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Chapter 1: Into the Abyss
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The absence of sensation was what Felix noticed first.

Not darkness—darkness implied the possibility of light. Not silence—silence suggested that sound could exist. This was something far more fundamental, a negation of existence itself that pressed against his consciousness like a physical weight. He drifted in this non-space, his thoughts sluggish and disconnected, until the first flicker of awareness sparked within him.

I should be dead.

The memory crashed back with stunning clarity: the Unending Maw’s massive form looming over the crystalline spires of Aethermoor, its thousand mouths gnashing reality itself into digestible fragments. Felix had thrown everything into that final desperate gambit—every skill point, every mana reserve, every fragment of his soul—to activate the Severance Array. The magical construct was supposed to cut the Maw’s connection to their reality, banishing it to whatever hell had spawned it.

Instead, something had gone catastrophically wrong.

Felix’s eyes snapped open, though the gesture felt strange and delayed, as if his body needed to remember how to exist. Above him stretched an expanse of perfect, hungry darkness that seemed to devour even the concept of distance. No stars. No sky. Just an endless void that pressed down with the weight of eternity.

He tried to sit up and immediately regretted it. Pain lanced through his body—not the sharp, clean pain of recent injury, but something deeper and more unsettling. It felt as though his very essence had been stretched thin, pulled through dimensions that had no business containing human consciousness. His health bar flickered weakly in the corner of his vision, showing a concerning thirty-seven percent, with an ominous red debuff icon he didn’t recognize.

Status.

The familiar blue screen materialized, but something was wrong with it. The edges flickered and warped, the text occasionally sliding into symbols that hurt to look at directly.

FELIX KORRATH

Level: 47 → 41

Class: Void Walker (Status: Unstable)

Health: 342/926 (Severely Diminished)

Mana: 89/1,247 (Void-Corrupted)

Stamina: 156/503 (Depleted)

Active Effects:

	Dimensional Displacement - All attributes reduced by 40%

	Essence Drain - Health and mana regeneration reduced by 75%

	Spatial Disorientation - Movement speed reduced by 50%

	Unknown Entity Bond - Effects unknown


Location: The Void

Warning: Survival chances drastically reduced. Seek shelter immediately.

Felix stared at the screen with growing horror. Six levels lost, his class forcibly changed, and debuffs that would make survival nearly impossible even in normal circumstances. But it was that last line that made his blood run cold: Unknown Entity Bond.

“Pit,” he called out, his voice cracking. It emerged as barely more than a whisper, swallowed immediately by the oppressive silence. “Pit, where are you?”

Panic began to creep up his spine. His Companion had been with him during the final battle, fighting alongside him as they always had. If Pit was gone—if the transport had killed his oldest friend—

A weak whimper echoed from somewhere to his left.

Felix rolled over, ignoring the way the movement sent fresh waves of agony through his battered body. There, barely visible in the non-light, lay a familiar form. Pit was curled into a tight ball, his usually pristine white fur matted with what looked like crystallized starlight. The great wolf’s flanks rose and fell in shallow, labored breaths.

“Easy, boy. Easy.” Felix crawled toward his Companion, each movement a monumental effort. When he reached Pit’s side, he gently placed his hand on the wolf’s massive head. The contact sent a shock of relief through both of them—the Companion bond was still intact, though it felt strained and fragile.

Pit’s golden eyes opened slowly, and Felix’s heart nearly stopped. Instead of the warm, intelligent gaze he knew so well, his friend’s eyes held flecks of the same hungry darkness that surrounded them. The wolf tried to lift his head and failed, managing only a soft whine of distress.

Felix quickly pulled up Pit’s status screen, dreading what he might find.

PIT (COMPANION)

Level: 44 → 38

Type: Ethereal Wolf (Void-Touched)

Health: 287/1,103 (Critical)

Condition: Severely Wounded, Void Corruption

Active Effects:

	Dimensional Trauma - All physical abilities reduced by 60%

	Void Taint - Slowly consuming life force

	Spatial Anchor - Movement severely restricted


Bond Strength: Stable (Maintaining connection through unknown means)

“We’re alive,” Felix whispered, though he wasn’t entirely sure that was a good thing. “We made it through.”

But made it through to where? And at what cost?

