
The Ability Steal System: 

A Xianxia Cultivation 

Novel

––––––––
[image: ]


Book One: Transmigration

––––––––
[image: ]


By

Icemaster360

Copyright © 

© 2024, Icemaster360. All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the author. Exceptions are made for brief quotations in critical reviews and certain noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law. For permission requests, contact Icemaster360 through the provided [contact information].

This is a work of fiction. The characters, names, places, and incidents portrayed in this book are products of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, or persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

Disclaimer:

Icemaster360, the publisher, and the author disclaim all warranties regarding the accuracy or completeness of the contents of this work, and they specifically disclaim all warranties, including fitness for a particular purpose. The advice and strategies presented in this work may not be suitable for every situation. The publisher and author are not liable for any loss of profit or other commercial damages, including special, incidental, consequential, or other damages.

Firstly I thank the Almighty Allah for giving me the chance to follow my passion, I dedicate this book to my Mom and Dad for all their support, my brothers for providing me the motivation I needed to write this book, my good friend Qeemat who helped me take a step forward to publish my first book, Eric who guided me through, TriggerBoss360 and Chryxtal Sparks, my best friends and co-editors who always put me on my toes to produce the best content, and lastly to my faithful readers who stuck with me since the beginning. 

Author’s Note

Hello dear readers, I'm thrilled that you've taken the time to explore my book. I sincerely hope you find it enjoyable. This work has been shared on various writing platforms, and I've had the opportunity to review feedback, both positive and negative. I've diligently addressed inconsistencies and personally conducted editing and proofreading to the best of my abilities. I extend my apologies in advance for any potential concerns you may encounter. The second book is currently in progress, and I am committed to enhancing it in all aspects. My books can be found on both Webnovel and Meganovel. Feel free to explore similar works there. Once again, I hope you derive pleasure from reading my book, and please don’t forget to leave an honest review after reading. Ice out.

Table Of Contents

Reincarnation

New Ability

Analyze

The Massacre

Kreed

Dimension Ring

Camoflague

Magic Weapon

Meeting A D+ Rank One-Eyed Frost Ape

Killing The D+ rank One Eyed Frost Ape

One Punch

Happy Death Day

Killing Two Birds With One Stone

Related To The Light Race

Starting The Accuracy Challenge

Reaching The 30th Rank

I Am Scared That I Will Stain My New Clothes With Your Blood

If This Was A Webnovel Then I Would Be The Villain

The Magic Weapon And The Streak Of Light In The Distance

God?

The Legendary VIP Miser

I Am The Strongest

Intense Training

Showcase Of Power

A Dagger In The Heart

Encountering An Earth Groundworm

Kidnapped

Defective System

The D-Day Arrives

Thunder Mountain?

I Just Hate Evil

The Journey Of A Thousand Miles Begins With The First Step

Dragon Sage

Semi-divine Beast

Dark And Light Clones

Another C Rank

End Of First Round

Start Of The Second Round

Start Of The Third Round

Shadow Walker Vs Jonny Swift

Battle Intent Manifestation

Vane Vs Xander

Interfering

First Victory

The power of the Jìng yǎn Bloodline

The Ability Steal System Vs The Jìng Yǎn Bloodline

Traitor Among Us

Fierce Battle

Fight

Rage

Beast Transformation

Unlocking The Seal

Leaving The Wind Continent- Volume Finale

Glimpse Into the future

About The Author

Trivia

Special Acknowledgments

Disclaimer

A Short Word

Editor’s Reviews

Other Books By Icemaster360

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Reincarnation


[image: ]


[image: ]

“GET UP, USELESS FOOL, not even strong enough to take a single punch.” A formidable figure loomed above a frail man, who writhed on the ground, clutching his gut in agony. His garments were stained by a mix of dirt and blood, telling a silent tale of suffering.

“Hehe, he pales in comparison to you, boss; he's just so weak.” A red-haired man loomed in the background, his eyes fixed on the scene unfolding before him. He leaned towards the imposing figure, eager to curry favor, while the larger man observed with a sly grin. Meanwhile, the frail man on the ground writhed in agony, desperately attempting to rise despite the searing pain coursing through his body.

“Dare to call me weak once more, and this so-called weak man will unleash on you such a fury that’ll have you calling me daddy.” The frail-looking man spoke with such intensity that the other man instinctively recoiled, his heart racing at the sight of the fierce, angry eyes staring directly at him.

“If your fists were as sharp as your words, you wouldn't find yourself in this predicament.” The enormous figure delivered a powerful blow to the frail man, his massive fists striking with force. As each punch landed, the chilling sound of bones cracking echoed through the air.

The frail figure collapsed to the earth, agony etched across his face as droplets of blood seeped from the corner of his mouth, a testament to the severity of his wounds. Yet, despite the searing pain coursing through him, he fought valiantly to rise, his unwavering spirit leaving even the towering brute in awe.

“Where’s the money, Felix? Hand it over, and you might just walk away with fewer broken bones.” The red-haired man cast a scornful glance at the frail figure before him, relishing the sight of his torment. Each wince and struggle fueled his own sense of superiority, a dark satisfaction swelling within him as he revelled in the helplessness of his victim.

“For once in your life, why don't you try to earn yours, you shameless fool?” Felix's voice erupted in fury as he was forcefully slammed to the ground once more by the colossal figure, who showed no signs of restraint.

“Did you hear that, Red? He just called me a shameless fool!!” The enormous figure let out a booming laugh before seizing Felix and forcefully slamming him against the wall; he delivered a flurry of punches with relentless fury. Once he had rendered him unconscious, the towering figure rifled through his belongings, discovering a stash of cores that he swiftly pocketed before departing with his companion.

A while later, Felix stirred awake; his mind and eyes clouded with confusion. He surveyed his clothes and the unfamiliar surroundings, a look of surprise dawning on his face as he rose to his feet.

“Didn’t I die? How am I still here? Could this be heaven? Or have I been transmigrated? Arrg!” Felix screamed out in pain as a torrent of memories surged through his mind, belonging to the previous owner of this body.

“Yes, I did transmigrate. It appears this body once belonged to a Felix who met his end in a brutal beating. What a ‘wonderful’ way to die. In this world, Espers unlock abilities and slay monsters, using their cores to grow stronger. Yet, this body has unlocked a rather useless ability called Light Hand. What kind of a pathetic ability is this?” Felix said in disbelief as he lost himself in the swirling memories that enveloped him.

In a world where the powerful thrived and the weak were cast aside, he stood out, owning a bookshop amidst the chaos. How could one possess such a job at a time like this? Yet, it was hard to fault him; with nothing else to occupy his time, he found solace among the pages. Those burdened with meager abilities lived in the slums, while the gifted basked in the comforts of the city. The planet, known as Zenith, was a tapestry of continents—each with its own essence.

The ice continent, the fire continent, the wind continent, the earth continent, and the lightning continent, alongside realms of darkness, demons, elves, and monsters. What a strange name for such a divided world; each land held its secrets and stories waiting to be uncovered. Felix rose to his feet, brushing the dirt from his clothes. He began to limp toward his shop, a lingering doubt gnawing at him about the reality of it all.

