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Dedication

 


I dedicate this book to my granddad. Thank
you for always reading my stories and supporting me. Thank you for
making corrections and suggestions. You helped me become a better
writer, you saw my evolution. You loved this story since the
beginning, when it was just an idea. I wrote the rest and this
whole story for you. Nothing makes me happier than you being proud
of me and this story.


Prologue – The rise of
The Great Darkness

 


The universe is wide and
extensive, and even though we live in a technologically advanced
world, we still haven’t discovered
all the other dimensions and species. So nobody
expected what was about to come.

It was a normal, quiet day like any other.
At least, it was until the earthquake started. The ground began
shaking out of nowhere, without any warning. Everything afterwards
happened so crazy fast.

Coastal cities and big
cities with high skyscrapers were hit the hardest. The tall
buildings were pulled into the ground while coastal cities got
flooded by the waves of the sea; the earthquake had caused
worldwide tsunamis. Some lucky people managed to
escape their houses while glass shattered and walls started to show
cracks. It was chaos everywhere, but especially in apartment
buildings. People got overrun and pushed against the walls and
stairs while everyone tried to escape.

Inside and outside the
building people were screaming and panicking. Lights were all
lighting up and flickering. Outside, there were also huge holes in
the concrete of the street, and some cars were stuck in them.
Windows broke and buildings disappeared into the ground while
more gaps and cracks appeared in
the roads and in buildings. But small villages
and the countryside weren’t safe either. People fell into holes
that opened right under them. The
earthquake was disastrous and lasted for hours until it suddenly
stopped. When it was finally over, many people had lost their
lives.

And that was only the beginning. The centre
was a red glowing portal that had appeared out of the crust of the
earth and had caused a worldwide earthquake. Demons from another
dimension had started to invade the Earth.

Leonie and her friend Sarah were one of the
lucky few who had managed to escape their building and city. They
had run so far and fast that they had left the city behind and had
reached a rural area. They decided to stop by a farm. They hadn’t
taken anything with them in their hurry, not even their mobile
phones, so they needed to ask for some supplies. A guy with short
brown hair and brown eyes opened the door. His name was Marcus and
he looked terrible, just like the two girls. Their hair was almost
grey, and they had grime all over them.

Marcus allowed the two
girls to stay in the farmhouse, since
he lived there alone after losing his
parents during the earthquake. The girls were happy to accept that.
It had started to become darker as the sun was setting down. It was
great for them to have a place to stay the night.

A lot of technology was broken or had gotten
lost in one of the many holes, but the three managed to make an old
radio work after a lot of static. That way, they learned about the
events that had happened that day and that the government would try
to nuke the portal-like object the next day. Sarah was confident
that nuking the portal would help destroy it, but she couldn’t be
more wrong. This had only been the first day. It wouldn’t get
better, on the contrary.

It was quiet for a few
days. There weren’t any more earthquakes, but the portal was still
there; nuking it hadn’t worked. Since Marcus let Leonie and Sarah
stay in the house and lots of buildings were destroyed and so many
people were killed, including Marcus’
parents, the two girls helped him in the fields and with chores in
the house. They couldn’t return to the city anyway;
it was all destroyed.

A week later, the three were all sitting in
the kitchen that evening. Marcus was playing around with the radio,
trying to get it to work for a short time again. Sarah was cleaning
up the kitchen, and Leonie was folding some laundry. Suddenly, a
voice came out of the radio again.

“Don’t go outside during the night. Close
all curtains and blinds. Whatever you do, don’t look at the
moon.”

“The moon? What the hell is wrong with the
moon? Have they gone insane?” Marcus wondered aloud.

But the warning had come
too late. Sarah was staring outside of the kitchen window. Like she
was in a trance, she turned around and
walked out of the kitchen. Leonie jumped up from the chair and ran
after her, trying to stop Sarah. But it didn’t help, she opened the
front door and walked outside.

