances for further prizes, or will you give up?
Your team leader will decide for your team.
Before Mila could say anything, Aalam, who’d obviously been expecting this, accepted, and the world faded until they were in an identical chamber, this one, however, was not filled with blood.
Aalam immediately activated the Shield of Twelve Elements and Mila watched as several hundred other humans, 429 in total by her count, appeared in the room as well, most carrying a whole bunch of artifacts, and, from their interactions, Mila had a strong guess the largest team size allowed in the challenge was six.
Then, two minutes after they arrived, when seemingly everyone who was going to join in this massacre had, the System notification appeared again.
The Nightmare Royale Bonus Round is now starting.
You have one hour to kill each other until only one team is left.
If more than one team is living after the hour, everyone dies.
Aalam immediately activated his gust talisman and wind started to blow through the room, killing all but three individuals. Two African men were seemingly a team and had activated an artifact much like the Shield of Twelve Elements, while the third was a Chinese youth fully covered in blood whose robe seemed to have provided him a one-time use protection.
Aalam then activated the gust talisman again, using up the last of its power, and the talisman disintegrated in his hands.
Wind blasted through the room, killing the Chinese youth and breaking the African men’s shield, and Aalam then activated an extra talisman he’d been holding and a fireball formed in front of the Shield of Twelve Elements’ barrier, flew at the two men, and exploded right between them, killing them instantly.
There had been people who had activated defensive skills, elemental armor or shields of energy appearing around them, but they hadn’t been strong enough to block Aalam’s talisman, and Mila suspected the gust talisman had been a built-in way to cheat in this challenge if someone had the right information beforehand, which opened up a lot more questions she didn’t yet have time to think about.
Aalam lowered the shield from the Shield of Twelve Elements and waited for a minute, looking over all the bodies. Then, when no one attacked or seemed to be breathing, he started looting again and Mila joined him.
They gained 3,457 skill orbs, 2,152 talismans, 29 Rare bags of holding, and way more artifacts than they could carry, which they placed into piles based on how much Aalam believed they were worth.
For the low, low price of more than 100,000 human lives, they’d gotten quite the haul.
The skill orbs contained Qi Weapon Enforcement (G-Rare), the last skill Mila needed for the skill fusion to Weapon Enhancement (G-Epic), and they also contained Artifact Activation (G-Rare) and Material Strengthening (G-Rare), the skills she’d apparently need to fuse with Weapon Enhancement to form her Legendary skill.
“What would it take for you to pick an epic skill orb for me from the final rewards?” Aalam continued to look through the artifacts as he spoke, but there was an intensity to his voice that made her know he really, really wanted the skill orb.
“Build me a Legendary grade weapon within the next three hundred years.”
Aalam looked up at that, a slightly startled expression on his face, then he nodded. “Okay.”
Your team has survived the Nightmare Royale Bonus Round
You may choose one skill and one artifact from the following lists as a reward.
The skill can be learned immediately or granted as a skill orb and secretly placed in your pocket.
The artifact will appear on your person, secretly in one of your pockets if small enough.
You have an unlimited time to choose.
After waiting in silence for a few minutes until the hour time limit was up, the message was similar to the previous round, the only difference in the wording the name of the round and the time they had to make their choice, but the lists were also a lot better, including Epic skills and artifacts.
Aalam wanted two very specific skills, Myriad Thoughts (G-Epic) and Mental Spike (G-Epic), so the decision on skills was easy, but which artifacts to choose took longer to decide. There were a couple spatial storage artifacts with much larger space than the bags of holding and some weapons without requirements that seemed impressive, like a mana, qi, or psyforce powered pistol Mila was pretty sure would work great with her weapon enhancement skills, but Aalam looked at none of those, and he had more information.
“There are twenty-four legacy artifacts, each with built-in training for class-based techniques, skill usage, and Law guidance. Powers on their deathbeds make them for the System in exchange for benefits for their heirs, and, while the best legacies are never given in trials like these, they are still far more useful than any of the other artifacts.”
Mila looked at the 24 legacy artifacts, and, like the other artifacts on the list, there was quite a bit more information about each than for their previous choices, including full color pictures, all of which appeared like having a virtual screen in front of her eyes. There was a hammer called Legacy of the Iron Monger, which was obviously a smithing legacy; a sewing needle called Legacy of the Drape Maker, a tailor legacy; and weapons of almost every type.
Aalam chose his legacy artifact after briefly scanning over each of them and an orange and blue cloth appeared in his hands, covered in tiny intricate runes Mila’s Omniglot Reader ability couldn’t help her understand. It was a headband called Legacy of the Psycrafter’s Apprentice, and, after reading over its information now grayed over on the list, Mila quickly realized it fit Aalam almost perfectly.
It gave him a weakened telekinesis skill and, while it had very little in the way of Law guidance, it gave a great deal of information on the use of psyforce and on training the basics of multiple crafting disciplines, from smithing and tailoring to alchemy and enchanting.
As Aalam put the headband on, holding back his messy shoulder-length hair, Mila was trying to decide between three choices. The Legacy of the Shadow Walker was a knife and provided Law guidance on the path of Shadows, whatever that meant, as well as ways to use qi, mana, and psyforce for stealth and assassination. The Legacy of the Sharpshooter was what looked like a sniper rifle and provided guidance on the path of Guiding Wind along with ways to use her qi, mana, and psyforce to create stronger attacks and fight from extreme range. Finally, the Legacy of the Weaponsmaster was a blob of silverish metal that could transform into any weapon from a sword or spear to a pair of pistols or a rifle, and it provided Law Guidance on the path of Illusion, which she hadn’t been expecting, and a flexible style of using her energies that allowed for any type of weapon.




Chapter 8: Auction House

Aalam
After realizing none of the legacies had any extra storage capabilities, Aalam went with plan B, being as efficient with storage as possible and wearing everything he wanted to keep. As each bag of holding, while only the size of a coin purse, held a cube of space with roughly 48 cm to a side, none of the swords or larger artifacts could fit, which was about half of them, but he was able to put all the skill orbs and talismans in just two bags, and that simplified things.
Jewelry, clothing, and small weapon artifacts filled up the rest of the bags of holding and, thankfully, there was an Uncommon backpack artifact called Thief’s Knapsack that was big enough to hold all 29 bags.
The backpack could also disguise the material it was made from, allowing it to look like an Inferior grade product, but Aalam decided to keep it in its main form of black leather. He’d put on the Rare grade red robes the Chinese youth had been wearing, already cleaned by their self-clean function, so a plain backpack would look less cool.
On his waist, he wore an Uncommon grade black belt that required a wind element Law Egg and could help slow falling speed. Attached to the belt was a Rare grade black dagger artifact in a black sheath that required a dark element Law Egg to drain the mana out of artifacts or mana shields. And on his left hand was a Rare grade artifact that looked like a red leather fingerless glove, which required a fire Law Egg and could be used to emulate the Fireball skill.
The Shield of Twelve Elements was on a hook on his belt on the other side from his dagger and on his left hand he also wore a Rare grade ring that could enhance a spell once per hour, including one from another artifact. The most valuable artifact on his person, however, was his new pair of boxers, the Shorts of Protection, a Rare grade artifact requiring a Law Egg of the earth element that would help dissipate all force targeting his pelvic area.
He could only take a single artifact out from the tutorial when it finished, and the tutorial’s third trial wouldn’t allow him to use any artifacts anyway, so dressing like this was pretty much pointless, but dressing up like a fantasy action hero was fun, and he had other uses for the artifacts, so he didn’t care.
At his direction, Mila had postponed choosing her legacy artifact and she was now dressed in a set of artifacts as well, though of lesser quality as none of them required Law Eggs. Her undergarments were Rare grade and had the same minor shield spell as the robes he was wearing, and over them she wore a similar black robe enchanted with high defense, a Common grade belt enchanted to slightly decrease the weight of anything attached to it, and what looked to be a large topaz pendant in the shape of a shield around her neck, another Rare grade defensive artifact.
Like Aalam, she hadn’t been able to find shoes, but her robe had long sleeves and a matching set of pants that covered her legs. On her right wrist she wore an Uncommon grade bracelet that could emit a blindingly bright light once every two hours. And, on her left ear, she wore a Rare grade golden stud earring with the rune for ‘focus’ on it in a language different than the rune on the ceiling, at least according to her, that provided extra mental clarity.
On her belt she wore four different swords, all Rare grade but only one with effects she could actually use, and, like Aalam, she was carrying some of the Rare grade artifacts too big to keep in the bags of holding.
She had two shields, while he, who now had superhuman strength from his stats increasing as he gained twelve different Law Eggs, held a bundle of staffs, greatswords, axes, and halberds all tied together by three belts.
There had been a lot more Rare grade artifacts on the list when the first round of the Nightmare Royale started, but most winners of the first round hadn’t been stupid enough to continue onto the second and, of those who did, most had teams of three or more, lowering their rewards from the first round to include only up to the Uncommon grade. So, other than the bags of holding, there were only forty-eight Rare artifacts in Aalam and Mila’s possession.
Even holding so many artifacts, however, there were still over a thousand they wouldn’t be able to keep and that wasn’t optimal. So, as Mila made her choice of Epic grade artifact, a silver metallic orb appearing over her head and transforming into a bandolier, enabling her to grab an extra three swords, he tried to lift all the artifacts he could with telekinesis and managed to raise almost six percent of them off the ground.
His plan worked and, as their surroundings disappeared, transforming into what looked like an empty void, none of the artifacts he’d managed to lift disappeared, unlike all the others that had been left on the ground.
Challenge over. Calculating rewards.
Base Trial Points: 144
Nightmare Royal Bonus Round cleared
Base Trial Points X 4
Nightmare Royale cleared with the fastest clear time.
Trial Points + 300%
Nightmare Royale cleared in less than 4 seconds.
Trial Points + 500%
Nightmare Royale Bonus Round cleared in less than 4 seconds
Trial Points + 1100%
Nightmare Royale cleared with no damage
Trial Points + 200%
Nightmare Royale Bonus Round cleared with no damage
Trial Points + 500%
Nightmare Royale cleared with two party members.
Total Trial Points X 11/24
Nightmare Royale cleared with total Luck higher than 216
Total Trial Points X 6
Trial Points for team leader Aalam Alvaro: 42,768
Trial Points for team member Li Mila: 42,768
Both members of your party also gain the following rewards:
All stats +6
1 Legendary free building coupon
Both Aalam and Mila saw those rewards, but only Aalam could see the next part.
Luck is already at maximum.
Nascent Energy Converter ability activated.
Free stats +6
Then a different notification appeared in front of both of their eyes.
You will now be transported to the City of Dreams.
Which section of the city would you like to be teleported to?
Marketplace
University
Residential: High
Residential: Low
“Do you have a specific plan, Aalam?” Mila looked to him and asked.
Aalam nodded. “Yes. We’ll head to the marketplace and then into the auction house.
“But first, give me a few seconds.”
Aalam put down the items he was holding up with telekinesis and, as expected, they didn’t disappear. Then he assigned his new 6 free stats to Aura, which would help boost the range of the telekinesis skill built into his new headband, and took a quick glance at this status.
Name: Aalam Alvaro
Level: 0
Race: Human Soulform (G-Common)
Bloodline: NA
Abilities
Nascent Energy Converter (Legendary)
Amber Soul (Epic)
Class: Citizen (G-Common)
Skills
Concentration (G-Uncommon) 17% mastered
Rapid Thoughts (G-Rare) 14% mastered
Meditative Focus (G-Rare) 6% mastered
Laws
Law Eggs:
Soulform Temporal Acceleration - Early
Bacteria - Early
Asphyxiation - Early
Molecular Deceleration - Early
Molecular Acceleration - Early
Inertia - Early
Ionic Conductivity - Early
Ionization - Early
Ultraviolet - Early
Ultraviolet Absorption - Early
Vacuum - Early
Gust - Early
Stats
Strength: 21
Agility: 22
Endurance: 21
Toughness: 25
Vitality: 31
Perception: 25
Magic: 58
Spirit: 33
Soul: 43
Aura: 21
Attunement: 21
Luck: 144
Free Stats: 0
Soulstructures:
Lower Dantian: 1 Large Core Container
Middle Dantian: 12 Small + 1 Medium Mana Wells
Upper Dantian: 1 Huge Mental Forge
Uniqueness:
Id
“Alright. Let’s head to the marketplace.”
Aalam picked up the artifacts with telekinesis and they were teleported, appearing in the center square of what looked like a medieval city, all the buildings large and gothic and the streets paved with stone.
There were three buildings that stood out the most. One was a huge circular structure of columns and arches, an amphitheater for sports and plays, the city’s main location for entertainment and combat training; the second was a large structure of spires and angelic gargoyles that looked like a church, but, due to their instance of the monster tutorial not allowing any universal religions to interfere, it was boarded up and covered in vines as if it had been abandoned; and the third looked like a palace, with large grassy lawns and multiple beautiful buildings, but was actually the city’s auction house, as shown by the large stone sign in front of it that was magically transitioning every few seconds to show the words ‘auction house’ in every Earth language.
Aalam dropped all the artifacts he was holding with telekinesis, not afraid anyone would steal them as theft wasn’t allowed in public, and then walked into the main building of the auction house with Mila following him to find a large open space with multiple alcoves around the walls, each with a wooden puppet behind a desk
“Hello, Sir and Madam.” As they walked up to it, a puppet spoke to them via telepathy. “What might I do for you today? I see you have a lot of items with you. Would you like to put them up for sale?”
“Later.” Aalam shook his head and placed the bundle in his arms on the floor in front of the desk. “I have a legendary free building coupon and I’d like to use it to take control of this auction house.”
“Certainly, Sir.” The table in front of the puppet faded out of existence along with the chair the puppet had been sitting on, and the same thing happened in every other alcove as well. Then every single puppet knelt down on the ground and the next telepathic message sounded as if it came from hundreds of voices. “Welcome, Master.”




Chapter 9: Home

Mila
Watching the puppets bow to Aalam was a weird experience and Mila just stood there and absorbed it as Aalam emptied the bags of holding and sent some puppets to retrieve the artifacts he’d left by the teleportation platform. Then he gave instructions to the puppet in front of them on how to handle their loot, adding most of it to an auction that would apparently occur on the 25th day of the trial, with the profits evenly split between the two of them.
“Would you like to change any of the default settings, Master?” the puppet in front of them asked as all their artifacts and skill orbs faded out of existence, deleted from the artificial world their souls were living in, and Aalam put the Thief’s Knapsack back on.
“No. Keep the settings the same. Just add all profits to my account instead of the System’s. Do, however, send me a notification if any of the following are put up for sale: any Uncommon or Rare grade artifacts requiring more than one Law Egg, any Epic grade artifacts, or any Rare or higher grade crafting materials for any discipline.
“Finally, until I say otherwise, Trial Taker Li Mila here has equal authority to me.”
“Very well, Sir.” The puppet bowed again and then turned to Mila and bowed as well. “We look forward to working with you, Madam.”
Then, without another word Aalam turned to go, and Mila, now unencumbered as well, quickly followed him. They walked across the central square to the amphitheater and walked in, Aalam aiming directly for another puppet.
“You should take this building.” Aalam turned to her. “Unlike me, you are probably aiming for a combat class, so this building is where you would normally spend most of your extra Trial Points. From tournaments and performances, the profits should be second only to the auction house.”
Mila looked around the stone room and then back to Aalam. “This is a structure only our souls can visit, right? So, what are the benefits to buying?”
“For one, due to the coupon you received, it’s free.” Aalam looked a tad annoyed, but he explained anyway. “You gain all the profits for the entire tutorial and the resulting Trial Points will help you buy a better body. Then, if you ever become the lord of a settlement, you’ll be able to ask the System to build you a free amphitheater far better than you could build yourself.
“Before you ask, an amphitheater in the universal context is like a stadium, able to host concerts and combat tournaments alike, but the most profitable part is the suite of training rooms, magical rooms that help train skills and energy control. One of these rooms is probably where you will spend most of your time if you’re serious about getting stronger.”
“Okay.” Mila walked up to the puppet and asked to buy the place, getting a bow and a universal “Welcome, Madam” from every puppet in the building. Then she gave Aalam the same level of rights he’d given her in the auction hall and Aalam started to give orders.
“Keep all the normal settings, but for the first five days run promotion C37 to help the trial takers learn the amphitheater’s importance. And send a notification to Mila if the building spots anyone with C rank potential or higher.”
“Yes, Sir.” The puppet bowed to Aalam first and only then to her, causing Mila to feel a little miffed.
Aalam then turned to her, a relatively neutral look on his face, and asked something she really hadn’t been expecting. “Would you consent to living together? There should be only one best dwelling and, from the information I have, the benefits of its various rooms should be usable by up to five people at once.”
Mila felt her non-existent heart start to beat faster again, even though her brain knew Aalam was asking purely for the sake of optimization and there was still something extremely wrong with him, but none of her emotions showed on her face or in her body language. “Sure.”
They headed out of the amphitheater and into the central square again, where Mila could now see two groups of people, one of four and the other of five. Given the way they were geared, Mila was pretty sure they were both victorious groups from the Nightmare Royale’s first round, but Aalam didn’t seem to care, heading directly for the teleportation platform.
One of the groups seemed to either want to talk to them or accost them, while the other—one of their members wearing a backpack that looked full—headed directly for the auction house, but she and Aalam teleported away before the first group could reach them.
Then they appeared in another central square, but this one was in the high residential district. If the direction where the fake sun of the fake space rose was to be taken as east, the three main roads leading away from the central square were traveling west, north west, and south west. To the north was a small park in front of a large lake, while to the south was a small mountain with what looked like quite a few walking and running trails. Most of the houses in the district, all large mansions, were on the three roads, but the largest and most dominant residence was a huge palatial complex to the east.
The complex contained both European and East Asian influences, with stone, primarily white marble, as the main building material, but every roof of the thirteen buildings was multi-tiered and tiled. It had its own private access to both the lake and the mountain, and it was plain ostentatious and huge.
Aalam, of course, walked up to it. Then, as soon as they reached the actual border of the property, only ten meters from the teleportation points, they were stopped by an invisible forcefield and a System message appeared in front of them.
The Dream Palace is a protected private residence.
You may not enter.
The Dream Palace is currently unoccupied.
Would you like to purchase for 20,736 Trial Points?
Yes/No
“We would like to split the purchase.” Aalam spoke to the air and a new notification appeared in front of Mila’s eyes.
Would you like to split the price of the Dream Palace with Aalam Alvaro?
The price for you would be 10,368 Trial Points.
Yes/No
Mila accepted and a new set of notifications appeared in front of them.
You have purchased the Dream Palace.
As a palatial structure, the Dream Palace has the energy to empower 8 points worth of powered rooms.
Please consult with your partner and choose which you wish to purchase.
Alchemy Lab (1)
Enchanting Lab (1)
Smithy (1)
Tailoring Room (1)
Combined Crafting Room (3)
Martial Training Room (1)
Magic Training Room (1)
Psychic Training Room (1)
Combined Training Room (2)
Personalized Teleportation Room (1)
Dao Finding Room (3)
Dao Finding Enhancement to Existing Room (4)
“Each of these room types can be found in other places in the city as well,” Aalam turned to her to explain, “except for the combined crafting room, which I would like. The amphitheater has three Dao finding enhanced combined training rooms for example, to which you can get in just a couple seconds with a personalized teleportation room, as you own the amphitheater and can directly teleport to its lower levels.”
Mila felt herself start to smile. “So, you want a Dao finding enhanced combined crafting room, worth seven points, for you and a personalized teleportation room, worth one point, for me.” Aalam started to look a bit worried, but she quickly continued. “Okay.”
Aalam had a tendency to underestimate his own value, and his information had already saved her likely at least half a day’s worth of exploring, so she didn’t see an issue with him getting most of the benefits. He wanted to be a crafter, and she was trying to go the route of being better able to use artifacts, so it wasn’t like she was losing out.
They confirmed the choices and then headed inside. Aalam ignored the bedrooms, the kitchen, and the dining room on the first few floors of the main building and headed up to the top floor, where there was a large circular room surrounded by windows looking out over the palace grounds.
On the north side of the room was the alchemy section, with one cabinet full of odd liquids and powders and another filled with beakers, pipettes, and the like. In front of the cabinets was a table with a controlled magical flame, but otherwise it reminded Mila of the chemistry section of Aalam’s home lab back when they’d been alive.
On the room’s west side was the enchanting lab, with a table covered in simple runes Mila could read with Omniglot Reader, most variants on the word ‘infusion’, and a bookcase filled with works such as ‘How to enchant the skin of a toad and other interesting discussions.’ To the east was the smithing section, with the requisite magical furnace, anvil, hammer, and tongs. And, on the south side, was a tailoring section, with a magical loom and sewing machine along with a cabinet full of various magical threads.
“If Tony Stark can make an arc reactor in a cave, I wonder what you could build in here?” Even as she was halfway through, Mila knew the joke was a bad idea, but she wasn’t expecting Aalam’s reaction.
He hit her in the face, hard.




Chapter 10: Stunned

Mila
Had Mila not been wearing her magical undergarments, which reacted automatically to create a shield, she would have at least lost teeth, if not outright had her jaw broken. In fact, given his superhuman strength, and her lack of reaction, she could have even died.
She’d thought he might get angry. Despite what they’d gone through in the last couple hours, things were not back to how they’d been before she’d run away and he found out their entire relationship was built on a lie. But Aalam’s anger in her memories usually consisted of quiet grumbling, at worst occasionally screaming in impotent rage when lives were on the line and politicians were being politicians.
He’d never hit her before, or anyone for that matter.
And, to her further shock, after almost killing her, Aalam’s reaction wasn’t to say sorry, or to yell at her, or to even acknowledge what he’d done in any way. He just walked over to the alchemy section of the room and started to work while Mila stood there, mind blank.
Law Egg gained - Obfuscation
Congratulations!
You are the fourth to gain a Law Egg of anyone from Earth.
All stats +3
Your soul is affected by your understanding of Laws.
Agility + 2, Perception + 2, Magic +4, Spirit +2, Soul +2
It took a full minute for Mila to come back to herself and, not knowing what to do, she went to the teleportation room and teleported to the amphitheater. Then she asked one of the puppets there for directions and went to find one of the combined training rooms with the Dao finding enhancement.
She didn’t understand how the enhancement worked, but something about Aalam’s crafting room had helped her gain her first Law Egg, her feelings of being overlooked translating into something in her soul shifting and granting her power.
But, at least at the moment, she didn’t really care. She just wanted to hit something.
***
The room was large, an underground rectangle about the size of a football field, and she’d needed to use an elevator to get down to it, so she wasn’t exactly sure how deep it was, but, given she was apparently a soul and the city obviously wasn’t on a planet, instead either in some kind of pocket dimension or, more likely, a virtual space, it didn’t really matter.
Welcome to Training Room 0003.
This room costs 48 Trial Points per hour.
Cost waived as you are the owner.
This training room has two modes:
Self Service - No extra charge
Puppet Assistance: An Amphitheater puppet will guide you in how to use the room - 2 Trial Points per hour (Recommended for first time users)
Spirit Assistance: One of 48 spirits of fallen warriors will instruct you personally - 12 Trial Points per hour
Costs waived as you are the owner
Mila was about to select Puppet Assistance, as she didn’t know how to use the room and didn’t want to talk to someone sentient, but then she realized she wasn’t alone.
As she was off her game at the moment, she wasn’t sure how long the woman had been there, but she wasn’t stupid enough to not guess who the woman was.
Standing by the far wall of the room, right in Mila’s line of sight since entering, the Yin Yang Sage looked like a 90-plus-year-old Caucasian grandmother, tiny and wearing a simple attire of a beige sweater, black pants, and a forest green vest—though oddly no shoes. She was also holding a wooden cane in both hands, seemingly using it to keep herself steady, though Mila very much suspected her of acting.
“Instead of choosing a fallen D rank warrior as an instructor, child, would I do instead?”
Mila’s training immediately kicked in and she bowed slightly. “I would be honored, benefactor.”
“Ah.” The sage sighed. “I’d wanted to talk to you when you were off balance from the boy hitting you, but it seems I underestimated your level of brainwashing.”
“Brainwashing?”
“You were trained to be a spy and an assassin, child, not so you could hide your own secrets or kill your own enemies but so you could find secrets for others and kill who they wanted dead. Of course that would be considered brainwashing, just not of the magical kind.”
So, there was magical brainwashing. Mila didn’t like the sound of that. Also, it was pretty obvious the sage wanted to be perceived as someone honest, which was interesting. Being viewed as someone manipulative was already a foregone conclusion, given her actions so far, but the woman was playing into that role way more than she would if she was just trying to gain information.
“So, should we start the lesson?” Mila decided it would be better not to drive the conversation herself and the sage smiled at her.
“Ah, that type of tactic. Ok.” The woman tapped the floor of the room with her cane. “Have you seen the movie Star Wars?”
Five floating orb-shaped robots, looking like the one Obi-Wan used to train Luke in Episode IV, appeared and floated over to Mila.
“Don’t get hit.” The sage smiled at her as all five robots started shooting red bursts of energy her way, getting faster and faster as she dodged.
“This is actually one of the best types of training, especially for you.” The sage’s voice was calm and somehow carried throughout the room, despite the noise of the robots shooting. “Agility boosts your movement and Spirit your thinking speed and reaction time, while Perception, Soul, and Aura all boost your spatial awareness.
“For someone with your skillset, I’d recommend Agility and Perception as your primary stats, with Endurance and Spirit as close secondaries. You won’t want to skimp on the Magic stat as well, but sustainable rapid movements and quick thinking will do you better than more powerful spells if you are going to be relying on empowering artifacts in combat.
“You’ll of course want to raise Aura, Attunement, and Luck as high as possible, but for the other stats you can just keep the ratios you found when you were first assigning your stats at the start of the tutorial.”
Mila got hit by one of the beams in the shoulder, causing her muscles to spasm and allowing four more beams to hit her, forcing her to fall to the ground as if she was having an epileptic fit.
“You probably don’t know this yet, but almost no classes will give you Aura, Attunement, or Luck stats and, other than the first assignment for soulforms, no free stats can be given to the Luck stat unless all your other stats are at their maximum.” The sage raised her hand and the hovering robots, which had all still been shooting at Mila while she was down, backed off, allowing the effects of the blasts to wear off.
“Now let’s go again, but this time I want you to focus on how the energy flows. You’ve been naturally using qi and psyforce your entire life, so only mana is new, and, as a soulform without an actual body, the movement of these three energy types should be easier for you to sense than normal.
“You’re trying to be an artifact specialist, yet, when the going got tough just now, you unconsciously stopped the flow of energy to the very artifacts that could have protected you. One of those blasts should have barely gotten through your robe, let alone the shield of your pendant, and you even have an Epic grade artifact that can transform into anything you want.”
The hovering robots started up again and Mila decided to ignore how focusing on the training would almost certainly distract her from whatever the sage wanted to find out. Instead, she focused inward, and, as the sage had indicated, she could feel energy moving through her body as she dodged.
There were three independent flows. One was centered just below her navel, the location of her lower dantian in traditional Chinese medicine, and the energy flowed along the same paths as her blood vessels, but she could tell this was only because she was a soulform. If she actually had a true body, the energy would flow through her soul parallel to her blood instead. The second flow was focused about two cm behind her glabella, the part of her forehead just above and between her eyebrows, the location of her upper dantian, the energy flowing through her brain and then throughout her body following the same path as her nervous system. Then, finally, the third was focused in the center of her upper chest between her lungs, and it was a mess, moving around and trying to connect with the artifacts she was wearing, but not flowing smoothly and not following an efficient path through the energy channels she could slightly sense within her body.
There seemed to be more energy channels designed for qi than she was using, but only by about 30%, and her flow was quite efficient. She also seemed to be using a bit more than 60% of her psyforce energy channels, but this flow felt like it had more room for improvement. For the energy channels that appeared to be designed for mana, however, she was only using about 20%, and the flow was horrendous.
Then there were her skills. She could feel them, like they were complicated runes carved into her soul at a level slightly deeper than her energy channels, and all three of them seemed to have projected versions of themselves located wherever any of the artifacts she was wearing connected with her spiritual body, seeming to improve the connection between her energy channels and the artifacts along with allowing her to pour more energy into the artifacts than normal.
It was surprising just how much detail she could perceive, as usually this type of thing was a lot harder in novels.
As was typical in novels, however, her surprise at her new discovery caused her to become slightly distracted and, not having managed to get to the point where she could instinctively activate her artifacts, she got hit again by a red burst of energy, this time on her left thigh, and she was then quickly hit multiple times, almost everywhere but her face.
“So,” the Yin Yang Sage asked conversationally as Mila twitched on the floor. “Are you in love with your boyfriend?”




Chapter 11: Cool Old Lady

Mila
Mila couldn’t control her expression, what with her surprise at the question and the state of her body, which was of course the sage’s plan. So, as the hovering robots stopped shooting her and she again stood up, she decided not to answer the question but instead say something that would make her seem more defensive than she actually felt. “He’s not my boyfriend.”
“Technically, you never actually broke up.” The sage smiled at her and, taking a step forward to appear right in front of her, reached up to push Mila’s hair out of her eyes in a grandmotherly way. “You ran away and then you never actually talked about it.
“Granted, you tried to do the nerdy flirting thing he likes and he punched you in the face, so a breakup seems likely, but neither of you have actually said the words yet.”
The little old woman beamed at her and Mila felt uncomfortable as it was pretty obvious the sage had been watching their every move since the start of the tutorial, and possibly before. The sage, who’d primarily been speaking English despite it almost certainly not being her primary language, had switched to Mandarin when saying ‘nerdy flirting thing’, and that was a term Mila had made up for one of her first reports about Aalam.
“You have me at a disadvantage, ma'am.”
“Yes. Yes, I do.” The sage’s grin grew wider and Mila allowed herself to sigh.
“What do you want?” That was always the question, the key to knowing how to manipulate anyone, and Mila felt like a failure for having to ask it out loud, as she knew the sage would only give her a half answer at best.
“To figure you out.” The sage took a step back, appearing a few meters away, and, when she raised one of her hands, the hovering robots started to attack again. “As part of being the benefactor for Earth’s trials, I get to take in two formal apprentices. I’ve already chosen one and, given what I suspect about you, you’re on the shortlist for the other spot.”
Mila continued trying to dodge, loosening active control over her movements and letting her instincts take more control. She’d been trained to always focus when in combat, plan at least three moves in advance at all times, but this was training, not an actual fight, and that active control was getting in the way of her energy flow, blocking her ability to feed power to the artifacts she was wearing.
About a minute later, she got hit again, but the enchantment on her robe was active and the arm where she was hit barely twitched, so she managed to recover almost instantly.
“Good.” The sage nodded in approval. “You’ve improved already. I told you this type of training was suited for you.” The sage tapped her cane on the ground again and the robots stopped. “Do you want to make a deal, Ms. Li? I’ll make a detailed training plan for you and, in return, all you have to do is play one round of Five Questions.”
Mila kept her expression blank, but she was internally extremely frustrated as the sage had spoken ‘Five Questions’ in Mandarin, meaning she knew something about her that wasn’t written down. Five Questions was a game she’d played with her grandfather since she was little. It consisted of taking turns asking questions and the person answering had to either be truthful, say the answer was classified, or, for only up to two questions, choose not to answer. Questions the other party chose not to answer could not be asked again in a different form and, for every question with a classified answer, the questioner got to ask an extra question.
The main goal of the game, which was designed as a form of social manipulation training, was to fully answer questions in such a way as to prompt the other party to ask a different question than they’d originally intended.
Mila took a deep breath, deciding to no longer hide the existence of her annoyance, just the full extent of it, and allowed herself to frown. “Sure.”
“Alright then.” The sage tapped her cane to the ground again and two wooden chairs rose up from the floor, as if the floor of the training room was a spatial portal, and they both sat. “I’ll go first then. Why did you choose not to tell me your uniqueness?”
Mila was slightly surprised by the question, but she didn’t let it show on her face. “The very fact you asked made me think it was something you couldn’t know and, in a strange environment, it felt wise to keep such information private until I could understand its value.” She was also confident enough to gain rewards from the tutorial even without revealing her uniqueness, but Five Questions only required full truth, not extra context, and Mila was fully aware of the distinction.
“Fair enough.” The sage nodded and looked a bit more serious. “Given what I now suspect, such an action probably saved your life and, thankfully, my first apprentice made the same decision. If your uniqueness is of the line I suspect, I almost got you killed by asking during a time the System was recording.
“Had you answered then, the nature of your uniqueness you see in your status screen would no longer come from your understanding of your own soul, but from the System’s records. And, while no one with the level of authority to access that part of the System would ever do so while you’re weak, if you grew into a powerhouse and met any god in person, you probably would’ve been killed on sight.”
Well, that was horrifying. The sage was either trying to gaslight her or, more likely, something about her would make gods want her dead. The extra information was an obvious distraction, however, and Mila was sure the sage would continue the topic on her own, so she didn’t need to waste one of her limited questions.
“How do you know about Five Questions? That should be something between only me and my grandfather.”
The sage smiled again. “You know the tutorial on earth is happening at the same time as this one, but you probably don’t know the nature of tutorial challenges. For challenges, all trial takers are brought into a dream realm and, in the dream realm, the challenge can last for months yet no longer than a day will pass in the tutorial.
“Your grandfather is in a longer challenge that, like your first challenge did, promotes team building and, as no one still alive on earth knows about the monster tutorial, he thinks you’re dead. Thus, when the topic of families came up in a discussion, he told some stories about your childhood.”
There were two rather nice pieces of information Mila got from that answer. One, the sage likely couldn’t read minds, though she could seemingly watch everyone in the tutorial at once, and, two, her grandfather had possibly made a friend or two. That old man had been alone since her grandmother had died, so that was kind of nice.
“Why did you want Aalam Alvaro as your assignment?”
Mila allowed herself to frown at this. As far as she was aware, the fact she’d requested to honey trap Aalam was not documented, and only five people should know. Then she took a couple seconds to think and, upon realizing the likely source of the sage’s information, if she wasn’t already consciously controlling her facial expressions she probably would have started to cry.
The sage hadn’t said who her grandfather had told about Five Questions. From her answer, assuming it was true, all Mila could determine was he was talking to someone about her and, with that old man, it was far more likely he’d talk about Five Questions with someone he was torturing than someone he was trying to form a bond with, and that was the only time the topic of her choosing to date Aalam would have come up. Her grandfather most likely knew how she’d died.
“As you undoubtedly know, I tested out of most of high school and then spent a good chunk of my teenage years as a honey trap assassin helping set up coups in Africa. My grandfather, an ex-agent for the Ministry of State Security, didn’t like how I was being used, so he pulled some strings and my real identity was padded with fake schooling records and I was sent to Harvard in the United States. The assignment was to get a Masters in teaching within five years, so I could then do the same type of job in the US, though with more spying and less killing.
“I made a lot of useful contacts while at school, just as instructed, and, through some of those contacts, I learned about Aalam.”
Were she not controlling her face, Mila realized she would have started smiling at that moment, even given how sad she was, and that pretty much answered her questions to herself about her choices at that time.
“He was a couple years ahead of me, despite being a year younger, and he had an in-school nickname, the Curve-breaker of the Sciences.
“I liked how pissed off he made all the entitled brats at that school, but, more important, at the age of nineteen he already had three patents with the US Government with four more filed. I did a bit more research and realized he was someone my government would want to spy on for the long term. Then I studied him for a bit, decided there were far worse people I could be forced to couple with, and spent a year slowly attracting him.”
She hadn’t actually meant things to go so slow, but she’d never met someone quite as dense. Her mind flashed back to those many, many times she’d caught him staring at her chest and acted oblivious, even though they were alone, and she silently cursed herself for not earlier doing what she eventually did and just taking off her clothes and pulling down his pants.
“We were college sweethearts and I enjoyed myself. He was super, super introverted, so he was very low maintenance, allowing me to keep an entire separate group of friends for my job. I liked his sister, who was studying in the law school. And, probably most important, I didn’t really have to pretend much with either of them, other than hiding the fact I was a spy. They liked how I was smarter than them in some ways and that’s hard to find, especially when you’re honey trapping someone.
“So, when I graduated and the Ministry tried to assign me to trap an old US senator, I passed my handler twenty three different patent applications and he quickly made it his idea to honey trap Aalam instead.”
Mila calmly looked at the sage and smiled slightly. “You asked why I wanted Aalam to be my assignment. Mainly, I was tired of old man dick.”




Chapter 12: Shadow Line

Mila
The sage smiled back, but there was an undercurrent of sadness for a split second and the assumption Mila had been fishing to confirm, about the identity of the woman’s first apprentice, seemed much more likely. Without showing any reaction, though, she asked her next question. “What advantages do you get from having apprentices?”
“There are quite a few. Given the purpose of the System, which I cannot tell you as it is classified, raising up another power to your level or beyond is greatly rewarded. For me, though, the principal draw has to do with my main class.
“I was at the peak of A rank when I died, at the level just below gods, but I died from old age. My body couldn’t take it anymore and, had I not made a deal with the System in exchange for some rather ridiculous feats, my soul would have perished as well.
“I messed up and blocked my path to apotheosis due to a lack of information, severing the two main paths to my class’s advancement, and this left only one rather ridiculous achievement that would allow me to be reborn as a god.
“I have to raise a student from G rank all the way to divinity.”
Mila didn’t hide the shock she felt at that statement. She couldn’t confirm the veracity of what the sage said, but it recontextualized what she knew about the woman already in a way that fit.
“I don’t expect my plan to actually work.” The sage’s smile grew wider again. “It’s an act of desperation and mainly I just want to have fun.
“Still, I’m not going to choose an apprentice with no chance at all of rising that high. I didn’t kidnap hundreds of extreme talents to seed my experimental world for no reason.”
Having dropped another conversational bomb, the sage smiled, but Mila had already been planning to ask about the woman’s experiments on Earth next anyway, so she didn’t really care.
Now, though, it was the sage’s turn.
“If Earth would stay normal for your entire life, no integration with the System and no apocalypses, yet you could go back and change one thing, what would you change? Would you stop the car accident that killed your parents before your first birthday in Boston? Have your grandfather not kidnap you back to China and instead move to Poland with your mother’s family? Stop that human trafficker from taking you when you were twelve? Or would you not go after Aalam? Maybe stay when you knew he’d find out what you’d done instead of running?”
Mila started to grow a bit angry. She hadn’t known about her grandfather kidnapping her, but that was very much in character. Thinking about that trafficker always got her in a bad mood—there was a reason she’d killed him, getting on the Ministry of State Security’s radar as a result. Mostly, though, she was angry about how much information the sage had on her.
She was tired of feeling like a pawn in other people’s games. She was tired of being disposable. “No comment.”
The sage smiled. “There is a secret to being the one in control, Mila. It’s called having the biggest stick.” She bowed her head slightly. “I’m sorry about deliberately pushing your buttons.”
Mila just looked at the woman for several seconds and something that should have been obvious clicked into place in her head. “My lack of control over my energy exposes my emotions, doesn’t it?”
The Yin Yang Sage grinned at her, a grandmotherly look of pride in her eyes. “Yes, though it’s more control over aura than energy.”
Mila took a deep breath and dropped the facade she’d been showing. She didn’t glare at the sage, as she honestly wasn’t that angry anymore, at least not with the woman in front of her. She was just tired.
The sage was trying to understand her, which was annoying, but she didn’t need to go about it the way she was, offering way more information than she had to in exchange, and Mila could at least respect that.
“Is your uniqueness of the Shadow line?”
“You already know the answer.” Mila’s expression changed to a glare. “And you know I wouldn’t feel comfortable answering out loud after what you said before.”
The sage waved her hand in the air, but this time the robots didn’t attack. “Oh, the System isn’t recording now. I’m not an idiot.”
“Then yes.” Mila decided not to waste any more time trying to hide information from the really, really old woman, as it almost certainly wouldn’t work. “What experiments did you perform on Earth?”
“Nothing too extreme.” The sage leaned back in her chair. “Just a little eugenics, no actual tampering.
“I had a husband for a while and a family, along with several other children before that, but most of them died of old age long before I did. I also had an organization, but it was crushed by a few gods when it grew a bit too powerful, so I hid the survivors and allowed them to multiply hidden away on unintegrated planets.
“After that I managed to kill a grand total of thirteen low level gods invading from other dimensions—an accomplishment far more impressive than you have the context to realize—and I could choose what to do with their subordinate organizations, so I crippled their most talented humans and hid them away as well.
“Then, about a hundred thousand years ago, I moved the most talented cultivators from all these populations to Earth and continued bringing over any other extreme talents until my death about 2,000 years ago.
“As a result, Earth’s population is way above average when it comes to cultivation talent and the amount of the population with uniquenesses is about 1 in 20,736, which is quite high given the average of humans in the universe is closer to one in nine trillion.”
The sage smiled again, but this time it was more of a smirk. “I’m an ancestor to all of Earth’s human population, including you, so you should call me Granny Xara.”
Mila’s Omniglot Reader racial ability kicked in with that last statement and she realized the word granny meant ‘Supreme Holy Leader’ in some other language, so she instead decided to go with a different term with the same level of informality. “It’s your turn to ask your last question, Nana Xara.”
“Right, Omniglot Reader.” Nana Xara frowned for a few seconds then seemed to quickly get over it, and Mila was pretty sure she was trying to lighten the mood. “Do you know why your boyfriend blew himself up?”
Mila just stared at the old woman for a few seconds. Then she closed her eyes and leaned back in her chair. “No.”
“Well, there were a few reasons. As you’ve suspected, his sister is my first apprentice, so I’ve gotten this information from the person closest to him, who sadly still thinks he’s dead due to System rules, but was likely more honest than normal as a result.
“From what I’ve been able to tell, he was quite depressed and angry after you left, but then Diana got sick. It was a reaction to the rising mana on your planet, as Diana’s mana wells are the largest on earth and she has a uniqueness that greatly boosts the effectiveness of her Magic stat, increasing her amount of mana even more, but Aalam didn’t know that at the time and, for the first time in his life, he felt helpless with a science problem.
“More important, however, his actions with that trojan program and releasing all the world’s secrets was about to start World War III, this time with everyone having nukes, and that made him feel kind of desperate.
“Diana’s conjecture is he found out from the leaks that some other organization or government was going to blow up the Capitol and prematurely activated the bombs while he was inside. She thinks his goal was to trigger a pause in the rising global tensions through an unexpected tragedy from an unexpected source, and, if that was the case, for the three remaining days of your world at least, it worked.
“The thing is, and this is the most important part, it wasn’t supposed to. The System’s calculations, based on the Laws of Fate and Divination, were that a short thermonuclear war would wipe out over a billion people, and it was by stopping this prediction that Aalam earned a major boon, allowing me to give him access to all my knowledge on monsters, classes, laws, bloodlines, and skills, as well as the rules for various System-hosted competitions, including the rules of this tutorial.
“I managed to hide the granting of the boon and the System error, thankfully, but this is a rather huge deal. The System, while more an artifact than a life-form, operates at the level of divinity. Normally, it would require a god taking action for it to mess up a prediction, yet your boyfriend seemed to manage it on his own.
“The only other way this would normally be possible were if uniquenesses were involved, specifically uniquenesses of the Shadow line.”
Taking another deep breath, Mila opened her eyes.
“This line of uniquenesses provides resistance to—or, at higher grades, the ability to manipulate—karma and divination, as well as an extremely useful general effect, an increase to the effectiveness of the Aura stat.
“Someone with the Shadow Soldier uniqueness, the weakest uniqueness of the line though Epic in grade, has a 12.5% increase in Aura effectiveness and a resistance to divination and enforced karmic bonds of C rank powers or lower. Someone with the Shadow Agent uniqueness, the Legendary grade in the line, like your grandfather, has a 25% increase in aura effectiveness and resistance to divination and enforced karmic bonds of B rank power or lower.
“To mess up the System’s divination, divination at a level above most gods, however, Aalam would need to have a much more powerful uniqueness of the line, one three grades above Shadow Agent, Shadow King, but I’ve been watching and his Aura stat doesn’t have an increased effectiveness. Yours does. Yet for him to cause such a large shift in the divination with you acting as the catalyst, you would normally need to have an even higher grade of uniqueness, Shadow Empress.
“Your aura, however, is not that strong. From what I can tell, your aura is only double the strength of what it should be from your Aura stat, so you have the Shadow Princess uniqueness.”
Nana Xara looked irritated as she leaned forward in her chair. “Now, normally, you having such a great uniqueness would be awesome. Sure, the gods would all want to kill you if they found out, as you have the perfect ability to become a spanner in their workings, but I love that. And I like you as a person. You’re crafty.
“I would normally have already given you an offer to become my apprentice and, given your personality, it would have been really fun to try and convince you after you say no. But, sadly, I can’t.
“Confirming you have the Shadow Princess uniqueness means your boyfriend has the uniqueness I suspected, and I can’t have another apprentice linked to someone so unstable, even if he is the greatest talent I’ve seen in my life.
“Do you know while we’ve been talking he’s already advanced two of his Law Eggs from early to middle grade? That is utterly ridiculous.
“Were you the type to abandon him, I wouldn’t like you as much. But, if you stay with him, you’re going to die, and I can’t risk one of my only two chances dying without even getting out of the tutorial.”
Nana Xara sighed and then tapped her cane on the ground, causing the hovering robots to fully disappear. “Go ahead and ask your final question.”
Mila looked at the woman, guessed her frustration was genuine, and felt extremely worried as a result. “What is wrong with Aalam?”