“Even though this Felix was somewhat of a coward, that will not stop me from getting my revenge; I owe him at least that,” Felix declared with a smile as he recalled his past life. Once the best special ops soldier in the army, he could disarm an opponent in a heartbeat and then eliminate them in the next. He had the uncanny ability to incapacitate a superior foe in just three seconds, swiftly following with a lethal strike. With a flawless record of missions across the globe, he earned the moniker “Shadow.” Now, in this new world, he was determined to harness all the skills and experiences from his previous life to carve out his destiny.

“I may have to sell the shop,” Felix remarked as he opened the doors to his bookshop. His words carried a weight of indifference; the world of books held little interest for him. There were far more pressing matters demanding his attention. As he surveyed the vast expanse of books surrounding him, he stepped inside to tend his wounds. Lost in thought about his next move, he remained unaware that his internal injuries had already begun to mend; otherwise, he would have recognized his newfound ability to move.

“If I had at least gotten a decent F grade ability, then I would have been better off,” Felix muttered, his fingers deftly wrapping the bandages around his wounds, a grimace crossing his face as he recalled the harsh reality of his situation.

He discovered that his ability was not suited for offense or defense, nor could it truly be classified as a support ability. Yet, with his combat skills, he could navigate the challenges ahead while exploring the potential applications of his unique power. As he meticulously bandaged his wounds, a sudden ring from the counterbell pierced the silence, startling him to his core.

“I’ll be right there, feel free to look around,” Felix said, a hint of surprise in his voice. It had been a long time since he last had a customer, and he certainly hadn't expected one at this hour.

“Sorry for the delay; I experienced a small problem today.” Felix offered a smile. His voice laced with an apology as he stepped forward to greet the man whose presence had taken him by surprise. The figure was draped in a pitch-black cloak that concealed every detail, his head bowed low. What struck Felix most was the absence of any discernible aura surrounding the man. This could only imply that he was an ordinary individual, or perhaps he possessed an overwhelming strength. Logic made him inch towards the first, yet, deep down, Felix sensed that his initial assumption might be misguided.

“What would you like to buy?” With a friendly smile, Felix inquired of the man.

“I am not here to make a purchase; I have come to present you with this book.” The voice of the black-cloaked man echoed in his mind as he brought down a massive book onto the counter, the impact sending tremors across the surface.

He realized that he had chosen wrongly; it was indeed the second option. In a moment of clarity, Felix understood the gravity of his mistake. The memories of the body’s previous occupant flooded back, revealing that only powerful Espers could wield such extraordinary abilities.

“Um, I don't have money to buy the book.” Felix looked at the man, his expression a mix of disbelief and curiosity. Who, after all, would go around delivering prodigious books to people for free? It all seemed rather shady, casting a shadow of doubt over the stranger's intentions.

“Payment isn’t necessary, simply view it as a present.” The man spoke briefly before making his way to the door, his silence lingering in the air. Felix frowned, puzzled by the abrupt departure of the man. He’d left the book behind, but what was the man's true intention? What was his catch?

“I'm sorry, but what makes the book so remarkable?” With a spark of curiosity, Felix inquired of the man who had already approached the door, his skepticism growing stronger about whether this man was indeed here to fulfill his claims.

“Hmp, this book holds unimaginable power; you have no idea how fortunate you are to possess it.” The man in the black cloak responded with a mocking tone, his words dripping with disdain.

“You really think I haven't heard that one before? Half of the books here were supposed to ‘contain unimaginable power’. I suggest you find another person to give your book of unimaginable power to because I already have enough problems,” Felix addressed the black-cloaked man, his tone laced with sarcasm, yet the man's reply disrupted the thoughts coalescing in his mind.

“No one has ever spoken to me in such a manner; if you knew my true identity, you would find yourself on your knees, pleading for my forgiveness.” The black-cloaked man spoke, unleashing a chilling pressure that forced Felix to the ground, trembling in fear.

“Who are you? I'm sorry, please, it was a slip of the tongue,” Felix replied through clenched teeth while struggling to rise. The weight of the pressure bore down on him, constricting his breath, and a wave of genuine fear washed over him as he faced the man before him.

Who was this mysterious figure?

What was it that he desired?

What could someone so powerful want from him?

In an instant, thousands of questions swirled through Felix's mind as he fought against the overwhelming pressure bearing down on him.

“Hmm, it seems like I underestimated you. You're one of the few I have met who has ever tried to resist my aura,” the black-cloaked man remarked. In the next moment, the suffocating pressure that had rendered Felix breathless vanished into thin air.

“Thank you for having mercy on me,” Felix said with joy, his heart swelling with gratitude. He thanked the man happily, but when he raised his head, the man had vanished, leaving only the book behind.

“Wow, he was far stronger than I expected. I can't wait to find out what makes this book so special.” Felix sighed as he attempted to lift the book, only to discover it was surprisingly heavy. He exerted all his strength, yet the cover remained stubbornly shut. Just as he was on the verge of giving up, the sharp edge of the tome grazed his finger, drawing a small bead of blood.

“Ouch, my finger, huh?” It lacked a name, a curious detail Felix just noticed that only added to its allure. Felix's gaze fell upon his thumb, crimson droplets staining the cover, and in that moment of distraction, he noticed the book had grown lighter in his hands. Instinctively, he tried to open it once more, and to his astonishment, this time, it yielded to him.

As he opened the book, a brilliant light erupted, momentarily blinding him and sending a wave of dizziness through his body. Before he could comprehend the unfolding chaos, he collapsed, succumbing to unconsciousness. After several hours, his eyes fluttered open, revealing the cold, hard ground beneath him.

“Ding”

[Initiating the ability steal system]

[Wake up you little shit and let's go steal some abilities]

“Who is that?” Felix surveyed his surroundings, rubbing his aching head, yet found no one in sight. Doubt crept in, and he began to question whether he was experiencing a hallucination.

[I said wake up you little shit and let's go steal some abilities]

[I am in your head stupid]

“You’re inside my mind? How are you in my head? This must be because of that book.” Felix quickly sprang to his feet, scanning the area for the mysterious tome, but somehow, it had vanished without a trace.

[It seems that I picked wrong, I’m the one and only legendary ability steal system]

“A system, a real system,” Felix exclaimed, his voice laced with disbelief. He then chuckled shaking his head, the term echoing within his mind from the cultivation web novels he had read back on Earth. The moment he grasped the concept, he knew that where there was reincarnation, there would undoubtedly be gold fingers waiting to be discovered.

[Is that your reaction? Most people would be left in shock.]

“I can hardly wrap my mind around the fact that I have a system. Yet, I guess it feels fitting; after all, those who have reincarnated in web novels all come with a cheat. Perhaps this is mine.” He let out a soft chuckle at the system's words, which were tinged with disappointment.

[Have you finished your sad speech? If so, get up and stop that thief who is stealing your books. Honestly, what is wrong with people these days?]

“Which guy... hey, what are you doing?” Felix rose to his feet, his gaze landing on a masked figure lurking in the shadows of the shop, stealthily stuffing a selection of books into a bag.