Felix forced himself to focus on their immediate needs. Pit was badly hurt and getting worse by the minute according to the steadily declining health bar. They needed shelter, healing, and answers—in that order. He reached into his inventory, relieved when the spatial storage responded normally, and withdrew his last Greater Healing Potion.

The crimson liquid seemed impossibly bright against the encompassing darkness. Felix unstoppered the vial and carefully poured half its contents into Pit’s mouth, then drank the remainder. The familiar warm rush of restored health flooded through him, bringing his own bar up to a more manageable sixty-eight percent. Pit’s breathing steadied, and some of the tension left his massive frame.

With healing addressed, Felix turned his attention to their surroundings. Standing was still an ordeal, but he managed it, using Pit’s bulk for support. What he saw when he looked around properly made him wish he’d remained unconscious.

They were standing on what appeared to be solid ground—a flat expanse of dark stone that reflected no light despite its polished surface. The stone stretched away in all directions until it faded into the absolute darkness that surrounded them. No horizon line marked where the ground ended and the void began; they simply merged into a seamless nothing that challenged the eye to understand what it was seeing.

But it was the silence that truly unnerved him. Not just the absence of sound, but the absence of possibility for sound. His own breathing, his heartbeat, even the rustle of his clothes—all of it seemed muffled and wrong, as if the very air resisted carrying vibrations.

Felix activated his Detect Magic skill, one of the few that still seemed to function normally. The results made him stumble backward in shock. Magic wasn’t just present here—it was the fundamental substrate of reality. Threads of raw magical energy writhed through the air like living things, occasionally coalescing into brief, impossible shapes before dissolving back into the ambient flow. Some of the threads pulsed with familiar elemental energies, but others carried resonances he’d never encountered, frequencies that made his teeth ache and his vision blur.

More disturbing still was what his skill revealed about himself. A massive knot of unfamiliar magical energy had taken up residence in his chest, pulsing in rhythm with his heartbeat. Dark tendrils extended from it, wrapping around his other magical pathways like parasitic vines. As he watched in fascination and horror, one of the tendrils pulsed, and he felt a momentary surge of alien hunger that definitely wasn’t his own.

The Unknown Entity Bond. Something was inside him, sharing his body, his magic, possibly his very soul. And given their last enemy...

“No,” he whispered. “It can’t be.”

But even as he denied it, he could feel the truth settling into his bones like ice. The Severance Array hadn’t just transported them away from their reality—it had brought their enemy along for the ride. Somehow, impossibly, the Unending Maw was here with them. Not as an external threat they could fight, but as something bound to Felix himself.

A low growl from Pit drew his attention back to their immediate situation. The wolf had managed to lift his head and was staring intently into the darkness beyond the stone platform. Felix followed his gaze and felt his blood turn to lead.

Something was moving out there.

At first, it was just a suggestion of motion, a barely perceptible shift in the quality of the darkness. But as Felix watched, shapes began to resolve themselves from the void. Tall, impossibly thin creatures that seemed to be made of condensed shadow picked their way across the stone with predatory grace. Their movements were wrong—too fluid, too disconnected from any physics Felix understood. As they drew closer, he could make out more details that his mind struggled to process.

They had no faces, just smooth expanses of darkness where features should be. Their limbs ended in hands that possessed far too many fingers, each one tipped with what looked like fragments of broken starlight. Most unsettling of all, they cast no shadows despite being made of shadow themselves, as if they consumed even their own reflections.

Felix’s Identify skill triggered automatically as the lead creature came within range:

VOID WRAITH

Level: ???

Type: Aberrant Undead

Threat Assessment: Extreme

A creature born from the absolute absence of life and hope. Void Wraiths feed on the life force of living beings, converting their victims into more of their kind. Highly resistant to physical damage. Vulnerable to concentrated life energy and certain specialized magics.

Warning: Standard combat tactics inadvisable. Seek immediate escape.

“So much for a fair fight,” Felix muttered. He glanced down at Pit, who was struggling to rise despite his injuries. “Think you can run, boy?”

Pit’s response was to bare his teeth in a snarl that would have been intimidating if it hadn’t been interrupted by a pained whimper. The wolf’s legs trembled as he tried to stand, but he managed to get his feet under him through sheer determination.

Felix quickly scanned their options. The stone platform they stood on seemed to extend infinitely in all directions, offering no obvious shelter or escape routes. His mana was still critically low, ruling out most of his combat spells. Their health was barely adequate for survival, let alone a fight against creatures that the system itself warned against engaging.