Chapter 13: Id

Mila
“What is wrong with Aalam?” The sage leaned back in her chair again, but this time she was frowning. “Well, quite a bit.
“First, there is something wrong with that family. Uniquenesses have the same grades as classes, skills, races, and the like with Heroic, Fabled, and Mythic being the three grades higher than Legendary. Unlike most other things on the same grade scale, however, uniquenesses, like bloodlines, can have a higher grade than Legendary at G rank.
“Your Shadow Princess uniqueness, for example, is a Fabled grade uniqueness, and that’s a higher grade than I ever expected from anyone on Earth, but that family, both siblings have Mythic grade uniquenesses. And the one with a second uniqueness helpful with Law comprehension isn’t the one who has mastered the equivalent of fourteen early grade Law Eggs.” Nana Xara paused for a second. “Make that fifteen.
“By the gods, I wish that boy wasn’t insane.”
Nana Xara looked over at the wall for a second, her focus seemingly elsewhere, then she turned back to Mila. “The problem is what Mythic grade uniqueness he has. In English, I think it would be translated as Id, of Id, Ego, and Superego fame.
“You know what a berserker is, right?”
Mila nodded. “In Earth’s fantasy stories it's someone who trades sanity for power. They’re usually strong and fast rage machines.”
“Pretty much.” Nana Xara nodded. “Well, berserker uniquenesses are a whole category, where the user can enter a state where the effectiveness of one or more of their stats is raised for a cost. For most berserker uniquenesses, the cost is a decrease in the effectiveness of another stat or stats, but uncontrollable rage is also common, and for most there is a time limit in which the user can stay in the state and they are weakened for a while after they exit it.
“Id is a very high-end berserker uniqueness. The user can stay in the berserking state for years, not minutes. The boost is to the Spirit stat, arguably the most useful of the nine base stats, and is by a factor of 12, which is ridiculous, the maximum any type of boosting ability can reach. But the problem is people born with this uniqueness on mana filled planets generally don’t survive to adulthood. And those who awaken it in a tutorial have never once passed.
“The berserking state of Id doesn’t make a person any different. It doesn’t make them angry. It doesn’t make them horny. And it doesn’t make them think they’re invincible. But it’s generally considered far worse than berserker powers with those types of effects because it is much more unpredictable.
“Id completely removes the user’s inhibitions.”
Mila thought about it for a second and realized how that could be worse. Someone in a berserker rage might attack everyone around them, but the effect of the rage would be obvious and people could avoid the berserker. Someone with a lack of inhibition, however, might be completely happy, then get annoyed at someone for something minor and slit their throat. Were someone super horny due to a berserker power, their significant other could make sure no one else was around them, taking away most of the danger, but someone without inhibitions might become horny on a whim and just decide to rape someone, resulting in others wanting to take revenge. And if someone thought they were invincible, they still might think twice before taking an action and thus make a slightly better one instead, but someone without inhibitions wouldn’t.
Aalam was an odd case, however. He was a high functioning autistic, logical to a fault. Thinking about future consequences and making detailed plans was innate to his very being, so the types of issues he’d cause from a lack of inhibition would be very different than normal. More important, however, he was incredibly introverted.
Aalam would like nothing more than to stay in his lab doing experiments and, because he was Aalam, he was unlikely to accidentally blow himself up. The bigger risk while he was in there was that he might stop eating or sleeping, but, as a soulform, he didn’t have to do either. Until the next challenge, he was unlikely to leave unless he needed to get something, and she could do that instead.
He had most likely made some ridiculous plan for vast cosmic power, however, especially as Nana Xara had given him all the necessary information to make an optimized build, and those plans almost certainly involved doing some crazy things in the next two Nightmare difficulty challenges.
This was a greater danger, but Aalam’s stats were already five times higher than normal and his Luck was high, while his Spirit already exceeded what was normally possible for a trial taker, so it was entirely possible he wouldn’t get himself killed.
But what about after? His lack of inhibition would be an advantage in some cases. If he was his normal self, for example, he wouldn’t have started making use of her just because he knew she was competent in areas where he understood himself to be lacking. His pride would have gotten in the way. And quick actions were often far more useful in a fight even if they weren’t optimal.
His sexual fantasies wouldn’t be much of a problem, given they always consisted of a more intellectual connection than a physical one, so she wasn’t much worried on that front.
Were he to ever interact with people vastly more powerful than him, however, he wouldn’t be able to keep his mouth shut even more than normal, and the result could be deadly.
“So, you’re not even going to consider leaving him, are you?” Nana Xara had an amused expression on her face by this point, and Mila felt a little self-conscious knowing the woman had likely seen through her entire thought process. “It’s kind of cute.”
Nana Xara’s face then became sterner and she tapped her cane on the ground again, causing the chairs they were sitting on to merge into the floor, leaving them both standing. “But are you sure of your decision?”
Mila thought about it for a second. “I think so.”
“He hates you, you know.”
Mila found the idea reasonable, and it didn’t change her mind. She’d given him pretty good reason. Still, she wanted a bit more information. “What makes you think that?”
“He saw you and then immediately comprehended the Law Egg of Asphyxiation.”
Mila didn’t know how to respond to that. “Isn’t it a good sign at least that he didn’t try to strangle me?”
“Honestly?” Nana Xara relaxed her expression and it reminded Mila of the look Diana would often have on her face whenever Mila was leaving her and Aalam’s apartment before she and Aalam actually got together. “I have no idea. It’s probably not a good idea to try flirting with him, though.”
Then a System message appeared in front of Mila’s eyes.
The Yin Yang Sage has offered you and Trial Taker Aalam Alvaro a quest.
Partners in Crime (G-Legendary)
Aalam Alvaro must accomplish the following:
1)      Achieve at least a middle grade Law Egg for each of the main elements

2)      Craft at least one artifact of Common grade or higher with infusion of Law power from at least 12 middle grade or higher Law Eggs

3)      Have a Citizen class with two Legendary skills and one free slot

4)      Not die

Li Mila must accomplish the following:
1)      Achieve at least 3 Law Eggs

2)      Have a Citizen class with two Legendary skills and one free slot

3)      Not die

Rewards: One Legendary skill orb from the Yin Yang Sage’s collection for each trial taker, guaranteed to help optimize the paths to power of both
Do you accept?
Yes/No
“I’ll give you a couple pieces of advice, Mila.” Nana Xara had a serious expression on her face. “First, while, at least to my knowledge, no one has ever done it before, Id is only a Mythic uniqueness and it seems to be the start of a uniqueness line, so it should be possible to advance it three times, and, as it already gives the maximum stat increase, it’s likely an advancement would greatly reduce the lack of inhibition. This is only a theory, though.
“Second, one thing that is known about the Id uniqueness berserker state is that it is very easy to enter but very difficult to leave. And, while I don’t know how bad the effects of leaving the state are, I wouldn’t recommend doing so in the tutorial. The chances are high it would leave him so weak as to not even be able to function.
“Third, and this is probably the most important, don’t over-rely on the Luck stat. It represents an influence on fate and is incredibly useful as a result, but in the tutorial it has a far more magnified effect, the Luck stat of trial takers greatly influencing the nature of the challenges. Its effects outside of the tutorial will be far, far less.
“Finally, don’t expect cool quests like this in the future. I just happened to have two Legendary skills that would be perfect for you and Aalam, but, to give them to you, I needed to give you a quest that no one should normally be able to accomplish. There are rules about this given the deal I made with the System and I can’t even give my own apprentice presents. She first has to qualify for a reward one grade lower of the same type for me to give her anything.”
Mila bowed to the woman and then accepted the quest, the confirmation telling her Aalam had already accepted as well, but, while she was looking at the ground, she heard a sharp clink of wood on stone and when she looked up the hovering robots were back and Nana Xara was grinning again. Then the robots immediately started to attack her and she had to start dodging.
“I promised you a detailed training regimen, so here it is. As you do not need to eat or sleep, you will live in this room when not working to keep your boyfriend from killing himself. Every day you will self-train with the teachings of your legacy artifact for four hours, especially focusing on Law guidance and energy control. The control methods for qi, psyforce, and mana of the so-called Weaponmaster, while crude, will set a good foundation for you if you survive the second Nightmare challenge and I accept you as an apprentice. If that happens, however, you will be changing your control methods, so don’t get attached.
“Next you will spend two hours on dodge training like you are doing right now, and the intensity will grow with your level of skill, so don’t expect to be able to slack off. This will be followed by three hours training energy concealment techniques with the D rank spirit of this amphitheater known as the Shadow, then another three hours with the D rank spirit known as the Enhancer, training your skills.
“Two hours of meditation will follow, where you will consolidate what you learned. Then you will train with me for two hours followed by another two hours of meditation. Finally, the remaining six hours of your day you will spend in the library in the University district, where you will read, especially focusing on biographies of those who entered the System through apocalypse style integrations.
“You will not pay attention to the other trial takers outside of whatever Aalam requests and you will take two of the reserve puppets of this amphitheater and order one to follow you everywhere and place the other in Aalam’s crafting room so he can contact you at any time.
“If anything comes up that would cause Aalam to leave that room, you will drop everything and accompany him. Am I understood?”
Mila would have given an affirmative, but the robots had gotten significantly faster, so she couldn’t respond without risking another round of being tased on the floor.




Chapter 14: Story of an Archlich

Mila
Mila dodged the purple bolt, took a red bolt on the back of her robe, and then blocked one of the yellow bolts filled with kinetic force using Legacy of the Weaponsmaster, the silvery metallic artifact transformed into the form of a silver kite shield with a symbol of a sword crossed with a spear on the front.
The resulting kinetic push knocked her out of the encirclement of the 20+ hovering robots and she landed lightly by controlling her body’s qi.
Mila then used her new Law Egg of Hologram and control over her aura to create a projection of herself two meters to her right. It wasn’t good enough to trick human eyes, but more than 80% of the robots fell for it.
Legacy of the Weaponsmaster then flowed into the form of two silver pistols in her hands and she enhanced them with her newly merged skill, Weapon Enhancement (G-Epic). Then she fired green energy bolts filled with the power of the Law Egg of Obfuscation and started taking out robots one by one, her Law infusion delaying the robots from noticing the attacks until it was too late.
Even with her all out use of Laws and energy, however, she only managed to take out less than half of the robots before they managed to encircle her again.
But that was enough.
As she continued shooting, this time without wasting her concentration on empowering her attacks with a Law Egg, she activated her other two new skills as well. She used Material Strengthening (G-Rare) on her clothing, allowing it to take even the more powerful purple bolts without letting any energy through, and used Artifact Activation (Rare) on her Earring of Focus, ever so slightly slowing down time to her senses.
For the next three seconds, even while dodging the robots’ yellow, blue, and orange bolts, which her robe would not be able to properly block, she managed to shoot down eight more.
This only left four, all with mana shields around them, and none of her attacks were powerful enough to penetrate through them.
Still, with only four left, dodging became easy and, while it took almost all her mana, qi, and psyforce, with over a dozen shots to drain each shield’s energy, the robots all fell before she became too exhausted to move.
“You see your weakness, right?” Nana Xara looked on with an expression of disappointment.
“I have no offensive Law to empower my attacks. I know.” Mila collapsed onto the floor and looked up at the ceiling.
Laws represented one’s understanding of the universe, but there was more to it than that. There was a shift in the fundamental structure of a soul that occurred whenever someone advanced in Laws, an empowerment.
The extra stats that came from advancing in Laws might be from the System, but there was a reason the System could easily afford to give extra stats whenever anyone in the universe advanced their Laws. That fundamental change in the soul meant a little energy went a long way, so giving extra stats after a Law advancement was extremely cost effective.
Laws then could be used to empower qi, mana, or psyforce, be that to strengthen or alter the effects of a skill, to create skill-like effects from nothing, or to alter the effects of an artifact, and there were probably far more uses Mila didn’t yet know.
The most important thing to Mila, however, was that Laws were the basis of a cultivator’s flexibility and a measure of their power. Nana Xara could kill gods as a mortal because her Laws were higher than the gods she fought, and, if Mila wanted to have the strength to control her own destiny, understanding Laws was the way to go about gaining that strength.
The style Mila was developing relied on running, hiding, and then quick overwhelming attacks, but she was lacking in firepower. Both her Law Eggs were approaching middle grade, which, according to her readings in the city’s library, was extremely impressive for only 40 days of training. Hell, her own amphitheater marked her as a B rank talent even without having her race or bloodline set, which was the highest of everyone who had used its services so far.
Compared to Aalam, however, she felt useless. He hadn’t just been advancing his twelve initial Law Eggs, but gaining new ones as well, and he now had over thirty Law Eggs, over half of which were middle grade. Granted, that was apparently a record—which gave him extra stats as if he wasn’t already overpowered enough—but she still couldn’t help feeling superfluous by comparison.
Congratulations!
Your Law Egg of Obfuscation has advanced to middle grade.
Your soul is affected by your understanding of Laws.
Agility + 2, Perception + 2, Magic +4, Spirit +2, Soul +2
Mila just groaned, completely understanding her own insecurities were what had just allowed her to advance the Law, and Nana Xara started laughing.
“Come on. It’s not that funny.” Mila, despite being only a soul, felt sore, but she still stood up and glared at the woman.
“You’re wrong about that.” Nana Xara smiled at her. “People like you are the classic butt of jokes in the cultivation world.
“There is this one story about the rise of a famous archlich, a master of the Law of Death. The first Law Egg he gained was the Law Egg of Despair after his girlfriend of two years dumped him. Gaining a Law Egg while only G rank got him noticed by his local cultivation sect and he started dating one of the other disciples.
“He didn’t advance much over the next year, however, so she dumped him as well, causing his Law Egg to advance to middle grade, and this resulted in a higher position. He then started dating the sect master’s daughter, but he again barely advanced at all over the next year. When she inevitably dumped him as well, his Law Egg advanced to high grade.”
Mila rolled her eyes. “Let me guess. He dated someone else and then his Law Egg advanced to peak grade?”
“No.” Nana Xara changed her expression to look serious. “He decided dating wasn’t for him and instead found a new hobby, necromancy. He turned his entire sect into zombies, then his world, then quite a few other worlds. He rose up to A rank and became one of the five heads of all undead in the Prime Material. Last I checked, he had the third highest bounty of anyone in the Universe.”
Nana Xara reached out her hand and placed it on Mila’s shoulder in a concerned fashion, but she couldn’t seem to hide the smile trying to break through her facade of sternness. “Don’t give in to your sense of inferiority, Mila. Just because your boyfriend is far more talented than you doesn’t mean you have no worth at all.”
The old woman finally broke down and started grinning again. “Though I might not want to see you anymore if you don’t get a destructive Law Egg soon. You’re a potential apprentice of the Yin Yang Sage, not a measly future destroyer of galaxies.” Nana Xara patted Mila’s shoulder a couple times. “Not that you could even destroy galaxies by hiding and making illusions.”
There was a real lesson in there, hidden behind all the snark, about how getting a middle grade Law Egg in G rank was quite impressive and she shouldn’t feel down about herself. From what she’d read, an early grade Law Egg was the minimum requirement to advance to E rank, not F, and she was already far ahead of the game.
Mila just wasn’t sure if that hidden lesson was intentional.
“You’re underestimating my mysterious ways again, aren’t you?” Nana Xara narrowed her eyes. “You have five hours until the next challenge. I would suggest going to see your boyfriend as he’s just accomplished the second requirement of your quest.”
Then a wide smile appeared on Nana Xara’s face and she dropped her act. “He also has some new toys for you to play with.”
Mila stared at the woman for a second, wondering if she’d be quite as happy-go-lucky if she were an ancient being given a second chance at life or if there was something wrong with her teacher. Then she quickly ran away before Nana Xara could react to reading her aura.
***
“So, we have five hours. What do you have for me?” Mila asked, feigning more joviality than she actually felt as she entered into Aalam’s crafting room.
“So much. Let me show you.” Aalam thankfully seemed to be in a good mood as he jumped up from where he was sitting cross-legged in the room’s center and walked over to a black metallic briefcase on one of the room’s tables, the type of carrying case his auction house used for smaller items.
Then he opened it and turned it around so she could see inside, showing her three items.
First was what looked like a cloak made of shadows, feeling extremely light as she picked it up.
Cloak of Shadows (G-Rare)
The masterpiece of an unremarkable E rank apprentice tailor. This cloak uses thread of the Wraith spider as its main material and greatly boosts concealment when worn, especially in the presence of deep shadows.
Effects: Boosts concealment from all natural senses and slightly boosts concealment from supernatural senses, auto-repair
Requirements: A shadow-based Law Egg
It didn’t seem like it would be too restrictive, which was good, and it had the auto-repair feature, so Mila would most certainly make use of it. With her now middle grade Law Egg of Obfuscation, she might even be able to hide from some E rank senses, which would be useful given what Aalam had told her about the challenge they would be entering.
Even more useful, however, was the second item, a black bandolier to be worn from her left shoulder to her right waist with five built-in pockets. It was an uncommon grade artifact with enchantments to protect whatever was put into the pockets, but it had been modified by Aalam as each of its five pockets now had one of their 29 bags of holding seamlessly sewn into it, allowing for easy access to the main types of artifacts Aalam had been building over the last several weeks.
The item to get her heart racing, however, was the last one, a simple wooden ring, as Mila had already noticed Aalam was wearing a similar artifact on his right ring finger.
Paired Ring of Telepathy (G-Rare)
A wooden ring created by a Treant craftsman for his lover. When worn, this artifact allows for telepathic communication with the wearer of its pair.
Effects: Telepathic communication with the wearer of this artifact’s pair within 5 km
Requirements: None
Aalam didn’t seem to see the potential implications of giving her a ring, which wasn’t actually that surprising, and he seemed to be expectantly waiting for her to put all three artifacts on, so she did so without saying anything, putting the ring on her right ring finger like he had instead of the traditional left.
There had been an auction at the auction house the day before and Aalam, as the owner, had been able to give bidding rules to one of the auction house’s puppets to bid for him on any artifacts he wanted. So, as the richest man in the tutorial even without having gone on any of the tutorial’s optional challenges, he’d won everything he wanted quite easily, except for a couple of crafting materials that had sold for well beyond what they were worth.
Aalam was also wearing a bandolier similar to hers, and he had on a shield necklace like the one she’d been wearing since day one as well, but otherwise he hadn’t bought himself anything new.
What was new was in the second briefcase Aalam brought over and opened, one side filled with vials of red, blue, and purple liquids and the other with talismans, sheets of cloth or animal hide with carved on symbols.
The red vials were qi recovery potions he’d bought at the auction, the blue mana recovery potions, and the purple psyforce recovery. As all the items in the briefcase were for her, there were about four times the number of qi recovery potions as the other two types and all the talismans either didn’t require a Law Egg or, for four of them, would work with one or both of the Law Eggs she had.
She quickly emptied the briefcase’s contents into the bags of holding on her bandolier and then Aalam excitedly brought out one last briefcase, this one filled with four types of colored potions, seventeen in total, as well as what looked like twenty grenades.
Antidote for Creeping Death (G-Common)
An antidote for the poison Creeping Death, a creation of the genius craftsman Aalam Alvaro when he was only G rank, modeled on the theories of the Yin Yang Sage
Effects: An antidote for the poison Creeping Death
Requirements: None
Antidote for Last Breath (G-Common)
An antidote for the poison Last Breath, a creation of the genius craftsman Aalam Alvaro when he was only G rank
Effects: An antidote for the poison Last Breath
Requirements: None
Antidote for Heat Death (G-Common)
An antidote for the poison Heat Death, a creation of the genius craftsman Aalam Alvaro when he was only G rank
Effects: An antidote for the poison Heat Death
Requirements: None
Antidote for Wintery Grave (G-Common)
An antidote for the poison Wintery Grave, a creation of the genius craftsman Aalam Alvaro when he was only G rank
Effects: An antidote for the poison Wintery Grave
Requirements: None
Void Bomb (G-Common)
A grenade that uses spatial, fire, and death Laws to create a contained fiery explosion, a creation of the genius craftsman Aalam Alvaro when he was only G rank
Effects: Two seconds after the pin is pulled, will explode in a fiery entropic explosion with a radius of 3 meters and a safe distance of 7 meters
Requirements: None
Mila didn’t know about the poisons, as they most certainly required quite a few Laws she didn’t have and could thus only be used by Aalam, but the Void Bomb was in the upper tier of Common talismans she’d seen so far, and Aalam most certainly had better grenades for himself as well.
“What do you think, Ms. Bond?” Aalam joked and Mila found herself almost freezing while in the middle of putting the new grenades and antidotes into her bandolier.
“Beyond adequate, Q.” Neither of them had watched more than a couple Bond movies and the one she remembered best didn’t even have Q in it, so neither of them were directly quoting, but Aalam seemed to appreciate her use of a British accent and nothing went wrong.
“Want to see my masterpiece?” Aalam looked excited so Mila nodded and Aalam reached into his own bandolier and took out a grenade that, from the outside, looked almost exactly like a Void Bomb. When he let her touch it, however, Mila realized it very much wasn’t.
Minor Thermonuclear Mana Bomb (G-Epic)
A grenade making use of twelve middle grade Law Eggs—Gas, Liquid, Solid, Plasma, Matter, Fission, Fusion, Energy Storage, Order, 3 Dimensional Geometry, Molecular Deceleration, and Pause—as well as several high-end ingredients, to form a bomb capable of creating a thermonuclear explosion, a creation of the genius craftsman Aalam Alvaro when he was only G rank
Effects: 57 seconds after mana containing the power of the Law Eggs for Molecular Acceleration, Ionization, Vacuum, and Energy Transfer is inputted and the pin is removed, will explode with a large blast with the power to destroy a small city
Requirements: Law Eggs for Molecular Acceleration, Ionization, Vacuum, and Energy Transfer
As Aalam put away the nuclear bomb, Mila began to reconsider whether it was safe to leave him in his crafting room. Granted, she’d seen the materials he’d used to make the thing, and they were supposedly incredibly rare—though, according to her reading, not as rare as the materials for normal thermonuclear bombs—and he’d at least modified the triggering requirements to only respond to the Laws he himself had in a very specific order, so that was good. But Aalam had also been making poisons and she was pretty sure Creeping Death was a biological weapon at the same level as the nuke, while the protections on it were nowhere near as good.
An artifact being G rank just meant it could be activated with G rank mana, qi, or psyforce, and wasn’t a direct representation of power, but Mila was starting to get scared as she realized Aalam thought he’d need such weapons in the Nightmare challenge they were about to enter, yet, even with such weapons, Nana Xara still didn’t like their chances of survival.




Chapter 15: Rolling Death

Mila
The Nightmare challenge Rolling Death is now starting.
Survive for eight days.
Trial Points will be rewarded at the end depending on performance.
Mila found herself in a damp and slightly cold room, her bare feet on mossy stone, and there was no light. Thankfully, however, her training with Nana Xara had granted her two abilities to see her surroundings.
First, she could create a hologram that would give off light in exchange for mana using her Law Egg of Hologram and a technique of the Weaponsmaster. It was nowhere near as efficient as using a skill, or even an artifact, but for just light it was fine. It would, however, allow anything else in the area to see her, so it wasn’t a good idea.
Second, she could spread out what aura she had into a sphere with a roughly two-meter radius and, while the quality of information she would receive wouldn’t be high, it would be enough to get a sense of her surroundings.
Using the second method, she was able to sense the space where she’d arrived was carved out of stone, roughly three meters by five with a two-meter ceiling, the right angles of the cave making it obviously not natural, and there was an open archway that led to a hall in one of the walls, which seemed to have once been a doorway, only the door had long since rotted away. Most important, however, there was a pile of bones that had at one point been a body, and that body held an artifact of some kind.
Taking a risk, Mila created a spherical hologram of low light and took a closer look at the skeleton. It wasn’t human, but it was humanoid, with two legs and two arms. Each hand seemed to have only four fingers instead of five, and the same was true of its feet. There were also horns growing out of its forehead and extra bones for what looked like a tail, which made Mila think demon, but she wasn’t going to make any assumptions on such little information.
Reaching down, she picked up the artifact it had been holding, a 16 by 8 cm tablet, about the size of a large phone, and, as normal when touching artifacts when the System was involved, an information window appeared in front of her eyes.
Information Access Tablet (G-Common)
In your world, this mana-charged artifact would be called a smartphone, and it once had all the same capabilities, but the network it was connected to has since been lost
Effects: Store information, take pictures, connection to a standard mananet
Requirements: None
By charging it with her own mana, the front of the tablet began to give off light of its own, so she stopped her hologram and focused on the screen in front of her. There was thankfully no access protection, so she could see everything that had been downloaded to the device itself, but, without a connection to the local equivalent of the internet, there wasn’t much there, only a total of three files on the device.
The first two weren’t all that useful. One was a text file that looked like a grocery list, though Mila didn’t recognize any of the ingredients other than milk, which she guessed was likely not from cows. And the other was a video file showing a young child of the skeleton’s race tearing through boxes containing coloring supplies, stuffed creatures from nightmares that would put Uglydolls to shame, and, for some reason, socks. From the video file, it seemed the skeleton’s race looked like smaller versions of Wookiees from Star Wars, only with less fingers and toes, horns coming out of their heads, and prehensile tails.
The last file, however, was supremely useful, and Mila was reminded of how Nana Xara had explained the Luck stat was magnified in the tutorial. It was a map showing a total of seventeen underground levels and helpfully marked all the rooms with words she could translate.
“Aalam,” she sent through the telepathy provided by the ring on her finger, “I found a map in my starting room. Did you find anything?”
There were a few seconds of silence, then she heard Aalam’s telepathic voice. “I arrived in a room full of large F rank insects and am now somewhat injured, but I managed to kill them all with a Wintery Grave grenade.
“In exchange, I’ve found three skeletons with tablets holding information, but I can’t read them.” Aalam sent several images over the telepathic link, including a map like hers, a couple to do lists, and what seemed to be a checklist of valuable items and their locations for a visiting higher up to look at.
He’d found more where he’d appeared, but he’d also been immediately put into danger, and, as she sent back the images with translations, Mila began to ponder on the nature of the Luck stat when interacting with the tutorial. She’d learned about Aalam’s stat distribution, and she had less than two thirds of his Luck, yet she’d arrived somewhere completely safe while his arrival was within the middle of a swarm of insects.
She, however, was careful and fully trained while he currently had no inhibitions and had been a normal civilian, so it was probably safer for him to immediately face danger, and it seemed the System might have taken that into account.
“How hurt are you?” she sent to him.
“I’ll be at 100% again in about an hour with a couple qi recovery potions.”
Translation, he was quite injured, to the point he likely couldn’t move, requiring him to pour all his qi into healing himself, something they could now do as superhumans. But he probably wasn’t so injured as to his life being in danger. Lucky indeed.
Aalam then sent over a video of one of the Wookiee-like creatures giving what were almost certainly her last words and the setting of the challenge became quite clear.
“The surface was bombed by the Jem-Hadari today, so we’re all trapped down here. But the shaking broke the cages. The Rollie-Pollies and their feed larvae escaped, gaining access to the vitality fruits and growing. Then they started killing everyone.
“There’s no more food. And the water we have access to is contaminated.
“Scientist Morithil Maan tried to access the chambers of the mana and mental fruits, but there’s a species lock. Only human variants can enter.
“But we killed the Jem-Hadari inspector.”
There was a pause in the video as the woman broke down and cried.
“We’re all going to die.”
The video was time stamped and Mila checked it against the time shown on her own tablet, learning 3,097 days had passed. Then she quickly translated the video for Aalam and gave him her time estimate.
“It sounds like the fruit are the ultimate reward of this trial.” Aalam sounded contemplative. “We’re in a closed off system with seventeen floors and a total surface area of a little more than 300 thousand square meters.
“From the maps we found, we’re in a closed off lab, at least a kilometer away from the surface, previously only accessible via teleport. But there is oxygen in the air, despite these bugs I killed having to breathe, so the air filtration system has to still be working.
“From the Yin Yang Sage’s knowledge of tutorials, a Nightmare challenge like this one should have one D rank threat, 12 E rank threats, and an untold number of F and G rank threats. And, from the information we have, whatever these Rollie-Pollies are should be the D, E, and maybe some of the F rank threats while these insects, mostly F rank now, are the things they eat.
“So, if we want to kill them all, we should start by releasing Creeping Death in the output of the air filtration system, accessible from floor fifteen. Then we just have to hide for a few days and everything will become quite a bit easier.”
He paused the telepathy for a bit.
“I guess first we need to figure out where we are, though, so we can actually use the map.”
Mila snorted to herself, the sound not transmitting over the telepathy, then she sent, “Stay where you are and recover first. I’ll look around where I am and see if there are any signs on the walls so, when you’re back at 100%, we’ll be able to more quickly figure out where you are as well.”
With that, Mila put the Information Access Tablet into one of her bags of holding. Then she used Artifact Activation on her cloak to slightly boost its concealment effects and wrapped herself with the power of her Law Egg of Obfuscation, before slowly walking through the archway.
The hallway was straight and she didn’t sense anything moving with her aura, but she did quickly notice two other doorways leading into rooms almost exactly like the one she’d been in, and, from the layout and the map, she was pretty sure she was in one of the office-lined hallways on the sixteenth or seventeenth floors.
Looking around the area for another fifteen minutes, slowly walking so as to not be spotted herself, she didn’t find any other skeletons, but she did find two insects of the type that had ambushed Aalam. They looked like terrier-sized cockroaches and, lucky for her, they were not traveling together.
F rank and very low leveled, with most of their stats seemingly in Toughness and Vitality, neither noticed her even as she got close, and, with Aalam having several around him for analysis, he had already sent her enough information for her to figure out their weaknesses.
For both, she transformed Legacy of the Weaponsmaster into a spear and quickly stabbed them through the gap in their chitinous armor right behind their heads. Then she pulled out the weapon with speed and quickly backed away, leaving the monsters only able to move their front legs and still not able to sense her presence, both dying from fluid loss after about a minute.
***
As she moved through the hallways, she eventually reached a much larger one, about five meters across, and, pushing her body up against the smaller hallway she was in, she risked creating a hologram out in the main hall to provide light.
With the light, she could see a couple signs pointing toward different locations on the complex’s sixteenth floor and, with that information, she knew where she was.
Before she could put out the light, however, she heard a noise, and then, within a second, a huge iron ball flew past her down the larger hallway, destroying her hologram in the process.
It took her a couple seconds to realize it hadn’t actually been a five-meter diameter iron ball. Then it took her a few more to register that the thing that had just passed her at speeds quite a bit higher than a car on a highway had been a living creature, something like an armadillo rolled up in a ball and traveling near mach one.
“Aalam, I think I just saw a Rollie-Pollie. And I think I now know why this challenge is called Rolling Death.”




Chapter 16: Creeping Death

Aalam
Aalam finished looking over the brief memory of a Rollie-Pollie Mila’d sent through their rings’ connection and then looked down at his feet again, annoyed. The insects hadn’t been able to bite through his robes, but the two that had gone after his feet had bitten him easily.
He could see why shoes weren’t really a thing. With a high Perception stat, sensing minute vibrations in the ground would become possible, and shoes would make that harder. With a decent Toughness, stepping on rocks or glass would no longer cause injuries, removing the main reason for footwear in the first place. And, with higher and higher Agility, the flexibility brought by bare feet would quickly become important for balance and rapid changes of direction in combat.
Still, he’d like something like the fingerless glove covering his left hand for his feet. Just a little armor would have stopped him from being stuck.
Taking his first qi recovery potion, Aalam continued running his qi throughout his body, gathering the slight amount of superfluous nutrients generated by his cells for extra efficiency. Then he guided his qi and the superfluous nutrients to his feet to help boost the regenerative effects from his Vitality, continuing to help speed up the process of his body’s natural recovery, the only healing he had access to.
Health recovery potions weren’t a thing like in most litrpgs, and it made sense why. Health wasn’t a universal resource like qi, mana, or psyforce. What recovery meant for every type of animal was different and, even with magic, that fact wouldn’t change.
Health recovery potions were, however, possible, just as healing skills and healing artifacts were possible. They just had to be designed to work with a species and they required a high level of qi control to guide the energy to the right place, qi control tutorial trial takers were not expected to have.
Thus, like in classic Dungeons and Dragons, the only healing that could usually be found in tutorials was from those who gave themselves up to gods to eventually become clerics or paladins, using the power of their god’s Laws to make up for their own terrible energy control.
Given the Yin Yang Sage had blocked access to their trial’s temple, however, no gods could interfere, so there was no one able to provide healing, leaving Aalam with no choice but to wait.
As he took his second qi recovery potion, another insect monster entered the room, the third one attracted to the smell of its dead brethren so far. And, like the two that had come near the beginning, it died as soon as it got within the light of the lantern artifact Aalam had left on the floor, Aalam’s Epic skill Mental Spike, empowered by his middle grade Law Egg of Entropy, killing it instantly.
Aalam then had to wait another half hour before his wounds were completely healed and his qi, mana, and psyforce were back to full, three extra dead insects added to the room during that time, and he was finally able to get moving.
Instead of trying to walk quietly like Mila, however, Aalam took a different approach, moving to the wall opposite the room’s only entrance and then yelling at the top of his lungs.
As expected, a whole swarm of the insectoid F ranks, came toward him, but Aalam was ready this time. He tossed a grenade filled with his poison Heat Death at the entrance of the room and took an antidote for it himself. Then he watched as every insect that came tried to get through the invisible gas and started to boil to death for their trouble.
They didn’t die instantly, their cries bringing even more of their brethren, but their senses were disrupted, so they couldn’t find Aalam on the other side of the small room, instead attacking others of their kind suffering the same fate.
Five minutes later, the poison in the air lost its effect, but the area Aalam had arrived in was clear of the insects, and it was very easy for him to move around.
It took him only three minutes to find one of the more major hallways and there were signs on the wall just as Mila had seen. Then he sent the image to her and she got back to him with the translation in almost an instant, allowing him to know he was already on the floor he wanted, the fifteenth floor.
This showed just how useful having Mila around was, and, because of her, he also knew not to go out into the hallway.
As he watched, Rollie-Pollies flew by once every ten to fifteen seconds, showing just how dangerous the larger hallways were. But he didn’t have to enter the larger hallway at all, instead moving along a path he could see thanks to the map to a different larger hallway. There he waited for a Rollie-Pollie to pass and then he ran across to another section of the underground lab, where he found another blocked off room to summon all the insects in the section to die.
He then repeated this process three more times, ignoring the artifacts present in each section of the lab, and, after only thirty minutes, he was right where he wanted to be, the main control room for the lab’s air filtration system, which wasn’t locked at all.
It took him about ten minutes with Mila’s telepathic help to figure out how to open a vent to the air filtration system’s output chamber using the command terminal in the room, which used really cool holograms, and then he started setting up the more complicated device for releasing Creeping Death.
Mila joined him a few minutes later, having found a set of stairs down from the sixteenth floor before following the path he’d cleared. And, during the next hour, as he poured mana and qi into the small 13 cm orb that would release Creeping Death, she figured out something cool to do with the terminal.
A large hologram popped up in the middle of the room showing a 3D version of the map they’d been following, and, all over the map, were orange dots of different intensities. There were twelve large dots rapidly flying around the larger halls of all seventeen floors, so fast it was hard to track one dot at a time. There was an even larger dot on the lowest floor, not moving at all. And, throughout the entire lab, there were several tens of thousands of smaller dots, much more concentrated on the lower floors but present everywhere.
When Aalam was ready, Mila opened the vent to the air filtration system’s output chamber and Aalam dropped the sphere inside. Then Mila closed the vent and triggered a safety protocol to seal off the room they were in from the rest of the base.
Aalam didn’t want to take any extra chances, however, even though they both had an antidote that should work, so he activated the Twelve Element Shield, forming a sphere of protection around them as well.
Then they watched the hologram in silence as a light orange mist started exiting from vents all around the lab, quickly filling it up almost entirely, some even entering into their supposedly closed off room, but there were a few rooms on the first and second floor that no mist entered at all, which was interesting.
Over the next hour, the mist in the hologram began to fade, and, by hour two, when the Twelve Element Shield’s barrier stopped working, it was almost gone everywhere, only a little bit emanating out from all the dots whenever they exhaled.
As a precaution, however, both Aalam and Mila took an antidote, and then they continued to watch.
The first few deaths started happening at hour three, 103 tiny orange dots disappearing over the next hour, replaced by small areas of orange fog, the remaining trial takers stupid enough to enter the Nightmare challenge all winning their Darwin Awards.
Then the smaller of the remaining dots began to be replaced by fog as well, from their locations in concentrated clusters on the lower floors, likely the young of the insectoid monsters.
More and more monsters throughout the lab began to fall, and soon the hologram was filled with mist again, after eight hours the upper floors only occasionally having one of the Rollie-Pollies rolling through, all the insectoid monsters having already died.
They waited five more hours, three hours past the mist on the upper floors completely disappearing, and then Mila suggested going through the upper floors to steal whatever they could.
Aalam instantly agreed and Mila opened the room again. Then Aalam headed down to floor eight and Mila up to floor seventeen, and they started searching the floors and stealing whatever they could, including the artifacts of the other trial takers. On floor ten, Aalam found a skill orb repository, the contents of which filled three of the bags of holding in his backpack. On floor fourteen, Mila found a room with five Epic grade bags of holding. And, on floor thirteen, they together found a room filled with a golden metal called Solar Iron where the description said extra trial points would be given for every kilogram a trial taker managed to take with them, which they split.
The greatest reward from the challenge, however, was something Aalam couldn’t access. Every section of the lab had a terminal, and, on that terminal, was the recipe for the alchemical or smithing product that section was built to create, and there were between four and sixteen sections on each floor.
Realizing this, Mila went back over the sections Aalam had been through and Aalam, who was strong enough with his limited telekinesis to carry the larger crafting artifacts they couldn’t fit into their bags of holding, went over her old sections to take everything that could be taken as well, using multiple trips to bring everything back to the control room on the fifteenth floor.
Then, noticing floors three through seven were clear as well on the hologram, they went through those sections as well, finding many more resources like the Solar Iron that were worth extra trial points and fit into their bags of holding.
By that point, a standard day and a half had passed since the beginning of the challenge, leaving six and a half days left, but there were only thirteen orange dots besides themselves and no mist left on the holograms.
Creeping Death wasn’t done yet, though. Aalam had broken some record when he’d designed and successfully created three deadly poisons, Wintery Grave, Heat Death, and the yet to be used Last Breath. All three had been based around his Law Egg of Bacteria and created by alchemically modifying magical bacteria he found in the auction house with several of his other Laws, and this had allowed the Yin Yang Sage to give him another boon.
She seemed to like him as she’d given him a set of information from her own research into bacterial diseases, the part about how to make bacteria that would eat a host’s qi and mana especially useful, and Creeping Death had been the result.
If just one bacterial cell got inside a creature, it would start to feed on the creature and multiply, each bacterial cell feeding more and splitting when enough energy had been gathered, again and again and again. This meant it didn’t have to be very concentrated when it was released and also, as Creeping Death was light enough to travel through the air, a little bit leaving an infected host with every breath out and a lot leaving upon a host’s death, it was incredibly infectious.
Granted, Creeping Death could be quite easily fought off with pretty basic usage of qi and mana control, but all the monsters in the challenge were stupid, so the result was all the weaker monsters dead and the stronger monsters slowly dying from the infection.
He just had to wait and the E rank monsters at least would fall in just a few days.




Chapter 17: Calm

Mila
Mila couldn’t figure out what unnerved her more, Aalam again casually murdering everyone else in the challenge, the ease with which he took out tens of thousands of monsters, or the fact that, even before the introduction of magic, he probably could have created a pandemic capable of wiping out all of humanity with relatively little effort.
Sure, it made sense. Destruction was always easier than creation, and Aalam had created cures for the world’s worst diseases. So, it should have been obvious he could create worse ones. She’d just never really thought about it before.
Now, though, after the introduction of magic, he wasn’t completely sane and had even more dangerous capabilities.
What worried her most, however, was not Aalam, but herself. She was having a bit too much fun.
She and Aalam had always made a good team. He was great at out of the box and long term thinking, but execution details were not his strong suit. They were, however, hers. And, while he was good with science and engineering, her strengths had always been people and languages.
This dynamic had continued with the introduction of magic and the rather amazing results they’d had in this second trial, but there was a danger if she wasn’t always on top of what Aalam was doing. And, from experience, she knew it was easier to get complacent when she was enjoying herself.
Still, that was no reason not to go after easy rewards. She’d noticed all thirteen of the living Rollie-Pollies were on the first floor, likely dealing with the aftermath of all the young Rollie-Pollies dying, so she and Aalam hurried to the second floor and quickly cleared out the floor’s four subsections.
Sadly, however, there wasn’t much new. The terminals in these subsections each had more than one recipe, and the recipes were available in more than one language, including one called Universal Standard, but they were all recipes they’d found on higher floors. All the crafting artifacts on the floor had been destroyed. And they didn’t find any special crafting resources lying about.
The most important parts of the second floor, however, were two locked rooms, rooms the natives hadn’t been able to open because they were species locked to humans, but that she and Aalam could easily open as a result, as they hadn’t yet been turned into monsters.
The first was filled with rare crafting resources of all twelve elements and Aalam literally started jumping up and down with excitement, seemingly now having enough resources to build a custom weapon for himself to use during G and F ranks.
The second room, however, contained something even better, several refrigerators filled with fruit, twelve of each kind, and, touching them, the fruit were impressive.
Jem-Hadari Vitality Fruit (G-Rare)
A special fruit bred by the Jem-Hadari to boost the stats of their children aiming to be warriors before advancing to F rank
Effects: Permanent boost to Endurance by +2, Toughness by +2, and Vitality by +2
Requirements: None
Jem-Hadari Mana Fruit (G-Rare)
A special fruit bred by the Jem-Hadari to boost the stats of their children aiming to be mages before advancing to F rank
Effects: Permanent boost to Magic by +4 and Soul by +2
Requirements: None
Jem-Hadari Mental Fruit (G-Rare)
A special fruit bred by the Jem-Hadari to boost the stats of their children aiming to be psychics before advancing to F rank
Effects: Permanent boost to Perception by +2 and Spirit by +4
Requirements: None
Aalam immediately pulled out one of the mental fruits, which looked kind of like a blueberry the size of an apple, and started eating. Meanwhile, Mila instead tried a vitality fruit, which looked more like an apple-sized raspberry.
It was quite tasty, somewhere between a grape and a banana, very sweet, and Mila belatedly realized she hadn’t eaten anything in over a month of subjective time.
When she finished it, she felt her qi reserves increase and her body change ever so slightly, not yet accustomed to the effects of her increased Vitality and Toughness, but it felt good and she reached for a Mana Fruit, which looked like an orange, yet turned out to be incredibly sour.
Aalam, unlike her, didn’t seem interested in taste—or maybe the Mental Fruit was the best of the bunch—as instead of trying one of the other two types, he started eating another Mental Fruit.
When they both finished their second fruit, however, Aalam fell on the floor, thrashing and screaming.
Mila’s first thought was the second fruit he’d eaten had been poisonous, but this didn’t seem likely, and her second thought, that eating two of the same type of fruit in a row caused side effects, didn’t make much sense either.
It was only then that she realized what was happening. Aalam’s uniqueness made his Spirit stat 12 times as effective. Even though he’d told her one of his abilities increased the effectiveness of his Soul stat, it seemed very unlikely Aalam would have the normal healthy limit of his base Spirit being able to be up to three times the value of his base Soul, and he’d just pushed his Spirit stat up by 8, with no changes to his Soul stat, so it was likely he’d gone over whatever his healthy limit was, causing the disastrous result she was seeing.
Quickly, Mila grabbed a Mana Fruit and transformed Legacy of the Weaponsmaster into a knife, which she used to cut the fruit into pieces. Then she pushed one of the pieces into Aalam’s mouth and held his lips closed, forcing him to chew.
That first piece seemed to alleviate some of his symptoms, so she fed him another, then another, and then another.
When he finished the last piece, he seemed fine, exhausted and drained of mental energy, but not unhealthy.
“That was caused by your Spirit being too high for your Soul, right?” Mila sat down on the floor next to where he was still lying and looked down at him.
Aalam didn’t say anything, but he nodded.
“What’s your ratio, for future reference?”
“One to one.” Aalam groaned slightly as he rose to his feet. “My Spirit stat went just one over my Soul, and suddenly I was down.”
Mila started taking out the fruits from the refrigerators and putting them in two of the specialized Epic bags of holding she’d found earlier, ones designed to keep food just as fresh as when it was put in. Then, when all the fruits were put away and she’d given Aalam one of the bags, she helped Aalam, still slightly groggy, back up to the fifteenth floor and their temporary base in the control room for the lab’s air filtration system.
There she watched the hologram for a few minutes, confirming all thirteen remaining monsters were still on the first floor, and something in her mind clicked.
Congratulations!
Your Law Egg of Hologram has advanced to middle grade.
Your soul is affected by your understanding of Laws.
Agility + 2, Perception + 2, Magic +4, Spirit +2, Soul +2
“Stay here for a bit and recover. I’m going to go check out what’s happening on the first floor.”
Mila left him there and then quickly made her way to the closest stairwell, making it all the way down to the second floor past the several hundred insect carcasses still on the stairs and the empty nest between the third and second floors.
The stairs ended there, none of the stairways leading down to the first floor, so she had to take an alternate way down, the ramping hallways the Rollie-Pollies were normally rolling through.
The major hallways on each floor of the lab all curved at their ends and then ramped either up or down, wrapping back to another floor, but not always the one directly above or below. So, if looked at carefully, there were actually only four large hallways in total in the entire lab, likely existing in the past so vehicles could easily transport materials and people between floors.
Again wrapping herself up with her Law Egg of Obfuscation and using Artifact Activation on her cloak, Mila walked down one of the ramping hallways from the second floor to the first as quietly as possible, soon finding herself in a large open room.
From the map, she knew the first floor was shaped differently than all the others. It didn’t have large hallways or subsections, as it wasn’t used for crafting and usually barely had people in it. Instead, there was one large main room where the moss now growing throughout the lab had originally been isolated, and the four hallways of the lab started on that room’s north side. Then to the west, south, and east were the species-locked doorways to where the three types of Jem-Hadari fruit were grown.
Mila came out of the west-most of the four ramping hallways and found that the main room now looked like a pigsty and smelled like one as well as it was covered with dried excrement and mostly eaten insectoid carcasses. To the east and west were large doors, still locked, the orchards hidden behind them isolated for years, but to the south, directly across from Mila, the doorway to the room that had held the Jem-Hadari Vitality Fruit orchard was open and Mila could see in.
The room had large bush-like trees, with what looked to be three unripe vitality fruits growing on each one, and each tree appeared to have been planted at least seven meters away from each other.
Looking in, Mila was able to confirm Rollie-Pollies looked a lot like armadillos, able to see five from where she entered, four with gray armor and one whose armor looked almost golden, the D rank. They had furry undersides and armored tops, but with three pairs of legs instead of two, less elongated faces, and no eyes. Also, they were seven meters long, making them larger than elephants.
Thankfully, they were all distracted, digging into the ground in the room and burying small forms that looked to be their young, all killed by Aalam’s Creeping Death.
She sent the image to Aalam, as he would stop trusting her if she didn’t, and his response was about what she’d expected. “This looks like an ideal opportunity.” Aalam’s telepathic message sounded excited. “See if the door to that room can still close as I make my way down there. If it can, you can trigger it to close while I throw some bombs in from the ramps. Then we both rush and open the western doorway and hide inside.”
Mila thought the plan was risky, but it seemed a lot less risky than anything else they could come up with later, while she knew Aalam would go after the D rank no matter if she helped or not, so she agreed. As Aalam ran down from the fifteenth floor, Mila slowly made her way around the main room to the western side of the open southern doorway, arriving without drawing attention. Then she took a deep breath.
Law Egg gained - Calm
Your soul is affected by your understanding of Laws.
Spirit +8, Soul +4
Through a quick inspection, Mila confirmed the door was still working, then she waited for another ten minutes until Aalam made his way to the bottom of the westernmost ramp. She pressed the button at the side of the doorway, starting the quick process of it closing, and then Aalam telekinetically threw 24 grenades and what looked like one of the mental fruits into the room through the gap.
The plan didn’t work flawlessly, however, and one of the Rollie-Pollies flew out of the door before it could fully close. Aalam was dashing toward the western doorway, running next to the wall, but the Rollie-Pollie went full speed at him, and, even though Aalam tried to jump out of the way, it smashed into his legs, crushing them completely from thigh to feet even through his robe’s automatic shield.




