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   Description

   

   “History repeats itself, first as tragedy, then as farce” Karl Marx 



     Alex was just like any other kid until the day he became both an orphan and a cripple.  



     After many years, he had barely gotten used to his circumstances and accepted them, but it was already too late by then, as he died shortly after due to cancer.  



     However, this wasn't the end for him, as he was reincarnated in a novel he really used to enjoy in the past.  



     Now granted a second chance, Alex was determined to live a life he could be proud of.  



     But his plans for a simple life were shattered by the appearance of a mysterious tower and the discovery of his transmigration in the novel he was reading. 



     Now armed with the knowledge of future and power of inventory, he was determined to clear the tower to fulfill his long time wish. 



     Unfortunately, for him, the thing he didn't know yet was that the world he was reborn in was slowly heading towards inevitable destruction.  



     AN: 


     From The Author Of "Calamity Upon This World" 


     Discord: 


     https://discord.gg/XBGxtpKKwP 


     daily 2 or more chapters at 8:30pm GST

   

  

 
  Table of Contents
  
   	Discord Link And Bonus Chapters

   	Chapter 1 - Prologue

   	Chapter 2 - Prologue-2

   	Chapter 3 - Prologue-3

   	Chapter 4 - what Death Feels Like

   	Chapter 5 - Second Life

   	Chapter 6 - Trying To Make Sense Of The Situation

   	Chapter 7 - Decision Which Changed His Life

   	Chapter 8 - Status Screen

   	Chapter 9 - First Tutorial

   	Chapter 10 - Shameless Masked Man

   	Chapter 11 - The Hero

   	Chapter 12 - Rudimentary Understanding Of The Power System And Choosing A Weapon

   	Chapter 13 - Second Life Extra

   	Chapter 14 - Preparation

   	Chapter 15 - Second Tutorial

   	Chapter 16 - Graverobbing

   	Chapter 17 - Possibilities Of Inventory and testing sub effect

   	Chapter 18 - Two Main Problems

   	Chapter 19 - A little Paranoia A Day, Keeps Death Away

   	Chapter 20 - Fire

   	Chapter 21 - Disgusting Meat

   	Chapter 22 - River

   	Chapter 23 - Failed Risk

   	Chapter 24 - Wake Up Call

   	Chapter 25 - Fruits Of Labour

   	Chapter 26 - Making Progress

   	Chapter 27 - More Questions Than Answers

   	Chapter 28 - Infiltration

   	Chapter 29 - Monster Rankings And Thinking Outside The Box

   	Chapter 30 - Storage Room

   	Chapter 31 - Not Meant For Human Eyes

   	Chapter 32 - Trap

   	Chapter 33 - Angel In Human Skin

   	Chapter 34 - Easy To Manipulate

   	Chapter 35 - Demon In Angel Skin

   	Chapter 36 - All According To Plan

   	Chapter 37 - Towerborn

   	Chapter 38 - Treacherous Extra

   	Chapter 39 - Perfect Victory

   	Chapter 40 - Man Behind The Slaughter

   	Chapter 41 - The Real Monster

   	Chapter 42 - Watch It Burn

   	Chapter 43 - Watch It Burn-2

   	Chapter 44 - Self Control

   	Chapter 45 - Ranks And Runes

   	Chapter 46 - Depraved Hand

   	Chapter 47 - Cursed Item

   	Chapter 48 - Chamber Of Traps

   	Chapter 49 - Distrust Towards The Tower

   	Chapter 50 - Room Of Opposition

   	Chapter 51 - Weight Of Choice

   	Chapter 52 - Risky Choice

   	Chapter 53 - Riddle Me This

   	Chapter 54 - Bare Handed

   	Chapter 55 - Bare Handed-2

   	Chapter 56 - Bare Handed-3

   	Chapter 57 - Bare Handed-4

   	Chapter 58 - Absurd Theory

   	Chapter 59 - Invisible Scars

   	Chapter 60 - Ruins Of Bugs

   	Chapter 61 - What Awaits Him Outside

   	Chapter 62 - What Awaits Him Outside-2

   	Chapter 63 - He Closed His Eyes

   	Chapter 64 - He Closed His Eyes-2

   	Chapter 65 - He Closed His Eyes-3

   	Chapter 66 - He Closed His Eyes-4

   	Chapter 67 - The Honoured One

   	Chapter 68 - On The Other Side

   	Chapter 69 - On The Other Side-2

   	Chapter 70 - Professional Leech

   	Chapter 71 - Mysterious Man

   	Chapter 72 - If I wanted To Hurt You

   	Chapter 73 - Tower Merchant

   	Chapter 74 - Pay To Win

   	Chapter 75 - One Month

   	Chapter 76 - Mana Projectiles

   	Chapter 77 - The Only Certainty In A Uncertain Future

   	Chapter 78 - Anti Climatic

   	Chapter 79 - To Risk Or Not To Risk

   	Chapter 80 - Mana Breathing

   	Chapter 81 - The Most Important Stat

   	Chapter 82 - Power Corrupts

   	Chapter 83 - Broken

   	Chapter 84 - From The Start

   	Chapter 85 - Try To Keep Up

   	Chapter 86 - Try To Keep Up-2

   	Chapter 87 - Try To Keep Up-3

   	Chapter 88 - Try To Keep Up-4

   	Chapter 89 - Please Skip This chapter

   	Chapter 90 - The Killing Speedrun

   	Chapter 91 - The Killing Speedrun-2

   	Chapter 92 - The Killing Speedrun-3

   	Chapter 93 - The Killing Speedrun-4

   	Chapter 94 - Tenth Floor

   	Chapter 95 - Tenth Floor-2

   	Chapter 96 - Tenth Floor-3

   	Chapter 97 - Black Box

   	Chapter 98 - Black Box-2

   	Chapter 99 - Black Box-3

   	Chapter 100 - Rewards For His Struggle

   	Chapter 101 - A Screw Up Of Divine Proportions

   	Chapter 102 - A Screw Up Of Divine Proportions-2

   	Chapter 103 - Enigmatic Stranger

   	Chapter 104 - Enigmatic Stranger-2

   	Chapter 105 - Random Item Box

   	Chapter 106 - A First Impression They Will Never Forget

   	Chapter 107 - A First Impression They Will Never Forget-2

   	Chapter 108 - The Eleventh Floor Starts

   	Chapter 109 - Choosing Team Captain

   	Chapter 110 - [Error Upload]

   	Chapter 111 - Choosing Team Captain-2

   	Chapter 112 - Treachery

   	Chapter 113 - Treachery-2

   	Chapter 114 - Treachery-3

   	Chapter 115 - 1VS49

   	Chapter 116 - 1V49 -2

   	Chapter 117 - 1VS49-3

   	Chapter 118 - The End

   	Chapter 119 - The End-2

  

 

 Discord Link And Bonus Chapters

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 https://discord.gg/vpWKkfg6Uj 

 **

 Extra chapter goals:

 150 ps: 1 extra chapter

 200 ps: 2 extra chapters

 250 ps: 3 extra chapters

 Current cap on this is 3 chapters but it may or not increase in the future

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 1 - Prologue

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 "We Messed Up" 

 "They tricked us, and like little puppets on a string, we did everything they wanted us to do," muttered a blue-eyed man as he stared at the sword that was plunged inside his chest. 

 Blood trickled down his lips, and his left arm was gone, with the 'ground' under him dyed red as he fell to his knees. 

 He could feel it; his end was approaching, and despite feeling scared at the prospect of dying like one would expect, the man smiled. 

 This wasn't because he was insane or that he didn't fear death. 

 No, he was afraid of death, just like everyone else, but more than that, he was ashamed of the mistake he and his party had made. 

 As the man looked around him, all he saw was a black void. 

 There was nothing around him. 

 After all, Earth had already been destroyed, and he was the last of his people alive. 

 And soon even he would fall like the rest of his people. 

 Meaning humanity was soon going to go extinct just like all the other races in the universe, which would spell the end for their beloved universe once and for all. 

 And the worst part was that all of this happened because of one single mistake that they had made. 

 Knowing all of this, one might wonder why the man was still smiling mere moments before his death, despite having doomed everyone. 

 The answer to that question was simple: because he could feel it. 

 He could feel the gaze of the one who was watching his final moments. 

 The gaze of the one who was going to inherit his will and hopefully right his wrongs. 

 "I know you can see me," said the blue-eyed man to seemingly no one, perfectly resembling a man who had gone insane moments before his death, which maybe wasn't that far off the truth. 

 Despite his words, nothing happened, but the man paid it no mind as he continued speaking what he needed to say before he disappeared forever. 

 "I know none of this makes sense to you right now."

 "But still, in my final moments, please let me be selfish one more time and ask you to save our world."

 "Please fix our mistakes and save this planet."

 The previously calm and composed voice of the man was now nowhere to be found, and what replaced it was the voice of a man who was being crushed by guilt and regret for what he had done. 

 It was the voice of a desperate man seeking salvation. 

 Right after he finished his words, space started cracking as the voice trembled in fear of the being who was entering. 

 Seeing this man smiled one last time, having already accepted his fate, as he said,. 

 "To the one who has inherited my will, I wish you the very best for the journey, which I'm sure will be filled with hardships."

 "But if you try hard enough, you just might be able to laugh and smile even in our fucked-up world, just like I learned to do."

 **

 "Ahhhh!!!" a bald boy exclaimed in terror as he jumped from his bed and fell to the ground. 

 ~BAMM!!~

 "Alexx, Oh God, what happened?" asked a pretty brown-haired girl with hazel eyes as she barged inside the hospital room and rushed to assist her brother. 

 The girl was clearly alarmed by the noise, which caused her panicked expression, and her expression only got worse once she saw the condition of the boy on the ground. 

 She rushed to help her brother, and after a bit of effort, she managed to place him on the hospital bed. 

 But to her complete horror, her brother's already pale skin had lost even more colour, and he was completely covered in sweat and had even passed out. 

 As if that wasn't bad enough, just touching him made her feel like her hand was on fire; she couldn't even imagine what Alex was going through. 

 Unsure of what to do and scared for the safety of her brother, she panicked and rushed outside to call the nearby doctors and nurses. 

 Thankfully, she managed to find one rather quickly and got him to look after Alex's condition. 

 **

 After a few minutes, the doctor came out of the room, as he said. 

 "Don't worry, Mrs. White, the kid was just having a nightmare."

 For some reason, Rose had a hard time believing this, so she tried to protest. 

 "But that can't be. I remember his body temperature skyrocketing; are you sure you properly checked?" she tried to argue. 

 Hearing this, the doctor was slightly annoyed at being doubted, but he didn't let it show, as he knew that she was just worried about her little brother. 

 "If you don't believe me, how about going inside to check up on him yourself?" he suggested. 

 "Fine, I'll do that, but stay close by. If I notice anything wrong with him, I'll have to trouble you again," Rose said as she opened the door and went inside. 

 **

 Immediately after stepping inside, she was greeted by a young, bald teenage boy with beautiful hazel eyes similar to her own. 

 The boy was wearing a traditional hospital patient gown and looked to be in deep thought, as he didn't even notice his sister entering his room. 

 The boy looked weak and had dark circles under his eyes despite being given all the nutrition and sleep that his body needed. 

 However, perhaps the most noticeable thing about him was the plaster wrapped around both of his legs. 

 These plasters were the result of an accident he had suffered from at the age of 12, which killed both of his parents and even ended up crippling him. 

 But this didn't bother Rose; to her, he was the most precious thing in the world. 

 After all, he was the only family she had left. 

 She expressed her excitement at seeing him awake again.

 "Hi Alex, what happened to you earlier?"

 Her voice seemed to work, as it finally helped Alex snap back to reality and notice her. 

 "Hi sis"

 "Don't worry about it; I was just having a nightmare," he said as he brushed his hand, trying to tell her that it was nothing. 

 "I see." Even after hearing his reassurance, Rose seemed unconvinced, but she decided not to press the issue further. 

 After a few seconds of silence, she was surprised to once again find Alex out of it and instead stuck in deep thought, like when she first entered the room. 

 This time, instead of disturbing him, she decided to take her leave and give him room to think. 

 However, just when she was about to leave, she was stopped as a familiar voice called out to her. 

 "Wait, sis, we need to talk."

 **

 AN:

 Welcome everyone to my second-ever novel, and I hope you guys are just as excited as me. 

 Over the course of my last novel, I've learned a lot of things, so I hope to deliver a better experience and story, especially when compared to my first novel. 

 But aside from that, step back and strap in, because this will be a fun ride. Also, make sure to join our lovely and active Discord server. 

 https://discord.gg/zQdHTES3Yd
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 Chapter 2 - Prologue-2

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 For as long as he could remember, Alex had been different from other kids.

 He was a lot smarter and quieter compared to others his age. 

 And according to what some of his classmates said, he was also weirder. 

 But despite this, his parents never treated him differently and loved him with all their hearts. 

 Throughout his school life, Alex was unable to make any friends due to being different from others, which really worried his parents, but they figured that as he grew older, his personality would fix itself and allow him to adjust to society like everyone else. 

 Sadly, their wishes never came true, as back when Alex was just 12 years old, a house fire claimed the lives of both his parents as well as destroyed his legs, permanently crippling him in the process. 

 Thankfully, on the day of the house fire, Rose was at a friend's house and was thus safe. 

 But perhaps she was the one who suffered the most out of everyone, as just at the tender age of 15, she had lost both her parents and was forced to take care of her crippled brother, who was the only family she had left. 

 However, despite all of this, she never blamed anyone and instead always maintained a cheerful personality and a smile on her face. 

 Even after Alex went into depression due to the incident, she was his light and the only source of joy in his dark and miserable life. 

 His reason for continuing to live and someone to whom he would forever be grateful. 

 Sadly, fate had a twisted sense of humour, and four years after the accident, just when the two of them had gotten used to their lives, and barely managed to move on. 

 A tumour was discovered inside Alex's brain, and to make matters worse, it was already pretty serious when it got discovered, making the chances of him surviving miniscule. 

 Alex had already given up on his life, but Rose didn't lose hope and took multiple loans and spared no expense just to afford the best kind of treatment possible. 

 Despite what the statistics suggested, she had no doubt that her brother would survive. 

 He had to survive; after all, he was her only family; without him, she'd be left all alone in this cruel world. 

 Alex had tried to persuade her to stop multiple times, already understanding the implications of the loans they were taking. 

 Even if he managed to survive,they would have to live most if not all of their life's in loans and trying to pay it off,his sister would need to overwork herself even more than she already was. 

 But regardless of what he said, Rose had already made up her mind and was stubborn about getting the best treatment possible. In the end, Alex could do nothing but let her do whatever she wanted. 

 And surprisingly, it went well. According to what the doctors said, in the next surgery, they should be able to suppress the cancer and allow him to live a normal life. 

 But just to stay safe, they were keeping him in the hospital to monitor his condition, and today he was supposed to go through a thorough checkup. 

 As long as nothing went wrong in just a week, Alex would be cured and could go back to his own house with his sister. 

 **

 "Wait, sis, we need to talk," Alex said in a hurry for a reason even he didn't understand. 

 He wasn't sure what it was, but something told him that if he didn't tell his sister everything he wanted to say, he would regret it his whole life. 

 "What's wrong?" Rose exclaimed, a bit taken aback by Alex's weird expression and behaviour. 

 "Take a seat," Alex suggested. 

 Hearing this, Rose's confusion only grew, but she still decided to follow his suggestion and sat on a chair near Alex's bed. 

 "So I'm not sure how to say this, but recently I've been having this weird dream every time I sleep."

 "I can't remember the details, but every night I keep having the same dream, and it feels too realistic, almost like it isn't even a dream."

 "Every time I wake up after having this dream, I feel foreign emotions like guilt, rage, regret, despair, shame, and many more that I should have no way of experiencing."

 "Even today, I had the same dream. I previously didn't want to burden you like this, but the more I dream about it, the more real it feels."

 "Due to this, I'm having trouble distinguishing between what is real and what is not"

 "I'm not sure why I'm even telling you all this, but still, thanks for listening. I feel a lot lighter after talking to you like this." Alex sighed in relief, glad to have been able to finally talk about what had been bugging him for multiple days now. 

 Hearing this, Rose was a bit stunned about what to say, but she didn't let it show on her face. 

 After all, she was always supposed to be cheerful and maintain a smile for her younger brother. 

 She knew Alex better than anyone, and if she allowed her concern or worry to show on her face, it would make him regret ever opening up to her.

 Alex was the sweetest and kindest person she knew, and she didn't want him to hesitate to talk about his trauma and struggles with someone he trusted. 

 She had done a lot of research about the mental condition of teenage boys when Alex first went into depression, and she knew how boys had a habit of bottling up their emotions and thoughts instead of just talking about them, which led them to release their pent-up stress and anger in other ways. 

 And she would never forgive herself if Alex became someone like that due to her negligence. 

 After all, she had promised her parents to do everything in her power to give Alex the best kind of life possible. 

 So with her signature bright smile, which could melt even the coldest hearts, she asked. 

 "What kind of dreams have you been having exactly, and do you mind telling me about them?"
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 Chapter 3 - Prologue-3

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 "Pfft," Rose let out a small chuckle after hearing about Alex's dreams.

 He was apparently dreaming about the world being destroyed or something. 

 It seems she was worried for nothing, thinking he was maybe reliving trauma from that day like he used to do in the past. 

 But she was glad that it wasn't anything serious. 

 "Why are you laughing?" Alex asked in annoyance. 

 Rose smiled seeing his annoyed expression, which just looked cute in her eyes as she said. 

 "Nothing. I was laughing at myself for getting worried," Rose explained. 

 Hearing this, Alex got confused at why his sister wasn't taking him seriously, but before his confusion could grow, Rose spoke. 

 "Stop reading so many fantasy novels and manga; they are affecting your dreams and making it hard for you to distinguish between real and fake," Rose explained. 

 "Ah!" Alex exclaimed, finally understanding why she wasn't taking him seriously. 

 Ever since the incident, Alex has pretty much spent all of his free time reading fantasy novels and manga for the sense of escapism they provide. 

 Allowing him to forget about everything and experience a story without needing to think much about it. 

 Over time, he had come to self-insert himself inside the main characters of this novel, imagining himself being able to walk, make friends, have parents, and do all the other things he couldn't do due to his crippled body and weird personality. 

 Recently, he was really engrossed in a novel called "Necromancer of the Tower," which featured the main character using his undead-related powers to clear the tower. 

 The thing that he really liked about this novel was how much time the author spent on each character and how lively all of the of the characters felt. 

 It didn't even feel like he was just reading a novel, but rather that he was watching actual humans live their lives. 

 He was still only at chapter 80, but just from the way the story was going, as long as the author didn't mess up in the future, this was sure to be one of his all-time favourite stories. 

 Thinking about it, maybe his sister was right; he was becoming too dependent on escapism and over-engrossing himself in fictional works instead of focusing on the real world like he should be. 

 After a few seconds of silence, Alex finally spoke. 

 "Thanks sis I think you're right. I'll try to stop reading and watching fiction for a while and see if it helps."

 Rose smiled upon hearing this, glad that her brother was able to understand what she meant without her needing to spell it out for him. 

 Finally, having known the cause of his fall earlier and seeing him heed her advice, she decided to stand up and leave. 

 As fun as it was to spend time with her little brother, she still had to go to her shift to pay the bills. 

 After that, she had to do her two other shifts before she could rest for the day. 

 Rose was currently doing 4 jobs from Monday to Friday and 3 different jobs on Saturday and Sunday. 

 Meaning, in total, she was doing seven jobs. 

 She had barely managed to complete high school and never got to go to college despite always wanting to go and being smart enough to get a scholarship. 

 Sadly, life didn't care about what she wanted, and she couldn't juggle college life with all the part-time jobs she needed to do to pay the medical bills of her brother. 

 It forced her to make a choice, and she chose the life of her brother. 

 It was a choice she never regretted, and she would gladly make the same choice no matter how many more chances she's given. 

 Just when Rose was about to finally leave, she was once again stopped by Alex's voice. 

 "Hey, sis, I've always wanted to say something to you."

 "Thanks for everything."

 "If not for you, I'm not even sure where I would've been," Alex said with his face facing away from Rose, as he was too embarrassed to look her in the eyes while saying this. 

 Alex didn't know why he was saying this now, but something told him that he would forever regret it if he didn't say it now. 

 Hearing this, Rose smiled as she spoke. 

 "We're family; there's no need for you to thank me." 

 Alex also smiled, grateful to have a big sister like her, and after that, there was silence for a few moments before she finally broke it. 

 "Well, enough chitchat. I'm getting late for my shift. See you later."

 "Sure, bye, sis. See you later."

 After saying this, Rose finally managed to leave for her job without being interrupted. 

 However, what she didn't know yet was that this was the last time she'd ever be able to see her brother. 

 Seeing her leave, Alex finally relaxed on his bed.

 Alex was happy to have finally been able to thank Rose for everything she had done over the years. 

 There was a lot more he wanted to say to her, and he also wanted to apologise for her being such a burden. 

 But he could tell she was in a hurry, so he decided to not take any more of her time and let her go. 

 A part of it was also because he was having trouble speaking and was barely able to hide it in front of her. 

 For some reason, he was feeling really tired, and his eyelids were heavy, so he decided to just sleep. 

 Unfortunately for him, once he closed his eyes, he never got to open them again as his vital signs displayed on a monitor beside his bed started dropping. 

 On March 15, 2024, Alex White died at the age of 16.

 The cause of his death was brain cancer, which randomly spread in his body despite the doctors estimations and killed him. 

 While his life may have ended, his real journey hasn't even started yet. 

 **

 AN: 

 The prologue is finally over. I kind of feel bad for Rose; she'll be devastated after learning about her brother, but it is what it is. 

 It is time for the story to begin in the next chapter. 

 Also, this is just a reminder, but make sure to join our discord, and if you like this story, your power stones and votes would be much appreciated. 

 https://discord.gg/2vff3gsQ
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 Chapter 4 - what Death Feels Like

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Death. 

 What happens after you die? 

 There are a lot of answers to this question, and depending on what religion one follows, the answer may vary. 

 Some believe in heaven and hell, while others believe in reincarnation. 

 But the place where Alex found himself after dying was neither of these things. 

 He was floating in a black, void-like space. 

 There was nothing around him to stimulate his senses, but just complete nothingness and void. 

 "So I really did die?" Alex asked himself in a quiet voice, unable to bring himself to speak any louder. 

 Alex really wasn't surprised by his death; after all, he was afflicted with cancer, which is one of, if not the deadliest, diseases in the world. 

 And to make matters worse, they only caught it once it had reached a pretty late stage. 

 He had tried to warn his sister multiple times of the extremely low probability of him surviving and how they should maybe avoid the treatment all together due to the money it would cost. 

 Alex had thought about death multiple times. 

 Even during the house fire four years ago, he expected to die painfully, just like his parents. 

 But against all odds, he was somehow rescued by the fire police. 

 After that, he went into depression after losing his legs and ended up with more trauma than any kid his age deserved to experience,when he thought about just taking his own life and ending it. 

 But in the end, he was too much of a coward to actually take the final step, and he also didn't want to leave his sister all alone. 

 Even when he was first diagnosed with cancer, he expected to die within a few months or maybe a year at most. 

 However, maybe even despite his pragmatic and pessimistic nature, the treatment ended up giving him some hope of surviving. 

 Sadly, it seems that he just had really shitty luck, and the only reason he was shown hope was to make the despair of death even worse. 

 A part of him kind of wanted to meet his parents again after his death. 

 Maybe this was a part of the reason why he was so uncaring about his own death before. 

 But it seems even that was too much for him, and instead he needed to spend all of eternity alone in a void, with just his own thoughts. 

 And that was never a good thing. 

 'Even hell would probably be better than this,' he thought, thinking about how at least the pain he would experience in hell would let him remain himself. 

 Even the usually stoic and cold Alex could no longer contain or suppress his emotions. 

 He didn't want to die yet; he wanted to be there for his sister like she was for him.

 There was far too much he needed to do in his life that he was never able to do due to his circumstances. 

 Finally, all the tears that he had been bottling threatened to come out, and for the first time ever, Alex didn't stop them. 

 After all, he was all alone; there was no longer a need for him to hide his feelings. 

 However, the tears never came out. 

 It seems even that was too much for him to do in the black void. 

 He had a lot of regrets, but perhaps the worst one was his sister and how he had left her all alone to fend for herself. 

 He didn't even want to imagine her face once she learned of his death. 

 If he could, he would choose to go back to his sister in a heartbeat, but probably everyone who had ever died had the same thoughts as him. 

 And yet, no one ever came back from death due to the cold indifference of the universe. 

 Alex hated this; he didn't want to die. 

 'If only I was given a second chance with an actually normal body, I would make sure to live a life without any regrets'

 He consoled himself by thinking about a life where he could normally live like everyone else, with a healthy body, an alive and loving family, trustworthy friends, and being able to attend school like other kids his age. 

 Was that really too much to ask for? 

 Was it maybe the karma of his past life, like some of those superstitious people believed?

 To be honest, Alex didn't know, but what he did know was that all of this was too messed up. 

 How could a God really exist if people like himself were suffering and dying every day? 

 The only two explanations that Alex's messed-up mind could come up with in his messed-up mental state were. 

 Either that God didn't even exist to begin with or that they just didn't care about humans or other creatures they had supposedly created. 

 And he wasn't sure which explanation was worse. 

 Alex had never been super religious like his parents, but still, due to the qualities his parents instilled in him, he at least did believe in God as much as the average person. 

 But today, he could really see his trust wavering. 

 He was angry and pissed at his circumstances and how his sister was left all alone. 

 He wanted to curse whoever was responsible for it, and his feeble mind naturally blamed all his problems on God. 

 He demanded answers, even if he couldn't get a second chance. He at least deserved to know why he and his family were subjected to such a shitty life? 

 His father was a cop who lived his whole life serving the people. 

 And his mother was a housewife who was the kindest lady he knew and who used to always donate to the poor. 

 So why did they have to die at such a young age? 

 Why did the children of such people need to suffer so much before dying without ever even becoming adults? 

 Why did bad things happen to good people while evil people got away with their crimes without any consequences? 

 Was this really what justice and fairness were all about? 

 These were some of the questions that plagued his fragile mental state. 

 Questions that had been chipping at him for years, but he always kept them bottled within his heart. 

 Until today, when he could finally let it all out. 

 After all, he had already died; there was no point in suppressing them anymore. 

 Sadly, even now, there is no one to answer his questions. 

 In the end, there was truly nothing he could do except mutter. 

 "If only I was given a second chance."

 "If only I could live a second life."

 And surprising him, as soon as his words fell, a blinding blue light consumed his whole being. 

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 5 - Second Life

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 'Where am I'? 

 Alex asked himself when he opened his eyes. 

 He was really confused about what was going on, as everything happened too quickly for his brain to process. 

 One second he was getting angry at the injustice of the world in what felt like the afterlife, and next his whole being was engulfed in a bright blue light, which almost made him blind. 

 Now he was in some sort of room, sitting on a chair in the middle of the room. 

 As he looked around, the room seemed pretty similar to his own, with multiple posters of some sort of superhero who just looked like a rip-off of Superman with a different colour scheme. 

 But aside from the one or two posters on the wall, there was nothing of note on the wall. 

 There seemed to be a single-person bed in one corner and a black study table in another. 

 And one long mirror attached to a wall, but aside from that, there was nothing else in the room. 

 Now that he took a closer look, the room had a very nice and fragrant lavender smell, and it was clean. 

 Almost too clean, Alex couldn't even see a single speck of dirt, which led him to conclude that the owner was probably both a minimalist and a clean freak. 

 Which were quite opposite to Alex's personality, who liked having space in his room filled with stuff and never cared too much about cleanliness since he was pretty much always just on his bed due to his legs . 

 Something that he had been ignoring for the last few moments was the painful feeling that he felt in his right wrist. 

 And when he finally looked at his own hands, he was left horrified. 

 In his left arm was a simple, plain kitchen knife, and on it was some sort of red liquid that was dripping down. 

 But the thing that truly shocked him was his right wrist, which had a clean  and wide cut that cleanly slashed his arteries, causing his own red blood to cover his arm and drip down, dying the small part of the floor near the chair red with blood. 

 He felt dizzy seeing this, as his brain was struggling to process everything that was happening to him. 

 Alex was convinced that he was about to experience death for the second time in this moment. 

 However, the death he was expecting never came, and instead he was greeted by a truly otherworldly phenomenon. 

 The blood on the ground started floating back towards his cut wrist as it defied the laws of physics. 

 Even the blood on his wrist started moving back inside his wrist, and once there was no more blood left outside, his cut skin started healing and patching itself back together. 

 Before long, his wrist was as good as new, without even a scar on his skin or a stain of blood on the ground. 

 Having witnessed everything, he just did the only thing Alex could mutter. 

 "What the fuck?"

 A very reasonable question given the circumstances. 

 He still couldn't believe what he just saw; he should have definitely died from a cut like that, and yet somehow the injury defied pretty much all the laws and fixed itself. 

 Even the blood on the knife in his hand was gone, making it completely clean. 

 'Maybe I was just hallucinating'

 He tried to convince himself after all that the explanation would make infinitely more sense than what he just witnessed. 

 And factoring in his current messed-up mental state, the possibility of him hallucinating became even more likely. 

 However, despite this, Alex knew that he wasn't just hallucinating the pain, and the feeling he just felt was far too real for it to just be his mind playing tricks on him. 

 It had to be real, or so Alex told himself. 

 But now the question is, since what he just saw was real, how did it happen? 

 Heck, maybe an even better question was: how did he come to this unknown room when he was supposed to still be in the black void of the afterlife? 

 Speaking of which, just where was he? 

 Alex didn't know why, but as he looked at the mirror in the corner of the room, it seemed to be calling for him. 

 It's almost like if he could just see his own reflection, his questions might be answered. 

