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Chapter 1

 

Who am I? 

Well, I am known by my name in my previous world, I am Alex Connor. I was summoned here on the orders of a god, summoned for a specific job, which I accomplished long ago. However, right now, I am fighting an aggressive tangled mass of spiky vines, a magic Monster of the wood element, a tree Monster. 

This Monster is called a 'Living Bramble', at least that's what I called it.

The true species name is unknown, even in the ancient lore I read in my free time. This Monster has been unseen, or no one has lived to tell about their encounters, for untold millennia; the time-span was, of course, a guess of mine, but I have read books that cover epochs of knowledge which is both human and inhuman.

The Living Bramble is a 'cataclysm' class Monster. So if a normal city was to encounter it, they would be completely wiped out with a very low chance of survivors, which would explain a lack of records.

I barely managed to duck under the lash of an elastic and spiky vine which had been swung at my head while I was zoning out. 

Since I was in the middle of combat, I really should concentrate on the situation, instead of ruminating on the past.

With an ear-piercing shriek the sickle-shaped spikes, which grew out of cracks in the highly flexible bark covering the vine, slashed deep grooves into the stone wall behind me.

The Monster screamed in anger as it got annoyed by the fact that I was much faster than it.

Ahh, fighting like this really got the blood pumping.

I had been told before that I was a combat freak, a 'muscle brain', and of course, I punched the idiot who called me that.

While this fight may seem deadly serious from an outside perspective-- both the Monster and I were bleeding, and my clothing was torn so badly that a beggar would give me money to buy better clothes--but I was only playing around.

I hadn't even started using magic, which was my forte. I wished to test myself and fight this powerful creature while only relying purely on my physical capabilities.

The monster kept lashing at me and I enjoyed the oppressive feeling of powerful killing intent being directed at me. I also got a minor sense of danger when I waited to dodge until the last possible second.

The Living Bramble may be incredibly powerful, but it isn't the most dangerous 'cataclysm' class monster out there. It only fought using its whip-like, spiky vines to attack its enemies. While its vines numbered in the hundreds and could stretch to impossible lengths, its attack patterns were predictable.

As the fight dragged on, I found myself laughing because of the adrenaline and dopamine surging through my body. I love this feeling, this sense of happiness and freedom.

This fight was a fun one.

The Living Bramble also used its vines for propulsion.

When I fought without magic, relying on my physical abilities, I fought using a dagger in each hand. It was the style that Master taught me, what she was famous for when she was a Shadow, a fanatic follower of a famous and deadly order of assassins. This was before she was discovered by an incredibly powerful mage and taught their skills, becoming a powerful mage herself, thousands of years ago.

It would be difficult to run away if I wanted to, the speed of this monster's appendages were faster than the speed of sound. While this was very fast, it was still within a manageable speed for me to run away from, it would just be difficult.

I am not really an average person, anymore.

Because of the amount of times the Living Bramble had attacked me, and I had subsequently dodged or deflected the vines, massive rents and holes pitted the stone walls and floor of the corridor in which we were fighting.

Ducking under a rebound attack, I stepped forwards and slashed my primary dagger into the thickest cluster of vines, as near to the main trunk as I could reach. I didn't get too close, I kept a buffer between me and the Monster, so I could jump back if needed.

There was a soft, sickening, squishing noise as the vine cluster was separated from the trunk. When it hit the ground, it began to spasm and writhe convulsively.

The thick white ooze was highly acidic and started to eat through what little remained of my shirt.

Luckily, the enchantments on my dagger were strong enough to protect it from the corrosion. The sap just oozed off the blade and dripped onto the floor, leaving smoking craters.

My skin started itching a burning a little, but I was used to this level of pain, so my nerves just tuned it out. This acid wasn't strong enough to do more than just eat through the first few layers of skin, stopped by the magical energy that flowed through my veins.

The Living Bramble shrieked again, all of its remaining vines slashed at me in an instinctive, and pain driven, counterattack. It seems to have lost its sense of reasoning and was now acting like a blood-crazed fiend. 

Well, a more blood-crazed fiend than it was before.

This reaction hindered my ability to predict the trajectories of its movements as easily as I could before. However, because of Master's very strict training, I managed to deflect most of the attacks that I couldn't dodge.

While the Monster was in control, I had to watch the patterns and predict changes. But since it lost control, I just had to match it in pure speed and timing.

Master had taught me this simple skill rather early on.

I finally got bored of the fight, and the timing was right, the Monster slipped up and showed an opening.

Jumping over the vine aimed at my waist, I took the chance and lunged in towards it.  My fore-hand dagger was swinging at another vine cluster and my back-hand dagger guarded against the scythe-like spike aimed for my face.

Managing to sever a few vines, I turned my swing into a stab, my dagger piercing deeply into the Living Bramble's main stalk. Again, the Monster let out a shriek.

I could feel dampness on my neck, and when I checked out what it was, it seems that my ears had begun to bleed.

Ignoring the annoying noise of the shrieking plant, the minor physical damage, and the acid that had begun to spray and covered me from head to toe, I Flash Stepped forwards and swung my blade.

The dagger was already partially embedded in the primary trunk, I just had to apply a sideways force, and the main body was completely bisected.

The Living Bramble died.

Flash Stepping was one of my trump cards when it came to melee combat.

By applying a massive kinetic blast under my foot as I stepped forwards, I increased my speed exponentially for a split second, the movement came very close to teleportation.

This was a well-known Elven Ranger technique, so I was careful to not use it around anyone. The Humans and Elves have a very rocky relationship, and I could be hunted down as either someone illegally trained by Elves, or someone with access to Elven military knowledge. 

Both sides would probably be trying to hunt me down, either to kill or capture me.

"Finally. Good fight, plant." I muttered to myself as I cast a minor Anchoring Charm onto the end of a rope, attaching it to the ceiling. I wrapped the other end of the rope around the plant and hoisted it up, hanging it upside-down from the dilapidated ceiling.

The sap was a valuable Alchemy reagent, and since I had some spare enchanted Alchemy vials, I decided to collect as much as I could.

The sap was both valuable because I used it when I played around with Alchemy, and Elven master and grand-master Alchemists used it. However, humanity's skill in Alchemy was much too low to know how to utilize it. But even the sap of the lower Ranked Monster--the 'Vine Lasher', which was A-Ranked--had the same worth as a small city.

