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​Chapter 1 – The Last Job Offer
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The tavern smelled like burnt ale and broken promises.

Kael Draven sat in the farthest corner, his hood pulled low to hide the black slash of shame that the System had burned into his adventurer’s mark. Rank 0. The brand every child feared. The mark that said: you will never be anything.

Six years. Six years of climbing dungeons, scavenging from battlefields, risking his life to bring back gear for the guild. Six years of sleepless nights sharpening blades, fixing armor, and slaying beasts that made other rookies vomit from the stench. And what did the System reward him with? Nothing. Not a single flicker of growth. Not a single stat point.

He stared into his untouched mug of ale as the guildmaster’s voice replayed in his head:
You’re holding us back, Kael. The healers spend more mana on you than the monsters are worth. Just... go home.
Go home? Home was a forgotten shack on the edge of the city, filled with broken weapons and colder memories.

A shadow fell across his table. Kael’s eyes lifted to see a man in a black cloak, the edges of it wet from the drizzle outside. His face was hidden behind a mask shaped like a crow’s beak.

“Kael Draven,” the stranger rasped, voice like rusted metal. “You’re looking for work.”

Kael narrowed his eyes. “I’m looking for answers. Work pays for bread, but it doesn’t change the fact the System’s broken.”

The crow-masked man tilted his head. “What if I told you there’s a job nobody else will take? Dangerous, yes... but well-paid.”

“I’m listening,” Kael said, though he wasn’t sure why.

The stranger slid a scrap of parchment across the table. Its ink was old, almost faded. A single line was written in jagged script:

Undercity Tunnels — Zone 7. Clearance: Expunged.

Kael frowned. “Zone 7’s been abandoned for years. After the collapse, the Adventurer’s Guild blocked all missions there. Too unstable.”

The stranger leaned closer. “Which is why the rats and slimes have been left unchecked. Which is why the pay is triple hazard rate. And which is why... no one’s gone in for over a decade.”

“And you want me to clean it up?” Kael’s voice was flat, almost bored.

“I want you,” the man said slowly, “to survive it.”

The way he said it made Kael’s skin crawl. He didn’t like vague jobs. Vague jobs got people killed. Still... triple hazard rate could keep him alive another month. And maybe if he cleared it alone, he could prove—no, show—the guild that they’d made a mistake.

He nodded once. “Fine. I’ll take it.”

The man didn’t smile. He simply slid a small obsidian coin across the table. “Show this at the south gate. They’ll let you pass without question. And Kael...?”

“What?”

The crow’s voice was almost a whisper now. “Don’t go deeper than you have to. The tunnels... remember what they were built over.”

Before Kael could ask, the stranger was gone, leaving only the faint scent of ash.



The south gate was nearly deserted when Kael arrived at dawn. Two guards leaned against the wall, playing dice. When Kael flashed the obsidian coin, they both froze. One of them—a grizzled veteran with a scar over his eye—studied it for a long moment before muttering, “Your funeral.”

They let him through without another word.

The Undercity entrance yawned before him, a stone archway half-buried in collapsed rubble. The air that seeped out was cold and damp, carrying the faint stink of rot.

Kael lit a torch and stepped inside.

The first hundred meters were nothing but crumbling brick corridors and puddles that reflected the torchlight in fractured ripples. He saw no rats, no slimes—nothing alive at all. Which was wrong. The Undercity was supposed to be crawling with pests.

His boots scraped against the stone. The sound seemed too loud, too sharp.

He reached an intersection and paused. The left tunnel was blocked by debris. The right was partially collapsed, but just wide enough to slip through. As he hesitated, a low hum drifted up from below, like distant machinery turning in the dark.

Kael frowned. There were no machines in the Undercity. Not anymore.

He chose the right path.

The tunnel sloped downward, the air growing colder. The hum grew louder, layered with an almost musical tone—discordant, like something trying to imitate a song but failing. His torchlight flickered.

The walls here weren’t brick anymore. They were... black stone. Glassy, like obsidian. And they pulsed faintly, as though a slow heartbeat echoed through them.