 So, listening to his gut, Alex stepped up as he moved towards the mirror. 

 Just as he walked, he almost unintentionally blurted out. 

 "Ah, right, my legs."

 But contrary to his expectations, he could actually feel his legs, and he could even move them just like he would move his arms. 

 The feeling was foreign to him and felt weird, but it filled him with an indescribable feeling of joy; he felt on top of the world, making him almost confuse his current location with heaven itself. 

 But he reeled his emotions back in as he fell face first on the ground due to not being used to walking for more than 4 years. 

 Thankfully, the fall wasn't that hard, and he didn't break his nose. 

 But even the pain of the fall didn't take away from his joy. 

 After a few minutes of trying, Alex finally managed to walk through it. It still felt unnatural, but that didn't matter to him right now. 

 What did matter was that he was finally in front of the mirror, and he was left speechless by what he saw. 

 From the mirror, the face of a teenage boy who couldn't have been more than 15–16 years old stared back at him. 

 The boy had deep, dark circles under his eyes, but that barely took away from his almost unbelievable charm. 

 He had a sharp jawline despite his young age, implying he was blessed with good genes. 

 A belief that was only further strengthened by his face, which had soft features like some of those Korean idols he had seen girls simp over online. 

 He couldn't even believe such a face was real, as even in his past life, he used to blame the absurd beauty of K-pop idols on plastic surgeries, makeup, and the magic of editing and lighting, which made them appear better than they normally look. 

 But even without any of these things, the boy in front of him easily triumphed over even the most handsome man he had ever seen in his whole life. 

 The boy had dazzling diamond-like blue eyes, which threatened to trap anyone within their alure who stared too long,which boosted his charm even further.

 His hair,were a bit weird, as they seemed to be a weird mix of both blue and black. 

 Not indulging in any of the two colours too much. 

 The best way he could describe them was by calling them bluish black. 

 They were basically black with a tint of blue in them, which made them stand out. 

 However, it seems that at least in the case of the boy, God was fair, and as if just to counteract his ladykilling good looks, he didn't look too tall. 

 If Alex had to take a guess, he was probably 152 cm or 5'5 feet max. 

 Which really wasn't a lot, but once one took a look at his body, it started to make a bit more sense. 

 The boy looked really thin, almost like a twig. 

 It was almost unnatural, meaning the boy wasn't eating properly, and his dark circles suggested a terrible sleep schedule considering how dark and baggy they were. 

 All of which probably resulted in his height being affected. 

 But all of this was of no immediate concern to Alex, as the only question on his mind was:. 

 'Just who is this guy? 
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 Chapter 6 - Trying To Make Sense Of The Situation

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 "Just who the hell is this guy?" Alex asked himself as he looked at his reflection in the mirror.

 "Is this really me?" he asked as he touched his face and moved his hand, which was enough to let him put aside his suspicions and believe that this was truly him. 

 In this situation, the only explanation he could come up with was transmigration. 

 Alex had learned about it in one of the many novels that he had read, and according to what he remembered, it referred to when someone possessed the body of another person. 

 Thinking about transmigration would definitely explain his situation. 

 And while it didn't explain just what the deal was with him defying death moments ago or how he was even alive despite having died,. 

 In this moment, he didn't care about any of it, as he felt his body be consumed in an euphoric sensation like he had never felt before. 

 His wish had actually come true; some higher being had answered his wishes and given him a second chance, like he wanted.

 He still couldn't stop his body from trembling from excitement, but he knew that he needed to calm down. 

 Which is exactly what he did. 

 In the novel he had read, transmigration also featured mana and systems, so just to confirm, he decided to say the thing he had always wanted to say at least once in his life before but couldn't because he felt it was too cringeworthy.

 But now that he had a justifiable reason, there was nothing stopping him, so he muttered. 

 "Status Screen"

 Even after his words fell, nothing happened; no magical convenient system panel appeared in front of him, and he didn't feel a strange surge of energy out of nowhere. 

 Alex could feel himself cringing with embarrassment as he thought. 

 'Never mind, let's never do that again'

 Honestly, he was a bit disappointed, as after learning of his transmigration, a part of him was definitely expecting to be able to use magic and swords like in all the novels he used to read. 

 Sadly, it seems some of his dreams will always remain unfulfilled. 

 But Alex didn't want to be too ungrateful, and he was just happy to have a working body that didn't require him to use a wheelchair. 

 Just the idea of not needing a wheel chair was enough for him to almost scream in joy, but he controlled himself. 

 As nice as all of this was, he knew he lacked information, so the first thing he did was look around the room he was in. 

 And after a few minutes, he found a black mask, a paper note, and a Glock 22 sitting atop the study table.

 That's right, there was a gun in the room. 

 Alex knew quite a few things about guns since his father was a police officer and used to teach him about firearms since he was interested in them. 

 The first thing he did was check the cartridge, and surprising him, he found the gun to be full. 

 All 22 bullets were sitting there in the cartridge waiting to be used, which scared Alex. 

 Because how did a teenager like him even acquire a weapon, and more importantly, what was he planning to do with it? 

 To Alex's relief, he found the gun was still in safety mode, meaning he wouldn't accidentally shoot himself, but just to be safe, he put the gun in his pocket because he wasn't sure about his current situation and it was better to be safe than sorry. 

 Next, he moved his attention towards the paper note on the desk. 

 It was a very small note, and yet it was extremely unsettling. 

 ___________________________________________________

 They saw me, and you're next.

 ___________________________________________________

 The handwriting was immaculate, making it really pleasant to read, but Alex didn't care about that; he was instead concerned about the content of what it said. 

 "What does that even mean?" he exclaimed in confusion.

 'They saw me?

 "And more importantly, what did it mean by 'you're next'?"

 Slowly, his initial confusion morphed into fear, before a chill ran down his spine as he found cold sweat drip down his face.

 ''No, don't panic, you idiot; calm down'

 He thought, hoping to calm his unsettled nerves.

 "Maybe this is just some sick and harmless prank." he tried to convince himself, but even he knew this wasn't the case. 

 "Ok, let's assume this is real and the original owner of this body was seen."

 But by whom, or rather, what exactly? 

 Just what could possibly be dreadful and harrowing enough to make a teenager kill himself? 

 And perhaps most importantly, just what did it mean by I'm next? 

 Did the original owner know I was going to transmigrate into his body? 

 Was I too about to end up committing suicide in the future, just like the original owner? 

 "So many questions and mysteries without any explanation."

 The letter only had one line, and yet it was enough to completely shift his view of his transmigration. 

 It had taken almost no time for the initial euphoria to morph into paranoia.

 The more he tried to think about it, the more worried he became.

 But that wasn't the concerning part, but rather that this was supposed to be the suicide note of a teenager. 

 Alex had expected to learn more about his circumstances and what had potentially led the boy to do the unthinkable. 

 But instead, all he found was an ominous quote that left him with more questions than answers

 Just what would lead a teenage boy to say something like this in his final message to the world? 

 Did he know something he doesn't? 

 At this point, Alex was certain there was more to his situation than what met the eye. 

 Sadly, he currently has no way of finding any answers. 

 So he decided to do the only sensible thing and ignore it for now. 

 After all, the more he thought about the message, the more scared he became, and baseless fear would do nothing but obstruct rational thinking. 

 The next and last thing on the table was a plain black facemask. 

 Without even realising it, he put the mask on his face. 

 Taking a look in the mirror, the black mask paired with his pretty blue eyes really added an air of mystery. 

 Alex was currently wearing a blue hoodie with plain black pants. 

 This look, paired with his gun, really made him look like a villain in those old detective movies. 

 For some reason, Alex found the get-up a bit funny, which caused him to chuckle. 

 After having a lot of fun posing in front of the mirror, he sat down on the bed. 

 He was finally convinced that all of this was real. 

 He really got a second chance at life; he didn't know which divine being was responsible for this or what the deal with the letter was. 

 But, at least for now, he just wanted to try and be happy. 

 Now that he had been given a second chance, Alex was determined that no matter what happened, he would make sure to live a life he would never regret and be happy. 

 However, just when he was making plans for his future,. 

 The phone of the boy whose body he was currently occupying rang. 

 He had received a message. 

 The phone was under the pillow, which is probably why he failed to notice it at first. 

 But that wasn't important; the important thing was what he saw displayed on his screen. After all, that single message completely altered the course of his second life. 
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 Chapter 7 - Decision Which Changed His Life

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Thankfully, the phone didn't have a lock, so Alex was able to easily open it.

 Once opened, Alex's eyes were bombarded by notifications of the news with photos attached to them. 

 Attention all citizens! This is a level 4 quarantine order. Anyone who is seen on the streets won't be treated as a law-abiding citizen, so stay inside your homes for your own safety.

 [A massive black tower has appeared in the heart of City 1; is this the beginning of the end?] 

 Attached to this article was a photo of a gigantic black tower intricately crafted with such extensive attention to details that it looked impossible for humans to ever recreate, which towered over everything and seemed to pierce the very heavens above. 

 [Is it finally time for humanity to pay for their sins?]

 [Have humans finally managed to piss off Mother Earth enough to make her retaliate and eliminate us?]

 [The black tower is currently surrounded by government vehicles and officers.]

 [The tower appeared roughly 30 minutes ago, and all citizens are currently being arrested on site, with the officers letting no one get close to the tower.]

 [According to our sources, the world leaders are in a very important meeting to discuss the next course of action.]

 [Citizens are asked to remain quiet and safe inside their house without panicking, as it might aggregate the situation.]

 There were a lot more articles and messages, but Alex didn't bother with them and closed his phone. 

 Alex couldn't believe his eyes at what he was seeing. 

 "Just what the fuck is going on?" he couldn't help but ask. 

 First it was him transmigrating, and now there was a massive tower in the middle of the city; it all looked straight out of a novel. 

 All of this was just too much for Alex's mind to process; too much was happening at once, and he needed some rest. 

 So he did the only thing he could think of doing and went to sleep. 

 Or at least he tried to, as he was forcefully woken up by a strange panel that appeared in front of him. 

 [Greetings, humans of Earth]

 [Have you ever felt inadequate or thought that your life was too monotonous?]

 [Had a loved one die or lost someone precious to you?]

 [Were you afflicted by an incurable disease?]

 [Grown tired of all the injustice in the world and wanted to change it?]

 [Or had some other unachievable desire?]

 [It doesn't matter because this is your chance to make all of your dreams come true.]

 [And all you need to do is climb the tower of fantasia.]

 [So do you accept?]

 Yes‹—

 No

 It seems after everything he had gone through, Alex had finally lost his mind and gone insane. 

 He couldn't even believe what he was seeing. 

 Well, either he was dreaming or that aliens had finally found Earth, like in all those Sci-Fi's, and they were about to get colonised. 

 Alex was just too tired at this point and wanted to sleep, yet his hand moved towards the panel in front of him without any conscious thought. 

 He wasn't sure what it was, but something told him that if he hesitated today, he would regret it his whole life. 

 And before he even realised what he was doing, he had clicked the yes button. 

 ~click~

 After clicking it, the panel disappeared, and his vision started going dark. Before long, his body had disappeared from his room and even from Earth itself. 

 **

 After an unknown amount of time had passed, Alex once again regained consciousness as he slowly opened his eyes. 

 He wasn't sure what was happening, so he muttered without expecting an answer. 

 "Where am I?" His voice was barely audible, and he didn't expect an answer to his question. 

 However, to his surprise, he finally had one of his questions answered. 

 "Greetings, Raze Fulbright, you're currently inside the tower of fantasia."

 "The one place that holds the answers to all your questions and desires." 

 The voice that said this was deep and almost a bit forced, almost like those teenagers who lower their voice to sound 'sexy'. 

 But Alex didn't care about the pitch of the voice; he was more surprised that he was even being answered at all. 

 In fact, he was surprised enough that he almost fell on his butt, but he barely managed to compose himself and stop himself from being embarrassed. 

 Finally calming down, Alex looked around, and from what he could see, he seemed to be in some sort of white room. 

 With nothing or no one in it except for him and a cat. 

 That's right,a cat. 

 Standing in front was a cute black cat standing on two legs. 

 The cat was wearing a black wizard robe and had a comically large witch hat atop its tiny head. 

 And on its right eye was a strange-looking monocle. 

 The cat smiled upon finally being noticed as it introduced itself. 

 "Greetings I'm Mr. Nyan, and I'm the administrator of the tutorial."

 As one might expect, Alex was weirded out to see a talking cat, especially one in such a strange outfit. 

 Also, while not that important, the deep voice of such a cute creature made for a funny combo, which almost made him laugh. 

 But as if instinctually, he knew that if he dared laugh at the creature in front of him, he wouldn't be walking away from this whole thing alive. 

 And besides, there was a more important concern on his mind. 

 "Just what is going on?"

 "Shush"

 Before he could complete his question, Mr. Nyan silenced him with a single word. 

 "Don't ask questions; all will be explained in due time, assuming you survive long enough, of course."

 After saying this before Alex could react, Mr. Nyan moved towards him too fast for him to see, and before he knew it, the cat had its hand, or rather, its paw, on his chest right above where his heart was supposed to be. 

 "Wh-" Alex tried to move away or question the cat, but before he could, a strange energy flowed inside his body. 

 It felt like something ancient had awakened inside him. 

 Something that was dormant inside his body had now been awakened. 

 After a few seconds, Mr. Nyan moved away from him, as Alex asked.

 "What have you done to me?" his voice contained a mixture of both confusion and anger. 

 "Don't worry, I have just awakened mana inside your body. You're going to need it if you want to survive the upcoming tutorial in a few minutes," Mr. Nyan explained. 

  Alex was stunned, unable to believe what he was hearing. 

 Mr. Nyan smiled seeing this, as if expecting this response, as he said. 

 "Try saying status."

 His words finally snapped Alex back to reality as he realised what was going on. 

 "I'm sorry for zoning out; he apologised."

 But he didn't wait for Mr. Nyan's response, as he instead decided to follow his suggestion and mutter. 

 "Status"
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 Chapter 8 - Status Screen

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 "Status" 

 ------------------------------------------------------------

 Name:Raze Brightheart

 Race:Human

 Age:16

 Class: Magic Archer

 Rank: Apprentice

 Alignment: Chaotic Neutral

 Gift from ??? : Black Box [Locked]

 Innate Rune: Inventory (F) 

 Elemental Affinity:Water,Ice

 Mana Circle: 1st water circle

 Vessel Limit: 120

 Beast Shard:24

 Strength: 1

 Endurance:1

 Agility:1

 Mana:21

 Runes: [Mana Flow], [Mana Surge], [Far Sight]

 ------------------------------------------------------------

 Alex's eyes almost popped out of his socket; he couldn't believe what he was seeing. 

 In front of him was actually a status screen, just like the cat said, meaning he had actually awakened Mana. 

 It all felt like a dream, aside from the absurdity of the situation. 

 There were a lot of things that caught his attention on the system panel. 

 First was obviously his name; at first, he was confused by Mr. Nyan addressing him by this name. 

 But judging from the status screen, this was probably the name of the original owner. 

 Which, by extension, also meant it was his name. 

 'Raze brightheart, huh? It has a nice ring to it. I like it'

 Next was his age; for some reason, this new body was the same age as him when he died. 

 Alex was really surprised by how crazy of a coincidence that was. 

 But he didn't think it was anything more than a coincidence, so instead he moved on to other, more important things. 

 His class, Magic Archer , wasn't really a class you usually see in this type of story, so while the name seemed pretty self-explanatory and he could probably try to guess the details of the class himself, he didn't need to as he could just check the description of the class in detail. 

 _________________________________________

 Magic Archer: Someone who doesn't fit the traditional definition of an archer but is an archer at heart and utilises his magic and weapons for fighting at long range. 

 Class Benefits:

 Rune name: [Mana Flow]

 Type:Passive

 Tier:0

 Element:NA

 Description: It helps the user sense and use mana both inside the body and outside, making it easier for them to learn and use mana. 

 Rune Name: [Mana Surge]

 Type:Active

 Tier:0

 Element:NA

 Description: Allows the user to temporarily increase their mana at the cost of strain on the body.

 Rune name:[Farsight]

 Type:Active

 Tier:0

 Element:NA

 Description: Allows the user to see things much further than he would normally be able to and somewhat predicts the target's movement trajectory.

 1.+20 magic stats per circle

 2.+20 increase in his vessel size

 The user can absorb 120 beast shards per level.

 3. The user will automatically absorb the beast shard of a monster upon killing it. 

 4. Extremely high precision when using projectiles

 5. Projectiles deal extra damage.

 6. The user becomes familiar with all types of long-range weapons.

 7. Grants the user [Rune of Mana Flow], [Rune of Mana Surge], and [Rune of Farsight]

 _________________________________________

 "Wow, that's a lot" Raze muttered in amazement. 

 His class had really surprised him, as it was really useful and gave him a lot of very helpful benefits. 

 He wasn't sure what some of these words meant, but he didn't sweat them too much since the cat had already made it clear that he wasn't going to answer his question. 

 And judging from the way he was acting, he was probably going to start his first tutorial in a few minutes. 

 But just from his understanding, it was clear that he was supposed to be a long-range fighter. 

 Which was perfect as that would allow him to be in a safer position than the close-range fighters while still being able to fight and reap the benefits. 

 Also, Alex hadn't even thrown a single punch his whole life, and he was disabled for, like, the last 4 years of his life. 

 He still wasn't even comfortable walking; asking someone like him to fight in close range was no different from a death sentence. 

 Overall, he was really satisfied with his class. 

 But there was still one more thing he needed to look at. 

 His innate rune. 

 _________________________________________

 Rune Name: Inventory

 Rune Type: Innate

 Rune Owner: Raze Brightheart

 Rune Rank: F

 Rune Description: Allows the user to store non-living items in a separate sub-dimension. 

 Rune Sub Effect: The user can open palm-sized gates within a 5-metre radius, which can be used to propel weapons or other items from inside the inventory and shoot them as projectile weapons. 

 _________________________________________

 "Interesting," Raze muttered. 

 When he first saw the name inventory, he was honestly a bit worried. 

 He thought that it was purely a utility-based ability without any combat application. 

 Judging based on his knowledge of other novels and anime was definitely a concern, especially considering how he expected to be fighting some fantasy monsters. 

 But this sub-effect that he saw really changed his mind. 

 Alex had always been a pretty creative person with a wild imagination. 

 And he could already feel his mind running wild just imagining all the fun and unique ways he could use this power, but he had to stop himself and focus on his present situation instead. 

 Now there was only one thing left to see, and that was his stats. 

 All of his stats except for mana were at 1, which didn't take a genius to understand that it was bad. 

 And as for the 20 mana he had, while nice to look at, it was pretty useless to him in his current situation. 

 After all, he didn't know how to use it; he didn't even have any attack runes to use it. 

 He was extremely weak, and the only way for him to survive was by using everything he had to the fullest. 

 "So, are you finally done?" Mr. Nyan asked, having grown bored from waiting. 

 Hearing this, Alex, or rather, Raze, didn't say anything and instead took out the black mask from earlier that he had kept in his pocket and used it to cover his face. 

 He didn't know what he was going to face, and it was definitely better to be safe than sorry. 

 "Yes, I am," Raze replied, feeling ready to face whatever was waiting for him on the other side. 

 "Perfect, let's get this over with," Mr. Nyan said, excited to not need to babysit Raze anymore. 

 However, almost as if he had just remembered it, he summoned a plain-looking knife with a brown grip and threw it towards Raze, which he thankfully caught. 

 The knife was barely 6 inches in length and had a pretty good overall weight distribution, but aside from that, it wasn't really anything special. 

 Raze wanted to inspect the knife a bit more, but before he could, he had already been teleported to the location of the first tutorial by Mr. Nyan. 
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 Chapter 9 - First Tutorial

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 "What an interesting kid," Mr. Nyan muttered now, all alone in the white room.

 When he was awakening mana inside Raze, he was surprised to see mana already dormant inside him. 

 Usually, it was his job to awaken humans and other races that didn't have mana on their home planet and make them able to use it. 

 But Raze already had it, so he just awakened it for him. 

 He really wasn't sure why that was the case, especially considering how Earth was supposed to not have mana or any other special energies. 

 While he was curious, he had seen a lot more crazy things during his time, so he wasn't too pressed about it. 

 But even with that, Raze had definitely piqued his interest. 

 "I look forward to what you will show me, Raze. Make sure to not fail to meet my expectations."

 **

 Once Rey opened his eyes, he found himself in some sort of plain grass field. 

 He was surrounded by a bunch of other humans like him, and most of them looked confused. 

 "Just what's even going on here?" one of the men amongst the crowd asked. 

 "I don't know," another man answered. 

 "Are we all going to die?"

 "I don't want to die," a woman cried. 

 Alex could tell that panic and unease were spreading among the crowd. 

 Thankfully, before it could get any worse, Mr. Nyan appeared in the sky in front of everyone. 

 "Greetings, humans. I have already introduced myself before, so I don't think I need to repeat myself," he said, his signature deep voice paired with his cute appearance making for a funny scene. 

 And despite this, no one dared point it out or laugh. 

 It was almost like an instinctual feeling of guaranteed death, like one would feel in the presence of a predator. 

 Everyone could tell that their lives weren't in their own hands, and one wrong move was all it would take for them to die. 

 "I'm sure most of you guys must be really confused about what's happening."

 "But don't worry; as long as you can clear the first tutorial, everything will be explained in due time." 

 Alex could tell just from looking at the expressions of the people that a lot of them were still not convinced and had doubts. 

 Despite this, no one dared to question the being in front of them. 

 "I'm glad you guys are so understanding," the cat smiled almost as if getting some sort of sick pleasure from observing the helplessness of the humans. 

 "If you want any information in the tower, you need to either buy it or earn it, so don't expect to be spoonfed."

 "Now to explain the first tutorial for you guys."

 "I will be summoning a few thousand goblins for you guys to fight."

 Gasps of shock could be heard from amongst the crowd as fear and panic slowly took hold of everyone present except for a few. 

 Mr. Nyan seemed to have noticed this but didn't acknowledge it, almost as if expecting such a response. 

 "All you need to do is kill 20 goblins in under 10 minutes to move on."

 "What happens if anyone fails to accomplish this within the given time limit?" a voice asked from amongst the crowd. 

 "They will die," Mr. Nyan said nonchalantly, his voice containing indifference. 

 "Oh god!" someone amongst the crowd exclaimed. 

 "I don't want to die," another man cried. 

 "Please tell me this is a dream."

 Just from looking at Mr. Nyan's expression, it was getting more and more obvious how annoyed he was with having to explain to the humans and deal with their tantrums. 

 Alex was getting increasingly worried due to this, thinking he might do something extreme like kill a few humans to take out his anger.

 Thankfully, he was just overthinking, and nothing like that happened, and instead, Mr. Nyan just disappeared from the spot he was levitating over. 

 Seeing this confusion once again spread amongst the humans, they wondered what was going to happen. 

 Sadly, this confusion was soon replaced by fear as their question was answered. 

 Standing roughly 500 metres away from humans were humanoid beasts. 

 Despite standing on two legs and resembling humans a bit, it was obvious to tell the differences. 

 They had green skin, slightly longer ears, a short height similar to that of a kid, crooked teeth, and poorly built weapons. 

 For anyone who had even a little experience with the fantasy genre, it was obvious what these beasts were. 

 They were goblins, and they numbered thousands and massively outnumbered the humans. 

 Fear had taken hold of everyone present, rendering them paralysed and too scared to move. 

 The goblins had malevolent grins on their faces, seeing this as they charged towards the humans. 

 Their footsteps shake the earth itself. 

 In such a desperate situation where all hope seemed lost, a black-haired young man separated from the crowd and charged towards the horde heading their way. 

 And once he was close enough, he targeted a lone goblin who was a bit faster than the rest of its group, causing it to be ahead of all the other goblins and be the first to make contact with the purple-eyed boy. 

 ~Krowl~

 The goblin let out a battle cry once it saw the human as it tried to use the crudely made knife it was holding and lunged it at the human. 

 Everyone who was seeing him held their breaths as they expected the brave boy to get pierced and die. 

 But surprising everyone, the boy expertly sidestepped as he dodged the attack. 

 Which causes the goblin to be in a vulnerable position due to its arm still being outstretched. 

 The boy attempted to use the dagger he was given earlier by Mr. Nyan to pierce the goblin's head and end it with one clean strike. 

 However, just when the dagger was about to pierce the goblin and kill it, something unexpected happened. 

 ~BANGG!!~

 A bullet had been fired and hit the goblin straight in the head, killing it instantly without any effort from the man who had fired it. 

 After the gunshot, silence engulfed the whole plain as even the goblins stopped their charge for just a moment to stare at the masked youth responsible for the shot along with the humans. 

 The masked boy still had his gun in his arm, with smoke coming out of the barrel. 

 Seeing all the attention on him, the only thing the boy said was. 

 "I hope you don't mind me helping out."
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 Chapter 10 - Shameless Masked Man

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 "I hope you don't mind me helping out," Raze said with indifference in his voice as he shamelessly tried to disguise his kill steal as him helping out.

 Most of the humans present could pick up on this, but they didn't comment on it as they waited for the response of the purple-eyed boy whose kill was stolen. 

 "Hah, no problem, as long as you're only helping out."

 "Sure, run ahead; I'll do my best to have your back," Raze replied. 

 [Ding! Climber has gained one beast shard.]

 One strange notification appeared in front of Raze's eyes that only he could see. 

 Anyone else might have been startled to see something like this, but not Raze, as his previous suspicion was finally confirmed. 

 He was sure of it, but now wasn't the time to delve into it. 

 He couldn't afford to get distracted; if he wasn't careful, he would get an early grave similar to his past life, even in this new one. 

 Honestly, Raze wasn't sure that the gun that he had in his pocket earlier would even work. 

 Usually un this type of setting, modern weapons become useless against monsters. 

 Thankfully, his suspicions were proven baseless, and the gun worked as intended, assuming he managed to hit a vital spot. 

 Raze had never fired a gun in his past life, despite his interest in them and his father being a police officer. 

 So normally, he shouldn't have been able to even hit a still target properly, let alone a relatively small and moving target. 

 Especially in a vital spot on his first attempt. 

 But thanks to his class, Magic Archer, which allows him to be proficient with all long-range weapons, he managed to hit the goblin on his first attempt. 

 But even his class didn't help with the next two issues. 

 The first was the numbness he felt in his arm due to the recoil of the shot. 

 Thankfully, he had a pretty decent solution for this. 

 'Allocate my beast shard into endurance'

 After saying this, Raze could feel a very minute change in his body as he felt it becoming ever so slightly sturdier, and the numbness in his arm subsided a little, allowing him to use the gun more. 

 As he keeps killing monsters, he'll get more and more beast shards, which he can spend on his endurance to freely be able to use his gun without worrying about recoiling. 

 Sadly, the second problem didn't have such an easy solution. 

 He was currently using a Glock 22, which, as the name suggests, had a total of 22 bullets in its magazine. 

 And assuming he could keep killing one goblin per bullet and only needed to kill a total of 20 goblins, he should be able to clear at least this floor. 

 The main problem started on the next floor, where he would only be left with two bullets without any extra ammunition. 

 Also, this was just a gut feeling, but Raze had reason to believe it to be true; he didn't think regular bullets would work on monsters stronger than goblins. 

 Meaning he was really on his own on the next floor. 

 But he was probably getting ahead of himself; after all, he should first worry about the problem ahead of him instead of worrying about the next floor. 

 With that cleared, Raze fired another bullet and took another goblin's life. 

 **

 It had now been a few minutes since the first tutorial started. 

 Even the humans who were originally worried about their lives before got motivated after seeing both the masked boy and the purple-haired boy take out one goblin after another and join in, not wanting to be left behind. 

 Sadly, the humans got a rude awakening after joining, as the goblins were not as weak as both Raze and the blue-eyed boy made them out to look. 

 And a lot of them hesitated, which caused them to die. 

 After all, modern men and women living comfortably in a city could never even hurt a dog due to their moral reasons and the way society is made. 

 Taking the life of another sentient being was too much, even if it was trying to kill them. 

 And this hesitation caused them to lose their lives; after all, hesitation had no place in the tower of fantasia. 

 Also, seeing humans die left and right, the little confidence a few of them had barely managed to build up was destroyed. 

 Which led them to run around in panic, too scared to do anything. 

 The casualties were already getting pretty high and would have grown even more if not for Raze killing goblins and saving as many lives as he could from the background. 

 But even he couldn't save everyone, despite trying his best from behind, and the casualties were starting to climb up.

 It was within this desperate situation that a hero emerged. 

 With a single swing of his sword, a slash of bright golden light shot forward and instantly killed three goblins, saving a family of four. 

 The flashy move, paired with the might displayed in a single attack that almost none of the humans present could replicate, caught everyone's attention for the second time. 

 This wasn't just because of the power of the attack but also because of the man who had performed it.

 Bright golden hair and golden eyes that resemble the sun itself. 

 A smile oozing enough warmth and kindness to melt the coldest hearts and faces which looked too perfect to be real, without even a single blemish or dark spot. 

 But it wasn't just the boy's looks that caught everyone's attention, but rather the aura and presence he naturally exuded, which gave off a sense of protection and safety and caused him to be the centre of attention wherever he went. 

 In just a single swing of his blade, he had managed to chase away the fear that was clawing at the hearts of his fellow humans and calm them down while striking the same fear in the hearts of the monsters who saw him. 

 Such were the actions of a hero, which offered protection to his allies and death to his enemies. 

 Such was the man known as Alek Freeman. 