After the sap was drained from the Living Bramble's body, and my vials were filled, I placed them into my Spatial Ring.

It had been around a year since I had last travelled in a party, and after traveling alone for so long, I had developed a habit of talking to myself.

Well, I had been speaking to myself since before I was summoned to this world. But when I was moving and operating alone, I spoke to myself almost constantly, to fill the silence.

Master always said that: "Your own company is the best company".

She always said that this saying was how she managed to stay sane during the centuries that she had been exiled, living alone on a secluded mountain deep in the Dark Lands.

Anyway, why was I fighting Monsters, each of which were 'Calamity' class and could easily destroy a medium sized city by themselves?

I had heard rumours of a very powerful, and long lost magic that could be found here in this old, abandoned, and slightly spooky temple.

The monsters, with their speed that was faster than sound, their bodies so tough that most weaponry would be barely able to scratch them. They were Monsters so tough that only a Human army with around a couple hundred thousand soldiers and a few dozen covens of Archmages could have the chance of driving off.

As for why I could kill them...I was a Monster myself. I had Master's training, combined with many Forbidden Magic ceremonies and spells which had changed and enhanced my body. 

Luckily, I still looked human. I may be a Monster in physical and magical capabilities, but I hadn't changed much on the outside.

Because of these enhancements, unless I was attacked by something on the level of a demi-god or Ancient Monster, I could fight back. Even if I couldn't win, I could still escape and live to fight another day. Purely judging by the power I could wield, I could flatten entire countries if I wished to.

I could do all of this, and I may have done so before…If I wished to put in that much effort into doing something that, in the end, wouldn't really change how Humanity functions…how the parasites that belonged to that race acted. One country may fall, but the atrocities of the humans would still continue in other countries.

These Cataclysm class monsters weren't threats to my life, but I had the habit to seal my power, so that I could have fun and not be bored out of my mind. I wouldn't unseal my full power unless I either really needed it, or if I had someone to protect.

It's lonely at the top.

But even with my full power, I couldn't protect or save Master.

Inside this temple, I had found a lot of plant Monsters, which ranged from 'Living Brambles', to 'Miasma Hedges'. Of course, these were just my names for these Monsters.

These Monsters were beyond rare, and beyond powerful by Humanity's classifications. Monsters were rated by the intercontinental association called the Adventurer's Guild, they were arranged into ranks denoted by letters of the alphabet for the weaker ones.

The ratings were, in order of weakest to strongest: E, D, C, B, A, S for monsters found in normal and inhabited places. The next rankings were in the Adventurer's Guild records, but registered as myths: SS, SSS, and Divine.

The Calamity Rank was one that was debated and didn't really fit into the ranking. It was an intermediate stage between S and SS, but no one could decide on an exact power, other than it was much stronger than S-Ranked but couldn't wield the special skills of an SS-Ranked Monster.

An ordinary person, with some training, could kill an E-Ranked Monster. The Monsters Ranked C and above would usually require a small party of four Adventurers of a similar Rank to kill them, or two Adventurers one rank above.

This didn't take into account powerful equipment or spells.

Even the Demon King, the being which threatened the whole civilized world, outside the Dark Lands, was only high Calamity-Rank. They were almost SS-Ranked, but he couldn't use the Demonic special skills.

SS-Ranked beings, and the Ancient Monsters in the Dark Lands, could use species and specialization specific special skills.

Long ago I had wondered why the rankings were like this, and Master told me that the guilds had been formed by Heroes summoned from other worlds. A lot of the human civilization was influenced by these interlopers.

My journey was finally almost completed, after weeks of fighting these Calamity-Ranked Monsters, I had managed to traverse the dead city, and enter the temple contained deep within.

It took me a month to track down the city, a week to kill enough monsters to get into the temple, and this was my third day inside the temple itself.

At the end of the corridor--the walls and floor of which were shattered and cratered because of my fight--stood two massive wooden doors. The wood was reinforced with some form of pitch-black and wet looking metal, which I couldn't identify.

Master had taught me to not charge aimlessly and uninformed into unknown situations, so even after defeating the final plant Monster I was cautious enough to unleash a large Grimoire worth of searching and probing magics as I approached the doors.

Once I had gotten the results back from the spells, and they said that there was nothing bad around, I finally walked towards my final goal, whatever lay behind those doors.

It was only a few meters away from me, I approached slowly and carefully, taking almost two minutes.

 

 

I gently touched the doors. The wood, though ancient, was incredibly tough and hadn't decayed. The metal was uncorroded and it didn't feel as damp as it looked, it was smooth and strangely warm. It also had tiny flecks of gold in it, flecks that couldn't be seen from a distance.

Gold was one of the best metals when it came to magic conductivity, almost every magical civilization, past or present, used it for large-scale spells.

Gold was also highly sought after by Inscribers, because as well as conducting magic very well, it also preserved inscribed spells.

When I looked closer, and enhanced my eyesight, I could see that both the metal and the wood were densely packed with runes. The tiny runes were so closely packed and designed in such a way that it looked like normal metal and wood.

For the next hour I studied the inscriptions, deciphering what I could. I had long learned the hard way to not barge unprepared into a room that was protected by powerful runes and inscriptions. However, the arrays on this door were primarily for the preservation of the contents of the room, as well as to lock and seal the door. The inscribed runes also protected the door from almost all forms of damage, they were more powerful than any I had seen before, but they didn't seem dangerous.

Reciting the opening phrase that I had found in a hidden chamber in the temple, I slowly pushed the doors open. Opening them millimetre by millimetre, activating my strongest defensive magics. 

I noticed that the hinges didn't squeak, even after not moving for an unknown amount of time.

The preservation spell is very powerful.

Once the doors were open, I cast 'Omni-record', to get me a copy of the magic so that I could study it in depth later. All of the runes, compressed and layered millions deep were copied into a small, special, notebook that I kept in a special folded space in my Spatial Ring.

The open doors revealed what was hidden behind them.

What was hidden was a mostly empty stone room. 

The room was strangely silent, I couldn't even hear the noises inside my body, including my heartbeat, which would usually be obvious in a silent room.

The strong smell of dust made my highly sensitive nose itch.