“Wait, what are you doing here? Aren't you supposed to be closed?” The masked man struggled to conceal the surprise in his voice, attempting to hide the stolen books, but Felix had already caught sight of them.

“Actually, I should be asking you the same question, seeing as this is my shop.” Felix regarded the masked man with a steady gaze, his mind racing. A figure draped in a cloak, stealing books—was this some peculiar obsession in Zenith or something else entirely?

“You were never meant to be part of this scheme, hmp, but no worries, it's just a little technicality. I’ll take care of you myself.” The masked man dropped the sack filled with books, his gaze fixed on Felix, who instinctively tensed at the sight. A primal instinct surged within him, warning of impending danger; the man's movements were those of a seasoned expert, calculated and deliberate. With a steady gaze fixed on the man before him, his hands moved stealthily toward the knife concealed beneath the counter.

Whoosh

The masked man darted forward, his hand clutching a pouch that he raised to his lips. With a swift motion, he puffed a cloud of reddish powder at Felix, who remained vigilant throughout the encounter, and was thus able to evade the oncoming powder by stepping back. Yet, in his haste, he miscalculated and stumbled, crashing to the ground.

When he stood up, Felix was shocked by what he saw. The powder had disintegrated everything it touched. Witnessing this made Felix feel a chill of fear wash over him, but he swiftly regained his composure. His instincts kicked in as he began to devise a strategy.

‘Damn, an assassin,’ Felix thought, his mind racing with possibilities. He would most likely be at the F rank. Suddenly, a spark ignited within him as he recalled his ability, and a smile bloomed across his face.

“Your reaction is swift, unlike what was described. Yet, that won't alter your fate; you will still meet your end for having laid eyes on me. But first, tell me, where is the book?” The masked man inquired with a menacing tone, drawing forth a dagger that gleamed with an icy brilliance.

“Who are you, and which book are you talking about?” Felix inquired of the man, all the while covertly scanning the ground for the knife that had slipped from his grasp during the fall.

“Still playing the fool, you brought this on yourself. I had planned to take a few books from the shop to make it look like a real robbery, but unexpectedly, you chose to stay up late, doing God knows what.” The masked man expressed his irritation as he strode toward Felix, who was still desperately searching for the knife. And upon noticing the man's approach, Felix's search became increasingly frantic.

“I don't know which book you are talking about; you can take all the books here, I won't say a word of this to anyone,” Felix said to the masked man, his hand finally grabbing the hilt of his knife and gripping it tightly.

“Oh, I will, but you must understand, in our line of work, all witnesses must be terminated.” The masked man grinned wickedly, then lunged at Felix, intent on slitting his throat. At that moment, his fate was sealed.

As he leaped toward him, the smile on Felix's face caught his attention, and a flicker of unease washed over him. But it was too late; Felix had already raised his left hand, aiming it directly at him.

A brilliant burst of light shot forth from his hand, momentarily blinding the masked man and disrupting his concentration. Seizing the opportunity, Felix drove the knife into his chest three times and swiftly slit his throat before stepping aside and letting the body drop to the ground.

Having now successfully neutralized the threat, Felix then rose to his feet, his gaze fixed on his hands, now stained with blood. Yet, after years of confronting such grim realities, he had become desensitized to the sight. Instead of remorse, he felt a familiar surge of adrenaline coursing through him.

“Ding”

[You have killed a F rank Esper and gained 100xp]

[You have levelled up to level 1, all stats increased by one, you 

have also gained an additional stat point with 200 system points]
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“Ding”

[You have killed a F rank Esper and gained 100xp]

[You have levelled up to level 1 and all stats increased by 1 and you have also gained an additional stat point with 200 system points]

“System, am I dreaming? If I am not, then are you the one he was searching for?” Felix inquired of the system as he meticulously searched the body.

[You are not dreaming, and unfortunately, yes, I am what he was after]

“Of course, you were what he was after. We have to hurry. They likely don't anticipate this assassin's failure, which means I still have some time to prepare.” Felix cut off the system mid-sentence, knowing time was not on his side. His decades of combat experience urged him forward, leaving no room for questions. In an instant, his instincts took over, hands moving with a swift precision.

[Actually, I was going to say that they still don't know that I’ve merged with you so you have to burn down your shop]

“Oh, you want to erase all traces and convince them I'm gone? I admire your creativity,” Felix said with a sly grin, his mind racing at the brilliance of the plan unfolding before him.

[Yes, you have to make them think that you died in the fire otherwise they will continue to send assassins after you until they finally finish you off]

“Assassins, let them send more and I will kill them as I have killed this one,” Felix declared with unwavering confidence. His fingers deftly extracted a card from the assassin's pocket, along with some F-rank beast cores and the dagger that had nearly claimed his life.

[Do you really think that you can kill an F+ rank assassin with your current strength, you forget that he hadn't even used his ability not to mention the fact that he could have killed you with that powder, he only died because he underestimated you too much, otherwise you would be the one on the ground]

“He works for an organization called ‘Shadow’, sounds shady, and that's the only information I have,” Felix remarked after examining the card.

[You need to get stronger fast because a war is coming, take a look at your stats to see how weak you are]

“Wow.” Felix stood in awe as a transparent, semi-holographic screen materialized before him, displaying his personal information. Doubt lingered in his mind, questioning the reality of the phenomenon. Yet, a fleeting glance at his own body confirmed the truth he had been grappling with.

Name: Felix Argus

Age: 25

Level: 1

XP [0/200]

HP: 100

MP: 50

System points: 200

Stat points: 1

Strength: 6

Agility: 6

Vitality: 10

Luck: 10

Intelligence: 30


●  Esper abilities:


[Light Hand][Level 1]

Rank: ???

Cost: 50 Mana points

Description:

Releases a burst of bright light from the palm of the user.


●  Passive abilities


[Perception][Level 1]

Rank: D

Description:

Enables the user to perceive hidden threats that seem invisible to the naked eye.

[Enhanced Senses][Level 1]

Rank: A

Description:

Gives the user enhanced senses of touch smell, hearing, sight, and taste.

[Perfect Aim][Level 1]

Rank: A

Description:

Gives the user the ability to have a perfect aim to hit any target with precision.

Professional Hand To Hand Combat][Level 1]

Rank: A

Description:

The user of the skill is a pro at hand-to-hand combat and is able to execute deadly moves.

“Wait, aren't these techniques from my previous life?” Felix mused, a spark of realization hitting him. “It seems like I was able to bring back the experience of the skills from my past.”

“So, HP represents my health points, while MP signifies my mana points. Stat points serve the purpose of enhancing my attributes. Strength measures the power I can wield, agility reflects my speed, and vitality indicates my overall health. Luck, as it stands, is simply my fortune, and intelligence gauges my cleverness. What exactly are the system points? How does the levelling mechanism function? And why does my ability rank remain hidden?” Felix stated his deductions and inquired of the system about the aspects that eluded his understanding.

[You are definitely a smart one, which shows from your 30-point intelligence, system points are gotten from killing enemies, it can be used to buy new abilities but don't get your hopes high, you can't even afford the lowest price at your current level, it can also be used to upgrade your abilities, the leveling would need to be explained later because you have to leave now, and lastly your ability rank doesn't show because I can't recognize it at my current level, which may be because it is at a rank higher than SSS+]

“A rank higher than SSS+?????” Felix exclaimed in shock, almost falling to the ground.