“Sarah! Don’t! Come back inside!”

“Leonie! Don’t go after her!” Marcus
screamed.

But Sarah was Leonie’s
best friend, they had known each other almost their whole lives. So
Leonie ran outside after her friend. Sarah took a few more steps
and then suddenly stopped. Leonie bumped into her and fell on the
grass, while Sarah was still standing. She should have fallen but
she was still under the influence of the
moon.

Then, she suddenly
collapsed to her knees, causing her to fall onto
the ground, and she started shaking and
spasming. She didn’t seem to be in pain, she
wasn’t screaming.

There wasn’t a single cloud that night, and
the moon was glowing bright red. Everything had a red glow because
of that. When Leonie looked up to the sky, she finally started to
feel the influence of the moon too. A strange sensation ran through
her, like a warm shiver. She collapsed to the ground.

“Damn you two. I regret the day I let you
into my house,” Marcus complained.

He had followed the two girls outside as
well. It didn’t take long before he also fell to the ground. They
had all been warned something like this would happen, but it had
been too late.

Leonie was the first to get back up, which
was weird because Sarah had been the first to see the moon. She was
shivering like she was cold. At least she wasn’t shaking or
spasming anymore. Marcus was lying awfully quiet; he didn’t move at
all. Leonie bent down to check his pulse, fearing he might be dead.
But when she came close to him, he almost bit a finger off.

“Marcus! What the…?” she yelled in
surprise.

Then, one big shiver went through his body.
He lay very weird now, with his legs and arms forming unnatural
corners. His face changed, it cracked and black lines appeared all
over it. His once olive-coloured skin had become creamy where they
weren’t black lines. He wasn’t human at all anymore, he was too
pale. He jumped up with inhuman speed and hissed at me.

“Marcus! Don’t! It’s me, Leonie!” Leonie
screamed at him.

It didn’t help though, he
jumped towards her and pushed her against the ground. It had
happened so fast she hadn’t even seen it coming. At one point, he
was standing in front of her, and the next moment he had pushed her
against the ground. His long, white fangs stuck out of his mouth
and glimmered in the red moonlight. He had
become something that had only existed in stories she had heard; he
was a vampire.

“No!” Leonie yelled when Marcus tried to
bite her.

With all of her willpower, she tried to push
him away from her. But instead of physically pushing him away, she
felt warmth running through her, over her spine. Suddenly, he flew
up and away from her. Carefully, she got up. He had landed too far
for her to have pushed him away, she wasn’t that strong, and he was
a vampire now, so it’d be harder to push him. Marcus quickly
recovered and jumped up again. Sarah was his next target, he
attacked her now.

“Marcus! No! Stop! Leave her alone!” Leonie
screamed.

She ran towards them, but he bit Sarah and
just pushed Leonie away with one arm. Yeah, he had the strength of
a vampire. It only took a few minutes, then he disappeared,
confused and not himself. He moved too fast for Leonie to follow
him with her eyes. Slowly, she crawled towards Sarah and put her
fingers against her artery to check her pulse. Sarah was still
breathing, and she had a heartbeat, she was just really weak. She
was also sweating a lot, with drops running over her forehead,
cheeks, and neck. It appeared she had a fever.

The moon was still a bright red ball in the
sky. Its effect had been different on each of them. Leonie had
barely felt any effect of this moon, but she still felt like
something had changed inside her. Marcus had become a vampire, and
Sarah had become sick from looking at it. She never recovered or
regained consciousness.

Hours passed, and her
breathing became heavier while her heart rate slowed down. Her last
breath was barely audible. She had survived the earthquake, but not
this. She wasn’t the only one suffering this fate. There were
others just like her who had survived the earthquake but had died
during the night of the red-glowing moon.