Looking up, I noticed that the dome-shaped ceiling was covered in a bright and well-preserved fresco. Though strangely, the faces of the people depicted within it were somehow obscured.

The ceiling was held up by marble pillars, inlaid with gold and set with strange patterns and brackets in which jewels sat.

The stone walls were covered by well-preserved murals, the paint was so colourful and clear that it seemed as though it had been painted only a day before.

The paintings showed a story.

From what I could read, the story was the life of a man. The man was born into a poor farming family, he grew up, following in the footsteps of his family and helping on the farm. Until a war broke out and he was press-ganged into an army when he was sixteen.

I couldn't identify any of the symbols on their flags, so they were some long-lost people.

He fought in the war and worked his way up through the ranks.

Soon, people noticed that he had talent, so he was recruited by a church of some kind. He became a squire at eighteen, and managed to become a Paladin by the time he was around twenty.

The war was still going on, and the other side started summoning Demons and other monstrosities. 

As a Paladin, he became well renowned for killing Monsters and enemy summons that others couldn't. 

His enemies became more and more powerful as time passed.

By the time I had finished a complete loop of the room, reading the frescoes, he was challenging a god on its throne. I found myself admiring this man, a commoner born who killed god; a mortal who fought for immortality and killed a deity.

I had finally finished circling the room and read the entire mural that was much too big for such a small chamber. I arrived at a large throne which was in front of the stone wall, a throne that hadn't been there when I first entered the room.

The throne seemed to be constructed completely from Onyx, however, there was a strange crimson discolouration inside it.

Placed on the seat of the throne was a small leather-bound book, and a golden key that seemed to shimmer in and out of my vision. The book's cover had golden lettering on it, but I didn't know what it said, I put it into my Spatial Ring.

I picked up the key and held it in my hand.

Now, I need to find the lock which this key unlocks.

'For every key, there is a lock'. This saying had been proven true many times while I was exploring many lost and forgotten sanctuaries, caves, cities, and vaults which were filled with magic and lore of days long gone.

It wasn't very difficult to locate the lock, it was situated in the stone wall directly behind the throne.

After taking a close look at the keyhole, I trusted the Goddess of Luck and inserted it.

Pushing the key in until it clicked, I gave it a turn.

With a harsh grating, the door which was skillfully constructed into the unassuming stone wall opened, it had been hiding with illusion magic that even I couldn't break.

Either the preservation magic on the door was weaker than that on the main entrance or it was designed that way, because it made a loud noise, unlike the quiet entrance door.

Inside the aperture was a deep and gloomy darkness, but that was no problem for an enhanced human, and mage like me.

Well, I say mage, but I was closer to a battlemage. I used enchanted daggers or short swords, but I used magic to reinforce my body and boosting my physical capabilities to upper Cataclysm-Ranked levels even with my normal seals in place.

It was only when enemies were much stronger than me, or if I wanted to finish the fight quickly, that I used my magic. In combat anyway. I used magic for convenience fairly often.

I created a Fire Glyph with a thought, and a partially transparent and ghostly Glyph appeared and floated in the air behind me for less than a second. With a soft 'Poof' sound, the Glyph disappeared and ten massive fireballs appeared instead, floating behind me in an array. 

Each individual fireball was the size of an average house cat, and I modified the spell so that they changed their array to orbit around me, floating a meter above me.

They lit up the darkness.

Of course, I could have used a normal light spell. 

However, this struck me as being irreverent to such an incredible place.

The dusty room was empty.

But there were large words carved deeply into the wall at the back of the room. The words were written in the Ancient Language of Magic, which squirmed and rearranged itself as I looked at it. I had only ever seen this a few times, one of which was in the Demon King's archives, the other in a few of Master's books.

The words were terrible for people with dyslexia.

The language was extremely strange. As I read them, I felt a powerful intent pulling at my soul. It felt like my soul was going to be ripped out of my body, the intent was so powerful that I could feel a physical pull.

If anyone with a weak soul, or less magic power looked at these words, their soul would immediately be torn out. If I looked at the words for too long, even I would have damage occur.

The stolen souls and magic power would be used to sustain and enhance the intent in the room, strengthening it even more.

 But what was written on the wall were some of the secret Ways to Apotheoses, the ways for mortals to ascend to Godhood.

These were those long lost and profane secrets:

The first and most common method to ascend is to collect Faith energy from worshipers and followers. To do this, one must perform deeds of great valour and repute, gaining the worship of citizens. One must become an unrivalled hero, or an all-powerful emperor of an eternal empire. There, however, is a weakness to this Path. If the number of worshipers decrease below a certain amount and the input of Faith energy decreases, the god will descend to mortality. Or in the worst case, the god would lose everything, including sentience, and become a Fade.

The second Path is to collect negative energy, taken from fear and hatred. This Path has the same weakness as the first Path.

The third Path is for the Seeker to give up on their race, using long lost and powerful transformation magics to take the form of a creature that naturally achieves deityhood when it reaches maturity. A few examples are the Dragons and the Phoenixes. Polymorph or illusion spells, as well as temporary transformations will not work, and the Seeker soul power must reach a certain level to match their form or they will die.

The final method is to collect an army or the favour of other gods and kill a deity, consuming the divinity of a fallen or dead god will allow the Seeker to Ascend. The Seeker will be faced with the choice to take over the dead god's Domain, with the previous power, or they could form their own Domain from scratch. This new Domain however would be very weak for centuries, leaving the new deity in a very weak and dangerous position.

This was very dangerous knowledge, if it fell into the wrong hands. 

Hands like mine.

I can understand why the Intent protecting this place is so strong, and why the Monsters in and around the city were ridiculously strong.

And I had removed this protection.

There was no way I could undo that now, but on my way out I will lay stronger protection magics--Stronger than the currently decayed magic, but not even close to the original magic which was laid both by a lost civilization and a god.

However, these weren't the only Paths to apotheosis that I had ever found, but they were the only non-fragmented ones. The other ones that I had found had pieces concealed purposely or otherwise, pieces missing, which was to increase the difficulty in utilizing them.

This was the only one that I found that listed the weaknesses for the first two Paths, which I had long guessed, but this officially verified my guesses.

Of the recorded Paths, the only one that I couldn't utilize was the third one. Because I had done quite a few full and partial transformations, all of which were permanent, and I was no longer sure what species I was, and I couldn't become a pure Ancient Godbeast like a Dragon or Phoenix.