“Who would have thought that my trash skill would be so OP? This is incredible!” Felix exclaimed, his eyes beaming with excitement.

“First, I have to burn this place down, then I’ll go visit an old friend.” He had already looted the body, and there was nothing valuable left to take.

With all his essential belongings in hand, Felix stepped outside and ignited the shop in flames. As the fire consumed the structure, he lingered for a moment, captivated by the spectacle before deciding to depart, wary of potential onlookers lurking in the shadows.

As he departed from the scene, his gaze fell upon a crowd of people beginning to gather around.

Amid the chaos at the burning shop, he initially believed they were arriving to assist in extinguishing the flames. However, as the truth unfolded, a look of scorn crossed his face when he witnessed them entering to pilfer whatever remained untouched by the inferno.

“What a group of despicable individuals, can't even pretend to extinguish the flames.” With a surge of anger, Felix watched as they stole his books. He shook his head in disbelief and turned away, leaving the scene behind.

As he navigated the maze of confusing alleys, a sense of unease gripped him; he could have sworn someone was tailing him. Finally, he stumbled upon a quaint pawnshop with the image of a dragon on its sign, beckoning him closer.

With a heavy sigh, he stepped inside. As he entered, his gaze swept the room and landed on a short blond man engaged in a heated discussion with a plump, red-faced man whose extravagant clothing seemed utterly out of place there. Felix could sense the tension in the air as their argument unfolded.

“This bracelet is far from ordinary; do you have any idea of the trials I endured to acquire it? And now you expect me to part with 10 F-rank beast cores? You'd better offer me a fair price, or I won't hesitate to take my business elsewhere.” The plump, red-faced man expressed his dissatisfaction with the short blonde man.

“Are you suggesting that I lack knowledge of my own work? If you were to take this to another pawnshop; the price would likely be even lower. If you claim that my price is excessive, or if you disagree, you're welcome to visit another pawn shop or even the Esper association and seek a 'fair price,' hmm!” The short blond man looked up at the plump, red-faced man, feigning injury from the sting of his words.

“Do you really believe I can't do that? I came here under the impression that you were a man of integrity.” The plump, red-faced man, simmering with anger, feigned an exit. Yet, as he reached the door, he cast a furtive glance at the short blonde man, only to find him preoccupied with other matters. With a clenched jaw, he turned back, determination etched on his face.

“Fifteen F rank beast cores or nothing at all.” The plump, red-faced man spoke with his teeth clenched tight.

“You’ve returned! I was under the impression you were off to another pawnshop.” The short blonde man replied with a smirk.

“With a heart full of generosity, I shall give you the 15 F-rank beast cores.” The short blonde man spoke with unabashed confidence, a wide grin spreading across his face, giving him the mischievous appearance of a little devil.

“You...” The plump red-faced man almost puked blood as he was shocked with the shamelessness of the short blonde man. Just moments ago, he had declared the necklace worthless, barely worth 10 F rank beast cores, and now, astonishingly, he was offering 15 F rank beast cores for it.

“Thank you for the transaction. Wishing you a very wonderful day ahead.” The short blonde man, with a mocking grin, addressed the plump red-faced man. In a swift motion, he snatched the necklace from him, simultaneously shoving the cores into his hands.

Despite the knowledge that he had been deceived, he had no choice but to accept the beast cores like that. It was his only ticket out of the slums. The piercing gazes of those outside felt really creepy like lions poised to pounce. He was acutely aware that wandering into an alley could spell disaster—robbery or something far worse. The tales of misfortune that echoed through this place were plentiful, and he was no fool to ignore them.

“Have a nice day” Felix said to the plump, red-faced man as he walked past, fuming. It was only then that he noticed someone standing nearby, but he was too angry to pay him any heed.

“Sup Dave, I see that you haven't changed much,” Felix said with a grin, watching the plump, red-faced man depart. He then approached the short blonde man, whose expression radiated the joy of someone who had just won the lottery.

“Oh Felix, I didn't see you there. It seems you haven't changed much either. Still dealing with problems involving Teddy?” With a smile, Dave looked at Felix, taking in the bruises that marred his face. He then shoved the cores into his pocket, which bulged ominously from the weight of the numerous treasures crammed inside. Felix couldn't help but wonder how Dave managed to move around with such a heavy load weighing him down.

“Yeah, same old,” Felix chuckled, his eyes gleaming with amusement as he observed Dave.

“Ever thought of getting a storage ring? I still can't wrap my head around how you manage to move around so easily with those cores stuffed in your pockets.” Dave's bulging pockets made for quite the comical sight.

“You must be joking, Felix! Do you really think I could stroll around with a storage ring on my finger? Haha!” Dave chuckled, his hands patting his pockets as if he feared the Cores might vanish from them at any moment.

“Gimme a minute; I have to make an important call” Dave said to Felix, who half-expected him to pull out a phone. But he was proved wrong when Dave retrieved a colourless orb from one of the numerous pockets in his attire, reminiscent of trousers from Earth.

This revelation struck Felix, making him realize that there were indeed some similarities between Zenith and Earth.

“Yes, it is me. I possess a remarkable artifact that I am certain will captivate you—a bracelet, to be precise. As for the price, I assure you, I will offer you the most favourable deal possible. How does 100 F rank beast cores sound? You know me; it's merely business. When have I ever deceived you? Feel free to come by for it at your convenience. Until we meet then, farewell.” Dave engaged in a brief conversation with the individual through the now radiant orb, concluding the call with a satisfied smile. Meanwhile, Felix observed as the orb gradually returned to its original colourless form.

“What brings you here at this hour?” Before making his way to the door of his shop, Dave turned to Felix and asked.

“I find myself in need of your assistance, but before anything else, I need a place to rest. Would it be possible for me to stay here?” Felix inquired of Dave, his fingers rummaging through his pocket in search of something.

“Yeah, sure, you know that you’re family” Dave said, his voice laced with concern as he opened his door and glanced around, locking it quickly behind him. “But what happened to your shop?”

“It sort of went up in flames; it's a complicated tale, one you might not want to hear,” Felix said, pulling out the dagger he’d taken from the assassin and passing it to Dave.

“I need you to find out what you can about this dagger,” Felix said to Dave as he handed it over. The moment the dagger touched Dave's palm, Felix noticed the shock etched across his face.

“Wow, this should be an E rank weapon at the least,” Dave exclaimed, his voice spiked with disbelief. “But I have to use my ability to confirm it.”

He cradled the dagger in his palms, following which, a warm light burst forth, illuminating his hands as he shut his eyes tightly.

“Ding”

[System has detected an F-rank detection ability “Analyze”]

[Would host like to steal it, the cost is 200 system points]

As he heard this, the edges of his mouth rose to reveal a smile.
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“DING”

[System has detected an F-rank detection ability ‘Analyze’]

[Would the host like to steal it? The cost is 200 system points]

As he heard this, the edges of his mouth rose to reveal a smile.

‘Yes,’ Felix said in his mind while staring at Dave's hand, which was glowing.