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 11 - The Hero

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 ------------------------------------------------------ 

 Name: Alek Freeman

 Race:Human

 Age:17

 Class:Chosen One

 Rank:Apprentice

 Alignment:Lawful Good

 Innate Rune:Hero (F) 

 Elemental Affinity: Light

 Magic Circle: 1st Light Circle

 Vessel Limit:1500

 Beast Shard: 7

 Strength:4

 Agility:1

 Endurance:1

 Mana:1

 Runes: [Rune of Growth], [Limit Break], [Light Infusion], [Combat Application]

 ------------------------------------------------------------

 Alek looked at this status screen, feeling confidence rise from within him. 

 Barely 30 minutes ago, Alek was still at home studying for his upcoming exams. 

 After all, while everyone else was panicking about the end of the world, according to his knowledge, that didn't cancel his exam. 

 And he needed to become a lawyer and uphold justice to fulfil his father's last words.

 But out of nowhere, a random system panel appeared in front of him.

 Honestly, at first, it looked really stupid, and he didn't really believe it, but the things that the panel said really resonated with him, and he ended up clicking them. 

 And before he knew it, he ended up here. 

 There was this black cat in strange attire who was explaining something to him, but it looked too cute for him to care; he just kept wanting to pet it the whole time. 

 He was a bit confused about the whole thing, but apparently he was supposed to be some sort of chosen one. 

 While he didn't know what exactly he was chosen for, he did know that the tower held the key to achieving his dreams and bringing about a world where no one needs to be falsely accused of a crime and executed like his father, while the real criminal gets to walk the streets. 

 Originally, he just wanted to be a lawyer and bring about as much of a change in his life span as he could. 

 But since the tower offered him the power to properly change the world for the better, just by climbing, he would gladly do it. 

 And looking at the way things were going, it seems he made the right choice. 

 The people were weak, confused, lacking direction, and in need of a leader, and since no one else wanted to step up, he would gladly take up the position himself.

 He knew he wasn't quite strong enough to save everyone yet, but as long as his actions could save even one extra life, that would be enough. 

 "Everyone, stop panicking and calm down. I know many of you are confused and afraid. 

 But now is not the time, so save your questions and worries for later; instead, just pick up your weapons and charge with me to face the enemy. 

 We humans did not endure thousands of years of evolution and three wars just to fall against  disgusting little midgets the size of children, without even the proper ability to think. 

 "Some of us might die today, but for all of those who survive, glory and change awaits"

 As Alek finally finished his speech, the already bright sun seemed to glow brighter as it cast its light on the young hero, making him look like the living embodiment of hope with his golden, glowing sword in hand. 

 His current golden form, when paired with his speech from earlier, was enough to chase away the fear and confusion that had taken hold of everyone present as they prepared to chase the glory of victory that he had promised. 

 The men and women rallied behind their blonde saviour, who had pulled them out of the depths of despair. 

 With his confidence soaring to new heights, knowing that he had truly made a difference, Alek screamed. 

 "Charge!"

 As he screamed this, he ran forward, along with all the humans behind him. 

 Despite being much smaller in number compared to the goblins, the unwavering confidence and vigour that they displayed were enough to even strike fear in the hearts of the mindless goblins. 

 The tables had finally begun to turn, and this was all because of one man. 

 The hero of humanity, destined to save the planet, had finally emerged. 

 **

 Goosebumps. 

 Raze could feel the hair on his skin standing up with every word that came out of Alek's mouth. 

 He knew that this was about to happen, and yet it still took every fibre of his being to not let go of his fear of death and just charge forward for glory. 

 It was almost like a spell was being cast on him that he barely managed to resist. 

 Raze really wasn't surprised to witness the scene unfold in front of him; after all, he already knew it was going to happen. 

 In fact, he had intentionally decided not to rush to his 20th kill yet and progress just to be able to see this scene. 

 And after seeing it, he was finally convinced about the unthinkable that had happened to him. 

 But he couldn't afford to get distracted just yet, after all the moments he had been waiting for were just about to happen. 

 Thanks to his [Far Sight] rune, despite being quite away from the main battleground, he could see it before anyone else. 

 A lone goblin was using all the chaos on the battlefield to try and sneak up on Alek. 

 If everything went like normal, the goblin would manage to land a clean hit on Alek using its sword and cause mass panic to break out amongst the unstable human formation, which relied on Alek being in charge and ended up leading to useless casualties. 

 Unfortunately, for the goblin, Raze had no plan of letting it succeed. 

 Having already locked in on the head of the sneaky goblin, Raze pulled the trigger without hesitation. 

 ~BANGG!!~

 The bullet left the gun and flew through the air too fast and small to be noticed amongst all the chaos and bloodshed. 

 And in less than a second, the head of an unsuspecting goblin exploded. 

 To everyone else, this was completely normal, as they had already seen the masked man kill 19 other goblins the same way, which served to desensitise them to the exploding heads of goblins. 

 All except for one man.

 As Alek turned around, he had a look of shock on his face as he stared at the now-dead goblin, which had almost fatally injured him, and then moved his gaze towards the masked man holding his gun with smoke still coming out of it. 

 Since this was his 20th kill, Raze's body was starting to break down into light particles as he was being teleported away from the battlefield. 

 However, in his final moments on the first tutorial, he seemed to be muttering something that no one seemed to be paying attention to. 

 But, despite all the chaos and bloodshed, Alek could perfectly hear his words. 

 "You owe me one."

 And with that, his body finally broke down into particles as Raze Brightheart passed the first tutorial floor.

 Marking the beginning of his incredibly long and impossible ascent up the tower. 

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 12 - Rudimentary Understanding Of The Power System And Choosing A Weapon

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Once Raze opened his eyes, he found himself in another dark room, which almost triggered his ptsd of when he almost died.

 Thankfully, upon closer inspection, the darkness in this room had a comfortable vibe to it instead of being suffocating like when he died. 

 Once he had made sense of his surroundings, a few system panels appeared in front of him. 

 [Congratulations, Climber, on completing the first tutorial.]

 [As the second fastest person to clear it, rewards are being distributed.]

 [+500x Tower Points]

 [+E-rank weapon box]

 "Not bad." Raze couldn't help the smile creeping up on his face. 

 Being the second-fastest person to clear the second tutorial was a lot better than he expected. 

 Asher was the first person to clear it, which made sense, and he wasn't too bothered by it right now as he had already achieved his goals by making an impression on both Asher and Alek. 

 That was enough for the first floor, and now he needed to focus on his own progress. 

 Raze clicked on the item box he received from the tutorial, and upon clicking it, it showed a wide array of items. 

 However, much to his dismay, all of the items displayed were close-range cold weapons, like swords, spears, daggers, axes, maces, scythes, etc. 

 After a lot of deliberation, he finally settled on the spear since it proved to have the most range out of all the options, and according to what he had read, it should be the easiest to learn. It could also be used as a long-range weapon, which was perfect considering the nature of his innate rune. 

 A long, plain spear made up of metal manifested in his hand out of thin steel, and it felt very light and had a nice feeling to it. 

 Raze was sure that someone who was into these kinds of weapons would really appreciate it, but sadly, he wasn't like that, so he used his innate rune to send the spear to his inventory. 

 Just like it had appeared, the weapon disappeared into thin air. 

 'So that's how inventory works, interesting' 

 After that, he also took off his mask and placed it inside his inventory, fully exposing his breathtaking face. 

 Honestly, Raze was still really afraid of getting close to monsters, and it didn't help that he still felt awkward walking. 

 He was in desperate need of experience fighting using a weapon, and to get that experience, he would need to risk his life.

 Something he was unwilling to do, at least for the moment, meaning he was going to stick to being a long-range fighter for a while. 

  That raised one main problem: His gun was almost out of ammo, and it probably wouldn't work on any monsters stronger than a goblin anyway, so that only left him with one real option. 

 His innate rune allowed him to store weapons and fire them like projectiles. 

 He wasn't quite sure about the limits of this skill, but he planned to find out on the next floor. 

 But before that, he needed to allocate all his stats properly. 

 After a few minutes of allocating the stats, he was ready to see the results of his labour. 

 "Status"

 ------------------------------------------------------------

 Name:Raze Brightheart

 Race:Human

 Age:16

 Class: Magic Archer

 Rank: Apprentice

 Alignment: Chaotic Neutral

 Gift from ??? : Black Box [Locked]

 Innate Rune: Inventory (F) 

 Elemental Affinity:Water,Ice

 Mana Circle: 1st Water Circle

 Vessel Limit: 120

 Beast Shard:36

 Strength: 4

 Endurance:6

 Agility:5

 Mana:21

 Runes: [Mana Flow], [Mana Surge], [Far Sight]

 ------------------------------------------------------------

 Looking at this status screen, one might wonder why his beast shard count had only gone up by 12 despite having killed 20 monsters total. 

 The answer to this was simple: not all monsters dropped beast shards. 

 In fact, they were supposed to be very rare, and just the fact that Raze managed to get so many out of just 20 monsters was already absurd. 

 As for the reason behind his allocation,. 

 His first thought was that since his mana was already so high compared to his other stats and he didn't have any runes to properly utilise it, he decided to ignore it for now. 

 Which left him with three other stats. Since he didn't want to get one shot, he decided to invest the most points in endurance.

 But nothing excessive; next was agility so that he could dodge attacks and, if needed, run away. 

 And last but not least was strength; he didn't invest too much in this stat since he didn't really have much need for it yet. 

 However, it would be stupid to completely neglect a stat as important as strength, so he invested 3 points. This also ensured that, if need be, he was capable of fighting in close quarters.

 Next was vessel size. Each person can only handle a limited number of stats per circle, and in order to improve this limit, they need to make more circles. 

 An easy way to understand is by calling the circles the glass and the stats the liquid. 

 And by making more circles, the glass becomes bigger, allowing a person to add more water or, rather, get more stats. 

 Usually the average vessel limit is 100, so having 120 wasn't too bad, and if used well, he could definitely become quite strong in the future as the 20 extra stats per level will just keep accumulating the more circles he makes. 

 Or at least that's what he would have liked to say, but sadly, that isn't the case. 

 Most of the named and strong climbers in the future will have really big vessel sizes thanks to either their innate rune or class, which meant he was probably going to be at a disadvantage in terms of stats.

 It wouldn't be a stretch to say that vessel size is the most important thing to consider when discussing someone's future growth. 

 As the difference between people with small and large vessels only becomes more apparent, the more time passes and both parties make circles. 

 Even his innate rune was more focused on utility and only had a secondary and very limited combat application. 

 Maybe that will change in the future, or maybe not; he had no idea as of now. 

 But that should be enough about his powers. There was a bigger elephant in the room that needed to be discussed. 

 It was something that both excited and scared him. 

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 13 - Second Life Extra

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 "So I have really been transmigrated into a novel I was reading," Raze said while trying his best to remain calm and logical.

 There had been quite a few clues about this world being inside a novel. 

 First was obviously the massive tower that had appeared in the world, but since a lot of stories had towers in them, he couldn't pin it to a single story. 

 So he just thought of it as a coincidence and moved on. 

 But the clues just kept on piling up from there, and the first one was the status screen, which looked identical to that novel. 

 At this point, he had a pretty strong suspicion, but he still couldn't be certain. 

 However, he became certain about his suspicion in the first tutorial. 

 The first reason was the purple-haired kid who looked identical to the character art of the MC of that novel or as he knew him as Asher. 

 And second was Alek, the hero, who used his charisma to turn the tables in the first tutorial. 

 All of this just led to the conclusion that he had reincarnated into the story of 'Necromancer of the Tower'. 

 "I can't believe this," Raze muttered, a bit of sweat forming near his left cheek at the absurdity of his current situation. 

 It was really hard to accept everything that was happening, as it was happening far too fast for his brain to comprehend. 

 He really just wanted to sleep, at least for a few hours. 

 Raze could feel his brain overheating due to overthinking. 

 However, the worst one was probably the possibility of this being another dream. 

 He had barely managed to walk again, and he wasn't sure he could accept losing his legs again. 

 But time didn't wait for anyone; he needed to rush and properly get a grasp of his situation before he was kicked out of the waiting room and forced to clear the second tutorial or die trying. 

 **

 It had now been around 10 minutes, and Raze had managed to calm down and regain the ability to think rationally. 

 As he had said before, he was basically transmigrated in the novel 'Necromancer of the Tower'. 

 At first glance, it might seem like a boon to know the future, but that was only true if he actually knew the future and could use the information. 

 That's right Raze had only read barely 80 chapters of a novel with more than thousands of chapters. 

 Even the little information he had could not be used that well since the tower was random. 

 The main point of the Tower of Fantasia was how it was random and unpredictable. 

 What that basically meant was that even if he knew how to clear a floor or what to expect thanks to reading the novel, the chances of him receiving the same challenge as Asher were close to zero. 

 According to the few author comments he had read, the tower has millions of different floors and challenges, and after the tutorial, all climbers challenge different floors and experience different challenges, aside from a few exceptions. 

 And the whole story just revolved around that psycho of a main character challenging the tower nonstop. 

 All his future knowledge consisted of knowing how to clear challenges he was never going to face. 

 But that wasn't the only reason for his panic; the author of this novel is an extreme sadist who likes to make his character suffer for no reason. 

 Reading about Asher's story had even made him cry once due to how gruesome and pitiful his life was. 

 And compared to some of the other characters, Asher got away with the long end of the stick. 

 Heck, according to some of the comments he had read, the story only got more and more dark in the future.

 At this point, Raze was certain that the author probably got excited seeing his characters suffer. 

 As if all of this wasn't enough due to his ascent Asher became extremely unstable mentally, thanks to all the tragedies and the nature of his powers. 

 What that basically meant was that the main character of this world, aka the 'chosen one', was a mentally unstable teenager with the power to wipe away nations and, if he had to guess, even planets in the future. 

 This is quite possibly one of the scariest combinations Raze could imagine. 

 Another thing one needed to take note of was that in the novel he had read, there was no character named Raze Brightheart. 

 Meaning he truly was an extra in this world and didn't have any of the heavenly plot armour the main characters enjoyed.

 So with all this in mind, how was he, a 16-year-old incapable of even properly walking and without any special powers, supposed to survive in such a hard-core world? 

 'I'm fucked, aren't I?'

 Raze couldn't help but ask himself. 

 However, despite knowing all this, he didn't lose hope. 

 Realistically, the chances of someone like him surviving in a world like this were basically zero. 

 So why exactly was he smiling? 

 That's right Raze had a wide smile on his face, even despite all the knowledge he had and the dreadful situation he was faced with. 

 The answer to this was simple: while he didn't know much, he did know one thing. 

 And that was what was promised for the one who managed to clear the tower. 

 It was the same thing the system panel had promised him from the start to get him to click the button and enter this poorly hidden death game. 

 As long as he could clear this tower, all his wishes would come true. 

 Meaning he could finally reunite with his sister Rose as well as his dead parents and get his happily ever after, like he always dreamed about. 

 Or at least that was all he wanted before, but now he had one more goal. 

 And that was to never die. 

 It may sound childish to some and even foolish to others, but Raze didn't care. 

 The black void had left a scar on his heart, and no matter what, he never wanted to go back there. 

 If that meant not dying, then so be it. 

 And since he was wishing for immortality for himself,he can also ask for it for his family. 

 So at the end of this inevitably long and treacherous path lied his perfect dream of living happily with his family forever. 

 Raze had finally found the strength he needed to continue on this dreadful path. 

 "Let's do this," he said with determination in his eyes as he prepared to challenge the second tutorial. 

 On this day, Alex White and Raze Brightheart became one. 

 They had become a second-life extra. 

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 14 - Preparation

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 "Ok, maybe I'm getting a bit ahead of myself," Raze said as he sat down on seemingly nothing.

 Despite there being nothing underneath him, Raze could both stand and sit down just like he would on normal ground. 

 "Interesting," Raze said as he patted the 'ground' around him. 

 'So this is what it's like in the waiting room'

 He had read about it in the novel, and it was exactly as described in it. 

 'Now, if I remember correctly, this should work'

 Raze tried to visualise the couch they had in his previous world. 

 With little to no effort from him due to his familiarity, it manifested. 

 The couch was white in colour and was big enough for three people to sit on it. It also looked very comfortable, with squishy cushions and padding. 

 Without even thinking about it, Raze sat on it and felt his body sink into the couch as his buttocks landed on it. 

 Just from sitting on it, he could feel some of his exhaustion wearing off as his body relaxed, and he relived the memories of sitting on this couch with Rose and binge-watching movies while eating snacks. 

 He felt melancholic remembering the good times when, even despite being crippled, he could spend a few hours with his only remaining family without a care in the world. 

 His heart ached seeing how empty the couch looked despite him sitting on it. He was already starting to miss his sister, whom he had lived with for the past 4 years and who was with him at his lowest. 

 'Now is not the time'

 Reminding himself about his situation and the need for urgency, Raze managed to snap out. 

 The reason he tried to summon this couch was to test something he remembered reading in the novel. 

 And just as he had read, he could recreate basic furniture that he was familiar with in his tower waiting room as long as he remembered it in detail. 

 The tower waiting room was basically a sub-dimension inside the tower where all climbers could go after finishing a floor to rest and relax before continuing their ascent. 

 While that was nice, all the problem was that in approximately 2 hours he'd get kicked out and forced to start the second tutorial. 

 He had already spent 30 minutes here, meaning he now only had 90 minutes left. 

 A few moments ago, he almost challenged the second tutorial, but that was just him being impulsive and would lead to nothing but a untimely death

 Since he had already made up his mind about completing the tower, he needed to be careful and take every possible precaution. 

 Carelessness would lead to nothing but death. 

 With that taken into consideration, the first thing he needed to do was get used to his legs and move his body. 

 **

 It had now been a bit over an hour of just walking, running, pushups, and a lot of other different basic exercises. 

 At first, the movement felt a bit unnatural and awkward, but after a bit of repetition, it became natural. 

 For the first time in years, Alex, or rather, Raze, had a normally functioning body. 

 "So this is what it's like," Raze said with childlike enthusiasm as he felt one of his wishes that he had had for as long as he could remember fulfilled. 

 It was truly a blissful experience to be able to move his body like he wanted; if nothing else, he was at least thankful for this second chance at that. 

 There were a lot of things he wanted to try, but he was running out of time. 

 Now there was just one more thing left to do before he could attempt the second tutorial. 

 "Interface"

 _________________________________________

 Community [Locked]

 Ranking [Locked]

 Information 

 Shop [Lvl 1]

 Tower points: 500               Exit [NA]

 _________________________________________

 The interface was a system panel accessible to every climber who had cleared the first tutorial, provided they knew of its existence, of course. 

 This interface had a lot of very helpful features for all climbers. 

 Sadly, the community and ranking functions were locked, as well as the escape function. 

 These functions were locked until he cleared the entire tutorial, which is fine as he wasn't interested in them right now anyway. 

 The only features available to him for now were shop and information. 

 Shop was pretty self-explanatory and just let him purchase items using tower points.

 The interesting one was definitely the information one, as it allowed a person to use their TP for information about the tower. 

 While this may sound nice at first glance, it's kind of useless as the information provided was very basic, and most of it wouldn't help with survival. 

 And to make matters worse, most of the information was overpriced, but despite everything he had just pointed out, he was sure most people would still spend their hard-earned TP on it. 

 Ironically enough, if he didn't possess knowledge of the novel, he probably would have also fallen for this scam. 

 After all, humans hated being kept in the dark about something, this  was in our very nature. 

 This just went to show how, while he didn't have any useful knowledge of the future, the things he learned from reading the novel had other uses. 

 If he could, he wanted to inform others not to fall for this scam, but since the community feature was inaccessible to him and others, nothing could be done. 

 Instead of wasting his time on useless information, he clicked on the shop. 

 Scrolling through a few items caught his attention, but most of them were too expensive or weren't necessary to him immediately. 

 Finally, after a few minutes of scrolling, he found what he wanted. 

 It was a minor healing potion that could heal his injuries in emergencies. 

 While he didn't plan on getting injured, it never hurts to be careful, especially when one is about to risk their life. 

 He was a bit bitter about it costing 500 tp, which was all he had at the moment, but it couldn't be helped. 

 "Inventory"

 [5/100]

 1.Glock 22

 2.Black facemask

 3.Crude steel knife

 4.Plain steel spear. 

 5.Minor healing potion

 "Alright, this should be enough."

 He had done everything he could do in this short period of rest to prepare himself for the challenge lying ahead; worrying anymore would just be detrimental. 

 The only thing left to do now was to march forward and see what the future had in store for him. 

 "Enter the second tutorial."

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 15 - Second Tutorial

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Once Raze opened his eyes, he found himself standing in the middle of a vast and deep jungle.

 He tried moving his arms and legs a bit, and they moved just like he wanted. It seems his one-hour warm-up session earlier really did pay off. 

 Next, he moved his attention to the little panel in front of him. 

 [Welcome climber to the second floor, forest of wild]

 [To progress, kill the heir of the most dominant monster clan].

 [Time limit:None]

 "This is going to be annoying," Raze sighed, realising how he needed to somehow figure out who he was supposed to kill before he could even plan to kill it. 

 And it seems his previous suspicion was right; his challenges were going to be different from Asher after all. 

 After a long sigh, he finally decided to stop complaining and start looking for the most important thing. 

 This was obviously information; if he wanted to thrive in this area and complete the challenge, he needed to know what he was up against.

 With a single mental command, he took out his spear and held it in his hand, as well as his gun, which he adjusted in his pocket. 

 Feeling a bit prepared for any incoming threats now, Raze looked around to observe his surroundings. 

 Judging from what he saw, he was deep into some sort of lush jungle without any sign of life. 

 Meaning there probably wasn't any other human nearby for him to ask information from. 

 So it was up to him to observe the nearby life forms and deduce. 

 The one saving grace about this was that in the tutorial, he at least didn't need to worry about other climbers, meaning the monsters were the only real threat. 

 "Now then, let's get moving."

 **

 Raze did his best to slowly and quietly move through the forest, hoping to stumble upon something useful without alerting his prey to his presence. 

 Sadly, even after a whole hour, he didn't find anything other than a few small bugs who ignored him, so he did the same. 

 That was until now. He was hiding in a bush nearby and observing a red wolf-like monster being hunted. 

 The monster was the size of a regular wolf back on Earth. Aside from its fur colour, the wolf had long yellow claws and fangs, with saliva dripping out of its mouth as it eyed its prey. 

 Judging by its look, Raze assumed it was probably very hungry and hadn't eaten in days. 

 Normally, seeing something like this, he would be worried, but he didn't feel that now, as confronting the wolf was a group of five goblins very similar to the ones he had killed on the last floor. 

 One of the goblins was wearing sort of a leather vest, was at least a head taller than the rest of its comrades, and was holding a short steel sword and shield. 

 Which led Raze to believe this was the leader of the group. 

 Two goblins were holding spears and shields, one a dagger, and the last was holding a bow with some arrows. 

 The wolf lunged at the goblin with a dagger, as it was the closest to it. 

 Raze expected the archer goblin to shoot and save the dagger guy, but that didn't happen, and the wolf plunged its claws inside the skin of its prey before biting its head off. 

 ~Kreek~

 The goblin cried out in pain as it flailed its tiny arms around and tried to pierce the hide of the beast, but it was helpless as it lacked both the necessary reach and strength to pull it off, and before long it had its head devoured by the beast. 

 Green blood splashed everywhere as the insides of the goblin came out and painted the ground for all to see. 

 It was an extremely gory sight, which made Raze almost puke, but he held back, as if he did, he would be found out and killed. 

 Thankfully, the blood wasn't red like humans and was only green, which probably helped remind him that the one killed was just a monster and not a human. 

 The wolf had a smug smile on its face at finally getting something to eat, but sadly for him, it didn't last long as both its flanks were pierced by spears with an arrow impaling its shoulders. 

 ~Pierce~

 ~Pierce~

 ~Pierce~

 'So this was their plan; they purposefully sacrificed one of their kin just to create an opportunity'

 Raze finally had a grip on the hunting style of goblins, which was definitely going to help him going forward. 

 Unlike the mindless beasts he and the other humans faced on the first floor, these goblins were sentient and, although very primal, possessed little intelligence. 

 'This is a bit scary' 

 He felt a bit unnerved at the idea of monsters possessing intelligence. 

 This wasn't because he felt bad for killing them, but rather due to how big of a threat they posed. 

 Non-intelligent monsters were already scary enough, but if you give such beasts intelligence, their threat multiplies many folds. 

 After all, the thing that allowed humans to conquer and dominate Earth ever since the Stone Age was their numbers and intelligence. 

 If you gave these same numbers and intelligence to monsters whose bodies were devolved for combat and killing with their claws, fangs, and whatnot, humans would be helpless. 

 Of course, an argument could be made for humans still coming out on top with our weapons and technology, like guns and nukes. 

 But what if a threat emerges? Who is immune to it or could just tank it? 

 This was certainly a very scary possibility to imagine, and if possible, he really hoped it never came true. 

 'Ah, I got distracted,' Raze exclaimed inside his mind as he stared at the result of the battle he was observing earlier. 

 A dead corpse of a wolf with various stab and slash wounds lay on the ground, with the red blood of it dying the ground. 

 However, more eye-catching than that were the four corpses of dead goblins lying around. 

 As for the last and only alive goblin, as expected, it was the one wearing a leather vest. 

 It had lost its left arm and looked to be bleeding from various slash marks on its body, but despite all the wounds and the deaths of its comrades, it was smiling at the successful hunt.

 Sadly, unbeknownst to it, there was another person who had been observing everything, and he was a far bigger threat than the wolf could ever be. 

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 16 - Graverobbing

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Raze was stuck in a dilemma right now with two choices.

 The first and obvious choice was to just kill the goblin and loot all the corpses. 

 As for the second choice, he could choose to follow this goblin and learn the location of their settlement. 

 On paper, the second choice definitely seemed more favourable, but it had one major problem. 

 He just couldn't see how this goblin would manage to reach its settlement while carrying the wolf with all the injuries it had sustained. 

 It had already lost one of its arms, and with all its injuries, it looked to be on the verge of death. 

 Chances were it would encounter another predator on its way and get killed and eaten. 

 It was a bit of a waste, but it couldn't be helped; he was better off killing it. 

 However, before he could make his move, the goblin whistled, which caught Raze by surprise. 

 From nearby bushes, goblins emerged, all holding different weapons. 

 While he couldn't get an exact number, if he had to guess, there were easily more than 10.

 Which far exceeded his current capability of taking on. 

 The only reason he easily killed 20 before was because his gun had bullets, something he clearly lacked now. 

 But now, with just his spear and two bullets, it would be a miracle if he could take on even five goblins at once. 

 While there was also his innate rune's sub-effect to consider, he wasn't sure how exactly it worked, so he couldn't take it into consideration yet. 

 It was definitely in his best interest to avoid this fight and just continue observing. 

 'I really dodged a bullet by not coming out earlier'

 **

 One of the goblins that just came out spoke something to the brown-vested goblin from earlier. 

 But to Raze, it just sounded like some annoying screeches and noises that he couldn't understand. 

 After around a minute of these noises, it took out a sword and beheaded the brown-vested goblin in one swift and painless motion of the sword. 

 Raze was really surprised by this and almost stumbled back at the cruelty with which the goblin killed one of its kin, but he made sure to not make any noises. 

 After killing the brown-vested goblin, it walked towards the corpse of the wolf and shouted out some commands in its annoying voice. 

 Hearing its voice, all the other goblins that had come with it moved and helped carry the corpse of the wolf as they left the area, making their way through the dense forest. 

 They had just left the corpses of their comrades, who had hunted the fowl beast in the forest, to rot and get eaten by beasts.

 **

 After more than 10 minutes of them being gone, Raze finally stepped out of the bush he was hiding in. 

 He had already used his [farsight] to confirm that there were no more monsters nearby who could potentially harm him. 

 But still, one could never be too careful, so he was on guard for any potential threat that might come and harm him.

 "That was hardcore," Raze commented. 

 He was really shocked to see the display of cruelty and indifference towards their own kin by the goblins. 

 But thinking about it logically, the smell of blood that the brown-vested goblin was exuding would have probably attracted unnecessary predators. 

 Also, judging from all his wounds, the chances of him surviving the journey back were slim. 

 He was about to kill it for the same reason, so he was really in no position to judge. 

 'It doesn't really matter, I guess'

 Raze considered following the group of goblins back to their settlement to learn where they lived, but he quickly got the idea out of his head. 

 If he was discovered, it would spell doom for him, and even if he learned where they lived, it wouldn't help him immediately. 

 The risk just outweighed the loss. 

 Also, there was another reason he chose not to go, and that was to graverob. 

 Ever since earlier, he had his eyes on the bow and arrow that one of the goblins was wielding, and thanks to his class, he could use it quite well. 

 As well as the brown vest the leader was wearing. 

 Thanks to Raze being quite short as well as the goblin being taller than normal, they were about the same height, so he could wear the vest to provide some protection after he cleaned it. 

 The sword and shields, as well as the dagger the other goblins were using, were also potentially useful, so he planned to take them too. 

 Unfortunately, this was where the good news ended due to the spears being used by the goblins being too crude; they were broken by the wolf. 

 Maybe there was an argument to be made about using the sharp ends as projectiles if he was really desperate. 

 However, much to his dismay, his inventory had very limited space right now, and using this precious space on broken weapons just seemed beyond stupid. 

 As Raze slowly made his way through the corpses and graverobbed, he almost barfed due to how disgusting the whole scene was. 

 The whole ground was covered in green and red blood, which made the whole place smell like shit. 

 Raze had no doubt that some sort of beast would be arriving soon to feast on the corpses, so he had to hurry. 

 Sadly, that was easier said than done, as his hands were trembling due to disgust at touching and robbing the mutilated and headless corpses. 

 It took a lot of willpower for him to not stop and barf, but he still held on.

 'If this were still Earth, I would have probably been labelled a criminal for robbing the dead and hated by everyone'

 It was a bit funny how little time it had taken him to throw away the morals and teachings he had learned for the past 16 years in less than a few hours. 

 But maybe this was one of humanity's best abilities—to be able to adapt to any situation and improvise. 