Leonie was left alone now.
Sarah was dead and Marcus had run off in
his panic and confusion. He would never return to the house; he had
been too spooked from what had happened and from what he had done.
Leonie was clueless about what had happened that night. She didn’t
understand why the moon had had a different effect on each of them.
She didn’t know what the moon had done to her. And she wondered how
she had been able to make a vampire fly away. She decided to wait
to make a decision until the morning. She’d be able to think more
clearly after a good night’s rest.

The next day, she decided
not to stay in this house. She didn’t want to stay there alone. She
needed to figure out if there were more vampires, and if there were
even still human beings or only supernaturals. This was the
beginning of the rise of The Great Darkness, the area that was
under the control of the demons. It would
only expand and chase more people away. People constantly needed to
relocate their houses. Leonie would start her quest for other
survivors and supernaturals. She would find out she was a witch and
find other witches and warlocks. She would bring people together
and lead them to safety and become the first queen of the witches
and warlocks.

So the next day, she went
on her quest. When she opened the front door and stepped outside,
she noticed that the air felt weird, like a strange vibe was
present. There was no sun, only grey clouds. All colour and warmth
had disappeared out of the world. It was depressing. The days
after, the weather stayed the same; it was
always overcast grey. There was no more rain, none at all, and no
more sunshine peeking through the clouds. Leonie never saw the sun
or a ray of sunlight again. No one ever
did.


 


300 years later -
Madison


 


I. Return from
battle

 


I returned with the rest
of the unit of Royal Warriors from our battle by foot. We marched
through Mysaulia towards the capital and the palace. The landscape
was dull and grim; the brown and grey houses were a kind of
a dull sight and the grey, overcast sky created
the illusion it would start raining any minute now. But it
wouldn’t. Ever since the rise of The Great Darkness, it would
rarely rain. Months or even years could pass without a storm, which
was the only moment when the sky would break open and water would
pour out of the sky, onto the ground.

While we were walking, every citizen stared
at us with open mouths and moved out of our way by standing at the
side of the cobblestone road. Some were impressed, others were
admiring us, and some were even scared of us. We were a very
impressive sight with all of us wearing our black armour made of
padded leather mixed with polyester, and all of us covered in the
blood of our enemies.

And of course, there was
me. No one could miss me. I was carrying my weapons: my daggers, my
sword and my bow all bearing my signature since they were
specifically designed for me. But those who might not see my
weapons clearly could recognise me by the golden star on my armour.
That star indicated I was more than a Warrior; I was also a Hunter,
which was a rare combination. There wasn’t much difference between
the two; Hunters needed to do diplomatic tasks, but they
required stamina and the skill and ability
to fight, just like Warriors. They could do each
other’s jobs. Hunters were less needed, and most people chose to be
a Warrior because they wanted to focus on one career and didn’t
want to deal with diplomacy.

People could also recognise me by my hair,
if they didn’t see my weapons or the golden star. I always dyed a
part of my blonde hair red, making it my signature streak. I had
gotten the idea after my first battle, since there had been blood
in my hair. So now I always dyed a piece of my hair bright red to
represent that moment.

I sometimes heard the
words ice and queen through the whispers of the commoners.
Obviously, they were talking about me. I was notorious, of course.
I was the crown princess and heir to the throne.
During my training, I had displayed enough skill
and talent to become both a Hunter and a Warrior after passing both
tests. There was also the fact I was
leading the division of the Royal Warriors,
though, I hadn’t even reached the age of nineteen
yet. People called me ice cold, hard as steel, emotionless and a
machine; that was why they called me The Ice Queen. My real name
was Madison, but I doubted many people knew me that way;
my nickname was more commonly used. Of course, I
could feel emotions, but they were mostly bland. I couldn’t show
too many feelings since I was a princess.
During battles, I went into autopilot mode
and entirely shut off what was in my heart and
mind.

As we came closer to the capital, the rumour
of our return had spread through the whole population living in the
cities we passed through. Reporters had gathered amongst the crowd.
They took pictures of us and wrote in their notebooks how we walked
and what we looked like. They knew better than to bother us by
trying to shove recorders under our noses; the cameras already
disturbed me enough.