“Ding”

[Stealing ability (1%... 29%... 54%... 76%... 99%... 100%)]

[You spent 200 system points and gained a new ability, Analyze]

[Analyze][Level 1]

Rank: F+

Cost:100 MP

[Description]

[It allows the user to perceive the statistics of an item.]

“Its aura indicates that it is an E Rank, but the dagger's appearance suggests it belongs to a higher grade,” Dave remarked, weariness evident in his voice as he reluctantly returned the dagger to Felix.

“Where did you get this dagger? I want to buy it, but don't worry; I promise to give you a fair price,” Dave said to Felix, emphasizing the word 'promise' as his gaze remained locked on the dagger, the yearning in his eyes unmistakable.

“Sorry, but I can't sell. There are people after me, and if I share anything about it, it could put you in danger,” Felix said, watching as disappointment flickered in Dave's eyes.

“Who did you manage to offend this time, huh, Felix?” Dave asked, a hint of disappointment lingering in his voice.

“Are you familiar with this organization?” Felix stretched out his hand, presenting Dave with the assassin's card.

“This... Shadow,” Dave's gaze fixed on the card with such intensity that Felix half-expected a hole to appear in it. It was then that he caught sight of Dave's hand quivering.

“Is everything alright?” Felix inquired, his gaze fixed on the trembling fingers that betrayed a hidden turmoil.

“Are you aware of the person you’ve wronged? Shadow is the biggest underground assassination organization on the continent,” Dave said, his voice trembling, and Felix could feel the palpable fear that laced his words.

“Could this be connected to the incident at your shop?” With a grim expression, Dave posed his question to Felix.

“Yes, it is, and don't worry. I wasn't followed, if that's what you're thinking. I will leave tomorrow, so you won't be dragged into this,” Felix said with a reassuring smile as he took back the card.

“I don't think you grasp the seriousness of this situation. Their leader is an SS rank Esper, wielding the formidable shadow manipulation ability—an SS rank ability. Where did you even acquire the card? It can be used to track you! Damn it, get rid of it now!” Dave exclaimed, his voice hurried, and his face flushed with urgency.

“An SS rank, huh? Esper, intriguing. I will get rid of the card, but first, I must turn this to my advantage—lure them in closer.” Felix spoke with a grin, his eyes glinting with playful mischief.

“Are you out of your damn mind? What has gotten into you, suggesting we lure F and E rank Espers to my shop, perhaps even those of higher ranks? You are behaving very strangely, Felix,” Dave remarked, his disbelief evident as he observed Felix's peculiar demeanor.

“I am no longer the Felix who used to cower in fear or submit to bullying. I am a changed man; you should expect more changes from me,” Felix said, a mysterious smile playing on his lips as he tucked the card into his pocket.

Felix contemplated the situation, aware that the organization would require a minimum of two days to track him down, thanks to the meticulous preparations he had set in motion. In that fleeting window of time, he knew he had to devise a plan.

“You can stay here for today, but you need to leave tomorrow, okay? I’m already putting myself in danger by keeping you here. Your room is the second one on the left; you can find a first aid kit there. Take care of yourself; you look awful,” Dave said to a smiling Felix as he turned off the shop light. These were crystals that lit up when brought together.

Felix made his way to his room; the ache from his injuries was still fresh and raw. The remnants of the fight lingered, some wounds having reopened, yet he had managed to bind them before arriving. Once inside, he tended to his injuries with meticulous care, exhaustion quickly overtaking him. While he drifted into slumber, a lesson learned through years of experience echoed in his mind: never sleep with both eyes closed.

As Felix lay in the depths of slumber, a faint sound drifted through the stillness of the night, stirring his keen senses. With a sudden jolt, he sat upright, his eyes glinting with the sharpness of a dagger. Stealthily, he rose from his resting place, drawn toward the source of the mysterious noise, and as he moved, he managed to catch a whisper of the conversation.

“Thank you for coming. Did you bring the cash?” In a hushed tone, Dave posed a question to an unseen figure, leaving Felix in a state of curiosity.

“Yes, but first, reveal to me his whereabouts.” A deep voice resonated from within the room, and Felix felt a surge of certainty wash over him—he was the one Dave was referring to. Alongside that certainty came a surge of rage, for he recognized in an instant the identities of those involved.

“That lying, betraying son of a...” Felix began, but his words trailed off as he heard something else that caught his interest.

“He is in the second room on the left. What could he possibly possess that warrants a bounty of 5 D rank beast cores?” Dave inquired of the owner of the voice.

“A bounty of 5 D rank beast cores was announced, but wait—wasn't that equivalent to 5000 E rank beast cores? It doesn't matter; escape is the main priority now. Damn it, I forgot the dagger. I have to go back for it.” Felix muttered to himself as a sudden realization struck, a flicker of greed dancing in his mind. But he swiftly put aside that thought, aware that succumbing to such desires could spell his doom. Resolute, he turned and retraced his steps back to the room quietly.

As Felix approached the room, he heard the voice commanding urgency and precision. “Here's the money. Fan out and secure the area. Find the book, and if you find him, kill him immediately. He is considered a dangerous target; he killed an F-ranked assassin, so treat him as you would an F-ranked enemy. He isn't getting out of here alive.” The weight of the words pressed on him, prompting him to quicken his steps.

He entered the room and found his dagger resting on the table. Just as he reached for the bag containing his belongings, he hesitated, understanding that it would hinder his escape. A moment of contemplation washed over him, torn between the decision to take it or leave it behind.

Suddenly, the sound of footsteps echoed, drawing nearer to his room. In a hurried motion, he extracted several cores and tucked them away in his bag, leaving the remaining items scattered across the bed. However, in his haste, his hand inadvertently brushed against a vase perched on the table.

CRASH

With a thunderous crash, the vase tumbled from the table, shattering on the floor; the sound echoed ominously, quickening the footsteps approaching him. Cursing silently, he snatched the bag and frantically surveyed the room, searching for a place to conceal himself.

The door creaked open, revealing an assassin who slipped into the room with the utmost caution. The space was empty, with silence hanging thick in the air. As he moved through the shadows, his gaze fell upon a shattered vase scattered across the floor. The sound of its breaking had echoed moments before, a clear sign that the target was awake. But where could he be hiding?

“This must be what just broke, which means the target is still in the room.” The assassin kneeled, his eyes scanning the vase for any hidden clues. Finding nothing, he rose, determination fueling his next move as he prepared to search the room. Suddenly, a cold blade pressed against his neck, sending a shiver down his spine. In that tense moment, a bone-chilling voice pierced the silence, laced with a palpable intent to kill.

“Utter a single sound, and it shall be your last,” Felix spoke to the man dryly with the dagger pressed against his neck. The hostage, fully aware of the gravity in Felix's tone, understood that this was no mere bluff; the threat was real. In that tense moment, he resolved to play along, biding his time.

“Alright, just please spare my life. I am willing to comply with any request you have.” The assassin feigned fear, but Felix saw right through the act. In his mind, a dark thought brewed: ‘Just wait until you let your guard down; then, you will pay with your life.’

“Good boy,” Felix continued, his voice dripping with menace.