But as he watched the Void Wraiths approach with their horrible, flowing gait, something stirred in his chest. The dark knot of energy pulsed once, and suddenly Felix could feel their hunger as if it were his own. The Wraiths weren’t just hunting for food—they were starving, desperate things that had been wandering this empty realm for eons without sustenance. Their very existence was an agony of eternal emptiness.

And for just a moment, Felix understood that agony intimately.

The moment passed, leaving him shaken and confused. What was happening to him? Why could he suddenly empathize with creatures that wanted to drain his life away?

“Later,” he told himself firmly. “Figure that out later.”

The Wraiths were close enough now that he could hear them—a sound like wind through a graveyard, if the wind was made of whispered regrets. Felix counted at least seven of the creatures, possibly more emerging from the darkness beyond his limited vision.

He made a decision that went against every tactical instinct he’d developed over years of dungeon diving and monster hunting. Instead of preparing for battle or seeking escape, Felix took a step forward and called out to the approaching creatures.

“Wait!” His voice cracked with strain and desperation, but it carried clearly across the silent expanse. “I don’t know where we are or how we got here, but we’re not your enemies. We’re just trying to survive, same as you.”

The Void Wraiths paused, their faceless heads turning toward him with an alien curiosity. For a moment, Felix dared to hope that communication might be possible.

Then the lead Wraith opened what might have been a mouth, revealing a maw filled with swirling darkness and the faint, ghostly images of screaming faces. The sound that emerged was like breaking glass mixed with a child’s nightmare, and it was clearly not interested in negotiation.

“So much for diplomacy,” Felix sighed. He placed his hand on Pit’s head, drawing what comfort he could from their bond. “Looks like we’re doing this the hard way, boy.”

The Void Wraiths resumed their advance, and Felix began to prepare for what might very well be their final battle. But as he reached for his mana, ready to channel whatever spells his depleted reserves could manage, the dark knot in his chest pulsed again.

This time, something pulsed back.

Soon, whispered a voice that wasn’t quite his own. Soon, we will need each other.

Felix’s eyes widened in recognition and horror. The Unending Maw wasn’t just bound to him—it was awake. And despite everything, despite the destruction it had caused and the lives it had taken, Felix found himself oddly comforted by the knowledge that he wasn’t completely alone in this nightmare realm.

After all, if they were going to survive the Void, he suspected they would need every advantage they could get.

Even if some of those advantages came with teeth.
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Chapter 2: Unwelcome Bonds
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The Void Wraiths circled them like predators testing prey, their movements creating ripples in the darkness that Felix’s eyes couldn’t quite track. Each step they took seemed to bend space around them, making distance and direction unreliable concepts. One moment a Wraith appeared to be twenty feet away; the next, it loomed close enough that Felix could feel the unnatural cold radiating from its shadow-flesh.

Felix raised his hands, calling upon his Flame Lance spell—one of his most reliable combat abilities. The familiar surge of mana flowed through his channels, but when the spell manifested, he nearly stumbled in shock. Instead of the clean orange fire he expected, dark crimson flames wreathed in black smoke erupted from his palms. The fire felt wrong, hungry in a way that normal elemental magic never did.

The lead Wraith recoiled from the corrupted flames, its faceless head tilting in what might have been confusion or recognition. The other creatures paused their advance, their attention now fully focused on Felix’s unexpected display of power.

What is happening to me?

The answer came not from his own thoughts, but from the alien presence stirring in his chest. The dark knot of energy pulsed, and suddenly Felix’s mind was flooded with sensations that weren’t his own—ancient hunger, the taste of devoured starlight, the memory of consuming entire worlds.

We are bound, the voice whispered directly into his consciousness. It was vast and terrible, like hearing the ocean speak. Your magic flows through us now. Our hunger shapes your power.

“No,” Felix said aloud, causing Pit to whine softly beside him. “You’re not supposed to be here. The Severance Array was supposed to send you away.”

A sound that might have been laughter echoed through his thoughts. Foolish mortal. You thought to cut us from reality itself? We are older than your dimension, vaster than your comprehension. Your magic could not destroy us—it could only... relocate us.

The Void Wraiths had resumed their approach during this internal dialogue, apparently deciding that whatever Felix was had become more interesting than threatening. Their movements grew bolder, and Felix realized with growing alarm that his moment of distraction had cost them precious time.