A young reporter jumped
right in front of me and quickly snapped a close-up picture of me
and the rest of the unit behind me. He
immediately went back out of the way, but he still had done
something I didn’t really appreciate or tolerate. I sighed
internally. I didn’t like reporters. I understood it was part of my
life as a royal, but they shouldn’t bother me while I was leading
my unit. That way they also bothered my team, despite reporters not usually caring about Warriors
returning from battle. The only reason they found this important
and wanted to capture the moment was because of me.

I raised my left hand,
signalling my unit to stop. They immediately obeyed, and I also
stood still. The crowd held its breath. It was so quiet;
there wasn’t a sound to be heard.

“I sincerely hope that won’t ever happen
again. It slows us down. We still have some distance to cover, and
we should get to the palace by the evening,” I said.

I specifically looked at the young reporter
who had jumped in front of me as I spoke. He couldn’t be much older
than I was. He was a rookie, a newbie, and wanted to impress his
boss with the close-up shot. So, I let it pass this time, but in
any other case, I would have asked for his arrest to get him taken
to the palace to make his plea before me personally, and then
before the king and queen. Okay, maybe that was a bit mean and over
the top, but on the other hand, he had also deserved it. Nobody was
allowed to disturb Warriors or Hunters on a mission; it was very
dangerous to do that, and I had been taunted a lot by the press
over the years.

The young reporter slightly bowed his head
as a sign of respect and understanding. I lowered my raised hand
and my unit and I started marching towards the palace again.

The gigantic black gate giving access to the
palace grounds had already been raised for us. The guards bowed
their heads slightly out of respect and as greeting as we passed by
them. We headed towards one of the beige buildings to the left side
of the palace. We were going to the House of the Royal Warriors.
Once we entered, my unit and I split up. Everyone went to their own
rooms to clean themselves up and to change their clothes.

Half of the members of my unit were in
almost the same situation as I was; they also belonged to the elite
class or were even royal, just like I was. If a person from the
elite class or with royal ancestry passed the Warrior tests, they
were put in the Royal Warriors division. The elite class made up
about fifteen percent of the population in Mysaulia, with the
royals at the top. The elite class — the royals included —
consisted of people who could control magic. Women who could
control magic were called witches, and the men were called
warlocks.

The other half of the
Royal Warriors were regular humans. Humans made up about eighty
percent of the population in Mysaulia, and they could become part
of the Royal Warriors division by becoming the best Warriors in the
country. Therefore, the unit I led was the best in the country.
This team only lost members when people
retired because of old age or because they needed to take up their
royal duties. Not one Royal Warrior had ever died in
battle.

Once I had entered my room, I undressed
myself and jumped into the shower to quickly clean myself up. After
the shower, I put on my regular royal clothing and went down to the
meeting room. Lots of other members from my unit had already
gathered in the room and some of them were standing in groups,
quietly talking to each other.

Maurice, the son of the
duke, was the last one to enter, wearing a white t-shirt and black
trousers. His outfit fit well with his dark brown hair. He was
about thirty years old and had led this unit before I had taken
over about a year ago; now he was my second in command. He had put
me in charge partly because I had a higher rank than he had, but
most importantly because I was a better Warrior.
Sure, that might sound like I was bragging, but
it was the truth. I learned rapidly and had already killed a lot of
our enemies living in The Great Darkness.

Maurice didn’t really have a royal title yet
because children born of royal descent usually only got their
titles once they took over from their parents. So, for now, he was
known as the son of the duke, but a duke still had a lower rank
than a princess. And I was a princess, so only I already had a
title. I would become queen once I took over from my dad, the king
of Mysaulia. So, it was actually funny that people were calling me
The Ice Queen. Someday that would become even truer.

“I will begin by saying it was a huge honour
to fight with you all again,” I started addressing my unit.