 Finally, after a few minutes, he was done taking everything he was interested in. 

 He even disassembled the corpses a little to get the beast's core and runes. 

 Once he was done looting, he was about to leave, but before he did, there was one thing he wanted to try. 

 Placing his hand on the corpses of one of the goblins, he used his innate rune. 

 And surprisingly, the corpse disappeared into thin air, almost like it was never there. 

 "Now this is interesting."

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 17 - Possibilities Of Inventory and testing sub effect

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 "Inventory" 

 [11/100]

 1.Glock 22

 2. Black facemask

 3.crude steel knife

 4. plain steel spear. 

 5. Minor healing potion

 6. Crude steel knife

 7. plain bow

 8.quill and arrow x 30

 9. goblin corpses x 5

 10.leather Vest

 11. Crude steel sword

 "This is way better than expected" Raze praised. 

 It seemed that his inventory was even better than expected. 

 Not only did it let him store corpses, which already had some interesting implications and possibilities. 

 But it also let him stack the same items up to a certain amount. 

 This was really good, as it allowed him to really optimise his 100 item limit. 

 Initially, he was a bit worried, as he thought he would be wasting most of his storage space with useless disposable items and weapons for his sub effect but, it seems his worries were for naught. 

 He would have still preferred a combat oriented innate rune instead of his utility one, but constantly complaining about what he had instead of using everything he had to its full potential will just get him killed. 

 And that wasn't something he could allow. 

 "Even with the corpses gone, it still stinks" he muttered in annoyance at the bad stench as he scrunched his nose. 

 Originally, he was planning on just leaving this area, but now he had another idea. 

 If his guess was correct, nearby monsters should be moving towards this area, attracted by the strong smell of blood that still permeated this area. 

 Raze took out the corpse of a headless goblin and placed it in a clearly visible position to entice any beast that came here to feast on it. 

 As for Raze himself, he left the area and climbed a nearby tree. 

 It was a bit tough at first, but he had some experience climbing trees as a child with his dad, and his enhanced stats made it even easier. 

 Before long, Raze was atop a tall tree branch, hidden from plain sight. 

 His plan was simple: wait and see what kind of monsters come and potentially hunt them down. 

 Using his gun in the forest was a big no go due to all the noise it would make, which would attract monsters. 

 Fortunately, he had gotten a bow recently, which he should be able to effectively use to hunt thanks to his class benefit. 

 But there was another thing he wanted to try, and that was to use the subeffect of his innate rune. 

 His subeffect was the sole combat applicability that his innate rune possessed, and before making any further plans, he needed to know how effective it was. 

 **

 It had now been 20 minutes, and Raze had almost given up thinking that no monster was about to come. 

 Or so he thought, but he was proven wrong as a lone red hound similar to the one the gang of goblins had hunted showed up.

 The wolf-like beast looked around, trying to gauge any threat, but it seems like the beast didn't possess much intelligence as it didn't bother to look up in the trees, meaning Raze was still unseen. 

 The beast relaxed, not seeing any threat, and rushed towards the lone corpse on the ground and pounced on it to feast. 

 It teared the dead goblin apart limb by limb as it feasted on it hungrily, not caring in the slightest about all the mess it was making. 

 Raze was once again unsettled by the extremely gory and bloody sight and even felt a bit unafraid, but now wasn't the time to be scared. 

 For the past 20 or so minutes, he has been waiting for this exact moment. 

 If he hesitated now, there was no way he could survive and clear this dreadful tower. 

 With his resolve strengthened, he activated the subeffect of his innate rune. 

 As he did, he felt a tiny, negligible, but still noticeable amount of energy that he presumed to be mana leaving his body. 

 Barely taking a single second, a bright, small blue portal formed in front of Raze. 

 The portal was slightly bigger than his palm and didn't make any sound while forming. 

 He was a bit worried the beast might notice the portal forming, but the beast seemed too focused on the corpse it was devouring to detect the threat. 

 Raze didn't know why, but he almost instinctively knew how to use this portal, almost like the knowledge was always there and had just gotten unlocked now. 

 With a single mental command, he sent the F grade steel knife he had obtained on the first floor flying. 

 Raze felt even more of his mana getting drained, before he even knew it almost all his mana was gone, which left him in a fatigued and exhausted stage. 

 Now, the question was: was it worth it? 

 The knife flew in a straight line towards the unsuspecting beast at an incredible speed, too fast for Raze to see. 

 ~Whistle~

 It whistled in the air, which ended up alerting the beast, but it was already too late. 

 In less than the blink of an eye, the knife made contact with the head of the beast, and before Raze could even process anything. 

 ~Swoosh~

 Blood and innards flew everywhere as the head of the beast exploded upon contact, killing it instantly. 

 [Ding! Climber has gained a new beast shard]

 Raze couldn't believe his eyes at the sheer devastation caused by his power. 

 Before long, he was able to reel back his shock and almost laugh at the sight before him. 

 He climbed down the tree he was on as he moved closer to observe the devastation caused by his power. 

 Red blood and innards painted the ground and were combined with the green blood and innards of the goblin from earlier, which created a truly disgusting and eye-breaking scene. 

 Even the smell of death from before was enhanced multiplefold, which would be enough to cause any normal person to vomit. 

 And yet, despite seeing all this, Raze didn't do any of that and instead smiled as he whispered. 

 "Maybe climbing this tower might not be as impossible as I thought"

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 18 - Two Main Problems

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Raze had been hunting for the past few hours.

 He wasn't sure how much time had passed, but it was getting pretty late, and he was also getting tired, so he decided to take refuge in a pretty tall tree. 

 For the past few hours, he hadn't been slacking off and instead hunting. 

 "Status"

 ------------------------------------------------------------

 Name:Raze Brightheart

 Race:Human

 Age:16

 Class: Magic Archer

 Rank: Apprentice

 Alignment: Chaotic Neutral

 Gift from ??? : Black Box [Locked]

 Innate Rune: Inventory (F) 

 Elemental Affinity:Water,Ice

 Mana Circle: 1st Water Circle

 Vessel Limit: 120

 Beast Shard:41

 Strength: 7

 Endurance:6

 Agility:7

 Mana:21

 Runes: [Mana Flow], [Mana Surge], [Far Sight]

 ------------------------------------------------------------

 [12/100]

 1.Glock 22

 2. Plain black mask

 3. Plain steel spear. 

 4. A minor healing potion

 5. A crude steel knife

 6. Crude bow

 7. Quill and Arrow x 26

 8. Goblin corpses x 4

 9. Feral hound corpses x 6

 10. One-horned racoon corpses x 10

 11. Plain Steel Sword

 12.Leather Vest

 "Not bad," Raze muttered in satisfaction. 

 He had worked really hard over the past few hours, doing nothing but hunting. 

 Around 16 monsters or so had been killed by him till now on this floor.

 Out of which, 7 dropped beast shards, which he invested in his strength and agility. 

 In all his hunts, Raze always made sure to never directly engage with any monster and made sure to kill them in one clean shot to reduce the chance of it retaliating. 

 Just like he had guessed, he was able to easily use the bow, just like he had used the gun earlier, all thanks to his class. 

 This was very good for him, as he finally had a way to properly fight without worrying about running out of ammo or mana or risking his life in close range.

 The only problem was that his arrows weren't that strong, and unless he hit the weak and vulnerable spot of the beast, it would be unable to pierce and deal actual damage. 

 Not to mention, while the number of his arrows was greater than his bullets, they were still very limited, and he needed to be extremely careful in how he used them. 

 He was basically treating his limited supply of arrows like gold, as his very life depended on them. 

 And yet, despite this, he had lost four whole arrows for various reasons, such as testing or arrows breaking for one reason or another. 

 Every time Raze lost an arrow, he felt the chances of him surviving slimming. 

 One thing was clear, and that was that he needed way more arrows or some other source of ammunition if he wanted to use them effectively without needing to worry about running out. 

 Of course, that was easier said than done, as he had no idea where to get more arrows. 

 The only lead he had was hopefully finding the goblin settlement, but that was obviously not going to be easy. 

 Now, this led to his second problem, which was his innate rune, or rather, the subeffect that it had. 

 For convenience sake, Raze had decided to name them gates. 

 Initially, he was extremely excited about it and the power it allowed him to output. 

 There was one thing he failed to consider, and that was the sheer amount of mana it required to use. 

 While the mana needed to open the gates themselves wasn't a problem, the mana needed to actually fire projectiles using it very much was. 

 In just a single use, he had almost used up all his mana. 

 Of course, this was probably due to his lack of proper control, which led him to waste a lot of mana and maybe even use more mana than needed, which caused his knife to get destroyed after just a single use. 

 Which meant he only had one more knife left to use for his gate. 

 Raze had tried to use his gates with the arrows that he had, but the arrows were apparently too badly made and got destroyed mid-air due to being unable to handle the pressure from the gates. 

 Maybe it could be useful in close range, but at that point he may as well just use his spear. 

 Unfortunately, for him, this wasn't where his problems ended. 

 Apparently, after he fired a weapon through his gate, he had zero control over its trajectory, and it could only go straight. 

 This was obviously a massive flaw and made his weapons easier to dodge; thankfully, the speed of the attack at least subsided this weakness a little bit. 

 But he still wasn't a fan of it and was definitely on the lookout for anything that would allow him to control his projectiles, even if just a little bit. 

 Sadly, there wasn't anything he could do about it at the moment. 

 And as if all this wasn't bad enough, there was another problem: he could only open one gate at a time. 

 This wasn't because of some sort of mental or mana strain, but simply because it just didn't work. 

 He had tried for a long time to open a second gate, only to be met with disappointment each time. 

 From what he understood, these gates were a lot more limited than he initially expected, and while he wanted to open multiple gates and just spam projectile attacks in practice, it wasn't really possible. 

 At least for the current him. 

 It might be possible in the future, but for that, he needed to actually survive long enough, which was looking more and more tough as time went on. 

 So he needed to be really careful with his gates and treat them as sort of his trump card. 

 Ultimately, the main thing he had learned today was that even though his class and innate rune made it out to be like he was going to be some sort of long-range fighter, in practice he just didn't have the means or resources to support such a fighting style. 

 Which meant it was only a matter of time until he needed to fight up close with his spear. 

 This was the reason why he had invested in his strength and agility today to prepare for this upcoming close range fight. 

 However, all of this was for tomorrow; he was too tired right now, and since he was going to be risking his life, he might as well do it once in as good of a condition as possible. 

 A lot had happened today, and while he had somewhat come to terms with all of it, his mind and body still needed rest. 

 'Ah, right before I forget, I haven't eaten or drank anything ever since I came into this world, but, meh, I'll figure it out tomorrow'

 'Hopefully I don't get killed in my sleep tonight'

 With that thought, Raze entered the sweet world of dreams. 

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 19 - A little Paranoia A Day, Keeps Death Away

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 "This sucks" Raze sighed in defeat.

 He had big and deep dark circles under his eyes as he had failed to sleep despite his best efforts for the past few hours. 

 Apparently his last thought about a monster showing up had spooked him too much and caused his paranoia to act up. 

 Due to which he couldn't sleep. 

 It was still pretty dark, and he couldn't really tell the time, but if I had to guess, it was probably already past 2 a.m. 

 Usually he would be asleep by now, and yet here he was today, walking aimlessly through a dangerous forest with his spear in hand. 

 His stomach hurt from hunger, and his throat was parched from thirst. 

 'I hate this'

 At this point, he had pretty much given up on keeping track of how many times he had complained in just the past few hours. 

 While he had been trying his best to adapt and survive, the changes in his world and lifestyle were far too extreme for him to just get used to. 

 But, alas, there was nothing he could do except throw it out. 

 'God, that sounds so cringe' Raze almost wanted to cry due to how cringe-worthy that slang was.

 He remembered hearing his classmates use that slang when he was still in school, so he also wanted to try it out. 

 A decision he very much regretted. 

 After this, Raze went on a whole internal tangent about how cringe-worthy modern-day slang his classmates used to use was. 

 Of course, the reason he distracted himself like this in the middle of such a dangerous place wasn't random but rather very deliberate.

 He was trying to distract himself from his growing hunger and thirst. 

 If he remembered correctly, he had read somewhere that by not thinking about one's hunger, it was possible to endure it for longer than normal, and it seemed to be working.

 Of course, such a method had a very obvious flaw, and that was that he was distracted and could potentially be attacked from anywhere, so he chose to stop thinking about stupid things and focus on what he needed to do here. 

 His plan today was pretty simple, and it involved getting experience using his spear as well as securing food and water. 

 One might wonder why he wasn't just not eating the meat of the monsters he had killed and had in his inventory. 

 The answer to that was pretty obvious. 

 It was too disgusting for him to lower himself to eat that nasty and dirty meat. 

 After all, Raze was a modern-day person, so for him to lower himself to eat uncooked and nasty monster meat was too unbelievable. 

 And this was without even considering all the potential hygiene issues eating something like that would have. 

 So for now, he was just looking for some fruits and berries to eat. 

 'Hopefully they're not poisonous.

 As that thought passed through his head, he stopped. 

 'Fuck me sideways' 

 Raze almost wanted to cry out in anger at his overly paranoid mind, which constantly kept scaring him with thoughts like this. 

 Now that the possibility of whatever fruit and mushroom he found being poisonous had been planted inside his head, there was no way he could eat any of them. 

 'It would be too embarrassing if I died on the second floor due to eating some poisonous fruit like an idiot'

 And technically speaking, he wasn't that wrong in a completely unknown environment like the one he found himself in. 

 The chances of whatever fruit he decided to eat being poisonous were overwhelmingly high. 

 In the end, he had no choice but to eat monster meat if he wanted to survive. 

 "Fuck this world"

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 20 - Fire

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 With his choice pretty much already made, Raze had no choice but to follow through.

 Thankfully, it wasn't all bad, as even if he was eating monster meat, he could at least make it somewhat edible and less disgusting. 

 It would have been better if he had stuff like salt and spices to enhance the flavour, but beggars can't be choosers. 

 Now he just had one more question left. 

 'How exactly does one make fire?'

 He had tried to use the tower shop earlier on the floor, but apparently he couldn't access it. 

 Which was really annoying, as it would have really helped him out if he could. 

 Raze was just like any other modern-day person who survived by relying on technology, so he naturally didn't have many survival skills. 

 The only thing that came to mind was that video of a guy producing fire with a twig on some leaves that he had seen once. 

 There was also another method that he knew involved using sharp rocks, but he wasn't sure how exactly it worked, so he left it as a backup. 

 Since Raze was pretty much at home most of the day, he didn't have much to do, which left him with a lot of free time. 

 He used to watch random videos and read novels. 

 Who knew all the time he thought was wasted would actually come back to help him one day? 

 'I guess life has a funny way of doing things in that sense'

 He wasn't sure if it would work, but he had to at least try. 

 Sadly, making fire for food wasn't his only problem. 

 If he carelessly made fire to cook, it would end up attracting nearby beasts towards him. 

 Which would end very badly as he wasn't confident in fighting multiple monsters at once. 

 The only solution he could think of was to constantly be on the lookout with his [Farsight] and snipe anything that came too close with his bows. 

 It wasn't the perfect solution, but it will have to do, and besides, if something dangerous happens, he should hopefully be able to run away in time. 

 Raze had zero ego about this kind of stuff, as the current him was weak, and this was something he fully accepted. 

 If he ever thought a situation was dangerous and he had the option, he would run away without hesitation. 

 After all, his life was more important than anything else. 

 With a relatively clear idea of what he needed to do, he got to work. 

 **

 In just a few minutes, Raze had found a pretty clear area for him to make camp in. 

 The ground was clear for a few metres around and had a tall tree for him to climb on so that he could snipe. 

 He had already used his [Farsight] to scout around, and he didn't see any dangerous monsters. 

 But that was still not enough for him to lower his guard, as he was familiar with the fact that  danger always strikes once one lets their guard down. 

 Even before, he had always been pretty paranoid, especially after losing his parents and legs, and his mind had a very messed-up way of torturing him by making up implausible and harrowing scenarios. 

 And this quality of his had only become even worse after his transmigration. 

 He knew that too much paranoia and anxiety were just as bad as overconfidence and would lead to an untimely death.

 Maybe his paranoia was caused by his obsession with clinging to life and not wanting to die. 

 It was a very normal wish, but for him, it seemed to be doing more harm than good. 

 'Hopefully I will become less paranoid after getting more powerful in the future.'

 The fact that he was still very weak and almost every single creature in this forest had the ability to end his life was definitely playing a part in his paranoia. 

 Alas, despite recognising the problem with his thought process, there was nothing he could do except keep it at bay. 

 "Anyways, I should focus on making food instead of these useless things."

 He had already gathered plenty of dry leaves and wood for his attempt. 

 Whether he would be able to eat anything today or end up starving depended on his ability to generate fire. 

 Raze arranged the dry leaves in the pattern he remembered from the video. 

 It wasn't identical, but it should be close enough. 

 Now all that was left was the actual tough part: arranging the twig in the middle of the leaf, he started rubbing his hands around it vigorously and as fast as possible to generate fire. 

 After a few seconds of rubbing, his hands started hurting, but he still didn't stop and kept going. 

 And surprisingly, after a few more seconds, white smoke started coming out. 

 "Cough"

 "Cough"

 Due to his close proximity to it, the smoke made him cough a little, but despite this, he didn't look troubled at all. 

 And instead, he had a small smile on his face, and it only grew wider after seeing the small fire that was burning the dry leaves around the twig. 

 "Well, I'd be damned  it actually worked," Raze exclaimed in surprise. 

 Honestly, he didn't really have much hope when he started making this fire, but apparently all those random videos he had watched weren't so useless after all. 

 But he didn't let his excitement get the better of him as he fed the fire dry leaves and small chunks of dry wood to keep it burning. 

 After doing that, he made a very primitive, medium-length wooden structure and affixed it atop the fire. 

 The structure was tall enough to not get burned while also being short enough to let the heat from the fire reach whatever was on it. 

 Next, he took out the meat of a one-horned racoon he had hunted from his inventory. 

 A decently long wooden stick with the body of a small, hornless, and hairless racoon in the middle of it appeared in his hand. 

 Raze was by no means a professional butcherer, but he was at least good enough to take out the horn atop its head, the glands it had, and the hair on its body, just leaving the meat. 

 He had also tried his best to remove fat, but he had done a pretty poor job. 

 But, for his first time, it wasn't too bad and should definitely be edible. 

 With a bit of effort, he managed to affix the stick with the racoon meat to the wooden structure from earlier and left it to cook. 

 Making sure to rotate periodically. 

 He almost wanted to relax a little, but he couldn't; after all, the real dangerous part was just beginning. 

 Perfectly aware of the potential dangers of igniting a fire in the middle of a forest, he climbed the nearby tree and activated [Farsight], ready to snipe any creature stupid enough to target the smoke coming from the fire. 

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 21 - Disgusting Meat

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 "Well, that went better than expected" Raze said as he climbed down the tree.

 Over the last few minutes, a couple of creatures seemed to be moving towards the smoke. Too bad for them; they were all sniped by Raze before they even knew what hit them. 

 It's a bit of a shame that he didn't get any new beast shards, but as long as he wasn't dead, he didn't mind. 

 After all, there were plenty of opportunities to gain shards in the future, but only one life. 

 The racoon meat was done cooking, so now all that was left was to eat it and leave the area as soon as possible. 

 Thanks to his [farsight], he was able to observe the nearby monsters, and from what he saw, they didn't look that strong, but since he wasn't that strong either, they could still pose a threat to him. 

 Another interesting thing he had observed was the goblins in the forest, or rather, the lack of them. 

 That's right, even with his [Farsight], he hadn't seen even a single one, and if not for the scene of hunting he had stumbled upon by accident earlier, he wouldn't even know that there were goblins in this forest. 

 'It seems the goblins are a lot smarter and more coordinated than I initially gave them credit for'

 If he had to guess that the goblins spent most of their time in their settlement, wherever that is, and only came out in big groups to hunt,. 

 Even he had to admit that this was a very smart tactic, as while individually the goblins might not be that dangerous.

 Their insidious intelligence, weapons, and lack of self-preservation instinct when faced in large groups are not enemies anyone would want to face, and this obviously included Raze himself. 

 At this point, he was pretty sure that he was supposed to kill the heir of the goblin tribe in order to clear the floor. 

 While he didn't have any conclusive proof for his assessment, he was pretty sure that it was true.

 'Oh well, I don't need to concern myself with all of this right now; let's just move on to the food.'

 Finally, he put out the fire that he had painstakingly created in fear of it attracting more beasts. 

 As he took the meat from the wooden tool, it looked well cooked, almost as if made by an actual chef. 

 Of course, this wasn't actually the case, and honestly, Raze didn't even think it was cooked completely, but it didn't matter as long as it was edible. 

 It felt a bit weird to eat something that so closely resembled the racoons from his previous world, but it was much better than the alternatives of eating the dog like monster or goblin, which resembled small and very horrid-looking humans and would probably give him at least 20 different diseases. 

 Deciding to stop thinking about it, he took a bite. 

 As he tried to chew the meat, it felt rubbery and was hard to bite through, but with a bit of effort, he succeeded. 

 'This shit so ass'

 The meat felt uncooked, unseasoned, grimy, and full of fat; never in his whole life had he eaten something so disgusting. 

 The taste almost made him puke it out, but he didn't, as he needed sustenance to survive. 

 It took a few very long seconds for him to finish it, and once he did, he had to take some long breaths just to relax and mentally prepare himself to eat the rest of it and not barf. 

 **

 "God, that was awful," Raze complained after finishing the food.

 Eating the meat that he had cooked was definitely one of the worst experiences of his life and something he never wanted to repeat. 

 Alas, he could do nothing but shudder in horror at the realisation that he needed to eat this monster meat for as long as he was on this floor and potentially until he completed the tutorial. 

 It was at this moment that Raze vowed to himself to learn cooking once he managed to get out and always carry food in his inventory. 

 'I hope I didn't get any diseases from that shit I just ate'

 He hoped, though he wasn't that convinced. 

 "Anyways, let's get moving."

 He had already removed all traces of his presence in the area and was preparing to go to the river he had seen with his [Farsight] earlier. 

 That's right, he finally had the solution to his water problem. 

 He had seen a few monsters around the area earlier, but as long as he was careful, he should be fine, or at least he hoped so. 

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 22 - River

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Raze moved through the forest with his spear.

 He was on high alert and making sure not to make any unnecessary noise.

 There weren't many monsters around the area, and even the ones that were present were few in number. 

 'Maybe the luck I never had in my past life has finally caught up with me,' he jokingly thought. 

 Eventually, after 20 minutes of walking, he finally reached the river, and as expected, a few monsters were already gathered there. 

 Thankfully, they all looked pretty weak, and there weren't that many present in the first place. 

 six one-horned racoons calmly drinking water from the river, and one feral beast hound. 

 Both races seemed to be in harmony and weren't attacking each other. 

 They just calmly drank water from the river while ignoring each other's existence. 

 Aside from these seven monsters, there didn't seem to be anyone or anything that could pose a threat nearby.

 Raze was still hidden behind a bush a few hundred metres away from the spot and was observing the scene with [Farsight].

 Since they still didn't know of his existence, now was the perfect time to snipe them from afar safely. 

 Taking out the trusty bow that he had been relying on for this whole floor, he affixed three arrows to it before rotating the whole thing horizontally. 

 A small blue gate also manifested to the right of him as the tip of a steel knife poked out. 

 He wasn't really worried about missing thanks to his class benefits or about the distance, as he had already sniped from much farther away in the past. 

 The only thing that slightly worried him was that there were more monsters nearby that somehow escaped notice from his [Farsight], but he couldn't afford to worry about them now. 

 Having steadied his hand and locked sight on his target, he released his hand as the arrows flew through the air.

 Rapidly making way towards their unsuspecting targets, and the same for the knife fired from his gate, which headed towards the feral beast. 

 ~swish~

 A whistle sound was made by the projectiles flying through the air, but it was too silent to be heard until it was too late. 

 By the time the monsters were able to hear the sound, they were already dead. 

 Three one-horned racoons and one feral beast had died in just a single moment without even knowing what had happened. 

 The remaining racoons started panicking and attempted to flee, but their panicked movement was made all the more obvious thanks to [Farsight], and they were sniped mere moments later. 

 This was the terror and might of a sniper capable of killing others from afar without even needing to show them. 

 While their combat ability was limited in close to midrange or if their location was compromised, as long as they could maintain their distance and stay hidden, they were unbeatable. 

 Even after killing the monsters, Raze didn't show himself, instead choosing to stay hidden, waiting for some abomination to show itself. 

 After roughly 5 minutes of waiting when nothing showed itself, he finally got out of his hiding spot and moved towards the river, hoping to finally get some water and also claim the bodies of his prey. 

 The bodies, or monsters, were really valuable for a number of reasons and could also be sold to the tower for TP.

 While others couldn't really claim the bodies of their hunt inside the tower due to difficulty carrying them,. 

 The same wasn't the case for Raze with his inventory; while his innate rune wasn't the best in combat, the sheer amount of utility it provided was almost unmatched. 

 So it would be stupid to not take full advantage of it.

 Once he was done collecting the bodies of victims, he moved away from the spot and quickly shifted his attention towards the river. 

 There was still monster blood on the ground, which was sure to attract other abominable beasts, not to mention that the river itself was already a hotspot, which was sure to attract many nearby beasts. 

 One's which he had no intention of meeting. 

 He had only come to drink some water to sustain his body and leave, which was exactly what he planned to do. 

 "Hopefully this water is safe," he silently muttered, hoping to not get any weird diseases from drinking water from a river in the tower. 

 'The monsters drinking from it earlier seemed fine, so it should probably be safe' he convinced himself before bending down to take some water in his hand and drink it all in one gulp. 

 ~gulp~

 Once the wet water made its way through his parched and dry mouth, Raze felt a kind of bliss like he had rarely felt before. 

 It was truly a heavenly experience, as he finally understood why all the people in movies often dreamed about water in the desert. 

 Being able to drink cold and fresh water after not having drank anything for multiple days was a kind of blissful experience that he couldn't really explain to someone who hadn't felt it before. 

 'Since I have water elements, I wonder if I'll be able to make drinking water in the future.' It was a simple passing thought. 

 But the prospect of not needing sources of water in the future and just being able to make his own is really exciting. 

 Raze spent the next few minutes doing nothing but enjoying the cold and fresh water. Of course, he was still attentive to his surroundings to not get snuck up on. 

 "Ah, that felt good," he beamed, glad to have made the decision to come to this river. 

 Over the last few minutes, he hadn't just drank water but also tried to carry some in his inventory, which he failed miserably in. 

 He could probably do it if he put it in a bottle or cannister first before placing it in his inventory. Too bad he didn't have either of those with him at the moment. 

 "Oh, well, it is what it is," he consoled himself. 

 Now that he was done drinking, he was preparing to leave the area and go far away to finally start working towards clearing the mission.

 As he had already fixed his food and water problems while also scouting the area around him and failing to find anything of note. 

 Which led him to conclude that the settlement was in another part of the forest. 

 However, before he could start moving, he was distracted by a loud growl that came from behind him. 

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 23 - Failed Risk

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Red blood-like fur, bloodshot crazy eyes, roughly around 28 inches in height and 44 inches long.

 With scary yellow fangs showing from its mouth and disgusting saliva drooling down its face as well as crazy bloodshot eyes. 

 This was the description of the feral hound that had almost bit off Raze's head just moments earlier, if not for his quick reflexes. 

 It was the same beast that he had seen getting ganged up and killed by the group of goblins when he first came onto this floor. 

 The same monster was now eyeing Raze dangerously, wanting nothing more than to devour him alive. 

 'That was close' Raze reprimanded himself. 

 He had almost just died, despite doing his best to be as alert as possible. 

 If not for the hound growling earlier, he would have died for sure. 

 'I need to be more careful in the future. I'm not strong enough to be able to afford carelessness' 

 Once he was done reflecting on his mistake earlier, he moved his attention towards the beast in front of him. 

 The hound was certainly stronger than the average monster on this floor, but it wasn't something he couldn't deal with; after all, he had killed multiple of them already. 

 The only thing he needed to do was backstep, take out his bow, and shoot.

 Alternatively, he could also use his gate; now that he had gained some experience with it, he could use it considerably better than before. 

 And yet he did neither of those, instead opting to take out his E-rank steel spear. 

 That he had chosen for clearing up the first floor.

 His reasoning was simple; he had already acknowledged that it wasn't possible for him to stick to solely being a long-range fighter like he originally wanted. 

 The tower was deadly and unforgiving; those too rigid or inflexible to bend the way it wanted to adapt to whatever was thrown at them were the first ones to die. 

 As for why he had chosen to try fighting close range now out of all times, it was pretty simple. 

 He had already observed the surroundings as best he could in the few spare moments he had, and there didn't seem to be any other monster aside from this one feral hound nearby. 

 Plus, he had observed this race of monsters quite a bit over the last day and had a pretty good grasp on their primitive and mad behaviour, lacking any sense of self or care for their surroundings. 

 Not to mention the worst-case scenario, he still had his healing potion that he had bought; as long as he wasn't careless and didn't get fatally injured, he should be able to heal. 

 Fear was still gripping his body as he felt his heart beat fasten for even taking such an unnecessary risk and risking dying just to gain some experience. 

 Normally, he would have laughed at his current actions for choosing to do things the hard way when he had the easy way available to him.

 It also didn't make much sense to Raze himself; just what had changed so much in him in just a day to make him take such risks? 

 He truly didn't know, but what he did know was that he needed to clear the tower, and for that, he needed to be strong and flexible. 

 Envisioning the future of him with his family and believing that he could make reality by just climbing this tower was all he needed to do to find the courage to move his paralysed body and face the abomination running his way. 

 The hound was mere steps away from reaching him. 