“Answer all my questions, and I might spare you. But try any funny moves, and you won’t even realize how you met your end. Now tell me, how many of you are there, and what are your ranks?” He chuckled inwardly as he posed the question to the man, wondering how he thought Felix could be so oblivious to the thoughts swirling in his mind.

“There are five of us,” The assassin answered, his voice steady despite the blade pressing closer to his neck. “We're all F ranks, except for our leader, who's an F+ rank.”

In a world where power is everything, a team of four F ranks and one F+ rank, with unknown abilities, stands poised for an uncertain confrontation. With years of deadly combat experience, Felix felt confident he could manage the odds stacked against him. His focus remained on the assassin, who underestimated him and seized the moment, attempting to disarm him. However, Felix, anticipating the move, pressed his palm against the assassin's mouth, silencing him then swiftly slitting his throat, followed by a precise stab to the heart.

The assassin crumpled to the ground; a look of disbelief etched across his face as if he couldn't fathom that Felix had just ended his life. But Felix understood the reason behind the ease of this fight; he had added one point to his strength, and when the assassin entered the room, he seized the element of surprise. And with his newfound power, Felix had claimed victory.

“Ding”

[You have defeated a F rank Esper and obtained 100 XP.]

“Now for the next part of the plan,” Felix smiled to himself, the system notification echoing in his mind. A bloodbath was on the horizon, and he could feel the thrill of anticipation coursing through him.
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“I FOUND HIM; I NEED help looking for the book.” Felix changed into the assassin's attire and headed to the door, shouting to the closest one. 

Felix used his skills to imitate the first assassin's voice; he said, “I came in and met him sleeping, and as I approached him, he stirred awake and rushed me, so I slit his throat.”

“Good, where’s the body?” The second assassin asked, so Felix led him to the dead assassin's body.

“Good job, wait, isn't this One's tatt—” The man instantly recognized the dead assassin's tattoo, but before he could say anything more, Felix stabbed him in the head.

“Ding”

[You have defeated a F rank Esper and obtained 100 XP.]

As he levelled up, a cool stream of energy flowed through his body, refreshing him and replenishing his mana.

“That was quite a close call. I need to be more careful; add the additional stat point to my agility,” Felix said to the system, cleaning the blood from the dagger and adeptly concealing the bodies.

“Two down, four more to go,” Felix remarked as he retrieved a decoy book from his bag and stepped outside.

“Why aren’t they back yet? You two should go check it out.” The deep voice addressed the last remaining assassins with suspicion.

As they approached the room, an object suddenly shot out, striking the nearby light source and shattering it, plunging that side into darkness.

BANG!

“It's a trap, take cover,” The deep voice shouted, rushing in to reveal a man cloaked in gray, but he was too late. Three daggers flew at lightning speed toward them; the two assassins in front were caught off guard and struck in the head by the daggers, which instantly killed them. However, the last assassin managed to dodge it with ease.

“Ding”

[You have defeated a F rank Esper and obtained 100 XP.]

[You have defeated a F rank Esper and obtained 100 XP.

The assassin in the gray cloak yelled, “Show yourself, coward, and fight me like a man.” He then produced in his hands; two daggers similar to the ones the assassin who attempted to kill Felix at his shop had used.

“I wouldn't have it any other way,” Felix stated as he emerged from the shadows with his dagger.

“It would seem like we underestimated you; you hid yourself quite well. To be able to kill four F rank assassins by yourself shows that you’ve had training, and I am sure you didn't get that from your books, but ultimately, you’re not my match. I’ll be willing to end your life quickly if you give me the book.” With a mocking smile, the assassin wearing a gray cloak spoke to Felix.

With a sneer, Felix addressed the gray-cloaked assassin, saying, “Big words coming from a dead man, less talking and more fighting,” before sprinting in his direction.

“If you really want to die so much, then be my guest.” With a fierce reply, the assassin in a gray coat also surged forward.

They met and exchanged moves at a speed that was beyond the sight of the ordinary human, and because they both knew their opponent should not be taken lightly, their strikes were lethal and well-planned.

Felix knew how to attack, dodge, block, and counter all of his opponent's attacks from his prior experience; thus, even though the gray-hooded assassin had a higher rank, they were evenly matched during their initial exchange. However, Felix was aware that his opponent still possessed more actual power than him.

The assassin in the gray cloak yelled, “You are stronger than I thought; it looks like I have to use my full strength.” Based on their exchange, he sensed that Felix wasn't the kind of person he had originally anticipated, as someone who owned a bookstore should not have those skills, and he began to wonder what secrets Felix was hiding. Felix's strength was clearly underestimated, but this wasn't the time for all of this; he had to pull his head from the clouds.

They traded blows once again, but this time the assassin with the gray cloak had the advantage since he was using all of his might, which made his strikes more powerful and swift; therefore, Felix saw that it was now difficult to attack, so he turned to defense. Soon, he was taking more hits, so he also exerted all of his physical strength because he knew that at any moment he would be subdued, meaning he would have to turn the tide of the fight or risk losing.

“If only this body had trained more...System, assign two stat points points to agility.” Felix pushed back the pain, and he felt his speed increase significantly, making him much faster. Of course, he wasn't the only one to observe this shift.

‘What? He became faster; does this imply that he was previously holding back?’ The assassin in gray cloak noticed Felix's shift in speed and thought.

As the fight went on, both sides grew weary, but Felix had the upper hand, and the gray-hooded assassin was heavily wounded. With time, Felix's strikes became more rapid, and he was able to equalize once more.

“You made me do this,” The assassin, cloaked in gray, spoke to Felix with anger and frustration.

“Ding”

[The system detected an E rank ability, “Wind Blade.”]

[It costs 800 system points; would you like to steal it]

Felix heard it and immediately leapt to the side, hurling the dagger at the assassin in the gray cloak, and replying to the system, “Yes”. A split second after Felix's quick reaction, the assassin threw five wind blades at him. Despite reacting quickly to the system's alert, a wind blade grazed Felix, nearly severing his hand and instantly paralyzing it. Fortunately, his dagger also struck its target.

“How did you know?” The assassin in the gray coat inquired in astonishment and agony as he withdrew the dagger from his chest, causing blood to flow. Realizing that his energy had been depleted while utilizing the skill and that he still hadn't even killed his target, he was beginning to question whether Felix was a monster and how he had known he was going to use his trump card to attack.

Rather than bothering to even respond, Felix tore off a section of his cloak and wrapped it around his wound to halt the bleeding temporarily. He then approached the grey-cloaked assassin who quivered in dread, realizing that this “ordinary” bookshop owner had eliminated them all by himself.

“Who ordered you to eliminate me? Why are you people so interested in me?” Felix picked up his dagger from the ground and asked the assassin in the gray cloak.

“And what do you think? I would happily tell you the truth. Reinforcements are on their way, so even if you kill me, you'll still die, but you may be able to escape if you let me live.” With a pained tone, the assassin in gray cloak attempted to threaten Felix but, weakened by his condition, collapsed to the ground. He could feel his energy dwindling and his vision becoming fuzzy.