To become an Ancient Godbeast, you have to be a pure and unaltered being of a species, and could not have Demonic or Abyssal forms or spells mixed in.

I wasn't the sort of person who would follow Path one or two, because they needed enormous amounts of upkeep and effort, and to be completely honest, I was fairly lazy.

The fourth Path was the most feasible, because I had already had a grudge against a certain bastard of a god. I had decided long ago to kill him, to toss him into the depths of hell, to consume his divinity while he still lived and looked on in horror.

There was also the added bonus that I could achieve godhood from that, but he did rule a Domain that I hated, so I am not sure if I could stomach ruling that.

I now knew that I could give up the Domain and form my own, but what happens to the left-over power I don't know. Luckily, now I had read these Paths, I could be better prepared for when the time comes.

However, these were all worries for the future, I wasn't yet on the level of killing deities...yet. I still struggle against Demigods, well, with enough preparation time, I can run away.

My plan was to gather an army, or very powerful companions.

Because if I could kill enough priests and worshipers of Arre, and wipe out enough of humanity, I would weaken him and force him to come out and play.

Looking away from the writing, before it overcame my defenses and consumed my soul, I cast 'Omni-Record'. I recorded the writing into my notebook, which was enchanted by Master herself, so it could defeat an ancient and weakened Intent.

Going back to the throne room, I decided to act on a feeling. I sat on the throne and took out the leather-bound book. For some reason the language was automatically translated.

It seemed that I had felt the throne calling, which was why I tried this strange idea. The creator of this place placed a spell on the throne so that the book could only be read here.

The book recorded a large list of gods, the Domains they rule, and their weaknesses. This knowledge was thousands of times more valuable than the Paths, it was worth more than anything I had ever seen or heard of.

This was knowledge that Seekers of Apotheosis would use to rise, and new gods would use to overthrow their more powerful companions and to rapidly rise in power, by consuming the dead gods' Domains.

Though this was ancient knowledge, and the gods may have found ways of defending their weaknesses, no weakness could be completely negated, especially if it was an antithesis.

However, the gods listed in this book would likely now be overthrown or become Elder Gods. Elder Gods had powers that reach levels that I couldn't even imagine, they had probably even left this backwater world.

I could trade this with one of the current gods for favours, which I would use to destroy the bastard Arre. However, that was a very dangerous gamble, and I would only use it as a last resort.

Once I finished reading the book, I stored it back in a sector of folded space in my Spatial Ring, where it was very safe. Even if someone stole it from me, they would have no way of reading it if they didn't know of this location or how to use it.

It was now time for me to leave this old and ruined temple.

 


 

 

 

Chapter 2

 

My journey out of the temple, and then the ruined city, was very fast compared to when I first entered. I had already killed all of the Guardian Monsters and disarmed all of the traps.

As I finally walked out of the city's destroyed gates, I found myself subconsciously stretching and yawning, I had been in the same place and constantly fighting for the last week and a half.

The temple was located in the middle of the ruins of an ancient city.

The buildings were long abandoned, and the walls were crumbling, the decay had reduced the buildings to barely recognizable husks. From what I could tell, the buildings near the temple and centre of the city were incredibly rich, with extravagant architecture and cobblestone streets.

But this ruined and mostly destroyed city seems to be all that remains of an ancient and what seemed to be a highly advance civilization.

Surrounding the ruined city was a cursed swamp.

The swamp housed a large variety of undead and poisonous Monsters. There were powerful undead in the swamp, including Elder Liches and Death Knights.

I don't know the official name for this location, but I had decided to give it the grand name of the 'Capital of Primordial Desolation'. I thought it sounded cool.

There were signs that the original inhabitants had been killed all at once with a massive and cataclysmic spell.

I had even been trained by one of the Shureen.

For those few people who may have been separated from any civilization for the last few thousand years and don't know what a Shureen is, the Shureen are the elite of the elite. 

They are the strongest sentient beings, outside of gods, in existence.

While Master wasn't one of the seven Demigods that lead the Shureen, she was among the best of the mortals.

Anyway, as I walked out of the ruined city and entered the poisonous swamp, I released some of my aura. The air distorted and shimmered around me, the dust and lighter rocks began to levitate.

I heard a ruckus as the more cowardly Monsters ran away, and after a few seconds the surrounding went completely silent.

Of course, I could have fought the remaining Monsters on the way out as well, but since I killed most of the most powerful Monsters on my way in, there was no reason to hunt down the stragglers.

The reason I fought the Monsters originally was because it was fun, and they would annoy me if they attacked me while I was trying to eat and sleep.

 

[image: Image]

 

It was time to start on my plan to ascend and then eradicate that bastard god, the first step of which was to acquire a base of operations. This base needs to be near a town. Preferably one with a high population, so that I could create an army, as well as obtaining souls for some of my more powerful spells.

I would raise an army of Demons.

To make my Demonic army I would need to use a very powerful spell, one which required the energy of tens of thousands of souls. The spell was called Soul Conversion: Demonic.

Soul Conversion was the name of a large group of spells, the conversion could range from Human to Undead to Demon, with many others as well.

It may see, a little bit strange to be able to use souls to power spells, or of damage to a soul killing someone, since souls themselves can't be destroyed by anything weaker than an Elder God.

When souls were used in spells, some of their outer energy was used, but the core of the soul is sent back into the cycle of reincarnation.

They take a while to regenerate enough energy to incarnate as well, and usually they come back as lower lifeforms for the next few incarnations.

However, the core is the indestructible part, known as the Divinity Area.

Souls could be trapped or sealed, however.

To draw out Arre, I would probably need an army. Which I would use to keep the Human armies contained, this would allow me to not have to spend time killing them and I could be free to handle the Heroes that Arre would summon as soon as he learned about my return.

Right now, the bastard god was under the misconception that I had died alongside Master, he thought that he was safe.

I already knew a great location for my new base.

There was a castle a few kilometres east of the swamp, and I had visited them before. They refused to let me spend the night, and then they decided to cast spells at me to try to drive me away.

Unfortunately, some of my weaknesses remain from when I was still a Hero, even after what I had been through. While I killed all the soldiers, the ones who attacked me, whether they were male or female, I didn't kill the innocents, or the children.