 Raze wanted to bend forward and stab the hound, but it was already too close for a mid-range weapon like a spear. 

 So he did the next best thing and jumped sideways. 

 An action that was made easier thanks to his improved strength and agility. 

 His strength and agility were by no means superhuman, but they were much better than earlier. 

 He could feel his body exhibiting physical ability far above anything he had felt before. 

 Enough to dodge the leaping hound. 

 Thanks to his timely sidestep, the hound missed its target and went further than it wanted, leaving it vulnerable for a strike from behind. 

 An opportunity that wasn't missed by Raze, who gathered strength from his legs all the way to his arms and, with an arched back, extended his arm forward to stab the hound. 

 The movement felt foreign and unfamiliar to him due to his lack of experience, but for his first attempt, it wasn't bad. 

 Sadly, what the feral hound lacked intelligence was made up of naturally great instinct, which allowed it to dodge the stab by turning around horizontally, making it just far away to not get hit by the stab. 

 Worst of all, the attack missing wasn't even the worst part, but rather the fact that it left Raze vulnerable for a moment. 

 Something that the hound unfortunately didn't miss as it pounced on his arm and bit it. 

 "Ahhhhh!" Raze screamed in pain, a kind of unfamiliar pain that he had never experienced before ,assaulted his senses, threatening to make him lose consciousness. 

 Something that almost happened, but thankfully he managed to push through the pain, even if just for a moment with gritted teeth, and activated his gate. 

 Utilising the extremely close range, he used the hound to his advantage to make for a nearly unstoppable attack as he launched an arrow through it at extremely rapid speed. 

 The attack was completely unexpected by the hound and happened too fast for it to dodge, allowing it to bust his whole body apart. 

 Making its blood and disgusting innards fly everywhere and paint Raze in them as well as cover him in disgusting stench. 

 Yet Raze didn't care about any of this as the pain from his bitten hand continued, threatening to knock him out, and snot and tears leaked from his face. 

 "It hurts so much," he cried out, wanting nothing more than to fall unconscious to escape the pain and rest even for a moment. 

 But he simply couldn't. 

 The wound was bleeding, and unless he could somehow dress the wound soon, he was going to die of blood loss. 

 He had taken a risk, and it ended up blowing horribly in his face. 

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 24 - Wake Up Call

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 His flesh was torn as the bite marks had reached all the way to his bones and almost tore off his hand.

 Raze grimaced, looking at his hand. 

 He had already applied the single minor healing potion that he had and was currently watching his hand heal at a visible rate. 

 While yes, it still hurts a lot, the burning pain from earlier was slowly getting reduced.

 Given some time, it should be healed. 

 It really sucked that the healing of the potion wasn't faster or wasn't as intense as he had wanted. 

 Maybe this was just because of the low grade of the potion he used or that the wound was deeper than he expected; whatever it was, it forced him to bear through the pain of an almost ripped-off hand continuously. 

 Each second served to remind him of the risk he had taken and how badly it had blown up in his face. 

 The whole fight against the hound barely lasted a few seconds, even less than a minute, and yet just in that small frame of time, he had lost his arm and became a cripple, just like before. 

 Horror gripped his heart as he imagined a reality where he was a few moments late in activating his gate and had lost his hand, effectively turning into a cripple, just like in his past life. 

 Just the mere thought was enough to freeze his whole body in terror; he couldn't even imagine what it would have actually felt like if it had happened. 

 It was only now that he truly came to realise just how deadly the tower and all the abominations residing inside it truly were. 

 In less than two days, he had almost become crippled. 

 So far, he has just been sniping from afar without exposing himself to the monsters or danger. 

 'So this is what everyone else who needs to fight close range constantly feels?' 

 He shuddered just imagining it. By this point, it should have been no surprise to anyone that Raze was a coward who preferred dealing with issues before they could become a threat and in the most efficient way possible. 

 He was not someone used to pain or physical strain, and he also loved life too much to effectively fight in close range, so for someone like him to have a long-range class was great and suited him perfectly. 

 Even in the future, he was determined to dispose of threats from a distance in as advantageous a position as possible. 

 And yet he couldn't get rid of the single question that plagued his mind. 

 'What happens when I can't? '

 When the tower forces me into a close-range fight, the enemy is too strong to be killed with arrows, or maybe it attacks me by surprise. 

 There were countless different possible scenarios in the future that would force Raze out of his comfort zone. 

 'So when one of those scenarios inevitably unfolds, do I just give up and accept death?'

 "No, never!" he almost yelled, but remembered to stay quiet to not alert nearby monsters. 

 He was currently resting on a relatively faraway and tall tree, but one could never be too careful, so he ensured to stay quiet. 

 Anyway, moving back to what he was thinking about earlier,. 

 Since he couldn't always rely on his bow and would eventually need to get up close with his opponent, what choice did he have? 

 Was he supposed to somehow continue using his spear to fight with monsters despite the injury he just suffered? 

 His hand was almost lost just because he wanted to take a risk and gain experience.

 But then again, this only happened because he lacked experience. 

 So what was he supposed to make of the situation? 

 He needed to fight to gain experience, and he needed experience in fights to not die. 

 Currently, he was stuck in a confusing dilemma that he couldn't quite figure a way out of. 

 Ultimately, the only choice he had was to take risks and fight, even if it meant dying in the process. 

 Of course, there was the possibility of just grinding out stats long range for now and only going close range once he was significantly stronger than his foes. 

 But even he could acknowledge that such an approach was highly detrimental to his growth and made him get used to always fighting someone weaker than him. 

 Something that almost never happened in the tower.

 Learning in such a way was hardly any better than not knowing how to fight close range in the first place. 

 The thing that he desperately needed was experience, and to gain that experience, he needed to constantly risk his life. 

 "How did I go from desperately wanting to live just a day ago to being suicidal today?" he wanted to cry out. 

 Of course, the question was only rhetorical, as he already knew the answer. 

 It was obvious, even. 

 To survive in the dreadful and extreme situations that the tower constantly throws its challengers into. 

 Being flexible was perhaps even more important than simply having a lot of strength. 

 And as a novel reader, there was hardly anyone out there, at least right now, who knew this fact better than him. 

 He already knew this fact even before coming to the second floor, and yet he tried not to think about it. 

 The ease and convenience his long-range battle style offered further helped in forgetting about this. 

 Ultimately, it took almost losing his hand for Raze to be reminded of the deadly reality of the tower. 

 Out of the current thousand participants who had accepted the tower proposal to join alongside him, less than half were going to survive the tutorial.

 While he hadn't really even considered the possibility before, the chance of him being one of the many dead climbers whose hopes and dreams were crushed by the tower was astronomically higher than the chance of him clearing the tower. 

 The last battle had really served as a forceful wake-up call for him. 

 Leaving him no choice but to adapt like the tower wanted or get crushed under its indifference. 

 "Allocate all beast shards to endurance."

 His hand was already healed as he climbed down the tree. 

 "Let's start off with the weaker monsters."
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 Chapter 25 - Fruits Of Labour

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 ------------------------------------------------------------ 

 Name:Raze Brightheart

 Race:Human

 Age:16

 Class: Magic Archer

 Rank: Apprentice

 Alignment: Chaotic Neutral

 Gift from ??? : Black Box [Locked]

 Innate Rune: Inventory (F) 

 Elemental Affinity:Water,Ice

 Mana Circle: 1st Water Circle

 Vessel Limit: 120

 Beast Shard:41-->71

 Strength:7-->17

 Endurance:6-12

 Agility:7-->19

 Mana:21-->23

 Runes: [Mana Flow], [Mana Surge], [Far Sight]

 ------------------------------------------------------------

 [9/100]

 1.Glock 22

 2.Black facemask

 3. plain steel spear. 

 4. Crude bow

 5. Quill and Arrow x 25

 6. Goblin corpses x 4

 7. Final hound corpses x 20

 8. One horned racoon x 60

 9. crude steel sword

 "Phew, not bad." Raze Praised glad to have worked so hard over the past week. 

 That's right, it had been a whole week since he had entered the second floor and, subsequently, the tower itself. 

 He didn't know what all the other climbers had been doing over the past week. 

 As for him, he had been doing nothing but grinding out mobs and steadily raising his stats. 

 However, this time he hadn't used his bow at all. 

 Instead, focusing on using the spear and gaining experience with it. 

 Something he had made great progress in.

 By no means had he suddenly become an expert with the spear; however, he now at least knew his way around with it and was competent enough to feel confident using it. 

 Not to mention his stats had seen a great upgrade over the past week, all entering the double digits. 

 He had decided to mostly avoid investing in his mana since it was already high enough and would automatically go up once he made a new circle. 

 Not to mention, he didn't really have a need for it for now. 

 Instead, he chose to invest in his other stats, which were severely lacking earlier. 

 With his new stats, he was confident enough to be able to fight most monsters, at least on this floor. 

 While he wasn't certain of it yet, he definitely felt that he had finally surpassed the maximum limits of a peak-conditioned human in his old world. 

 If he were to go back, he could definitely break most, if not all, of the olympics records. 

 This was a good thing since his current circle was almost completely filled, which meant soon he would stop being able to increase his stats until he made a new circle. 

 Something that usually takes a long time. 

 Even with all that said, Raze was by no means close to the level of a superhuman; a single truck could probably hospitalise him. 

 Also, the chances of him being able to survive a fatal bullet hit were miniscule. 

 So even though he had 70+ beast shards all evenly spread, a few mundane things could still prove fatal to him. 

 And since this was the case for mundane things, one shouldn't even need to mention the things in the tower, which could probably end him with just a sneeze. 

 Knowing this was something that kept him humble, it ade sure to not let him grow overconfident in his abilities and end up biting more than he could chew. 

 He still needed to be extremely cautious when choosing what close-range fights to take and what to run away from, given the chance. 

 But, despite all this, he couldn't help but smile; after all, he had achieved his main goal of gaining experience. 

 Best of all, he still didn't die. 

 Though his body told a different story, various cuts and bruises riddled his body, and even his clothes were torn in various sections. 

 And yet he was still alive and not crippled. 

 He lost his only source of healing, which pushed him to the extreme and made him extremely careful with the fights he chose. 

 Leading him to develop a combat style that focused on defence and countering the enemy attack to end the fight as efficiently as possible with the least amount of effort from him. 

 It was still very crude and had many openings that could easily be seen and exploited by a master. 

 Thankfully, he was only fighting brainless, violent monsters running on instinct. 

 Even with all the flaws it had, Raze was very proud of what he had created, as he had done it without any external help, and the style really suited his cowardly personality, which preferred to avoid taking risks. 

 After the last risk he had taken, blowing horribly in his face and almost making him a cripple, he had learned his lesson of never doing anything similar in the future. 

 He wasn't the main character with plot armour who would always get rewarded for any risk they took while ensuring survival with their plot armour. 

 Instead, he was just like one of many other millions of different extras that no one cares about, and his whole existence was just for him to fill numbers and make the main characters shine brightly.

 Every risk he took was just unnecessarily teasing Lady Death. 

 While he had somehow managed to survive this time thanks to his quick thinking, but he wasn't sure about the next time. 

 He was extremely weak, and his body was very mortal. 

 All it would take was one unlucky encounter for him to meet an untimely end. 

 Speaking of risk, over the past week he has done a lot of reflecting on his encounter with the feral hound, on what he had done, and on what he could have potentially done better. 

 Ultimately, he had determined two major reasons for his near-death experience. 

 The first was his being too careless and rash. 

 When he saw the hound in an awkward position that he thought it couldn't dodge, he got excited and attacked it, in turn ending up in an awkward position himself. 

 He thought that he was going to win with that attack and failed to prepare a countermeasure for his failure. 

 This realisation played an integral role in the development of his current sword style. 

 Which involved always remaining calm no matter the situation and preparing a counter for your enemy's counter before every attack. 

 He recognised that such a battle style might be too inefficient and mentally taxing for the average person, but he was a genius, so it really didn't matter. 

 As for the second problem, it was much more obvious than the last one. 

 It was simply a lack of enough agility stats; had he been faster in his attack, even his untimely attack should have been able to seriously injure the hound.

 This was the reason why he had invested so much in agility. 

 Overall, he was now much stronger than earlier and had reached a level where he was confident enough to dispatch one or two hounds in close range at the same time, as evident by the tens of bodies lying lifelessly in his inventory. 

 "Well, that's enough about me; let's clear this floor now," he muttered as he got down the tree he was currently on. 
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 Chapter 26 - Making Progress

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Over the past week, killing monsters hasn't been the only thing that Raze has been doing.

 He had also been extensively searching for the goblin settlement so that he could finally clear this floor and move on.

 It had already been too long since he entered this floor. 

 Everyone is probably ahead of him by now. 

 But he still didn't regret his choice to stay on the second floor longer than he needed to. 

 After all, it had helped him start developing a battle style of his own while also getting close to saturating his circle. 

 "Ah, it should be that time now," he exclaimed, almost like remembering something, causing him to snap out of his thoughts. 

 Raze moved through the forest stealthily, making sure to not make any noise or get caught. 

 Until he could finally see it with [Farsight].

 A giant settlement comprising many small primitive wooden huts of all shapes and sizes, watch towers, and palisaide walls. 

 The whole settlement was bustling with life. 

 Goblin life, to be exact. 

 That's right, hundreds, if not thousands, of goblins could be seen roaming the settlement, going about their day doing whatever they needed to do. 

 Multiple intimidating armed goblins were standing guard on the walls, on the lookout for any possible intruder. 

 Raze had already seen this sight before, and yet his view of it hadn't changed in the slightest. 

 "This doesn't make sense."

 No matter how one tried to spin it, there was no way for goblins to suddenly get smart enough to design such an elaborate settlement. 

 With proper structure, order, architect, etc. 

 Even if one tried to argue that this is the tower and it doesn't need to make sense, they would be wrong. 

 Raze had seen goblins on this floor, and they were by no means smart enough to design and develop even half of what he was seeing. 

 So the question still remained.

 'How had such an intricate and elaborate civilisation of goblins formed on this floor?'

 Raze had spent the last few days pondering the issue and was left clueless. 

 Thankfully, things had changed now, as he now had an answer to his question. 

 Heading a few kilometres northeast from the goblin settlement, another settlement was located. 

 And to Raze's complete shock, this was actually a human settlement. 

 That's right, there were other humans on this floor aside from him. 

 But they weren't climbers like him, but rather residents of this floor. 

 While it may have been shocking at first, after thinking about it, everything starts making sense. 

 If humans were, for some reason, working with goblins, that would explain why their civilisation is so advanced. 

 While he wasn't really sure why it was happening, he at least had a lead. 

 Also, something quite curious that he had learned was that he could somehow understand the language of the local humans. 

 He wasn't sure how it was even possible other than just pinning it to the tower. 

 A few days ago, while spying on a few lone humans, he learned about some sort of exchange that was supposed to take place today. 

 Which was also the reason why he had stopped hunting today just to eavesdrop. 

 If he wanted to clear this floor, he needed information to make a plan. 

 He wasn't strong enough to charge into the goblin settlement and kill the child of their ruler or had the necessary skill set to sneak inside. 

 Just from his very little surface-level scouting, he could tell that both the human and goblin settlements were more advanced and well coordinated than he initially gave them credit for. 

 Not to mention the sheer absurd number of Boh settlements. 

 Unless he was careful and smart about his plan, he would just be quickly overwhelmed and killed. 

 His plan so far was simple; he just wanted to observe the whole exchange today before making a move. 

 Speaking of which, a group of five male guards, 12 innocent-looking children, and one elegantly dressed woman came into view. 

 The male had dark skin and short hair, with various white and red tattoos covering their body. 

 They also all held spears and had toned muscular bodies, most of which were exposed aside from their nether reigons, which were covered by some sort of breechcloth.

 The kids seemed quite short and young, and just like the guards weren't wearing much, looking closely, one could see their bones, signifying that maybe they weren't being fed properly. 

 But despite this, they had a big, bright, infectious smile on their faces as they cluelessly followed their fellow tribemen. 

 The women with them were a stark contrast to the men, whom he assumed to be her guards. 

 She had fair, white, clean skin with long, cascading black hair reaching all the way to her back. 

 Her entire body, which wasn't that tall in the first place, was covered in an elegant leaf dress without even a single inch of skin exposed. 

 Her dress had intricate red patterns on it, similar to the tattoos on her male companion's body. 

 The male guards seem to be dragging a large wagon with them. 

 Raze couldn't quite see what was inside the wagon due to it being covered. 

 However, he wasn't worried, as he knew his curiosity would be answered soon enough. 

 Assuming the humans didn't get killed by the goblins first. 

 The goblins raised their weapons and took a defensive stance, seeing them approach. 

 The male humans responded to their action in kind with their own weapon.

 Seeing this, Raze was pretty excited, as he anticipated a fight.

 But to his complete surprise, the fight he was expecting never happened. 

 As the human woman raised her hand,. 

 Her simple action demanded the attention of everyone present as she spoke. 

 "We mean no harm." Her voice was sweet and pleasant, instantly calming the hearts of anyone who heard it.

 It almost even worked on Raze, who was almost an entire kilometre away. 

 Until he snapped himself out of it. 

 'Wait, did I just hear her?'

 He suddenly realised this as confusion overtook him.

 But he had no chance to ponder the mystery, as his attention was caught by the scene he was observing. 

 Raze had expected the goblins to not understand her words and attack the humans. 

 And just like before, he was met with another surprise. 

 The goblins nodded at the humans almost as if they understood the girl, and they welcomed them inside the settlement with hospitality. 

 "What?"

 In the end, Raze was left all alone, with his confusion and questions unanswered. 

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 27 - More Questions Than Answers

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 As the group of humans led by the women made their way through the settlement, they were greeted by various goblins with hospitality.

 The goblins seemed to be saying something from their mouth movements, but Raze couldn't hear, not that he would've understood even if he were near. 

 But that didn't stop the human girl from replying. 

 "We appreciate the hospitality, Grelja."

 Just like last time, by just looking at her, he could somehow hear and understand her words. 

 'How curious'

 It felt very disorienting, almost like the words were being communicated inside his mind against his will. 

 And yet he didn't hate it, or rather, he couldn't. 

 The voice had a certain calming and soothing element to it that made him forget about the mortal danger to his life at all times on this floor. 

 'No, don't get distracted; you need to focus'

 He reminded himself to focus. 

 Continuous use of [Farsight] was putting a strain on his eyes as well as his already limited mana reserves. 

 But he knew that he couldn't stop; he needed information, and [Farsight] was the only way to get it. 

 So he continued looking despite the discomfort. 

 As the human woman moved, the men followed behind her, carrying a large and mysterious wooden cart, with 12 little innocent kids following behind them. 

 Eventually they reached the middle of the settlement and were greeted by a goblin with a bulky and relatively tall build. 

 Raze couldn't see it in detail, but from what he saw, it looked to have an angry and ferocious disposition based on its face with its scrunched-up eyes and brows. 

 It seemed to be annoyed at seeing the humans. 

 Strangely enough, despite its skin colour and pointy ears, it strangely resembled a human. 

 But that didn't let Raze distract him from the warning signs; his senses were screaming. 

 The goblin was unharmed, and yet almost instinctively, he felt as if his presence was discovered by it; he would die within seconds. 

 'Why does that one look so wrong?'

 Raze found himself asking almost subconsciously, but just like usual, his questions went unanswered. 

 So he did the only thing he could do and continued observing. 

 The bulky goblin looked lone and unarmed, but even his mere presence was enough to tense up the human guards. 

 Ultimately, Raze came to the conclusion that this must be the goblin chief, or at least someone connected to them. 

 "I pay my respect to the chief."

 The woman greeted him with respect in her tone, and as usual, Raze was able to hear her loud and clear in his head, which also served to confirm his hypothesis about the goblin earlier. 

 The goblin chief replied to her in annoying gnarls that Raze couldn't hear, not that it mattered. 

 Both of them didn't talk much and seemed to only exchange pleasantries. 

 Which led him to believe that they weren't actually close and were only there for 'official business', whatever that is. 

 Of course he could be wrong since his understanding was very one-sided, but for some reason he felt he was pretty close to the mark. 

 After a brief moment of time, the male guards pushed the wooden crate in front towards the goblin chief without uttering even a word. 

 Upon receiving it, the chief took out the cloth covering the crate as he took out some sort of sword from inside it. 

 The sword didn't look that well made and was pretty crude, especially compared to the spear that Raze had gotten from the tower after clearing the first floor. 

 Seeing the sword up front, the goblin chief flashed a hideous smile, which disgusted Raze, but the humans already seemed used to such sights. 

 He examined the sword closely before swinging it around in the air as it whistled through the air quietly. 

 After a few seconds, he put it back, took out a spear, and repeated the process before doing it again with a dagger. 

 Eventually, after a few minutes, he was finally done examining all the weapons inside the crate, and judging from his expression, he seemed pretty satisfied. 

 With the cloth taken off, Raze could see inside the crate, and from what he could make out, it was filled to the brim with close to a hundred different weapons. 

 'So that's where these goblins have been getting their weapons from,' he thought to himself. 

 It finally made sense how the goblins had been getting weapons, which, while crude by human standards, were probably revolutionary for them. 

 Initially, he wanted to think that maybe they had made them themselves.

 But just from his brief encounter with them, he could tell they weren't smart enough to develop even the concept of weapons themselves, let alone actually make them.

 Now it finally made sense about what was going on. 

 Since these tribe people had helped goblins with weapons, it wouldn't be a stretch to think they also helped make the intricate architecture for the settlement as well as establish order. 

 The only question left was why. 

 Why were these tribal people helping devolvep monsters? 

 "Something smells fishy."

 Despite having questions, Raze couldn't afford to get distracted. 

 After taking the crate with the weapon, the chief called out as roughly more than 50 different goblins showed up. 

 Raze almost thought the goblins had decided to betray the humans, but the unarmed status of the goblins who had shown up as well as the calm demeanour of the humans told him otherwise. 

 "Thank you; we will take good care of them," the woman said once again, allowing Raze to hear. 

 The goblins smiled upon hearing it. 

 'What's going on?' Raze found himself asking. 

 "And as a final token of goodwill, please take good 'care' of our tribal children," the woman said, gesturing the kids with her to move towards the goblin chief. 

 The kids didn't seem to know what was going on but probably had complete and blind faith in the women as they followed words without hesitation. 

 They also seemed to be saying something, but unlike the women, Raze couldn't hear or understand them.

 Hearing their words, the women just smiled brightly and nodded. 

 Eventually, she left with the guard and the almost 50 goblins, while the kids who had come with her stayed behind. 

 "Just what is going on on this floor?"

 Raze had come to eavesdrop on this meeting to obtain answers, but in the end, he was leaving with more questions than answers. 
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 Chapter 28 - Infiltration

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 It had now been 10 days since Raze's start on the second floor.

 The day was perfectly normal and peaceful for goblins, just like usual after signing a peace treaty with humans. 

 Ever since joining forces with humans a few years ago, the majority of the goblin population has lived in harmony and comfort until the end of their natural lifespan. 

 Even their standard of living had increased drastically, it was truly a dream come true for them. 

 While most of them weren't big fans of most humans, they were all fond of the human girl, as she was the only one who could understand them, and vice versa. 

 Not to mention, she had a calm and relaxed demeanour, and her voice was soothing for anyone who heard it. 

 Which caused most of them to blame the humans hospitality on her.

 It wouldn't be an exaggeration to say that she was the main link that connected the two races.

 Due to this, both races were grateful to her and attributed the age of peace and prosperity that they enjoyed to her. 

 However, their years of peace were about to be disturbed today as a certain extra had at last decided to make his move. 

 **

 ~Skrush~

 Stop

 Every goblin in the bustling settlement stopped dead in its tracks as a single ant, or rather, a monster ant, burrowed its way out of the ground and skewered an innocent goblin in a single moment.

 The ant was pretty large—about the size of a truck—and had a thick iron shell covering its body, with two long, vice-like grey teeth sticking out. 

 It had large, round, and red eyes with two small, thin antlers sticking out of its head. 

 Following its sudden attack, around 19 more similar-looking ants showed up on the ground and attacked anything and everything in sight. 

 Panic and hysteria spread amongst the goblins, who had never seen any race other than goblins or humans other than on the dinner table, as they ran around trying to find cover. 

 Within a brief moment of the invasion, arrows rained down from the sky as the goblins stationed at the walls finally took action. 

 But unfortunately, their arrows did more harm than good. 

 The arrows were too weak to pierce the ant monster's thick outer shells, so they just bounced off. 

 The arrows just ended up doing more harm than good, as they ended up piercing many of the panicking goblins. 

 But that didn't deter the archer goblins, as they continued to shoot, hoping to pierce the thick outer shell. 

 As for the close-range goblins, they rushed forward rapidly as they brandished their weapons, prepared to risk their lives for their people. 

 The ants spread throughout the village, which made them harder to contain as they ravaged through the settlement, claiming the lives of multiple innocent goblins.

 The weapons of the guard goblins appeared useless as they failed to pierce the ants thick shell. 

 Everyone who came close to the steel ants was crushed to bits within seconds, without exception. 

 But it wasn't all bad for the goblins, as while their weapons were unable to pierce the ant shell, they were certainly doing damage as scars started appearing on the ant shell. 

 Ultimately, it was only a matter of time before they were successfully pierced and the monster they were protecting died. 

 After all, there were thousands of goblins in this settlement and only 20 ants. 

 Even if there were some casualties, the result of this invasion was obvious. 

 But strangely enough, even amidst this chaos, there was one particular 'goblin' who calmly strolled through the street, doing his best to not get spotted or attacked as he made his way through the settlement. 

 **

 'Phew, that went well better than expected,' Raze thought after hiding behind a lonely corner, still not daring to speak normally. 

 Over the past 4 days, Raze hasn't been just lazing around and instead has focused solely on gathering information about this floor. 

 According to that meeting he had witnessed a few days ago, it was obvious there was more to this floor than what met the eye. 

 While he wasn't really interested in some deep, hidden lore of a tutorial floor that he was never going to think about in the future,. 

 He didn't really have a choice, as, from his limited understanding, he needed to learn what the deal of this whole weird forest was if he wanted to clear it. 

 This floor, for some reason, was just too hard for a tutorial floor or a climber like him to clear as his second challenge. 

 Even Asher's challenge was far easier compared to this. 

 In the end, the only conclusion he could come to was that he had drawn the short end of the stick and was thus forced to just deal with it. 

 The only thing keeping Raze from giving up on this absurdly difficult floor was the statement from the novel about the tower never giving a challenge that was impossible to conquer.

 In the end, the only choice he had was to deal with his bad luck by thinking outside the box. 

 After all, he had never been lucky in either of his lives, and he wasn't even that strong in this new life. 

 In the end, the only thing he could consistently count on was his brain. 

 Which is exactly what he did.

 If all went well today, he was about to say goodbye to this floor. 

 **

 AN:

 If you haven't yet, go join the discord. Here's the link.

 https://discord.gg/xgvJTZ6e8f
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 Chapter 29 - Monster Rankings And Thinking Outside The Box

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Durant Steel Ant 

 This was a monster-class E-ranked creature that Raze had stumbled upon while exploring the forest in the last few days. 

 To explain the ranking system used by the tower for monsters, one would need to understand that every monster had one rank and class. 

 The rank of a monster represented their personal strength and had almost nothing to do with their race. 

 It ranged from F to SSS rank, making up a total of nine different rank classifications.

 It was fairly straightforward and didn't take much effort to comprehend. 

 The more interesting classification started in their class, which, contrary to the rank, had nothing to do with a monster's personal strength and everything to do with their race. 

 It ranged from. 

 1.Beast

 2.Monster

 3.Predator

 4.Abomination

 5.Tyrant

 6.Disaster

 7.Titan

 8.Unholy

 9.Eldritch

 Strangely enough, just like the rank system, even the class system only had nine classifications, but Raze just choked that up to coincidence and nothing more. 

 A good example of the use of this classification would be the monsters on this floor. 

 For example, the feral beast that Raze had almost died against was a beast at the F rank. 

 It was the same for the goblins on this floor. 

 Hearing this one might notice a discrepancy with this logic, as when Raze first entered the second floor, he saw a single feral beast almost killing five goblins at the same time. 

 How does that make sense if they are both of the same rank and class? 

 The reason for that is pretty simple: the body of a feral beast is made for combat with ferocious fangs and claws, not to mention that it is fully in tune with its natural instincts, allowing it to exert its full potential in combat. 

 The same wasn't the case for goblins, whose bodies weren't made for combat. 

 Goblins were a naturally weak race, and they were never supposed to be strong individually, but what they lacked individually was more than made up in their numbers, thanks to their high breeding rate and cooperative nature with their fellow kin. 

 So ultimately, it wasn't fair to compare an individual goblin to other races. 

 However, that didn't distract from the fact that the goblins on this floor weren't in tune with their natural instincts, which led to them all being individually weaker than they were supposed to be. 

 By nature, goblins as a race are supposed to be very primitive, crude, and violent, but their gaining intelligence, however rudimentary it might be, and establishing order for their race doomed their individual potential in combat. 

 But then again, that was a very biased assessment, as while intelligence may have killed goblins individual potential, it created potential for them as a race. 

 A perfect example of this was their ability to use weapons as well. 

  To better understand, one needs to look no further than the goblins on the first floor, who, even when given basic knives, just mindlessly rushed towards the humans and got killed without achieving anything. 

 Even when they were close enough to use their daggers, they preferred to use their bare hands since that was natural to them. 

 Raze didn't even want to imagine if he and the other humans had to face the goblins on this floor instead of the mindless ones on the first floor. 

 Ultimately, the conclusion Raze reached was that a monster with intelligence will always be scarier than a monster without it, even if the latter is technically stronger. 

 Anyway, the TLDR of the rank system for Raze was that even if the rank represented individual strength, class was more important in determining a monster's threat as it represented its intelligence and unconventional abilities. 