They all suddenly shut up
and looked at me. I examined them all individually, acknowledging
each one of them. I usually started like
this after a battle. Fighting in the Royal Warriors division,
making it this far, was considered a huge honour. Everyone fought
to deserve their spot in this unit. I always made sure I
acknowledged my Warriors and their skills. I always made sure they
knew I, too, was honoured to be part of this unit and to fight
alongside them. I really found it an honour, and I was proud I
could serve my country like this.

“I don’t expect we’ll have
to head out again anytime soon, so those
of you who don’t have their permanent stay on the palace grounds,
you can return to your homes,” I continued now that I had
everyone’s attention.

Warriors usually had their emotions in check
and didn’t really show them while on duty, but a few Warriors
couldn’t help sighing. They were relieved and happy. We had had a
few back-to-back missions which had forced the Warriors without
royal ancestry to stay on the palace grounds. Only royals had
permanent residency on these grounds. The rooms the Warriors had in
this building were only temporary, for back-to-back missions.

“In fact, I don’t expect you back until next
month’s meeting. But I do expect you to train regularly. Don’t
forget you will be thoroughly assessed during that meeting. Thank
you for your dedication,” I concluded.

We usually held a monthly meeting during
which everyone got examined to see if someone had injuries or was
getting too old or too slow. It was also a way to assess how
everyone’s training was going. I trusted my Warriors to continue
with their training in between meetings, but it was necessary to
regularly check everyone’s physique. I expected them to be ready to
head out to battle at a moment’s notice.

Now that the meeting had ended, the Warriors
all slightly bowed their heads out of respect and left the room. I
stayed until everyone had left, except for Maurice.

“Well then, Madame, I will escort you to the
palace,” he announced.

He let me leave the room and the building
first but after that, he kept walking right beside me while we
headed towards the palace. The guards opened the palace doors for
us, and we entered the building.

The palace of Mysaulia was a low but
elongated building and was completely white on the outside. The
colour white was also very prominent on the inside, but there were
also other colours present. The curtains were red, the furniture
ranged from light to dark brown, and there were many golden
decorations on the walls and along the windows. In general, the
Mysaulian palace was very light, both inside and outside.

“I will leave you now, Madame. I assume you
will resume your normal training tomorrow. Should you need me, I
will be in my quarters,” Maurice said.

“Probably yes. I understand why you want to
rest tomorrow, though. We’ve had multiple back-to-back missions. I
think we all deserve some rest.”

Maurice smiled slightly, making his green
eyes light up. “I guess that doesn’t count for you. I want to bet
you’ll do some training tomorrow, even if it’s just a little
bit.”

He knew me too well. He had helped me with
my training before I had passed the tests, and I sometimes still
practised with him. I suppressed the urge to smile. I used one of
my favourite lines as my answer.

“There’s no rest for the wicked,” I said
while shrugging.

He shook his head and laughed.

“One day you’ll kill yourself by training so
hard and so often.”

I couldn’t hide my smile anymore. He had
dropped the formalities completely. Before the eye of the public,
royals acted rather formally, even towards each other. There was no
need or time for formalities during battle and on the palace
grounds formalities were also not necessary, but even then, people
still acted pretty formally towards me.

They never stopped calling me Madame, not
even my Warriors while on duty and during battle. Madame was a
reference to my royal status while as the leader of my unit I was a
General. When Maurice had been the leader, the members of the Royal
Warriors division had always addressed him as General while on duty
— myself included. Because he was my second in command now, the
Royal Warriors addressed him as Commander, and I addressed him as
such as well. I was pretty sure they didn’t address him as such
just because I did.

“No, I won’t. You’re just jealous I’m better
than you are,” I replied.

“Well, I hadn’t expected my own student to
catch up on me and to become so good this fast.”

“You’ve just trained me too well.”