I don't kill children, or women unless they deliberately attack me. I also don't kill innocent people, or torture them for fun.

I may have morals, or standards approximating morals, but I am definitely not a very good person.

 

[image: Image]

 

I was ruminating on the past while I walked, and before I noticed it, I had made it out of the swamp and a fair distance into the plains. This was a bad habit that Master disliked and kept trying to fix, my habit of zoning out and having trouble keeping my mind in the present. I was just lucky that I hadn't encountered any truly dangerous Monsters while I did this.

When I looked around, I realized that the damaged walls of the castle were visible. I was walking towards the rising sun, the scent of grass filled the air; and because I deactivated my aura, I could also hear birds singing and small animals moving in the tall grass.

As I walked through the destroyed gates, the remains of shattered wood and melted steel, I started casting Reconstruction Runes and Glyphs. These spells used temporal reversal to reconstruct their target.

The wood, metal, and stone seemed to soften and then reform with strange, soft, noises.

I walked along the different corridors, making sure I applied my magic everywhere. Of course, I could use another spell to have the magic spread everywhere that there was damage, but I wanted to walk around and view my new base.

The effects of the spell was like watching a video play in rewind. This may seem like overly useful magic, especially for people who liked looking at ancient ruins. But it only worked on buildings, but not writing on paper or on walls, and only if the caster had been to the location before the destruction occurred.

I finally arrived at the Throne Room and saw something that confused me for a second.

Which was when I remembered what had happened after I killed the soldiers and let the innocent occupants escape. I had forgotten because the memories of the fun of unleashing highly destructive magic had crowded this insignificant memory out. 

It was actually rather embarrassing, and childish.

Since they hadn't been willing to spare a single bed for a traveller, I had taken a bunch of mattresses off the beds of the higher-class occupants and then moved them into the Throne Room, arranging them into a pile to sleep on.

Sighing at myself, I entered the Throne Room and walked over to the mattress pile, which I had placed near the throne itself.

I lay down, feeling a weight come off my shoulders, I finally felt relaxed for the first time in weeks.

The beds were good, they were soft and springy.

Lazing back against the beds, I took out some of the books on the foundations and theory of basic magic that I had borrowed from the Mage's Guild, back when I was still a Hero and had access to the Human capital.

Ahh, heaven. I have missed comfortable beds and interesting books!

Unfortunately, I knew that this couldn't last, I didn't bother to delude myself.

 

After killing the Arre bastard and creating my own Divinity and Domain, I had already decided to leave this world and travel the universes and learn and experience all that I could. I would also play around through time and space.

If I got too bored, I could have tussles with other deities.

Maybe someday I could even make my own world, or worlds, and watch them. Watch them live and advance, maybe creating their own gods, like an interactive T.V show, or a Sims game.

I had originally been summoned here as a Hero, and I had fought the Demon King like I had been commanded to. 

Then, when Arre betrayed me, so did all of Humanity.

Arre teleported me out of the Human capital city and into the Demon's capital, he knew that they were very mad at me for killing their king. But the Queen decided to let me go, to let me live, to leave. She knew beforehand that I would be betrayed by Arre in the end, it had happened to others before.

The Demon Queen felt that letting me live was enough of a punishment.

When I asked her a few years later, she said that she always knew that the Humans would summon Heroes to kill her husband, and he wasn't a nice person, so she wasn't very pissed off at me for killing him.

Though her son kept trying to kill me, kept sending assassins. And unlike my normal habits of killing anyone who tried to kill me, I never attacked the Demon Prince back. 

Even the Demons exiled me from their territories by teleporting me to the Dark Lands, which is where I met Master.

After I finally left the Dark Lands, I wandered around with Master. I saw the results of what I had believed was justice, the outcome of slaughtering of a lot of Demons and other 'Dark' races without considering the consequences. Killing them without asking any questions.

Looking at the results, it was obvious I had been played, how Humanity had use lies and misinformation to oppress the Demon race. The Demons weren't, of course, completely innocent. 

There are good and bad individuals in every species.

I was foolish and impulsive, naively following whatever the Human king and priests told me to do. I never thought of the consequences.

For every 'evil tyrant' that I had overthrown on the King's orders, the Human nobles had replaced with someone worse. The King had me kill the nobles that had fallen out of favour, saying that they were evil and ruined people's lives and repressed them.

He then put in favoured nobles into the vacated spaces.

Then I made the mistake that every summoned Hero tries to do at some point, I tried to remove slavery. This idiocy ended up the way that could be expected, I made their conditions much worse.

The slaves that I had released were hunted down and either sold again or killed as runaways.

The societies that depended on slave labour collapsed as a result, leading to a lot of war and death. Economies collapsed and power vacuums were formed. The invading armies captured thousands and sold them into slavery as well.

One of the most important rules for a summoned Hero is: Never try to apply the morals of a modern society like Earth to a lower world.

While I was exiled to the Dark Lands by the Demons, the Human kingdom that had summoned me started to spread rumours that I was evil, that I had been seduced by the Demon King's widow. 

Which didn't happen until later, and she wasn't the one seducing...

Ahem.

Anyway, they summoned more Heroes and sent them chasing after me for a long time. Even after I left the Dark Lands, after Master died, I was found and chased back into the Dark Lands.

The Dark Lands was where exiled people took sanctuary; it was also the home to many ruins. One of the best ways to rapidly increase in power, if you were incredibly lucky, was to wander around the Dark Lands.

However, the Dark Lands was one of the most dangerous areas on this world.

An astounding number of Elder Races and Monstrous creatures also made their homes in the Dark Lands.

I used to have the personality, morals, and ethics found in most people who had been summoned from peaceful and advanced worlds.

But this world had a society that openly was one of the strong doing what they wished and crushed the weak under them. 

The mercy I tried to show, especially when I didn't have the power to back it up, lead to others taking advantage of me. My inherent trust of a deity, which is strangely ingrained in people from Earth, is what lead to my downfall and suffering, and the suffering of everyone important to me.

Though, even if I hadn't tried to hold onto stupid ideals such as peace and mercy, I would still have been betrayed by Arre. But I wouldn't have been so surprised by the sudden, but inevitable betrayal. 

I would have also coped with it much better.

It seems like I am thinking about boring things, these books drew out some of my nostalgia, memories of days long gone.