 Of course, the tower ranking wasn't absolute, just like every other ranking. 

 There were always exceptions, and this ranking was no different. 

 But still, it was a pretty good metric and helped understand the monsters inside the tower better. 

 Anyway, he was getting off topic; he needed to focus on the durant steel ants today. 

 They were all extremely powerful, at least compared to other species on this floor.

 Raze didn't even think he could kill one of them. 

 And yet, despite their impressive individual strength, they were actually pacifists and were very few in number, barely totaling even 50 on the whole floor.

 It was maybe their low population and pacifist nature that made them extremely protective of their offspring and display irrational, aggressive behaviour when threatened. 

 Which is what Raze exploited today to orchestrate this attack on the goblin settlement, which created a perfect opportunity for him to sneak in. 

 He had waited for the ants to fall asleep to sneak into one of their caves and steal their eggs. 

 Weirdly enough, for these monsters, it wasn't the queen giving birth but rather all the males, and it was the queen's job to hunt for everyone. 

 Raze was a bit baffled by the whole idea and felt a bit disgusted, even trying to wrap his head around it, and eventually just gave up. 

 In total, he had stolen three eggs, and hid them near the goblin settlement, a bit further behind it. 

 Thanks to the ants ability to smell others of their kin, they were able to smell their children's scent in the area and attacked the settlement, thinking goblins had stolen their children.

 Now one might wonder what was up with his weird and almost horrid appearance. 

 Over the past few days, Raze has done some experiments and learned that goblins have very poor eyesight during the day.

 Everything was overly blurry to them, kind of like someone with glasses trying to see without them, but much worse. 

 So instead of their eyesight, they relied on smell. 

 Which is why he had covered himself in goblin blood from the goblins he had in his inventory, which made him smell goblins. 

 It felt and smelled very abhorrent to him, but he had to bear with it. 

 As for the goblin's ears, he just cut them and attached them to his normal ears to make them look elongated. 

 They looked very weird, but due to the goblin's blurry vision, he was able to get away with it. 

 Also, while he didn't ever think he would say this, thanks to his not-that-tall height, he didn't stand out, which allowed him to sneak in without arousing any suspicion, especially during a moment of crisis like this where everyone was panicking. 

 The first phase of his plan had gone flawlessly; now all that was left was finding and killing the goblin heir. 
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 Chapter 30 - Storage Room

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Raze walked through the settlement, doing his best to avoid attracting attention, not that it mattered after all the goblins had much bigger problems on their hands at the moment.

 A large chunk of the whole settlement was mostly in ruins. 

 Goblins were still running away and dying hopelessly as the ant monsters ravaged everything in sight, trying to find their kids. 

 And as the perpetrator of all this, Raze casually strolled through, trying to find the son of the chief. 

 But on his way, his attention was caught by something quite curious. 

 It was a mud statue at least 12 metres in size, depicting some sort of ferocious woman.

 Her face was obsessed with a skull atop her head, but still, from what little was exposed, it was easy to tell she was supposed to be pretty. 

 She was covered in blood, and her clothes had tears here and there as she stood atop the corpse of some sort of giant wolf with her spear impaling its heart. 

 "Wow, that's one detailed and well-made statue." Raze couldn't help but admire the craftsmanship of the statue. 

 It felt really odd and stood out in a place where only goblins were supposed to live, as the figure on the statue resembled a human. 

 'This was most likely built by humans'

 But why? 

 And who is the woman it depicts—some sort of hero or goddess? 

 Raze was left quite shocked by the sight of the statue, as it only raised his curiosity about this floor. 

 But he didn't have time to stand around and just daze at some statues just because he was a little curious. 

 He had to keep moving, which is exactly what he did. 

 After a few minutes of walking and searching, he came across one of the two things he had been searching for. 

 It was a seemingly empty warehouse with no door. 

 But Raze wasn't tricked; after all, he already knew what was contained inside this floor. 

 As he entered the room, he had trouble seeing anything due to there not being any source of light inside. 

 Maybe this was because goblins had no problem seeing in the dark, which made them not need light sources in their house. 

 But it was fine; the little light entering from outside revealed the location of a staircase leading down and the complete emptiness of the room. 

 Going down the stairs, the light from outside eventually got dimmer and dimmer until he was in complete darkness. 

 Once it got completely dark, Raze activated his inventory and took out something he had prepared over the last few days specifically for this moment. 

 It was a wooden stick with his old hoodie wrapped on top, and strangely enough, a light fire was burning on it. 

 Thats right, Raze had just taken a burning stick out of his inventory. 

 Over the past few days, he has been doing all sorts of experiments with the applications of his innate rune; one of them involved trying to store live fire. 

 While that experiment failed, he managed to learn something else from it. 

 It was that the state of any item put in his inventory would be completely the same when he took it out, no matter how much time had passed. 

 It's almost like the concept of time doesn't exist inside it. 

 What this meant was that food inside would never go bad, and burning objects would still keep burning when he took them out. 

 And this was just naming a few of the obvious examples. Raze already had some other ideas regarding this property of his innate rune, and he was sure there were still many others he hadn't even thought of yet. 

 But that was enough about his inventory; the purpose of his makeshift fire torch was just to let him see things in his vicinity. 

 'I should be careful with this fire since most of the structures on this floor are made of wood. If I end up accidentally setting fire to something, I might get find out'

 Reminding himself to be careful with the fire in his hand, the stairway finally ended as a completely dark room came into view. 

 Thankfully, with his fire torch in hand, he could see, and once he did, he almost wanted to jump out in joy. 

 He had finally found what he had been desperately eyeing since pretty much when he first entered this floor. 

 And that was obviously the weaponry of the goblins. 

 His arrow problem was soon about to run out as he could see all sorts of weapons, ranging from swords, spears, shields, daggers, and whatnot, lying around. 

 It's almost like asking him to take it. 

 It would be a lie to say that he wasn't disappointed, as the total number of weapons was quite a bit less than he expected. 

 Maybe because most of the soldier goblins already had weapons, and this was just all spares. 

 Not that it really mattered, as even just this was more than enough for him. 

 "Don't mind if I do."

 **

 "Inventory"

 [13/100]

 1.Glock 22

 2.Black facemask

 3. plain steel spear. 

 4. Crude bow x 6

 5. Quill and Arrow x 99

 6. Goblin corpses x 4

 7. Feral hound corpses x 20

 8. One horned racoon x 60

 9. Crude steel sword x 35

 10. Crude steel spear x 20

 11. Crude iron shield x 12

 12. Crude iron dagger x 30

 13. Quill and arrow x 99

 "I can't believe this," Raze muttered in amazement, seeing his inventory. 

 At long last, he had finally solved his arrow problem and could now freely use his bow however much he wanted. 

 This was without even mentioning all the extra weapons that he had now. 

 He could already feel his mouth salivating just imagining all the different ways he could use these weapons. 

 Collecting every weapon here had definitely been a massive hassle for him and taken a lot of his precious time. 

 But it was definitely worth it, as it had skyrocketed his overall combat ability. 

 Not to mention, the goblins should still be busy with the ants without their chief here. 

 After all, he purposefully chose this moment to execute his plan when the chief was away. 

 He was pretty much done here; now all that was left was searching for the heir of this place and leaving. 

 And yet he didn't, instead moving towards another entrance that somehow led him even further down than he already was. 

 Some strange sounds were coming out of the floor, and strangely enough, there was even light coming out of the floor, which managed to pique his curiosity and lead him to steal a peek inside. 

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 31 - Not Meant For Human Eyes

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 (TW: This chapter will contain some pretty morbid and graphic scenes, so for anyone with a light stomach, I would advise considering skipping this chapter.)

 Raze wasn't aware the storeroom had another floor aside from the first two, which is why this new bottom floor caught his attention. 

 He almost wanted to just ignore it and leave, but for some reason, the strange noise and light coming from it drew him in. 

 And it made him risk taking a peak. 

 This could potentially be a very poor decision if there was something dangerous inside, but he still chose to check it out in case there was something valuable inside. 

 Maybe he was being too careless and greedy, but he didn't care. 

 As Raze poked his head inside to sneak a glance, what he saw left him speechless. 

 **

 A vile, disgusting stench hanged in the air that almost made Raze pass out. 

 And yet the smell contained a sort of weird, addictive, sweet smell that dulled the senses and made one forget about their surroundings. 

 It almost made even Raze pass out in a daze, and yet the sheer shock and disgust that he was experiencing kept him wide awake. 

 Even if he would have preferred not to,. 

 ~plap~

 ~plap~

 This was the only sound resonating in the basement, as no one spoke. 

 There were multiple small wooden cages scattered around the basement, and on a close look inside, one could see what was inside. 

 Multiple naked kids stripped of their clothes were lying atop each other inside every cage. 

 Their eyes had a lost look, unable to understand anything as Drool fell down from their face and landed on their strip body. 

 Multiple similar scenes could be observed around the basement. 

 And yet, this wasn't even the worst scene in the basement. 

 All the kids in these cages, through their little mindless eyes, looked to the middle of the room, perhaps attracted by the only source of noise. 

 Just like them, Raze's eyes were fixed on the scene. 

 They were wide open as blood threatened to come out of them. He wanted to barf, but he didn't, and he wanted to look away, but he didn't. 

 Little girls stripped of their clothes and dignity with disgusting bloated bellies laid on the floor with eyes without focus and drool falling down their faces.

 As goblins with disgusting, abhorrent smiles on their horrid faces continued pounding,. 

 The goblin was looking towards the ceiling, almost as if enjoying pure euphoria, almost like he was high. 

 A similar scene was repeated beside them as four more goblins continued ruining innocent little kids.

 As all this was happening, the little girls made no sound or noise as they just laid there, almost as if they were not even alive, yet they very much were. 

 Perhaps it would have been better if they weren't. 

 Normally, intercourse was supposed to be something very pure, with a desire for the continuation of the bloodline. 

 But what was in front of him was anything but pure. 

 It was vile, harrowing, and something that should have never happened. 

 Raze couldn't even put into words the emotions he was feeling. 

 Barely a few seconds after stumbling on this scene, Raze felt his body moving. 

 In his head, there were no thoughts or emotions. 

 His body moved completely on its own without any conscious thought from him. 

 There were no weapons in his hand as he moved bare handed towards monsters for the first time ever. 

 Even the torch from earlier had already been put back into his inventory. 

 He moved through the basement barehanded, his footsteps resounding through the basement, contrasting the noise from earlier. 

 And yet no one in the place seemed to notice. 

 The goblins were just about to finish their business, but it was mere moments before they could enjoy a kind of joy they had never felt before. 

 A strong, firm hand grabbed his neck and forcefully pulled him out of the girl. 

 But the goblin didn't even look behind, as the forceful pull was enough for it to release himself in front of him on the girl who he was using to pleasure himself earlier. 

 At the same time as he released himself, the hold on his neck closed as his neck was crushed spraying green blood everywhere. 

 Even with blood splattered on him, Raze no longer cared and didn't even feel his heart beat anymore. 

 With one goblin dead, he moved towards the others, who didn't seem to care about their dead brother. 

 Raze pulled out another goblin, but the fate of this one wasn't as painless. 

 It started with the hand that Raze forcefully pulled, splattering blood out. 

 Which was apparently enough to wear out the drug that had been affecting them as it screamed in pain, or at least tried to. 

 "KRA-" Before it could scream, Raze's left hand grabbed its face with enough force to rip and break its teeth. 

 Since its mouth was forced shut, both the blood and teeth were swallowed inside by the goblin. 

 And this was the start, as Raze one by one ripped out each and every limb of all the goblins, always making sure to end with destroying their groins. 

 He didn't directly kill any of the goblins, instead letting the pain do its job for them. 

 As what was once euphoria and pleasure was transformed into terror and life-ending pain right in front of their eyes,. 

 The whole basement was now covered in goblin blood, with only drugged little kids and Raze left. 

 There was some sort of drug in the air that dulled human sense and increased goblin libido from what he could understand. 

 It was even affecting Raze, but he simply didn't care about his body, resisting the effects with the power of pure disgust and hatred. 

 He moved towards one of the little girls and asked, trying his best to show compassion, but his tone was unable to express any sort of empathy and ended up coming out cold. 

 "Do you want to live?"

 Hearing his question, the girl didn't even take a second to think, but she didn't speak, almost like she simply couldn't, instead resorting to violently shaking her head as tears came down her eyes for the first time. 

 "I understand"

 After this exchange, he took out a sword from his inventory and, in one swift motion, beheaded her, ending her life as painlessly as possible. 

 A similar fate awaited all the other kids in the basement. 

 As he took the kids lives, he couldn't help but remember a quote that he had learned in his last life. 

 'Ruthlessness is mercy'

 Once he was done killing everyone, Raze stood all alone in the basement, covered in the blood of both goblins and humans. 

 He wanted to cry to express the feelings he was having, but no tears came out. 

 In fact, he felt nothing; maybe the drug in the air had finally started affecting him. He didn't know, but what he did know was. 

 "They must all die "

 What was once excitement and joy at obtaining all sorts of different weapons had now been completely twisted and morphed in just a few moments. 

 All that he was left with was an empty heart and regret for his curiosity. 
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 Chapter 32 - Trap

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 It's already been two whole weeks since Raze's start of the second floor.

 The human settlement was very similar to the goblins, the only difference being the inclusion of mud along with wood in their architecture, as well as the multiple statues of the women Raze saw in the goblin settlement. 

 Looking at it, one could see that it was quite peaceful, and the people seemed to be enjoying their lives and going about their business. 

 Little kids ran around the whole place playing various games, not needing to worry about anything. 

 Unaware of the fate of their fellow brothers and sisters

 The women of the tribe just watched their precious children enjoy themselves as they prepared to cook food in a bit. 

 The men had no job they needed to do, but most of them still preferred to train and help guard the settlement. 

 Some out of a sense of duty, others out of boredom, and a few single ones with hopes of attracting a potential mate. 

 Overall, the mood in the settlement was high, as everyone enjoyed themselves and did not need to worry about anything. 

 Today was a special day for both humans and goblins. 

 After all, it was the day for the weekly exchange between humans and goblins. 

 Just like last time, the priestess left the settlement along with five elite guards pushing a wooden cart filled with weapons and 12 innocent kids, unaware of the terrible fate awaiting them. 

 The route between the human and goblin settlements was relatively safe, as no other monster wanted to infringe on the territory of the goblins, who numbered in the thousands. 

 It had now been about 40 minutes since the group had left their home, and as expected, they experienced no turbulence or threat on their way. 

 The kids with them seemed to be in high spirits, judging from their bright smiles, though they made sure not to make too much noise. 

 The formation of their group featured two guards in the front and three in the back, carrying the large crate. 

 Priestess walked in the middle, surrounded by kids on both sides, which ensured she was 'protected' on all sides. 

 It was a simple but effective formation meant to ensure no harm could befall the priestess from any side in case of a surprise attack. 

 However, what no one expected was for the attack to come from below. 

 One of the men walking in front stepped on an innocent and lone-looking twig on the ground, breaking it in the process, but he didn't pay mind to it until it was too late. 

 ~Crumble~

 The whole ground underneath the group's feet broke down as they all fell down,to a deep and hollow pitfall. 

 It was too fast and sudden for anyone to react, but thanks to the fall being deep, it gave them a few seconds before their deaths. 

 Too bad there was nothing they could do except look and see the whole ground a few metres under them filled with affixed spears, ready to impale them in mere moments. 

 The men and children could do nothing but resign in horror to their inevitable doom. 

 However, this wasn't the case for the priestess, who reminded the guards of their duty. 

 "SAVE ME!!" 

 Gone was the smooth and composed tone from before, now only containing pure desperation and desire to survive. 

 But apparently, that was enough for the guards. 

 Two of the closest to her hugged her from behind, serving as meat shields for her. 

 ~Skrush~

 ~Skrush~

 ~Skrush~

 ~Skrush~

 At last, the moment everyone had been dreading arrived, as everyone in the group, regardless of age or personal strength died. 

 Everyone was impaled by the spears on the ground as blood trickled down their lifeless, pale bodies, with their out-of-focus eyes losing colour. 

 Everyone except the priestess, who had two large and bulky men cover her thin and short frame to protect her. 

 And yet the inertia was too strong, allowing the spears to impale past them and pierce her frail body. 

 She was pierced in her left calve, abdomen, and right shoulder. 

 But thanks to her meat shields, the spears couldn't pierce all the way through. 

 Meaning she was still alive, though not for long if nothing happened. 

 Her whole body hurt due to the force of the fall and the wounds; even if she was still alive, she felt her body unable to move. 

 For someone like her who wasn't used to pain, it felt like hell, and she almost passed out. 

 But her will to live was stronger than the pain, so she forced her body to move with gritted teeth. 

 Or rather, she tried to, but her body refused to bulge. 

 She was stuck. 

 A dreadful realisation hit her. 

 'I'm going to die here all alone'

 Desperate to survive, she did the only thing she could think of and screamed for help. 

 "Someone, please help me!!"

 She continued screaming for a few minutes, but to no avail. 

 Just when she had almost given up, like a ray of shining sunlight, he showed up. 

 Bluish black hair with diamond-like dark blue eyes and soft yet chiselled facial features. 

 A boy appeared at the entrance of the pitfall. 

 He was extremely handsome; no, that wasn't the right word. 

 It would be more accurate to call him pretty, like a doll that was too perfect to be true; he was even more pretty than the priestess herself. 

 The priestess found herself enthralled for a moment at the beauty of the boy. 

 But it only lasted for a moment before she regained her composure. 

 Hope that she had almost lost was rekindled inside her heart as she felt the boy was sent by the goddess herself to save her most devoted follower. 

 'I'm going to be saved'

 With that thought in mind, she asked him to save her. 

 "Please save me."

 Hearing this, the boy remained silent for a second, as if contemplating, which caused the priestess to worry, but her worries were for naught. 

 "Sure." His voice contained kindness and seemed. to lack any sign of malice. 

 To the priestess, the boy appeared to be nothing less than an angel. 

 Too bad she couldn't hear his internal thoughts, because if she could, she would have preferred to die alone in a ditch today compared to the fate that awaited them. 

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 33 - Angel In Human Skin

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 The priestess was completely smitten as she watched the blue-eyed boy descend down the pitfall while holding on to a rope.

 To her, he was no different from an angel sent by the goddess herself to save her. 

 After reaching down, he didn't even look at the corpses around them, moving straight towards her. 

 Without asking for permission, he bent down and picked her up. 

 "Ahhhh!!!"

 Her enthrailment was finally broken by the pain of the spears impaling her bodies leaving as blood sprayed everywhere. 

 Dying both of them as well as the ground under them red in blood. 

 The priestess felt her consciousness leaving her as blood spilled everywhere. 

 'Am I going to die here?'

 She asked herself as it became hard to keep her eyes open due to the rapid blood loss. 

 And yet, when she looked at the boy carrying her, it felt like everything was going to be okay. 

 His expression remained calm and collected without a shred of panic as he asked. 

 "Where do you live?" 

 She took a moment to admire his pretty face, which would put even hers to shame, as it became hard to form thoughts. 

 But she still managed to answer. 

 "A bit further north from here."

 "I understand"

 Her body refused to listen to her anymore, and weakness overtook her body, and before long, she had lost consciousness. 

 Yet, for some reason, she didn't feel scared or that she was going to die. 

 For some reason, she felt like everything was going to be fine now that the boy had found her. 

 **

 "Where am I?" the priestess asked once she recovered. 

 She didn't remember much of what had happened. 

 All she remembered was how she and her fellow tribesmen died. 

 And how she was also about to die until a certain memory replayed in her head. 

 "Saviour!!!" she screamed out. 

 "Priestess"

 "My lady"

 "Priestess, you're safe."

 A bunch of nurses rushed inside, hearing her panicked voice, and were relieved to hear her voice.

 Just like the men, the women had dark skin with red and white tattoos on their faces and bodies. 

 And unlike the priestess, their dresses only covered their chests and legs, leaving their shoulders and bellies exposed.

 "Mya, Tila, and Rula, where am I and what happened?" she asked, addressing the nurses. 

 "You were saved by a kind young boy and were able to be saved," one of the nurses said. 

 "He must be sent by the goddess herself to save you," another one chimed in.

 "I wonder if he's still single." The third nurse made a short comment under her breath, not expecting anyone to hear it. 

 But she wasn't that lucky and ended up getting heard. 

 "Rula, don't dream about things that are out of reach," the priestess said in a cold and stern, emotionless tone. 

 Her voice was devoid of the usual warmth and serenity. 

 This was the first time any of the nurses had heard and seen this side of their beloved priestess, which unsettled them. 

 "Anyways, where is my hu- benefactor?" she asked. 

 'She almost called him husband' 

 All three of the nurses thought in unison but didn't voice out; after all, it would only take a single word from her to get them all executed. 

 "He's currently in the main village hall, getting treated the way the benefactor of our precious priestess should be treated," Rula replied in an even and non-panicked tone, doing her best not to show she was affected by the priestess's previous comment. 

 "That's good; it's only natural for an angel sent by the goddess herself to be treated with hospitality"

 "Malady I hope I'm not out of line, but may I ask why you keep referring to the boy as an 'angel'?"

 One of the nurses asked in a tone containing some nervousness, but she did a good job hiding it. 

 Hearing her, the priestess placed one of her hands on her chin as she began contemplating for almost a whole minute. 

 The nurse who asked this almost thought she had spoken out of line and was about to be executed for it. 

 After all, scenes of the priestess ordering people to be executed just for being annoying were not uncommon. 

 To both the human and goblin settlements, she was indispensable as the only one who could understand and talk to both races. 

 Her strategic importance was obvious to even the slowest of people. 

 If something happened to her, the alliance that had taken years to form between the two races would be broken within days, and war would break out. 

 But that was perhaps the obvious reason; another perhaps even more important reason was that she was the only one who could communicate with the goddess. 

 She was the daughter of the goddess, and if something were to happen to her, their whole world would have to face the goddess wrath. 

 For these two reasons, she was treated as a princess, getting anything and everything she ever wanted. 

 Eventually, her long contemplation finally came to an end, allowing the poor nurse to breathe a sigh of relief at knowing she wasn't about to be executed, as she said. 

 "Only an angel could look so perfect and free of imperfections. 

 And besides, he came to save me in my most dire moment, as if he were sent by the goddess herself to save her daughter," the priestess explained herself. 

 And the nurses were left speechless after hearing her logic. 

 They wanted to rebuke, but for some reason they found themselves agreeing. 

 The boy had shown up out of nowhere and looked so pretty that it was blinding, even though the girls in the settlement were jealous of his natural beauty. 

 But that was just a superficial reason. 

 By just saving the priestess, the boy had prevented a great tragedy from befalling their people. 

 The more one thought about it, the more sense it made. 

 And besides, the goddess had already blessed them with their daughter, so who was to say she couldn't send an angel to save her daughter? 

 "Enough about that, take me to my husband—oops, I meant future husband," the priestess giggled like a child, and yet none of the nurses dared make fun of her. 

 At this point, it was obvious to everyone that the priestess had made up her mind about the boy, and once her mind was made up about something, no one could stop her from getting it. 
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 Chapter 34 - Easy To Manipulate

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 "Well, that went pretty well," Raze thought as he took a look around at all the food that was arranged in front of him.

 It ranged from fruits and vegetables to monster meat and even more. 

 There were multiple servants in the hall, and beside him sat a pretty maiden with a jar in her hands as she poured some sort of apple juice into his glass. 

 But perhaps most importantly, opposite him sat the village chief. 

 He was an old man with signs of balding on his face and wrinkles evident on his tattooed skin. 

 The chief had a short build with a protruding belly and seemed to be in his final years of life, yet he appeared awfully cheerful and enthusiastic when talking to him. 

 "Once again, I must thank you for saving our priestess. 

 And while it pales in comparison to what you have done for us, I hope you enjoy the hospitality and feast offered to you. 

 Also, if there's anything you need in the future, feel free to tell us," he beamed, expressing his delight and gratitude at the young boys assistance in saving their priestess. 

 'When will this old guy shut up?' Raze thought in annoyance. 

 The constant ramblings and words of gratitude were really getting on his nerves. These village people maintained a facade of kindness and prosperity while willingly giving away their children to be drugged and raped by goblins. 

 It was revolting to him just how disgusting humans could be. 

 He wasn't unfamiliar with people wearing masks and hiding their true intentions. 

 But this was the first time he found his stomach turning at the sight. 

 Even all the food that was presented to him felt nothing less than inedible. 

 To him, the food was nothing less than a cloth used to wipe out vomit. 

 It was almost impressive how something that looked so good could taste so bad. 

 Every time a new dish was presented to him, someone expressed their gratitude to him or complimented his looks, he wanted nothing more than to strangle them and watch them struggle. 

 The abhorrent scene from a few days ago in the basement was still etched deep into his mind. 

 Remembering that disgusting scene made him barf. 

 The aftereffects of the drug in the basement were still blocking most of his emotions. 

 With the sole exception of hatred and disgust, which, in the absence of other emotions, were allowed to run rampant. 

 He was certain that just clearing the floor was no longer enough; he wanted them dead. Everyone on this floor needed to die for showing such a disgusting scene to him. 

 The reasoning behind why it was happening didn't matter; they all had to pay the same. 

 Of course, he didn't let any of the turmoil in his mind and heart show. 

 Instead, he displayed the most kind and benevolent smile he could muster, as he said. 

 "No wonder, chief; I didn't help her for any ulterior motive or benefit; it was simply the right thing to do." His voice was soft and oozed warmth. 

 "Such admirable kindness is truly befitting of someone sent by the goddess," the chief muttered under his breath, but it was still heard by Raze, who chose to ignore it. 

 It had been over four hours since Raze came to the settlement with the priestess in his hand. 

 At first, they were apprehensive towards him, but after interrogating and questioning him, their opinion of him changed. 

 The story he had gone with was that he didn't remember anything, and when he opened his eyes, he saw the priestess in danger, so he helped her. 

 This story was obviously extremely suspicious and gave room for a lot of assuming. 

 But Raze already knew that and chose to take a gamble, betting on the intelligence level, or rather, dumbness, of the village people. 

 And it had worked perfectly; they had spun his vague and suspicious story into assuming that he had been sent by their goddess to save their priestess. 

 He almost wanted to laugh at their naivety and stupidity, but then again, that just made them easier to manipulate. 

 After this exchange, Raze 'enjoyed' the feast that he had been served for a few hours until finally the moment he had been waiting for happened. 

 The priestess finally showed up in the hall with calm and steady steps. 

 Instead of the leaf dress from before, she was now wearing a robe of leaves covering her body, but from it, one could see bandages wrapping around more than half of her body. 

 'How does she look 'fine' in just a few hours after sustaining such heavy, life-threatening injuries?' Raze found himself asking. 

 But he didn't think he was in a position to question her just yet, so he remained silent. 

 Seeing her, the village chief jumped in joy as he rejoiced in her safe recovery. 

 "Priestess, you're safe." He got up and moved towards her with his hands outstretched, almost expecting her to hug him. 

 Too bad all he got was a warm smile, as she said. 

 "Yes, I was able to recover safely thanks to the Saviour." The serenity and warmth that Raze had experienced when seeing her for the first time returned as she looked towards him. 

 Seeing him, she flashed a warm smile as she thanked him. 

 "I express my sincerest gratitude towards you for saving me," she said while bowing. 

 An action that left everyone in the hall, with the exception of Raze, stunned. 

 This was the first time they had seen her thank someone or even bow. 

 While they knew that the boy had saved her life, they weren't expecting her to personally come and thank him. 

 Now all the gazes in the hall moved towards Raze as they awaited his response. 

 "No need to thank me, priestess; it was simply the natural thing to do," he said, returning her gratitude with a smile that outshined even hers. 

 Everyone in the hall, with the exception of Raze and the priestess, had the same thought in their heads. 

 'We're witnessing something divine'

  Almost as if having heard their words the priestess ordered. 

 "Chief, leave the hall with everyone; I want to talk to the Saviour in private," she ordered. 

 No one in the hall had the guts to try and question her, so they did as they were told. 

 And before long, Raze and the priestess were left all alone in the hall. 

 Seeing this, Raze struggled to stop a sinister grin from creeping up on his face as he thought. 

 'She took the bait'
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 Chapter 35 - Demon In Angel Skin

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 With the village chief and the servants gone, Raze and the priestess were the only two people left in the massive hall.

 With no one speaking, a strangely uncomfortable silence took over, but neither of the two seemed to mind. 

 Eventually, it was broken by Raze. 

 "I'm glad to see you're safe now, priestess."

 He seemed to say more, but before he could, he was interrupted. 

 "Layla, that's my name. Please call me that."

 Raze seemed taken aback at suddenly learning her name, as he assumed she probably didn't have one since everyone just referred to her as the 'priestess'. 

 The shock on his face was evident from his eyes widening slightly, but he quickly composed himself. 

 "Layla, huh? It has a nice ring to it. I will be sure to call you that." His voice sounded even and composed despite the turmoil in his heart. 

 "My name is Lucas; since you've revealed your name, it's only proper for me to do the same." 

 "What a wonderful name," Layla said with a smile on her face. 

 Her beautiful smile, which would have smited almost any other man, did nothing to him, but he still had to pretend to have found it beautiful. 

 "You have a really pretty smile; it suits someone as pretty as you."

 "Y-you th-think I look pretty?" She asked with a clear stutter, making her flusterness obvious, and if that wasn't enough, the clear red blush on her face was eye-catching. 

 She tried to hide her embarrassment, but she did a very poor job, allowing Raze to read her like a book. 

 'Too easy, I guess good looks have some advantages after all'

 He almost wanted to laugh at how easy it was to make her dance to his rhythm. 

 But he couldn't; after all, for his plan, the next few moments were crucial. 

 "Yeah, of course you're the prettiest girl I've seen in this lifetime," he said, his voice containing a slight flirty tone as he moved towards her. 