Felix grinned and added, “Big words for a dead man,” before wiping the blood off the dagger. The gray-cloaked assassin heard this and recalled the first time he had heard those words from Felix. At the time, he had assumed Felix was bluffing, but now he realized how dangerous he was.

Felix crouched down next to him and said, “You will tell me, because if you don't, I will torture you to death.” Then he unleashed his full killing intent on him.

“The boss sent us under the orders of a very special client,” The assassin in gray cloak responded after sensing Felix's killing intent. This was the intent of a man who had killed thousands of people; he had sensed it from a very small number of people, and none of them were regular people. It was only at this point that he noticed Felix was even more dangerous than he initially thought; Felix had been taken by surprise but had still managed to defeat them all.

“Who is this special client? And what is this book's history?” Felix questioned the assassin in the gray cloak.

“The client was anonymous, and the book was auctioned at the Golden Dragon auction house; it was said to have been gotten from the ancient ruins continent; all major powers of the city gathered there to try and get the book; however, a complete stranger secured it for 100 S rank beast cores, shocking everyone. After the auction ended, several forces tried to intimidate him into surrendering it, but he...he..” The assassin in the gray robes spoke for a moment before pausing to spit up mouthfuls of blood. His face had gone pale, and he sensed his time was running out.

“You better stop stalling, or the reinforcements will meet your dead body,” Felix said, raising the dagger to the assassin’s throat, but he already guessed his response.

“He killed them all with a single skill, so he was immediately deduced to be one of the most powerful Espers in the continent,” He replied with fear from both Felix and the stranger.

“What skill did he use?” Felix inquired with curiosity.

“They couldn't identify it, but it contained the element of lightning. The client sent a tail after the man, and when he appeared at your shop with the book, the client came to us to help him gain the book, and since you were so weak, one of the best F rank Espers was sent after you to retrieve the book. When it was found out that you somehow killed him, a bounty was put on your head, and your good friend helped us find you.” The assassin in the gray coat grinned before spitting out more bloody mouthfuls.

Before deciding what to do next, Felix thanked the assassin in the gray coat for the information.

“So will you spare—” As the assassin in the gray cloak began to speak, a wind blade slashed down, severing his head from his neck. The assassin died looking shocked, unable to comprehend how his own skill could have killed him.

“Ding”

[You have defeated a F+ rank Esper and obtained 200 XP.]

[You have reached level 3; all of your stats have grown by one. You now have 400 system points.]

Felix discovered a second card and a ring within the assassin's body. This wasn't just any ring, though; it was a storage ring, a luxury that didn't come cheap—a modest storage ring cost 1000 E Rank cores.

“A storage ring, really convenient,” Felix grinned and said, placing everything he owned inside the already-filled ring. Though he didn't have time to look through it, runemasters used the cores of highly leveled beasts to create storage rings, and the runes for them could only be found on the continent of ancient ruins.

“Felix, don't kill me; I can explain.” Dave, who had heard and seen all that had transpired, began pleading with Felix as soon as he emerged from the hallway covered in blood. Without even looking at him, a dagger flew, striking Dave in the heart, instantly killing him.

Felix sternly declared to Dave's lifeless body, “Those who ever think of betraying me shall die,” as he removed the dagger, collected the bounty, and put it in his storage ring. He would never spare those who betrayed him, and since he was not friends with Dave, killing him didn't even remotely trouble him—he had more important things to consider.

“They're coming; I have to leave,” Felix said as he exited the store after putting several expensive-looking items in his storage ring.

A few minutes after his departure, the bloody scene was met by four people wearing gray cloaks and one person wearing a purple cloak who entered the shop.

“What happened here? All of them are dead,” One of the gray-cloaked figures remarked, glancing at the strewn bodies across the store.

The purple cloaked figure stated, “They were killed by stab wounds to their vital parts, but this one's death is strange; his head was severed cleanly by either a weapon or skill. This was done by an expert; the target has gained by the help of someone powerful; retreat for now.” After examining the bodies, they all vanished as if they had never been there, leaving the bloody scene as it was.
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FELIX IMMEDIATELY LEFT the store and went to an inn, where he reserved the most expensive room, placed an order for food, and picked out supplies to help him recuperate from his wounds.

Crime was the main credo of the slums; therefore, if someone showed up to an inn even with a dead body and bloody clothes, they were never there as long as they paid enough money.

Felix tended his wounds and consumed the food that had been given to him. “The reinforcements should have arrived by now, but since I didn't leave any tracks, as long as no one sold me out again, it would take some time before they could track me; that gives me enough time to get my things together and get stronger.”

“System, how do I become an F+ rank Esper?” Felix inquired the system.

[Every 10 levels promote you to the next rank so when you reach level 10, you will be promoted to an F+ rank Esper.]

[You have 7 more levels to be promoted to the next rank]

“That's a long way to go; I will think about it in the morning,” Felix remarked before heading to bed to try to get some rest. He didn't realize how worn out he was until his body touched the bed. This was the first chance he had to finally unwind and recover, as he had been involved in multiple conflicts since arriving and hadn't received any appropriate rest. He would decide what to do the following morning.

***
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FELIX GOT UP EARLY in the morning and worked out. After completing 100 push-ups and 100 sit-ups, he practiced his dagger and hand-to-hand combat techniques, and by the time he finished, he was so exhausted that he needed to rest for two hours before he could move again.

Felix thought to himself, ‘Looks like this body is weaker than I thought; it's a wonder how I could survive yesterday.’ He got up and took a bath, then decided what to eat. After donning a dark cloak, he headed downstairs.

Felix slammed 30 F rank beast cores onto the counter and said, “I would like a shot of F rank beast blood; the stronger the better.” When the people in the bar saw this, they began to harbor ill intentions towards him, with some women even casting flirtatious glances at him. Despite this, Felix chose to ignore it all, knowing that there was no one in the bar to be afraid of because he had already evaluated every one of their strengths the moment he walked in.

Five guys appeared out of nowhere, and their captain declared to Felix, “Hey, give us 50 F rank beast cores or die.”

“Oh, it's the Black Scorpion Gang; that man has no way of fleeing until he pays up,” remarked a sympathetic man in the bar, his terrified eyes fixed on the group.

Another man looked at Felix, who was sitting there casually sipping the beast's blood without even bothering to spare them a glance. “I heard that they once fought against an F+ rank Esper and managed to get away; I feel pity for the man,” said the other man, looking at Felix with pity.

“I support the Black Scorpion Gang, and I don't feel sorry for him; it's his fault that he decided to spend so much money in front of us,” said another man who overheard the talk. He made fun of Felix's stupidity, but his remarks were really motivated by jealousy of Felix's wealth.

The captain angrily yelled, “Hey, didn't you hear me, or are you deaf?” He slammed a claw-like grip on Felix's shoulder, intending to break it.

“Take your hand off my shoulder before you lose it,” Felix said icily as he felt the man's hand crushing his shoulder. He had ignored the group because he didn’t want to cause a scene. Who knew if some of Shadow's spies were around? Felix found the man's attitude and arrogance annoying, but if he unintentionally created a disturbance and they discovered his presence, the situation could escalate.