 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 3

 

My releasing my aura for a short amount of time when I entered the plains would have alerted any powerful Adventurers from the Guild at the nearby city.

I did this deliberately before entering the castle, I wanted powerful--by Human standards--Adventurers to come to my new castle.

So I wasn't surprised when the noise of an alarm spell going off drew me back from reminiscing about the bad old days. 

It seems that some vermin had started wandering the halls of my base.

When I used an observation spell, I heard what they were saying. They spoke about a Demon destroying this castle a month ago, and their superiors said that they detected a surge of magic power and Demonic aura, so they sent this group to investigate.

They also hoped that they could also loot some treasures that may have been missed by the first team, and following teams, before they removed my head and took it back to get a reward.

Listening to the intruders made me feel a strong sense of nostalgia, they were such typical Adventurers. If they were exploring a normal ruin around Human territories, they would have been fine.

However, they picked the wrong place.

Shaking my head and feeling a smile forming on my lips, I put my book back into my Spatial Ring. 

Then I activated the Amulet that I wore at all times.

I had created this Amulet when I was playing with the basics of Rune Inscriptions and Enchantments. The Amulet had been inscribed with a Greater Rune of stealth. It was much more powerful than anything the Humans could make in this Era, it fully masked me even when I gathered mana and cast a spell that was Level-3 or lower.

I could also activate a stealth effect without channelling any mana or using a spell.

With my stealth activated, I stood up and walked out of the Throne Room. It was time to investigate the little mice which were squeaking and skittering through my halls.

I decided to turn at least one of them into a minion, and one will escape to tell the Guild. From what the Adventurers were saying, I was only C-Rank apparently.

I was an ex-Hero as well as trained by a Shureen.

Insulting.
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Found them, the skittering little mice, running helter-skelter through my home.

The party was comprised of an interesting combination of people, but the composition was very well thought out and designed.

There was a Dwarf Warrior, clad in full, and enchanted, plate armour. He wielded a massive and inscribed battle-axe, which looked like it had a powerful curse magic on it.

Next was an Elven Mage who wore simple robes, and it had no marks of rank, but to judge from the Gem layout on his staff and the mana swirling around him, he was a journeyman. A journeyman Mage was someone who could cast spells of Level-3, and instant cast at least one Level-2 spell.

The last member of the little party was a Human Priestess. She was beautiful, with raven-black hair escaping the edges of her white wimple and blue eyes. But she was wearing the vestments of Arre's church, though it was obvious that she was low ranked, probably an acolyte.

It was an easy choice, I decided that the Priestess would become my minion, corrupting a follower of Arre sounded nice.

I would allow the Mage to 'escape' and alert the Guild in the nearby city.

The Dwarf would be changed, he would be a help to my minion. He would be changed into a Thrall, by my minion, after she was fully corrupted and under my control.

Deactivating my stealth Amulet, I stood behind the invaders.

I wanted a cool entrance.

The Mage was the first to detect my presence, he stiffened and slowly turned around to face me.

Even though I wasn't specifically hiding, because of my training, I had a naturally weak presence.

Elves have the sharpest senses, especially Mages, which is why he found me.

The next one to notice me was the Priestess, but only because she happened to be watching the Mage. She turned as well, following his gaze.

She twitched and then froze when she saw me.

Her beautiful eyes widened, I could see that she began to tremble softly, blood drained from her face. 

It seems that the priesthood of Arre had spread images of me, even though I was believed dead. I do not know why they would do this, because if Arre even suspected that I was alive, he would stop at nothing to kill me again. I was one of the very few people who knew his secrets, that he wasn't the 'good', 'loving' god that he and his followers claimed he was.

Even though he was the last to detect me, the Warrior was the one who reacted the fastest. Shouting a warning to his companions, he pulled the Mage and Priestess behind him.

In a well-practiced move, he prepared his axe for a swing.

He was obviously very experienced, possibly even a veteran from the Dwarven army, he had definitely worked as a mercenary.

The Dwarf stared at me, ready to move at any moment, but I could see the sweat beading his forehead. He had obviously worked out that I was much more powerful than him, but he still moved to protect the others instead of throwing them between him and me, using that to attempt to escape.

I felt a little respect for him.

Without warning, he swung his axe at my face.

Judging by his strength and speed, he would be around B-Rank, which was considered quite powerful when found in a city at the edge of the Human Empire's territory.

He had accepted a C-Ranked request but came with them while the difficulty was below his power. Normal adventurers would send weaker team mates on lower difficulty quest while they completed harder quests, instead of acting as guardians.

He also hadn't tried to run.

This showed that it was likely that his team was important to him.

Of course, he wasn't a threat to me, but if he ran it would be irritating chasing him down.

I reached out and stopped his massive wedge-shaped axe with a single finger. 

However, he actually managed to scratch my skin and a drop of blood oozed out, before I healed in less than a second. He had managed to break my natural defenses, which was quite good, his axe must be incredibly powerful.

Impressive.

I could feel the other two panicking, they gave off a tangible air of fear. 

Even the Dwarf drew a sharp breath when he saw how easily I had stopped his attack. 

They all believed that the Dwarf was incredibly powerful, yet before me he was a child, in power. And in height.

When beliefs are broken, all that is left is demoralization and despair.

I stepped forwards and punched the Dwarf in the head. There was a clang as his helmet dented inwards, then a soft pop and his skull cracked.

As his skull cracked, his head exploded, but it was mostly contained by the helmet.

Blood sprayed out of the helmet's opening.

I had remembered to deploy a basic ward, so no blood landed on me.

The broken, and thoroughly dead body flew through the air and slammed into the wall. I made sure to punch him sideways, so that he wouldn't kill the people behind him when he flew away because of the power of my hit.

His fingers spasmodically jerked open, releasing his grip of his axe, which clattered to the floor. Though that small noise was mostly hidden by the louder noise of his armoured body slamming into the stone wall.

Turning away from the corpse, which was now slumped down against the wall, I faced the Mage.

"Run." My voice was barely a whisper, I made sure to inject some of my aura and killing intent into my voice.

Without even looking back, he ran. He deserted his teammate too easily, leaving a beautiful Priestess to the whims of an evil Demon who kills so viciously.

Well that's what it would seem like from his point of view.