That was actually a compliment, and I meant
it. I had appreciated his help and his training. I still did.
Maurice bowed lightly from his waist.

“Thank you, but you give me too much credit,
Madame. You’ve mostly trained yourself.”

I sighed internally. The formalities were
back.

“Well, I enjoyed our conversation, but I
should go now. I think you should return to your royal duties as
well. I will see you tonight during the celebrations,” I said,
ending the conversation.

Maurice slightly bowed his head.

“Of course, Madame,” was his answer before I
turned around and went to my room in the palace.

Once I was in my room, I
took off my dress and put it on the bed. Even though it was a royal
dress, it was actually a relatively simple
one. It was just plain black and reached to my ankles. I usually
wore simple dresses in the palace when I wasn’t training. During
training sessions, I wore all black — pretty much just like when I
was wearing my official armour when I headed out to
battle.

Normally, I wore trousers
and a shirt while exercising, but on hot
days I wore shorts and a tank top. I quickly put the latter on now
— not because I would go training, I wanted to reapply the red dye
in my hair. The colour had faded a bit because I had continuously
been outside for a couple of days and because of the shower I had
taken earlier.

After reapplying the red dye, I went to
stand in front of the huge mirror in my bathroom. I turned around a
bit so a large part of my right side and back was facing the
mirror. I pulled my tank top over my head and inspected the tattoo
low on my right shoulder. The tattoo was at about the same height
as my armpit. It had finally stopped itching, which meant it had
completed growing.

A couple of witches who were members of the
Mysaulian Council had given me my tattoo when I had completed my
education and training as crown princess and witch, at thirteen. I
had gotten a snow leopard that was sitting and looking up at the
snowflakes surrounding it. It had only started growing after my
first battle as Royal Warrior, after I had passed the Warrior and
Hunter tests. I had been sixteen at the time. I had killed three
demon-like creatures created by The Great Darkness — they were the
enemies living there and which we fought against — during that
battle and suddenly, my tattoo had gained three snowflakes.

The first three snowflakes were still in the
same place, but I had far more on my shoulder now. I counted them:
twenty-six. This meant I had killed twenty-six demon-like creatures
from The Great Darkness. Royal Warriors killed, on average, about
sixty creatures during their careers as Warriors. I had already
killed almost thirty creatures, but I wasn’t even halfway through
my career as Warrior yet. I had only started less than three years
ago.

A Warrior’s career began between the age of
sixteen and twenty when they passed the Warrior tests, and usually
ended between the age of forty-five and fifty-five — unless they
died in battle at a younger age. This was a strange concept for my
unit, we never suffered deaths, only retirements. But Warriors
still died in other units, sometimes they had barely reached
adulthood when they died.

I was considered a better Warrior than
Maurice because I had almost killed as many of our enemies as he
had. He had passed the Warrior test at the age of eighteen and had
become a Royal Warrior then. He was now almost thirty-two years
old, and I knew he had killed thirty-six creatures so far, only
twelve more than I had killed. He probably had twenty years left in
his career as a Warrior before he would become too old or would
have to take over as duke, so he probably would end his career with
somewhere between seventy to eighty kills.

I sighed and turned away from the mirror. I
left my bathroom and went straight to my walk-in closet. I put my
shorts and tank top away and put on a long festive dress. It
reached all the way to the floor, even covering it a bit. The dress
was dark purple around my chest and became lighter further down,
colouring flashy red all the way towards the bottom. The dress was
very wavy around my chest and at the hem and became a bit wider
there, but it wasn’t too wide around my waist.

I used my magic to orchestrate my tools to
do my make-up. I was too lazy to take the time to do it myself. I
hoped this would do. I never put on that much. When I wasn’t
wearing my war paint — that was what I called it — I usually only
wore some mascara, foundation, and blush. I only liked the make-up
I wore as war paint. The black lines of the war paint around my
eyes and over my forehead and cheeks were a very impressive and
intimidating sight.