Chapter 18: Rage

Mila
Law Egg gained - Rage
Your soul is affected by your understanding of Laws.
Spirit +8, Soul +4
Mila was about to attack the Rollie-Pollie, an uncharacteristically stupid decision, but Aalam screamed at her through their telepathic connection. “Open the door!”
Using the telekinesis skill from his headband, he took out two grenades from the bags of holding on his chest and a mana fruit from the Epic bag of holding on his waist. Then he unpinned the grenades, stuffed them into the fruit, and tossed it at the Rollie-Pollie who’d crushed his legs, unrolled and shaking its head after running at full speed into the wall.
Mila ran, unconsciously using her new Law to increase her speed. Then, as she started to open the western door, the Rollie-Pollie ate the grenade filled fruit and Aalam launched himself through the still opening door with telekinesis.
She pressed the close button and then rolled in after him, the last thing she saw the Rollie-Pollie rolling itself back up into a ball as the door fully closed behind her. Aalam then grabbed her with telekinesis as well and threw the both of them to the other side of the room, where they landed unceremoniously next to the wall.
Instead of speaking, however, or doing anything about his still bleeding and absolutely crushed legs, Aalam pulled out the Twelve Element Shield and activated it. Then he activated a second barrier from a pendant he was wearing, an artifact he’d gotten from the auction house, before finally falling unconscious.
Mila only then realized what had likely been inside the fruit Aalam had thrown into the room with the Rollie-Pollies and, after activating her own pendant artifact, creating a third barrier around them, she spent a few seconds panicking.
That wasn’t useful, however, so Mila forced herself to calm down, using the power of her new Law Egg of Calm to bring herself back under control, and then she started to worry about something she actually had control over, how to save Aalam’s life.
His body would recover in full after the challenge, so all she had to do was keep him alive. Thus, instead of trying to fix his crushed legs, she decided to go with a simpler option. She took off his pants and then used his belt to make an extremely tight tourniquet on his upper left thigh, making sure not to remove his boxers so things wouldn’t be awkward. Then she used her own belt on his upper right thigh.
Only after this did she pull out a previously useless sword one of the other trial takers had brought in to the second Nightmare challenge, one that required a fire element Law Egg to turn into a flaming sword for no practical effect other than to look cool. With her new Law Egg of Rage, however, technically of the fire element, she could activate it, and, while still useless in combat, the flaming sword did have a use in field medicine.
She used it to slowly cut off Aalam’s legs, allowing the flame of the blade to cauterize the resulting wounds. Then she released the tourniquets and placed her hands over his lower belly, above his lower dantian, and sent her qi into him, using her weaker but almost as abundant qi to move his qi through his body, focusing on empowering his bone marrow to make more blood, and, a couple minutes later, he seemed stable.
Law Egg gained - The Healer
Your soul is affected by your understanding of Laws.
All Base Stats +1, Soul + 3
Mila took a second to try and figure out what a Law called The Healer meant, and then another to realize ‘base stats’ meant all stats other than Aura, Attunement, and Luck, but then she realized it had been almost three minutes since Aalam had thrown the fruit she had assumed contained the nuclear bomb, yet the world hadn’t shaken at all.
Five minutes later and still nothing happened.
Then the world shivered, but it only felt like a minor earthquake, and that seemed wrong.
Three more minutes passed and nothing changed.
Then the door into the room buckled and a golden ball flew in, crashed through a tree, and slammed into a wall.
Mila pulled out a Void Bomb, but then she noticed the D rank Rollie-Pollie wasn’t moving and watched as it uncurled, lying there on its back. There was blood coming out of its mouth, and its stomach seemed unnaturally sunken in, but Mila didn’t move to confirm her suspicions.
The Twelve Element Shield’s barrier effect blocked against bacteria, so Mila just waited.
Aalam woke up an hour and a half later, and Mila fed him a vitality fruit, and then another. Then they both took antidotes for Creeping Death and Last Breath, which had been in all the grenades Aalam had tossed first, and only then did Mila finally ask her question. “Was your nuclear bomb in the first fruit you threw?”
“Yeah.” Aalam nodded, also looking at the D rank Rollie-Pollie.
“And did that thing eat the bomb?”
“I think so.” Aalam looked almost as shocked as she felt. “I threw the fruit right in front of it.”
“Yet it still managed to make its way through two magically empowered metal doors.”
“Uh-huh.”
“And only then did it succumb from lots and lots of poison.”
“Yep.”
“How?”
“D rank Toughness seems to be a lot more impressive than we thought.”
“If it could so easily take down the doors to the other fruits, why didn’t it do so earlier?”
Aalam looked thoughtful for a few seconds. “It was really dumb. That E rank who destroyed my legs almost went down from my Mental Spike, so their Spirit and Soul are both quite weak for their rank. And, with the doors sealed, there was nothing to attract their attention.”
“Huh.” Mila took a deep breath and continued channeling her Law Egg of Calm into her mind. “I’ll go start the looting process then. Anything you need?”
“No.” Aalam looked down at his missing legs, then back up at Mila, a large smile on his face. “Thanks for saving my life, though, Mila.”
Mila just stared at him for a few seconds, and then she couldn’t help but smile back. “No problem.”
She first walked over to the room with the vitality fruits, whose door had also been blown through by the D rank’s rolling charge, even more impressively.
The Rollie-Pollie outside appeared to have boiled due to a double dose of Aalam’s Heat Death and then ultimately died to Creeping Death. The eleven inside, however, had it even worse. They’d received an overdose of Last Breath and hadn’t been able to breathe for over an hour.
There were no vitality fruit that were ripe, or that would ripen before the challenge was over, but she did find 23 ripe Jem-Hadari Mana Fruit and 18 mental fruit in the other two rooms. The true reward of the first level, however, was not the fruit. It was the bodies of the Rollie-Pollies.
There were over a hundred juvenile Rollie-Pollies Aalam had killed, including one special mutant with dark azure scales, and, unlike the insectoids, each had a crystallization of power in their bodies called a monster core. The E and D rank Rollie-Pollies all had one as well, and they were apparently very useful in alchemy and artifact creation.
The other valuable part of the Rollie-Pollies were their scales, and Mila spent the rest of the time in the challenge skinning all the beasts and pulling out their cores, the D rank especially taking forever.
The Yin Yang Sage has offered to take you in as an official inheriting disciple.
Do you accept?
Yes/No
With only a few minutes left in the challenge, and all their loot already evenly split between them back in their temporary base in the air filtration control room, Mila considered. Without Nana Xara, Aalam at least wouldn’t have survived the challenge. For one, Mila wouldn’t have had enough control over her qi to help trigger his healing. More important, however, without the old woman purposefully pushing her buttons for the last month, she wouldn’t have had enough insights to gain the Law Egg of Rage, and thus the ability to cauterize Aalam’s wounds, though it was debatable whether that had been intentional.
An individual, however, couldn’t take a new official master until she had reached the same level of power as her previous master, her previous master gave up the relationship, or her previous master ceased to exist, and Nana Xara was guaranteed life until everyone in both of Earth’s tutorials died, so normally Mila would be stuck with the woman until she herself became a god, or at least one of the most powerful A ranks.
But Mila had the Shadow Princess uniqueness, which provided resistance against enforced karmic bonds of up to the divine level, and, as far as Mila knew, almost all contract magic in the universe, including things like teacher disciple contracts, were created through enforced karmic bonds.
Nana Xara had never said it explicitly, but, if Mila wanted to, she could sever her relationship with the woman at any time.
In short, there was almost nothing to lose by accepting and a lot to gain. The only thing holding Mila back was her pride.
You have become the second official inheriting disciple of the Yin Yang Sage.
You may receive personalized quests from your master at any time, with rewards based on difficulty.
Rewards from any system quest may include choices of up to one grade higher from your master.
Her accepting was right on time, as the challenge was over and it was time for the rewards.
Challenge over. Calculating rewards.
Base Trial Points: 144
4 Vitalized Insectoids Killed
Base Trial Points + 4
128 kilograms of Solar Iron retrieved
Base Trial Points + 128
64 kilograms of Lunar Iron retrieved
Base Trial Points + 64
32 kilograms of Eclipse Iron retrieved
Base Trial Points + 128
All hidden recipes found
Base Trial Points + 128
Fully explored all areas
Base Trial Points + 256
Rolling Death cleared in second place
Base Trial Points X 4
Rolling Death cleared with no damage
Total Trial Points X 6
Rolling Death cleared with no surviving monsters
Total Trial Points X 4
Rolling Death cleared with total Luck 72 or higher
Total Trial Points X 2
Trial Points for Li Mila: +163,584
All stats +6
1 Legendary free building coupon
1 Orb of Skill Combination (G-Epic)
You may choose one skill, one artifact, and one System boon from the following lists
The first two lists were the same as the ones at the end of the previous challenge, but each also had one extra choice. In the skills list there was one Legendary skill, Devil’s Contract, which was obviously from Nana Xara. It allowed the user to create powerful soulbinding contracts between two or more parties, allowed those contracts to have hidden clauses so long as those entering into the contract were told hidden clauses existed, and it would be greatly enhanced by her racial ability, Fairy Law, so it was obviously intended for her.
The Legendary choice in the artifact list, however, seemed designed for Aalam. It was called an Orb of Devouring and, when used in the creation of an artifact, that artifact would have the ability to grow by eating new materials and feeding on the power of enhanced Laws.
Mila had been planning on getting an Orb of Skill Combination (G-Epic) for her artifact choice, but it was given for free, so she didn’t have to.
Thus Mila immediately chose both Legendary options, taking the skill orb for Devil’s Contract for herself and the Orb of Devouring for Aalam.
The choices for System boon, however, didn’t have an option from Nana Xara, and there were only four options in total. She could enhance the grade of a skill, which was useless for her as a Legendary grade skill couldn’t be enhanced at G rank. She could remove a skill from her class, which she didn’t want. And she could enhance the grade of an ability, useless for the same reason as the first boon. Finally, she could gain +3 to all stats.
With no other choice, she went with the last one, but it felt like a waste.
Then she and Aalam, along with all the larger artifacts Aalam was holding onto with telekinesis, were teleported out of the challenge and back into Aalam’s crafting room. And there, in a seat in the corner, was Nana Xara, wearing a wide grin as she slowly clapped.




Chapter 19: Aalam and the Sage

Mila
“So, I said get an offensive Law to round out a good trio, and you instead gain two opposing buff Laws and a healing Law.” Nana Xara was grinning from ear to ear, obviously quite happy. “You really don’t listen, do you?”
She then turned to Aalam, who was putting his pants back on now that he had legs again, and patted him warmly on the shoulder. “She’s rather impressive, isn’t she? Sure, she’s no you. But she’s on the road to becoming a true yin yang specialist, just like her ancestor.”
“I’m not sure.” Aalam finished pulling his pants up, but didn’t look embarrassed. Instead, he seemed to be honestly considering Nana Xara’s questions. “What Laws did she gain?”
“Calm and Rage for water and fire. I know you already have those, but they are probably the least compatible with you as they are your only Laws not physics related, so the two of you should be able to help each other.”
Nana Xara looked over at Mila and then back to Aalam, excitement on her face. “But for her life element Law she gained The Healer.”
“Oh.” Aalam also looked excited, and Mila realized she might have accidentally done something quite impressive. “So, she’ll want to go for The Reaper for the death element. Do you have any way of getting her the Devil’s Contract skill?”
“Already done.” If she were any younger, Mila thought Nana Xara might have started jumping up and down. “I even have a Reaper’s Token she can use to upgrade her legacy artifact.”
“Awesome.” Aalam actually did start jumping up and down and Mila began to think it might be a bad idea to have the two of them in the same room, given this was what they were like when they hadn’t actually met each other before, but then Aalam abruptly stopped. “But how are you going to give it to her? That’s a Legendary grade artifact and I don’t think she’s skilled enough to complete a quest worth one of those.”
“I’m going to be tricky.”
The Yin Yang Sage has offered you a quest as her apprentice.
Do the Impossible, and Some Other Stuff (G-Legendary)
Accomplish the following:
1)      Using no artifacts, beat the Torment level Tournament of the Damned optional challenge with each match taking no more than a second while taking no damage

2)      Using no artifacts, beat the Torment level Ghost Defense optional challenge in less than an hour while taking no damage

3)      Using no artifacts, beat the Torment level Puzzle of the Twelve Elements optional challenge in less than three minutes with no mistakes

4)      Using no artifacts, beat the Nightmare level Damage the Invincible Caged Monster optional challenge in less than one second and then continue the challenge and kill the monster in under seven hours

If you feel you cannot complete one or more of these tasks, you may subcontract this quest to another trial taker by prepaying the other trial taker with artifacts or resources worth as much as this quest’s rewards.
Rewards: One Reaper’s Token and one Rare grade primal stone of each of the twelve elements—Fire, Water, Earth, Wind, Lightning, Metal, Light, Dark, Life, Death, Space, and Time
Do you accept?
Yes/No
Mila had read up on optional challenges and she was pretty sure she couldn’t complete any of those tasks, while it sounded like each one was perfectly suited for Aalam, so he’d be able to complete them easily. He’d also quickly gain skill efficiency by doing so, which was at least one of Nana Xara’s goals.
“I think an Orb of Devouring is probably worth almost as much as a Reaper’s Token, so, if you give that and all your lovely new fruit to Aalam as a prepayment, he could probably do the quest for you.” Nana Xara smiled at her and Mila decided to just go along with it, even though, from the way Nana Xara spoke, she was pretty sure she was lying about something, probably the value of the Orb of Devouring. From Aalam’s excitement about the Reaper’s Token, it sounded like it would be extremely useful for her, and, given she was Nana Xara’s apprentice, not Aalam, she had a feeling she somehow wasn’t missing out by giving away her fruit.
She handed Aalam the Epic bag of holding containing her half of the fruit and the black, abyss-like orb Nana Xara had obviously always intended for him to have. Then she shared the quest with him, and he grew even more excited than before.
“Any chance I could get those primal stones?”
“Sure.” Nana Xara’s smile changed, this time to the type Mila associated with the woman abruptly sending robots to shoot at her. “Mila could use the monster core and hide of the Invincible Beast for her legacy artifact upgrade. So, I’m sure she’d be willing to trade.”
Aalam’s eyes grew wide, and it looked to Mila like he was reading through something in the air, likely taking a closer look at the quest prompt. Then he turned to look at Nana Xara. “The requirements on the optional challenges, they’re the requirements for additional rewards from the challenges themselves?”
Nana Xara looked proud as she nodded. “The rewards will be useful for the artifact you’re planning on creating.” Then she looked shocked as Aalam raced toward her and wrapped her in a hug.
“Thank you, Ms. Sage.”
Aalam then proceeded to start taking his clothes off, right there in front of them, and Mila discovered there was another way she hadn’t yet thought of for him to get himself killed in the future. “Aalam! Why don’t you start eating all your fruits and send a puppet to bring you some non-artifact clothing from the auction house.”
“Good point.” Aalam, now only wearing his boxers, a necklace, and a single fingerless glove, sat down and started bringing out fruit to eat, the puppet previously in the corner of the room leaving to go carry out his telepathic orders. Meanwhile, Nana Xara was looking at Mila and trying to suppress laughter.
“A couple things, Mr. Alvaro,” Nana Xara finally said almost a minute later. “I’ve noticed you’re missing six Laws from your set of 36. I would suggest gravity, kinetic energy, antimatter, and multi-dimensional geometry for your final earth, wind, metal, and space Law Eggs, if you would want my advice. And, for your last life and death element Law Eggs, you can come find Mila and me in the amphitheater’s Training Room 0003 if you’d like the Law Eggs of Bonds and Severing. I have a training method that should help you awaken to them in just a few hours at most after you master and merge your skills.”
“Ooh. Those are good suggestions. Thanks,” Aalam said with his mouth full, and Nana Xara had to try hard again to not laugh.
“Also, try not to allow any of your Law Eggs to advance to high grade until you’ve advanced all of them to middle grade first. I think you know why.”
Aalam nodded and then Nana Xara turned to leave. “Come on, Mila. While Aalam is doing the hard parts, you’ll need to train to keep up.”
Mila followed and, after they went through the teleportation in the nearby room to get to the amphitheater, she asked, “Am I accidentally kind of following in your footsteps? You seem more cheerful than normal.”
“No. Not really.” Nana Xara started leading her toward the nearby elevators, but she still seemed in a really good mood. “I actually wasn’t as impressive as you when it came to Law Eggs when I went through my tutorial, and what Law Eggs I did have were all offensive.
“Yes, you’ve exceeded my expectations, but, if I’m being honest, my current level of cheer has more to do with your boyfriend than you.” She walked into an elevator and Mila joined her, pressing the button for the bottommost floor. “And not just because I got to see him mostly naked.”
She smiled suggestively but then continued. “You have to understand, there are two parts to my title, Yin Yang and Sage. And they represent two lines of classes, the heavenly cycle mage line and the sage line.
“Until I was A rank, my class at each rank was of the sage line and it was only when I became A rank and unlocked the ability to choose another class that I took a class of the Heavenly Cycle Mage line, Yin Yang Archmage, for which I was actually far more suited. Had I followed that path from the beginning, I would have been a god ages ago. And that is also the path Diana is naturally suited for, which is why I took her as my first apprentice.
“You lean toward a very different path, one I’m also quite suited to teach even though it wasn’t the path I followed, but your boyfriend, I’ve realized, is aiming for the path of a sage, and that makes me happy.
“I gave him so much information, everything I know about paths to power, and he decided to follow in my footsteps.” Nana Xara frowned slightly as the elevator stopped and they got out. “Albeit with rather drastic, and somewhat insane, modifications.”
They walked over to the entrance to room 0003 and entered.
“What’s special about The Healer and The Reaper Laws?” Mila asked, bracing herself to start getting attacked.
“Two things.” As expected, Nana Xara raised her hand and many, many robots—over 60—started attacking, and Mila realized she was in for a round of survival training, not one which she’d be able to win. “First, both are what are known as divine role Laws. Almost every culture that has made up their own gods has a god of healing and a god of the dead, and the Laws of The Healer and The Reaper represent those roles.
“Unlike most Laws, divine role Laws have an aspect to them called resonance. When you perform actions in line with the role it becomes easier to understand the component Laws that make up that role.
“In practice, it’s like the saying ‘Fake it until you make it’. If you fake the role, resonance feeds you knowledge, and then you naturally get better at the role. Acting ability is actually more important for divine role Laws than actual talent and that makes them perfect for you.”
Mila didn’t know whether to be proud or offended, but, as she continued to weave between the robots, she quickly decided she should probably be both.
“Divine role Laws are also very flexible,” Nana Xara continued. “So they are highly practical.”
She waved her right hand and the number of hovering robots attacking Mila doubled, forcing her to rely on her skills and Laws even more.
“The other important part of those Laws is that they open up several lines of classes that wouldn’t otherwise be available, ones that will actually allow you to keep up with Aalam if that is what you want.”
Mila used Weapon Enhancement to enhance Legacy of the Weaponsmaster in double pistol mode and went out in a blaze of glory, channeling her Law Egg of Rage to move faster, and attacking wildly while giving up defense. She fell quickly, her use of Material Strengthening on her robe not enough to protect her, but she did manage to take out almost a dozen of the flying robots.
“What do you mean if it is what I want?”




Chapter 20: Future Class

Mila
“You understand what your boyfriend’s insane goal is, right? At least the general gist?”
Mila waited for her body to stop twitching, but didn’t get up, instead looking up at the ceiling. “I don’t know for sure, but, knowing him, he’s probably going for some ultimate build of ultimate power.”
“That’s about it.” Nana Xara swiped her hand in the air and half the hovering robots faded out of existence. Then the others started attacking again and Mila pushed herself back to her feet, this time shooting back while trying to dodge. “He’s trying to maximize everything, from his race to his class, but that comes with a cost.
“Race is relatively simple. Most people only increase the rank of their race as they advance, not its grade. And there are plenty of A ranks in history with Common grade races and Common grade abilities, with no bloodlines or uniquenesses.
“There are, however, no A ranks with classes below Legendary grade as, every time someone increases in rank, their class has to increase in grade. And this is the cause of most bottlenecks for cultivators in the universe, as every higher grade has higher requirements.
“Aalam is aiming for something insane, a Heroic grade class at F rank, one grade higher than Legendary, and, if you want to follow him, your class should at least be Epic grade, if not Legendary. But this means, if you don’t die, you are extremely likely to hit a bottleneck at some point.”
Mila shot down two more hovering robots and then started to only dodge as she spoke. “What are the requirements for a Legendary grade class?”
“At F rank, usually at least one Law Egg at high grade. Though you will meet the Law Egg requirements for the Legendary grade class I’d recommend just by gaining the Law Egg of the Reaper, as your two main Law Eggs are already middle grade. And Laws are usually the biggest source of bottlenecks.
“Other requirements are specific achievements, specific skills, and, occasionally, specific races, bloodlines, or abilities. It’s generally good to plan your classes all the way up to A rank if possible, but most don’t have an awesome teacher who can give them access to that type of information.”
Mila dodged three bolts, took another on her reinforced robe, and blocked a fifth with Legacy of the Weaponsmaster in shield form. “You want me to go for the more difficult route, even though it will decrease my chances of becoming a god and reviving you?”
Nana Xara raised her hand, her expression serious, and the robots all stopped in place. “Mila, no matter what you choose, your chances of becoming a god are slim to none. Your start so far has been impressive, but there have literally been trillions with starts better than yours, yet only 0.0000000003% of them have ascended.
“Many of them had masters way more talented than me, ones who were alive and could offer them actual protection, with resources far more useful than anything I ever managed to get my hands on.”
Nana Xara smiled again and swiped her hands, the number of robots doubling and all starting to attack again. “Don’t worry about me. Choose whatever you want, and then let me fulfill my role as your mentor in life, guide to power, and moral conscience.”
Mila almost fell over and was soon twitching on the floor again. “Moral conscience? Nana Xara, I read your biography in the library, and, while it wasn’t very detailed, it did have a list of your achievements. I’ve only killed thirteen people, but one of your epithets was Mistress of Plagues. I’m pretty sure your kill count was in the billions.”
Nana Xara walked over and looked down at her. Then she poked Mila twice in the chest with her walking stick. “If you rise to A rank in the future, your kill count will likely be about the same. Do you think I, who’ve gone through that process and then lived countless years after, wouldn’t be able to guide you through the moral implications you’ll have to deal with?”
Mila paused to think about it. Then she decided she didn’t like where her mind was going and that her teacher was almost certainly at least partially right, so she might as well hear the advice in the future, even if she didn’t follow it. “Sorry.”
“So.” Nana Xara poked her again and the robots finally stopped shooting her, as they had been the entire time she’d been on the floor. “What do you want?”
Mila took a few seconds to think, but the answer came quickly and it wasn’t complicated. “I want to get powerful enough where I don’t have to be under anyone and I want those I care about to be safe, especially Aalam.”
“Alright then.” Nana Xara held out a hand and Mila hesitantly took it, the old woman helping her up. “Let’s make you a Diabolical Trickster, then.”
“A what?”
“The Legendary grade class your boyfriend and I think you should aim for. It has no limitations on the skills you can learn, which is rare; it boosts disguise related skills, which suits you; and it allows you to more easily make unfair magical contracts with people under some kind of influence while also strengthening those contracts, which provides many, many possible exploits.
“You’ll be stronger in utility and less so in pure combat, but the advancement conditions for its future class evolutions suit you.”
Mila parsed the name and decided it made sense. The class could basically be read as ‘Giver of unfair contracts who disguises herself and fools people.’ And that did sound like what she was already good at.
“To truly gain the benefits of the tutorial, however, you’ll have to pass the last Nightmare difficulty challenge.” Nana Xara reactivated the robots and Mila had to start dodging. “But now that you are my apprentice, I can actually give you some information. The last Nightmare challenge never allows you to bring in anything. You’ll be given simple clothes upon entering. And, more important, it will be an isolated challenge for each trial taker, so both you and Aalam will have to find a way to survive on your own.
“To that end, let’s talk about your performance during this last challenge. Here are the reward calculations for you.”
Challenge over. Calculating rewards.
Base Trial Points: 144
4 Vitalized Insectoids Killed
Base Trial Points + 4
128 kilograms of Solar Iron retrieved
Base Trial Points + 128
64 kilograms of Lunar Iron retrieved
Base Trial Points + 64
32 kilograms of Eclipse Iron retrieved
Base Trial Points + 128
All hidden recipes found
Base Trial Points + 128
Fully explored all areas
Base Trial Points + 256
Rolling Death cleared in second place
Base Trial Points X 4
Rolling Death cleared with no damage
Trial Points X 6
Rolling Death cleared with no surviving monsters
Total Trial Points X 4
Rolling Death cleared with total Luck 72 or higher
Total Trial Points X 2
Trial Points for Li Mila: +163,584
Automatic Rewards:
All stats +6
1 Legendary free building coupon
1 Orb of Skill Combination (G-Epic)
Skill Choice: Devil’s Contract (G-Legendary)
Artifact Choice: Orb of Devouring (G-Legendary)
System Boon: All stats +3
“And here are the reward calculations for Aalam.”
Challenge over. Calculating rewards.
Base Trial Points: 144
53,628 Vitalized Insectoids Killed
Base Trial Points + 53,628
107 Juvenile Vitalized Rollie-Pollies Killed
Base Trial Points + 321
12 Adult Vitalized Rollie-Pollies Killed
Base Trial Points + 124,416
1 Vitalized Rollie-Pollie Queen Killed
Base Trial Points + 248,832
128 kilograms of Solar Iron retrieved
Base Trial Points + 128
64 kilograms of Lunar Iron retrieved
Base Trial Points + 64
32 kilograms of Eclipse Iron retrieved
Base Trial Points + 128
All hidden recipes found
Base Trial Points + 128
Fully explored all areas
Base Trial Points + 256
Rolling Death cleared in first place
Base Trial Points X 6
Rolling Death cleared with no surviving monsters
Total Trial Points X 4
Rolling Death cleared with you responsible for more than 99.3% of monster deaths
Total Trial Points X 12
Rolling Death cleared with total Luck 144 or higher
Total Trial Points X 4
Trial Points for Aalam Alvaro: +493,107,840
Automatic Rewards:
All stats +8
1 Legendary free building coupon
1 Orb of Skill Combination (G-Epic)
Skill Choice: Runescriber (G-Legendary)
Artifact Choice: Token of Pocket Dimension (G-Legendary)
System Boon: +1 Temporary Max Mastery Skill [Cognitive Healing (G-Rare)]
“Do you notice the difference?”
Mila was twitching on the floor again, the System messages having messed up her vision and thrown her off long enough for several bolts to hit her, but she did notice what Nana Xara was trying to point out. Aalam’s base trial points were higher than her total. He’d gotten an extra +2 to all stats. And his skill and artifact lists had both included Legendary options by default.
His System boon was also one she hadn’t seen before, so he’d had more options there as well, and she didn’t fully understand any of his choices, so she’d have to ask him later.
“You both almost died.” Nana Xara stopped the robots from shooting her any more.
“You got close to a D rank without understanding the power difference. You and Aalam both ignorantly thought a nuclear bomb would kill a D rank specialized in Toughness, which was very wrong. And you, for some reason, thought a D rank wouldn’t be able to get through locked doors any average E rank wouldn’t have much trouble with, just because it had never tried.
“And this isn’t even going into how you stupidly almost tried to single-handedly fight an E rank as a G rank after losing control over your emotions.
“To your credit, you did bring a lot of talismans and bombs into the trial, which was smart, even if you never used them, but none of them would have worked on the E ranks and D rank you faced, as they specialized in Toughness.
“Most important, you were incredibly lucky the trial suited the two of you. It was a contained space, allowing Creeping Death to spread throughout. The E ranks had low Spirit and low Perception, allowing you to hide from them. And the D rank was too stupid to care about you even though it did notice your presence when you got close.”
Mila took a couple seconds to absorb all that. She really hadn’t had a practical understanding of the powers of an E or D rank and they had been extremely lucky the D rank Rollie-Pollie Queen had been mourning her children when they met.
“What should I do to prepare for the next challenge?”
“First, master your current skills.” Nana Xara waved her hand and the robots started attacking again. “It should only take you another day or so of intensive training. Then you can fuse your skills into the Legendary grade Artifact Enhancement skill and learn Devil’s Contract.
“That will finish your section of the first quest I gave you and, once Aalam finishes merging the extremely rare skill he’s been going for and learns Runescriber, I’ll be able to give you the Legendary grade skills I’ve prepared for the two of you, ones that should make it much more likely you’ll survive the next challenge.
“By that time, Aalam should have also finished your other quest and you’ll be able to upgrade Legacy of the Weaponsmaster into something worthy of the Yin Yang Sage’s apprentice. You won’t be able to use it in the next challenge, but you should be able to get the Law Egg of The Reaper before then, and that will be extremely helpful, as you will then actually have a destructive Law.”
Nana Xara raised her hand again and the number of hovering robots doubled. “First, though, you need to master your skills. And you won’t be leaving here until that is done.”




Chapter 21: Multi-Mind

Aalam
Aalam was growing annoyed.
He’d been at it for six hours, but the thing still wasn’t dead. Sure, the blue-gray slime was D rank, with high Toughness and high Vitality, but it was locked in a forcefield-like cage, and he’d been hitting it with three full power mental spikes per second for six hours. Granted, his skill was only Epic grade and of G rank, only able to show the power of Spirit up to a value of 144, so, with his Id state, he’d hit the max threshold it could handle back when he had a Spirit of 12.
But he’d doubled the amount of Spirit he could use through his Law Egg of Calm, and then increased that by another 50% when the Law Egg advanced to middle grade after the first two hours, yet the thing still wasn’t dead.
Congratulations!
Your Law Egg of Rage has advanced to middle grade.
Your soul is affected by your understanding of Laws.
Spirit +8, Soul +4
Spirit is already at maximum.
Nascent Energy Converter ability activated.
Free stats +8
Soul is already at maximum.
Nascent Energy Converter ability activated.
Free stats +4
Aalam tried using the Law Egg of Rage instead and his mental spikes quickly became more effective. He couldn’t use as much Spirit as when using the Law Egg of Calm, but he was able to add in the power of his middle grade Law Eggs of Entropy and Energy Transfer at the same time, and that almost doubled the power of the spikes compared to his previous versions.
Four minutes later, the thing finally died.
Congratulations!
You have completed the hidden objective of Damage the Invincible Caged Monster, Kill the Invincible Caged Monster.
You gain the following:
D rank Monster Core of the Invincible Slime
You have completed Kill the Invincible Caged Monster in under 7 hours.
You gain the following:
Flesh of the Invincible Slime
Aalam was immediately teleported back to the central square of the city’s Market District, where the notice board of optional challenges had gone up on the tutorial’s second day, right in front of his auction house. In his right hand, he was holding a glowing blue sphere about 10 cm in diameter, while in his left was a large pink plastic bucket filled with blue-gray goo, the slime’s flesh.
Both were very high-end resources, but they couldn’t be used for the weapon he’d designed, while the primal stones were a perfect fit, so he was looking forward to the trade.
With his maximized Agility stat, he was almost certainly the fastest trial taker in the tutorial, and he practically flew into the amphitheater and up to the elevator bay.
During his ride down, he started to have a bit of an epiphany about speed and, when he entered into training room 0003 on the bottom floor, the epiphany ended.
Congratulations!
Your Law Egg of Gust has advanced to middle grade.
Your soul is affected by your understanding of Laws.
Agility +4, Magic +4, Spirit +2, Soul +2
Agility is already at maximum.
Nascent Energy Converter ability activated.
Free stats +4
Magic is already at maximum.
Nascent Energy Converter ability activated.
Free stats +4
Spirit is already at maximum.
Nascent Energy Converter ability activated.
Free stats +2
Soul is already at maximum.
Nascent Energy Converter ability activated.
Free stats +2
Aalam didn’t know what he’d been expecting, but it hadn’t been to walk in on Mila being chased by what looked to be 83 Marksman-H combat remotes from Star Wars while the Yin Yang Sage watched on with a look of glee on her face.
The training did look effective, however, so Aalam decided not to disturb them. Instead, he set the monster core and bucket down near the entrance and then went to sit in one of the room’s corners, assigning his free stats to maximize his Attunement.
The process of killing the Invincible Slime had helped him fully master his mental spike skill, but he still hadn’t reached even 80% with Flow State or Myriad Thoughts, so he pushed his psyforce into the two skills to boost their effects to enable faster training.
Both skills were passive, Flow State helping him more easily focus and Myriad Thoughts allowing his subconscious to process more at once, but he’d discovered pushing psyforce into the skill runes boosted the effects of both skills, and it wasn’t like he had any other use for the energy type while trying to gain new Law Eggs.
Using the Law Egg of Calm on his mind, he entered into a deep meditative state and focused on the concept of gravity for about two minutes.
Law Egg gained - Gravity
Your soul is affected by your understanding of Laws.
Magic +6, Spirit +3, Soul +3
Magic is already at maximum.
Nascent Energy Converter ability activated.
Free stats +6
Spirit is already at maximum.
Nascent Energy Converter ability activated.
Free stats +3
Soul is already at maximum.
Nascent Energy Converter ability activated.
Free stats +3
Gravity had always been something he understood quite well, so, even with already having 30 Law Eggs making gaining new ones somewhat more difficult, it didn’t take him long for the initial Law Egg formation and he quickly used his new free stats to again increase his Attunement by as much as possible.
Then he focused on the second concept the Yin Yang Sage had suggested—most of what she’d said having already been part of his plans—and gained a Law Egg of Kinetic Energy in about four minutes. Gaining the Law Egg of Antimatter took almost an hour, but then the Law Egg of Multi-Dimensional Geometry was surprisingly easy, taking only about thirteen seconds.
He then spent the next several hours fully focused on improving his already existing Law Eggs, getting the Law Eggs of Inertia, Ultraviolet, and Ultraviolet Absorption to middle grade first, as they’d been close for a while, and then advancing the Law Eggs of Temporal Relativity, Infrared, and Infrared Absorption as well. Finally, he advanced his very first Law Egg, the Law Egg of Soulform Temporal Acceleration, and he was done with one of his first major goals.
Using all but six of his free stats, he fully maximized the last of his twelve stats.
“Ya-ta!” He jumped to his feet and raised his hands, screaming out like a crazy time-stopping Japanese otaku, and the two women in the room turned to look at him.
Mila, who’d just gotten up after being shot into a tased mess on the floor, stared, appearing confused about why he was so excited, but the Yin Yang Sage began to clap. “Nice job, Aalam. I think you’re only the third person I’ve ever heard of maximizing all twelve stats during a tutorial.
“For such a feat, I’m allowed to grant you a minor boon, so how about this? Before you start on the construction of your artifact, why don’t you write out a full design document for me, including any reach goals you might have, and I’ll look it over and help you optimize.”
Aalam was about to start jumping up and down again, but the Yin Yang Sage raised her hand and Aalam stopped himself, focusing on the woman. “Before you start on your artifact creation, however, you’ll first need to gain your last two Law Eggs, train up your final six Laws to middle grade, and master your final two skills.
“So, go work on your four newest Laws and your skills while I help Mila master hers.”
Aalam was about to complain, but then the Yin Yang Sage said the words he could never argue against. “We need to maximize our efficiency.”
He sat down and meditated, spending the next fourteen hours bringing up all his new Laws to middle grade, this time the Law Egg of Kinetic Energy taking the most time.
By that time he’d also mastered his skills, the process of gaining and improving Laws greatly helping him understand both Flow State and Myriad Thoughts, and it was time for his second skill merge.
When he’d made use of the energy infused into his soul by his original Rare grade Orb of Skill Combination for merging Rapid Thoughts (G-Rare), Meditative Focus (G-Rare), and Concentration (G-Uncommon) into Flow State (G-Epic) there hadn’t been any issues. That merge had as a requirement only the equivalent of 72 Spirit, and he’d met that easily.
The merge he was about to try, however, was marked as theoretical in the information the Yin Yang Sage had given him, and had rather ridiculous requirements. First, unlike all but four proven merge combinations for creating Legendary grade skills at G rank, it required four skills instead of two or three—Flow State (G-Epic), Myriad Thoughts (G-Epic), Cognitive Healing (G-Rare), and any other psychic category Epic grade skill. In order to get a mastered fourth skill he’d needed to kill the D rank in the second Nightmare challenge of the tutorial to gain access to the Temporary Max Mastery Skill Boon from the System, and that had been hard.
The first requirement was much easier than the second, however. The second requirement for the merge was to have a Mental Forge smaller than Colossal, yet have at least 73,728 units of psyforce.
A unit of qi, mana, or psyforce was defined as the amount of that resource someone with a Small size Core Container, Mana Well, or Mental Forge would have for each additional +1 to the corresponding stat. So, as each size up meant four times the units, 73,728 units of psyforce was equivalent to someone with a Colossal size Mental Forge, a full 144 Spirit stat, and a Spirit stat effectiveness of +100%. Thus, for someone with a Huge size Mental Forge, their effectiveness would have to be at +700%, and that was extremely, extremely rare at G rank.
Aalam had 110,592 units of psyforce, however, so he met the second requirement quite easily.
He activated the boon, temporarily gaining the mastered Cognitive Healing (G-Rare) skill for two hours, and then he activated the Orb of Skill Combination (G-Epic) he’d absorbed before leaving the tutorial’s second challenge.
Attempting to merge Flow State (G-Epic), Myriad Thoughts (G-Epic), Cognitive Healing (G-Rare), and Mental Spike (G-Epic) to Multi-Mind (G-Legendary).
Requirements met: Mental Forge size not Colossal or higher, + 73,728 units of psyforce
Congratulations!
You have merged four skills into Multi-Mind (G-Legendary)
Congratulations!
You are the first in the history of System tutorials to ever gain the Multi-Mind (G-Legendary) skill
All stats +24
Strength is already at maximum.
Nascent Energy Converter ability activated.
Free stats +24
Agility is already at maximum.
Nascent Energy Converter ability activated.
Free stats +24
Endurance is already at maximum.
Nascent Energy Converter ability activated.
Free stats +24
Toughness is already at maximum.
Nascent Energy Converter ability activated.
Free stats +24
Vitality is already at maximum.
Nascent Energy Converter ability activated.
Free stats +24
Perception is already at maximum.
Nascent Energy Converter ability activated.
Free stats +24
Magic is already at maximum.
Nascent Energy Converter ability activated.
Free stats +24
Spirit is already at maximum.
Nascent Energy Converter ability activated.
Free stats +24
Soul is already at maximum.
Nascent Energy Converter ability activated.
Free stats +24
Aura is already at maximum.
Nascent Energy Converter ability activated.
Free stats +24
Attunement is already at maximum.
Nascent Energy Converter ability activated.
Free stats +24
Luck is already at maximum.
Nascent Energy Converter ability activated.
Free stats +24
You currently have 342 free stats.
For Human Soulforms at G rank, the nascent energy for only 72 free stats can be maintained.
Find a use for the remaining 270 free stats within the next four hours or the energy will be lost.




Chapter 22: New Skills

Mila - Three Hours Before Aalam Gained His Multi-Mind skill
Just as Aalam upgraded the third of his four new Law Eggs to middle grade, really benefiting from that maxed out Attunement stat, Mila finally mastered her last skill, Artifact Activation (G-Rare), and Nana Xara raised her hand, causing the robots to stop attacking.
Then, three hours before Aalam was ready to merge his own Legendary grade skill, Mila started her skill merge first.
Attempting to merge Weapon Enhancement (G-Epic), Artifact Activation (G-Rare), and Material Strengthening (G-Rare) to Artifact Enhancement (G-Legendary).
Requirements met: Core Container Large or bigger, at least one Mana Well Large or bigger, Mental Forge Large or bigger
Congratulations!
You have merged three skills into Artifact Enhancement (G-Legendary)
“Well done.” Nana Xara made a gesture and the robots faded out of existence. “Now you should learn your new skill.”
Mila walked over to one of the room’s corners, not the one Aalam was sitting in, and opened up the small case there, where the skill orbs for both her and Aalam were stored.
The skill orb for Devil’s Contract (G-Legendary) was clear and filled with a dark mist while the other skill orb was alternating between silver and gold, looking somewhat divine.
And, curious, Mila decided to see the description of Aalam’s skill first.
Runescriber (G-Legendary) Magic, Runic, Crafting
Inscribe in any type of medium. Flexibility is king.
Effects: Learn the skill Runescriber (G-Legendary)
Requirements: Free skill slot, Magic +108, Perception +72, Spirit +72, able to learn runic magic crafting skills
The description didn’t actually tell her much, but she could surmise the gist of what it did. If her suspicions were correct, it was a general crafting skill for writing runes into artifacts, like those present on pretty much every artifact she’d seen other than Legacy of the Weaponsmaster, but it also probably had combat usage of some kind as well, given what she knew of Aalam’s preferences.
Most likely it would allow him to inscribe runes into the very air for one-time use effects, but it was also possible he’d just have to carry around a lot of talismans he made himself.
She decided to ask later.
Then, picking up her own skill orb, its status appeared in front of her again.
Devil’s Contract (G-Legendary) Soul, Diabolical, Contract
The devil’s in the details. The details are in the contract. And, sometimes, the details are hidden.
Effects: Learn the skill Devil’s Contract (G-Legendary)
Requirements: Free skill slot, Soul +36, able to learn diabolical soul contract skills, must have spent 6 of the last 12 years lying to those closest to you every day
Mila used the skill orb and, upon learning the skill, she understood it better, learning a bit more than had been in the description when she’d originally chosen it. Devil’s Contract was a skill for making soul-binding deals between two or more parties, and it allowed these soul-binding deals to have hidden clauses so long as those entering into the deal were clearly told hidden clauses existed, but, while they had to be told explicitly, they did not have to be told in a way they would understand. For example, she could tell someone about the hidden clauses in a completely different language than any they understood, even those that weren’t verbal, so long as she believed at least several million individuals in the universe would be able to understand.
Finally, the soul-binding nature of the contracts enforced through Devil’s Contract were only able to compel G and F rank individuals normally, but her Fairy Law ability would boost the power of the contracts so they could compel E ranks as well as long as her Soul reached at least a value of 108.
Mila walked back over to Nana Xara. “We’re waiting for Aalam now, right?”
Looking over at Aalam, Nana Xara nodded. “He should be done in a few hours. Why don’t you spend this time getting rid of some of the miscellaneous tasks you have left?
“With your Legendary grade free building coupon, I would recommend getting the library. And, while you are there, you can also check out a book called ‘A Devil’s Guide to Nefarious Deals’. It should be extremely helpful for you.
“You should also put up every single artifact you and Aalam own for auction, other than Legacy of the Weaponsmaster, Aalam’s legacy artifact, the Shield of Twelve Elements, and the crafting resources Aalam has collected. You’ll only be able to take one artifact out of the tutorial with you, so you should sell everything else for trial points.”
Mila acknowledged the wisdom of this but, before she left, she followed Nana Xara’s gaze. “He’s about to do something insane again, isn’t he?”
“He’ll soon be merging his skills into a skill called Multi-Mind, which should give him extra Mental Forges, effectively allowing him to have three minds at once.” Nana Xara looked back to her, an excited expression on her face. “It’s never been done at G rank in recorded history, and this feat will be the second unique achievement from your boyfriend during this tutorial.”
Mila felt something shift inside her, something to do with Laws, and she was pretty sure Nana Xara felt it as well. Both of them knew she’d just taken another step forward with her Law Egg of Obfuscation, not enough to raise the grade of the Law Egg, but a large step nonetheless, and, without saying a word—and without looking at her teacher who she knew would be about to laugh again—Mila quickly ran away.
***
Aalam
Aalam opened his eyes and quickly looked at his status.
Name: Aalam Alvaro
Level: 0
Race: Human Soulform (G-Common)
Bloodline: NA
Abilities
Nascent Energy Converter (Legendary)
Amber Soul (Epic) [Upgradable]
Class: Citizen (G-Common)
Skills
Multi-Mind (G-Legendary) 0% mastered
Laws
Law Eggs:
Molecular Acceleration - Middle
Plasma - Middle
Rage - Middle
Molecular Deceleration - Middle
Liquid - Middle
Calm - Middle
Inertia - Middle
Solid - Middle
Gravity - Middle
Gust - Middle
Gas - Middle
Kinetic Energy - Middle
Ionization - Middle
Fission - Middle
Fusion - Middle
Ionic Conductivity - Middle
Matter - Middle
Antimatter - Middle
Ultraviolet - Middle
Infrared - Middle
Energy Transfer - Middle
Ultraviolet Absorption - Middle
Infrared Absorption - Middle
Energy Storage - Middle
Bacteria - Middle
Order - Middle
Asphyxiation - Middle
Entropy - Middle
Vacuum - Middle
3 Dimensional Geometry - Middle
Multi-Dimensional Geometry - Middle
Soulform Temporal Acceleration - Middle
Temporal Relativity - Middle
Pause - Middle
Stats
Strength: 144
Agility: 144
Endurance: 144
Toughness: 144
Vitality: 144
Perception: 144
Magic: 144
Spirit: 144
Soul: 144
Aura: 144
Attunement: 144
Luck: 144
Free Stats: 342
Soulstructures:
Lower Dantian: 1 Large Core Container
Middle Dantian: 12 Small + 1 Medium Mana Wells
Upper Dantian: 1 Huge + 2 Small Mental Forges
Uniqueness:
Id
There had been two upgrade options for Amber Soul for a while now, but they weren’t as good as the option that would become available with one more middle grade Law Egg from the life element and another from the death element, so he hadn’t looked at them.
What made Aalam truly excited about his status, however, was not his Laws or his stats, but the Multi-Mind skill and the two extra Mental Forges that came with it. They were Small for now, but he could already feel the two new instances of himself starting to awaken, and, while they would be incredibly stupid for a while, they would be the same size as his natural Mental Forge once he mastered the skill. And then he would truly have three active thought processes.
Aalam then looked around the room. Mila was in another corner, reading an evil-looking tome that reminded him of the Darkhold from the Marvel Cinematic Universe, and she was wearing just a plain white dress, none of her artifacts visible other than Legacy of the Weaponsmaster in sword form next to her.
The Yin Yang Sage, on the other hand, was standing right in front of him, both hands on her wooden cane as she looked down at him. And then she pointed her right hand to another corner of the room and the case holding the skill orb for his Runescriber skill flew over to land between them. “Here you go, Mr. Alvaro.”
Aalam immediately learned the skill and the Yin Yang Sage smiled as his action completed the requirements of the first quest the woman had given to him and Mila.
Partners in Crime (G-Legendary)
Aalam Alvaro must accomplish the following:
1)      Achieve at least a middle grade Law Egg for each of the main elements

2)      Craft at least one artifact of Common grade or higher with infusion of Law power from at least 12 middle grade or higher Law Eggs

3)      Have a Citizen class with two Legendary skills and one free slot

4)      Not die

Li Mila must accomplish the following:
1)      Achieve at least 3 Law Eggs

2)      Have a Citizen class with two Legendary skills and one free slot

3)      Not die

Rewards: One Legendary skill orb from the Yin Yang Sage’s collection for each trial taker, guaranteed to help optimize the paths to power of both
“Congratulations. Here is the reward from your quest.” The Yin Yang Sage reached out her hand, palm up, and a skill orb appeared on top of it, one that glowed with a deep purple light, before passing it to Aalam.
Lord (G-Legendary) Soul, Noble, Contract
You’re the lord. They’re the slaves. Your word is law.
Effects: Learn the skill Lord (G-Legendary)
Requirements: Free skill slot, Soul +144, able to learn noble soul contract skills, Soul stat effectiveness 112.5% or higher, Land owner
Aalam then felt himself smiling as he could guess what the other skill reward from the quest would be.
“And here’s what I’ll be giving to Mila.” The Yin Yang Sage handed him another skill orb, this one glowing bronze.
Exemplary Servitor (G-Legendary) Soul, Humble, Contract
You are not just anyone under your lord. You serve with style.
Effects: Learn the skill Exemplary Servitor (G-Legendary)
Requirements: Free skill slot, Soul +36, able to learn humble soul contract skills, in an active servant or slave relationship with a Lord
Aalam stood up and hugged the woman. Then he threw the second skill orb at Mila, who unconsciously caught it and looked over at him, an angry frown forming on her face.
“Your teacher is awesome, Mila.” The purple skill orb in his hand faded as he learned the Lord skill. “This opens up so many possibilities. Let’s quickly form a contract so you can learn that.”
Aalam had an optimum build in mind, but there were several problems with it at the lower ranks, mostly the feeding difficulty. He had several ideas on how to get around these issues, but a Lord and Servitor relationship, especially with someone who could strengthen contracts, was ideal.
There was just one problem he hadn’t expected. Mila seemed truly pissed off.




