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Prologue
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Tony walked straight to the counter and sat on a stool. The Jukebox in the corner played a soft Jazz. The lighting was dim and the bar almost empty. Of course, at 9 a.m., most people would be at work, not drinking. Only the wealthy, the lazy or those who have seen the other side would come here at this hour.

He lit a cigarette and signalled to the bartender. The Japanese bartender looked at him, looked at the sword attached to his waist and gave him a Blue Cherry Old Fashion, the drink most warriors preferred.

"Shanks. Long time no see," Tony said, offering him a cigarette.

The guy next to him was also drinking a beer. He was slightly larger than him. He was wearing a long black coat, like the ones Spanish Admirals wore, draped over him. Under that he was wearing plain black pants and a long-sleeved shirt, his right sleeve rolled up. His left sleeve was empty. He had an old scar over his left eye and a scruffy beard the same colour as his red hair. 

"Tony," Shanks replied in a gravelly voice., accepting the cigarette.

The bartender quickly came over with an ashtray. A glowing red dot which emanated heat was fixed in the middle of the face.

"How long are you in town for?" Tony was always self-conscious around Shanks. His voice was notably higher.

"I don't know. Until I'm finished, I guess."

Tony raised his eyebrows questioningly. "Finished with what?" Tony asked.

"Some stuff," Shanks replied, infuriating Tony.

"Ah," Tony replied. He drank his Old Fashion, as good as ever. Shanks never gave much details and he wasn't trying to be infuriating. He was just one of those "super-cool" bad boy types, which got to him because Shanks was older than him by a good bit. 

“Want to have a sparring match?” Shanks asked.

“Against you?”

“Yes, but also against someone else.”

“Sure. Tell me when.”

“I’ll send details.”

He had one arm but he was still one of the strongest men in the world. A fight against him was by and for an event many warriors only dreamed of.

Tony paid his tab and walked out of the bar, “I look forward to the match.” He raised his hand, a white scar spanning the whole length of the back of his hand.

“You two do not get along, Mr Shanks?” the bartender asked.

Shanks let out a gravelly laugh. “Of course we do. He’s my student after all.”

“Oh! My apologize, Mr. Shanks. Here in Japan the relationship between teacher and student are very different, I would have never guessed!”

“Oh, the boy knows when to act as a student,” Shanks said, running his fingers around the edge of the glass. Suddenly his voice turned very serious, as did his facial expression, and all the emotions in his eyes. “However, when you’ve faced life and death together many times, the relationship becomes far more than just teacher and student.”

“I see. Well in that case, I think I understand,” the bartender said.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter 1


[image: image]


Jack the Ripper.
A name he detested but has stuck with him since the Magic Association’s Adventurer’s Test. The test involved surviving ten days inside a forested maze with every other participant who wished to become an adventurer that year. The goal was to get to the centre of the maze where flags equal to the number of participants could be found. The participant would then take a flag and return to the entrance of the maze, and would then be thus deemed a survivor.
Even though there was a ten-day time limit, Jack had finished the maze in three hours, killing everything in his path, and setting a record for the third fastest time to complete the test.

On the same day he passed he passed the test, eight others also passed, of which five people, including himself, set records as the fastest to complete the test. 

A girl, Selena Conan whom passed by also killing everything in her path, and a guy a bit older than both of them who created an ice bridge to the centre and back. Together they set the second fastest time to finish the maze in two hours. The other two competitors were twin mages who both set a record for the fastest time to pass the test, finishing in under one hour.

Today Jack faced another test, his Special Grade Adventurer’s Test. While both of the twin mages and Selena were not here today, Max was.

The Test was quite simple in theory, twenty-five participants were placed on an island in which there was a mountain in the middle. Adventurers were tasked with recovering one item scattered around the mountain and returning to the port. The first five adventures to return would be named as Special Grade Adventurers.

This left two choices, find an object and return to port quickly, or wait for another competitor to find an item and steal them, either by hurting them or killing them.

Jack had already managed to obtain his item, a small woollen doll which gave off no magical aura whatsoever but was emblazoned with the magic association’s Mark. Not only that, he had gained an ally in Max, who had also obtained his item, a small wooden wheel which was extremely potent.

Jack and Max ran through the forest at top speed, reinforcing their body with mana as the made their way back to port.

“Someone’s coming,” said Max. 

“I know,” Jack said. “Run faster, I’ll divert them.”

“They’re strong,” Max said. 

“Doesn’t matter. I’m stronger,” Jack said.

Max looked over at Jack for a second, seeing the determination on his face. Was it stupidity or did he believe he could fight them? Finally, Max took off into the forest, leaving Jack.

Jack stopped running and hid behind a tree. Soon the pursuer came into sight and passed Jack without noticing him. Jack drew his sword, a tachi he had acquired in Japan, and slashed it towards the man, coating his sword in wind magic. A slash of wind erupted from his sword following the curvature of his sword swing. 

The slashed rushed towards the man who turned, shocked that he couldn’t sense Jack. Jack’s attack slashed the man’s shoulder, cutting him and spraying blood everywhere. 

“Go join the Thieves’ Guild, scumbag,” Jack said, walking towards the man. 

The man let out a whimper as blood spread across his body. Jack held out his hand and started casting healing magic over him, stopping the bleeding. “You aren’t even worth killing.” He reached down and pulled a glass bottle from the man’s pocket, and smashing it on the ground between his legs.

Green dust spread across the ground, forming the shape of a pentagram enclosed within two circles, which encapsulated a row of runes and a star in the middle. The green circle glowed bright red and the man disappeared, leaving a black burn on the ground in the form of the symbol.