When I applied it, I put
it over my eyelids, around them and next to them, creating the
illusion that I was wearing a mask. Then I
also drew three horizontal lines over my forehead and three other
lines running down both my cheeks. The lines on my cheeks had the
appearance of teardrops. I really liked how it looked; it was meant
to be scary, and I thought it worked.

But right now, I couldn’t wear my war paint
and needed to dress up; I had a party to attend, one celebrating
the victory and return of the Royal Warriors.


 


II. A new
assignment

 


As soon as I entered the
huge meeting room, everyone who had already gathered there
hushed to silence. They all bowed from their
waists and then took a knee, putting one hand on it while pressing
the other arm against their chests, with their fists clenched over
their hearts. They all kept their heads low. I suppressed the urge
to roll my eyes. Everyone was being so dramatic. They treated me
like I was already the queen. They normally didn’t have to bow
before me like this, and they also didn’t have to call me Madame
yet either. This kind of bow was typically reserved for a king, queen, or both and only a queen got
called Madame. A princess was usually addressed as Mademoiselle or
milady, but for as long as I could remember everyone had always
called me Madame. I remembered I had thought that was weird when I
had learned about the royal titles. Of course, I had asked this
question to my instructor.

Apparently, I had a lot of
magical power. I even had a special skill; I could control the
weather. Obviously, witches and warlocks could always control the
elements — the weather included — to an extent because of their
magic. But apparently, I had been able to
control the weather during the last three months of my mom being
pregnant with me. Pregnant witches always wore a bracelet blocking
their own magic and therefore blocking their child's magic
as well to prevent it from going crazy. Witches and warlocks
were born with magic and already had it during the last few months
of the pregnancy. The day and time I was
born, I had created an enormous storm,
containing hail, snow, lightning, and thunder, and afterwards the
whole country had suffered under a snowstorm for a week. It was
said witches and warlocks born with such power were destined for
greatness. The media had probably gotten inspiration for my
nickname because of this event. Honestly, they ought to call me the
queen of weather or something like that, but I guessed that was not
dramatic enough. The media liked to create sensation and drama
around me.

“Stand up, please,” I said.

I scanned over the people in the room as
they stood back up. I recognised a lot of them. Most of them were
from the elite class and therefore members of the Council. I also
recognised a few Commanders and Generals from other Warrior
divisions. I greeted people as I walked through the room.

“Your tattoo has expanded a lot, Madame,”
someone commented from behind me.

The back of my dress only reached halfway up
my back, leaving my shoulders exposed and my tattoo clearly
visible. I turned around to face the Council member.

“Not that much actually,” I answered.

I had killed three creatures over the past
few days, just like my first time. I was a bit disappointed, I
normally killed more.

“She’s just being humble and setting way too
high goals for herself, Council member. I’m afraid I’m just going
to repeat myself, but at this rate, you’ll die from overworking
yourself, Madame,” someone next to me said.

I knew that voice very well. It was Maurice.
He had come up to me and now stood at my side. I turned my head to
look at him and smiled a bit. He wore a tuxedo; he had also dressed
up for this event.

“Maurice, my Commander, you know I usually
kill more than three.”

“I want to bet he stole
some kills from you, Madame,” the man said, who had just joined our group.

I recognised him as the General of another
division of Warriors. I raised my eyebrow. I was suspicious of this
remark. It wasn’t very respectful towards Maurice. He made it sound
like Maurice was deliberately holding me back or sabotaging me.

“Why would he do that?” I asked.

“To make sure you don’t end your Warrior’s
career with more than two hundred kills,” the General answered in a
serious tone.

I was even more suspicious now. I knew a lot
of people were already betting on how many kills I would have by
the end of my Warrior’s career. Was he implying Maurice — my
Commander, teacher, and mentor — had placed a bet on me?

“Do you mean because of the bets?” I asked
with a dangerous tone in my voice.

The General realised his mistake now. He
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