Chapter 23: Bonds and Severing

Mila
Mila put down ‘A Devil’s Guide to Nefarious Deals’ and stood, glaring at Nana Xara. “I said I didn’t want to be under anyone, and you’ve interpreted that as it would be a good idea to make me a servant or a slave?”
“Technically, you’re going to be reborn as a monster, and that will automatically change the nature of both these skills in the eyes of the System, so you will be a familiar, not a servant or slave.”
Mila continued glaring at the smiling woman. “That would make me a pet. And that’s worse.”
Aalam spoke up at this point, sounding confused. “I don’t understand. You’re a shadow princess, so you could literally break the contract at any time. Do you not know that?” His voice then became cold as he seemed to realize something. “Or were you just using me again?”
“No. Aalam. I didn’t mean.” Mila stumbled for words. She hadn’t been aware Aalam knew about her uniqueness, but, as her mind flailed and tried to understand what was going on, it made sense. He had access to Nana Xara’s information, knew about his own uniqueness, and had been around her enough to know how much her Aura stat’s effectiveness had been boosted, so it was only natural he’d come to the same conclusion the sage had. “Why would you want a contract knowing I could break it?”
Aalam gave her a look she’d only ever seen targeted at others, a look that made it obvious he thought she was being an idiot. “It’s a magical contract, Mila, one that creates a magical bond, not just words. And you would benefit more than I would. So what if you could break it, why would you want to?”
Mila looked from Aalam, who still seemed angry, to Nana Xara, who was grinning, then back. “I feel like I’m missing something.”
“Of course you are, dear.” Nana Xara waved a hand, a chair rising up from the floor behind her. Then she sat down, all while looking at Mila. “A bond based on the Lord and Exemplary Servitor skills would normally provide the benefits of long-distance telepathy, the ability for the master to see the servant’s status, and the capability to share qi, mana, and psyforce when both parties are within a relatively short distance. With some slight modifications of the normal contract, however, the control of the bond can be made even, instead of sitting solely with the master, which would allow you to see Aalam’s status as well.
“Also, when I say long-distance telepathy, I don’t mean long-distance like your cell phone plan from before the integration of Earth, but true long-distance, like within a galaxy.
“But these are all lesser benefits. Servant bonds are one of the main sources of loopholes in System-hosted competitions. For example, if you and Aalam take these skills, Aalam will be able to use any excess trial points he has after making his own choices at the end of the tutorial on you. And your possible selections will be based on his achievements rather than your own.
“In addition, you have the Fairy Law racial ability, increasing the bond’s effects. The distance limits on telepathy and energy sharing will be lengthened greatly, the max energy transfer rate will be increased, and, most important, the two of you will be able to transfer nascent energy between each other as well. And that includes the nascent energy forming the 342 free stat points Aalam has right now that will otherwise dissipate away.”
Mila stared at Nana Xara for a few seconds.
She’d wanted three main things: more power so she wouldn’t have to rely on institutions, not to be directly under an institution, and to protect those she cared about, especially Aalam. This type of servant contract, while on the surface putting Aalam above her, was actually exactly what she needed. Her biggest problem with keeping Aalam safe was keeping someone sensible, preferably herself, around him, and Aalam’s excitement for this contract meant it would likely allow her to more easily keep him from getting himself killed.
Not to mention how the side effects would directly increase her own power.
“Okay.” She turned to Aalam and nodded. “Sorry. Nana Xara here deliberately didn’t explain things to me previously because it would be more entertaining for her.”
“Ah.” Aalam had a look of realization on his face and Mila felt like something bad was about to happen. Then it did. Aalam turned to look at Nana Xara. “Not telling her things so she can’t disagree with them, that’s a good idea.”
“No. No. Aalam, it’s not.” Mila was quick to start speaking before Nana Xara could get a word in edgewise, as the woman would almost certainly want to make things worse for her own amusement. “What did Diana always say was the sign of a good leader?”
Aalam turned back to her, a somewhat thoughtful expression on his face. “Knowing when to delegate.”
“Right. And why would you want to form this kind of bond with me?”
Aalam again looked like he realized something. “So I can delegate things to you.”
“Yes.” Mila quickly nodded. “And how can I help you correctly if I don’t know what is going on?” Then she said the key words she was pretty sure would get Aalam to listen to her. “We’ve just wasted over a minute of time because no one explained to me the knowledge about a skill I was supposed to learn. That’s a pretty big loss of efficiency.”
“Yeah.” Aalam turned to glare at Nana Xara, then looked back at Mila. “Li Mila, will you agree to serve me as my chamberlain.”
Wandering Lord Aalam Alvaro has offered you a position as his chamberlain.
Will you accept?
Yes/No
“Again, Aalam, I’m not sure what a chamberlain means in this context.”
“Oh, right.” Aalam looked a bit guilty, which was a good sign he was no longer angry. “A chamberlain is like a chief servant. She can manage all of her lord’s wealth, but can’t knowingly waste it. If the lord gets any other servants, they would answer to her. And, should the lord be indisposed, she can make decisions for him. Also, as a hired servant, the contract is evenly held by both parties. And, so the chamberlain can correctly perform her job, she can see her lord’s status as well.”
“Alright then.” Mila took a deep breath, thinking she was very likely to regret this decision in the future, but going through with it anyway. “I’ll be your chamberlain.”
There were no super obvious effects, but, after looking for her new bond for a few seconds, she could sense a connection to Aalam. Then, at about the same time she sensed the bond, Aalam started glowing green and she realized he’d gained another Law Egg.
Slightly annoyed about how fast he was gaining new Laws, she then absorbed the Exemplary Servitor skill from the skill orb and took a look at her status.
Name: Li Mila
Level: 0
Race: Human Soulform (G-Common)
Bloodline: NA
Abilities
Omniglot Reader (Legendary)
Fairy Law (Legendary)
Class: Citizen (G-Common)
Skills
Artifact Enhancement (G-Legendary) 0% mastered
Devil’s Contract (G-Legendary) 0% mastered
Exemplary Servitor (G-Legendary) 0% mastered
Laws
Law Eggs:
Obfuscation - Middle
Hologram - Middle
Calm - Early
Rage - Early
The Healer - Early
Stats
Strength: 22
Agility: 30
Endurance: 24
Toughness: 24
Vitality: 24
Perception: 30
Magic: 42
Spirit: 46
Soul: 43
Aura: 21
Attunement: 21
Luck: 93
Free Stats: 0 [354]
Soulstructures:
Lower Dantian: 1 Huge Core Container
Middle Dantian: 3 Medium + 1 Large Mana Wells
Upper Dantian: 1 Large Mental Forge
Uniqueness:
Shadow Princess
“And it’s okay if I use those free stats?”
“They’ll disappear in four hours if you don’t.” Aalam sounded like he didn’t care much and was instead focusing on something else, likely analyzing their new bond. So, as energy of a type beneficial to souls passed from him to her through their metaphysical karmic connection, she used his 354 free stats to increase her Attunement stat by as much as possible, raising all her stats other than Aura and Luck up to 66.
“Okay.” Nana Xara clapped from her seat. “Now start making and breaking bonds like crazy, but make sure the punishments are light and don’t break that primary bond. In a bit, we’ll have Mila start to use her uniqueness and I’ll hide its usage from the System so gods don’t eventually hunt you down and kill you.”
Then they started five hours of training. For the first ten minutes, they only made simple vows without using Mila’s Devil’s Contract skill, things like ‘I will stand on one leg for twenty seconds’ with punishments like ‘if I don’t comply, I’ll have to say the word Gazebo’. Sometimes they complied. Sometimes they did the punishment. At Nana Xara’s direction, however, they never didn’t go through with the punishments as, even with the relatively weak vows they were making, it could damage the foundation of their souls—at least it could for Aalam.
Mila quickly realized, if she could sense a bond created by a vow, she could break it with relative ease, but she held off doing so and they spent 50 minutes trying out contracts with the Devil’s Contract skill.
Then, after that first hour, they started making simple vows again, but this time Mila began to sever them with the power of her uniqueness. The first few times she did, however, Aalam no longer had to keep his part of the bargain either.
It didn’t take long for Aalam to gain the Law Egg of Severing and Mila got slightly closer to advancing her Law Egg of Obfuscation as a result. Then she used the twelve new free stats Aalam gained to raise her Attunement by one and they continued for another four hours.
By the time Aalam raised both his new Law Eggs to middle grade, Mila had gained both Law Eggs as well. Though it would have been hard not to with him using them on every new bond they created, so, even with him being unable to break any of the bonds she made no matter how hard he tried, she didn’t feel much pride.
What she did feel pretty good about, however, was her new ability to break a contract’s effect on her through the use of her uniqueness without the effects of the contract on Aalam changing. Aalam, even with a middle grade Law Egg of Bonds, couldn’t tell when she did it, and, as she worked at it more, it was starting to take Nana Xara more effort to notice as well.
Excited after finally advancing his Law Egg of Severing to middle grade, Aalam sat on the ground and opened his status screen, and Mila, using one of the new effects of their master servant bond, forwarded the messages from his connection with the System to her own so she could watch.
You have chosen to upgrade your racial ability Amber Soul (Epic)
Please choose from the following three possible upgrades.
1)      Silver Soul (Legendary): Increase the effectiveness of the Soul stat by 25%.

2)      Pure Soul (Legendary): Increase the effectiveness of the Soul and Attunement stats by 12.5%.

3)      Heavenly Spark Pure Soul (Legendary): Increase the effectiveness of the Soul and Attunement stats by 12.5% and raise affinity with all Laws by 25%.

Aalam chose the third option and a few more system messages appeared.
Congratulations!
You have upgraded Amber Soul (Epic) to Heavenly Spark Pure Soul (Legendary)
Congratulations!
You are the first in the history of System tutorials to gain the Heavenly Spark Pure Soul (Legendary) racial ability
All stats +12
Strength is already at maximum.
Nascent Energy Converter ability activated.
Free stats +12
Agility is already at maximum.
Nascent Energy Converter ability activated.
Free stats +12
Endurance is already at maximum.
Nascent Energy Converter ability activated.
Free stats +12
Toughness is already at maximum.
Nascent Energy Converter ability activated.
Free stats +12
Vitality is already at maximum.
Nascent Energy Converter ability activated.
Free stats +12
Perception is already at maximum.
Nascent Energy Converter ability activated.
Free stats +12
Magic is already at maximum.
Nascent Energy Converter ability activated.
Free stats +12
Spirit is already at maximum.
Nascent Energy Converter ability activated.
Free stats +12
Soul is already at maximum.
Nascent Energy Converter ability activated.
Free stats +12
Aura is already at maximum.
Nascent Energy Converter ability activated.
Free stats +12
Attunement is already at maximum.
Nascent Energy Converter ability activated.
Free stats +12
Luck is already at maximum.
Nascent Energy Converter ability activated.
Free stats +12
You currently have 144 free stats.
At G rank, the nascent energy for only 72 free stats can be maintained in a body.
Find a use for the remaining 72 free stats within the next four hours or the energy will be lost.
Mila felt a little numb as she made use of the new free stats, and a System message of her own appeared.
Congratulations!
Your Law Egg of Obfuscation has advanced to high grade.
Your soul is affected by your understanding of Laws.
Agility + 4, Perception + 4, Magic +8, Spirit +4, Soul +4
Then, as Mila had expected, Nana Xara started laughing.




Chapter 24: Twin Dragons

Mila
It took almost a minute for Nana Xara’s laughter to stop, and Mila felt a little self-conscious as Aalam looked on in confusion.
“Alright. Time to upgrade your weapon with your rewards from the second quest you completed.” Nana Xara finally stopped laughing and made a gesture, Legacy of the Weaponsmaster flowing off the ground and into a silver orb above her right hand. Then she gestured with her left hand and the glowing blue monster core and bucket of slime flesh by the door flew over to hover over her right as well.
A gray token, about 7 cm in diameter with a carved scythe on both sides, then faded into existence above her left hand while twelve orbs, each about 10 cm in diameter and glowing with the defining color of one of the twelve elements, appeared on the floor in front of Aalam.
The token then burst into gas, forming a small cloud of gray mist, and Legacy of the Weaponsmaster, the monster core, and the slime flesh, including the bucket, floated into the mist, all seeming to somehow break down and disappear.
30 seconds passed and Mila noticed Aalam watching with interest, so she figured something was happening she couldn’t sense herself. And then the mist condensed, forming a small 3 cm diameter orb that flew over to her, hovered right in front of her forehead, and initiated a bond.
A nameless artifact would like to form a bond with you.
Do you accept?
Yes/No
“Yes.”
Upon accepting, she felt a bond as strong as between her and Aalam form between her and the orb. Then the orb began to flash black, followed by white. Then it turned blue, then red, and then shifted to green before finally changing back to gray.
The orb then split itself in two and the pieces flew to her ears, transforming into earrings that she felt wrap around the sides of her earlobes, up the back of her ears, and then up over the tops to pop out in front.
Nana Xara summoned a mirror from somewhere to show her, and Mila could see the artifact had copied her favorite earrings from when she’d been alive, looking like a pair of silvery gray eastern dragons wrapped around her ears.
Aalam had built the originals in his lab for her twenty-fourth birthday and the students at the school where she worked loved them, so she’d ended up wearing them far more than she’d originally expected. She’d left them behind along with everything else she owned when she ran away, however, and she hadn’t realized until she saw this new pair just how much she’d missed them.
As a few tears started to form in her eyes, she looked at the artifact’s status.
Twin Dragons of Lord Alvaro’s Favored (G-Legendary) [Growth]
A legacy artifact formed by a Reaper’s Token from the flesh of an Invincible Slime, Formless Silver, and the emotions of Lord Aalam Alvaro’s chamberlain. Due to the chamberlain’s desires, the Twin Dragons can only be used by Lord Aalam Alvaro or one of his servants and has multiple effects, including the ability to absorb the legacy information of other legacy artifacts, the ability to transform into multiple forms, and the ability to store unused nascent energy.
Current Legacies: The path of Illusions from a random D rank, the path of The Reaper from the Origin of Death
Possible forms: Twin Dragon earrings (weight greatly reduced), Twin Pistols, Longsword, Spear, Shield, Reaper’s Gown
Effects: Legacy Eater, Transformation, Nascent Energy Storage, Conductivity
Requirements: Lord Aalam Alvaro or one of his servants
The tears almost immediately stopped, and she looked over at Nana Xara. “What?”
Nana Xara raised a hand and the floor of the room moved Mila over to her, where she raised a hand and touched the dragon on Mila’s right ear. Then the old woman started to grin and spoke via telepathy. “The Reaper’s token scans your emotions to form the artifact you truly desire, not the one you think you want.” She looked over at Aalam and then back to Mila. “So, should we start training seriously or should I explain more out loud?”
“Let’s train.” Mila was very quick to respond.
“Alright then. First, a little demonstration.” Nana Xara waved her hand and the chair she was in moved to the edge of the room, opposite the doorway. Then she waved her other hand and the floor under Aalam and Mila moved, pushing them to face each other in the center of the room. “I’ve used my authority to change the nature of your soulform bodies while you are in this room. When your body dies here, it will be instantly revived.”
This statement answered a lot of questions Mila had about the tutorial. They were souls, so she’d been wondering if anything here was real or if it was all a simulation, and it seemed it was the latter. It also explained why they could only take out one artifact.
The System was trying to save on cost.
From what she’d gathered so far, power was mostly housed in the soul, not the body, so the power they had now was all real, just nothing around them. Though she did wonder if it might be hard to gain higher Laws in such an environment. Maybe that was why Aalam had immediately aimed for breadth rather than going all in on one Law for quick power.
“Now, murder each other. Or, in Aalam’s case, at least try to.”
Aalam immediately attacked, and he was fast, but he still had pretty much zero combat experience. He had never trained in martial arts back when they were alive and, since entering into the tutorial, he’d focused almost entirely on crafting and learning Laws. His control over his qi, mana, and psyforce was good, but, compared to Mila, who’d focused on that aspect, he was incredibly sloppy.
Had they fought six hours before, it might have been different, but, through the use of all the free stats Aalam had gifted her, she now had a minimum base stat of 85, and she was used to fighting people stronger than she was.
She dodged his lunge effortlessly, then the next, and then the next one. Then, when he tried to attack her for the fourth time, she punched him in the throat with all her strength.
He went down. And Nana Xara just watched for twenty seconds as he writhed on the floor, unable to breathe.
“Okay. That is probably enough.” Nana Xara waved her hand and Aalam’s throat instantly healed.
Then he stood up, looked at Mila with an expression of awe on his face, and then looked down at his hands. “I guess I don’t really know what I’m doing.”
“No. No you do not.” Nana Xara stood up from her seat and walked over. “You spent all your time in the tutorial so far on other things. And Mila was trained to fight since she was four. No matter what you do until the next challenge, you’ll never be able to beat her and, honestly, it would be a waste of her time for you to try.
“And I wanted you to feel that.
“Your current build has pretty much no combat capability, but I can see what you’re going for. At F rank, you will most likely get a Heroic grade telekinesis skill, and that, combined with Runescriber, will be your main form of combat. If anyone gets close to you, though, or finds a way to counter your telekinesis, you will be screwed, so you should still learn to fight. And this is especially true given you have the Multi-Mind skill.
“Imagine fighting like a warrior with one mind while another inscribes runes into the air for a finisher and yet another uses telekinesis to keep anyone else trying to interfere away.”
Aalam looked excited and Mila was pretty sure both of Nana Xara’s goals had been achieved. He’d been distracted from asking about her artifact, the status of which he could not see through their bond, and he would almost certainly say yes to what Nana Xara was about to ask.
“From what I can tell, your only remaining goal before the third challenge is to finish creating your personal artifact. If that is true, how about splitting your time between that and training here? Say, six hours in your lab and eighteen hours here each day?”
Aalam thought about it for a second and nodded. “Getting combat training now was part of the plan, but I realize I’m far more behind than I thought.” He bowed to Nana Xara. “Thank you for your advice and future training.”
“No problem.” Nana Xara waved her hand dismissively. “Now go work on your design like you want. Just be back here in six hours.”
Aalam immediately ran to grab the primal stones from the ground and then was almost out the door when Nana Xara yelled at him. “And make sure to send one of your puppets to use your free building coupon to get one of the crafting halls!”
Aalam ran out of the room and Nana Xara then started laughing again. “I can see why you love that man.” She turned to look at Mila. “He has no inhibition, yet he still thanks people politely.
“His instincts are to be nice. Do you have any idea how rare that is?”
Mila decided it was best not to engage, so she instead asked something she’d been wondering since Aalam raised his racial ability to Legendary grade, boosting his Soul and Attunement stats by 12.5% and his affinity with all Laws by 25%. “What is affinity?”
“Oh, you’re no fun, Ms. Chamberlain.” Nana Xara smiled as Mila began to glare at her, but then she actually answered the question. “Higher Attunement makes you closer to Laws, allowing you to learn them more easily, but that doesn’t mean you’ll be able to use them well. Affinity, on the other hand, affects both aspects. The higher your affinity with a Law, the easier you will find advancing that Law, but also the easier you’ll find using it.
“You, for example, have a very high natural affinity for the Law of Obfuscation, with your affinity for your other Laws slightly lower, at least from what I’ve seen. There isn’t really a good test and I could be wrong.
“You might just have a huge inferiority complex toward your boyfriend.”
Mila glared at her teacher but decided to again just ignore the provocation. “So, affinity is mostly based on one’s individual talent?”
“No.” Nana Xara shook her head while still smiling. “Affinity is mostly based on race, followed by bloodline, and only then natural talent. One of the advantages of the monster tutorial is that, without a true race or bloodline, it becomes much easier to know what you’re naturally good at, which will become more important at higher ranks.”
Mila took a couple seconds to think about this, finding it somewhat interesting that she didn’t seem naturally inclined toward anything offensive, but then she quickly came to the conclusion this likely had far more to do with the state she’d been in since being killed, unsure of her purpose, than a lack of actual inclination. She just hadn’t truly tried to kill anyone since the start of the tutorial, at least not in the way she would normally go about doing so.
“Heavenly Spark Pure Soul is a Legendary grade ability just like Aalam’s other two choices, but it was obviously stronger than the other two, essentially the second one with an added affinity boost. Why are the grades the same?”
“Who knows.” Nana Xara shrugged. “An Attunement boost by the same percentage is obviously better than a boost to Soul while an affinity boost to all elements is way better than an affinity boost to one specific Law, but the System values them the same when it comes to assigning grades. It probably has something to do with intrinsic limits in the way the universe works, but I don’t fully understand myself.
“A 12.5% increase in any stat and a 25% increase affinity for any subset of Laws is also valued the same, but that makes more sense to me as affinity isn’t as valuable as stat effectiveness in most cases.
“In common parlance, the Heavenly Spark Pure Soul ability would be considered a half grade better than Pure Soul, effectively a Legendary grade ability with an Epic grade ability merged in, and half grade higher abilities like that are extremely rare.
“For that one, Aalam had to gain three middle grade Law Eggs from each of the twelve elements, something I’ve only ever heard of a handful of cultivators doing at G rank throughout the entire history of the universe.
“So, don’t aim for half grade higher abilities, Mila. You’re not talented enough. Almost no one is.”




Chapter 25: Death to the Settlement

Mila
The Nightmare challenge Death to the Settlement is now starting.
Your goal is to kill as many humans over the next 27 days as possible.
Trial Points will be rewarded based on the number and power of the dead, regardless of how they died.
Your role for this challenge is that of a human-shaped spirit of energy, but you can die just as easily as a human.
Finally, you have the following options for this challenge, but you can only choose 4 challenge points worth.
1)      The language of the settlement is set to English (Cost: 4 challenge points)

2)      A detailed dossier about the settlement (Cost: 2 challenge points)

3)      Your form will be considered attractive by the settlement citizens (Cost: 1 challenge point)

4)      You start the trial with a sword (Cost: 1 challenge point)

5)      You start the trial with fitted armor (Cost: 1 challenge point)

6)      The teleportation platform of the settlement will be broken upon your arrival instead of being down for 25 days 1 day after you arrive (Cost: 3 challenge points)

“Aalam, can you hear me?” Mila sent through their bond.
“Yes.” Aalam’s telepathic voice sounded excited. “The bond works even when we’re in different instances of the trial.
“What are you thinking about choosing from the options?”
“The detailed dossier and to be considered attractive.” As she stood in the void, the System waiting for her to make a choice, Mila continued. “If you don’t want to choose anything, I can probably translate for you. I think the chances are high our instances of this trial will be the same.”
“No.” She could almost imagine Aalam rubbing his hands together. “For trials like this, the instances are always exactly the same, even across tutorials.
“I’ll choose no options, and you can go with your choices. There will almost certainly be bonus trial points at the end of the challenge as a result.”
Mila chose the dossier and to be considered attractive, and the void around her faded. Then she arrived on a platform covered with detailed magical sigils along with twenty-three other people, and three armed guards—the sword and armor kind—guided them into the settlement proper.
There was a sun in the sky that was starting to head below the horizon; the air was cold, feeling like winter in the US’s northeast; and the small city, housing about a hundred thousand people, was mostly gothic in design, almost everything pointy and made of stone.
The three guards then explained the teleportation platform would be deactivated during the night and then turned on one more time the next morning for those heading out. Due to an astrological phenomenon the guards didn’t understand, the platform would then be unable to work for 25 days, so they were all advised to find housing for the long haul.
She and the twenty-three others were then left to their own devices in a city square and the same happened in Aalam’s instance as well, so Mila was able to confirm for herself that Aalam was correct and the instances were exactly the same.
For further proof, both she and Aalam headed to an alchemist shop in the city’s northeast, marked in the detailed dossier that appeared in her mind upon her arrival as one specializing in water purification and medicine. Then she wrapped herself in her high grade Law Egg of Obfuscation to look around in the dark, finding the alchemist, his two apprentices, and the alchemist’s wife all already asleep in the house above the shop. The alchemist was F rank, but her sense of him was his physical stats were terrible, so there wasn’t much threat.
According to Nana Xara, most F ranks were level 1, as advancing further almost always involved either killing things or resources generally monopolized by powerful forces, so, given the alchemist likely wasn’t much of a killer, his stats were less than even Mila’s.
Mila directed Aalam to an unlocked window and his high stats and new training allowed him to silently enter. Then she guided him into the kitchen, where he picked up a knife, and into the three bedrooms, where he rather easily slit all four throats.
Aalam then got to work in the lab behind the shop in his instance, which, due to the influence of their Luck on the tutorial, had all the tools necessary for creating variant magical bacteria, just as Nana Xara had expected.
While he did that, in her instance, Mila left to do her own thing.
First, she headed back to the teleportation platform and, using her high grade Law Egg of Obfuscation and the stealth techniques she’d learned on Earth, she managed to look around for over thirty minutes without the guards in the area being any the wiser. She then consulted with Aalam on the design of the platform and, using his expertise and her ability to read low-magic runes, they came up with a way to jam the platform’s effect for a day, which was all she needed.
Then she snuck away and broke into an enchanter’s shop, took a few tools, and traveled back to the teleportation platform, where she spent the next two hours quietly opening up an access panel on the back of the platform and another hour using one of the enchanter tools to quietly channel mana backwards through a small circuit.
She then closed the access panel, left the area of the platform, and returned the tools to the enchanter shop before spending the rest of the night sneaking through the city, looking for secrets.
One of the secrets she found, on one of the desks in the guardhouse near the teleportation platform, was the name list for who would be leaving the city through the platform the next day and, using the dossier, she quickly figured out where each of them would have spent the night.
The next morning before dawn, she guided Aalam to where to use his Law Egg of Molecular Acceleration to start a fire in the alchemist shop. Then she led him to where she’d found a dead homeless man in the slums, and Aalam changed into the man’s clothes and stole an empty bottle of alcohol.
She then led him to the edge of the slums to the home of one of the twelve people leaving through the platform, the servant of a merchant, someone weaker than most humans on Earth before the integration, and Aalam emptied two of the four vials he’d made during the night into the bottle, containing a magically enhanced plague.
In her instance, Mila snuck into the servant’s home and watched him get ready, staying out of his way so he would do the exact same actions as in Aalam’s instance, and, when he was about to leave through his front door, she signaled Aalam. Then, in Aalam’s instance, Aalam dropped the bottle in front of the man’s house with enough force to cause it to shatter and walked away.
The man walked out and was infected, causing the end of the city in Aalam’s instance to begin.
In Mila’s instance, however, the results weren’t so decisive.
She followed the servant and caused repeated delays in his progress. She tripped someone else into spilling something nasty, seemingly used to clean bathrooms, on him so he had to go back home to change. She stole his wallet with the identification he’d need at the platform, and he spent 15 minutes looking for it. Then, when he gave up and headed for the platform anyway, she manipulated his environment so he would trip twice, slowing his walking speed due to the pain.
She managed to delay him almost an hour without ever being seen and his boss, one of the most powerful merchants in the city, delayed the activation of the platform to wait for him. Then, only when he finally did arrive, did they try to activate the platform and realize it was broken, but by that time it was too late.
They only had half an hour before the astrological phenomenon started and they were no where close to fixing it in time.
Mila and Aalam were both operating under the assumption that killing every single person in the settlement would provide a large bonus, so they had to either stop anyone from leaving or kill them if they did.
Aalam’s strategy—as he had the ability to make an extremely deadly plague over the course of a single night—was to infect those going through the teleportation platform. The strongest of those traveling through was the merchant, only on the high-end of F rank, so none of them would survive.
Given Aalam’s extensive knowledge of the human body and the advancement of his Law Egg of Bacteria to high grade, the plague he’d made was far more effective against humans than Creeping Death had been against Rollie-Pollies or Insectoids. And, given he was an energy life form during this challenge, not a human, he had no reason to build an antidote, allowing him to make the plague extremely hard to cure.
The hope was many more would die on the other side of the teleportation as well, leading to bonus points.
Mila, on the other hand, couldn’t create a plague on a whim, so she instead settled for trapping everyone in the city, allowing none to escape.
Aalam had things easier once their first task was done. He headed back to the dead body of the homeless man, found the warm clothes he had started with, and changed back into them. Then he made his way to two other locations in the city and dumped the contents of the other vials of his plague. And, finally, he headed to the home of one of the other men who’d left through the teleportation platform and broke in through one of the back windows, using his strength to break the latch.
Then he started a round of meditation on the man’s bed.
Mila, on the other hand, openly moved around the city. Mostly she listened in on conversations to try and learn how to speak the local language, something Omniglot Reader didn’t directly help with, but she also confirmed several pieces of information the dossier had been lacking, like the locations of the largest stockpiles of food and the sources of the city’s water.




Chapter 26: Devil

Mila
According to the dossier, the city had a total of 15 individuals above F rank, made up of two D ranks and thirteen E ranks. One of the D ranks was the city lord, one of the more powerful E ranks was his wife, and the other D rank was a man called Corith, a mercenary who’d retired to the settlement about a year before the challenge’s start time.
Corith was a warrior while the city lord was a mage, and both had Laws more powerful than Mila’s. Trying to fight either would be instant death, and trying to fight any of the E ranks would be as well. So, she’d have to be smart.
She had two main advantages she could make use of, however. One, unlike all the humans, she didn’t need to eat or sleep. Two, with her powers she could enforce contracts on E ranks.
She’d learned quite a bit about contracts through reading ‘A Devil’s Guide to Nefarious Deals’ and had found that contracts weren’t quite as easy to use as she’d thought. First, it wasn’t possible to hide that a contract was a contract. She couldn’t get someone to make a vow and apply the effects of Devil’s contract to it, for example, and all contracts required the other person to purposefully agree. This meant people had to know she had a contract skill, limiting her choice of fake identities.
Second, contracts had no true enforcing function. They had punishments, and those punishments could even be the death of someone who agreed to the contract, but there was no way to stop someone from taking the punishment, so the terms and punishments in a contract had to be considered carefully to make sure the other party did what you wanted. Also, punishments could only affect those who signed onto the contracts, not third parties. A punishment where someone else died if the contract signer failed to honor the terms, for example, wouldn’t work unless that someone else signed the contract as well.
Third, while Devil’s contract could enforce contracts made with E ranks, its extra effect, creating hidden terms, was weaker the stronger the other party was. When dealing with another G rank, almost any contract she made could have almost any hidden terms added to it, but, when making a contract with an E rank, the types of hidden terms she could add were limited, and she couldn’t add hidden punishments at all.
Finally, an individual had to be in their right mind to enter into a contract, at least magically speaking. The person could be tired, or even drunk so long as the alcohol that made them that way was in no way magical, but they couldn’t be charmed and they couldn’t be magically compelled. At least this would be the case until Mila got her F rank class.
Still, her contracts and lack of need to eat and sleep at least gave her the chance to kill everyone in the city while surviving herself. She just needed to gather a bit more information first.
To that end, in the afternoon on the second day, she headed to the wealthier of the city’s two school complexes and watched as a particular child—a twelve-year-old girl with pale skin, yellow hair, and blue eyes—left and started walking home. Then, when no one was around, she dragged the girl into an alley, held a knife she’d stolen up to the girl’s throat, and asked, “Will you agree to make a contract with me?”
While asking the question and activating the skill, causing a System message to pop up in front of the girl’s eyes, Mila deliberately blinked in a pattern that meant there were hidden clauses in the contract in a language Nana Xara had started teaching her for just such a purpose, and that was enough. When the girl agreed with a trembling voice, the hidden clauses of their contract were set.
“Go run to your father now, girl,” Mila told the child. Then she vanished from the girl’s sight and followed as she ran home.
The girl’s father, a widower, was a well-off information broker in the city. He had a large house, with multiple servants, but the girl knew exactly where he would be and ran into his study upon returning home. As soon as she ran into his surprised arms, however, the door she’d entered through closed and Mila appeared out of the shadows, scaring her badly.
Then Mila sat down in the room’s other chair, across a wooden desk from the man and his daughter, and activated Devil’s Contract. “Let’s make a deal, Mr. Geralva. You tell me everything I want to know with no lies, and your daughter doesn’t die at sundown from the soulbinding contract she’s already agreed to.”
“Who are you?” The man’s body was trembling slightly as he seemed to be trying to decide if she was lying or not, even as he held his daughter tight.
“You don’t need to worry about that, Mr. Geralva.” Mila smiled in a way she knew would be unnerving. “You just need to accept the contract I initiated with you. Should you refuse, the contract your daughter agreed to will kill her. Should you delay, the contract will kill her. Should you accept yet not follow through on your end, the contract will kill her.
“So, what will you do?”
The F rank man agreed to the contract and, again using the blinking pattern he wouldn’t understand, Mila added quite a few extra terms and an extremely strict punishment of death to both him and his daughter for breaking any of them.
Like his daughter, he could immediately feel something was wrong, and, unlike her, he actually focused on reading the System message explaining what their actual contract with each other was. “If I don’t speak to you honestly, we die. If anyone else notices your presence in this house, we die. If either of us try to tell anyone about you or warn about your potential presence, we die. If you get hurt within the next two days, we die.”
He took a deep breath and held his daughter close, patting her back as a comforting gesture. “What would you like to know?”
“Tell me everything you know about Corith.” Mila almost growled the name and the man, who was not on pleasant terms with the D rank, caught the implications of her faked anger combined with her not being a native of their Zoridon Kingdom. Mila wasn’t yet good with the language, so she’d decided to use that as a strength.
“Not much is known about the warrior, other than that he’s stronger than the city lord. All I know for certain is he is not from the Zoridon Kingdom, that he knows how to fight, and that he seems to have decided to retire here.
“He brought four subordinates with him, all E rank, three other warriors and a smith, but they mostly seem retired as well. Nordal, one of the warriors, is the only one who hasn’t mostly kept to himself. He’s taken over a great deal of the slums and likes to consider himself a bit of a lord, getting in the way of my business, which you probably know, as I’m guessing that’s why you targeted me.”
“What about their relationships in the city? What is the city lord’s position?”
“Corith, though that might not be his real name, fought with the city lord once when he first arrived and won. He’s been living on a mountain in the city’s outskirts ever since. By all accounts, they don’t have much of a relationship, just city lord and citizen.
“Nordal has some business dealings with the city lord’s wife, but not very strong ones. He’s mainly protected by his own power and his relationship with Corith.
“The other three mostly keep to themselves. Like Nordal, they’ll often be found in the city’s two main whorehouses, but they mostly just drink. They don’t seem to have much in the way of relationships with anyone. If you want my guess, they seem to be drowning their sorrows about something.”
“Tell me more about the city lord and the other E ranks. Their connections. Their business dealings. Everything.”
***
Mila left the house a couple hours later, not killing anyone, and then she started on the next part of her plan.
Having a couple hours before sundown, she went to the homes of two of the city’s E ranks and knocked on the front doors of both. Both times she was met by a servant and both times she gave the same information to send to the house’s master—that she was a representative of a conglomerate called the Tower of Baharun there to discuss future trade with the settlement. Both times she was let in to meet with the E rank and both times she made the same basic contract, a promise of safety and confidentiality before she left the settlement.
The Tower of Baharun was a powerful company spanning across multiple kingdoms—and kingdoms in this case were made up of multiple inhabited planets. It was also known for making backroom deals, and Mila had learned both E ranks would be susceptible to negotiation with the Tower.
They both thought the agreement made with her was the start of a potential trade contract and that she’d guide them to a true representative of the Tower after the teleportation platform reopened, as she’d agreed to do such so long as they were both alive and well at that time, a standard clause. More important to Mila, however, were two other standard clauses. They couldn’t do anything they knew could lead to her getting hurt nor could they tell anyone anything about her. If they did, the penalty was the standard halving of their power for fourteen days.
Feeling relatively good about her progress so far, Mila then headed toward the whorehouse and telepathically checked in with Aalam. He hadn’t been disturbed in his instance, spending the entire day meditating, but his plague was starting to take effect.
If everything in his instance was going as planned, everyone in the city was already dead, they just didn’t know it yet.
His new plague was extremely transmissible, able to travel through the air, and there were no airlocked rooms in the city as far as they knew. Most important, however, the bacteria only activated after the human had fallen asleep, the best defense against the city’s more powerful individuals. Then it released more hormones and chemicals to keep them that way while it killed them in four different ways at once.
There were probably some citizens of the city who hadn’t been infected yet, but almost everyone who went to bed that night wouldn’t be waking up.




Chapter 27: Contract

Mila
Getting Corith’s four E rank subordinates to sign contracts wasn’t difficult at all. Along her way to the whorehouse, she’d stopped by the home of a wealthy but physically weak merchant for a bit of B & E and took a bag of holding from off the man’s belt, which was lying in the house’s hallway as the man spent time in his bedroom with his young wife, his guards having been sent away from the house.
The contents of that bag of holding included a couple bottles of exceptional magically influenced alcohol and she used those at the whorehouse to pretend she represented a distributor of high-end liquor. All four men were there and not yet under the weather, as was their pattern, and she got them to agree to standard contract terms quite easily, only having to follow one of them up to a room, where she then escaped by jumping out the window after he got drunk.
Then she snuck into the same alchemist shop where Aalam had committed murder in his instance and killed the alchemist, his wife, and his two apprentices in hers as well. Aalam had spent the day thinking about what she could make in there by herself and over the next night he guided her in making her own specialized bacterial disease.
It wasn’t as cool as his, not being airborne for one thing. But, given what she’d learned about the settlement’s water supply, it was pretty much perfect.
She put her creation in seven vials, took a decent shower, and then left after setting the building on fire. Then she snuck into the city’s reservoir and poured the contents of three vials into the water before traveling to the four other temporary water storage locations throughout the city and pouring a vial into each.
Her bacteria wasn’t anywhere near as deadly as Aalam’s, or as stealthy, but it would kill anyone with less than 63 Vitality, i.e. everyone in the city other than about 103 individuals, within two days of ingestion, so that was nice.
Mila then headed to the school, kidnapped a few kids one by one through the use of sleep inducing potions she’d stolen from the alchemist shop, potions that she was able to directly inject into the children with a stolen syringe, and then, deliberately having them awaken at different times over the next couple hours so she could threaten them all alone in different abandoned buildings, she forced the children into contracts.
Through the contracts, she then had the children wait for a specific time, knowable by loud churchbells, and then head toward their relative who was an E rank, explain the terms of the contract they were under, and bring their E rank relative to a secret meeting spot, where Mila would wait for them.
For the first three times, everything worked out rather easily. Mila got the E rank to agree to a contract with both their and the child’s death as the punishment and added a few extra clauses not allowing them to reveal anything about her or let her get significantly injured. More important, however, even without being able to use any secret clauses due to the fact they were E ranks, she got them to agree with some more specialized terms.
They each had to kill one E rank from the list of E ranks she’d formed standard contracts with, i.e. the E ranks she didn’t think she could get to make contracts with death as the punishment, and they had to kill them sometime after sundown but before sunrise the next day.
Her second to last meeting, however, went very, very wrong.
Tall with dark skin and reddish hair, Kiloran Kiv was generally considered the third most powerful man in the city, and he had an F rank wife and a ten-year-old son. When he came to Mila’s second to last secret meeting spot with his son, however, the living room of a house whose owner had recently died, instead of talking and trying to understand what she wanted and eventually capitulating, he thrust his right hand through his son’s heart, killing him instantly, and then grabbed Mila’s throat with his left, effortlessly raising her off the ground.
“What exactly are you aiming for?”
Mila quickly thought about what she knew about the man, and how that was all almost certainly wrong given his actions just now. Then she thought about the setting of the challenge and what might make someone so decisive and cruel put on the persona he’d been living under.
She quickly came up with a guess and decided it would be best to tell the ‘truth’. “I want to kill the man who goes by Corith, as well as his underlings.”
“Why?”
Mila, as Nana Xara had taught her, thought about the man who’d killed her back on Earth, leading her emotions, and thus the emotions shown in her aura, to show what would be expected if she were telling the truth. “He killed my father and raped my mother.”
The man just stared at her for a few seconds, eyes cold, aura unreadable for someone of her skill level, even though it wasn’t much stronger than hers. But then he grinned and started laughing, placing her down on a couch in the room. “And how would you kill a D rank, little girl?”
Mila rubbed her throat, thinking about her grandfather to create the right amount of anger and hope in her aura. “The same thing I was trying on you, but on the city lord. I’d threaten his kids, get his wife to sign a contract binding her life to the success of the mission as well, and then force the city lord to kill the bastard or lose them all.”
“It wouldn’t work.” Kiloran Kiv sat on the couch next to her and started slowly removing the coat she was wearing, his son’s body still on the floor. Though, somehow, there was no blood on his hand. “Corith is actually Jaaspeer Jarn of the Forilon Empire. He wasn’t a huge deal there, but, by the standard of the Zoridon Kingdom, he’s a monster. Even with a sneak attack, the city lord wouldn’t win.”
Mila thought of the human trafficker who’d taken her when she was twelve to put her emotions in the right state. “Then why are you still talking to me?”
“Because you’re pretty.” The man took off her shirt, leaving her top only covered by her underclothes. “But also because your plan has a chance to work, just a low one.”
“I’m going to have to leave soon if I’m to make it to my meeting with the city lord’s wife.” Mila feigned more fear than she actually felt. Counting the Russian oligarch, this was the third time in her two lives she’d been put in a state like this, and she’d managed to survive the other two.
“Oh, that’s too bad.” The man pushed his hand behind her back and undid her bra, but he didn’t pull it off.
Then a System prompt appeared in front of her eyes.
Mysterious man Kiloran Kiv has sent you a contract request.
Terms:
1)      You may not discuss anything about your interactions with Kiloran Kiv or anything you learned during them with anyone

2)      You may not take any actions with the intention to harm Kiloran Kiv

3)      Tomorrow at noon, if you are still alive, you will join Kiloran Kiv in his bedroom

4)      Kiloran Kiv will not immediately tear out your heart

Punishment:
Death
Do you accept?
Yes/No
Mila accepted and then put her clothes back on and left, not breaking the contract with her uniqueness because she didn't have Nana Xara with her to hide the act.
Then she made her way to where she’d instructed the city lord’s two children to bring their mother and made a similar deal with the E rank woman as she had with the E ranks before the man very obviously not named Kiloran Kiv. The target of assassination this time was the man known as Corith and he had to die before sundown, but, unlike with her previous contracts, Mila allowed her to tell her husband everything to enlist his help.
Now done making contracts with all the E ranks with young children or grandchildren, Mila then moved on to the E ranks with weak partners. She kidnapped and enforced contracts on the partners of the two remaining E ranks, but the deal she made with them was slightly different, forcing them to kill quite a few powerful F ranks during the night instead of a fellow E rank.
Mila then found a place to watch the festivities, hiding on the tallest tower in the city, right above the bells of the city’s main church. Then, right when the bells started ringing and she realized her location was not at all good for her enhanced hearing, the attack occurred, a giant explosion happening on the mountain outside the city walls.
She then saw the city lord fly back into the city, landing on the steps to his mansion off a large plaza, but Corith, AKA Jaaspeer Jarn, flew after him, his right arm missing and the rest of his body bloody, but his aura strong. Corith landed in the plaza, but that was apparently the second part of the city lord’s plan and another explosion occurred there, the energy all focused on right where Corith had landed.
When it faded, however, Corith looked about the same, only his energy levels appeared lower, his aura not as strong. Corith then charged up what looked like an energy blast attack from Dragon Ball Z in his remaining left hand, pointed it toward the city lord, and released, blasting through the man and taking out the entire mansion behind him as well, along with a rather large section of the town.
The city lord’s wife, who had an assassin class, then appeared behind Corith and stabbed him in the back with all her energy. Corith was able to react at the last second, however, and the attack missed his heart. He backhanded her head without turning around, crushing it completely, and then rushed toward her husband.
The city lord was unstable on his feet, most of his right side missing, but he put all his energy into one blast of fire from his left hand and hit Corith right in the face. The attack didn’t do enough immediate damage, however, and Corith reached him before the attack had put out all its energy, punching the city lord’s face and crushing the man’s skull.
Then the man going by the name Kiloran Kiv took his turn.
The dossier hadn’t had much to say on him, but Mila suspected he was an agent of Zoridon Kingdom’s greatest rival, the unoriginally named Burning Kingdom. He’d infiltrated the settlement for about six months according to the dossier as well as the information broker she’d questioned, and Mila was guessing one of his tasks was to take out the city lord and any other D ranks attached to Zoridon Kingdom if possible.
He appeared behind Corith like a ghost, a much more powerful assassin than the city lord’s wife had been, and his knife found the D rank’s heart, some kind of special attack activating after the stab causing Corith’s entire chest to burst out with an explosion of blood and guts.
Then he disappeared again, using some sort of movement skill, and the next thing Mila knew he was right in front of her, smiling. “Thank you for your work, but I think it’s safer if I don’t let you live any longer.”
His knife traveled at a much, much slower speed than when he’d attacked the D rank, moving toward her right eye no matter how much she moved, and Mila realized she was going to die.
She’d taken a stupid risk to try and keep up with Aalam, and it was backfiring on her extraordinarily.




Chapter 28: Reaper

Mila
The knife continued toward her right eye, but then it stopped, a large see through barrier forming around her.
“Sorry, Kiloran.” One of the five E ranks Mila had forced into a contract with a death punishment, a male mage with pale skin and blond hair, appeared on the roof of a building a couple floors lower than the tower she and her assailant were on. “While I would very much like to see her dead, I can’t let you kill her.”
At the same time, six other E ranks arrived as well, another of the E ranks Mila had forced into a death contract, one of the first E ranks she’d tricked into signing a standard contract, and all four of the dead Corith’s subordinates.
Corith’s four subordinates took one look at their dead boss, then looked at all the E ranks present. “Who killed him?” the blacksmith in the group asked, a large hammer appearing from out of nowhere in his right hand, likely out of some spatial storage artifact on his person.
“Kiloran.” The blond mage who’d originally saved her pointed at the man who’d tried to kill her, the only E rank in the area who wouldn’t be negatively affected by her being hurt. “The city lord and his wife did most of the damage, but he finished your boss off.”
“Alright then.” As the smith spoke, the three warriors all summoned armor onto their bodies and weapons into their hands as well. “You have to die now.”
They attacked and, without the barrier from the mage, Mila would have died just from the shockwaves, the tower she was standing on starting to crumble as the mage’s barrier broke.
Thankfully, her stats were near maximum for G rank and her training with Nana Xara made her good at using her qi to help with movement. She jumped down along with the falling stones and used her high grade Law Egg of Obfuscation to hide from all the E ranks’ senses during the chaos.
Then she ran.
Both D ranks were dead, which was awesome, and the city lord’s E rank wife had died as well, which was great. More E ranks would also hopefully die in the fight that had just started. But Mila wanted to be nowhere near them as they fought.
She was G rank. Most F ranks would destroy her in a fair fight, let alone E ranks, so she had to hide and then wait to hear about the aftermath.
This didn’t mean she couldn’t take advantage of the chaos, however. Mila made her way to the city’s granary, snuck inside while the guards were distracted, and then dumped the rest of the alcohol from the rather large bag of holding she’d stolen the night before. She then placed a scented candle she lit with a magical lighter, both also from the bag, right near the alcohol, and quickly made her way out of there.
When she was a few blocks away, she heard a muffled boom, and then she hid and watched as the entire building lit up in flames and the guards panicked.
Magic being a thing, the fire was quickly put out, but most of the food had been burnt, so the city now had a food shortage crisis on top of its still unknown poisoned water, and more chaos was better.
Mila then made her way to one of the three main houses of healing in the city, the only one not affiliated with a church, and walked in as they were slowly starting to get overwhelmed with cases from her plague. A nurse met her and asked if she had any symptoms and Mila quickly said no, explaining she’d heard about how busy things were getting and was there to offer her help.
Through that lie, she then spent the entire night in the best possible training environment for her Law Egg of The Healer and also a hub of information. She helped treat several patients not suffering from the poisoned water, doing her actual best, and watched as more and more patients came in during the night.
Most of those with actual healing skills in the city were also sick and those that weren’t, and even some that were, were dragged off by the city officials to treat the E ranks still alive from the night’s battle.
Through overhearing conversations, Mila learned Kiloran Kiv had managed to kill all four of Corith’s underlings, but had been heavily hurt himself, along with several of the other E ranks who’d been around. During the night, the two E ranks she’d made standard contracts with while disguised as a representative of the Tower of Baharun were killed as well, along with quite a few of the city’s strongest F ranks, but no one knew why.
Mila then deliberately tripped herself and fell into a table, hurting her arm rather badly, and she spent the rest of the night healing it with her mana—as she was an energy lifeform for the challenge so healing worked differently, qi being of no help.
About an hour later, she heard all the city’s remaining E ranks other than Kiloran Kiv had died under mysterious circumstances, along with their children or spouses.
Then, at about an hour to noon, Mila practiced using her Law Egg of The Reaper, which she’d gained quite quickly after obtaining the relevant legacy, and silently killed every healer still in the building with a knife she’d stolen from one of the patients. She moved quickly to avoid blood splatter on her clothes and used obfuscation and a hologram over her form to disguise her identity, making everyone in the building think the killer had been a male.
Then she made her way to Kiloran Kiv’s house, where he was convalescing, and used the identity she’d established over the night to help out the exhausted healers there, entering the room at noon to fulfill the contract the E rank had forced on her.
The man was not in a state to do what he’d been planning, however. He was unconscious, having been seriously hurt the day before and only barely saved by the intervention of the healers, but then they’d filled him up with fluid and, their healing mostly done through magic, the fluid they’d filled him with was water with added sugar, the water very much contaminated by Mila’s new bacteria.
Now, it wasn’t like these healers were worse than those from Earth. In many ways, they were way better. She’d watched F rank healers use magic to completely cleanse the bacteria from patients’ systems multiple times. The problem was they were infected as well, along with over half the city’s population when the symptoms finally started after the first twelve hours, and most people’s symptoms started after sundown. The lack of sleep, combined with the best of the healers being pulled away to help the E ranks, meant they were delayed in figuring out the water was poisoned.
Mila then practiced with her Law Egg of The Reaper again, killing all the exhausted healers still in Kiloran Kiv’s house, and then she stole Kiloran Kiv’s personal bag of holding, finding quite a few poisons, antidotes, and assassination weapons inside.
For the next few days, she then practiced with those weapons, killing every healer she was able to find on the first day, then all the alchemists by the second, and anyone she could find by the third.
By that time in Aalam’s instance, the only ones left alive were the two D ranks, but Aalam found where they were sleeping. Then he searched the city for explosives and, as the settlement had been built for a mining operation on an E rank planet, where all non-living materials had been infused with enough mana to make them very, very hard to break, there were quite a few, and most were almost as powerful as a nuke. He piled them up around the two D ranks and then blew their very weakened bodies into pieces.
Only his city lord actually died from the explosions, but his Corith then finally faded three days later.
On the thirteenth day of the challenge, Mila felt her contract with Kiloran Kiv disappear as he finally succumbed to the disease she’d made before he’d forced her into a contract. Then she planted half the explosives she’d found with Aalam’s help and set the entire city on fire, watching from Corith’s old mountain as twelve individuals escaped through the path she’d left for them, right into the invisible field of poison she’d made using a powerful E rank talisman she’d found in Kiloran Kiv’s bag of holding.
It had taken her five concentrated blocks of mana from the city lord’s mansion to power it, but it killed all of them, even three powerful F ranks she would have had no chance to kill even with a sneak attack, in under an hour.
She then waited four days for all the fires to go out and made her way back into the city, finding the teleportation platform at its edge still up and running, its entirely stone surroundings having protected it from the flames.
Someone had fixed it after her sabotage and, on the last day of the challenge, it activated and allowed twenty-four individuals through. They all died immediately, however, as Mila had set up another invisible poison field, and, on Aalam’s end, no one came through, something they considered a good sign.
Mila’s instance of the trial, however, still had one more test.
One hour before the challenge was completed, 16 F ranks, 7 E ranks, and 1 D rank came through. Mila immediately activated all the explosives she’d placed around the platform and, when the dust cleared, the D rank was the only one alive, and thankfully slightly unsteady on his feet.
Mila then used the remainder of the city lord’s blocks of mana to activate a D rank talisman, the only one she’d found in Corith’s bag of holding after tracking it down, and she was so thankful Aalam had tried activating the one in his instance first so she knew how it worked, or she would have missed.
The talisman fired out a beam of light, but it would have been incorrect to fire it at her enemy. Instead, it needed to be fired quite a bit to her enemy’s right.
The light beam bounced around, almost instantly drawing out a pentagram in the air, and a second later everything inside the pentagram turned to dust, the D rank, the bodies, and the teleportation platform all destroyed like half the universe after Thanos’s snap.