Turning my gaze from the shrinking back of the cowardly Mage, I looked into the pale white face of the Priestess. Seeing me look at her, she let out a strange squeal and fell down, her legs too weak to sustain her weight. She didn't seem to notice any pain when her butt hit the hard stone floor.

The shock of the fall seemed to bring her back to reality, she scrambled backwards on all fours. Her lips were trembling as though she were trying to say something, but I couldn't hear her voice.

I could see a deep and all-consuming fear in her eyes.

When she bumped against the wall behind her, the Priestess let out another strangled sound. 

Her eyes widened as I began to approach her.

I was milking the drama of the situation, walking slowly and drawing it out.

This was caused by my old love of theatrics, and maybe a slight sadism.

The Priestess at first was staring at the floor, but with a slight shudder, she managed to raise her eyes and meet mine. Tears welled up and threatened to overflow, making her strangely damp eyes look much more so. Her raven-black hair was dishevelled as her wimple had been pushed off her head.

She raised her hands, a mute appeal for mercy. She was trembling so hard that she could barely keep her arms raised.

As I stared into her eyes I suddenly felt a pang in my heart, which must have been a sliver of Humanity that remained buried deep inside me. The tiny remaining part of what I used to be, but something that escaped the purge and something I just couldn't abandon.

I felt pity for her, as well as sudden urge to protect her, like she was a small animal. A kitten.

Trying to ignore the pang, I started to chant the Demonic Conversion magic that I had planned. Luckily this magic had a fairly short chanting time. 

However, the effects of the spell took a short time to fully manifest.

The visible manifestation took a few seconds, the invisible and mental manifestation took a little bit longer to appear.

Glowing magic chains materialized out of the stone floor beneath the Priestess. They moved slowly upwards, swaying and dancing as they wrapped around her.

 

 

 

She was pulled away from the wall, struggling, as the chains restrained her. She tried to fight them, but she didn't have either the physical or magical strength to fight a Level-7 spell.

But she had stopped pleading, she apparently realised that it would have no effect on her current situation.

The chains pulled her clothing tightly against her surprisingly supple and well-developed body, holding her prone and spread-eagled.

I walked slowly towards her, and when I arrived, I knelt down and looked into her face. She looked back up at me for an instant before she clenched her fists and closed her eyes, shivering.

Fear caused her breathing to speed up.

But because of how the chains were arranged and her clothing was pulled against her, it was slightly awkward for me. I felt my face heat up, I couldn't control the instinctual male hormonal reaction, though I didn't get the physical reaction luckily.

The way that this spell worked, it was highly likely that a misunderstanding would be raised.

Well, I would be violating her, in a way. 

Violating her faith, her mind, and her will.

Which I have no idea if that is better or worse.

Reaching out, I gently stroked her forehead. Her skin was warm and slightly damp with sweat, I felt goosebumps raise as my fingertips brushed her hair off her face.

She opened her eyes again. For some reason, as well as the fear, I saw a slight spark of curiosity.

"I apologize for the fear that this has caused. However, I require one of you, and you are a follower of that bastard Arre, so I chose to steal you."

Her eyes were fixated on mine, she had stopped shivering so much. I don't know if it was because she realized that I wasn't going to kill her, or because the spell was starting to affect her mentally.

I felt the spell reach the end of the first stage; it required a second infusion of mana to activate the second stage. So I gathered some mana into my palm, releasing it as I gently laid my hand directly onto her forehead.

She flinched as my hand glowed, and heat gathered in my palm, but when I released the mana, she flinched back and seemed to be trying to tunnel into the solid stone floor.

Her movements were instinctive, her soul seemingly realizing that it was in danger.

"What was that spell?" She had recovered enough to ask, though her voice shook. Her mental faculties were surprisingly good. If I had been on my first mission and put in this situation, I wouldn't be able to function well enough to even consider that question.

"A forbidden magic called Demonic Conversion. Once the spell is complete, you will become my minion."

The Priestess considered my words for a second, and then she looked deeply into my eyes, with a mixture of curiosity and sadness, "Why are you doing this to me?"

She was probably beginning to feel the mental effects, feeling her mind become foggy and her devotion towards the bastard being strangely twisted and changed.

It would be absolutely terrifying.

Again, I felt a stirring of pity when I saw her terror.

I took my hand off her forehead and sat back, sitting cross-legged, I looked closely at her. She had stopped her struggling against the chains, she seemed to have realized that it was futile.

She turned her head and watched me, she might have been trying to play on those strange feelings of pity, either that or she was trying to figure me out.

"I need followers, minions. Minions that I can control and trust, that I can used in an upcoming war. I could use slaves, but I don't have the money to purchase them in enough numbers. You cannot trust Mercenaries. I will be gathering people who must be either completely loyal or under absolute control, to fight an incredibly powerful enemy."

As I spoke, the Runic symbols on the chains started to dissolve and run like ink. The magical 'ink' reached the end of the chains and started to enter and run across the Priestess' skin.

The Runes began to cover all of the visible surface area of her body. The glowing runes were visible through the thick Habit, showing off a lot more of her body as a silhouette.

The Priestess went silent as the Runes entered her, for a few minutes she went completely still, the fear in her eyes faded. It was as though I could see her faith and trust in her god being twisted and perverted, changing into a faith and trust in me.

One of the primary effects of Demonic Conversion was that it brainwashed the target. It changed love, faith, etc from the original target to the caster of the spell. 

It generated a complete and total devotion and submission from the target towards the caster.

While the spell could be undone if it was needed, it could only be undone by the original caster, because the spell was governed by his unique mental and soul imprint.

Demonic Conversion worked better on targets with stronger faith, so the best targets were priests or paladins, as long as their faith was real. Well, gods were very real in this world, their existence long proven, some of the Young Gods walked around the mortal world as avatars.

The more faith that the target felt, the more they would worship and submit to the caster. They would be reliable and trustable, because they would be unwilling to betray, or even disobey, the caster.

They would be as unlikely to betray their new master as they would be to turn against their previous god, even after the mental control was broken.

Another side effect of the spell was that the more faithful the target was, the more powerful and pure the breed of Demon they would be converted into.

There are the Seven Virtues, which are the opposites and counters to the Seven Deadly Sins. The Demon created by the Demonic Conversion would be one of the Seven Deadly Sins and determined by the Virtue that was deep in the target's soul.