He needed to act, but the corrupted magic flowing through him felt like handling molten metal with bare hands. Every spell he tried to cast came out wrong—his Shield became a barrier of writhing shadows, his Light produced an illumination that somehow made the darkness deeper rather than driving it back.

Stop fighting us, the Maw’s voice urged. Accept what we offer, and survive. Resist, and die with your precious morality intact.

“There has to be another way,” Felix muttered, backing up slowly as the Wraiths closed in. Pit pressed against his leg, the wolf’s body tense with pain and barely controlled aggression.

Look around you, fool. This is the Void—a realm of absolute entropy where hope comes to die. Your ‘other ways’ are as meaningless here as prayers to deaf gods.

Felix glanced at his mana bar: only forty-three percent remaining, and dropping steadily due to the Essence Drain debuff. At this rate, he’d be completely drained within minutes whether he fought or not. The Wraiths seemed to sense his weakness, their approach becoming more aggressive.

One of them suddenly lunged forward, moving with impossible speed. Felix barely managed to throw up a corrupted shield, the dark barrier crackling with malevolent energy. The Wraith’s clawed fingers struck the shield and sizzled, causing the creature to recoil with a sound like breaking glass.

But the brief contact revealed something disturbing—Felix could feel the Wraith’s essence through his corrupted magic. It was hollow, incomplete, a thing that had once been alive but now existed as pure hunger given form. More troubling still, he could sense what it would take to make it whole again.

Yes, the Maw whispered seductively. You understand now. They are empty vessels. We could fill them, make them complete. All it would cost is a small portion of their memories, their hopes, their dreams...

“I won’t,” Felix said firmly, though his voice shook with the effort of resistance. “I won’t feed you.”

Then you will die. And your companion will die. And when the Wraiths drain your life force, they will grow stronger while you become one of them. Is your moral superiority worth condemning the only friend you have left?

Felix looked down at Pit, who was struggling to remain standing despite his injuries. The wolf’s golden eyes met his, and Felix saw complete trust there—faith that Felix would find a way to protect them both. It was that trust, more than the Maw’s threats, that finally broke his resolve.

“Just this once,” he whispered. “Just to survive.”

Of course. Just once.

Felix felt the Maw’s satisfaction as a warm rush of alien joy. The dark knot in his chest expanded, sending tendrils throughout his magical pathways. Suddenly, his spells came more easily—but they brought with them appetites that had nothing to do with his own desires.

He extended his hand toward the nearest Wraith and cast Drain Life, a spell he’d never learned but somehow knew with perfect clarity. Dark energy lanced out from his fingers, striking the creature center mass. The Wraith’s agonized shriek echoed across the stone platform as its already tenuous existence began to unravel.

But instead of simply dying, the creature’s essence flowed back into Felix, carrying with it fragments of memory and sensation. He experienced a brief, overwhelming glimpse of the Wraith’s perspective—endless hunger, the desperate search for something to fill the void where life should be, the gradual erosion of everything that had once made it an individual being.

Felix’s health bar jumped upward as the stolen life force coursed through him. The sensation was intoxicating, like drinking liquid starlight. For a moment, the constant drain of the Void’s harsh environment felt manageable, almost pleasant.

More, the Maw urged. There are others. We could be strong again.

The remaining Wraiths had frozen in place, apparently sensing what had happened to their companion. Their faceless heads turned toward each other in what might have been communication, then back to Felix with unmistakable wariness.

Felix raised his hand again, dark energy already beginning to coalesce around his fingers. It would be so easy to drain them all, to feast on their essence until he was strong enough to face whatever other horrors this realm contained. The rational part of his mind recognized that it was probably the only way they would survive.

But Pit’s soft whimper cut through the hunger like a knife.

Felix looked down to see his companion backing away from him, ears flat against his skull and hackles raised. The wolf’s golden eyes no longer held trust—they held fear. And in that fear, Felix saw himself as he truly was in this moment: a predator drunk on stolen life, ready to devour anything that stood between him and survival.

“What have I done?” he whispered, the dark energy around his hand flickering and dying.

What was necessary, the Maw replied with satisfaction. What will continue to be necessary, unless you prefer oblivion.