Chapter 29: Rewards

Mila
During the third challenge, mainly while meditating after everyone was dead, Mila raised her new Law Egg of The Reaper, her Law Egg of the Healer, her Law Egg of Bonds, and her Law Egg of Severing all to middle grade, joining her already middle grade Law Eggs of Calm and Rage, and her high grade Law Eggs of Obfuscation and Hologram.
Objectively, this was quite impressive, G ranks rarely having even a single Law Egg, let alone Law Eggs strong enough to qualify for a Heroic grade class.
Compared to Aalam, however, who had 36 high grade Law Eggs by the end of the challenge and was responsible for more of her stats than she was, Mila felt quite useless, and that feeling became even more apparent when she saw her points from the challenge compared to his.
Her points were good, more than Aalam had made up until that point.
Challenge over. Calculating rewards.
Base Trial Points: 144
104,698 G Rank Humans Killed
Base Trial Points + 104,698
3,973 F Rank Humans Killed
Base Trial Points + 23,838
20 E Rank Humans Killed
Base Trial Points + 207,360
3 D Rank Humans Killed
Base Trial Points + 746,496
Death to the Settlement cleared without using all challenge points
Total Trial Points X 2
Death to the Settlement cleared with those entering the settlement at the end unable to return
Total Trial Points X 2
Death to the Settlement cleared with no survivors
Total Trial Points X 6
Death to the Settlement cleared with you personally responsible for more than 99.3% of settlement deaths
Total Trial Points X 12
Death to the Settlement cleared with total Luck 72 or higher
Total Trial Points X 2
Trial Points for Li Mila: + 623,540,736
Aalam’s points, however, were record breaking.
Challenge over. Calculating rewards.
Base Trial Points: 144
93,503,287,034 G Rank Humans Killed
Base Trial Points + 93,503,287,034
103,478,124 F Rank Humans Killed
Base Trial Points + 620,868,744
24,732 E Rank Humans Killed
Base Trial Points + 256,421,376
102 D Rank Humans Killed
Base Trial Points + 25,380,864
3 C Rank Humans Killed
Base Trial Points + 1,289,945,088
Death to the Settlement cleared without using any challenge points
Total Trial Points X 6
Death to the Settlement cleared with no damage
Total Trial Points X 2
Death to the Settlement cleared with no survivors
Total Trial Points X 6
Death to the Settlement cleared with you personally responsible for 100% of settlement deaths
Total Trial Points X 24
Death to the Settlement cleared with you personally responsible for more than 99.3% of massive casualties not in the settlement
Total Trial Points X 12
Death to the Settlement cleared with the complete destruction of the Zoridon Kingdom
Total Trial Points X 12
Death to the Settlement cleared with total Luck 144 or higher
Total Trial Points X 4
Trial Points for Aalam Alvaro: + 95,248,811,993,997,312
It seemed his bacteria had spread during the 26 days after his initial target left the settlement and had then caused mass casualties and most likely a war, the higher rank deaths coming from another country invading.
This didn’t matter much, though. He had tens of quadrillions of trial points and there were a lot more messages.
All stats +8
1 Legendary qi cultivation technique coupon
1 Legendary mana cultivation technique coupon
1 Legendary psyforce cultivation technique coupon
They both got equivalent messages about the basic rewards of the trial. The +8 to all stats maximized all Mila’s stats other than Luck, while the same for Aalam boosted their free stats by 96, and Mila used part of those to maximize her Luck. The rest of the free stats, like all the extra free stats from Aalam raising his Laws to high grade Law Eggs, they sent over Mila’s bond to her artifact, the Twin Dragons of Lord Alvaro’s Favored, which she thankfully could do even though she wasn’t wearing it.
That was the best of the four rewards. The coupons would normally be excellent, allowing them to choose the best cultivation techniques available for their new monster forms during the final section of the tutorial, when they’d actually get to use their trial points. But, given the utterly ridiculous amount of trial points they already had, it didn’t much matter.
The next section, only in Aalam’s System feed, made that clear.
Congratulations!
You are the first in the history of System tutorials to ever gain over 8,772,199,356,238,612 Trial Points in one challenge
All stats +12
There were a lot of notifications about turning those stats and the previous ones into free stats due to his ability, but Mila ignored them and instead just moved onto the next section they both had.
You may choose one skill, one artifact, and one System boon from the following lists
She then looked through all three lists and wasn’t surprised to see they were exactly the same. Aalam had far surpassed whatever the highest achievement of the challenge was supposed to be and Mila had probably met the threshold.
She also wasn’t that surprised when a quest from Nana Xara popped up.
The Yin Yang Sage has offered you a quest as her apprentice.
Give Your Master What You Don’t Need (G-Epic)
Accomplish the following:
1)      Give your master a Yang Spirit (G-Legendary) skill orb

2)      Give your master a Yin Spirit (G-Legendary) skill orb

Rewards: None
Do you accept?
Yes/No
“Aalam, are you okay with giving Nana Xara the skill orbs we don’t need?” Mila sent over their bond, smiling slightly to herself.
“Sure.” And, as usual since the tutorial had started, Aalam’s response was pretty much instant.
“Okay.” Mila shared the quest with him. “You get Yang Spirit and I’ll get Yin Spirit.”
Then they both chose the skills and the quest completed, the black skill orb that appeared in Mila’s hand fading from existence as soon as it arrived.
It was possible to remove skills from a class with a System boon, and both skills had been of summoning type, so Mila was pretty sure Diana would be taking a specialized yin yang summoning path thanks to their help.
“What do you think about the artifact choices?” she sent to Aalam. “Both the artifacts we’ve prepared for taking out of the tutorial can’t be improved much.”
“There’s a Healer’s Token, so you should probably take that. The Healer and The Reaper are two sides of the same coin, so their tokens can be combined into one artifact and it should enable it to automatically rise in grade upon advancement to F rank.” Aalam sounded excited. “For me, I’m going to go with a Token of Soulbinding. Your connection to your artifact even when you’re not wearing it has proven useful so far.”
Aalam’s artifact had a small pocket dimension inside from the token he’d chosen in the last trial, so, if he was soulbound to it, he’d have access to the pocket dimension even when he wasn’t wearing it, and there would be some interesting possibilities based on that in the future.
She also agreed with Aalam’s suggestion of her own choice, so she chose the Healer’s Token and it appeared in her hand, looking just like the Reaper’s Token, only green and having a stethoscope on it instead of a scythe.
Then she looked over the list of System boons more closely.
There were the boons she’d seen before—skill enhancement, skill removal, ability enhancement, and +3 to all stats—but she wasn’t going to choose any of those. There was also the boon Aalam had chosen last time, Temporary Max Mastery Skill, but that was useless to her as well, as were the boons for +6 to all stats and +12 to all stats as her stats were already maximized.
She was more interested in the remaining two choices. One was Soulstructure Enhancement, which would increase the size of one of her soulstructures in a safe way with no lasting negative effects, while the other was Uniqueness Awakening, which would flood her soul with a type of energy that would awaken a second dormant uniqueness if she had one. For both her and Aalam, the last choice would probably be more useful, but she was scared her new uniqueness would be known by the System.
“Go with Uniqueness Awakening!” Nana Xara was holding Mila’s Twin Dragons of Lord Alvaro’s Favored back in the main trial space and, while she couldn’t use the artifact, she could speak to Mila through their bond as master and apprentice via Mila’s bond with the Twin Dragons. “The System won’t be able to see anything and that boon is pretty much never given. You only have access to it because you are Aalam’s servant and he did something absolutely ridiculous, enabling me to give you access to the boon as well with the last of my own boons in the trial.
“The energy cost isn’t something the System would normally ever use in a G rank trial, let alone one out in the hinterlands like this.”
Aalam had already selected that reward without talking to her, she was pretty sure, given he was no longer responding to any messages she sent him. So, given how powerful her first uniqueness already was and Nana Xara’s extreme excitement, Mila quickly chose it as well.
She felt a tingling sensation cover her entire body, the feeling pleasant and relaxing. Then she passed out.
***
Mila awoke some indeterminate time later in Training Room 0003, Aalam waking up next to her, and then she checked and saw two identical System messages in her and Aalam’s feeds.
Congratulations!
You have awoken to a new uniqueness!
Growing slightly excited, she then checked her and Aalam’s statuses.
Name: Li Mila
Level: 0
Race: Human Soulform (G-Common)
Bloodline: NA
Abilities
Omniglot Reader (Legendary)
Fairy Law (Legendary)
Class: Citizen (G-Common)
Skills
Artifact Enhancement (G-Legendary) 37% mastered
Devil’s Contract (G-Legendary) 53% mastered
Exemplary Servitor (G-Legendary) 13% mastered
Laws
Law Eggs:
Obfuscation - High
Hologram - High
Calm - Middle
Rage - Middle
The Healer - Middle
The Reaper - Middle
Bonds - Middle
Severing - Middle
Stats
Strength: 144
Agility: 144
Endurance: 144
Toughness: 144
Vitality: 144
Perception: 144
Magic: 144
Spirit: 144
Soul: 144
Aura: 144
Attunement: 144
Luck: 144
Free Stats: 72 {439}
Soulstructures:
Lower Dantian: 1 Huge Core Container
Middle Dantian: 3 Medium + 1 Large Mana Wells
Upper Dantian: 1 Large Mental Forge
Uniqueness:
Shadow Princess
Third Eye Princess
Name: Aalam Alvaro
Level: 0
Race: Human Soulform (G-Common)
Bloodline: NA
Abilities
Nascent Energy Converter (Legendary)
Heavenly Spark Pure Soul (Legendary)
Class: Citizen (G-Common)
Skills
Multi-Mind (G-Legendary) 42% mastered
Runescriber (G-Legendary) 25% mastered
Lord (G-Legendary) 13% mastered
Laws
Law Eggs:
Molecular Acceleration - High
Plasma - High
Rage - High
Molecular Deceleration - High
Liquid - High
Calm - High
Inertia - High
Solid - High
Gravity - High
Gust - High
Gas - High
Kinetic Energy - High
Ionization - High
Fission - High
Fusion - High
Ionic Conductivity - High
Matter - High
Antimatter - High
Ultraviolet - High
Infrared - High
Energy Transfer - High
Ultraviolet Absorption - High
Infrared Absorption - High
Energy Storage - High
Bacteria - High
Order - High
Bonds - High
Asphyxiation - High
Entropy - High
Severing - High
Vacuum - High
3 Dimensional Geometry - High
Multi-Dimensional Geometry - High
Soulform Temporal Acceleration - High
Temporal Relativity - High
Pause - High
Stats
Strength: 144
Agility: 144
Endurance: 144
Toughness: 144
Vitality: 144
Perception: 144
Magic: 144
Spirit: 144
Soul: 144
Aura: 144
Attunement: 144
Luck: 144
Free Stats: 72 {439}
Soulstructures:
Lower Dantian: 1 Large Core Container
Middle Dantian: 12 Small + 1 Medium Mana Wells
Upper Dantian: 1 Huge + 2 Medium Mental Forges
Uniqueness:
Id
Prince
Now the question was what types of benefits Third Eye Princess granted. Also, why did Aalam’s uniquenesses always seem to have cooler and less complicated names?




Chapter 30: Second Uniquenesses

Mila
“Well, that went better than expected.” Nana Xara smiled down at her and Aalam as they awoke, seemingly having waited for them in Training Room 0003, and then she tossed Mila the Twin Dragons in spear form. “But we don’t have much time.
“You two were unconscious for almost half a day and missed the loud voice giving the final instructions for the tutorial, as well as my final message to all the participants containing advice on what to aim for with their trial points, so now you only have two hours before the tutorial is finished.
“Upgrade your artifacts and then run around buying every building better than Common grade.”
Mila picked up the green Healer’s Token from where it had fallen on the floor next to her and put her energy into it. Then information flowed into her mind and, like magic, she knew how to make the best use of it. She turned the Twin Dragons into its earrings form and put them on. Then the token turned into green mist, flowed out from her hand toward her head, and flew into the two small dragons.
Something was odd about the process, though. She could feel the change happening through her bond with the artifact, and that was normal. But she could also hear something, like a breath on the wind, and she somehow instinctively knew it was the sound of a tiny monster awakening, a being of rage and cold logic, one that in the future could destroy stars or mend planets, all while hiding from gods and tricking trillions.
Twin Dragons of Life and Death (G-Legendary) [Growth]
A legacy artifact formed by a Reaper’s Token from the flesh of an Invincible Slime, Formless Silver, and the emotions of Lord Aalam Alvaro’s chamberlain. Due to the chamberlain’s desires, the Twin Dragons can only be used by Lord Aalam Alvaro or one of his servants and has multiple effects, including the ability to absorb the legacy information of other legacy artifacts, the ability to transform into multiple forms, and the ability to store unused nascent energy. It was later enhanced by a Healer’s Token and gained the further ability to act as a Seal of Contract for both Lord Aalam Alvaro and his chamberlain.
Current Legacies: The path of Illusions from a random D rank, the path of The Reaper from the Origin of Death, the path of The Healer from the Origin of Life
Possible forms: Twin Dragon earrings (weight greatly reduced), Twin Pistols, Longsword, Spear, Shield, Reaper’s Gown, Healer’s Raiment, Lord’s Seal, Seal of the Chamberlain
Effects: Legacy Eater, Transformation, Nascent Energy Storage, Conductivity, Contract Seal
Requirements: Lord Aalam Alvaro or one of his servants
“What the Hell,” Mila exclaimed, looking around wildly.
Aalam had walked away a bit to where he’d left his own artifact in the room, an azure scaled fingerless glove for his left hand, and he wasn’t paying attention as he started the process of upgrading it with his own token, but Mila did notice he looked a bit clearer in her vision, like her Perception stat had increased. She just hadn’t noticed when he was closer.
Nana Xara, on the other hand, was watching her with interest. “I blocked off the System. What’s your new uniqueness, Mila?”
Mila stopped trying to find the source of the sound, already having a pretty good guess and realizing she wouldn’t be able to see anything if she was right. “Third Eye Princess.”
“Oh.” Nana Xara’s ever present smile grew wider. “Interesting. That will double your effective Perception, which is the main thing you’ll notice at your rank, but it is the third eye aspect of the uniqueness, a metaphysical direct connection from your Mental Forge to the outside world, which will prove more useful as you grow in power.
“It will grant you extra senses based on your Laws. You will be able to see through illusions and find things hidden by magic, your ability to read emotions through auras will increase, and you should eventually be able to sense karmic bonds way, way before you would normally gain that ability.
“The best part, however, should probably be the interactions between your third eye and your Law Eggs of The Healer and The Reaper. Like I explained previously, those Laws have a resonance effect where acting the roles will grant you divine insight into said roles. Combine that divine insight with a third eye and the results should be interesting to say the least.
“I have no idea what the exact effects will be, however, as I’ve never heard of someone with that uniqueness line having divine role Laws, so it is entirely possible the results won’t actually be that good. We’ll have to wait and see.”
Nana Xara then moved closer and reached out a hand to touch one of the twin dragons on Mila’s ears. “As for what you just heard.” She grinned at Mila. “That was the Twin Dragons starting to form an artifact spirit. It is inherently bound to your Laws, so your new senses allowed you to feel the birth, and your mind interpreted it as a sound.”
Mila took a deep breath, taking a moment to absorb the information, and then she started to smile herself. For her, Perception was probably the most useful of the base stats, and the extra senses sounded like they’d be incredibly useful. Granted, it wouldn’t fundamentally change her plans for her build, but it was an overall improvement to what she was already aiming for, and she couldn’t ask for much better.
“Aalam’s new uniqueness is called Prince. What does that do?”
Nana Xara’s expression stayed the same, but her normally controlled aura, for a brief instant, showed an emotion of shock and then annoyance to Mila’s senses. “You don’t have much time, Mila, so why don’t you start running around and buy up every building Epic grade or higher other than the church. I can explain to you how Prince works later.”
Nana Xara looked over at Aalam as she spoke and Mila was pretty sure she had quite a bit to say. She just didn’t want to say it where one of Aalam’s minds was almost certainly listening.
So, Mila did as she was asked and ran out of the room, heading to the teleportation platform in the square and teleporting to the University district. There she bought the three remaining Legendary grade crafting halls and three of the originally eight Epic grade crafting halls. Then she also bought the Legendary grade exam hall she’d never used as well as the Epic grade school and dining hall.
She then teleported to the wealthy residential district and found all the Epic grade houses had already been bought, and there were no Epic or higher grade buildings in the other residential district, so she headed back to the market district and went to the only remaining Epic grade or higher building in the tutorial, the Epic grade gambling hall hidden several streets away from the main square.
When she went inside to buy the establishment, however, she found Nana Xara at one of the room’s slot machines, somehow cheating to win every time. First, she walked up to one of the puppets to buy the establishment and was surprised to find it more expensive than even the original price of the auction house without a coupon, but she bought it anyway. Then she joined her teacher at the slots.
“Remember when I said, ‘By the gods, I wish that boy wasn’t insane.’” Nana Xara didn’t look at her as she spoke and she wasn’t smiling, instead appearing somewhat irritated. “That feeling has doubled now.”
“Is Prince really such a good uniqueness?” Mila put one Trial Point into her slot machine and pulled, quickly losing the point.
“Not just good, Mila, arguably the best.” Nana Xara pulled on her own slot machine and got a jackpot, though she didn’t seem to care. “You might not have noticed, but most higher grade uniqueness lines follow the same naming scheme. Something soldier for Epic grade, something agent for Legendary grade, something lord or lady for Heroic grade, et cetera.
“The uniqueness line Prince is part of is the origin of that naming scheme.”
Nana Xara sighed. “Prince is the same grade as both your uniquenesses, Fabled grade, but tell me if it sounds equivalent to you when you hear its effects.
“The Prince uniqueness increases the power of noble category skills to the same level as a Legendary grade racial ability with the same effect. Useful, but not the main part of the uniqueness. The main ability of Prince is to triple a cultivator’s stats when in his own Territory, i.e. the lands he is magically recognized as owning. This isn’t a tripling of effectiveness, however, but a tripling of the stats through a completely different mechanism, with the gained stats able to be increased again if stat effectiveness is higher than 100%. And it isn’t just for one stat, but for all stats, Aura, Attunement, and Luck included.”
Mila just stared at her teacher. From what she’d read, while owning Territory was rare, it was the expected goal of anyone talented upon leaving a tutorial. Hell, the reason none of the Epic grade homes in the tutorial were still on the market was because quite a few trial takers had learned owning property was a requirement for lord line skills, the skills responsible for magically forming Territory.
“That is so unfair.”
Nana Xara turned to her with the same level of jealousy on her face. “Right?”
“He already learns Laws so fast. What will he be like with triple Attunement?”
“Even more of a monster.”
“And that’s not even counting how he can wipe out a kingdom like it’s nothing.”
Nana Xara raised her hand to show she actually had something important to say, and Mila held back the other complaints that had been forming in her mind. “Remember, Mila, that the effects of the Luck stat are heightened in the tutorial. You were lucky when it came to that kingdom. While what Aalam did was impressive for a G rank, there are many, many people who can release custom plagues in the universe, and most civilizations have contingencies in place that would have stopped both your and Aalam’s attempts at mass murder cold.
“Still, in the real world, don’t let Aalam play with bacteria.”
“Got it.” Mila leaned back in her seat. “The outside world is going to be different, right?”
The smile that had reformed on Nana Xara’s face faded. “Yes.”
“More dangerous?”
Nana Xara looked thoughtful. “In the near future, probably not.”
Mila felt herself perk up at that.
“You and Aalam are connected, and you are also overpowered for your rank, so you’re likely to be sent to a world without any other tutorial monsters to rely on.
“That world will have its own natives, and, given your Luck and the probabilities, it will most likely be a world undergoing an apocalypse style integration. There will be invaders from powerful organizations in the universe trying to take over the planet, but they’ll be limited to sending their young, who will have to be G rank when they are sent over. So, to most trial takers, it would be more dangerous than the challenges. But for you and Aalam? There won’t be any E or D ranks for a while, just powerful F ranks.”




Chapter 31: Races and Bloodlines

Mila
You have a servitor relationship with Aalam Alvaro.
Are you willing to maintain that relationship during your rebirth?
Yes/No
When the time was up, Mila saw this notification in front of her eyes and, after a brief pause, she accepted. Then the gambling hall around her faded and she found herself floating in an empty void, more System messages all she could see.
You have 623,879,540 Trial Points
Congratulations!
This is the second highest in the tutorial.
Trial points increased by 25%
You have 779,849,425 Trial Points
As you are a servant of Aalam Alvaro, all your Trial Points will go to him.
Your master will choose your bloodline, race, and any other benefits for you.
“Wait. What?” Mila hadn’t known being able to use Aalam’s insane number of points meant he’d get to make the choices for her. And the fact Nana Xara hadn’t told her made her think she wouldn’t like the results.
Quickly, she looked at Aalam’s feed.
You have 95,248,812,492,630,856 Trial Points
Congratulations!
This is the highest in the tutorial.
Trial points increased by 50%
You have 142,873,218,738,946,284 Trial Points
Your servitor Li Mila has granted you 779,849,425 Trial Points
You have 142,873,219,518,795,709 Trial Points
You may choose rewards for yourself and servitor Li Mila
Aalam had also received a message asking if he wanted to accept her as his servant, and he’d accepted, so now, if Aalam wanted, he could make her the cheapest type of monster possible, and there was nothing she could do about it.
She didn’t have any worries about that, however. Aalam couldn’t stop himself from trying to optimize, even with other people’s builds, so, no matter what, he was going to make her powerful. What she worried about was that he almost certainly had a plan for what bloodline and race to choose for her already, and he likely wouldn’t consider things like form, aesthetics, or morals.
As she worried, a System menu showed up in front of Aalam and, through their bond, Mila could see the menu too, even if she couldn’t interact with it.
Races | Bloodlines | Techniques | Boons | Other
Aalam being Aalam, he then began to look through every single option and, while Mila had absolutely no control, she could see everything he could.
He first looked at races and there were a lot of them, ranging from Inferior grade to Legendary, the cheapest something called a Puddle Newt.
Puddle Newt (G-Inferior)
A tiny newt monster that lives in puddles and feeds off ambient mana and insects.
Racial Abilities: 1
Limited to water and earth element abilities
Max stats:
Strength: 102
Agility: 120
Endurance: 126
Toughness: 102
Vitality: 128
Perception: 108
Magic: 106
Spirit: 108
Soul: 108
Aura: 108
Attunement: 36
Luck: 144
Stat Growth Per Level:
Not applicable for G rank
Advancement Criteria:
None. Unable to advance without high-end treasures.
Cost: 12 Trial Points (0.0000000000000084% of Total)
The fact it cost 12 Trial Points showed that anyone with less wouldn’t even have the chance at being reborn, their souls instead fading into nothing like would have happened had their souls not been collected in the first place.
The most expensive Legendary grade race, on the other hand, seemed a lot cooler. And it also had a built-in pathway to higher grade races at higher ranks.
Chaos Dragon Hatchling (G-Legendary)
The hatchling of one of the three most powerful dragon races in the universe. Powerful in its own right and filled with nearly unlimited potential.
Racial Abilities: 4
No order related abilities
Max stats:
Strength: 252
Agility: 216
Endurance: 252
Toughness: 288
Vitality: 288
Perception: 252
Magic: 360
Spirit: 288
Soul: 324
Aura: 324
Attunement: 324
Luck: 288
Stat Growth Per Level:
Not applicable for G rank
Advancement Criteria:
Live for 2 standard years. Comes with automatic grade increase.
Cost: 1,283,918,464,548,864 Trial Points (0.9% of Total)
Unlike races, the available bloodlines ranged from Rare to Mythic grade, with even the cheapest costing more than most Common grade races.
Child of Fire (Rare)
One who’s been touched by flame
Effects:
Fire element abilities are easier to learn and slightly more powerful
Magic +2 per level
Cost: 1,728 Trial Points (0.0000000000012% of Total)
There were equivalent bloodlines for water, earth, and wind elements costing the same, but the ones for lightning, metal, light, and darkness cost double, and the ones for life, death, space, and time cost double again. The single element bloodlines at each grade, however, were the cheapest there were, and bloodlines with more specialized effects generally cost more.
The most expensive bloodline of all, for example, had two simple yet powerful effects.
God of War (Mythic)
Aspect of slaughter personified
Effects:
Increase the effectiveness of all stats by 100% when in combat
Increase the effectiveness of all stats by a further 6.25% for 15 minutes after every kill, up to +200%
Cost: 15,407,021,574,586,368 Trial Points (10.8% of Total)
With just 32 kills, the holder of this Mythic bloodline could match the performance of Aalam’s Fabled grade uniqueness when in his own Territory. Granted, uniquenesses were generally far more powerful than bloodlines of equivalent grade, but still, Prince was overpowered.
Aalam then looked at the techniques and the list was far shorter. The legacy Mila had received from the Weaponsmaster was better than most for forming a strong foundation at G rank. What these techniques had that her legacy didn’t, however, is that they would be specially modified to the race and bloodline chosen.
According to Nana Xara, the techniques were a trap by the designers of the monster tutorial. The amount of energy the System would put in to the creation of new bodies was proportional to the number of pathways required by the techniques chosen, so the correct thing to do was to buy all of them even if you wouldn’t use any.
For both her and Aalam together, the total cost of buying all the cultivation techniques would only be a bit over 10 billion—and this was without using the tokens they’d received during the final challenge, removing the cost of the most expensive three altogether—so, without even looking at any of the techniques, Aalam just bought all of the cultivation techniques available for them both.
Boons were next and all the boons they’d seen during the last two challenges were there, though the one for adding a uniqueness, which was worth the same amount as the Chaos Dragon Hatchling race, was grayed out. Instead there was a notification saying they couldn’t safely receive the same boon for another two years.
There was also another boon they’d never seen before, the ability to add a new Mana Well, and Aalam quickly bought her nine Medium sized Mana Wells, which would bring her count up to twelve Medium-sized and one Large when the process started after all his choices were made.
The first new Mana Well cost nearly nine trillion Trial Points and every one after that cost double, the entire nine costing around four and a half quadrillion, about three percent of their total points.
Aalam then paid another nine trillion Trial Points to increase the size of her mental forge from Large to Huge, and another nine trillion to increase the size of his own Core Container from Large to Huge. Then, finally, he increased the size of his twelve Small Mana Wells to Medium, for nearly three million Trial Points each, and increased the size of his one Medium Mana Well to Large for a bit more than five billion.
The end result? After they were reborn as monsters, they would have the exact same soulstructures, one Huge Core Container, twelve Medium and one Large Mana Wells, and one Huge Mental Forge, albeit in Aalam’s case he would have two more Mental Forges from his Multi-Mind skill as well.
She didn’t know why he was doing this, but she suspected it was to unlock something for her, and she didn’t know whether to be thankful or fearful.
Aalam then switched to the Other tab and Mila didn’t see any new notifications for a while, so she sent a question over their bond. “Aalam, what’s happening?”
“I’m negotiating with the System.” Aalam sounded quite happy, so it seemed to be going well. “Adding and increasing the size of soulstructures is not a very clean process, leaving issues that would take quite a lot of treasures to alleviate later, so I was trying to figure out how many Trial Points would be required to fix all those problems during the process instead of us having to deal with it later, and the cost seems quite reasonable.
“And now I’m trying to see if I can get a bloodline that wasn’t on the list. From Nana Xara’s information, it should be possible.” There was a short pause. “And apparently, because I had three unique achievements during the tutorial, it is.”
A new System message then popped up in front of Mila, showing the bloodline Aalam had chosen for himself.
Genetic Thief (Mythic)
Some steal legacies, you steal inheritance in its purest form
Effects:
Once per rank, you may steal the genetic power, from both race and bloodline, of a being that has died, but whose soul is yet to pass on, and use that power to enhance your next racial advancement
Cost: 61,628,086,298,345,472 Trial Points (43.1% of Total)
He then went back to the bloodline list and chose a bloodline for her as well.
Prime Servitor (Mythic)
You are your master’s agent, in body as well as soul
Effects:
After entering into a master servant bond with a master of the same race and rank as you, if that master ever changes his or her race when advancing, you may change to the same race when advancing as well, even if you don’t meet the requirements
Cost: 3,851,755,393,646,592 Trial Points (2.7% of Total)
And there it was, the thing Mila wouldn’t like, or at least that’s what she hoped. Given Aalam’s bloodline, his advancements would be nearly impossible to match and this bloodline would allow her to gain the same benefits, effectively tying her growth in power even more to Aalam’s continued existence.
But then he chose what their race would be.
Incubus/Succubus (G-Uncommon)
The weakest variety of an incarnation of Lust, but an incarnation of Lust nonetheless, one that eats souls.
Racial Abilities: 2
No limits, but a higher chance for charm and disguise related abilities
Max stats:
Strength: 144
Agility: 144
Endurance: 162
Toughness: 144
Vitality: 162
Perception: 180
Magic: 192
Spirit: 216
Soul: 252
Aura: 192
Attunement: 192
Luck: 180
Stat Growth Per Level:
Not applicable for G rank
Advancement Criteria:
Eat an F rank or higher soul of a sentient creature consumed by lust at the time of death.
Cost: 10,368 Trial Points (0.0000000000073% of Total)
While Aalam began to negotiate with the System for the use of the rest of their points, Mila started thinking of the best ways to kill him, the slower and more painful the better.




Chapter 32: The Knight and the Princeling

Isaiah - One Year Ago
Isaiah Gale stabbed his spear into the air for the 1,728th time. Then he returned to a neutral position, standing straight and leaning the spear up against his left shoulder.
He was in one of the training halls of his clan, but it wasn’t one of the nice ones. There were no automated training robots, no holographic projectors for showing lessons from the clan’s ancestors, no dao enhancement field allowing for easier comprehension of Laws. Instead, there was just a large empty room, a couple straw practice dummies anyone stronger than G rank would destroy in an instant, and Isaiah with the spear his teacher had bought with his entire life’s savings.
Tall, with salmon-colored hair and fuchsia eyes, his skin was a shade lighter than anyone else in the clan and he was built like a bear. As usual since his teacher had passed away, he was alone in the room, and, as usual, 1,728 thrusts was nowhere close to the end of his exercise routine.
He was about to start his movement exercises, but, unlike almost every other day, he was interrupted by someone entering the room.
“Pink Ursa, the clan master wants to see you.”
Ava was the clan master’s daughter. With long greenish blond hair, yellow eyes, and medium dark skin, she was a better-looking version of the typical clan member and, as usual, the nineteen-year-old girl was dressed in an elaborate dress, this time colored red and black.
Even though he was a decade her senior, she didn’t wait for a response, and, when she turned to leave, he wordlessly followed.
They then traveled without speaking for fifteen minutes, entered the clan master’s palace, and made their way into the throne room.
“Now that everyone is here, I’ll begin.” The clan master sat on his intricately carved lifewood throne and looked down at the four of them, Isaiah and Ava joined by Ava’s twin brother Aleron and the second daughter of the clan master’s younger sister.
Also present at the clan master’s side was his eldest son, Raven, already an E rank master at the young age of forty-three, and two of his advisors.
The room was showy, with expensive tapestries on the walls and quite a bit of precious metals built into the ceiling to create an astrological design, but Isaiah noticed a few of the tapestries had been changed since he’d been in the room last and, though as a G rank his senses weren’t very good, the Law intent emanating from the new tapestries seemed weaker than the old ones.
“The natives of Hira, the new world we were promised by the king, have brought about their own doom, starting the process of an apocalypse style integration that will begin in a year. So, instead of those of us from the older generation helping to guide them, you of the younger generation will conquer their world.
“The four of you are the strongest G ranks in the clan, so you will be the leaders of our force, with Aleron as general. But you won’t just be up against the natives. Eleven other forces will be competing for the world as well. So, we’ll have to make you stronger.” The clan lord waved his hand and four skill orbs appeared out of thin air, one flying to each of them.
Power Attack (G-Epic) Martial, Offensive, Weapon
Hit hard, hit fast
Effects: Learn the skill Power Attack (G-Epic)
Requirements: Free skill slot, able to learn martial offensive weapon skills, Strength and Agility effectiveness both higher than 106.25%
Isaiah caught the skill orb and couldn’t help his excitement. This was the first skill orb he’d ever been given, and it was even Epic grade. As far as he was aware, in the entire clan, only Raven had ever learned an Epic grade skill as a G rank. But then he saw Raven raise a hand from next to the clan master, indicating for him to wait, so, instead of immediately learning the skill, he put the skill orb in his pocket.
“The four of you will have unlimited access to my personal training room for the next year, as well as training from the elders of the clan, so do us proud and improve to the point you’ll be unstoppable at F rank.
“Dismissed.”
Ava and Aleron walked up to talk with their father more, while their cousin went to talk to one of his advisors, her grandfather. Only Isaiah, who had a much, much lower standing in the clan, took the clan master’s words as an order and started to leave the room.
“Brother, wait,” Raven called out and both Aleron and Isaiah stopped and turned to look at him.
Aleron and his sister then turned to look at Isaiah, a hint of irritation in their eyes, but Isaiah didn’t move. The clan prince had given him an order that did not fully contradict the order of the clan master, so he did as told and waited.
“Walk with me for a bit.” Raven took a step and appeared next to Isaiah. Then he began walking out of the room, ignoring the slightly annoyed look in his father’s eyes as well as the less controlled expressions of his younger half-siblings, and Isaiah followed.
Raven was a bit taller than most of the clan members, though still quite a bit shorter than Isaiah, and he had a few black streaks in his greenish blond hair that made him stand out even more.
“This is your chance, little brother. My father won’t say it, but there is more to this new world than most know, and the clan cannot afford to have another force take it over.”
He reached into a bag of holding on his belt and brought out three skill orbs, handing them to Isaiah.
Quick Steps (G-Uncommon) Martial, Movement
Run, run, run
Effects: Learn the skill Quick Steps (G-Uncommon)
Requirements: Free skill slot, able to learn martial movement skills
Wind Walk (G-Rare) Magic, Movement, Wind
Float like a leaf on the wind
Effects: Learn the skill Wind Walk (G-Rare)
Requirements: Free skill slot, able to learn wind magic movement skills
Bolt Steps (G-Rare) Magic, Movement, Lightning
Move like lightning
Effects: Learn the skill Bolt Steps (G-Rare)
Requirements: Free skill slot, able to learn lightning magic movement skills
Raven then took an orb of misty energy out of his bag of holding and thrust it into Isaiah’s chest. “That’s a rare grade orb of skill combination. Learn those three skills, master them, and then merge them into a better movement skill. Only then should you learn the skill my father gave you.”
Raven then reached into his bag of holding again, bringing out a book radiating a small amount of Law intent, and handed it to Isaiah. “Finally, knowing what you are good at, I got this for you as well. It’s not as useful as a skill orb, but, after you merge those skills, you should be able to form the skill described in here on your own with a little work.”
Raven reached up and patted Isaiah, who was now completely teary eyed, on the back. “Let’s show them the most talented members of the clan are Mom’s children, not my father’s.”
***
Morin Daal - Current Time
Prince Morin Daal started laughing. His eldest brother had invaded a newly integrated E rank world when he was G rank, transforming the entire planet into a haven for the undead, but he’d run into problems with his Soul stat not being high enough and had been stuck at D rank for nearly a century. His second eldest brother had also invaded a newly integrated E rank world, but he’d been forced to run by another of the invasion forces. And his third eldest brother had fully conquered an F rank world, but hadn’t received much benefit, still E rank over 30 years later.
He had much better luck. The world he was invading, Hira, was an F++ rank world, an F rank world with two natural wonders.
And he’d just found one of them.
A member of the nightwalker race, one of the six races of undead with the ability to naturally reproduce, Morin Daal looked like a human but with all the color taken away and then black and white inverted. He had nearly black gray skin, black eyes with white pupils, and shoulder length dark gray hair.
As with most nightwalkers, the path he planned on following was one heavily dependent on the Soul stat, and not being able to increase that stat enough was one of the major sources of cultivation bottlenecks.
For him, however, with the soul cave his subordinates had found, that was no longer going to be an issue. With the right arrays set up, he could just sit in there and his Soul stat would automatically grow to its max possible value over about a year.
To that end, he spent the high cost and sent a subordinate still at G rank back home through the teleportation platform and the response was almost immediate. The subordinate came back with the requisite arrays and some extra arrays to help hide the location from other invaders as well.
His father even sent him a letter of commendation along with a young mutant Soul Collector, asking him to allow the one-meter abyssal squid-like beast to cultivate in the cave with him as well, with promises of high rewards from the clan’s stores when he returned as long as the beast grew well.
Whoever said the System favored those with high Luck when granting starting locations during apocalypse style integrations had been wrong. Morin Daal’s Luck stat was only 6, yet he’d received the best possible starting location for himself.




Chapter 33: Succubus

Mila
When Mila regained consciousness after having her soul modified and a new body created, she wanted two main things. First, she wanted to strangle Aalam. She’d calmed down a bit from her initial murderous rage, so she no longer wanted to kill him. But she’d thought she’d be some kind of monster that still ate food, not souls, and especially not souls filled with lust, so she was very, very interested in him feeling pain.
Second, she wanted to know what she looked like.
And this second want was easily achieved. Her new body had spawned right next to a lake in what looked to be a tropical jungle, so all she had to do was look down into the water to discover that her appearance was almost exactly the same as back when she’d been human. Granted, her chest was about a half size bigger, her waist maybe half a centimeter smaller, and the few small scars on her body were all gone, but her face was pretty much exactly the same and nothing else about her had changed. For having been reborn as a monster, the differences were quite minor.
She was also almost completely naked other than the Twin Dragons on her ears, both dragons still the grayish-green color they’d been in the tutorial, but that didn’t bother her. The changes to her artifact after it was fully created in the real world, however, did.
Twin Dragons of Life and Death (G-Legendary) [Growth]
A legacy artifact formed by a Reaper’s Token from the flesh of an Invincible Slime, Formless Silver, and the emotions of the Heavenly Spark Soul King’s chamberlain. Due to the chamberlain’s desires, the Twin Dragons can only be used by the Heavenly Spark Soul King or one of his servants and has multiple effects, including the ability to absorb the legacy information of other legacy artifacts, the ability to transform into multiple forms, and the ability to store unused nascent energy. It was later enhanced by a Healer’s Token and gained the further ability to act as a Seal of Contract for both the Heavenly Spark Soul King and his chamberlain.
Current Legacies: The path of Illusions from a random D rank, the path of Shadows from a random D rank, the path of Passion from a random D rank, the path of Tranquility from a random D rank, the path of The Reaper from the Origin of Death, the path of The Healer from the Origin of Life, and the art of crafting from an apprentice psychic
Possible forms: Twin Dragon earrings (weight greatly reduced), Twin Pistols, Longsword, Spear, Shield, Reaper’s Gown, Healer’s Raiment, Lord’s Seal, Seal of the Chamberlain
Effects: Legacy Eater, Transformation, Nascent Energy Storage, Conductivity, Contract Seal
Requirements: The Heavenly Spark Soul King or one of his servants
The first change was the System now referring to Aalam as the Heavenly Spark Soul King, seemingly his title as a monster, which was way too cool sounding for him. Second, along with Aalam’s crafting legacy, there were three new legacies as well, one for each of her Laws the artifact hadn’t had guidance for, the paths of The Healer and The Reaper already covering the Laws of Bonds and Severing.
Mila felt her anger almost start to fade, but then she quickly activated her Law Egg of Rage to bring the anger back. Even if so far her body seemed almost perfect, far better than she’d expected from the term ‘monster’, she wasn’t going to let Aalam get away with turning her into an incarnation of lust.
Taking a deep breath, Mila activated the Twin Dragons to transform into its Healer’s Raiment form, giving herself actual clothes, but she didn’t like the result. The transformation consisted of a somewhat puffy blouse, a long and somewhat restrictive dress, and a hat that called to mind nurses from the 1800s, all in shades of greenish gray. The outfit seemed designed for desexualization, which could be handy, but it was a terrible thing to wear while trekking through the jungle.
She then tried the Reaper’s Gown and it was much better. Granted, it was a gown, obviously designed for sexualization, and it consisted of a single grayish-green sleeveless dress with a plunging neckline, but it was easy to move in and, when she had no other options, that was what was important.
She then felt for her bond with Aalam and, instead of yelling at him over it, she used it and her Law Egg of Bonds to figure out where he was, following it a quarter of the way around the lake to find him sitting cross-legged on a rock a couple meters into the water.
He looked different. First, he’d grown more than twenty centimeters to be 194 centimeters tall. His usually messy hair was still shoulder-length, but it now made him look more like a romance novel male lead and less like he just never showered, its color a dark shade of blue instead of dark brown. And his previously brown eyes were now a bright shade of amber, almost orange.
His skin, which he’d never really taken care of, was flawless. His face had morphed to become more traditionally handsome, his jaw especially more defined. And, with the washboard abs and defined musculature of a Hollywood action star, he was basically the definition of handsome.
“Care to explain yourself, Aalam?” Mila almost growled out the words.
“Explain what?” Aalam jumped to his feet and lightly hopped the couple meters to the shore.
“Why didn’t you tell me you would be turning me into a succubus?”
“Oh that.” Aalam looked her up and down, his eyes staying a bit longer on her chest. But that wasn’t abnormal. She knew he liked her in the style of dress Reaper’s Gown had copied. Just like with the dragon-shaped earrings, that’s why the artifact had taken the form in the first place.
What was abnormal, however, was the lack of appreciation in his eyes. He was looking at her in the same way he’d look at a new piece of equipment for his lab. There was an excitement, an interest in why she’d changed in the way she had, but there was no aesthetic admiration.
Aalam had never cared about appearance much, more attracted to an intellectual connection than a physical one, but he was still a warm blooded male. The last time she’d worn a dress like the one she had on now, when they’d been invited to a black tie event, he hadn’t been able to stop staring at her all night. Now, though, he wasn’t seeing her as a sexual prospect at all, his focus on her chest only because it was the part of her that had changed the most.
And it hurt—far more than she’d thought it would.
“Nana Xara told me not to.” Seemingly completely oblivious to her emotions, Aalam continued answering the question. “She said it’s the race you’d want if given the choice, but would never admit to, so I should choose it for you, asking for forgiveness instead of permission.”
“So you made me a so called ‘incarnation of lust’ because an old woman told you it’s what I’d want?” The hurt Mila was feeling translated into her words as anger, but Aalam either didn’t register it or, more likely, just didn’t care.
“No.” Aalam shook his head. “I made you a succubus because I needed to be an incubus but couldn’t be in charge of gathering my own souls. It was the best way to get around the build’s feeding problem.”
Mila just glared at him for several seconds. She was obviously missing something again, and she didn’t like where her mind was taking her.
“So, let me get this straight.” Mila was actually growling out her words by this point. “Your optimum build required you to become an incubus who doesn’t rip out people’s souls during sex. And, to get around that limitation, you needed a strong magical bond with someone who could get those souls and then send them to you via the bond. Correct?”
“Almost.” Aalam nodded, completely ignoring the implications of her tone of voice. “Sex doesn’t have to be involved for getting the souls though, just strong feelings of lust.”
Mila felt her anger growing, but her training kicked in and she tried using her Law Egg of Calm to lessen her emotions. “So, when we met in that first challenge and you agreed to partner with me, this was the reason?”
“Of course.” Aalam nodded his head. “I wasn’t sure you’d be able to get the Exemplary Servitor skill, but Fairy Law would make the sending of souls at G rank possible if you did, so I wouldn’t have to make a specialized artifact.” Aalam raised his left hand, on which he wore his only article of clothing, an azure scaled fingerless glove, and he smiled while looking at it. “That freed me up to make this.”
Aalam looked back up at her, a smile still on his face. “Also, you had the right skillset, what with your previous job and all.”
At that moment, Mila’s training broke.
Congratulations!
Your Law Egg of Rage has advanced to high grade.
Your soul is affected by your understanding of Laws.
Spirit +16, Soul +8
“Aaaaaaaaaah!!!” Mila couldn’t help herself, screaming out at the top of her lungs. Then, having to fight the urge to punch Aalam in his now perfect face, she turned around and started walking away.
“When you’ve cooled off a bit, could you find a settlement? We’re probably going to start getting hungry in a few days.” Aalam spoke over their bond without any irritation showing, meaning it almost certainly didn’t exist, and Mila looked back to see him moving to sit on his rock again. “Meanwhile, I’ll focus on improving my Laws. That way we’ll be able to get more free stats before my advancement to F rank makes Nascent Energy Converter irrelevant for a while.”
“And what makes you think I won’t just go my own way?” Mila growled over the bond.
“Nana Xara’s predictions haven’t been wrong yet and she has a lot more experience with this type of thing than I do.”
Mila stopped walking for a few seconds, then continued, muttering under her breath, “I’m going to find a way to murder that woman.”
“Oh? Why?” Mila heard Nana Xara’s voice in her head, sounding cheerful, and then she started running.
She ran several kilometers away, effortlessly ignoring the obstacles present in the tropical forest. Then, aware she couldn’t get rid of the old woman but far enough away Aalam wouldn’t be able to hear her, she found a rock, sat on it, and allowed her tears to start falling, not really knowing what exactly to feel.