 Which startled her and made her take a step back, almost falling back down in the process, but she managed to hold on. 

 His statement was technically correct, as he hadn't seen Rose in this lifetime. 

 Not to mention Layla was the first girl he had seen in this lifetime, so that made his statement true by default, even if he hated her guts. 

 Of course, Layla didn't know any of this; to her, he was just being flirty. 

 She originally had a lot of questions for him, especially ones related to his origin and how he had found her. 

 But at the moment, she couldn't think about any of those, as her head felt on fire and like it was spinning. 

 It was like some sort of spell had been cast on her, but whenever she looked into his eyes, her knees felt weak. 

 While it may have just been her illusion, she could've sworn that steam was coming out of her head. 

 His lips The closer they moved towards her, the more she wanted to kiss them. 

 'What's going on with me?' she thought

 It was like a spell had been cast on her. 

 Her whole life, she had gotten anything and everything she wanted. 

 Throughout the years, many men had tried to propose to her, and they were all met with the same fate. 

 Layla was the apostle of the goddess; the priestess,lusting after her was no different from lusting after the goddess herself, and that was a sin that only had one result. 

 Death. 

 And besides, she didn't even think of herself as a human like everyone around her. 

 She was the chosen one, the child of the goddess, the priestess. 

 The only one who could freely communicate with all races, so to her, all the humans around her were no different from monkeys. 

 So she naturally felt a sense of superiority around everyone around her, repulsion even at the thought of being considered the same as them. 

 So why did she feel no such emotion in his presence?

 Instead of her usual superiority and repulsion, all she felt was kinship and attraction. 

 It was almost like he was the only one in the world who was her equal. 

  The only one who could understand her. 

 Unaware of the wild turmoil inside her heart, Raze moved towards her, closing the distance between them. 

 But even he couldn't help but be taken aback. 

 'Isn't the plan working a bit too well?'

 He couldn't understand why she seemed so into his little, snarky flirting attempts. 

 While it was indeed his plan to use his charm to get information out of her,. 

 Not once did he imagine it to be so easy. 

 She didn't even try to question him or anything, and instead, all it took was one or two compliments from him for her to start blushing and stuttering. 

 'Do I have some sort of hidden talent for flirting?' he thought to himself, but he didn't give the idea a second thought. 

 And before long, he was before her, towering over her. 

 But she seemed lost in a world of her own, with her head bowed. 

 Noticing this, Raze moved his hand towards her chin to uplift it, allowing both of their eyes to make contact for the first time. 

 Finally noticing his sudden actions, Layla's eyes widened, unable to believe his bold actions.

 She seemed to try and say something. 

 But before she could, she found a finger atop her lips, sealing them shut momentarily. 

 "You should make eye contact when talking to someone, Layla." His voice was a bit coy, but nothing extreme. 

 And yet it sounded incredibly sexy and seductive to Layla's ears. 

 Her lips quivered under his finger. 

 Her eyes widened as the red tint on her face vanished. 

 She looked into his eyes. 

 His deep blue eyes. 

 She felt herself getting lost in them. 

 The beauty of those eyes was hypnotising to an overwhelming degree. 

 Anyone who stared at them for long was bound to get lost in them. 

 He didn't look human to her, but rather divine.

 After all, only an angel could possess such beauty. 

 She had already lost her rationale, and before she knew it, her lips were touching his. 

 It managed to catch even Raze off guard for the first time today. 

 As he felt her soft, succulent lips on his own, the only thought in his mind was:. 

 'This wasn't part of the plan'
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 Chapter 36 - All According To Plan

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 (TW: This chapter is R18 and contains smut, so anyone who isn't into those kinds of things is free to skip this chapter, and it won't affect their enjoyment or understanding of the story.)

 ~Thump~

 Raze fell to the ground with Layla atop her, kissing him.

 Her soft, big boobs pressed against his chest. 

 Layla's soft lips devoured his own; the only thing he could think about was her lips. 

 His senses were overwhelmed by her scent. 

 'Is this bitch in heat or something?' Raze thought. 

 Her actions made no sense to him. 

 He felt something wet near his legs, dripping from his pants. 

 'What's that'

 A couple seconds passed, and Layla still didn't stop and kept sucking on his lips. 

 Eventually, he decided to finally return the kiss and take the lead.

 With their lips still connected, Raze lifted his and her bodies. 

 She was now sitting on his lap and didn't seem to have any intentions of separating their lips. 

 'She seems really into this' he made an observation. 

 Raze used his arms to separate their bodies and lips as he looked into his eyes. 

 Her eyes and lips were quivering, and her whole face looked red like a tomato. 

 It looked like she was embarrassed about her actions and had lost control like this. 

 At first glance, one might think she was having regrets. 

 But all it took was one look at the wet condition of her dress near her nether regions to prove otherwise. 

 Seeing this, he almost wanted to laugh, but he held himself back. 

 'This bitch really got horny kissing the guy planning to kill her and her people'.

 'Since this is what you want, it's only proper for me to indulge in your final wish'

 As Layla looked into his bright blue eyes, she wanted to look away, but she couldn't. 

 She found herself drawn in, almost like a spell had been cast on her. 

 After a few moments, her lips seemed to be moving to say something, but before she could, her lips were sealed. 

 This time, it was her turn to be stunned as her pupils dilated. 

 But she didn't hate it or try to resist, instead relishing in his soft red lips. 

 However, before she could truly enjoy the moment, Raze moved away, making her want to protest in annoyance. 

 She tried to say something, but she stopped noticing his intense gaze. 

 Under his intense gaze, she felt naked, almost like he could see through her clothes. 

 It was a stupid thought, but for some reason she couldn't get her mind off it. 

 She tried to say something, but Raze was a heartbeat faster. 

 "I love you." His voice contained pure sincerity and affection. 

 Hearing this, she felt her head blank out.

 She felt like her ears had heard wrong, and yet, looking at his intense gaze, all her doubts were extinguished. 

 His hand moved towards her breast. 

 'How soft'

 He moved his hand around them, slowly moving his fingers towards her erect nipples as he teased them through the bandage covering them. 

 Slowly, he unwrapped them, allowing her breasts to fully reveal themselves. 

 Her milky white skin, paired with her soft plum-like nipples, painted a scene that was too erotic and beautiful to resist. 

 Even Raze was having trouble containing himself. 

 In the end, the only thing he could mutter was. 

 "They are beautiful." 

 For the first time today, he wasn't lying; he truly did think they were pretty. 

 Layla tried to say something, but before she could, she felt his hand on her breast grow firm. 

 And without even realising it, she let out a moan of pleasure. 

 "Ahh"

 'She seems to really like this'

 He continued fondling her breast, and judging by Layla's expression, she seemed to be really enjoying it. 

 'So this is what a girl's breasts feel like?'

 They felt soft and really fun to touch. 

 This was the first time Raze was being intimate with a girl like this, and he had pretty much no idea what he was doing. 

 He was pretty much going in blind and hoping for the best. 

 And so far, he seems to be doing a good job. 

 Looking at the noises and faces that Layla was making, he couldn't tell if he was talented at this kind of thing or if she was just easy to please. 

 Well, it didn't really matter. 

 The only thing that mattered was that he learned the things he was curious about before leaving. 

 He didn't know why, but for some reason he felt a burning curiosity regarding the women in the statue. 

 Something told him that If he didn't learn her identity, he would regret it in the future. 

 Originally, he just wanted to flirt a little and get some information out of Layla before killing them all. 

 Even when she kissed him, he tried to stay stoic. 

 But the longer he stayed with her, the harder it got for him to control himself. 

 After all, at the end of the day, he too was a man, and there was only so much he could control himself. 

 He could feel a bulge in his pants, and even Layla seemed to have noticed it. 

 "Take it off," he muttered quietly in her ear, his voice coming out deeper than he expected. 

 But she seemed turned on by his voice, so Raze didn't mind. 

 Doing as she was told, she moved down and removed his pants. 

 And what they saw left both of them speechless. 

 A massive, thick, veiny meatstick loomed over Layla's face, kissing her lips. 

 Even Raze was taken aback by its size. 

 'So that's where all my height went'

 He really didn't expect it to be so massive.

 But he couldn't let his shock show on his face, so he maintained a cool and composed smile. 

 Looking at it, Layla found herself muttering. 

 "Is it supposed to be this big?"

 "Nah, I'm special" Raze replied almost instantly in a nonchalant tone. 

 "But the question is, do you like it?"

 ~gulp~

 Layla gulped audibly upon hearing his question, but in just a heartbeat, she answered. 

 "Yes, I love it."

 Raze smiled upon hearing it, taking a moment to gaze into Layla's clueless, innocent eyes. 

 Unaware of the fate that awaited her and her people in the future,. 

 But none of that mattered for now; there was only one thing she needed to concern herself with.

 "Suck it"

 After all, this was just part of the plan. 

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 37 - Towerborn

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 "Well, that was definitely something."

 Raze lay on the ground, staring at the tall wooden ceiling in a daze. 

 In less than a month of being transmigrated, he had lost his virginity. 

 And yet all he felt was emptiness. 

 The deed that he had seen glorified as the best thing in the world by multiple people online didn't really feel that good. 

 It was a weird feeling, since he was really looking forward to it. 

 But in the end, all of it just felt emotionless and in vain. 

 Perhaps it was due to the fact that he didn't love Layla and instead wanted to kill her. 

 When they had just started, it felt pleasurable to him. 

 He knew this was the kind of reaction he was supposed to be feeling, and yet all he felt was emptiness as he stared at Layla, imagining in his head all the brutal ways he could kill her for what she had done to those kids. 

 And yet each time, he had to stop and remind himself to wait. 

 In the end, the only thing he could conclude after today was that sex was overrated. 

 'Anyways, moving on, while the act wasn't that good, I at least got to know everything I wanted to know'

 The first thing he learned was the identity of the statue. 

 Athex is the goddess of abnormalities. 

 This was the first time he had heard of such an entity. 

 So this led him to believe it was a goddess that had existed on the planet this floor was based off before it got assimilated into the tower. 

 There was also the possibility that these tribal people had made up a non-existent figure to worship; after all, it wouldn't be the first time a tribe worshipped a god who didn't exist. 

 And yet he doubted it. 

 After all, the main selling point of this novel, even back on Earth, was how every floor has a story as long as one is willing to listen. 

 There was another pretty important piece of detail that Raze remembered. 

 Every floor of the tower is based off a dead planet or realm. 

 And the people living in the tower are those who have already died in the real world and got reborn into the tower without their real-world memories. 

 Such people were called towerbornes. 

 The main difference between a tower born and a climber was the fact that climbers could climb the tower and even go back to the outside world. 

 Towerbornes couldn't and were instead stuck on whatever floor they were born on. 

 Another difference came from the fact that while climbers could go stronger by absorbing beast shards and runes, tower-borns were stuck with the power and stats they were born with. 

 Originally, while reading the novel, he hadn't paid much attention to the small bits of lore sprinkled into the chapters every now and then. 

 But now that he was inside the novel, these little bits of information felt invaluable. 

 It helped him understand his new world better and make more informed decisions. 

 Anyway, the point that he was trying to get at here was the existence of the goddess Athex at some point in time. 

 He didn't know if she was still alive or not, but just in case, he had to tread carefully. 

 Or else he might end up accidentally offending a goddess. 

 While there was no guarantee of her still existing, it was always better to be safe than sorry. 

 With his questions about the statue answered, there was only one thing left that intrigued him. 

 Why exactly were humans even cooperating with goblins in the first place? 

 So when Layla had her guard down, he asked, and what he learned really made him regret ever being curious in the first place. 

 The simple answer to the question was evolution.

 Layla wanted the humans on this floor to evolve, and the solution she had come up with was Hob goblins. 

 Born from the disgusting union between humans and goblins. 

 A goblin possesing a human understanding of emotions and intelligence while possessing the monster's instincts and body. 

 While the first generation of hob goblins is stupid over many generations of breeding, they are meant to rival humans in intelligence. 

 With the intelligence and bodies of monsters, they would be able to completely dominate the whole forest.

 Hob goblins got rid of the main problems hindering the sum of it's parts while adopting the best parts.

 For humans, it was their low population count and slow birth rate, taking 9 months for a single child, as well as their body, which is not fit for combat. 

 While for goblins, it was their lack of development and intelligence. 

 Hob goblins would fix all the problems both races have and create an absolute race meant to rule. 

 Over the years, both humans and goblins were going to go extinct on the floor, and all that would be left were Hob goblins. 

 This was Layla's vision and the reason why she did the things she did. 

 To create the perfect race. 

 Apparently the goblin chief was one such hob goblin and was in on the whole plan. 

 The village chief was also in on the plan, but aside from these three people, everyone else in their respective civilisations was clueless about the whole plan their leaders were working on to replace them with 'better' versions of themselves. 

 And when he questioned Layla about the reason behind why she chose to send children to copulate with goblins,. 

 She started blabbering on about compatibility and how, due to adults being too big for goblins, it wasn't possible to successfully create an offspring between them. 

 Which is why she had the idea of using kids due to their smaller and similar size to goblins, it drastically increased the success rate of copulation. 

 Her whole life, Layla had been treated as a divine priestess and worshipped as such, which led her to develop a God complex. 

 Thinking of herself as better than other humans and thinking that nothing she did could be wrong. 

 The worst part is that this floor is based on real events in history. 

 At some point in time, on some far-off planet or dimension, all of this really happened. 

 While he didn't know whether she had succeeded or not, he knew one thing for certain: her actions had ruined millions of innocent lives just because of her God complex. 

 Even back on Earth, he had heard tales about the evil and vile nature of humanity. 

 But he had always ended up dismissing them, not wanting to let a few apples ruin the bunch. 

 And yet today he felt his faith in humanity wavering. 

 But that didn't matter. 

 He could ponder the true nature of humanity another day. 

 While he couldn't travel back in time to save these poor people and kids in real life, he could at least do something for them in the tower. 

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 38 - Treacherous Extra

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Today, an air of unrest and unease hung in the air.

 It had now been three days since the day the priestess almost died. 

 The worry and unrest all of them felt that day were still vivid in their minds. 

 Everyone naturally assumed the goblins were responsible for the situation. 

 They were the only ones who knew their travel path and were smart enough to make a trap. 

 It couldn't be a human, as no human in the settlement would ever hurt the priestess. 

 And it also couldn't be the handsome Lucas, since he had saved her. 

 Why would he trap the priestess just to save her? 

 It didn't make sense, so that left goblins as the only possible culprit.

 While the people wanted to immediately go to war with the goblins for betraying them and trying to assassinate the priestess,. 

 Layla convinced them that it was maybe just a miscommunication. 

 So today, armed with over a hundred of the strongest human warriors, the priestess was meant to go to the goblin settlement to demand a proper explanation. 

 Regardless of age or gender, everyone was concerned about the results of today's negotiations, as their future depended on them. 

 If peace talks today fell apart and the goblins were unable to clear up their names, a war between the two settlements would be inevitable. 

 They were originally meant to embark earlier, but due to priestess injuries, she was unable to walk for days. 

 As much as the citizens didn't want to let the priestess go near the goblins, they had no choice, as she was the only one capable of communicating with them. 

 Layla, Lucifer, and over a hundred powerful soldiers stood near the entrance of the settlement, all bidding farewell to their families. 

 And once they were done, they left the settlement, leaving everyone to pray to the goddess for their safe return. 

 **

 As the whole group made their way through the forest, everyone was on high alert. 

 But they couldn't help but notice how Layla seemed to be unnaturally close to Lucas. 

 The two of them seemed to be talking about something, but it was mostly just Layla talking and Lucas saying a few words. 

 It would be a lie to say that the guards weren't jealous of Lucas and how close he seemed to be to the priestess. 

 At one point or another, almost every man in the group had a crush on the priestess, but, remembering the fate of the few brave men who had tried making a move on her in the past, quickly forgot about the idea. 

 A few brave guards wanted to move closer to the two just to hear what they were talking about, but no one wanted to potentially offend Layla. 

 In the end, the guards chose to just keep an eye out on their surroundings on the lookout for any potential attacks and gave both Layla and Lucas some alone time. 

 Well as alone as possible when surrounded by a hundred men. 

 **

 "Hey Lucas," Layla said coyly, moving closer to him until she was just an arm's length away. 

 She wanted to hold his hand, but she felt a bit embarrassed displaying such public intimacy, so she held the urge back. 

 "Hi" Raze said, returning her greetings in a stoic tone. 

 Not discouraged by Raze's lack of interest in the conversation, she attempted to move closer to him and continue conversing, but she was stopped by Raze's upheld hand, telling her to stop. 

 And it wasn't just her who had stopped; as soon  his words fell which ended up stopping the entire group. 

 "Guys, stop. I think there's something wrong up ahead."

 As soon as his words fell, the whole group stopped and tensed up, ready to intercept any potential threat. 

 They were all especially wary of the ground under their feet. 

 They had heard about what had happened to the group before them. 

 So before every step, they ensured no one stepped on anything suspicious or out of place and that the ground they walked on was solid. 

 Ensuring no incident similar to last time could occur again. 

 And yet they all watched in silence as Raze placed his hand and ear on the ground, as if trying to sense some sort of incoming threat. 

 Everyone watched with their breaths held, waiting to see what he was going to see. 

 It was almost inaudible, and yet if one looked closely at his lips, one could read what he was saying. 

 'Inventory'

 But before anyone could realise what those words meant, it was already too late, as the stable ground under their feet disappeared. 

 Causing all the guards to fall to their deaths similarly to the fate of the group before them. 

 Skrush~

 Skrush~

 Skrush~

 Lifeless corpses hung alleviated in the air by the spears impaling their bodies as their bodies slowly went cold. 

 Life escaped from their vibrant eyes as they all wondered why and how. 

 The whole trip, they had all been extra vigilant about a ground trap and had done a good job just to avoid a similar fate to the past group. 

 And yet it was all futile; in the end, they could only wonder who had been responsible for their doom, as by this point it was obvious to everyone that this whole thing was too elaborate for goblins with their limited intelligence to pull off. 

 The only thought that came to mind was of Lucas muttering something inaudibly moments before their deaths. 

 But, alas, it was already too late. 

 Everyone in the group had already died. 

 All with the exception of Raze and Layla, who were close to him, so he managed to save her last minute. 

 **

 "Oh god not again." Layla screamed staring in horror at the bloody and gory scene below her. 

 As her heart started beating faster, sweat piled up on her beautiful body, and her breathing increased. 

 Trauma from the event three days prior, when she was lying down there in a similar position, re-entered her mind.

 Fear had already taken hold of her body and heart. 

 She would have had trouble even moving if not for the boy standing behind her. 

 She turned her head to try and find solace in the boy, who was the love of her life and had saved her life not just once but twice now. 

 And yet, when she turned around instead of his usual stoic and detached face that she had fallen in love,  what she found a smile. 

 A wide grin was plastered across his face, and his eyes formed a slight crescent due to his wide smile. 

 His lips twitched, and his chest heaved up and down.

 But unlike her, who was hyperventilating due to fear, the boy seemed to be experiencing another emotion. 

 Excitement.

 That's right, to her complete shock, the boy she wanted to find solace in seemed happy seeing all the guards dead and her pitiful state. 

 He was expressing such a pure and innocent expression of excitement that was devoid of any form of malice, despite the situation around him.

 Like a little kid who had gotten to play with his friends after months. 

 The expression was pure and honest. 

 It was unlike anything she had seen him express over the past few days. 

 Seeing him like this there was only one thought in her head. 

 'So this is the real him'

 She watched in horror as a finely crafted steel spear manifested in his hand out of thin air. 

 A dreadful realisation finally struck her as she stared at the sharp tip of the spear in his hand and tried to run away. 

 But it was hopeless, as before she realised it, her left leg was missing as she fell to the ground, and blood gushed out of her missing limb like a fountain. 

 It dyed the whole ground around her red, even getting on the blue-eyed boy. 

 Pure anguish engulfed her senses and made her scream her heart out, begging desperately for help as snot and tears ruined her once beautiful face. 

 But her pleas fell on deaf ears, as they were too deep in the forest and all her guards had already died. 

 Still, she didn't give up, and tried to crawl away. 

 The boy didn't try to stop her; instead, he just observed her. 

 As if getting some amount of sick joy out of her desperation and pleas for help.

 Eventually she stopped; her body had run out of energy due to pain and blood loss. 

 Her fate was already long sealed, and now, within mere moments, she was going to die.

 Her eyes started growing out of focus. 

 In her last moments, she only had one question. 

 "W-w-why?" With great difficulty, she asked, hoping to at least know what she had done to earn the wrath of the boy. 

 "The goddess disapproves of your actions," the boy answered in a cold tone with a voice lacking even a hint of compassion for the dying girl. 

 Gone was the emotion he was showing before; instead, his face had grown cold, making it impossible to tell what he was thinking.

 It was almost like someone who was just doing their job without any personal feelings. 

 It finally made sense to her. 

 In the end, Lucas wasn't the one who was evil, but rather he was merely an executioner sent by the goddess to make her pay for dissapointing her. 

 Finally, her last moments came to an end as her body went limp. 

 Her last moments were filled with nothing but pain, guilt, and regret.

 A stark contrast to the way she had lived her whole life. 

 But it was too late; Layla, the daughter and messenger of the goddess Athex, had passed away. 

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 39 - Perfect Victory

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 "The greatest victory is that which requires no battle" Sun Tzu

 **

 News of the priestess and the group being missing had already become known in the settlement. 

 And everyone, without exception, mourned her loss and prayed to the goddess for her to be able to rest within her realm. 

 After the grief and mourning, there was widespread anger, but the chief had managed to somehow control the situation. 

 That was until a single severed foot of the priestess was found. 

 It was almost as if the goblins were taunting them. 

 This was the tipping point that sent all humans into a frenzy filled with anger. 

 The whole human settlement was fuming with rage and a burning desire for vengeance. 

 Men were currently being armed with the finest weapons tribes had access to. 

 At this point, there was no doubt in anyone's mind that a big war was about to erupt between the settlements. 

 *"

 Meanwhile, in the Goblin Settlement, a similar situation was ongoing. 

 It was obvious to even the hobgoblins, with their limited amount of intelligence, that the steel ant attack on their settlement was planned. 

 While they were able to somehow contain the ants and kill them thanks to their high numbers. 

 Due to the ants being far stronger than them and the attack being a surprise, as well as their weapons not even working on the beasts,. 

 They had lost more than half of their population, and most of their settlement was in complete ruin. 

 As if that alone wasn't enough after the attack, somehow all their spare weapons in the warehouse as well as their food were gone. 

 If nothing was done soon, their entire population was going to starve to death. 

 The situation was more desperate than it had ever been. 

 It was obvious to them that a human was responsible for their current predicament. 

 After all, humans were the only ones clever and insidious enough to devise such a scheme. 

 Many of the enraged goblins wanted to go to war right away. 

 But remembering all the help they had received from humans over the past,. 

 They managed to hold back for a few days. 

 Choosing to wait for a few days for the priestess to come like usual for the exchange. 

 But even days after the appointed time, no one showed up.

 The little doubt that had originally clawed the hearts of goblins,grew threatening to consume them. 

 With time, it was slowly becoming obvious to them that, despite what they wanted to believe, humans were responsible for their terrible predicament after all. 

 And now it was too late; their people were growing hungry, and if nothing was done soon, they would all die of starvation. 

 After all, there was only so much that the goblins could hunt before their race started dying out. 

 In the end, the only choice left was to steal human settlements food. 

 While a few of them were originally against it, in the end, there was nothing they could do. 

 After all, desperate times called for desperate measures. 

 It was either them or the humans. 

 And the goblin chief had chosen his own people. 

 He was currently preparing all his people for war with whatever little weapons they had left. 

 Today they were going to make the humans pay for betraying them and steal all their food.

 **

 The alliance that had taken the priestess years to establish had come completely crashing out mere days after her death. 

 As expected, the dreaded time of war had eventually come. 

 Both the enraged humans and hungry goblin armies met in the middle of the path connecting their respective settlements. 

 The goblin chief tried to communicate with angry humans, confused by their seemingly angry state. 

 But all it got back was some angry remarks and curses, which it obviously couldn't understand. 

 It seems due to its experience always dealing with the priestess and hungry mind, it momentarily forgot that their races were incapable of communicating with each other. 

 It finally clicked inside its primitive mind that their alliance was doomed to fail regardless of the circumstances. 

 After all, two parties who can't understand each other could never work together. 

 It didn't know what exactly had happened to the humans for them to be so mad and ready for war, but it did understand that they wanted to kill them. 

 With this realisation, it ordered its kin to attack and kill without hesitation. 

 Or at least tried to, but it was a heartbeat too late as the human archers were faster, killing one of their people the moment the arrow hit. 

 And this was just the start, as following that one arrow, multiple of them fell down the sky, piercing and killing multiple of their kin. 

 Just like that, the war between races had begun. 

 Goblins, while far superior in number, were weakened due to their hunger and lack of weapons for most of them. 

 Also, due to losing the initiative to attack, they had lost morale. 

 Whereas it was the opposite for humans. 

 Despite being outnumbered by a significant margin, thanks to their anger at the betrayal and the death of their priestess, their morale stayed up. 

 And this morale only increased even more after seeing multiple goblins easily die at the start of the fight. 

 Thanks to their weapons, superior training, morale, and reach, humans were able to bridge the gap between numbers and seemed to be dominating the fight. 

 With tens of goblins dying every minute, barely even a single human died. 

 Soon, the once-clean ground was littered with limbs, corpses, and lots of blood, both green and red.

 It had been hours since the fight started, and despite the humans dominating initially, exhaustion caught up to them, allowing goblins to counterattack.

 As the situation stood, it was extremely hard to predict who was going to come out on top. 

 While all this was happening, neither race had even a single clue about the fact that they were currently dancing on the palms of the man responsible for all their misfortunes. 

 Speaking of him, he was currently standing almost a whole kilometre away from the sight of battle, casually enjoying the bloodshed and violence that he caused.

 Victory and salvation were within reach. 

 Soon he was going to leave this accursed forest.

 This was his perfect victory. 

 Or was about to be, but not quite.

 There was still one more thing left for him to do. 

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 40 - Man Behind The Slaughter

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 "All according to plan," Raze said, looking at all the bloodshed happening almost a whole kilometre away from him.

 His lips displayed a smirk, and yet his eyes were as emotionless as ever. 

 As if he didn't feel even an ounce of guilt or regret for having doomed all the innocent people on the floor. 

 All of this had only been possible thanks to his innate rune. 

 Back when he was thinking of ways to easily kill the guards that would inevitably be accompanying Layla,. 

 The easiest way to accomplish this was through a pitfall trap, like he had used to kill the first group. 

 But since he was going to  use the trap once to kill the first group, his enemies would be wary of him. 

 Meaning it would be very hard to get them with the same trick again. 

 He was stuck in a dilemma, as he knew he didn't possess the strength to kill all of them on his own, so he needed to be creative with his approach. 

 Due to his inherent weakness, he started experimenting with his abilities and looking for hidden pieces on the floor. 

 It was during this experimentation that he discovered another property of his inventory. 

 He could instantly recall something from and to his inventory, as long as it belonged to him. 

 While it may be a bit harder to understand for some people,. 

 This single newly discovered property made his entire plan work. 

 As long as something belonged to him or was neutral, like a rock on the side of the road, he could put it in his inventory. 

 But if something belonged to another person, like a weapon they were holding or had some other mark of theirs on it, he couldn't store it in his inventory. 

 Meanwhile, anything that had been in his inventory even once belonged to him, at least from the perspective of his ability. 

 It was thanks to his understanding that he had the idea of putting the ground in his inventory.

 That's right Raze had put the whole ground in his inventory in a single moment to trap the guard. 

 While his inventory had a limit on the weight and size of the items he could carry,. 

 Nothing was stopping him from breaking the ground into thousands of smaller chunks by chipping at it with his inventory. 

 While his inventory had a limit of 100 items, he could stack the same items up to 99 per slot, allowing him to easily carry them all inside his inventory. 

 And by the end of the process, he ended up with a massive chunk of the ground in his inventory. 

 After that, all he needed to do was fill the hole back up now that the piece of land technically 'belonged' to him. 

 And once the time was right, he just needed to put the piece of land he owned back inside his inventory, allowing him to instantly create a pitfall leading to the deaths of the guards. 

 While this had allowed him to kill more than a hundred skilled guards at once, this wasn't a feat he could easily replicate. 

 For one, it was an extremely time-consuming process to slowly chip away at the ground and store it in his inventory, like he had done. 

 It took him around 5 hours to do it, so it was almost impossible to do it in any normal fight. 

 And this was without even mentioning the disgusting mana and mental toll it took on him or him needing to make physical contact with it. 

 In the end, it was safe to say that Raze wasn't going to be pulling off a similar feat any time soon. 

 But still, this at least gave him an option for a trap to use in the future when fighting against someone above his level and gave him prep time. 

 In a way, it kind of reminded him of a certain super hero back on Earth who, despite being a regular human, used prep time to beat superhumans. 

 He was truly grateful to this floor, as it had helped him learn a lot of things about combat and his innate rune. 

 Which would undoubtedly help him tremendously in the future. 

 Well, none of it matters right now. 

 The only thing that mattered was his plan working and causing a full-blown war between the two main tribes of the forest. 

 In a matter of a few hours, one of the two tribes should be completely eliminated. 

 And then whatever is left of the winning tribe can be dealt with easily. 

 Or at least that's what any sane person with any shred of remorse or consciousness would do. 

 But too bad for the goblins, Raze possessed neither of those qualities. 

 At least not for vile, disgusting monsters. 

 Most of the men of the tribe are currently engaged in war. 

 All the women and children of the tribe were left mostly unprotected in their settlement. 

 Among them was the son of the chief, who had been his target from the start.

 If he wanted, he could easily just go there and kill him to move on with this floor. 