Kael stopped. “What the hell is this...?”

That was when he saw it—a jagged tear in the floor ahead, spilling a faint crimson light. It wasn’t a pit. It wasn’t a hole. It was... wrong.

An Obsidian Rift.

He’d heard the old tavern tales. Forbidden anomalies that twisted the System’s rules, bending monsters into abominations and granting powers that could destroy continents. Most were sealed or destroyed centuries ago. The ones that weren’t... well, no one came back to tell the story.

Kael knew he should turn back. The coin had gotten him here, but no amount of hazard pay was worth stepping into something the gods themselves had tried to erase.

And yet... something in the Rift’s glow called to him.

His fingers tightened on the torch.

A whisper curled through the air. Kael Draven...

His heart lurched. “Who’s there?”

No answer—just the hum, now deep enough to vibrate in his bones.

Kael stepped closer. The Rift’s edges seemed to shift, like they were alive, and for a heartbeat he thought he saw shapes moving beyond it—towering figures with eyes like molten gold.

The torch sputtered out.

The crimson glow was the only light now, staining his skin in shades of blood.

A choice. Turn back and live a life scraping for scraps. Or step forward into something that might finally change his fate... or end it.

Kael took a breath. “To hell with the System.”

And stepped into the Rift.



The world exploded into darkness and fire.

Something grabbed him—not physically, but like invisible claws hooked into his very soul—and dragged him through a storm of images. He saw mountains shatter under the swing of colossal weapons. Oceans boil as titans clashed beneath blackened skies. He saw cities crumble, gods kneeling before shadows older than time.

A voice thundered in his mind:

System Override. Unauthorized Access Detected.

Activating... Titan Path.

Pain tore through him, every nerve set ablaze. Kael screamed, though no sound left his mouth.

Then, silence.

He was standing on a black stone platform floating in an endless void. Across from him stood a figure of impossible size, its armor cracked and bleeding molten light. Its face was hidden behind a jagged helm.

“You are not worthy,” it said, voice shaking the air. “But you will be.”

The Titan raised a hand. Energy like nothing Kael had ever felt rushed into him—raw, wild, unbound by the System’s careful order. It was too much. His vision went white.

When he could see again, the platform was gone. The Rift was gone.

He was back in the tunnel. Only now, in the corner of his vision, a single line of System text flickered:

[Rank: 0 → Undefined]
[Path: Titan – Initiated]
Kael’s hands trembled. The torch lay broken on the ground, but he didn’t need it—the walls themselves now glowed faintly, reacting to him.

The hum was gone. In its place... a heartbeat.

And it was his.
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​Chapter 2 – Rats in the Dark








[image: ]


The glow in the obsidian walls followed Kael like a living thing. Each pulse seemed synced to his heartbeat, as if the Rift had stitched itself into him. He kept moving, one hand brushing the wall. The stone was warm now—warmer than it should be this deep underground.

He tried to open his System panel.

Error: Path Mismatch.

The text flickered in his vision like broken glass. No stats, no skills, no map. Just those two words.

Kael’s mouth went dry. The System was his lifeline—everyone’s lifeline. Without it, you were a blind man in a battlefield.

A faint sound broke the silence.

Scrrhhh... scrrhhh...

Rats. At least, that’s what it sounded like.

Kael gripped the hilt of his short sword. The weapon was standard issue from the guild armory, nothing special—steel blade, worn leather grip—but the familiar weight grounded him.

The noise came again, closer now, echoing down the tunnel. Something was wrong with it. Too heavy for normal rats. Too... wet.

He rounded a bend, torchlight spilling over the floor—and froze.

They weren’t rats.

They were the size of wolves, with slick, hairless skin stretched over corded muscle. Their eyes glowed faintly red, their teeth long enough to punch through armor. Each one’s spine was lined with bone spikes, some broken, others dripping with a viscous black fluid.

Kael took a step back.

The lead creature sniffed the air, lips peeling back in a soundless snarl. Then it
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