Chapter 34: The Way Things Are

Mila
“Okay, as your teacher, I feel I should explain a few things.” Nana Xara let her cry for a few minutes, but then the old woman spoke again, directly into her mind, causing Mila’s sadness to again change to rage, angry at the woman’s complete and utter invasion of her privacy.
“First, I’m speaking to you now through our bond as master and apprentice. I can do the same with Diana and the bond allows me to sense everything you do. From now on, when you’re not crying, I will listen to you when you ask me not to watch. And, once you reach F rank and gain the capability, I’ll teach you how to block me from watching completely.
“Second, I’m sorry for not telling you about what Aalam had planned.” Nana Xara’s voice sounded serious and Mila only now registered how incongruous that was with how cheerful the old woman generally seemed. “I knew you might not accept it, but, given your goals, both stated and otherwise, this seemed like the best option.”
“And how is me being forced to gather lust charged souls for the rest of my life a good option?” Even over telepathy, Mila’s voice still sounded like growling.
“First, stop being hyperbolic.” Mila could almost imagine the old woman giving her a stern look, one without a smile trying to come out from underneath. “Lust charged souls are not hard to make, especially once you get a charm skill at F rank and can affect dead souls directly. They also don’t have to be sentient, except for during advancements. Find a pair of the local equivalent of rabbits mating, kill them before they understand what is going on, and you’ll have enough food for both you and Aalam for over a week.
“The requirement for Aalam not getting his own souls will also only be until D rank, at which point neither of you will need souls for food anyway.
“Second, the term soul is too loaded in your world. It’s the magic equivalent of a body and it’s not required for reincarnation. In fact, eating souls makes reincarnation happen faster, so you’re actually doing the person a favor.
“Third, and most important, I never said this was a good option, Mila, just that it was better than the alternatives.”
Nana Xara projected an image of herself over the link and it looked like she was standing in front of Mila in the forest, a stern expression on her face.
“I keep stressing how your boyfriend isn’t sane, and I think you get the magical aspects of that, but I don’t think you’ve grasped just how incongruous some of his actions have been.
“Why, when his legs were crushed by that Rollie-Pollie in the second challenge, was his instinctive action not to panic but to act like the lead from an action movie? He’s not like you. He didn’t receive training since he was four. And I’ve seen his sister’s reactions. The first time she got hurt she nearly fell apart.
“Why, in the first challenge, did he have so much disregard for the lives of his fellow humans? Back on Earth, he dedicated his life to helping people. He was the type of person to immediately stop and help if someone dropped their bag of groceries. And he couldn’t understand why someone would try to profit off the life saving medicines he created because, in his worldview, that just didn’t make sense.
“Finally, why did he partner up with you? Despite some of his actions on paper, he quite obviously doesn’t have romantic feelings for you anymore, and, at the beginning, I do very much think he wanted you dead.”
Nana Xara’s projection sat on the forest floor and looked up at Mila on her rock. “I think he still believes he’s dreaming. And he doesn’t want to wake up.
“He already killed himself once when his uniqueness hadn’t fully activated, and, when he realizes he’s not dreaming, I’m afraid he might do so again.”
Nana Xara paused for a second. “His backup options if you don’t help at this point, I’m almost positive, involve crossing a line he won’t be able to come back from. His powerset doesn’t allow for anything else. And, in that case, when he finally does realize he’s not dreaming, he will most likely end his own life.”
Mila’s emotions changed multiple times over the next several seconds. From sadness, to anger toward Nana Xara, to anger toward Aalam, then to anger toward herself. Instead of handling those emotions maturely, however, she lashed out. “So you’re holding his life and death over my head?”
The expression of Nana Xara’s projection changed from a sad concerned look to one of anger as she stood up again. “You do not get to play that card with me, little girl. I took you and Diana as apprentices, and you both care about that boy more than your own wellbeing, so I’m doing my best to keep him alive. But I’m dead, and what I can do is limited.
“You can get angry with me for not telling you things. I deserve that. But you do not get to turn your sadness and anger about the boy you like not liking you back toward me.
“An apprentice of mine does not get to act like such a hypocrite.”
“A hypocrite.” Mila almost started laughing. “Like a disembodied soul telling me eating souls is no big deal?”
“No.” Nana Xara’s projection continued to glare at her. “Like a girl getting upset the boy she likes doesn’t like her back and has been nice to her only to fulfill a business contract, when she did the exact same thing to him first, only with actual malicious intent, creating his lack of desire in the first place.
“Those same emotions you’re feeling right now. He felt them after you ran away. And his emotions were justified. Yours are not.”
Nana Xara’s projection took a few steps back and they both paused for a few seconds.
“I’m sorry.” Nana Xara’s projection took a deep breath. “That last part was a bit too far. Your emotions are justified. Also, you have a good point about souls. I haven’t been explaining well.
“I was an A rank when my body died and specialized in the Soul stat, yet even I wouldn’t have been able to keep the fires of my Mental Forge from going out without the System’s help. I always say I died, but I’m technically alive. I’m a living soul, like the soul in a lich’s phylactery or an alchemist trapped in a suit of armor, but I’m housed in a small mental world created by the System instead of a physical object.
“The souls you would be eating would have their Mental Forges extinguished. On a fundamental level, they are completely different, truly dead.”
Mila stayed quiet for a few minutes, getting her emotions under control, and Nana Xara let her. Then Mila said, “I’m sorry as well. You’re right in that most of my anger was redirected. Though I’m still mad at you about lying.”
“As you should be.” Nana Xara’s projection smiled at her, but her tone of voice stayed serious. “I took away your choice and control over your own destiny, and, while I did so for your own future power as a master should, afraid your emotions might get in the way and cause you to do something you might regret, I manipulated you nonetheless.”
Mila thought it over for a bit. Nana Xara was quite obviously not a good person, and it was likely she was holding back other information, but, while she was Mila’s extremely distant ancestor, she wasn’t Mila’s grandmother. She was her teacher.
Nana Xara had no responsibility to make her happy, only to lead her to become more powerful, and she was doing that well.
Mila thought about what race she would have chosen for herself, going over the list of monsters Aalam had looked at, and she realized there had only been a half dozen types that could pass for human, all of which had disturbing feeding habits, from having to drink blood to needing to eat the livers of the living. After actually thinking about it, Succubus was the least disturbing, and it fit her build the best as well.
“Is there some advantage to human form?”
“In general, yes.” Nana Xara smiled proudly at her. “You can walk around cities, trade, form business alliances, et cetera. Your skills also stay the same as if you were a cultivator race rather than a monster, allowing you to more easily control cultivator servants. And, most important, even while being a monster, your talent for cultivation will be no less than that of a cultivator with a race of the same grade.
“The main difference between cultivators and monsters is that monsters can take the free unattached primal energy of the universe and use it to gain power, leveling up naturally over time, while cultivators need to get that type of energy in a different form for their own advancement, either through killing, specialized processed materials, or natural treasures. At the same time, however, cultivators have a huge advantage when it comes to controlling energy and advancing in Laws, at least on average, allowing them to surpass their natural limits much more easily than monsters, so, at higher ranks, cultivators are much more common.
“The succubus/incubus line of monsters is famous for straddling the line between cultivators and monsters, gaining levels from ambient primal energy much slower than most monsters—and not forming a monster core—but having a talent for energy control and an affinity with Laws roughly the same as cultivator races of equivalent grade. So, for someone aiming to reach the very peak of power, it is a very good choice.
“There is another benefit to human form, however, that only someone like you can make use of.
“The System tends to treat cultivator races as those to be nurtured and monsters as those to be hunted for parts, giving far more benefits to the former. You, with your first uniqueness combined with the class line you’re going for, would normally be able to trick the System into thinking you were a human once you reach D rank, but, with your second uniqueness and your Law Eggs of Bonds and Severing, you should be able to do so at F rank instead, and in a way that won’t lead to gods wanting to kill you.
“Given how talented you are, and that you’ll also then be able to trick the System into treating Aalam as your familiar, the benefits you’ll be able to receive are immense.”
Mila took a deep breath and activated her Law Egg of Calm to help ameliorate the effects of her emotions further. Had she received that explanation beforehand, there is no way she would have chosen another race unless she’d also known about what Aalam was planning, but that was kind of the point.
Emotions were bad for operational efficiency and they could make things unpredictable.
“Okay.” Mila closed her eyes, took another deep breath, and then opened them again. “Two questions before I start looking for a settlement and some mating rodents. First, what is Aalam going for in his build that requires him to not get his own food?”
“My final sage class, the Fabled grade Virtuous Sage, which I gained when I reached A rank, only he’s going for it at D rank. It requires one to have never once given in to the sin they’re most inclined toward, and, having a new life as an Incubus, he is now most inclined to the sin of lust.
“It’s a quite powerful class, improving the soul of the cultivator to the point they can safely gain another class, and, unlike me at the time, he knows how to advance it properly without getting stuck.”
Mila looked at Nana Xara incredulously. “As an A rank, you’d managed to never commit one of the seven sins? I’m changing what I said. I have so many more questions.
“What sin are humans inclined toward?”
The projection of Nana Xara’s smile grew wider. “On average, greed, but that wasn’t what I was personally inclined toward. As a genius and eventual A rank talent, my inclination was toward pride. Yet, at the young age of 137,263, I’d always been humble, so I was able to get one of the best sage line classes and eventually become a powerhouse.”
“How could you stay humble for over a hundred millennia? You’re such an arrogant ass.”
The projection of Nana Xara started laughing. “Do you think you’re talented, Mila?”
“No.” Mila shook her head, still trying to wrap her mind around Nana Xara being humble, despite over ten thousand decades of life.
“And you’re wrong about that.” Nana Xara smiled at her. “But you’re comparing yourself against someone who’s even more of a genius. I had three such people during my rise to power and I didn’t become an arrogant ass until all of them died.”
There were so many more questions Mila wanted to ask, but Nana Xara raised her hand, her expression losing its joviality. “Some other time, Mila. Those stories involve deaths of people I was close to, and I don’t want to talk about them right now.”
Mila had read Nana Xara’s biography while in the tutorial, but it had been short, with barely any details in general, and almost nothing about her early life beyond the fact she’d been part of an apocalypse style integration, so Mila didn’t actually have any good guesses as to who Nana Xara could be referring to, but she decided not to pry—mostly because the woman wasn’t going to tell her anything if she did.
“My original second question then. What is the origin of the System and its purpose?”
Nana Xara laughed. “Sorry, I’m not allowed to tell you. But, if you analyze how it operates, it’s not hard to guess.”




Chapter 35: Prince

Roland
Things were going Roland Raphaiya’s way. Hira’s tutorial hadn’t allowed any of the trial takers to kill each other, so, for the first time since his father’s assassination, he’d been able to walk around without hiding his identity.
The rebels had never had much support, what with how they used the blood of slaves, commoners, and nobles alike to power spells even before the rise of mana, leading to the apocalypse style integration in the first place. And the generals faction, despite having pretty much the entire military and most of the nobility as members before the tutorial, had started to show weakness as personal power began to matter more, especially given several of the faction’s main leaders hadn’t had the requisite talent to enter the tutorial in the first place, completely unable to cultivate.
Meanwhile, Roland had excelled. With a uniqueness that increased his effective Perception by 50%, his royal bloodline turning out to be magical, boosting the strength of martial skills, and the combat training from his childhood, along with the skills he’d gained being on the run for five years, allowing him to make use of his advantages, he was the only one to complete Torment level for all three challenges, and he’d gained the most tutorial points by the end, standing out from the crowd.
As a result, of the three factions on Hira, the Rebels, the Imperial Generals, and his Royal Faction, his was the most popular among the regular populace, and he was the most powerful cultivator.
Using his tutorial points, he’d bought some treasures that had helped him advance his race, increasing its grade to Uncommon, becoming something called a Human Skirmisher. Then, immediately upon leaving the tutorial, he’d chosen his class, becoming the first to do so and gaining a large stat boost as a result.
Raindrop Ranger (F-Rare)
When it storms, you hunt
Effects:
Increase the effectiveness of the Agility and Perception stats by 6.25%
Increase all physical stats by 6.25% in the rain
Skill slots:
6
May not learn skills of the following categories:
Psychic
Fire
Stat bonuses per level:
Strength: 12
Agility: 24
Endurance: 12
Toughness: 9
Vitality: 9
Perception: 18
Magic: 12
Spirit: 6
Soul: 6
Aura: 0
Attunement: 0
Luck: 0
Requirements:
Early grade Law Egg of Rain, at least one Rare grade or higher martial category skill, Agility and Perception greater than 24
In the Tutorial, he’d also found his younger sister, Uliana, who now had an Uncommon grade class similar to his just called Ranger, and they had formed a group with two other previously unaligned talents. There was Benido, an Uncommon grade Barrier Mage, for added protection and his brother Conido, an Uncommon grade Axe Warrior, as their frontline.
After the tutorial, the four of them had been teleported back to Hira in what used to be known before the integration as the Forest of the Ashen Mistress, on behalf of the dormant nearby volcano. And, for the last seven days, they’d been looking around for a good spot for Roland to use his reward for having the highest rank of all those in the tutorial with a noble category skill, a Legendary grade Token of Sanctuary.
They’d just found the area’s largest city, Eshna, which before the integration housed around 50,000, and Roland was seriously considering claiming the area. Then, however, they got lucky. Around the time they’d confirmed there were still over 30,000 people living in the city, they got a quest notification.
You have entered the area of a quest.
Hunt Down Hira’s Monster Lord (F-Legendary)
Accomplish the following:
1)      Either kill or permanently subjugate the monster lord Heavenly Spark Soul King

2)      Either kill or permanently subjugate the Heavenly Spark Soul King’s chamberlain, the Mistress of Oaths and Deception

You may share this quest with a party of up to 144, but a Party Leader must be selected.
Party Leader Rewards for Ending the Threat of the Heavenly Spark Soul King:
One choice of F rank skill orb up to Legendary grade
One choice of F rank artifact up to Legendary grade
Individual Rewards for Ending the Threat of the Heavenly Spark Soul King:
All stats +6
Party Leader Rewards for Ending the Threat of the Mistress of Oaths and Deception:
One choice of F rank skill orb up to Epic grade
One choice of F rank artifact up to Epic grade
Individual Rewards for Ending the Threat of the Mistress of Oaths and Deception:
All stats +3
Do you accept?
Yes/No
They of course all accepted, setting up Roland as the party leader. Then they looked around the city, careful in case there were rebels or members of the Imperial Generals faction around.
They quickly learned the city was under the command of a powerful cultivator, the hundred or so people who’d returned from the tutorial in the city all under her command, and they were then quickly noticed by the other cultivators and invited to meet her.
“Who is this woman?” Uliana asked the cultivator guiding them through the town hall. “Is she part of one of the factions?”
Most people, even the cultivators who had been in the tutorial, roughly 4% of the population, didn’t know Roland or Uliana’s faces, so, like usual, they were pretending to be a normal party rather than the lead party of the royal faction.
“No one knows.” The cultivator, a middle-aged man with graying hair, but fit from exercise, seemed rather excited. “But she’s powerful. When she first came four days ago, several cultivators challenged her, but she beat them unconscious with her bare fists. Then she healed them, not with a skill, but with pure qi control, like nothing I saw during the tutorial.
“After that she forced them to sign a contract, created by some skill of hers, and from then on they were basically her slaves.” The man smiled. “Three of the bunch were even former nobles, like you and the young master.”
The man was of commoner stock, skin not as dark as those usually found in the nobility, but darker than most slaves, and, like most commoners, his view of the nobility after the events of the last several years weren’t that favorable, though he was still polite.
“The rest of us were forced to sign contracts as well, but the terms weren’t as bad. We just have to help defend the normals if the settlement is attacked, with the temporary loss of 80% of our stats for 18 days if we don’t. And we can’t attack the leader or take any actions to knowingly hurt her without our souls crumbling.”
“That seems kind of harsh.” Conido, their Axe Warrior, unconsciously put his hand to the axe hanging from his belt.
“Maybe,” the cultivator conceded as they entered the hallway to the town mayor’s office. “But it seems reasonable to me. The lass is really pretty and I could see quite a few cultivators trying to attack her later if she didn’t put such protections in place.”
The cultivator opened the door for them and they headed in to find the leader of Eshna behind a large wooden desk, putting the final touches on some document.
Pretty was an understatement. The woman had dark eyes and hair, rare for someone with the skin tone of a slave, and, as she stood, Roland could see she had the type of figure he’d only ever seen on a few of the women who’d been forced to work in his father’s bedchamber.
She was wearing a simple blue dress, obviously an artifact of some kind, and on her ears were two grayish-green dragons, though they didn’t seem to be an artifact, Roland’s aura senses not reacting at all.
He was about to greet her, but then Uliana started yelling. “Roland, she’s a—”
His little sister got cut off by the beautiful woman exploding into action. She kicked the desk she was behind right at Conido and Benido before they could react, the desk hitting Conido, who had much higher physical stats, first and with quite a bit more force, but knocking both men into the wall. Then the woman disappeared.
It wasn’t like she teleported. For a brief second, Roland’s empowered senses just couldn’t find her. And, the next thing he knew, she was standing between him and Uliana. A grayish-green spear was in her right hand, the tip at Uliana’s throat, and in her left was the sword he’d been in the process of drawing, glowing with a blue light, its tip right at his jugular. But the weapons at their throats weren’t the scariest thing.
The woman had released her aura, and it filled the entire room, squashing down the auras of his party members with a level of power and control they couldn’t hope to match.
“Samial.” The woman smiled at the cultivator who’d brought them into the room, who looked almost as shocked as Roland felt. “Would you be a dear and close the door? The princess here has noticed something she shouldn’t have and I’m afraid you all will need to sign a further contract or I’ll sadly have to kill you.”
As the cultivator closed the door and took a few steps to the other side of the room, Roland belatedly noticed a few things. First, the woman’s earrings were gone, seemingly having transformed into the spear in her right hand, so it was definitely an artifact, but the fact his senses still couldn’t recognize it as one meant it was of a very high grade. Second, the sword she’d stolen from him was glowing blue, something it only did when a water element Law Egg was channeled into it, so, combined with whatever Law she’d used to escape his senses, she had at least two Law Eggs, placing her above anyone from the tutorial. Third, and most concerning, she’d figured out their identities, probably from Uliana saying his name.
“Who are you?” he asked, almost whispering.
“She’s a monster, Roland,” Uliana growled, glaring daggers at the woman. “I used Ranger’s Senses on her and there’s something off about her aura. She’s probably the Mistress of Oaths and Deception. And she’s only G rank. We can easily take her.”
The woman stood there and smiled, but the next second Roland saw what looked like her twin behind Uliana. Then, as he realized the Mistress of Oaths and Deception in front of him didn’t look quite as pretty, the Mistress behind Uliana, who was wearing the two dragon earrings again and no longer held his sword, grabbed his little sister’s arms and yanked. There was a muffled popping sound to Roland’s enhanced perception, and then the Mistress behind Uliana disappeared.
“Now, Prince Roland Raphaiya of Hira, what will you choose?” The Mistress of Oaths and Deception holding his own sword to his throat disappeared as well, and he could see what he assumed to be the woman’s true form again, sitting calmly on the chair that had been behind the desk, one leg over the other, calmly tossing his sword with her left hand and effortlessly catching it each time. “Will you attack me and die for your troubles or will we have a pleasant conversation?”
Roland looked at his sister, who had fallen to her knees and was screaming in pain, then at Conido and Benido, who were trying to stand up again after pushing the desk back away from them. From the looks of it, the woman in front of them, the monster, could have killed them all effortlessly, but she hadn’t.
Likely she wanted to enslave them like she had the others who’d challenged her, but it was possible she wanted something else, and it wouldn’t hurt him to at least listen.
“What do you want?”
“To grow powerful enough to get back to my home world.” The woman smiled at him and he felt a slight stirring in his pants, despite how utterly terrified he was. “I want to hunt down and murder those responsible for killing me.”
“Killing you?” Roland was confused, but he wasn’t so politically unskilled to not see she was deliberately leading the conversation. Still, the weirdness of it meant it was possible this terrifying woman wasn’t an enemy, but, given her title, he probably couldn’t trust anything she said.
“Yes.” The woman tossed the sword back to him and he caught it. “During an apocalypse style integration, everyone on the planet killed 27 standard days before the integration truly starts has their souls protected and taken to a separate tutorial, one where they are turned into monsters at the end and spawned on a different world than their own.
“This is what happened to me and the so called Heavenly Spark Soul King, so, as former humans, we don’t see much purpose in random slaughter.”
As the woman was further away from him than before, he completely missed when she replaced herself with a hologram. So, when she appeared again in front of his sister, her earrings now in the form of a sword pointed directly at Uliana’s throat, everything was over before he even realized what was happening.
“That said, you have accepted a quest to kill me and the man I protect, so, if I don’t have assurances of our safety, I won’t let any of you live.”
The Mistress of Oaths and Deception has sent you a contract request.
Terms:
1)      You may not reveal any secrets about the Mistress of Oaths and Deception or the Heavenly Spark Soul King to anyone for any reason

2)      You may not take any actions with the intention to harm the Mistress of Oaths and Deception or the Heavenly Spark Soul King

3)      You must accept a slave contract with the Heavenly Spark Soul King when offered

4)      You must convince the other non-monsters in the room to accept the contracts the Mistress of Oaths and Deception offers them

Punishment:
Death
Do you accept?
Yes/No
“Accept the contract within twelve breaths, or I will kill your sister.”
Roland struggled with himself for a few seconds. He didn’t want to give up his dreams of uniting Hira. He didn’t want to become someone’s slave. At the same time, however, he didn’t want to die, and he didn’t want Uliana to die either. But the woman, the monster, wasn’t giving him much of an option.
Reluctantly, he accepted.




Chapter 36: Hira

Mila
The planet Hira was a little smaller than Earth, with slightly weaker gravity, though Mila’s much higher stats made the difference pretty much negligible, and the planet’s rotation speed and orbit around its star were close to Earth’s, days about fifteen minutes longer and years shorter by about three days.
Mostly water, with one large continent, its weather patterns were similar to earth as well, the continent having rainforests near the equator, deserts further north and south, and then plains and forests for a large section before desert again, followed by tundra.
For about four hundred years before the integration started, the world was entirely ruled by one empire, but it was a declining one. There was a relatively large noble class making up about 1% of the world’s population, mostly of the race of the original island country off the continent’s east coast that had conquered the world. About sixty percent of the populace were slaves, of the type where freedom for even their children was impossible, and, as a result, there was a big military to keep them in check. Finally, there were commoners, better off than the slaves, but nowhere near as well-off as the nobles.
Their technology level was around that of the Roman Empire or China’s Han Dynasty, able to create impressive feats of engineering, but lacking things like dynamite and guns, and their lacking knowledge of medicine meant Aalam could probably wipe them all out with about half a night’s work and a year for his diseases to spread.
Their knowledge of magic, however, wasn’t nonexistent like Earth’s. From one of the cultivators who’d tried to challenge her, Mila’d learned of a cave in the northwest of the continent where there was what the cultivator now recognized as an inheritance from a dead power.
That dead power didn’t seem to have been a very good person, though, as the magic released was that of blood sorcery, using the souls of sacrificed victims to empower a cultivator or cast curses. A faction of rebels in the empire gained access to this magic and, with mana levels slowly rising before the full on integration, they’d cast a curse and killed the emperor five years before the integration fully started.
That emperor had been a hedonistic pig who did no one any good, so there was no mourning for his loss, but his death started authority in the empire shifting. A group of five generals in control of the military tried to place themselves in power, forcing Crown Prince Roland, who was only fourteen at the time, to flee. Then they engaged the princess, Uliana, a twelve-year-old girl, to one of the generals’ sons.
As the generals and rebels then proceeded to fight, the last five years hadn’t been good for the populace of the planet. The generals had moved their many men around the continent and not worried much about supply lines, taking from the local populace wherever they went, causing local famines all over the empire. Meanwhile, the rebels had sacrificed hundreds of thousands in their effort to fight back, empowering their men with transformation magic, effectively turning themselves into a different, half-monstrous race of humans.
When the tutorial finally happened, however, things changed. Those with the talent to become cultivators all vanished from the planet and were brought to a subspace somewhere where things proceeded in a very similar way as in Mila and Aalam’s tutorial, only with everyone using their actual bodies instead of soulforms.
Roland and his sister had met up again, the rules of the tutorial not allowing the generals’ faction to stop them, and the two of them, especially Roland, excelled. In the tutorial at least, Roland had shifted the minds of a great deal of the independent cultivators into thinking he, the rightful ruler according to the empire’s laws, would actually be good at the job. And, through the connections he made in that separate space, he’d set the foundation for a third major faction on the planet, one built around him.
As for why there were humans on the planet in the first place, no one she talked to knew, but Mila suspected the story was similar to that of Earth, a powerhouse or large organization seeding the planet in preparation for its future integration. The seeding just hadn’t included the best talents from B rank, A rank, and divine level organizations, leaving the overall talent level far below Earth’s.
“So,” Mila asked Roland after he helped convince everyone else in the room to agree to the same type of restrictive contract he had, only ones that didn’t involve them becoming magically bound slaves, “what are your goals?”
Roland watched her as she retook her seat, the Twin Dragons returning to earring form, as if he couldn’t understand the question, quite obviously not trusting her in the least. “I want to take over Hira and make life better for its people.”
From his aura, he was actually telling the truth, and Mila couldn’t help but smile. Such youth and naiveté. “Okay, we’ll help make that happen then.”
“What?”
Mila deliberately raised one of her eyebrows. “You weren’t listening, were you? The so called Heavenly Spark Soul King and I—” She paused. “Actually, let’s come up with better names. You can refer to me as Shadow and the so called Heavenly Spark Soul King as Guardian.
“Well,” she continued, “Guardian and I are after power so we can get back home and protect our loved ones. We were reborn as monsters, however, and we don’t get the same nice treatment by the System as you do.
“You might be able to get off world before your planet’s integration is done. All you need to do is conquer the entire planet, but we don’t have permission to do that ourselves. And, unlike you, we don’t gain any benefits from fighting off invasions.
“Why do you think I am going to set you up as Guardian’s slave when I just made restrictive contracts with every other cultivator I’ve met?”
Roland looked thoughtful for a few seconds and Mila confirmed she wasn’t dealing with an idiot, which was good. “The quest to kill you marked you as the Heav—Guardian’s—chamberlain, which means he has a lord line skill and you do not, and lord line skills only allow for a limited number of servants or slaves. So, one reason would be that you don’t see my colleagues as worth your limited number of spots, even though you’d be able to take any rewards they’d gain from quests. And this means you might not want my rewards either, and instead be after my authority over the planet if I manage to conquer it, including the off world teleportation platform that will appear.”
Mila nodded, which in Hiralian culture meant acceptance. “Mostly correct, but it sounds like you are missing something very important.” She activated her Law Egg of Hologram to make three other versions of herself appear around the room, one behind each of his companions. Then she used an application of aura from the Weaponsmaster’s legacy to project her voice from each of those holograms. “The benefits in this relationship are very much flowing in the opposite direction you think they are.”
Mila had the three holograms fade. “Were you able to see through which was my real body?”
From Roland’s expression, she could see the answer was no. “Well the leaders of each of your planet’s twelve invasion forces would have easily spotted I didn’t move from my chair, as would quite a few of their subordinates.
“What you are going through is called an apocalypse style integration for a reason, and it’s not just because you brought it on yourselves by nearly destroying your own planet. I did well in my own tutorial and got access to more information than you seem to have. For an F rank world like Hira, natives like you have only successfully protected their planet in less than 1% of cases.”
She stood up and walked closer to him. “Do you understand what that means?”
A look of horrified realization appeared on Roland’s face as he took several seconds to think. “We’ve been overestimating ourselves.” He seemed to calm down a bit as he put together more of the implications. “If things were to follow the normal pathway, the twelve invasion forces wouldn’t care much about us and instead fight among themselves to see who conquers us.
“But your goals are different than that of the invasion forces. You don’t have an organization behind you, so you don’t want to conquer us and strip us of our resources. Instead, you want us to be your organization.”
“Correct.” Mila transformed the Twin Dragons into its Lord’s Seal form, a stamp with the image of a twelve-pointed multicolor star surrounding what looked like an actual star, and pressed it to the prince’s forehead. “You also don’t understand the implications of a G rank monster having the terms King and Heavenly Spark in a System generated name. There’s a reason I entered into a servant contract with him when given the choice.”
“Aalam,” Mila sent over her bond with the bastard, “I’ve captured the technical ruler of the entire planet and forced him to accept a slave contract from you. I’ve got the Lord’s Seal up against him right now and have it activated so you can initiate the slave contract over our bond. In the short run, he should be able to claim the local Territory. And, in the long run, with our help, the entire planet.”
Mila felt the contract being sent over their bond and could feel it as Roland accepted.
“Is there anything you need from me,” Aalam asked.
“No. I’ll work on getting us more land and resources. You focus on improving yourself. I’d like to get to F rank as soon as possible.”
Aalam didn’t respond, but that was normal for him, so Mila wasn’t offended.
She transformed the Twin Dragons back into earrings form and then took a couple steps away from Roland. “This is the seat of power of the city, and you should have a Token of Sanctuary. Let’s start the process of claiming our first Territory.”
Roland reached into one of the pockets of his pants and took out what looked like a golden coin, around 5 cm in diameter. Then he activated it and it slowly faded from existence.
You have claimed the first Territory on Hira.
All stats +6
As Roland was now Aalam’s slave and Mila was Aalam’s chamberlain, she could see Roland’s System messages.
What would you like to name your Territory?
She could also highjack his choices, such as choosing the name of his Territory herself, but she didn’t see a need to do so, allowing him to make the selection as he would have without her interference.
You have selected the name New Raphaiya for your Territory.
Raphaiya was the surname of the royal family and also the name of the empire’s capital in the eastern part of the continent, so the name New Raphaiya didn’t make it obvious who the Territory’s leader was, but it gave a pretty big hint. It probably wouldn’t cause too many problems in the short term, however, and would be a decent name in the long term as well, so Mila didn’t have any problems with it.
New Raphaiya (50 km^2)
The Territory of Lord Roland Raphaiya, taking up a large chunk of the Forest of the Ashen Mistress.
Lord: Roland Raphaiya
Overlord: Heavenly Spark Soul King
Benefits to humanoid population:
Qi, Mana, and Psyforce regeneration +6.25%
Qi, Mana, and Psyforce regeneration +6.25% further when in the rain
Affinity for all Laws +6.25%
It didn’t seem like they could hide Aalam being Roland’s overlord, and that last benefit about affinity for all Laws Mila knew to be extremely, extremely rare in the universe, making it something the invasion forces would notice, so Mila would have to make sure none of them got the chance to report off world.




Chapter 37: Runes

Aalam
Aalam was a bit disappointed by his second uniqueness. On paper it was awesome, +200% to all stats in a way that didn’t interfere with Id or boosts in effectiveness from abilities or classes. But it required him to be within his own Territory and, more important, it required his Territory to be large enough to empower that +200% boost.
At the moment, however, with the new Territory the Hiralian prince had claimed, he was only getting +36 to most of his stats, +24 to Aura and Attunement, and +12 to Luck. Before Mila managed to get him that Territory, she’d been benefiting from his uniqueness more than he had, its boost to noble category skills like his Lord skill strengthening their bond to the point she gained a 3.125% boost to all her Law affinities.
Still, a +24 boost to Attunement followed by a further 12.5% boost from his Heavenly Spark Pure Soul racial ability was rather good, his effective Attunement at the moment 243, and, since they’d arrived on Hira, he’d already managed to raise seven of his Law Eggs to peak grade.
Congratulations!
Your Law Egg of Temporal Relativity has advanced to peak grade.
Your soul is affected by your understanding of Laws.
Perception +32, Spirit +8, Soul +8
Perception is already at maximum.
Nascent Energy Converter ability activated.
Free stats +32
Spirit is already at maximum.
Nascent Energy Converter ability activated.
Free stats +8
Soul is already at maximum.
Nascent Energy Converter ability activated.
Free stats +8
Just as his eighth Law Egg reached peak grade, Aalam noticed something interesting, an unnatural change to his Territory. It was over 7 kilometers away and, from what he knew, his connection with the Territory, especially given he was not the direct lord, shouldn’t have been strong enough at his rank for him to have those types of senses. So, it seemed Prince was more useful than he thought.
Feeling good, Aalam rose from his rock and decided to go investigate, jumping to the shore and then starting to run. The superhuman movement was fun, and he tried using his Law Eggs of Inertia and Kinetic Energy to speed himself up, but he wasn’t very good at it. So, for the first six or so kilometers, he was actually slower than if he just ran normally.
He was starting to get the hang of it at the end, but then he stopped as he reached the location of the anomaly.
There was a small hamlet in the middle of the forest, some type of fruit farm, and all the citizens who’d been living there were dead. From the looks of it, they’d somehow managed to survive the monsters that had started showing up during the integration, animals transformed by the rising mana levels, but then they’d been killed anyway.
The woman who’d killed them had piled up their bodies in a heap between the hamlet’s three main buildings and was drawing runic symbols around the pile. These symbols had an odd aura of death and life Laws, both somehow twisted, and they were the cause of the unnatural feeling he’d felt from the area.
The young woman looked human, but with all color removed and then dark and light reversed, but the oddest thing to Aalam was her white pupils. Aalam couldn’t understand the point. Pupils were black because they allowed light in. That was their function. So how could the woman see?
As soon as he arrived, however, even without normal eyes, she still somehow noticed him. Then she instantly attacked, so Aalam decided to figure out how her senses worked later, pushing his left palm forward and, for the first time, using his new prized possession as an implement of death.
Left Hand of the Runescribe (G-Legendary) [Growth]
A fingerless glove for the left hand of a humanoid made from processed Mutant Juvenile Vitalized Rollie-Pollie scales, this artifact contains a minor pocket dimension and a telekinetic connection to twelve flying needles within. Each flying needle is made from the processed scales of a Vitalized Rollie-Pollie Queen, effectively indestructible below C rank, and is designed to channel the power of one of the twelve elements. Through the use of an Orb of Devouring during its construction, the Left Hand of the Runescribe can devour other materials to improve itself and, through the use of a Token of Soulbinding, it gains more power through the Law advancements of its creator.
Effects: Minor Pocket Dimension, Telekinetic Connection, Conductivity, Qi Channeling, Mana Channeling, Psyforce Channeling, Runescriber Enhancement
Requirements: The Heavenly Spark Soul King or one of his servants
The fingerless azure glove on his left hand shone silver for a split second and two golden needles flew out.
Each was about a meter long, with one end pointy and sharp. Around two thirds to the other end, the golden material they were made from split and wrapped around a visible 10 cm diameter orb before coming together and straightening again. But the most impressive bits were inside, thread taken from the Shield of Twelve Elements there to guide the specific element the needle was designed for and intricate scripts to help enhance the needle’s conductivity and channeling of elemental energy.
Of the two needles that flew out, one had a brown orb and the other a yellow one, representing the elements of earth and wind respectively, and each were controlled by one of Aalam’s separate minds.
Sadly, however, he wasn’t very good with them yet. They both attacked the woman together at the same time, yet she easily managed to dodge them and continue her attack, and she was wielding a sword emanating Laws of ice and death, so Aalam was pretty sure he’d die if he were stabbed.
His glove glowing silver again, he summoned another needle, this one with a red orb representing the element of fire, and grabbed its end with his right hand. Then he began to channel mana into it, enhanced by his peak grade Law Egg of Molecular Acceleration, and swiped it in front of himself multiple times, each swipe creating a line of fire as he stumbled backwards.
This bought enough time for the other two needles to catch up, and the woman had to start dodging them again. Though, sadly, as he didn’t actually have a telekinesis skill, he couldn’t move them anywhere close to the speed his powerful Spirit would normally allow.
Realizing he was going to lose if he didn’t change things up, he switched control of the earth element flying needle to the mind controlling the wind element one and summoned another needle to start flying around, this one with a gray orb. The earth and wind needles began to fly together, as if tethered to each other, making them even easier to dodge, but the death element flying needle did something completely different.
As Aalam bought time by running away, waving around fire, and distracting the woman with the paired flying needles, the death element flying needle flew up about five meters and started writing a rune into the air, the entire process taking about five seconds. Then, when the rune was completed, a wave of psyforce powered by his Law Egg of Entropy flew down at them, making use of Aalam’s full effective Spirit, and the woman’s motions paused as she was hit by the energy.
Barely affected by his own power, Aalam managed to take that moment to attack. The earth and wind element flying needles both hit the woman, empowered by his Law Eggs of Inertia and Kinetic Energy respectively, stabbing into her gut and sending her flying. Then Aalam threw the needle representing the fire element at her, setting her clothes on fire when it stabbed into the arm that wasn’t holding her sword.
He underestimated her, however, and she managed to send a burst of mana and qi out from her body, the three needles that had stabbed her all flying out as she bled gray blood. Then she started running away, heading outside his Territory, and he followed.
“Aalam, what are you doing?” Mila sent over their bond.
“Chasing an invader,” Aalam sent back, sending an image of the fleeing woman along with the words.
There was quiet for a second, Mila probably talking to Nana Xara, and then Mila yelled back, “Aalam, that’s a nightwalker. Undead nobility. Don’t chase her alone.”
Aalam didn’t bother to respond, however, as he was having too much fun. Invaders were F rank at most, and he was powerful, while that short fight had done more for his Law advancement than his past day of meditation.
Congratulations!
Your Law Egg of Kinetic Energy has advanced to peak grade.
Your soul is affected by your understanding of Laws.
Strength +16, Agility +16, Endurance +16
Strength is already at maximum.
Nascent Energy Converter ability activated.
Free stats +16
Agility is already at maximum.
Nascent Energy Converter ability activated.
Free stats +16
Endurance is already at maximum.
Nascent Energy Converter ability activated.
Free stats +16
In the next couple minutes of chasing, he managed to raise his Law Egg of Inertia to peak grade as well, and, after seeing the woman’s usage of her ice Law, he was really close with his Law Egg of Molecular Deceleration as well. All he’d then need was to raise his Law Egg of Multi-Dimensional Geometry, the Law he was actually best at, to peak grade and he’d have a peak grade Law Egg for each of the twelve elements.
Then, after advancing his race, he’d be able to look at his class options and know if he would have to train his other Laws up as well to unlock better classes.
He was a bit lost in his excitement, so he almost missed when the woman met up with a small horde of zombies, which all then attacked him as she continued to flee.
They were a lot slower than she was, however, and he sent two needles out from the Left Hand of the Runescribe again, one with a blue orb representing the water element and the other with a silver orb representing space.
While Mila had spent her time between challenges two and three in the tutorial studying contracts, Aalam had spent most of his time getting combat training from one of the training spirits with his two lesser minds while using his main mind to train with another spirit in the study of magical runes. As Nana Xara had predicted, he still wasn’t very good at fighting, but in runes he’d proceeded at a breakneck pace.
Runes were the building blocks of everything in magic, stable multi-dimensional structures of qi, mana, and psyforce, where the amount of each energy type at each point in the rune and how they were elementally attuned created different effects. Then arrays were sets of runes combined to create effects that were more complicated.
Artifacts worked by creating unpowered molds of arrays that would activate when qi, mana, and psyforce were poured in, and skills worked pretty much the same way, only with the molds created in a cultivator’s soul so the array’s effects could be activated much quicker.
Arrays created outside the body, so long as they were stable enough, could be just as powerful as a skill, and that was what the Left Hand of the Runescribe was designed to help with. Aalam had invented a few of his own arrays from the runes he’d learned, and, as he was given a bit of time as the zombies were slow and he could keep away from them, he got to test one of them out. He used his Law Eggs of Molecular Deceleration and Multi-Dimensional Geometry to create a two rune array, using a basic space element rune to twist an ice aligned water element rune into a much more powerful configuration.
He had to use about a third of his mana, but the array was formed after only six seconds, the lines of energy drawn by the needles of water and space, and, three seconds later, the 25 zombies chasing him were all completely frozen, as was all plant life around them. And, as they were unable to move, he then used the two needles to smash in their heads.




Chapter 38: Arrogance

Aalam
Congratulations!
Your Law Egg of Molecular Deceleration has advanced to peak grade.
Your soul is affected by your understanding of Laws.
Toughness +4, Perception +8, Magic +24, Soul +12
Toughness is already at maximum.
Nascent Energy Converter ability activated.
Free stats +4
Perception is already at maximum.
Nascent Energy Converter ability activated.
Free stats +8
Magic is already at maximum.
Nascent Energy Converter ability activated.
Free stats +24
Soul is already at maximum.
Nascent Energy Converter ability activated.
Free stats +12
Congratulations!
Your Law Egg of Multi-Dimensional Geometry has advanced to peak grade.
Your soul is affected by your understanding of Laws.
Perception +24, Spirit +16, Soul +8
Perception is already at maximum.
Nascent Energy Converter ability activated.
Free stats +24
Magic is already at maximum.
Nascent Energy Converter ability activated.
Free stats +16
Soul is already at maximum.
Nascent Energy Converter ability activated.
Free stats +8
His goals with his Law Eggs complete, Aalam started chasing the woman again, but this time, as he didn’t have to waste concentration trying to enhance his Laws, he used his extra minds to prepare an attack. From his glove, he summoned three of his needles, the ones representing the elements of fire, light, and darkness joining his needles of water and space. Then, as he continued to run after the woman he could still hear, he began inscribing a five rune array anchored in space about a meter in front of his chest.
On his right side, in front of his outstretched right hand, he used the needles of water and darkness to create two runes that together formed a subarray that would function a lot like the Dungeons and Dragons spell Cone of Cold, decreasing temperature in an expanding 45 degree zone in front of it. However, instead of dispersing the resulting heat from the spell to the surroundings like a refrigerator, the subarray instead absorbed the energy and stored it for future use.
At the same time, on his left side, in front of his outstretched left hand, he used the needles of fire and light to create a subarray that functioned opposite the first, the main rune increasing temperature instead of decreasing it while the secondary rune was designed to take in extra energy from an outside source rather than just qi and mana.
Finally, the single extra rune in the middle, located between the two subarrays, which he created using the needles of light and space, served as a bridge. The energy absorbed by the subarray of cold would instantly transfer to the subarray of heat, basically doubling the array’s energy efficiency.
Most important to the power of the array, however, was the nature of the runes he chose to use. They sacrificed a bit of power, and were far more complicated than the runes he’d used in his attack against the zombies, but they were runes that fed off of environmental mana to produce their effects, the energies of the creator required only to keep up the runes, and the elements needed for the runes were in abundance in the local environment, so the resulting effects would be far more powerful than a G rank could normally create.
The array also benefitted greatly from Aalam’s Law Eggs of Molecular Deceleration, Molecular Acceleration, Infrared Absorption, Infrared, Energy Storage, Energy Transfer, Vacuum, and Multi-Dimensional Geometry as he used them all one at a time while setting the component runes up. This allowed him to get around his inability to use more than one Law in a single attack without the power of his Law Egg of Rage, which wasn’t usable for careful delicate work. And, as a result, his array was far more empowered than a G rank could normally achieve.
Aalam ran after the woman for a few minutes, plenty of time to create his runes, but then, after about two and a half kilometers, he noticed the environmental mana start to shift. The abundant life element mana in the air began to be replaced by death element mana and the abundant trees and other foliage started to look more and more rotted.
The trees then disappeared almost completely and Aalam found himself standing on a small hill above what he assumed to be the undead base camp.
It wasn’t what he’d expected. No gothic castles, no bone-based architecture. Instead, there were about a dozen stone huts based around a wide ten meter tall pillar and the stone huts weren’t even nice ones. The stone pillar on the other hand was quite interesting. It was covered in time and space runes of a type much, much more complicated than anything Aalam had yet seen, and he was pretty sure it wasn’t something the undead had made.
In the information about apocalypse style integrations he’d learned from Nana Xara, invading forces all entered the world undergoing the integration through an object called a Pillar of Conquest, and he was pretty sure this was what the pillar was.
Pillars of Conquest were the center hubs of invading forces’ Territories and their only connection back to where they came from. Planets undergoing apocalypse style integrations were hidden from the rest of the universe for seventy-two years by the System, so, if the Pillar of Conquest of a force was lost or damaged, no member of that force would be able to contact home for seventy-two years without somehow getting off planet first.
For the natives, taking over Pillars of Conquest would help expand their own territories; count as defeating an invasion, giving large rewards; and stop the force on the other side of the pillar from spending more resources to send further forces through.
Sadly, monsters like him couldn’t do much with a Pillar of Conquest, but that was what native slaves were for and, by extension, why Mila was so useful.
Around the pillar and huts were a couple hundred undead. From a quick look, only about half were converted natives, the zombies still looking mostly alive, while the rest were primarily scaled lizard men, low grade zombies brought from another world to act as workers in the early stages of the invasion.
There were also about a dozen walking skeletons, a slightly higher grade race than zombies; a half dozen large two-headed black dogs called shadow wolves, the traditional mounts of the nightwalkers; and two other nightwalkers besides the woman he’d been chasing.
The woman was talking to another of the nightwalkers next to the six shadow wolves near the edge of the small village, with three of the skeletons near them as well, so Aalam pointed his right hand toward them and let loose. A cone of cold burst out from in front of him, freezing about a dozen zombies before reaching his main targets. Then it continued on even beyond them, freezing even more zombies.
Heat energy flowed into the subarray’s storage and was quickly transferred over to the subarray controlled by his left hand. Then that rune started throwing out fire like a flamethrower and he moved it back and forth, setting every zombie on the left side alight.
There were still about a hundred zombies, nine skeletons, and a male nightwalker behind the huts he couldn’t reach, and Aalam realized he hadn’t accounted for their sheer numbers. Sure, empowered by the environmental mana, his runes had the power of a peak F rank spell, but they were still draining his own energies as well and he was dealing with several hundred F ranks while also wasting power heating and cooling the air. After just a bit over a dozen seconds, he couldn’t keep the runes up any longer, and they all collapsed.
Then three of the skeletons and the nightwalker he hadn’t hit all started throwing bolts of energy at him and Aalam realized he hadn’t considered how to defend himself from ranged attacks.
Dropping to the ground, he summoned three of his needles and, as about a hundred zombies and skeletons started running toward him through the heated or cooled air, he used all three of his minds to control the creation of another powerful three rune array, this one of the type he belatedly realized he should have gone with first.
Undead had a rather major weakness. They weren’t truly living creatures, but more like flesh-based automatons with partially repaired souls. So, while their core containers and mana wells were fine, those soulstructures not affected much by death, their mental forges were incredibly fragile, and this made them weak against spirit attacks, what Aalam was currently best at.
Also, while he was almost out of qi and mana, he had quite a bit of psyforce left.
The first rune he drew was a water-based psychic attack rune he infused with the power of his Law Egg of Calm, while the second was a fire-based rune of the same type infused with the power of his Law Egg of Rage. By themselves they were designed to respectively calm and enrage a crowd, but, when under the effects of the array’s third rune, a death element rune empowered by his Law Egg of Entropy, those effects were twisted and the fragile artificial souls of the zombies and skeletons were ripped apart as the two opposing emotions battled for supremacy in their already fragile mental forges.
The attack would have had no effect on a crowd of humans beyond maybe causing a few mild headaches, but to the undead forces it was an annihilation spell way beyond the ice and fire runes he’d started with. Every single zombie and skeleton left died and the only enemy remaining was that one nightwalker.
Or at least that should have been the case. As Aalam stood up, he noticed two of the shadow wolves and the other two nightwalkers were missing, no longer frozen into their starting positions as before.
Then he felt pain.
The two two-headed shadow wolves had teleported into his shadow behind him and were now biting him, each grabbing one of his arms and one of his legs in their two mouths, their teeth digging in enough to nearly crack his bones. And, putting Aalam in an even worse situation, they’d brought the two nightwalkers with them.
Both nightwalkers walked around to his front and the woman he’d originally chased stabbed her ice and death empowered sword into his right kidney, causing him so much pain he nearly blacked out.
The other nightwalker, a male wearing full plate armor, even over his hands and feet, then pressed his right gauntlet to Aalam’s chest, doing something Aalam couldn’t understand, and Aalam suddenly couldn’t move a muscle, his connection with his flying needles also broken, causing the three he had out to fall to the ground.
Then the third nightwalker, a man holding a staff and dressed in a black robe, walked up and placed the tip of his wooden staff on Aalam’s forehead. He muttered to himself and Aalam felt a binding of some type wrap around his main Mental Forge, causing a kind of compulsion in him he couldn’t understand.
The three then talked to each other in a language he didn’t know, so he used one of his subminds to send the conversation to Mila for translation.
As their conversation finished and the mage looking one started to run toward the north, however, Mila didn’t provide a full translation like he wanted.
“You lost to the invasion’s three generals, not even their leader,” she sent, sounding almost as angry as when they’d first arrived. “They are going to question you while that other one goes to get their boss.
“Try not to anger them so much that they kill you.”