The mana in the area became unstable as the mana in the area rushed to fill the vacuum that was created at an uneven and uncontrolled rate. 

“Jack!” Max called out, rushing towards him. His voice was somehow loud and soft at the same time. His tall muscular frame came lumbering towards Jack. “You ok?”

“Yes of course I am,” Jack replied, looking up at Max who was a foot taller than him and almost double his width. Jack raised his hand in front of him and cast a wind detection spell throughout the area surrounding them.

A light breeze passed through the trees and marked the location of every leaf, rock, twig and living being that it touched. 

“We’re being surrounded,” Jack said to Max. “There are chimeras on our north, northeast and northwest sides. There’re a couple magic ants who just turned and are marching towards us from the south, southeast and west. And finally, there are two hydrae coming from the southwest.”

“Which leaves only the East for us to go.”

“No. Bad call,” Jack stated. “We have to go Southeast to get back to the port which is directly in front of us.”

“Where the magic ants are.”

“Yes.”

“Ok I can fight ants.”

“Me to. We’re going Northeast,” Jack said.

“What? Port is Southeast. We’ll be going in the different direction!”

“Correct. However, there is a clearing northeast of here. If we hurry, we can get to it and change direction from there, circling around any magic creatures, but we have to hurry.”

“Understood,” Max said. “You’re right. But if we do encounter any monsters, we run, not fight, ok?”

“Agreed,” Jack said, nodding his head. 

They both took off running, reinforcing their leg muscles with mana. They zipped through the forest, which was easy since the trees grew far apart and many of the roots were down trodden from years of being walked on by magical creatures many times the size of humans.

Jack ran in front of Max, turning and twisting so that they could get to the clearing in the fastest way possible. The first thing they noticed was the smell; extremely strong sulphur, mixed with the taste of salt. The air also got noticeably hotter the closer they got. 

Finally, the broke through the trees and entered the clearing. The entire ground was black and radiated heat. There were a few soft spots with a black gooey liquid and small puddles of water mixed with oil and sulphur around them. A few lone trees sprouted around the area, the wood a dark colour, but their leaves deep shades of blue and red.

“A Pitch Lake,” Max said in awe.

“Yeah. It’s a wonder that no one has tried harvesting it yet,” Jack said.

“It is indeed.”

“C’mon,” Jack said, running on the edge of the lake. He could feel his foot sinking into the soft ground as he ran, both making the run easier by absorbing the shock and quieting the run. Max ran close behind him. 

“Slow down Jack,” Max panted from behind him.

Jack turned to see Max beaded with sweat. He didn’t realise how hot the area was since he could control his own body temperature. Suddenly stopping also made him realise how much his muscles ached. He and Max had been running from the centre of the island for at least an hour non-stop. Reinforcing their body with mana helped provide support to their body but didn’t stop it from experiencing the intense physical burnout.

“Ok. Take a break,” Jack said.

“Thanks,” Max said, taking a drink from the water skin he carried. Jack also took his out and took a long drink.

He then raised his hand again and started whispering a spell under his breath, “Take the form of a Zephyr and show me what surrounds me.” The same gentle wind blew across the area with Jack at the centre, telling him the position of everything close by.

“Jack?” asked Max. 

“We’re in the clear. But not too far from here there’s another participant with two hydrae heading to them. The person is currently fighting a couple ants.”

“Let’s go help them,” Max said indignantly.

“I thought you’d say that,” Jack said grimly. “It’s a bit out of our way.

“Do you think the person will be ok alone?” Max asked.

“No.”

“Then there’s nothing to think about.”

“We only have three hours left to get to the meeting point.”

“So?”

Jack thought about it for a while. Not too far from where the hydrae were also a group of ants and possibly some beetles but he wasn’t entirely sure. Most likely the bugs were fighting amongst themselves but he couldn’t be sure. Was it worth the risk?

“If you want to go then go ahead.”

A look crossed Max’s face. Jack wondered if he’d punch him. “Show me the way,” Max said finally through gritted teeth.

Jack nodded his head. He turned away from Max and walked to the closest tree. He plucked several leaves and then reached in his pocket for his lighter. He set the leaves on the ground and lit them on fighter. “Needle, Cardinal. North Star. Poles. Show the way I am thinking of,” Jack chanted, thinking of the person in his mind. The smoke rose into the air and moved in the direction of the person. 

Max looked at Jack who motioned to follow the smoke. Max nodded and ran off; all his tiredness now forgotten
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Max couldn’t believe Jack. A person was in danger but all he cared about was the stupid test. Max followed where the smoke carried him, careful not to break the thread. Soon he could hear loud crashing in front of him. He walked towards the sound, drawing his dagger from his belt. The blade was serpentine built and it was bright blue and shining. Jack looked at the hilt and saw that it was pure bronze, then at the pommel and saw that it was pure silver. The stone was the entire blue blade.

Twigs crushed underfoot as Max got closer to the fight. Soon he was in range to sense the group of living creatures fighting in the forest. Max took a deep breath and walked forwards faster.

Soon he was in sight and saw a young woman with a sword drawn in front of her with a group of beetles almost double her height surrounding her. 

The young lady was about four- and three-quarter feet tall, with long blonde hair and startlingly blue eyes. The blade she held in front of her was covered in blood but luckily it appeared she wasn’t hurt. There were around three beetles lying dead in the area, but around five were surrounding her. There was just barely enough room to swing her sword as it was. 

After assessing the situation, Max decided on what he was going to do. A swift attack to kill all the beetles at once. He
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