The Runes and symbols on the Priestess' skin grew brighter and brighter, squirming and writhing all over her skin. They glowed so brightly that her skin looked like it was lit from behind by a golden light, I couldn't even see her silhouette through her clothing anymore, since her skin had reached almost sun-like brightness.

After a few more seconds, the symbols all stopped moving and joined up, making the Priestess' skin seem as though it was made from molten gold that flowed and shimmered. It was so densely packed in tiny magic Runes.

She glowed and radiated an aura of Demonic power.

With a brilliant final flash, the conversion was completed.

Once my watering eyes cleared, and I could see again, what met my eyes was a Demonic girl.

A beautiful succubus with a pure, and thick, royal bloodline.

 


 

 

 

Chapter 4

 

She twitched a few times, getting used to her new body, before rising and kneeling to me.

Her silky black hair had grown out and now reached her waist. She looked towards me, and upon seeing that I had noticed, she rapidly lowered her eyes to the floor. They were now a deep sapphire blue and illuminated from behind.

For some reason, she would look at me when she thought I wasn't looking, and then rapidly look away again when her eyes met mine.

Her blue-black hair hadn't changed much, but it and her sapphire-blue eyes that glowed, were common features of succubi, Demons formed from the Deadly Sin of Lust.

The more pure the Succubi's bloodline, the blacker her hair would be and the brighter the glow of her eyes.

My new minion seemed to be a pure-blood Succubus Queen, directly descended from the bloodline of Lilith. She must have been very pure and faithful before I cast the spell on her. 

I stole a very pure source of Faith energy from the bastard.

Black and leathery bat-like wings emerged from her shoulder blades, they had also torn through her Habit.

However, though her habit was shredded by the transformation, her power had automatically responded to a subconscious desire. She didn't wish to be unclothed, so mana emerged from her skin like an ooze and solidified into a blood-red corset and leggings.

This was the opposite of her overly conservative religious Habit.

The corset had holes in the back for her wings, the material seemed slightly damp and reflective. 

 

But there were also strings which could lace up the holes, maybe she didn't know that she could just wish it off, or maybe it was a subconscious addition. Succubi are usually instinctual masochists and the bases of their wings are quite sensitive. If the holes were laced up tightly, it could cause them a fair amount of pain.

Her leggings also had a hole for the snake-like tail that emerged from a continuation of her tailbone, growing from just above her butt. 

This outfit that she chose was because she is now a Succubus of the Mare bloodline, a Demoness of Lust.

Magic clothing was common among people who had a large amount of mana and knowledge, even I was wearing it. 

It didn't cost any money, was easy to repair and could be changed in any way that I could imagine. Nor did didn't have any preset form, so I could make make it look like anything that I could imagine.

For her to be able to instinctively create magic clothing had two major benefits: The first of which was rather obvious, if she had been naked, and coupled with her great body, it would have made it very difficult for me to focus. The second benefit was that I hadn't prepared any clothing beforehand, and I didn't have any money, so she could wear this.

Her tail was over a metre long and skinny, only ten or fifteen centimetres in circumference at the base, the tip was shaped like a barbed spear tip. The tail gently swayed from side to side, the tip raised just above her shoulder.

Getting to my feet, I circled around my new minion, studying her.

She was still kneeling, allowing me to inspect her. Though as I moved, I noticed that her head was tracking me, she seemed to be studying me as much as I was studying her.

Her face hadn't changed very much from before she became a Demoness, she had soft and extremely smooth white skin. As small and rather cute nose, with a slight upwards tilt. Her large and dewy eyes now glowed, and were a slightly deeper blue, which added to her adorable look.

She looked like a small and cute animal that inspired protection, and an exorcism.

But she also had the body shape of a high-ranked Lust Demon, so she was curvy, without excess fat.

Emerging from her temples were two sheep horns, which curled up and around, the ends submerging into her thick hair. 

Unlike what the church liked to say, about Demons being ugly. Her Demonic features actually made her a lot more attractive to me. Well, I did prefer Non-Humans, because I had more than enough of Humanity.

She seemed to have gotten over her discomfort looking at me and was running her eyes over my face and the rest of me in return. After finishing her inspection, she stared deeply into my eyes.

While we were looking at each other, her tail had lowered and began squirming and slithering over the floor towards me. This was while I was standing in front of her and inspecting her horns.

The way her tail moved, it seemed subconscious.

When it reached me, it gently wrapped itself around my ankle and slithered part way up my leg.

Both she and I noticed what her tail was doing and looked at it. She looked back up at me, her eyes meeting mine. There was a strange look of hesitation in her eyes, like she was worried that I be disgusted or reject her.

Leaning down, I gently touched her tail.

It was soft and slightly scaly, but unlike a lizard or snake, it was warm, and I could feel her heartbeat. It felt much better than I had expected, and I could also feel her heart rate speed up.

The way her tail held me, it was almost like it was trying to hug me.

According to my Archdemon friend, and the books on Demonology that I had read, this was a sign of submission and affection. 

I didn't reject her.

"What's your name?" I had only thought to ask her this rather important question now.

Seeing that I hadn't rejected her approach, she smiled happily and then went back to observing the changes in her body. 

Her slim fingers moved along her new horns, running along the smooth ridged length, then she jumped when she accidentally stabbed herself with one of the sharp tips.

Of course, since she was a high-ranked Demoness, she had very high-level physical defence. She could block the slash of a sword barehanded, as long as it was swung at her by a C-Rank Adventurer or weaker.

She had already run her hands all over her body, checking out her new and improved form.

She seemed very pleased with the results.

When she heard my question, she twitched slightly. She looked up and smiled, her soft lips parting and exposing a pair of cute, and long, canines. Her teeth were so straight and white that any dentist who saw them would have the urge to pull them out to display them.

"My name is Soea, my lord. Unless this one is unworthy of keeping that name and my lord wishes to give me another." She kept her smile as she spoke, and her tail tightened on my leg.

She said that I could give her another name, but I liked her name.

Finishing speaking, she ran her tongue over her lips, soft and naturally cherry-red glistening softly in the light. I saw that her tongue was quite long and split at the tip.

Her voice was very nice, it was soft and melodious, she would have been one of the best singers on Earth, even without using AutoTune. With both her looks and her voice, she could easily win on a T.V.

Well, the main purpose of the
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