Chapter 39: Souls

Mila
Mila tried to look on the bright side of Aalam getting himself captured. At least the two in front of him were very, very horny for each other. Aalam couldn’t see it, both because he couldn’t understand their language and because he was generally oblivious, but he and Mila had started sharing their senses with each other over their bond and Mila was nowhere near as dense.
He had also managed to kill seemingly every undead other than the generals and two dogs, which was also good.
Congratulations!
Your Law Egg of Calm has advanced to high grade.
Your soul is affected by your understanding of Laws.
Spirit +16, Soul +8
Mila’s intensive use of the Law over the last several minutes had finally led to a breakthrough, allowing her to calm her thoughts enough to not worry about Aalam dying from blood loss with all his limbs held in the jaws of shadow wolves.
She was then able to shift to her Law Egg of Obfuscation and get within five meters of the nightwalker mage heading to wherever their boss was located, and, just as the nightwalker was about to notice her, she flared her aura to surround his and used her mana to create a disturbance in the other direction.
In the split second he was confused, she dropped her use of her Law Egg of Obfuscation and transformed the Twin Dragons into its spear form. Then she stabbed the man in his unbeating heart with an attack empowered by the Law Egg of The Reaper and her Artifact Enhancement skill.
He didn’t die from that, but it became difficult for him to move and she was right behind him, so she transformed the Twin Dragons into its sword form and decapitated him, this time ending his life.
She wasn’t sure exactly where the undead leader was, but she was pretty sure he’d be notified about his general’s death. The System didn’t care about the troops an invasion came with, but the generals held an important position in the planet conquering game that was an apocalypse style integration, so the leader would get a System message about a general's death. The other generals, however, wouldn’t.
“Mila,” Aalam sent over their bond, “Did you kill the mage guy?”
“Yes.” Mila knew the mage had done something to Aalam, and that effect had likely disappeared with the mage’s death.
“Now that the spell is gone, I think I know what the mage did to my main mental forge. I think his skill was designed to make me unable to move my energies and my body, only it overlapped with the knight’s skill, so it was hard to tell. Given the mage added his skill on top, however, I think it likely the knight’s binding on me won’t last much longer.
“As I had unaffected mental forges, even without you, I could have escaped on my own.”
Aalam sounded pleased with himself, the enemies not knowing about his Multi-Mind skill and thus incorrectly binding him, but he’d forgotten a few things and Mila felt obliged to point them out. “Aalam, are you or are you not currently in the jaws of two two-headed wolves?”
“I am.” His mental voice sounded less sure of himself.
“Do you or do you not currently have a magic sword poking into one of your kidneys?”
“I do.”
“Are you or are you not in considerable pain?”
“I am.”
“Are there or are there not two powerful enemies right in front of you?”
“There are.”
“Have they or have they not taken your weapon?”
“They have.”
“Then Aalam, as someone with ample combat experience, trust me when I say you are not in a position where you could escape on your own.”
“Okay.” Aalam sounded somewhat dejected, but at least the overconfidence that had gotten him into this state in the first place wouldn’t grow.
Mila waited for a full ten minutes near the general’s body, but the leader of the undead never showed up, and, through her link with Aalam, she learned a possible reason why.
“What do you think is taking so long?” the woman asked and, as had been happening the entire time, she seemed fidgety and kept looking at Aalam’s lower half.
“He’s probably near a breakthrough from the effects of that cave.” The knight had taken his helmet off by this point, it now hanging from his belt, and he kept looking at the woman’s lips and chest.
From information given by Nana Xara, Mila knew Nightwalkers, as a species, were generally turned on by death, and Aalam, who was still in a state of undress, was heightening the effect, Mila having yet to find clothes that would fit his new taller body. Aalam’s Aura and Spirit were also quite a bit higher than the two nightwalkers and, as an incubus, he ever so slightly boosted the lust of everyone around him.
“You don’t think Prince Morin was attacked when we were, do you?” the knight asked, sounding like a man who was normally very concerned about duty, but was currently extremely distracted.
“This bastard is an Incubus, almost certainly from a monster tutorial.” The woman flicked her sword, still stabbed into Aalam’s kidney, and Aalam screamed, causing the woman to smile with even more lust at the knight. “Given how powerful he is, there’s no way he was spawned with others, so his only backup could be some kind of lover, yet no lover would be able to leave him like this, so she doesn't exist.”
Mila considered if she was disregarding Aalam’s pain a bit too much as she moved back toward the undead’s main camp. Sure, he’d put himself in the situation. Sure, it was a good learning experience that would hopefully cause him to plan more in the future. And, sure, he hadn’t actually asked her to save him, seeming to prefer her plan of ambushing the undead powers one by one if possible, but he was in immense pain and, if he were in his right mind, he’d be screaming for her.
Still, though, what she was doing, while cold, was more likely to keep him alive.
Congratulations!
Your Law Egg of The Reaper has advanced to high grade.
Your soul is affected by your understanding of Laws.
Base Stats +2, Soul + 6
Mila made it to the area where Aalam was held within a minute, being as quiet as possible, but there wasn’t much foliage to hide behind and the two two-headed wolves likely had excellent hearing, so she didn’t get close.
Instead, she waited for Aalam to give the signal he was free to move again and only then did she attack.
From her hidden vantage point about twenty meters away, she used Artifact Enhancement to pour over half of her mana and qi into the Twin Dragon’s gun forms, aimed at the two generals, and then, using her Law Egg of Obfuscation to hide the blasts, she fired.
The two shots hit the now making out generals in their heads, killing them, and Mila ran forward. At the same time, Aalam used all his strength to slam his back into the two two-headed wolves holding him. And Mila then shot each of them, already injured from Aalam freezing them earlier, six times each and they went down, thankfully not taking any of Aalam’s limbs with them.
Aalam began trying to take the sword out from his kidney, but Mila quickly stopped him, instead having him sit down crosslegged and focus on healing. He was bleeding from four sets of bite marks and had been stabbed, so it was not smart for him to move around at all.
Instead of immediately helping him with healing, though, Mila checked the souls of the generals and the two wolves, surprised to find them all filled with lust. Then she felt her own self unconsciously staring at Aalam’s lower region and realized something more must be going on than she understood.
“First,” Nana Xara sent over their bond, “while Aalam’s aura has only half the strength of yours and his control over it is abysmal, he has 36 Law Eggs, 12 of which are peak grade. When it comes to aura being able to affect the souls of others, he’s got you beat.
“Second, and magically more important, he’s been bleeding a lot and incubus blood is a strong aphrodisiac, even just being smelled. Aalam has maximized the stats for his race, so racial effects like that are also strengthened quite a bit.”
As Nana Xara explained, Mila touched the two wolves and used her control over her aura to absorb the power of their souls into herself. Invisible energy flowed out of them and entered into her body using her aura as a conduit, the process almost as natural as breathing, and Mila felt satiated.
Then she sent most of that power over her bond with Aalam and helped him pull out the sword, the energy from the shadow wolves’ souls helping Aalam heal at a visible rate.
Mila then pulled out the souls of the two generals as well and she realized their souls held significantly more energy than the wolves had, over three dozen wolves not being able to match one nightwalker.
You have met the criteria to advance your race to F rank
You have the following three options:
Succubus (F-Uncommon)
The weakest variety of an incarnation of Lust, but an incarnation of Lust nonetheless, one that eats souls.
Racial Abilities: 2
No limits, but a higher chance for charm and disguise related abilities
Max stats:
Strength: 1728
Agility: 1728
Endurance: 1944
Toughness: 1728
Vitality: 1944
Perception: 2160
Magic: 2304
Spirit: 2592
Soul: 3024
Aura: 2304
Attunement: 2304
Luck: 2160
Stat Growth Per Level:
Strength: 2
Agility: 2
Endurance: 4
Toughness: 2
Vitality: 4
Perception: 6
Magic: 7
Spirit: 8
Soul: 10
Aura: 0
Attunement: 0
Luck: 0
Advancement Criteria:
Eat an E rank or higher soul of a sentient creature consumed by lust at the time of death.
Requirements:
Current race is Succubus (G-Uncommon)
Shadow Succubus (F-Rare)
An incarnation of lust born from shadows, one that eats souls.
Racial Abilities: 2
No limits, but a higher chance for charm, disguise, and shadow related abilities
Max stats:
Strength: 2160
Agility: 2592
Endurance: 2376
Toughness: 1944
Vitality: 2376
Perception: 2592
Magic: 2736
Spirit: 3024
Soul: 3240
Aura: 2736
Attunement: 2736
Luck: 2592
Stat Growth Per Level:
Strength: 3
Agility: 6
Endurance: 4
Toughness: 3
Vitality: 4
Perception: 6
Magic: 8
Spirit: 9
Soul: 11
Aura: 0
Attunement: 0
Luck: 0
Advancement Criteria:
Kill 3 E rank beings without them ever realizing they are in danger.
Eat an E rank or higher soul of a sentient creature consumed by lust at the time of death.
Requirements:
Current race is Succubus (G-Uncommon), has killed at least 3 F rank beings without them ever realizing they were in danger
Diabolic Succubus (F-Rare)
An incarnation of lust and a natural born devil, one that eats souls.
Racial Abilities: 2
No limits, but a higher chance for charm, disguise, and contract related abilities
Max stats:
Strength: 2016
Agility: 2016
Endurance: 2232
Toughness: 2016
Vitality: 2232
Perception: 2448
Magic: 2880
Spirit: 3384
Soul: 3816
Aura: 2736
Attunement: 2736
Luck: 2592
Stat Growth Per Level:
Strength: 2
Agility: 2
Endurance: 4
Toughness: 2
Vitality: 4
Perception: 6
Magic: 9
Spirit: 10
Soul: 15
Aura: 0
Attunement: 0
Luck: 0
Advancement Criteria:
Destroy the souls of 3 E rank beings through them breaking the terms of a contract.
Eat an E rank or higher soul of a sentient creature consumed by lust at the time of death.
Requirements:
Current race is Succubus (G-Uncommon), has destroyed the souls of at least 3 F rank beings through them breaking the terms of a contract
Will you advance to a Succubus (F-Uncommon), a Shadow Succubus (F-Rare), or a Diabolic Succubus (F-Rare)?




Chapter 40: Genetic Thief

Mila
Mila dismissed the System message, not choosing to advance at all, and a new System message popped up.
You have absorbed the power of two F rank souls consumed by lust at the time of their deaths and chosen not to advance with their power.
The power of these souls will slowly dissipate.
You have four standard days to advance your race with the power of these souls.
Mila then sent one of the souls over her bond with Aalam and the System message changed.
You have absorbed the power of one F rank soul consumed by lust at the time of its death and chosen not to advance with its power.
The power of this soul will slowly dissipate.
You have one standard day to advance your race with the power of this soul.
Aalam then got the System notification about meeting the criteria for race advancement, but his racial advancement options were different than hers.
You have met the criteria to advance your race to F rank
You have the following four options:
Incubus (F-Uncommon)
The weakest variety of an incarnation of Lust, but an incarnation of Lust nonetheless, one that eats souls.
Racial Abilities: 2
No limits, but a higher chance for charm and disguise related abilities
Max stats:
Strength: 1728
Agility: 1728
Endurance: 1944
Toughness: 1728
Vitality: 1944
Perception: 2160
Magic: 2304
Spirit: 2592
Soul: 3024
Aura: 2304
Attunement: 2304
Luck: 2160
Stat Growth Per Level:
Strength: 2
Agility: 2
Endurance: 4
Toughness: 2
Vitality: 4
Perception: 6
Magic: 7
Spirit: 8
Soul: 10
Aura: 0
Attunement: 0
Luck: 0
Advancement Criteria:
Eat an E rank or higher soul of a sentient creature consumed by lust at the time of death.
Requirements:
Current race is Incubus (G-Uncommon)
Psychic Incubus (F-Rare)
An incarnation of lust and mental powers, one that eats souls.
Racial Abilities: 2
No limits, but a higher chance for charm, disguise, and psychic related abilities
Max stats:
Strength: 2088
Agility: 2088
Endurance: 2304
Toughness: 2088
Vitality: 2304
Perception: 2520
Magic: 2448
Spirit: 3816
Soul: 3384
Aura: 2736
Attunement: 2736
Luck: 2592
Stat Growth Per Level:
Strength: 2
Agility: 2
Endurance: 4
Toughness: 2
Vitality: 4
Perception: 6
Magic: 5
Spirit: 15
Soul: 14
Aura: 0
Attunement: 0
Luck: 0
Advancement Criteria:
Kill 3 E rank beings with psychic abilities.
Eat an E rank or higher soul of a sentient creature consumed by lust at the time of death.
Requirements:
Current race is Incubus (G-Uncommon), has killed at least 3 F rank beings with psychic abilities
Incubus Lord (F-Rare)
The weakest variety of an incarnation of Lust, but a lord of their kind, one that eats souls.
Racial Abilities: 2
No limits, but a higher chance for charm, disguise, and noble related abilities
Max stats:
Strength: 2088
Agility: 2088
Endurance: 2304
Toughness: 2088
Vitality: 2304
Perception: 2520
Magic: 2736
Spirit: 3024
Soul: 3888
Aura: 2736
Attunement: 2736
Luck: 2592
Stat Growth Per Level:
Strength: 3
Agility: 3
Endurance: 5
Toughness: 3
Vitality: 5
Perception: 7
Magic: 8
Spirit: 9
Soul: 11
Aura: 0
Attunement: 0
Luck: 0
Advancement Criteria:
Control a Small amount of Territory for an F rank
Eat an E rank or higher soul of a sentient creature consumed by lust at the time of death.
Requirements:
Current race is Incubus (G-Uncommon), has control over a Small amount of Territory for a G rank
Incubus Prince (F-Epic)
The weakest variety of an incarnation of Lust, but a prince of their kind, one that eats souls.
Racial Abilities: 3
No limits, but a higher chance for charm, disguise, and noble related abilities
Dual classes possible
Max stats:
Strength: 2448
Agility: 2448
Endurance: 2664
Toughness: 2448
Vitality: 2664
Perception: 2880
Magic: 3168
Spirit: 3456
Soul: 4752
Aura: 3168
Attunement: 3168
Luck: 3024
Stat Growth Per Level:
Strength: 4
Agility: 4
Endurance: 6
Toughness: 4
Vitality: 6
Perception: 8
Magic: 9
Spirit: 10
Soul: 12
Aura: 0
Attunement: 0
Luck: 0
Advancement Criteria:
Control a Medium amount of Territory for an F rank
Eat an E rank or higher soul of a sentient creature consumed by lust at the time of death.
Requirements:
Current race is Incubus (G-Uncommon), has control over a Medium amount of Territory for a G rank, has maximized stats as an Incubus (G-Uncommon)
Will you advance to an Incubus (F-Uncommon), a Psychic Incubus (F-Rare), an Incubus Lord (F-Rare), or an Incubus Prince (F-Epic)?
Aalam also dismissed the System message, not choosing to advance, and gained the same message as her as a result.
Incubus Prince was quite awesome, requiring a little more than 25 square kilometers of Territory and maxed stats to gain the advancement, and it was better than Chaos Dragon Hatchling in one respect, even though the latter was a Legendary grade race. It allowed for dual classes.
According to what she’d learned from Nana Xara, dual classes meant having two classes instead of one, but the classes would both be half as effective. Their stat bonuses per level, class effects, and number of skill slots would all be halved while they would keep their separate advancement requirements, so generally it wasn’t of much benefit. With an even stronger soul from a more powerful race, however, or the right classes, those limitations could be mitigated, and this was obviously Aalam’s goal.
Aalam took a couple more minutes to fully heal himself. Then he found the Left Hand of the Runescribe, put it back on, and gathered up all the artifacts of the generals and skeletons, putting them all in his artifact’s subspace. The two of them then walked over to where they’d left the body of the last general and Aalam collected the man’s staff, robe, and other clothing.
“Where do you think their leader is?” Aalam asked, speaking English.
“They mentioned he was cultivating in a cave.” Mila pointed to the small mountain the mage had been heading toward before she’d ambushed him, visible through the treetops. “Follow me.”
Then Mila used the tracking lessons her grandfather had drilled into her as a child, and they walked a couple hundred meters further into the jungle. When they got about half way up the mountain, however, they didn’t find a cave but a sheer cliff, and something wasn’t right.
The tracks through the jungle, both the humanoid ones and the ones that kind of looked like they were from a being made up of multiple snakes, just stopped about three meters in front of the cliff.
Mila focused on the area for a few seconds and only then did she notice what was going on. Her eyes couldn’t see it and her aura couldn’t feel it, but her metaphysical third eye could sense some kind of magic barrier blocking off a small subsection of the cliff, and, as she focused on her third eye, its sight overlapped with her vision, making the barrier appear like a slight shimmer in the air.
“There’s an illusion formation here, an extremely powerful one.” She turned to look at Aalam. “It’s probably worth a lot, so we don’t want to damage it.”
As Aalam studied the area for a bit, likely trying to sense the formation himself, Mila walked into the jungle for about seventy meters. There she caught a lizard-like monkey thing, a G rank monster about the size of a capuchin, and then she walked back and threw it into the formation.
Nothing changed in her senses, and she saw the monkey thing safely run out a few seconds later, so she again caught it, indicated for Aalam to follow, and then walked right into the illusion.
As soon as she walked past it, she could see the mouth of a cave, the inside lit by artificial magical lights, and she then slowly walked in. About twenty meters later, her senses picked up something else hidden deeper in and she threw the monkey thing again.
This time, however, it didn’t survive. As soon as it got five meters in front of her it was cut into about twenty pieces by some kind of extremely sharp invisible grate.
Aalam stepped up next to her and pointed his left palm at the grate, three needles flying out, one with a gray orb, one with a yellow orb, and the third with a silver orb. Then he used the three needles to make some kind of complicated array over about eight seconds and the invisible grate in front of them temporarily became visible to Mila’s third eye before fizzling out.
Mila was pretty sure he’d made some kind of entropy increasing gas using his Law Eggs of Gas, Entropy, and maybe Multi-Dimensional Geometry, but she didn’t really understand. All she knew was the runes in the array he’d created could be read as ‘Entropic Air’ and that it had been effective.
They then walked a further ten meters in and found no other defenses. Instead, they found a room about six by eight meters wide, one with an odd energy infused into its air that made Mila feel exceedingly comfortable, and inside were two beings.
One, sitting on a throne made of stone seemingly raised up from the cave floor, was a nightwalker about the same size as Aalam, significantly taller than his two male generals or any of the natives she’d seen, who seemed to be 10 cm shorter than humans from Earth on average. And the other was a one meter long black and red squid-like beast lying on a large intricately carved stone bed.
Both radiated F rank power and both looked like they’d just woken up from a long nap, still kind of groggy.
Without talking, Mila and Aalam then both attacked. Aalam sent out all twelve of his needles in three sets of four to stab into the abyssal squid thing multiple times, his aura emanating extreme excitement. Meanwhile, Mila transformed the Twin Dragons into its spear form, activated Artifact Enhancement, and then infused it with all the qi, mana, and psyforce she could muster.
The nightwalker leader was wearing a pair of black pants and a long-sleeved orange-trimmed black shirt, as well as a belt holding a sword on his right hip, allowing Mila to know he was left handed. So, before he was aware enough to react, she sliced down on his left elbow and cut off his lower arm.
Then, as he fully woke up and screamed in pain, she placed the blade of the spear at his neck and spoke in Universal Standard. “Surrender or die.”
It wasn’t the language his generals had been speaking, but it was the standard language of the universe, so those from all major powers knew it enough to function, much less a prince. It had also been the language spoken by everyone in the tutorial’s third challenge, so Mila’s proficiency was quite high.
More important, however, she also sent out a contract with her words, neither her or Aalam allowed to kill the man so long as he didn’t try to hurt them first, honestly answered all questions, and made no attempts to escape.
As he got the bleeding of his left arm under control, the man at first looked like he wanted to resist, but then he looked over at Aalam and the squid-like thing.
After killing the beast, Aalam had stuck his right hand into the squid thing's body and then the thing started to glow with black and red light. That light then flowed into Aalam, strengthening him, and the squid-like thing’s soul shattered into pieces and dissipated, the being deader than dead.
The process was visible to both Mila and Prince Morin through their auras, and Mila could sense as the prince grew incredibly fearful, almost instantly agreeing to her contract.




Chapter 41: Race Evolution

Mila
Aalam then returned his needles, along with the squid-like thing’s body, into his artifact’s subspace and sat down crosslegged on top of the stone bed to read his notifications. And Mila, guiding Prince Morin out of the room, read them as well.
You have used the power of your Genetic Thief bloodline to steal the genetic power of an Abyssal Soul Collector (F-Legendary) with the Soul Eater (Fabled) bloodline.
This power can be used in your next racial advancement.
Then, as he still had one of the generals’ souls, he checked to see his new racial advancement options.
You have met the criteria to advance your race to F rank
You have the following six options:
Incubus (F-Uncommon)
The weakest variety of an incarnation of Lust, but an incarnation of Lust nonetheless, one that eats souls.
~~
~~
Strong Soul Incubus Prince (F-Epic)
The weakest variety of an incarnation of Lust, but an enhanced prince of their kind, one that eats souls.
Racial Abilities: 3
No limits, but a higher chance for charm, disguise, and noble related abilities
Advanced dual classes possible
Max stats:
Strength: 2448
Agility: 2448
Endurance: 2664
Toughness: 2448
Vitality: 2664
Perception: 2880
Magic: 3168
Spirit: 3456
Soul: 4752
Aura: 3168
Attunement: 3168
Luck: 3024
Stat Growth Per Level:
Strength: 4
Agility: 4
Endurance: 6
Toughness: 4
Vitality: 6
Perception: 8
Magic: 9
Spirit: 10
Soul: 12
Aura: 0
Attunement: 0
Luck: 0
Advancement Criteria:
Control a Medium amount of Territory for an F rank
Eat an E rank or higher soul of a sentient creature consumed by lust at the time of death.
Requirements:
Current race is Incubus (G-Uncommon), has control over a Medium amount of Territory for a G rank, has maximized stats as an Incubus (G-Uncommon), has absorbed the genetic power of a Legendary grade or higher life form specializing in the Soul stat
Incubus King (F-Legendary)
The weakest variety of an incarnation of Lust, but a king of their kind, one that eats souls.
Racial Abilities: 4
No limits, but a higher chance for charm, disguise, and noble related abilities
Dual classes possible
Max stats:
Strength: 2808
Agility: 2808
Endurance: 3024
Toughness: 2808
Vitality: 3024
Perception: 3240
Magic: 3600
Spirit: 3888
Soul: 5616
Aura: 3600
Attunement: 3600
Luck: 3456
Stat Growth Per Level:
Strength: 5
Agility: 5
Endurance: 7
Toughness: 5
Vitality: 7
Perception: 9
Magic: 10
Spirit: 11
Soul: 13
Aura: 0
Attunement: 0
Luck: 0
Advancement Criteria:
Control a Large amount of Territory for an F rank
Eat an E rank or higher soul of a sentient creature consumed by lust at the time of death.
Requirements:
Current race is Incubus (G-Uncommon), has control over a Medium amount of Territory for a G rank, has maximized stats as an Incubus (G-Uncommon), has absorbed the genetic power of an Legendary grade or higher life form specializing in the Soul stat
Will you advance to an Incubus (F-Uncommon), a Psychic Incubus (F-Rare), an Incubus Lord (F-Rare), an Incubus Prince (F-Epic), a Strong Soul Incubus Prince (F-Epic), or an Incubus King (F-Legendary)?
Mila looked at these messages and she was pretty sure what Aalam would pick. Incubus King was awesome, an overall improvement to Incubus Prince, with higher max stats, higher stat growth, and even an extra racial ability, but it didn’t have the same potential as Strong Soul Incubus Prince.
Strong Soul Incubus Prince was exactly the same as Incubus Prince except for one thing. Instead of dual classes, it allowed for advanced dual classes. And that difference was huge.
Dual classes allowed a cultivator to gain two half-powered classes instead of one, with half the stat bonuses per level, half the number of skill slots as normal, and half-powered class effects, but advanced dual classes was different. With advanced dual classes, the class effects for both classes would be at full power and there would be no halving of skill slots, halved stat bonuses at each level the only detriment.
So, Aalam of course immediately chose Strong Soul Incubus Prince without giving it any extra thought and, as Mila looked back before leaving the room herself, she saw Aalam fall unconscious. Then the soul energy from one of the generals flowed out of his mouth and nose as a red and black mist and wrapped around his entire body before entering him again from all sides. The odd energy in the air also started flowing into his body, and Mila was pretty sure that was going to give him an even larger benefit.
“What is that room?” she asked the prince as they walked out of the cave and into the light of day.
The prince looked like he didn’t want to answer, but he was under the effects of the contract, so he had to. “It’s one of the two natural wonders of this world that makes it an F++ rank planet. It’s technically called a soul well, but, like you just saw, it’s usually shaped like a cave. Just by staying inside, a cultivator’s Soul stat will gradually increase, and it will be even faster if he cultivates.”
Translation, it was an ideal cultivation cave for Aalam and, were she to leave him there, he wouldn’t leave unless she needed him.
Nana Xara had said multiple times that the Luck stat had heightened effects in the tutorial, and this apparently included exit locations as well. Both her and Aalam’s Luck stats had been as high as they could be when the tutorial ended, and this had resulted in them not only being placed on a planet with an inheritance from a dead power, but near the best choice of the natives to enslave, near an ideal candidate for Aalam to make use of his Genetic Thief bloodline, and near an almost perfect cultivation cave as well.
“Who are you and where are you from?” Mila started leading Prince Morin through the jungle back to his previous base as she asked for more information.
“I am Prince Morin Daal, fourth son of Kalan Daal, B rank monarch of all undead in the Palazin Galaxy Cluster.” The way he said the words, Mila understood she should be impressed, but she didn’t really feel it given the man had mainly lost to her and Aalam through his own idiocy. “I am from Planet Daal, named after my father.”
“Alright.” Mila feigned complete indifference, annoying the prince, and then they didn’t talk for a bit as Mila instead spoke with Nana Xara.
“Could I ransom him?”
“It’s a possibility.” Nana Xara sounded contemplative. “It would be difficult, however, and I wouldn’t recommend it. Given how much of an idiot he is and that he has three older siblings, he’s probably not worth anything you couldn’t get through safer and easier means.
“You and Aalam also already killed everyone else who could travel through the Pillar of Conquest, making sending a ransom note expensive.
“If you want to steal all his money, however, that is backed by the System and couldn’t be tracked by anyone less than a god, so feel free.”
“Alright. Brutal murder and trickery it is.” Mila ended the conversation and then enhanced the connection she had with Roland Raphaiya through his slave bond with Aalam, allowing her to send a brief message to the young man telling him the location of the undead force’s Pillar of Conquest and what she wanted him to do. Then she started asking Morin Daal as many questions as she could think of, but his answers weren’t of much use.
Any question about cultivation, Nana Xara knew far more. Anything actually useful about undead politics Nana Xara wouldn’t know, he couldn’t talk about without his soul being destroyed. And he was quite obviously a sheltered brat, so he didn’t know much else.
All she really got was a better idea on who the other invading forces were, and even that was quite limited.
“Do you want to make a second contract?” she finally asked. “You give me all your artifacts, skill orbs, et cetera, as well as all your money and, in return, neither my partner nor I will stop you from leaving.”
They’d arrived back at the undead camp and Prince Morin could see the devastation.
“Just the two of you did all this?”
“No.” Mila looked at the ice covered houses in one corner and the still burning ground in another. “Almost everything was him. I only killed five of your subordinates in total.” She very deliberately didn’t mention that those five had been the strongest of his wolves and all his generals, setting him up for overconfidence.
“Then what is to stop me from just running for the pillar?” He turned a smug look at her and she responded by transforming the Twin Dragons from their earring form into spear form, creating a bright flash of light with her Law Egg of Hologram, and then using a lot of force to cut off his right foot.
“That.”
Completely off balance, both literally and figuratively, just as intended, he quickly agreed to the new contract she’d sent him and she then helped strip him of his artifact shirt, his artifact pants, and his artifact boxers, as well as his artifact belt, his artifact sword, and the bag of holding that had been opposite his sword. At the same time, she also got a few new System messages.
Morin Daal has transferred all his wealth to you.
You have gained 3 D rank universal credits, 1047 E rank universal credits, 112,945 F rank universal credits, 26 D rank undead credits, 27,894 E rank undead credits, and 37,766,349 F rank undead credits
Congratulations!
You have made money.
Your status screen now contains an assets section.
Then, as Morin Daal turned to hobble toward the pillar, Mila transformed the Twin Dragons into its spear form again and cut off his good leg at the knee.
“What’s the meaning of this!” the prince yelled at her after turning over from where he’d fallen on his face.
“I only agreed not to kill you and not to personally stop you from leaving.” Mila transformed the Twin Dragons back into earrings form as Roland Raphaiya ran at them from where he’d been hiding, sword drawn. “There was nothing to stop me from maiming you or allowing my master’s slave to kill you.”
Mila moved away from the prince as Roland made it to where they were and cut off Morin Daal’s head. Then she took the time to look at the System messages Roland had received since she’d called him to come.
You have found an invading force.
Generating annihilation quest.
Destroy the Invasion I (F-Epic)
Accomplish the following:
1)      Either kill, force to flee, or permanently subjugate the leader of the invasion force

2)      Either kill, force to flee, or permanently subjugate the three generals of the invasion force

Rewards for this quest are based on contribution.
Extra rewards for killing the leader of the invasion force.
Extra rewards for killing one of the three generals.
This quest will be shared by every Hiran native in the area of the invasion.
Do you accept?
Yes/No
This was the first message. He’d then received another from killing Morin Daal.
You have solo-killed the leader of the invasion force, Prince Morin Daal.
Extra rewards will be given when the invasion force is fully removed.
“Alright,” she told Roland as she gathered up Morin Daal’s stuff. “Go touch the Pillar of Conquest and complete the quest.”




Chapter 42: Soul Collector

Roland
Roland looked down at the camp of the undead in wonder, the hundred or so frozen or burned zombies, the six wolves, four frozen, two with holes in their heads and hearts. Most disturbing of all, however, were the dead zombies and skeletons that had apparently started charging up the hill and just died. The latter two wolves he was pretty sure had been killed by the Mistress of Oaths and Deception, but the frost and fire, the mass destruction, that had to be from the Heavenly Spark Soul King.
From the appearance of the battlefield, the Heavenly Spark Soul King had started the invasion by himself, destroyed almost the entire force, and then been captured. There was a section on the hill covered in the blood and brain matter of two of the invasion force’s generals, blood from two wolves, and a slightly more pink blood that almost gave Roland an erection when he got close to it where the Heavenly Spark Soul King appeared to have been held. The Mistress of Oaths and Deception had seemingly then saved the Heavenly Spark Soul King and they’d both walked away, found the invasion force leader somewhere else, and then the Mistress of Oaths and Deception had made the type of tricky deals that gave her her name, getting the leader in position for Roland to easily kill.
Roland had been able to get a good sense of the invasion force leader. While very much an early F rank, his aura had been much stronger than any of the F rank beings Roland had met inside the tutorial’s challenges, with a strong feeling of darkness and weight, yet the Mistress of Oaths and Deception had handled him with ease, even while she herself was only G rank.
If what she’d said was true, and she and the Heavenly Spark Soul King were human up until recently, it was quite obvious she at least had received quite a bit of training. Given how the Heavenly Spark Soul King had seemingly been captured, however, without even having the chance to run away, he had likely not. He was just far more powerful than any G rank had the right to be, with at least a cold and fire Law Egg at high grade each.
Roland walked up to the so-called Pillar of Conquest and placed his right hand on its surface, causing a System message to pop up in front of his eyes.
You have touched the Pillar of Conquest of one of the invasion forces into your world.
The process of conquest will take half a day, during which time you must protect the pillar from the original invasion force as well as any other challengers.
Would you like to begin the process of conquest?
Yes/No
Roland accepted and then the Mistress of Oaths and Deception walked up to him. “Head back and continue to hunt with your party.” She placed a hand on his shoulder, all the undead leader’s artifacts held in her other arm. “Our best protection now is secrecy.”
Roland nodded and then headed back, finding himself wondering why she didn’t want him to meet the Heavenly Spark Soul King, the man she wanted him to refer to as Guardian. Was it to keep up an air of mystery about their master, because the Heavenly Spark Soul King wasn’t quite as impressive in person as his obvious power would suggest, or maybe just because it was a needless risk? He probably wouldn’t know until he finally met the man.
What he was sure of, however, was that, without the two monsters, he and the rest of his people in the area would have been killed by the invasion force within the next couple of months.
***
Mila
Mila covered herself with her Law Egg of Obfuscation and then headed back to the cave, taking her time to obscure the tracks that had allowed her and Aalam to find it in the first place.
Then she headed inside, making sure all the arrays other than the offensive one Aalam had destroyed were intact, and sat down on the throne to wait for Aalam to wake up.
It took about five hours, with Mila’s Soul stat increasing by 2 during the time as she meditated on her Laws, but not much had changed with Aalam by the time he woke up.
His dark blue hair had fallen off to be replaced by hair the same color but maybe a little darker. His amber, almost orange, eyes were a bit brighter, a bit less natural looking. But the truly noticeable difference was his aura. It hadn’t grown stronger, his Aura stat no different than before, but it felt more solid, harder to affect. The feeling of increasing lust from being in his presence was more potent and there was now an additional urge to bow in deference. Most important, the many Laws in his aura, previously a chaotic mess, felt more ordered and controlled, his new race seemingly giving him much higher natural affinities with all Laws.
Awakening your third racial ability as a Strong Soul Incubus Prince (F-Epic).
Please choose from the following three selections.
1)      Soul Collector (Epic): Gain a unique Small size soulstructure for long term storage of deceased souls

2)      Passive Daoist (Legendary): Gain insights into Laws more easily through meditation, but less easily through combat.

3)      Lord’s Aura (Heroic): Increase the effectiveness of the Aura stat by 50%.

As soon as he woke up, Aalam also got to choose his third racial ability, and, as with most of his decisions since entering into his berserker state, he made it almost instantly, choosing Soul Collector. Then he fell unconscious again, and this time he was under for almost ten hours.
Roland’s invasion quest even finished before he woke up.
Destroy the Invasion I (F-Epic) Completed!
Personal completion percentage: 100%
There were no escapees among the invasion’s forces.
You solo-killed the leader of the invasion.
Calculating.
Rewards:
All stats +6
Three choices of F rank skill orbs up to Epic grade
Three choices of F rank artifacts up to Epic grade
“What?” Mila spoke out loud as she used her authority as Aalam’s chamberlain to block Roland from personally selecting his choices.
Then she sent the System message over her bond to Nana Xara and asked, “What’s going on here? Why are the rewards so low?”
Nana Xara started laughing on the other end and Mila realized what her answer would be even before she said it. “Low? Mila, those rewards are incredibly high for what you just accomplished.
“Legendary grade rewards from the System are extremely rare, requiring you to do something outrageous. Do you remember what you and Aalam had to do to get Legendary grade rewards back in the tutorial?” She could almost see Nana Xara’s smile. “You had to kill D ranks as G ranks. That’s not something that is normally ever done.”
“The reward for killing Aalam is Legendary grade,” Mila sent over defensively, again realizing what Nana Xara would say immediately after.
“And he’s incredibly abnormal.” Nana Xara started laughing again and Mila felt like a bit of a fool. She’d gotten too used to getting the best of the best rewards each time she and Aalam did anything.
Destroying the invasion force had been more difficult than some of the challenges in the tutorial, but that was only due to her and Aalam being underleveled for the task and Aalam rushing into things like an idiot. The true challenge actually wasn’t that hard.
“Do you have advice about what I should pick?” Mila sent the contents of both lists over the bond.
“Unlike Aalam, you will want to go for Legendary grade skills, so for one of the artifacts I would choose an F rank Epic grade Orb of Skill Combination. Depending on the classes you choose, you might have another way of performing skill combinations, but it’s probably a better route to just use the stones, as you don’t have too much need for other artifacts given what you’ve received from the undead.
“Then it just boils down to what type of skill you want and the other two artifacts don’t matter too much. My advice would be to choose two of the Epic grade ingredients Aalam would want for improving the Left Hand of the Runescribe. From that list, the rarest would be a Contained Life Essence and a Contained Time Essence.”
Mila immediately chose those three artifacts, but they didn’t appear near her, so she was pretty sure they appeared near Roland instead. He had no way to contact her, however, so she sent him a message telling him the artifacts and the soon to appear skill orbs were hers and not to use them.
“Do you have advice on what skills I should get? I’ve got three skills now, but it sounds like I’ll have room for a total of 12 at F rank. I wasn’t expecting to have so many.”
“With Aalam’s choice of race,” Nana Xara sent, “I’m pretty sure what plans he has for your second class, and I don’t see any issues with taking it, though it will be your choice. That class will work a little different from normal, though, so it won’t give you any extra skill slots for yourself. It will, however, take your Exemplary Servitor skill, leaving you four slots to fill on your main class.
“One of those needs to be a charm skill for your class to work properly, but I have a good option prepared, and another needs to be a disguise skill, but you’ll get that from your class, so that only leaves two slots. Normally, I would recommend a detection skill and a movement skill, but the other class should cover the detection skill if what I’m guessing is correct.” Nana Xara sounded contemplative. “Given the way you fight, however, speed isn’t really as important as the ability to distract and hide, so, for your final two skills, I would recommend a skill to complement your path of illusions and another to complement your path of shadows, the latter also ideally a movement skill.
“Since there is an inheritance on this planet, it will likely have some skill orbs usable by both you and Aalam, meaning it’s more likely than not the inheritance of a thief or a craftsman, with a thief more likely. Thus, my recommendation is to go for an illusion skill.”
Mila thought about it. Given her bloodline and how Aalam had upgraded their soulstructures, she was pretty sure she knew what the class line he wanted her to take for her second class would do, and she was still thinking about it. But that didn’t stop her from taking it into consideration when choosing a new skill, so they spent the next half hour or so going over her options. Then she chose the skills Illusion Steps (F-Epic), Second Self (F-Epic), and Blur (F-Epic).
It was a bit later that Aalam woke up and Mila finally got the chance to confirm the effects of his third racial ability, having wanted to avoid the topic of lust filled souls with Nana Xara. “Aalam, does your new racial ability effectively work as a refrigerator for souls?”
Aalam looked perplexed for a second, probably by her analogy not being technically correct, his ability likely more like an ice box than a refrigerator, but, instead of going into a long explanation about the nature of heat pumps, he just nodded.
“So we can stock up now and I don’t have to go hunting every couple of days?”
He nodded again.
Mila sent the slowly degenerating soul of the last general over to him for safekeeping. Then she quickly explained the results of taking over the Pillar of Conquest and left to put everything in order back in Eshna.
She would go take the rewards from Roland before he used any of them, hunt enough souls to last for a month or so, and then enter into secluded cultivation with Aalam. There she would upgrade her race to Strong Soul Succubus Princess, which her bloodline allowed for even though she didn’t meet the prerequisites, and finish mastering her skills like Aalam was working on so she could gain her two classes and finally make it to level 1, the first true step on her road to power.




Chapter 43: Classes

Aalam
Aalam was happy with himself, even though his performance had shown a distinct lack of combat planning. Tactics he could get better at, and Mila seemed pretty good at them already. But racial paths were permanent, and he’d gotten the exact race he wanted.
On top of that, he hadn’t thought he’d be able to find a creature like the Abyssal Soul Collector until he was F or E rank.
Absorbing the genetic power of any Legendary grade being specialized in the Soul stat, such as the nightwalker prince, would have allowed him to get the race, but the Soul Collector ability was not one he was at all naturally suited for and he would never have had the possibility of receiving it without his Genetic Thief bloodline.
The soul well was also a great find. There was information about such natural born structures in the boon he’d received from Nana Xara, and, while they were pretty common on new worlds, being able to dominate one was quite rare. This soul well, for example, had contained enough energy to raise someone’s Soul stat by around 7,000, though 300 worth of that energy had already been used by the nightwalker prince and the Abyssal Soul Collector.
A large amount had also been absorbed by him when he advanced in the cave, and Mila when she later did the same, both their Soul stats more than doubling as a result, and that increased the strength of their bond and Mila’s contract abilities.
Almost as important as the soul cave for Aalam’s cultivation, however, was the increase in Territory of the native prince from conquering the invasion. New Raphaiya had increased in size from 50 square kilometers to 150, and that boost had increased the amount of bonus stats Aalam received from his Prince uniqueness by 50%, resulting in an effective extra 13.5 to his Attunement stat when he was within the Territory.
This, along with the drastic rise in his base affinities with all Laws when he’d upgraded to a Strong Soul Incubus Prince, had made his cultivation of Laws a lot easier, so, even as he focused on mastering his skills, he got really close to raising several of his other Laws to peak grade as well.
Then, after two more weeks, he finally mastered his last skill.
Not being a soulform anymore, both he and Mila had to sleep, but having higher affinities and stronger Soul and Spirit stats really helped speed up skill mastery, as did experimenting with them in combat. For both of them, however, it was the skills that gave them their bond that were the most difficult to raise, at least until they found the trick.
Aalam’s regeneration of qi, mana, and psyforce was more than doubled when within his own Territory, not from Prince, but from the basic effect of owning Territory, and he and Mila could send these types of energies over their bond, even from kilometers away, with very little loss. So, they started practicing independently, Aalam in the cave and Mila back in the city, using their qi, mana, and psyforce to help boost Artifact Enhancement and Runescriber, all while sharing energy back and forth. This act of sharing their energies over a distance helped their lowest mastery skills grow at the fastest rate and the sharing of their regenerated qi, mana, and psyforce over their bond helped their second lowest mastery skills grow faster as well.
Then, when his skills were finally mastered, the final piece required for class advancement was done and, as he was no longer in the tutorial, all he had to do was go into his status screen, click on his current class of Citizen, and choose to upgrade it.
You have chosen to upgrade your class Citizen (G-Common)
Please choose from the following 3,483 possible upgrades.
As usual, Aalam read through the entire list, and he quickly confirmed all the classes followed the general patterns Nana Xara’s information had indicated. Inferior grade classes provided 54 stats per level, Common grade classes 72, Uncommon grade classes 90, etc, a difference of 18 stats per grade up until Legendary classes at 144. Then there was a 36 stat jump to Heroic, which gave 180. Each class also provided intrinsic effects equivalent to 3 to 4 same grade racial abilities, a class’s greatest benefit. And pretty much every Uncommon grade class and above provided 6 skill slots, only three classes, all from the same line, providing more.
For advancing from G to F rank, the grade of his G rank class didn’t matter, so his class choices were from Inferior all the way up to Heroic grade.
Most of the classes had been in Nana Xara’s information, but a grand total of 317 hadn’t. Some, such as several of the Heroic and Legendary grade classes, had high requirements when it came to Laws as well as unique accomplishments. Others, such as the dozen or so high grade bomber and plague line classes had really difficult accomplishments, such as killing billions as a G grade or blowing up multiple individuals two ranks higher, things he qualified for even though the tutorials challenges had been a simulation. There was even one Heroic grade bomber class where the only requirement was killing someone three ranks higher with a bomb. More than half, though, just required the Multi-Mind skill, as that was a really rare skill even at higher ranks.
And even the weakest class that required Multi-Mind was quite good.
Thinker (F-Uncommon)
Process many things at once and process at speed
Effects:
Increase the power of psychic category enhancement skills
Skill slots:
6
May only learn skills of the following categories:
Psychic
Passive
Active
Enhancement
Stat bonuses per level:
Strength: 0
Agility: 0
Endurance: 0
Toughness: 0
Vitality: 0
Perception: 0
Magic: 0
Spirit: 45
Soul: 45
Aura: 0
Attunement: 0
Luck: 0
Requirements:
The Multi-Mind (G-Legendary) skill, Spirit greater than 36
Raising just Spirit and Soul, the class was designed to make the Multi-Mind skill and other skills like it work better and the result would be a cultivator specialized in thinking, which Aalam thought was pretty cool.
He’d never choose something that would limit him like that, but the basic effects were still pretty awesome, so the highest grade class he qualified for that required Multi-Mind was probably what he would have picked if he could only choose one class.
Heavenly Spark Thinker Mage (F-Heroic)
Master of Laws, magic, and multiple minds
Effects:
Increase the effectiveness of the Magic, Spirit, Soul, and Attunement stats by 50%
Raise affinity with all Laws by 100%
Greatly increase the power of psychic category enhancement skills
Skill slots:
6
May not learn skills of the following categories:
Martial
Stat bonuses per level:
Strength: 9
Agility: 9
Endurance: 9
Toughness: 9
Vitality: 9
Perception: 9
Magic: 36
Spirit: 36
Soul: 36
Aura: 9
Attunement: 9
Luck: 0
Requirements:
3 high grade Law Eggs for each of the 12 elements, at least one Legendary grade magic skill, the Multi-Mind (G-Legendary) skill, Magic greater than 144, Spirit greater than 144, Soul greater than 144, Attunement greater than 72
It had one of the easier requirements among his Heroic grade class options. It would ‘greatly’ increase his Multi-Mind skill and its advancements, which was one step higher than ‘markedly’ and two steps higher than having no modifier. In addition, given the type of class it was, he could likely even get it to allow martial skills with future advancements.
The only problem was there was nothing about it that would cause his Lord skill to take up one of its skill slots over one from the class he needed to pick for his build to work, and that meant he wouldn’t be able to choose the class he needed without losing the Lord skill, which was required so he could get souls from Mila and make use of his second uniqueness.
And this was because the final requirement of the class he needed was quite hard to fulfill.
Void Sage (F-Legendary)
A creator of arrays, yet empty
Effects:
Increase the effectiveness of all stats by 6.25%
Increase the speed of mastering skills by 100%
May freely fuse mastered skills
Skill slots:
8
May not learn skills of the following categories:
NA
Stat bonuses per level:
Strength: 8
Agility: 8
Endurance: 8
Toughness: 8
Vitality: 8
Perception: 8
Magic: 8
Spirit: 8
Soul: 80
Aura: 0
Attunement: 0
Luck: 0
Requirements:
3 sets of opposing Law Eggs at middle grade or higher, has Soul as the highest stat, has personally invented at least 3 new arrays with G rank effects, will have no skills in any skill slot upon advancement
There were multiple sage lines, but the line of the void sage provided the best benefits in Aalam’s opinion. It was one of the only class lines with more than 6 skill slots, the Epic grade version having 7 and the Heroic grade version having 9. Like all sage line classes, it boosted skill mastery speed and had stat gain almost entirely focused on the soul, but it also allowed free skill fusion and boosted the effectiveness of all stats, which was incredibly rare.
It required having no skills in any of its skill slots upon advancement, however, which for a dual class situation meant all three skills Aalam currently had needed to go to his other class, something that wouldn’t happen with Heavenly Spark Thinker Mage, as the natural tendency of skills that could be used by either class equally would be to take the skill slot of the class with less skills.
Among the Heroic grade classes Aalam could choose, there were only three that would take all three of his skills while also boosting his affinities with all Laws instead of a subset, so those were the only three he would consider for his second class.
First was Heavenly Spark Psymage Lord, a combat focused class.
Heavenly Spark Psymage Lord (F-Heroic)
Master of Laws, Territory, psyforce, and mana
Effects:
Increase the effectiveness of the Spirit and Magic stats by 25%
Increase the effectiveness of the Attunement stat by 50%
Raise affinity with all Laws by 100%
Markedly increase the power of psychic, magic, and noble category skills
Skill slots:
6
May not learn skills of the following categories:
Martial
Stat bonuses per level:
Strength: 9
Agility: 9
Endurance: 9
Toughness: 9
Vitality: 9
Perception: 9
Magic: 36
Spirit: 36
Soul: 36
Aura: 9
Attunement: 9
Luck: 0
Requirements:
3 high grade Law Eggs for each of the 12 elements, at least one Legendary grade psychic skill, at least one Legendary grade magic skill, the Lord (G-Legendary) skill, Magic greater than 144, Spirit greater than 144, Soul greater than 144, Attunement greater than 72, has control over a Medium amount of Territory for a G rank, has slain a being at least two ranks higher with pure psychic or magic skills, has killed over 72 beings at least one rank higher with pure psychic skills, has killed over 72 beings at least one rank higher with pure magic skills
Technically, psyforce-based arrays counted as pure psychic skills and mana-based arrays counted as pure magic skills, so the last two requirements he’d gotten from killing zombies, and, for the requirement of killing an E rank or higher with pure psychic or magic skills, the only true case had been his killing of the entrapped Invincible Slime in the tutorial, a D rank, but that hadn’t been at all fair.
Aalam knew he wasn’t very good at combat, so it was almost impossible for him to meet the requirements to upgrade the class in the future, not to mention how it boosted the effectiveness of Spirit without a corresponding boost to Soul, so it was by far the worst of his three choices.
The second class, on the other hand, was a pure crafting class, and it was awesome.
Heavenly Spark Crafter Lord (F-Heroic)
Master of Laws, Territory, thinking, and craft
Effects:
Increase the effectiveness of the Soul and Attunement stats by 50%
Raise affinity with all Laws by 100%
Markedly increase the power of crafting and noble category skills
Greatly increase the power of psychic category enhancement skills
Skill slots:
6
May not learn skills of the following categories:
Martial
Offensive
Stat bonuses per level:
Strength: 12
Agility: 12
Endurance: 12
Toughness: 12
Vitality: 12
Perception: 18
Magic: 12
Spirit: 30
Soul: 36
Aura: 12
Attunement: 12
Luck: 0
Requirements:
3 high grade Law Eggs for each of the 12 elements, at least one Legendary grade psychic category enhancement skill, at least one Legendary grade crafting skill, the Lord (G-Legendary) skill, Spirit and Soul greater than 144, Attunement greater than 72, has control over a Medium amount of Territory for a G rank, has personally designed and crafted at least one Legendary grade artifact
Even without requiring the Multi-Mind skill, it gave the same boost to that skill and its advancements as Heavenly Spark Thinker Mage would. Aalam was also pretty confident about being able to meet the requirements for future upgrades.
The only problem was it provided no help to combat whatsoever and Aalam couldn’t just craft if he wanted his build to work.
So, he decided he would choose the third class.
Heavenly Spark Psycrafter Lord (F-Heroic)
Master of Laws, Territory, telekinesis, and craft
Effects:
Increase the effectiveness of the Aura and Attunement stats by 50%
Raise affinity with all Laws by 100%
Markedly increase the power of psychic, crafting, and noble category skills
Skill slots:
6
May not learn skills of the following categories:
Offensive
Stat bonuses per level:
Strength: 12
Agility: 12
Endurance: 12
Toughness: 12
Vitality: 12
Perception: 16
Magic: 12
Spirit: 32
Soul: 32
Aura: 16
Attunement: 12
Luck: 0
Requirements:
3 high grade Law Eggs for each of the 12 elements, at least one Legendary grade passive psychic category skill or the Telekinesis (G-Legendary) skill, at least one Legendary grade crafting skill, the Lord (G-Legendary) skill, Spirit and Soul greater than 144, Aura and Attunement greater than 72, has control over a Medium amount of Territory for a G rank, has personally designed and then used telekinesis to craft at least a Legendary grade artifact
It was also a crafting class, but it was pretty much guaranteed to give him the Telekinesis (F-Heroic) skill while also boosting said skill and, while Telekinesis wasn’t a true combat skill, given the strength of Aalam’s Spirit stat and the way he fought, it would greatly, greatly increase his power and was thus a skill he’d be going for anyway.
Aalam hadn’t had the Prince uniqueness when he first made the plans for his build, however, so he briefly looked at another class, one requiring peak Law Eggs for the elements of space and time, which would allow him to temporarily create a Territory wherever he went, but then he realized one of the skills he had planned for his build would give him the same effect at E rank if he slightly modified its advancement path, so he decided to proceed as planned.