Felix felt sick. The stolen life force still flowed through him, bringing strength and vitality, but now it tasted like ash in his mouth. He had crossed a line he’d never thought he would cross, and the worst part was how easy it had been.

The remaining Wraiths seemed to sense his internal struggle. They began to circle again, but more cautiously now, keeping their distance from the strange creature that could drain their kind with a gesture.

“I won’t do it again,” Felix said, as much to himself as to the alien presence in his mind. “Find another way.”

There is no other way. Not here. Not in the Void.

“Then we’ll make one.”

Felix closed his eyes and focused on his connection to Pit, using their bond as an anchor to his own identity. The wolf was still afraid, but beneath the fear was the familiar warmth of their friendship—a relationship built on years of mutual trust and protection. Whatever else he became, whatever compromises the Void forced him to make, he would not lose that connection.

When he opened his eyes, the Wraiths had drawn closer again, apparently deciding that his moment of weakness made him vulnerable. Felix prepared to defend himself, but this time he focused on his original spells rather than the corrupted versions the Maw offered.

His Flame Lance still came out as dark fire, but he could feel the difference—this time, he was shaping the corruption rather than letting it shape him. The flames were still wrong, still hungry, but they were his hunger, his will given form.

The spell struck the nearest Wraith and burned away its shadow-flesh, but Felix deliberately prevented the drain effect from activating. The creature dissolved into wisps of darkness that dispersed on the non-wind rather than flowing back into him.

Wasteful, the Maw complained. You could have taken its strength.

“Some prices are too high,” Felix replied, firing another lance at a second Wraith.

Wait until you are starving. Wait until your companion is dying. Then we will see how high your principles truly reach.

Felix ignored the voice and continued fighting, using his corrupted magic to drive back the Wraiths without feeding on them. It was exhausting work—each spell cost more mana than it should, and the Essence Drain debuff meant his reserves replenished at a crawl. But gradually, the creatures began to retreat, apparently deciding that easier prey might be found elsewhere in the infinite darkness.

When the last Wraith disappeared into the void, Felix sank to his knees beside Pit. The wolf approached cautiously, sniffing at him as if trying to determine whether his master was still the same person.

“I’m still me, boy,” Felix said softly, scratching behind Pit’s ears. The wolf’s tail gave a tentative wag, though wariness remained in his golden eyes. “I’m still me.”

But even as he said it, Felix could feel the truth was more complicated. The dark knot in his chest had grown larger, more integrated with his own magical pathways. The Maw’s presence felt less foreign now, more like an unwelcome but familiar roommate than an alien invader.

He pulled up his status screen, dreading what he might find.

FELIX KORRATH

Level: 41

Class: Void Walker (Status: Stabilizing)

Health: 641/926 (Improved)

Mana: 234/1,247 (Slowly Regenerating)

Stamina: 298/503 (Recovering)

Active Effects:

	Dimensional Displacement - All attributes reduced by 35% (Improved)

	Essence Drain - Health and mana regeneration reduced by 60% (Improved)

	Spatial Disorientation - Movement speed reduced by 40% (Improved)

	Entity Bond: Unending Maw - Effects: Variable (Status: Active)


New Abilities Learned:

	Drain Life (Corrupted) - Level 1

	Hunger Sense (Passive) - Level 1

	Void Magic Affinity - Level 2


Location: The Void - Platform Seven

Warning: Survival chances improved but still critical. Seek allies or shelter.

The improvements were undeniable—his debuffs had weakened, his health was much better, and he’d gained new abilities. But the cost was equally clear: the Entity Bond was now listed as “Active” rather than “Unknown,” and his spell list included techniques he’d never wanted to learn.

Worse still was the new location designation. “Platform Seven” suggested that this place had structure, maybe even other inhabitants. The thought of encountering more survivors should have been comforting, but Felix found himself wondering what kinds of people thrived in a realm where draining life force was apparently a survival necessity.

They will be like us, the Maw whispered, apparently reading his thoughts. Hungry. Desperate. Willing to do whatever survival demands.

“Maybe,” Felix admitted. “But I’m going to try to be better than that.”

We shall see.

Felix struggled to his feet, noting that movement was easier now despite his still-substantial injuries. Pit fell into step beside him, the wolf’s posture alert but no longer hostile. Together, they began walking across the dark stone platform, searching for any sign of shelter or other survivors.

Behind them, the void swallowed their footsteps as if they had never existed. Ahead
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