The captain shouted at Felix and tightened his grip. “You are courting death; who do—ARRG!” However, a moment later, he let out a scream of pain and held out a bloodied hand. The others turned to him, shocked to see his severed hand lying on the ground next to Felix, who appeared to have not moved and was engrossed in his drink.

His lackeys screamed in shock, “What the... how did... who did this?” They hadn't even witnessed what had happened.

With one hand pointing at Felix, who sat there drinking his beast blood, the commander angrily answered, “Get him; he did this to me. Kill him.” He then withdrew a special substance and sprinkled it over his bleeding hand, which stopped the bleeding.

Upon hearing this, they looked to Felix in terror. They started to wonder if he was possibly a F+ rank Esper, or even worse, an E rank Esper, because to have pulled this off without having seen him move, this wasn’t something anyone below the E Rank could do. With this in mind, they backed away, exchanging terrified looks.

One of his fearful lackeys remarked to him, “Boss, what if he is an E rank Esper? We shouldn't offend someone like him.”

The captain yelled, “I don't care, just kill him now!” in a fit of rage that caused his followers to exchange a quick look. They knew their leader would kill them if they left, but with their numbers, they might defeat Felix. A foolish train of thought, but as they approached Felix, their greed overcame their fear.

Felix hissed icily, “Take one more step, and it’ll be your last.” His murderous intent erupted like a volcano, sending the men reeling and making them forget any plans to attack.

The captain’s tone completely changed when Felix's killing intent hit him. Even though he wasn't previously aware, he wasn't foolish enough to ignore Felix's self-restraint. When he sensed the deadly intent of a highly skilled assassin with thousands of kills under his belt, he realized that Felix was a formidable opponent.

“Please, Senior; we did not realize that Senior was so strong. How about we compensate Senior to make up for our previous behavior?” The captain said in a respectful tone.

Felix said calmly, “Okay, 70 F rank beast cores,” as his coldness and killing intent disappeared like the wind, like it had never been there in the first place.

Upon hearing Felix's request, the captain’s face paled, and he replied, “What! 70 F rank beast cores, Senior, please; we don't have that much cores.”

Felix asked, “What did you just say?” For the first time, he stopped sipping the beast blood.

With a forced smile, the leader quickly handed Felix all of the cores he and his lackeys had. His eyes red from holding back his tears. He had no choice; he didn’t even want to attempt to envision what would happen to him if he irritated Felix.

“Good, now get out, and I never want to see your face again,” Felix said in a composed manner. He then gathered the beast's cores and resumed drinking the blood, savoring it. Having gone through the purification process, he was surprised by how tasty it was.

The captain picked up his severed, bloody hand and replied, “Thank you, Senior. I'll never walk in front of you again,” before taking off with his group.

The moment they departed, the inn fell silent like a cemetery. All of the guests, including the man who had formerly backed the Black Scorpion Gang, attempted to hide their breathing; the man was so terrified that he wet his trousers as his feet trembled beneath the table.

One person was an exception, though. A young man sitting in the inn's corner had been watching Felix ever since the Black Scorpion Gang attempted to cause him problems. He was taken aback when the leader's hand was severed—not because he didn't see it, but because he did.

Felix had pulled his blade, hacked off his hand with a smooth motion, and sheathed it right away. These were the acts of a professional, and Felix's killing intent further supported this assertion, so he stood up and walked towards Felix.

“Who is that? Is he crazy, or does he just want to die?” A man in the inn whispered in shock upon observing the man's activities, wondering how brave he had to be to approach someone as terrifying as Felix after seeing the gruesome incident.

“Hello, my name is Connor; what is yours?” The man calmly introduced himself to Felix. However, Felix remained silent and continued to sip the beast blood.

Connor smiled and said, “Oh, you don't need to tell; this Senior must be here for the 'White Jade tournament,' right?” This time, Connor noticed that Felix paused a little at the mention of the event.

Felix hesitated, recalling from the previous Felix's memories of the annual competition that pitted talents from all over the continent against one another in their home cities to see who was the strongest.

There were two phases to the tournament: the hunting competition took place in the first stage, and the martial arts competition was the second stage.

“So this Senior is here for the tournament; I'm here for that as well, and I hope we can help each other when the time comes,” Connor said, realizing that he would not be receiving a response. With a smile, he stood up and departed the inn. Felix was surprised by his actions and wondered why, but he dismissed it, knowing that strange people of all kinds existed here.

‘I must definitely compete in the tournament; this is the only chance that I have to leave this place, but first I have to make some preparations,’ Felix thought to himself. After finishing his drink, he returned to his room.

“Oh my, he's gone. I wonder who he was,” A woman in the inn said to her friend.

Another man glanced at the man who had pissed himself and exclaimed with disgust, “What is that smell?”

***
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“LET'S TRY THIS,” FELIX said as he sat on his bed and held an F-ranked beast core.

He relaxed while grasping the core, attempting to sense the energy within. Once he had done so, he applied the method he was aware of to absorb it. He guided the mana toward his hand by using his mana to draw it there and then used it to absorb it. As the mana permeated his palm, he felt a cool stream of energy travel through his hands and then spread throughout his body.

“Ding”

[You have gained 50xp]

After ten minutes, the energy stream stopped, indicating its exhaustion. He peered at the core, which had transformed into a hollow shell.

Felix thought to himself, ‘So F rank beast cores give 50xp, and I need 140xp to level up, meaning I need to absorb 3 more F rank beast cores to level up.’ After doing the math, he took out more cores to absorb, and the beast blood facilitated the process. Felix levelled up 20 minutes later, as his ability to absorb energy from the cores grew with the number of cores he ingested.

“Ding”

[You have reached level 4, and acquired an extra stat point, all of your stats have improved by one.].

“That was easy, but the expense is too high for long-term use. To advance to an F+ rank Esper, I need 3,400xp. It's no wonder most Espers take a long amount of time to advance. It seems that killing monsters is the best way to level up, but I won't be allowed into the F rank beast forest. I guess I have to disregard that for now, at least until I find a solution. Now I need weapons,” Felix said as he got out of bed. He showered and then departed from the inn.

Felix walked through the streets and remarked, “Now to find the weapons store.” He halted abruptly, looked over his shoulder at an alley, scowled, shook his head, and carried on looking for the weapon store. A man with cold sweat on his face materialized shortly after he left.

“Did he notice me? No, he couldn't have; it must have been a fluke,” the man said to himself, sounding uncertain and perplexed. He let out a sigh and followed Felix's path. A short while later, he noticed Felix turning into an alleyway, so he hastily followed, but Felix soon vanished from view. 

“Where did he go? Did I make a mistake? He was right there; I have to report back,” The man said. His gut was telling him something was wrong, so he quickly turned to leave. As soon as he turned, he met face-to-face with Felix, like he had just materialized out of thin air.

“Looking for me? When I first sensed you, I thought it was a mistake, but as you followed me, I knew that you were using a skill.” Felix replied with a smile while fiddling with his blade. The man's pupils contracted in dread; he had heard of Felix's infamy.

The man quickly turned to run away once he saw Felix approaching, but before he could move, a dagger shot out from behind him and struck the ground in front of him, stopping him dead in his tracks. Then, a cold voice echoed from behind him, while slamming him against the
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