Chapter 44: The Benefits of Having a Master

Mila
Mila only had 2% left until full mastery of her Devil’s Contract skill. Before arriving on Hira, it had been her most mastered, but there was no good way of training it without actually making contracts, and she couldn’t make and break contracts like crazy. She had an image to maintain.
It did help, however, that the Territory of New Raphaiya was growing, as she made a new contract with every cultivator who came, but the growing nature of the Territory was also a problem.
Hira had two other native factions, the Rebels and the Imperial Generals, and both wanted Roland Raphaiya dead.
The week before, Roland and his party had been attacked by five members of the rebel forces while out hunting, and, while they had managed to defend themselves, one of their assailants had gotten away.
Mila had thus been babysitting the prince ever since, as Aalam needed him alive to maintain the Territory. But, if Mila were being honest with herself, it was also because she rather liked the prince’s party. They’d all lived pretty hard lives, but they were quite innocent and truly believed they could change things for the better.
“So, the monkey lizard things are called karthacs?” Mila asked as she walked through the jungle with the group, teaching the two rangers, the mage, and the warrior how to move quietly, even if she wasn’t doing so with her voice.
Their goal was to hunt monsters so the party could level up, and monsters tended to attack humans, so being quiet wasn’t beneficial at the moment. But it would be later, so the party members were all seriously trying to learn.
“Monkey lizards?” Benido the Barrier Mage asked.
“Two different types of animals where I come from,” Mila explained as she showed Conido, Benido’s younger brother, where he had left obvious footprints. “Lizards are cold blooded and have scales, while monkeys are genetically similar to humans.”
“Genetically?” Uliana asked, as Mila had used the English word. She was following Mila’s directions on how to move quietly and not leave a trail the best, though it was mostly because she was the lightest.
“Do you have the concept of evolution on this planet?” Mila asked. “I don’t know the right word in your language. It’s where creatures become different over time due to survival of the fittest, new species forming when alternative characteristics become more dominant due to environmental change.”
She got a lot of blank looks.
“Where do you think the different species on your planet come from?”
“From the gods, of course,” Roland said, as if speaking to a simpleton. “All the species were fully formed by the gods and then placed on the land and in the sea. This was confirmed in the tutorial.”
“Damn this planet is backwards.” Mila looked up at the jungle canopy, really quite happy the temple had been disabled in Earth’s tutorials as she could just imagine how the religious hardliners would have reacted. “I miss the internet—and television. You all haven’t even invented the printing press, so there aren’t even novels to read.”
Roland was about to respond to her, likely to ask what a printing press was, but he was instead distracted by something and raised his hand, calling for a halt to their movement.
Mila strained her senses, but, as he was already level 6, his effective Perception stat was about the same as hers, even with her second uniqueness, and, unlike her, he had a sensing skill.
“I think I hear the sound of a group talking, but I can’t quite make out what they are saying and the voices are unnaturally deep.” Roland sounded nervous, which Mila respected, as it showed he wasn’t a hotheaded idiot. “Shadow, could you go take a quick look. I think it might be more rebels.”
Mila nodded, projecting more calm than she actually felt. “Move east and move quietly. Stealth over speed. I’ll find you again using our bonds.”
Then she wrapped herself in her Law Egg of Obfuscation and moved southwest, to where Roland had heard the talking, moving fast. About twenty seconds later her own senses caught the speaking voices and she slowed. Then, about half a minute later, she could see them.
It was a large group, twenty or more, and they weren’t completely human. They looked like werewolves, though more Teen Wolf werewolf than full on beast, with extra hair, extended lower jaws, and mouths full of teeth.
They were also definitely hunting Roland.
A few, who obviously had scouting classes, were leading the others directly in the direction she’d come from and, as she hid behind a tree, she could hear a little of their conversation.
“I hate the jungle. So many smells,” one female said.
“It’s less overwhelming if you practice,” one of the males, who was carrying a large broadsword, responded.
“Do you think the prince’s soul will have a stronger effect when sacrificed?” another of the males asked, this one obviously an archer.
“It should,” a female wearing a mage robe answered, the one in the group with the darkest skin. “The texts retrieved from the inheritance spoke of bloodlines increasing a sacrifice’s potency. But you won’t get to enjoy it, Brenet, his soul and that of the princess are both mine.”
“Yes, my lady,” the archer named Brenet responded.
“Halt,” one of the scouts, a male wearing a set of 9 different daggers, raised his hand. “One of them split from the group and is right behind that tree.”
***
Roland
The Mistress of Oaths and Deception had been gone for too long and Roland didn’t like it. He was faster than her now that he’d leveled up a few times—not to mention how he had a movement skill while she didn’t—but Benido, a mage, and Conido, a strength focused axe warrior, were not, so she should have been able to catch up easily, especially given they weren’t moving at the two brothers’ max speed.
He also didn’t understand why she’d had them move east. They’d been hunting in the jungle on the south side of their Territory, so moving east would bring them closer to where the no longer functioning Conquest Pillar of the undead was located, but there were no towns around there anymore, no place to get help.
Then, following a game trail, they entered into a small clearing, an area of low underbrush between seven very large trees, and Roland realized why she’d sent them there.
Sitting crosslegged in the center of the clearing was an extremely tall commoner-looking man with blueish black hair and almost orange eyes. He was wearing a pair of black pants and a long-sleeved orange-trimmed black shirt, which Roland recognized as having belonged to the undead leader. And on his left hand was a scaled blue fingerless glove that Roland couldn’t sense anything special from, its obvious quality and his experience with the Mistress of Oaths and Deception’s earrings making him think it was a very high grade artifact.
The man’s aura was strong, rivaling the Mistress of Oaths and Deception for the strongest he’d ever seen, and being in his presence made Roland want to bow while, from her aura, he was pretty sure his sister was fighting a sudden urge to rip off her clothes and jump the man.
They hadn’t spotted him as he was just sitting there meditating, not making any other sounds than slowly breathing, but he wasn’t trying to hide his presence. His aura spread throughout the clearing and beyond. It was just hard to notice as, other than the lust inducing and suppressing effects, it felt no different than the natural world, at least to Roland.
A sudden inspiration hit him and Roland took a look at the status page for his Territory.
New Raphaiya (157 km^2)
The Territory of Lord Roland Raphaiya, taking up a large chunk of the Forest of the Ashen Mistress.
Lord: Roland Raphaiya
Overlord: Heavenly Spark Soul King
Benefits to humanoid population:
Qi, Mana, and Psyforce regeneration +6.25%
Qi, Mana, and Psyforce regeneration +6.25% further when in the rain
Affinity for all Laws +12.5%
The affinity for all Laws benefit in his Territory had doubled.
Then Roland quickly looked at his own status page.
Name: Roland Raphaiya
Level: 6
Race: Human Skirmisher (F-Uncommon)
Bloodline: Martial Lord (Heroic)
Abilities
Spring Step Agility (Rare)
Prodigy of the Blade (Epic)
Class: Raindrop Ranger (F-Rare)
Skills
Power Attack (F-Rare) 13% mastered
Water Walk (F-Rare) 16% mastered
Lord (F-Rare) 7% mastered
Sound of a Raindrop (F-Rare) 8% mastered
Laws
Law Egg of Rain - Early
Stats
Strength: 154
Agility: 234
Endurance: 148
Toughness: 130
Vitality: 130
Perception: 184
Magic: 146
Spirit: 108
Soul: 110
Aura: 28
Attunement: 28
Luck: 28
Free Stats: 0
Soulstructures:
Lower Dantian: 1 Large Core Container
Middle Dantian: 1 Large Mana Well
Upper Dantian: 1 Medium Mental Forge
Uniqueness:
Perception Agent
Territory:
New Raphaiya
Boons:
Personal Slave of the Heavenly Spark Soul King: Increase the effectiveness of the Soul and Attunement stats by 6.25% and raise affinity with all Laws by 12.5%.
Something about the Heavenly Spark Soul King had changed, likely the man advancing to F rank, and that change had resulted in a huge gain for Roland, his status as a slave earning him more than even his class effects when not in the rain.
The Heavenly Spark Soul King made a gesture and four small spirals of air formed in front of him, empowered by some sort of powerful Law Egg of the wind element. Then, five seconds later, the underbrush in those four spots was completely cleared, the ground just dirt like where the Heavenly Spark Soul King was sitting himself.
The wind spirals then stopped and the Heavenly Spark Soul King made a gesture Roland interpreted as inviting them to sit down.
Roland wondered for a second why the man didn’t just speak, but then he remembered that the two monsters were supposedly reborn humans from another world.
The Mistress of Oaths and Deception obviously wasn’t completely familiar with their language, likely having some sort of skill or ability that had helped her quickly adapt to the point she could fake being a native, but the Heavenly Spark Soul King, a true combatant, wouldn’t have wasted one of his limited slots on something like that.
They didn’t know his language and he most likely didn’t know theirs.
Quickly, Roland sat down, motioning for his party to do the same, and they joined him.
It was awkward for a bit, and they didn’t feel comfortable speaking amongst themselves, but then, about twenty seconds later, Roland heard something, and, three seconds after that, he could tell what it was.
Transformed rebels, empowered from sacrificing the lives of hundreds of his citizens, growling and running through the jungle.
The Heavenly Spark Soul King raised his left hand and five golden needles appeared from seemingly nowhere, each appearing to be attuned to a different mana type—one each for fire, water, earth, air, and metal. The needles then moved at rapid speed, drawing out a set of intricate runes around all of them that Roland couldn’t understand at all, each element seemingly empowered by a different Law. Then, after eight seconds, Roland’s magical senses were all completely cut off roughly 4 meters away from the Heavenly Spark Soul King, and the five needles flew back to the Heavenly Spark Soul King’s left hand, disappearing.
About a second passed with just noise, but then the Mistress of Oaths and Deception ran into the clearing and right through whatever barrier the Heavenly Spark Soul King had erected, moving to stand right behind her master.
Twenty-six beastmen rebels then entered into the clearing and all quickly stopped to look at the barrier in front of them.
“We will give you one chance to surrender without pain,” the Mistress of Oaths and Deception called out, the barrier not doing anything to block sound or, apparently, her contract magic judging by the way most of the beastmen seemed to be listening to something, likely receiving their System messages as if they were spoken verbally. One common woman dressed like a mage, however, was instead reading, showing a higher level of education. “Should you force Guardian’s hands, you will not like the result.”




Chapter 45: Heavenly Spark Soul King

Roland
The Mistress of Oaths and Deception’s aura was as calm and restrained as normal, but she’d been injured. Her dress was ripped slightly over her left abdomen, the fabric covered in her blood, and there was an open gash on her right arm, though both wounds were closing as she channeled her qi into them, guided by some Law Roland hadn’t seen before. Still, given what type of monster she was, it was hard not to be at least somewhat emotionally affected, and Roland had to fight those feelings down.
“Who are you?” the leader of the rebels asked, her eyes looking from the Mistress of Oaths and Deception to the Heavenly Spark Soul King and back. Given the lack of lust in her eyes, the barrier around them seemed to block her from being able to sense the Heavenly Spark Soul King’s aura, so she didn’t show any fear at all.
“Isn’t that obvious?” The Mistress of Oaths and Deception smiled, her apparent confidence boosting Roland’s morale even further.
The rebel force’s beastmen were powerful, each requiring more than 100 live sacrifices to create, and they all had the racial ability to sacrifice other sentient lifeforms to boost their own stats, though the conversion was absolutely abysmal. In return, the race couldn’t advance past E rank, but in an F rank world what did that matter?
“You’re the Mistress of Oaths and Deception,” the woman answered, looking contemplative. “You can speak.”
The Mistress of Oaths and Deception started laughing and it was the most pleasant sound in the world, some of the male beastmen seemingly affected as well, but the female leader didn’t seem to care.
“You work for the prince, yet he somehow hasn’t cleared the quest to subjugate you?”
“The other way around, dear. He works for us.” The Mistress of Oaths and Deception’s face grew serious and her wounds were somehow already completely healed. “But I take it you are not surrendering.”
“No.” The female leader smiled herself. “There are rewards for your deaths and if you can talk, it means you might work as a sacrifice. I wonder if sacrificing you and the tall one might even allow for a racial evolution.”
Then she raised her right hand to point at the barrier. “Everyone, attack!”
The first to attack were the five archers and seven mages, but the effect of their onslaught was minimal. The mages’ attacks—lances of fire, ice, and lightning—all just disappeared as they hit the barrier, but the arrows, half covered with elemental effects as well, made it through, though any qi, mana, or psyforce powered ability attached to them did not. And, when the arrows passed through the barrier, their flight was somehow altered and they headed right for the Heavenly Spark Soul King’s left hand, promptly disappearing from existence when they got close.
The rest of the beastmen were all melee fighters like Conido, so they ran toward the barrier. When they got close, however, they all rose into the air as if pulled up by their left ankles, and then they just hung there, unable to get any kind of leverage or physically touch whatever was holding them.
Then, as the archers and mages watched on in horror, one by one each of the fourteen melee fighters were stripped of all their weapons and clothing, four invisible hands seemingly undressing each of them in turn in only about half a second.
Their clothing and weapons were then clumped together in the air and flew at the Heavenly Spark Soul King at speed, disappearing when they approached his left hand.
The mages and archers tried to attack again multiple times during the eight seconds it took to incapacitate and strip the melee fighters, but it was to no effect. The attacks of the mages seemed to just stop being able to exist when they hit the barrier, the mana constructing them fizzling into nothing, and, while the arrows could pass through, their effects all fizzled at the barrier and the arrows vanished when they grew close to the Heavenly Spark Soul King.
The twelve mages and archers then joined the melee fighters, pulled up into the air by their left ankles by an invisible force, and the archers’ weapons were all taken in the process. Then they were unceremoniously stripped as well and their clothing, weapons, and other artifacts were collected into what Roland assumed was a subspace in the fingerless glove artifact on the Heavenly Spark Soul King’s left hand.
One of the melee fighters then reached up and tore off his own foot, obviously hoping to fall back to the ground and escape, but it didn’t work. Instead of him falling and his foot staying in the air, his foot fell and whatever grip was holding him up moved to below his stump.
“Guardian,” the Mistress of Oaths and Deception spoke while still looking at the beastmen, “I said their original chance to surrender was the last they would have without pain. Would you be a dear and break them a bit for me?”
Roland was pretty sure the Heavenly Spark Soul King was not just the muscle in the relationship between the two monsters. For one, the two skills he’d shown so far had been rune creation and an extremely powerful version of telekinesis, both of which required an insane level of multitasking to accomplish. Two, the amount of Spirit required to power the telekinesis so easily overpowering the 26 individuals was immense, meaning the man was likely primarily a psychic. Three, and probably most important, he was almost certain the Heavenly Spark Soul King didn’t understand a word the Mistress of Oaths and Deception had said, the two instead communicating in their native tongue over some sort of psychic connection.
The fact he didn’t speak the native tongue, however, made it difficult for the Heavenly Spark Soul King to provide the right type of intimidation himself. So, the idea he was someone the Mistress of Oaths and Deception, the one initiating the contracts with all the beastmen, could control created a much better story to get the beastmen immediately compliant.
And this was especially the case when, immediately after she asked, the Heavenly Spark Soul King crushed the lower leg bones of every one of the beastmen’s right legs, all while still maintaining an unbreakable grip on their left ankles.
“Let me ask this again.” The Mistress of Oaths and Deception’s voice hadn’t changed at all, even as most of the beastmen were screaming. “Will you surrender and become slaves of your planet’s prince, or should Guardian here kill you?”
“We’d rather die than become the slaves of the spawn of that bastard!” yelled the beastman who’d tried to rip off his own leg. “You might as well just—”
The Mistress of Oaths and Deception pointed at the man and his head burst, as if massive force had pushed in on it from all directions, the man likely killed by the Heavenly Spark Soul King. “Okay.” Then she looked at the others, smiling, and Roland, even though he knew he was on her side and was pretty sure she was acting, felt a chill run down his spine. “Any of the rest of you interested in death? I promise it won’t be quite as painless.”
“I surrender,” one of the mages was quick to say, agreeing to whatever contract the Mistress of Oaths and Deception had sent them all earlier, and his declaration was almost immediately followed by six others.
The Mistress of Oaths and Deception then nodded at the Heavenly Spark Soul King and those seven were lowered half way to the ground, the telekinesis now holding onto their waists and shoulders rather than their left ankles. Then they were brought into the barrier and the Mistress of Oaths and Deception moved over to the first mage who’d surrendered. She then sent her energy into his leg as the Heavenly Spark Soul King used telekinesis to brace the broken bones.
As a mage, his Vitality wasn’t very high, but the Mistress of Oaths and Deception was skilled, and it only took about thirty seconds for his leg to be back on the road to a full recovery, his own Vitality able to fully heal it in under a day.
“I surrender as well.” Seeing the healing process, four others surrendered, and the Heavenly Spark Soul King brought them into the barrier as the Mistress of Oaths and Deception moved from beastman to beastman, healing their wounds.
After a couple minutes, the beastmen leader, who was growing pale, finally surrendered, and the rest all followed.
Without any further talking, the Mistress of Oaths and Deception continued healing each of them, getting more and more skilled with each leg she healed, and Roland realized she was using them for practice. Then, when she was done, the Heavenly Spark Soul King used another telekinetically controlled minor whirlwind to clear out the entire clearing, leaving firm, albeit wet, ground for everyone to sit on.
Then, with the same blank disinterested expression he’d had since the beastmen had arrived, the Heavenly Spark Soul King stood up and walked away into the jungle, leaving the mess for his chamberlain to clean up.
“So, I guess we should start with an interrogation?” The Mistress of Oaths and Deception smiled at the 25 now sitting beastmen, completely ignoring the corpse the Heavenly Spark Soul King had left behind them, and, seeing the obvious fear on their faces, Roland almost felt bad for the mass murdering bastards.




Chapter 46: Levels and Morals

Mila
Staying ahead of the beastmen had been tough, and, had Aalam not been out of the cave practicing with his new powers nearby, Mila wouldn’t have been able to keep them distracted, allowing them to catch and kill Roland and the others.
Every beastman had a heightened sense of smell, and she didn’t have any magical ways to stop that type of sense. She also couldn’t have fought them on her own as, while none of them were quite as strong as Roland, through the sacrifice of hundreds of civilians they could each match any of Roland’s party members.
It had taken all her skill to stay ahead of them, and even then they’d managed to cut her twice. Sure, if she’d been on her own, she wouldn’t have needed to buy time and she could have escaped, as her Law Egg of Obfuscation was almost peak grade, but it was a wake up call to Mila how much rank and levels really mattered.
In the tutorial, she’d fought against level 1 insect monsters and non-combatant humans. Anyone who’d actually been a danger she’d taken out with poison or guile, and, as a result, it hadn’t really sunk in just how much actually fighting would have been suicide.
This was the reason her and Aalam’s level of rewards had been ridiculous. For most G ranks, even killing a single F rank was nearly impossible.
F rank went from level 1 to level 36, and the weakest cultivator, with an Inferior grade race and class, still gained 81 stats per level. Even Aalam, with his many high grade Laws and ridiculous +1100% boost to Spirit, wasn’t anywhere close to invincible in F rank at level 1.
To protect himself in the battle that had just happened, he’d used almost half his qi, mana, and psyforce to create what was called a Four State Seal, a specialized barrier requiring the Law Eggs of Plasma, Solid, Liquid, Gas, and Matter to set up. It only allowed physical objects through, not qi, mana, or psyforce, other than that of the creator—and this was why Mila had had to use Aalam’s mana and psyforce to send out the contracts.
Then he’d used four of his five Mental Forges from his new Advanced Multi-Mind skill and his overpowered Spirit stat to take on the 26 beastmen, letting one of his two new dumber minds control his body.
Had the beastmen been able to actually cast spells at him, he would have had to kill them much quicker, as telekinesis couldn’t block magic. And there was a chance he would have died as he still wasn’t very good at fighting.
“So,” Mila began after finishing her healing of the beastmen, “does anyone know where any of the invasion forces are?”
All the beastmen, under a contract where they would feel intense debilitating pain if they didn’t answer truthfully, shook their heads.
“Alright. Where did you come from and how did you find Roland?”
What followed was a relatively long interrogation, taking roughly two hours, and Roland proved incredibly helpful, having enough in depth knowledge about Hira to ask more detailed questions. So, Mila let him do most of the talking, and the only times she spoke after the beginning were to ask Uliana to explain context she was missing.
There was a jungle going through almost the entire center of Hira’s single large continent, from east to west, with two mountain ranges blocking off parts, and they were in a section at the very center of the continent called the Forest of the Ashen Mistress. The area was about 5,000 square kilometers and had one of the continent’s larger mountain ranges as a border to the east, but it housed the largest city within 200 kilometers, Eshna.
Given its population and easy access to a river, Eshna was effectively the capital of a region around the size of Germany back on Earth, only much less populated. The region as a whole was mainly a location to gather spices for the nobles in other regions, and the nobles who owned the land had lived in the empire’s capital for generations, almost never actually visiting.
The beastmen all came from a much more populated region to the southwest, having returned from the tutorial around the three major cities of that region. And it seemed in the month since the return of cultivators from the tutorial, the rebel forces had mostly conquered those cities and the region as a whole, using mass human sacrifices to make even more of their kind.
The beastman who’d escaped from Roland’s party before had escaped to there and told the rebel leadership about Roland’s existence. That leadership had then sent a good portion of their elite to kill the prince, the 25 in front of them and their dead friend.
Other than where they came from and information about the area, Roland also asked questions about the nature of the blood sacrifice rituals and many other questions about the inheritance the rebels had discovered in the northwest part of the continent, information Mila filed away for later.
“Alright then,” Mila said when there were no more questions, having learned more than she’d wanted to know about the nature of the blood sacrifices required to become beastmen. “Roland, would you do the honors?”
“What?” Roland looked at her, seemingly confused, as did the beastmen and Roland’s party members.
“Killing them of course.” Mila pointed at the beastmen but maintained eye contact with Roland. “Why do you think I put debilitating pain as the punishment in their contract instead of death? It was so you could gain a few levels from killing them.”
Mila then turned to look at the beastmen, several of whom were writhing on the floor in pain from trying to attack, something explicitly not allowed in the contract they’d signed, but most had been wise enough to start the process of trying to run away, so she yelled, “Come back here and sit down.”
None of them actually followed the order, but it didn’t matter. Going against a direct command from her violated one of the terms of their contract, and they all dropped to the ground screaming.
Mila then looked back at Roland, who seemed a little uncomfortable. “What’s wrong?”
Roland didn’t move his eyes away from her and she could tell from his aura he’d decided to just be honest. “Killing defenseless prisoners makes me feel kind of evil.”
Mila nodded at him, understanding that position though not holding it herself, and she decided to be honest as well. “I wouldn’t call myself a good person, Roland. You’ve certainly noticed I have training in covert warfare and assassination. Back on my world I was an assassin and a spy. And I’d killed thirteen people even before the integration.
“Their souls don’t really weigh on my conscience, though, as none of them were good people.” Mila pointed at the beastmen writhing on the ground. “But the worst of them didn’t hold a candle to these men and women. They’ve each killed at minimum 144 people to become what they are.
“Granted, were I in their position, to protect those I care about, I might have made the same decision. As I said, I’m not a good person. But that empathy I have doesn’t change the fact I wouldn’t regret their deaths.”
Mila continued to look Roland in the eyes. “But I think you mostly agree with me on those points. Your issue is more about killing those you already have absolute control over. You coming from a world where slavery is incredibly common, I commend you for that.
“Personally, my view is mostly about pragmatism. I just mastered my last skill and now have the ability to advance to F rank. This means in about a day I’ll be powerful enough to go try to start the process of fully conquering this planet and ending the other eleven invasions, but I need you to stay alive for my plans to work.
“Unlike me, Guardian is a good person, and he has people he wants to protect back on our home planet, but our planet is being invaded just like this one, so the quicker we can get back the better. You leveling up will do more for your safety than having 25 bodyguards who all want you dead. And that will allow me to do more of what I need to in order for you to fully conquer your world so we can get off of it.”
Roland nodded, seeming to contemplate what she’d said. Then he asked, “What would you do if they weren’t evil shitheads but still attacked us?”
Mila smiled at him, not faking it. “You mean like what you and your party did to me?”
Roland opened his mouth to respond, then seemed to realize the situation he’d asked about was pretty much exactly the same as when they’d first met. “Oh.” He seemed to think a bit more. Then he asked another question. “What would you have done if you’d met the leaders of the other native factions instead of me?”
“Probably the same thing,” Mila answered honestly. “Though I wouldn’t have had conversations with them about moral philosophy. And I likely would have betrayed them at some point. Guardian has standards, and they all sound like utter dicks.”
From Roland’s aura, Mila could tell she’d made the right call. He couldn’t read her aura or her face if she tried to hide things from him, but he didn’t trust her to begin with and he wasn’t stupid. Being honest brought his fears into the foreground, but he couldn’t do anything stupid due to them because of the contract, and he wasn’t likely to anyway, so there wasn’t much risk. Instead, his level of trust in her words would go up for future interactions, and that was what was important.
Roland took out his sword and stabbed one of the beastmen through the heart, the primal energy contained in the man’s soul flowing into him, working basically like XP in video games. “Thank you for saving our lives.” Then he stabbed another beastman and another.
“No problem.” Mila looked at Roland and then at his party members. “I like you guys. You’re not quite as jaded as me.”
Then she turned to walk away. “After advancing, I’m going to go deal with those rebel leaders to the southwest. Then I’ll probably head to the inheritance site. Try to keep yourselves alive until I get back. Guardian won’t be there to save you next time.”




Chapter 47: F Rank Advancement

Mila
Congratulations!
Your Law Egg of Obfuscation has advanced to peak grade.
Your soul is affected by your understanding of Laws.
Agility + 8, Perception + 8, Magic +16, Spirit +8, Soul +8
After using her Law Egg of Obfuscation in the chase, all Mila needed was a little meditation to raise it to peak grade, and she felt very, very proud as it was the first time she had advanced the Law without feeling inferior to Aalam.
“Are you sure your Law advancement has nothing to do with Aalam easily restraining those beastmen you stood no chance against?” Nana Xara cut in and Mila’s happiness faded.
“You couldn’t just let me have a moment?”
“Complacency is the mother of regret. And it is both my joy and responsibility as your master to make sure you don’t grow full of yourself.”
Mila decided to stop engaging before things got worse for her and instead started the process of advancing to F rank, feeling safe in the hallway leading to Aalam’s cave.
You have chosen to upgrade your class Citizen (G-Common)
Please choose from the following 526 possible upgrades.
Unlike with Aalam, every class in Mila’s list of upgrades was in Nana Xara’s information. But this wasn’t just because she was less impressive than him. Back when Nana Xara had been alive, she had purposefully gathered information about the types of classes Mila was suited for, and this was one of the reasons the woman had taken Mila in as an apprentice in the first place.
To Mila’s excitement, she’d even qualified for a grand total of nine Heroic grade classes. And the first was the advancement of Diabolical Trickster.
Advanced Diabolical Trickster (F-Heroic)
You are an exceptional cheat, one who no one should make a contract with
Effects:
Markedly increase the power of disguise category skills
Markedly increase the power of all bonds and contracts you enter into or for which you provide the magic
Greatly decrease the penalties for creating bonds and contracts with those under magical influence
Skill slots:
6
May not learn skills of the following categories:
NA
Stat bonuses per level:
Strength: 12
Agility: 16
Endurance: 16
Toughness: 12
Vitality: 12
Perception: 16
Magic: 32
Spirit: 32
Soul: 32
Aura: 0
Attunement: 0
Luck: 0
Requirements:
2 high grade Law Eggs of the light and darkness elements aligned with the paths of illusion and shadow, 2 or more divine role Law Eggs at middle grade or higher, the Devil’s Contract (G-Legendary) skill, Soul greater than 144, has tricked someone out of at least a Large amount of treasure for a G rank or has had 72 F rank or higher beings die as a result of breaking a contract
Given her trickery to steal from Prince Morin Daal, she qualified, but the plan of her build required the Legendary grade version of the class to allow for a future class merger, so she couldn’t choose Advanced Diabolical Trickster.
She was going to have two classes, however, so it wouldn’t be bad to get a specialized Heroic grade class as her second.
Advanced Shadow Enhancer (F-Heroic)
You are an exceptional controller of artifacts and shadows
Effects:
Increase the effectiveness of the Endurance, Magic, and Spirit stats by 25%
Raise affinity with darkness element Laws by 100%
Greatly increase the power of triforce category enhancement skills
Skill slots:
6
May not learn skills of the following categories:
Light
Soul
Stat bonuses per level:
Strength: 12
Agility: 12
Endurance: 32
Toughness: 12
Vitality: 18
Perception: 12
Magic: 32
Spirit: 32
Soul: 18
Aura: 0
Attunement: 0
Luck: 0
Requirements:
Peak grade Law Egg of the darkness element on the path of shadow, the Artifact Enhancement (G-Legendary) skill, Endurance greater than 144, Magic greater than 144, Spirit greater than 144, has killed over 72 beings at least one rank higher using an enhanced artifact
Advanced Shadow Enhancer was the only Heroic grade class option that made use of her peak grade Law Egg, the other Heroic grade classes making use of her having multiple high grade Law Eggs instead, but classes of the enhancer line made up most of her choices. These included Advanced Fire and Ice Enhancer, Advanced Light and Dark Enhancer, Advanced Life and Death Enhancer, Advanced Yin Enhancer, and Advanced Yang Enhancer.
The most powerful of all the enhancer line Heroic grade class options, however, was Advanced Yin Yang Enhancer.
Advanced Yin Yang Enhancer (F-Heroic)
You are an exceptional controller of artifacts, yin, and yang
Effects:
Increase the effectiveness of the Endurance, Magic, and Spirit stats by 50%
Raise affinity with fire, water, light, darkness, life, and death element Laws by 100%
Greatly increase the power of triforce category enhancement skills
Skill slots:
6
May not learn skills of the following categories:
Soul
Stat bonuses per level:
Strength: 12
Agility: 12
Endurance: 32
Toughness: 12
Vitality: 18
Perception: 12
Magic: 32
Spirit: 32
Soul: 18
Aura: 0
Attunement: 0
Luck: 0
Requirements:
High grade Law Eggs of the fire, water, light, darkness, life, and death elements, the Artifact Enhancement (G-Legendary) skill, Endurance greater than 144, Magic greater than 144, Spirit greater than 144, has killed over 72 beings at least one rank higher using an enhanced artifact
It gave double the bonus to Endurance, Magic, and Spirit, as well as raising affinity with all her Laws instead of only a subset, so it was objectively the best class she had access to, but Mila was a bit frustrated.
She’d been hoping to get some assassin classes, but her skills weren’t right for them, and high grade combat classes were obviously a bad trap to fall into. Beyond the issues of advancing stats and Laws, the advancement criteria for the highest grades of combat classes would likely have her needing to kill gods as a B rank, something that was almost impossible.
Her build path as a trickster, as currently planned, would also later need the advancements of her Artifact Enhancement skill, so it would be a bad idea to choose any class that required the skill if she wanted her first path to work.
This then sadly left only the last Heroic grade class, one she actively hated the idea of, as an actual option.
Essence Chamberlain (F-Heroic)
You follow your master, and in turn gain a semblance of his might
Effects:
Your master decides your skill slot usage for this class
Your master may use any of your skills in this class for his own skill fusions
Free skill slots can be temporarily filled with a shadow of any skill your master has
Gain half the effects your master gains through classes, your master’s choice
Stat growth equivalent to your master’s stat growth from classes
Skill limitations the same as your master’s most powerful class
If your master dies or you lose your position, you lose this class
Skill slots:
6
May not learn skills of the following categories:
??
Stat bonuses per level:
Strength: ??
Agility: ??
Endurance: ??
Toughness: ??
Vitality: ??
Perception: ??
Magic: ??
Spirit: ??
Soul: ??
Aura: ??
Attunement: ??
Luck: ??
Requirements:
The Prime Servitor (Mythic) bloodline, the Exemplary Servitor (G-Legendary) skill, has the status of chamberlain to a master with a Heroic grade F rank class, has the same race as her master, has the same basic soulstructures as her master
It was quite obviously the class Aalam would like her to pick and she qualified for the last requirement of the class as it didn’t take into account extra soulstructures gained through skills or abilities, like Aalam’s extra Mental Forges or his new Soul Storage, but it was also objectively weaker than the other Heroic grade class options.
First, given Aalam’s classes, her stat bonuses per level from the class would be between a Heroic grade and a Legendary grade class instead of that of a full Heroic grade class, as the class’s stat growth was based on Aalam’s total stat growth from classes, half the combined stat growth from both of his classes, and not the stat growth that would have been granted by his Heavenly Spark Psycrafter Lord class alone.
Second, instead of getting a full Heroic grade class’s effects, she’d get half the effects from a particularly powerful Heroic grade class and half the effects from a relatively rare Legendary class. It was close to that of a full Heroic grade class, but not quite there.
Finally, Aalam would choose her skills instead of her, and she just didn’t like that.
It wasn’t like she couldn’t see the benefits of the class, however.
First and foremost, she could gain shadows of Aalam’s skills. These shadows would be fully functional skills. She just wouldn’t be able to advance them herself, the mastery instead dependent on Aalam’s mastery of the main version of the skill. And she herself would never be able to qualify for a skill like Advanced Multi-Mind, while Telekinesis would be incredibly useful.
Second, while the stat growth and effects were weaker than a normal Heroic grade class at F rank, this wouldn’t be the case after a couple advancements. Aalam was definitely planning on upgrading their races to have something even better than advanced dual classes in the future, and the very nature of the sage line part of his build was all about upgrading his soul to allow for even more classes. If everything went to plan, by D rank, when the Essence Chamberlain class would be upgraded to Mythic grade, it would provide even more benefits than the Mythic upgrade of Aalam’s Heavenly Spark Psycrafter Lord class, and every rank after would have the difference only increase.
Finally, she didn’t have to do anything to manage the upgrade requirements of the class other than help Aalam as she already intended. And, if something happened to her relationship with Aalam, she’d just lose the class and get to choose another.
Honestly, the class’s issues were pretty minor given Aalam’s inability to not optimize, and the only thing really holding her back was her pride.
Had she not had the Shadow Princess uniqueness, things might be different, as the whole master servant thing would actually be real, but, with it, she probably had more control over Aalam than he had over her. Given his choice of sage class, he probably needed the extra skill slots provided by her taking the Essence Chamberlain class for some insane skill mergers, and that gave her leverage if she ever truly needed it.
Resigned, Mila first looked at what she’d planned all along to be her first class.
Diabolical Trickster (F-Legendary)
You are a cheat, one who no one should make a contract with
Effects:
Increase the power of disguise category skills
Increase the power of all bonds and contracts you enter into or for which you provide the magic
Markedly decrease the penalties for creating bonds and contracts with those under magical influence
Skill slots:
6
May not learn skills of the following categories:
NA
Stat bonuses per level:
Strength: 8
Agility: 12
Endurance: 12
Toughness: 8
Vitality: 8
Perception: 12
Magic: 28
Spirit: 28
Soul: 28
Aura: 0
Attunement: 0
Luck: 0
Requirements:
2 middle grade Law Eggs of the light and darkness elements aligned with the paths of illusion and shadow, 2 or more divine role Law Eggs at early grade or higher, the Devil’s Contract (G-Legendary) skill, Soul greater than 72, has tricked someone out of at least a Medium amount of treasure for a G rank or had 12 F rank or higher beings die as a result of breaking a contract
She then looked over all the other classes she qualified for, wanting to better understand her own accomplishments, before taking Diabolical Trickster (F-Legendary) as her main class and Essence Chamberlain (F-Heroic) as her second.
Her whole body started to itch and then she passed out, waking up almost a half day later to some new System messages.
You have gained the Diabolical Trickster (F-Legendary) class.
As part of your class upgrade, you have gained the Trickster’s Guise (F-Legendary) skill
Trickster’s Guise (F-Legendary) Triforce, Trickster, Disguise
Use the power of qi to physically change your appearance, magic to hide your form in illusion, and/or psyforce to trick the minds of others.
It was an extremely flexible disguise skill, combining the effects of the three main types of disguise skills, and, as a result, like Artifact Enhancement, it had the triforce category keyword, meaning it could use all three energy types.
You have gained the Essence Chamberlain (F-Heroic) class.
Your master has chosen the effects of your class to be the following:
Increase the effectiveness of the Aura and Attunement stats by 50%
Raise affinity with all Laws by 100%
Increase the effectiveness of all stats by 6.25%
Increase the speed of mastering skills by 100%
It seemed the free skill merging effects of Void Sage were more valuable than she thought, or maybe her new class just rounded up when allowed to choose half the effects of Aalam’s classes, as Mila was pleasantly surprised to gain the other two abilities from the Void Sage class, which were far more useful for her, along with the more general effects of the Heavenly Spark Psycrafter Lord class.
As part of your class upgrade, Exemplary Servitor (G-Legendary) has upgraded to Exemplary Chamberlain (F-Heroic)
Exemplary Chamberlain (F-Heroic) Soul, Humble, Contract
You are not just anyone under your lord. You are his confidant and the one he allows to control his assets.
Aalam had received similar notifications upon gaining his classes, and for all three of his skills, but Mila didn’t mind her other two skills not advancing. She didn’t want her other skills to increase in grade yet, as it would cut off her path, and Exemplary Chamberlain itself was incredibly useful.
Aalam’s Lord skill had advanced to Soul Lord, and that upgrade allowed for his direct subordinates to gain boons based on one or more of his abilities, currently only Heavenly Spark Pure Soul. Mila gaining Exemplary Chamberlain to match greatly boosted the strength of their bond, allowing them to feel each other’s emotions if both sides allowed, and it enhanced the previous effects as well, but the greatest benefit to Mila was that she would receive a boon of twice the strength compared to Aalam’s other subordinates, effectively gaining the full Heavenly Spark Pure Soul racial ability for free.
As part of your class upgrade, your master was able to choose from a variety of skills based on your Laws, and has chosen the Life Death Detection (F-Legendary) skill for you
Life Death Detection (F-Legendary) Magic, Detection, Life, Death
You gain a sixth sense allowing you to know the health of living things
It was obviously a skill Aalam wanted to use for skill fusion in the future, but it was pretty useful for Mila by itself, as it would allow her to know the health of anyone she saw or detected with her aura. It was also, from a brief consultation with Nana Xara, incredibly rare, the other skills Aalam needed for fusion likely much more common.
The upgrades done, Mila then chose two of Aalam’s skills to shadow, Advanced Multi-Mind and Telekinesis, knocking herself out again.
When she woke up, there were five of her inside her soul. Two were stupid, but she had three fully working minds, and it felt extremely weird. Unlike from Aalam’s instance of the skill, they didn’t also come with enhanced multi-processing and faster thinking speed, as she didn’t have any abilities or class effects that boosted psychic skills, but there were still three of her with two idiots on top.
She could think about five different things at once, learn from different sources, focus on different senses. It was extremely overpowered.
One of her intelligent minds she left to control her body. Another focused on her bond with the Twin Dragons to learn from the legacies it contained. Then the third started to ponder on her Law Eggs of Bonds and Severing, her needing to advance both past the Law Egg level if she wanted to fake herself as a native. Finally, she left one of her two dumber minds to monitor her existing bonds for irregularities and the other to focus on the extra senses she’d gained from her third eye, which she’d yet to master.
Then she took a quick look at her status, with the settings changed slightly so all her various boosts to the effectiveness of her stats could be seen at once.
Name: Li Mila
Level: 1
Race: Strong Soul Succubus Princess (F-Epic)
Bloodline: Prime Servitor (Mythic)
Abilities
Omniglot Reader (Legendary)
Fairy Law (Legendary)
Master of Disguise (Heroic)
Class 1: Diabolical Trickster (F-Legendary)
Skills
Artifact Enhancement (F-Legendary) 0% mastered
Devil’s Contract (F-Legendary) 0% mastered
Trickster’s Guise (F-Legendary) 0% mastered
Class 2: Essence Chamberlain (F-Heroic)
Skills
Exemplary Chamberlain (F-Heroic) 0% mastered
Life Death Detection (F-Legendary) 0% mastered
Advanced Multi-Mind (F-Heroic) [shadow]
Telekinesis (F-Heroic) [shadow]
Laws
Law Eggs:
Obfuscation - Peak
Hologram - High
Calm - High
Rage - High
The Healer - High
The Reaper - High
Bonds - High
Severing - High
Stats
Strength: 165 (+6.25%)
Agility: 175 (+6.25%)
Endurance: 169 (+6.25%)
Toughness: 165 (+6.25%)
Vitality: 167 (+6.25%)
Perception: 180 (+106.25%)
Magic: 196 (+6.25%)
Spirit: 226 (+6.25%)
Soul: 542 (+18.75%)
Aura: 148 (+156.25%)
Attunement: 147 (+68.75%)
Luck: 144 (+6.25%)
Free Stats: 0
Soulstructures:
Lower Dantian: 1 Huge Core Container
Middle Dantian: 12 Medium + 1 Large Mana Wells
Upper Dantian: 3 Huge + 2 Small Mental Forges
Uniqueness:
Shadow Princess
Third Eye Princess
Assets:
3 D rank universal credits
1047 E rank universal credits
112,945 F rank universal credits
26 D rank undead credits
27,894 E rank undead credits
37,766,349 F rank undead credits
Boons:
Personal Chamberlain of the Heavenly Spark Soul King: Increase the effectiveness of the Soul and Attunement stats by 12.5% and raise affinity with all Laws by 25%.
When she’d advanced her race, she’d gotten a choice of 3 possible new abilities, but only one of them was Heroic grade and, as it markedly increased disguise category skills, an effect she wanted, she’d taken it.
As she stood up and headed toward the cave to talk to Aalam, she took a quick look at his status as well.
Name: Aalam Alvaro
Level: 1
Race: Strong Soul Incubus Prince (F-Epic)
Bloodline: Genetic Thief (Mythic)
Abilities
Nascent Energy Converter (Legendary)
Heavenly Spark Pure Soul (Legendary)
Soul Collector (Epic)
Class 1: Heavenly Spark Psycrafter Lord (F-Heroic)
Skills
Advanced Multi-Mind (F-Heroic) 3% mastered
Runescriber (F-Heroic) 5% mastered
Soul Lord (F-Heroic) 3% mastered
Telekinesis (F-Heroic) 4% mastered
Class 2: Void Sage (F-Legendary)
Skills
Void Sense (F-Legendary) 2% mastered
Laws
Law Eggs:
Molecular Acceleration - Peak
Plasma - Peak
Rage - High
Molecular Deceleration - Peak
Liquid - Peak
Calm - High
Inertia - Peak
Solid - Peak
Gravity - High
Gust - High
Gas - Peak
Kinetic Energy - Peak
Ionization - High
Fission - High
Fusion - Peak
Ionic Conductivity - High
Matter - Peak
Antimatter - High
Ultraviolet - High
Infrared - High
Energy Transfer - Peak
Ultraviolet Absorption - High
Infrared Absorption - High
Energy Storage - Peak
Bacteria - High
Order - Peak
Bonds - High
Asphyxiation - High
Entropy - Peak
Severing - High
Vacuum - High
3 Dimensional Geometry - High
Multi-Dimensional Geometry - Peak
Soulform Temporal Acceleration - High
Temporal Relativity - Peak
Pause - High
Stats
Strength: 256 (+6.75%)
Agility: 264 (+6.75%)
Endurance: 284 (+6.75%)
Toughness: 264 (+6.75%)
Vitality: 284 (+6.75%)
Perception: 266 (+6.75%)
Magic: 277 (+6.75%)
Spirit: 312 (+1106.75%)
Soul: 809 (+19.25%)
Aura: 266 (+56.25%)
Attunement: 264 (+68.75%)
Luck: 180 (+6.25%)
Free Stats: 0
Soulstructures:
Lower Dantian: 1 Huge Core Container
Middle Dantian: 12 Medium + 1 Large Mana Wells
Upper Dantian: 3 Huge + 2 Small Mental Forges
Unique: 1 Small Soul Storage
Uniqueness:
Id
Prince
Territory:
Lord
NA
Overlord
New Raphaiya (Lord: Roland Raphaiya)
Boons:
Hunter of Sentients I: Increase the effectiveness of all base stats by 0.5%
His Attunement stat was slightly higher than his strength, but this was fine. The true rule for the Attunement stat was that the ratio of its value compared to its max value had to be lower than the same ratio for all other stats than Luck, not that its value had to be the lowest. Mila just hadn’t been able to tell before as Human Soulforms had the same max value for all stats. Strong Soul Incubus Prince, on the other hand, had a max value for Attunement quite a bit higher than Strength.
The biggest change to Aalam’s status, however, was that he now had a Boons section as well. After killing the beastman while at the same rank, Aalam had received the first of the Hunter of Sentients line of boons. The line was a unique boon for monsters, each subsequent boon requiring twice the number of deaths, with the deaths of 144 sentients of one rank lower equivalent to the death of someone at the same rank. No matter how strong the boon got, however, it only affected base stats—not Attunement, Aura, and Luck—and it would reset upon rank advancement, so Aalam didn’t have much interest.
As for his immense Soul stat, like her, he’d received a free 288 increase by advancing his race in the cave, but he’d also spent the last two weeks in there as well, so he’d gained a lot more. Not to mention how he gained 68 to his Soul stat each level compared to her 54.
The cave was very useful and, as she walked in and felt the energy for the first time as an F rank, she realized it was incredibly comfortable as well.
Aalam likely wouldn’t be leaving the cave for a while unless he had to, and she would have liked to join him, but sadly she had things to do.
“Aalam, I’m going to leave for a while.” Mila watched as Aalam, sitting on the throne in the room, opened his eyes. “I’m going to work on conquering this planet. You should probably just focus on improving yourself.”
Aalam nodded, but then his expression changed and the confidence in his eyes suddenly disappeared. “If this was a dream, she wouldn’t leave again,” he muttered to himself, looking down at the ground, and Mila’s heart started to race.
The overpowering Spirit present in Aalam’s aura had disappeared, and he was starting to look terrified.
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