 But too bad for everyone on this floor. Raze was a very thorough person. 

 Since he had already fucked everyone on this floor many times over,. 

 It was only right for him to finish what he started. 

 He could feel his heartbeat quickening slightly at the prospect of what sort of reward his achievement was about to get him. 

 But he knew for sure that whatever it was, it was going to be worth it.

 After all, the tower didn't care about the morals of one's actions; it only cared about the results. 

 And that was something Raze was sure of producing. 

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 41 - The Real Monster

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Gobita was the son of the goblin chief and also the rightful heir of the goblin settlement.

 Goblins had a very limited life span. 

 A maximum of 3 years for even the strongest and healthiest goblin. 

 Due to this limited life span, a goblin  was considered an adult once they were 6 months old. 

 While the concept of a six-month-old adult might feel hard to digest for humans,. 

 It was the norm for goblins. 

 But even with such low criteria for being considered an adult, no one could call Gobita an adult. 

 After all, the poor boy was barely a month old. 

 He barely started being able to talk a few days ago. 

 Simply due to his lineage, he was supposed to live a very luxurious life, at least by goblin standards. 

 And yet, barely a month after his birth, their whole settlement was at risk of being destroyed. 

 His father and all the other men in the tribe were currently at war. 

 The future existence of the tribe depends on their victory or loss. 

 This uncertainty and hunger stemming from not having eaten anything over the past few days. 

 Naturally, this resulted in anxiety and fear among women and children. 

 Currently, whatever remained of the tribe was all huddled in one large hall, with a few guards stationed outside, ready to intercept any threat to their lives. 

 Unrest was evident in the air as the goblins wondered whether they were going to live to see another day. 

 In the midst of this, Gobita's mother was hugging him and seemed to be saying something to him. 

 But it was impossible for humans to understand. 

 It was during this unrest that a single shriek came from outside and caused panic to spread in the overcrowded goblin settlement. 

 Kree~

 The painful growl of one of the guards stationed outside was heard by the poor goblins. 

 Indicating to them that someone or something was out there. 

 They didn't know who or what it was, but even they, with their primitive intelligence, could tell that being discovered now would spell doom for them. 

 So they remained quiet, doing their best not to make any noise. 

 The grunts and growls of the guard, which were initially distant, slowly got closer and closer. 

 Causing fear to take hold of the goblins, leaving them to anticipate the moment they were discovered. 

 Until it all stopped. 

 The painful and horrifying sounds that were coming from outside finally stopped. 

 Allowing many of the goblins present to sigh in relief. 

 But it was when they let their guard down that disaster struck. 

 Krigh~

 The door to the hall slowly creeped open. 

 All the goblins held their breath, too scared to make any noise. 

 From the little open crevice, a blue-eyed face creeped inside. 

 Looking around at all the terrified goblins. 

 A wide, ominous smile creeped up on his face, and yet his eyes remained emotionless as he muttered. 

 "Found you"

 It was just two words that they couldn't even understand, yet they contained a sense of finality. 

 Informing them that their fate is sealed. 

 As the boy fully entered, he towered over all the goblins, despite being short by human standards. 

 His face contained an otherworldly beauty, at least by human standards, and yet to these monsters, that same face looked no different from that of a scary monster. 

 And yet, despite the beauty, his face and body were covered in green goblin blood, announcing the fate of all the goblins stationed outside. 

 Despite his face returning to being stoic, a sense of ominous foreboding settled over the goblins. 

 The boy naturally emitted bloodlust, making it hard for the goblins to even move or make noise. 

 Keigh~

 Keir~

 Kevji~

 The goblins cried out as the ominous boy made his way towards them with slow and well-paced steps.

 As if taking pleasure in the goblin's torment. 

 They could do nothing but watch in horror as the boy slowly walked towards them. 

 They were no different from lambs in front of a wolf. 

 And yet, letting go of her sense of self-preservation, a brave female goblin tried to run and kill the boy to protect her kin and child. 

 Too bad the boy didn't care about her feelings or bravery. 

 Before she could take even a single step, a palm-sized blue portal manifested beside the boy, and before anyone could react, a knife shot out and collided with the goblin.

 Bang~

 Her body exploded on contact, splashing her green blood and innards everywhere, including her fellow goblins. 

 Kree~

 Kreeee!!! ~

 Kriiii~~

 The goblins screamed in terror at seeing their fellow kin be brutally murdered in front of them. 

 As if that wasn't enough, a steel spear manifested in the boys hands. 

 It still dripped green blood from its tip, indicating the fate of its previous victim. 

 Drip~

 Drip~

 The boy dragged his metal spear across the ground as he walked towards the helpless goblins, producing an annoying metalic noise. 

 Screek~

 What followed was a pure, one-sided blood bath. 

 The goblins stood no chance, and most of them didn't even try to resist.

 As for the few who did their end, they were slow and painful. 

 Torn limbs and mutilated bodies lay in abundance in the spacious hall. 

 Green blood and innards changed the colour and smell around them. 

 In the midst of all this carnage stood a lone youth with his now-green spear resting on his shoulders as he stared at the only survivor of the massacre. 

 The boy was covered head to toe in green blood and reeked of death and bloodshed. 

 But he paid none of it any mind as he emotionlessly stared at Gobita. 

 He had been crying and wimping as he witnessed his whole tribe, including his own mother, be brutally and helplessly mutilated by the blue-eyed monster. 

 A couple minutes ago, tears ran down his eyes, but now even they have run out. 

 In fact, Gobita didn't even seem conscious anymore.

 Making one wonder if he was still alive, and yet he very much was. 

 He was just exhausted from the fear and crying, causing him to lose consciousness.

 Looking at all the bloodshed and chaos, one could question.

 Who was the real monster on this floor? 

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 42 - Watch It Burn

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Raze stood in the middle of the now-empty hall with a smirk on his face.

 He had already collected all the dead bodies and put them in his inventory. 

 Just thinking about all the tower points and money he would earn by selling these corpses was enough to make him excited. 

 Usually, it's very hard to take items outside a floor or tower. 

 Due to the limited number of items a person could carry. 

 But that wasn't a problem for him with his inventory. 

 The more he used and learned about his ability, the more grateful he became. 

 Despite the limited combat applicability, it was the ultimate utility ability and would allow him to survive and thrive both inside and outside the tower. 

 But that wasn't the only reason for his excitement, as he had killed hundreds of goblins. 

 His first mana circle was finally saturated, meaning he could soon start working towards his second circle. 

 Most of the goblins he had killed didn't resist and were instead afraid of him. 

 Even the few who did try to fight back didn't have experience fighting or weapons, and they were also weakened by hunger. 

 As well as goblins not being in sync with their instincts and their naturally weak stats. 

 The scariest thing about goblins was their numbers and, exclusively for this floor, their intelligence.

 Due to their numbers being significantly lowered and their intelligence not being useful due to fear,. 

 Obviously, all of this had been perfectly calculated by Raze to create this perfect opportunity for him to get an abundance of beast shards. 

 From the start, everything had been under his control. 

 Staring at the little unconscious goblin lying by his feet, he had to resist the urge to kill it. 

 The goblin was much smaller than even other kids. 

 Which told him about the tender and young age of the creature. 

 Even he could acknowledge that his methods were definitely very inhumane and too extreme. 

 After all, he had made the poor kid watch him massacre its entire village and family. 

 Raze had to suppress a laugh thinking about this, as it reminded him of all those Wuxia protagonists backstories. 

 He could just imagine this little goblin getting a system in the future and trying to avenge his parents in the future. 

 Finally, the laugh he had been suppressing came out as the image of the goblin with long black hair and fluttering black robes came to his mind. 

 The thought was extremely out of pocket and strange to him, yet it made him laugh. 

 But he quickly regained his composure as his eyes regained their usual cold, uncaring look as he grabbed the little goblin by the neck and exited the building. 

 As he left, he didn't plan to leave the settlement standing.

 So he took a burning torch out of his inventory and observed the violent and fluttering flames before setting the wooden building on fire. 

 He stood there and watched as the highly burnable wood quickly caught fire. 

 Before it spread to nearby buildings. 

 Observing that the fire was working, he left the settlement, knowing that his job in the settlement was done. 

 He had killed all the inhabitants for their bodies and beast shards, retrieved his target, and then set the place on fire. 

 Thinking about it this way, even he couldn't deny it. 

 'Wow, I'm a terrible person'

 Despite knowing this, he didn't seem to mind strangely enough. 

 As he left the hamlet, he turned around for just a moment to sneak one last glance at the burning village to remind himself of what happens to those without the strength to protect themselves on the tower. 

 The scent of ash and fire lingered in the air, and the temperature in the area rapidly increased. 

 It was only a matter of time before the fire burned the whole village and spread through the forest. 

 Smoke rose in the air, and bright orange flames erased buildings from existence.

 It was a strangely melancholic sight, especially for someone like Raze, who had suffered greatly in the past due to these same flames. 

 Some very unpleasant memories from his past life resurfaced inside his head, but they were quickly suppressed. 

 One could even call it ironic how he had gone from suffering from fire to harnessing it's destructive powers to bring harm upon others. 

 But that wasn't something he wanted to think about anymore. 

 So he left the area, moving towards the area where he had left humans and goblins to fight. 

 He was quite curious about the results of the fight, but he didn't let his guard down in case he was forced into a position where he ended up needing to fight. 

 After more than 30 minutes of walking, he finally arrived at the scene of the battlefield. 

 And what he saw exceeded anything he could have imagined. 

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 43 - Watch It Burn-2

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Bloodshed and carnage were visible as far as the eye could see.

 Blood, both green and red, was splattered on the ground. 

 Mutilated corpses without limbs and other grotesque deformities were scattered everywhere. 

 A heavy, pungent smell of dead people drifted in the air, overwhelming the senses. 

 The whole scene of carnage was a pure depiction of unfiltered brutality and brought dread upon the spectator. 

 At first glance, everyone seemed dead, but upon closer look, that assumption would be proven wrong. 

 Amidst the sea of human and goblin corpses. 

 A single entity stood by its lonesome, breathing heavily as it observed the carnage it had brought. 

 It was missing its right eye and left arm and was covered in all sorts of wounds and blood, some its own and others its enemies. 

 But despite all of this, the figure was unmistakable to Raze. 

 After all, this was the same figure who made him feel like he would die for the first time. 

 And judging from the reaction that his body was giving, his earlier intuition was probably right. 

 The hairs on his body were standing, and sweat fell down his cheeks. 

 His breath hastened, and his heartbeat was growing heavier as he watched the nearly-dead goblin chief slowly turn towards him despite being more than 300 meters away. 

 As it saw him, it flashed a sinister smile with blood dripping down its face as a palpable bloodlust seized Raze, paralysing him. 

 Disregarding any feeling of self-preservation, it ran towards him too fast for him to see. 

 Seeing the chief disappear from his previous place, Raze felt a sense of doom. 

 He knew that the chief had figured out his involvement in all this carnage. 

 'I'm going to die'

 This single thought remained in his head as he anticipated the moment the chief would reappear. 

 And yet his body was unresponsive, too scared to even move. 

 He wanted nothing more than to just run and hide. 

 But he knew he couldn't; his only option was to fight head-on. 

 His opponent was heavily wounded and close to death. 

 All he needed to do was stall for a few moments until the chief naturally died due to blood loss. 

 And yet, almost instinctually, he knew that wasn't possible for the current him. 

 He would instantly die once the chief reached him. 

 In this moment, even with all his intelligence, he was left helpless against brute force. 

 Just when he was about to almost give up and try fighting despite already knowing the results,. 

 A single idea came to his mind. 

 It was extremely disgusting and repulsive. 

 And if anyone ever came to learn what he was about to do, they would probably think of him as a scum. 

 But after everything he had done, he didn't have the luxury to worry about the morality of his choices. 

 It was either him or them, and he would always pick them. 

 Within moments, the goblin chief was mere steps away from Raze. 

 However, once it arrived, it was greeted by a sight it could have never expected. 

 The human that it had assumed to be behind everything was standing bravely in front of him without a shred of fear, despite his apparent weakness. 

 But more than that, he was holding a certain child goblin. 

 With a knife pointed at its throat,. 

 The chief, who was overwhelmed with anger over what had happened to its people and wanted nothing more than revenge, was forced to stop due to his own son being held hostage. 

 "If you take another step, say goodbye to your son" Raze threatened. 

 Despite not understanding what the human was saying, thanks to the intelligence it possessed, which far surpasses the primitive one of others of its kind,. 

 It was able to better understand emotions, allowing it to get attached to its only offspring and thus be hesitant to move. 

 While it was possible for it to move before the human could thrust the dagger into its child's throat,. 

 It didn't want to take that risk. 

 The child in his hand was knocked out and still looked unharmed, allowing the chief to breathe a sigh of relief. 

 Seeing its reaction, Raze inwardly smiled. 

 Honestly, this was a real big gamble, as there was a very real chance it wouldn't care about its own son and instead just kill him. 

 After all, monsters weren't meant to possess emotions or familiar affection.

 But thanks to the emotions displayed by the goblins in the village hall upon seeing him massacre their kin, Raze had noticed something similar amongst all of them. 

 All the goblins who displayed human emotions looked like humans. 

 In other words, hobgoblins. 

 Due to the many similarities between hobgoblins and humans. 

 Raze made a plan based on how a human would react in this situation. 

 It was a stupid idea, as there was a very big chance the chief might not be driven by the same emotions as a human and might be more logical and cold. 

 In the end, it was basically a gamble. 

 And thankfully for him, luck seemed to be on his side this time. 

 But not wanting to waste the opportunity he created. 

 He activated his gate ability. 

 As a small, palm-sized, circular blue portal started forming in front of him. 

 The goblin chief didn't know what it was, but he could tell that it was dangerous and was prepared to dodge it. 

 However, just when it was about to dodge, Raze applied a little force to the dagger aimed at its son, drawing a drop of blood. 

 Indicating the fate of the child if it dared dodge. 

 Thus, it was left with no choice but to obey. In the end, its fatherly instinct prevailed over self-preservation as its innards splattered everywhere after getting hit by a spear fired from the gate. 

 A few notifications whispered in Raze's ears. 

 [Ding! Climber has killed an E-grade beast.]

 [Ding! [One E-grade beast shard gained]

 [Ding! A new rune of [Perception] was gained.]

 **

 After an unknown amount of time, the little goblin child finally regained consciousness. 

 As it slowly opened its eyes, it thought it had heard its father's voice. 

 But when it looked around, trying to find him,. 

 What he was greeted by was a sight straight out of a nightmare. 

 Hot oranges were blazing fire everywhere the eye could see, razing everything to the ground. 

 Smoke filled the skies, and cries of various life forms flooded the ears. 

 The smell of ash and smoke made it difficult to breathe, and the ever-increasing temperature made the moisture in the body dry. 

 Slowly but surely, the whole green forest was being burned to the ground. 

 Seeing everything it had once loved and was meant to someday inherit, the little kid could do nothing but cry. 

 Which is exactly what it did. 

 It cried for hours nonstop, all alone in a desolate part of the forest. 

 And yet, despite all the noise it made, its cries went unheard. 

 Until eventually the dreadful figure responsible for everything walked out nonchalantly out of the woods and looked at him. 

 His daimond-like blue eyes were as cold and emotionless as when he massacred its kin in front of him. 

 There was not a shred of sympathy or remorse evident on his face. 

 As he slowly made his way towards it, a long silver spear manifested in his hands out of thin air. 

 Before long, he was right in front of the goblin child. 

 Without any hesitation, he moved his arm and spear in a clean horizontal motion and ended the last goblin and monster on the whole second floor. 

 In its final moments, the goblin child didn't try to resist or take revenge; all it did was engrave the cold, emotionless face of the boy, who appeared to have crawled out of hell itself, in its mind. 

 Notifications whispered in an insidious tone in his ears as his figure broke down into small light fragments. 

 [Ding! The climber has cleared the second floor.]

 [Ding! The climber has destroyed the second floor.]

 [Ding! Climber has made a noteworthy achievement.

 [Ding! Climbers name has been acknowledged by the tower.]

 And before long, Raze's body had finally disappeared from the burning second floor. 

 Only minutes before the whole second floor crumbled apart. 

 Truly destroyed and never to be reimagined by the tower ever again. 

 This was how the tragic and mysterious tale of the forest of the wild came to an end. 

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 44 - Self Control

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Once Raze opened his eyes, he found himself back in a familiar, comforting black room.

 "So I'm back" Raze relaxed.

 As soon as he allowed himself to relax, a striking headache assaulted him, causing him to grimace as he sat on the ground. 

 Throughout the past few weeks, he has constantly been in a high state of alertness and perceptiveness to his surroundings. 

 Causing his mind to overwork, the same was true for his body too. 

 But now that the whole ordeal was over, his muscles and head hurt. 

 He allowed himself to relax on the invisible floor. 

 It was still hard to believe everything that had happened. 

 "I really did all that" Raze exclaimed while looking at his arm, expecting it to be shaking. 

 But strangely enough, it wasn't. 

 He knew that the things he had done on the second floor were objectively bad. 

 And he didn't feel good about committing all those atrocities. 

 But he also didn't particularly feel bad about it. 

 In fact, if he were to be given a second chance, he would repeat his actions, especially now that he had tried and confirmed their validity. 

 Maybe it was the fact that he had done them against monsters and humans who had already died once. 

 But at that point, he would just be making excuses. 

 "This is a bit scary" he muttered.

 It hadn't even been a whole month since he had gotten a taste of power or regained the ability to walk. 

 But he was already starting to commit war crimes and throw his morals out the window. 

 In the future, he might end up getting corrupted by power. 

 Up until now, he had only heard stories about those who were corrupted by their own power. 

 And truthfully, he always found these stories a bit silly; after all, it was their power they should be able to just control it.

 However, by getting a taste of this feeling for himself, while not exactly sympathising, he could at least understand them a bit better. 

 Of course, he had no intention of defending those scum, as getting corrupted was just a sign of a weak mentality. 

 And he, for one, had no intention of getting corrupting himself. 

 In the future, it would be up to him to keep his moral compass in check. 

 After all, it would be hypocritical of him to criticise 'evil' people in death only to become one himself the moment he gets even a semblance of power. 

 Of course, since the tower had a tendency to push people to the extreme, he didn't have the option to be a law-abiding, upstanding citizen of society like his dad wanted. 

 So in the future, he would undoubtedly be forced to do some unethical things. 

 And he had already decided that in a situation involving him or them, it would always be them. 

 After all, he couldn't die. 

 In the end, the only thing he could conclude was to try and not be some kind of supervillain and just try his best to do good while making sure it wouldn't end up sabotaging him or his goals. 

 Thinking about it this way, the 'Neutral' alignment really suited someone like him. 

 "Well, enough about that. All this talk about morality is hurting my head," Raze grimaced while grabbing his head. 

 But since he was already on the topic of control,. 

 It would only be right to address the elephant in the room.

 "How the fuck did I do all that?" he asked himself. 

 He was just an average, crippled teenager on Earth. 

 And he hadn't even talked to anyone except for his sister for the past 4 years. 

 Neither did he do any research on the matter. 

 And yet he somehow managed to make all the residents of the second floor dance on the palms of his hands like puppets. 

 They didn't even know what was happening until it was too late. 

 The whole plan went perfectly, aside from the slight miscalculation on his part about the strength of the goblin chief. 

 And his ability to massacre the whole human army on his own. 

 He remembered the tower telling him that he was apparently an E-rank monster when he killed him. 

 If he were the only E-rank monster on a floor filled with F-ranks,. 

 That would explain why he had been in so much control and commanded such authority on the floor. 

 "Phew, good thing I listened to my gut feeling and didn't fight it" hes sighed in relief.

 If he really was stupid enough to try and fight it even after all the injuries it had accumulated, his death would have been guaranteed.

 But still, despite the odds and dangerous situation, he managed to analyse and counter it thanks to his intellect. 

 However, that still didn't answer one question. 

 How had he done it? 

 Whether it be abusing human emotions, manipulating people without them even realising it, or making monsters act a certain way. 

 He didn't have trouble with either of them. 

 While he didn't know about others, those weren't things an average teenager like himself should be able to do. 

 And yet, it all came naturally to him. 

 He had always known that he was a genius, thanks to his mother and father constantly praising his intelligence. 

 But he always just thought that he was just a bit smarter than other kids his age. 

 Of course, that never stopped him from basking in their praises at the time. 

 However, looking at the way things were happening now, he might have been greatly underselling himself all these years. 

 And maybe his parents knew more about him than even he himself knew. 

 Well, there was no use thinking about it now that they were already long gone. 

 The only thing he could do now was figure things out about both himself and the tower, one step at a time.

 Of course, just like with the morality of his actions, he needed to control his tongue and the way he approached things. 

 He couldn't just go around manipulating and playing with people's emotions if he ever wanted a chance to forge genuine bonds like he always dreamed of. 

 "Enough about it, let's take a look at the notifications from the floor."

 With that, he brought his little self-reflection to a temporary end as he excitedly read all the notifications from the last floor. 

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 45 - Ranks And Runes

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 [Ding! Climber has killed an E-grade beast.]

 [Ding! One E-grade beast shard gained]

 [Ding!  New rune of [perception] was gained.]

 [Ding! Climber has killed one F-grade beast.]

 [Ding! climber has cleared the second floor.]

 [Ding! Climber has destroyed the second floor.]

 [Ding! Climber has made a noteworthy achievement]

 [Ding! Climbers name has been acknowledged by the tower.]

 [Ding! The climber has gained a special reward for his achievements.]

 "Wow that's a lot"

 Raze exclaimed, impressed by the large number of notifications in front of him. 

 Truthfully, he had not expected to gain so much just on the second floor. 

 But he wasn't complaining. 

 In this moment, he really felt like thanking the tower for having the option to conveniently showcase all his notifications. 

 Since he wasn't able to quite hear them on the second floor and had no clue about what they said. 

 But looking at them now, he couldn't help but be as excited as a little child on Christmas morning as he looked through his presents. 

 He really felt like a kid again, looking at everything in front of him. 

 Well, not that he was ever an adult to begin with, but still, his point still remains. 

 Despite the excitement, he chose to methodically work his way down to not miss anything. 

 He had already read about the things he had gained from the goblin chief. 

 And it was really exciting to get an E-grade beast shard. 

 For a first circle like himself, that was the equivalent of ten beast shards. 

 But since his circle was already saturated, it was automatically added to his inventory instead. 

 Allowing him to save it for his second or third circle when he really needed it. 

 The thing that really caught his attention was the rune. 

 He didn't expect to gain one so soon since they were supposed to be very rare, and yet here he was, gaining one in only his second tutorial. 

 Opening his inventory, he pulled out an 8-cm-long grey crystal chunk, indicating that the rune didn't have a particular element. 

 It was daimond-like in shape and texture, but with sharp angular tips on both ends. 

 _________________________________________

 Rune Name:Perception

 Rune Element: N/A

 Rune Tier: I

 Rune Type: Passive

 Description: Allows the user to raise their senses to superhuman levels and become perceptive of all their surroundings without the need to look

 Additional Information: "What does a blind person like you think he can do against me?"

 "Eyes are but a restriction placed on the mortal kind."

 _________________________________________

 "Wow, this is busted!" Raze exclaimed in delight. 

 He was truly impressed by the universal versatility of such a rune. 

 The fact that it was a passive one, meaning it doesn't even require an active supply of mana, was just the cherry on top. 

 Also, he couldn't help but notice the additional information near the end. 

 And honestly, he had no idea what it meant. 

 He remembered reading that some special runes contain additional information about them, usually related to their lore. 

 But looking at the description in front of him, he couldn't help but think of them asanything but  just the ramblings of a senile old man. 

 "Whatever, I don't think I can understand this even if I try."

 Choosing to ignore them, without hesitation he chose to absorb them by crushing the crystal in his hands. 

 As the crystal was crushed, ethereal grey energy flowed into his body, filling his mind with information it should have no way of acquiring. 

 The whole process felt euphoric and filled his mind with a sense of excitement at the new power. 

 And before long, it was finally done. 

 "Wow, that felt good!" Raze exclaimed in delight at the pleasure of gaining a rune. 

 Just as expected, he found himself to instantly become more perceptive to his surroundings and himself. 

 Of course, there was nothing to perceive in this blank void of a room, but he was sure he would be able to test this ability properly on the next floor. 

 Runes in this world followed very strict yet straightforward rules. 

 Runes had many varieties, but for the purpose of this discussion, only skill runes were relevant. 

 Which came in two types: active and passive. 

 The names made what they do pretty self-explanatory, and both served their purpose. 

 While passive runes were constantly active and didn't require constant use of mana, their effects were usually less pronounced than their active counterparts. 

 As for active runes, while requiring manual activation and the use of mana, they offered more dynamic usage. 

 But that was probably about it. 

 Skill runes came with various elements, and this is where the importance of what element one chooses for their mana circle comes in. 

 In order to learn a certain rune, one needed the correct mana circle. 

 Making it impossible for Raze to learn something like a fire rune and vice versa for someone with a fire circle. 

 As for the tiers, they determine how many of a certain mana circle one needs to learn a certain rune. 

 For example, it was impossible for Raze to learn a Tier II water rune despite having the correct element. 

 It's because of annoying nuances like this that skills runes without an element become in high demand amongst climbers, as they can be learned as long as someone has the necessary circles for them regardless of their element. 

 Every climber can learn a total of nine main runs. 

 And trying to exceed this limit was impossible, and even if someone, against all odds, achieved it, they would only be met with a brutal death by their body literally imploding on itself. 

 This limit forces climbers to be extremely selective with what they choose to learn, as once a rune is learned, it is permanent with no way to change it. 

 Of course, there are some exceptions to this that being tier 0 runes since they don't occupy any of the precious 9 rune slots. 

 Since they are all just considered parts of the innate rune and class,. 

 But sadly, it's impossible to gain any tier-0 rune outside one's innate rune or class, and most people's innate rune and class didn't even give them one. 

 But thankfully, the tower wasn't as cruel as it might sound, and it was indeed possible to increase one's limit by creating more mana circles around the heart. 

 With every new circle formed, a climber increases their total rune capacity by one. 

 Meaning that while it's possible to learn more runes, the stronger one gets, it isn't as significant of a boost as the first nine simply due to the difference in quantity, which makes the first nine runes all the more important. 

 So it was very important for Raze and every other climber to be extremely selective with what they chose to absorb.

 There's also ranks which allows one to increase their vessel limit by a thousand every time.

 A breakthrough can be attempted once a person forms any three elemental mana circles in their hearts. 

 These are the ranks that can be potentially achieved by humans. 

 1.Apprentice 1-3 circles

 2.Senior 4-7

 3.Expert 8-11

 4.Master 12-15

 5.Grandmaster16-19

 6.Saint 20-23

 Presumably there were supposed to be three more ranks above Saint to fulfil the towers tradition of forcing number 9 into everything. 

 But since he had never read far enough, he and no one else had any clue about what they were called. 

 The only way to learn was to reach the rank himself or meet someone at that rank. 

 And neither of those two things were happening anytime soon. 

 So tough luck! 

 As climbers on the first circle, Raze and every other climber were only apprentices right now. 

 And since he never read past ch. 80, he had not seen anyone get past this rank. 

 But still, he was sure many people would eventually achieve it. 

 After all, this was only the second rank; if humans can't even achieve it, humanity is doomed. 

 Anyway, that should be enough about that. 

 It was time to check out the reward for his atrocities on the last floor. 

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 46 - Depraved Hand

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 A plain-looking black glove was sitting in front of Raze.

 It didn't have any special features and just looked like any other plain,skin- tight glove. 

 But looking at the description of this item, one could tell that it was anything but 'ordinary'. 

 _________________________________________

 Artifact Name: Depraved Hand

 Artifact Type: Accessory

 Artifact Rank: B

 Artifact Tier: V

 Weapon runes: [Consume], [Cycle], [Hold], [Open], [Hunger]

 Description: It consumes the basic effect of an innate rune up to a maximum of 5 and allows the user to use it. 

 Additional Information: There once was a devoted follower of a certain goddess who lost his sanity to depravity and lost his hand. 

 ________________________________________

 "This is a lot more than I expected" he finally managed to say. 

 This was the additional reward he had received for clearing the second tower in the way that he had. 

 And while he was expecting something good for all his efforts, not even in his wildest imagination could he have anticipated something this broken. 

 The glove in front of him, despite its ordinary appearance, was the most broken item he had ever come across, even when reading the original novel. Of course, maybe that had to do with how little he had actually read. 

 But regardless, he was sure it would take a while for Asher in the novel to acquire anything even half as good as this. 

 The glove had a very simple effect: it had the ability to absorb another person's innate rune and let him use it. 

 And yet, despite the simple description, its applications were endless. 

 Excitedly, he had the urge to try the glove out, so he wore it on his left hand. 

 In appearance, it looked no different from a regular glove. 

 Honestly, Raze really liked the way it looked on his hand. 

 He spent a few seconds admiring the glove on his hand. 

 Before, almost unnoticeably, an innocent feeling of hunger found its way in the back of his mind. 

 It was almost unnoticeable at first, leading to its being ignored. 

 And then a minute passed, and that's when there was a noticeable pain and grumble in his stomach as he asked himself. 

 "Why do I feel hungry?"

 He found himself confused by the sudden hunger he found himself experiencing. 

 He had only eaten a few hours ago, and he felt perfectly fine until a minute ago. 

 But despite the confusion, he wasn't able to properly focus on it due to his mind constantly drifting to his hungry stomach. 

 Desiring to appease his hunger, he took out some food that he had stolen from the human settlement on the last floor before destroying it. 

 Following his will, a circular-shaped, blue-coloured apple-like fruit appeared in his hand. 

 This was called a Palchet cherry. 

 And apparently, this was the main source of sustenance that the humans on that floor used. 

 He had tried one earlier on the floor, and it tasted like a green grape from Earth, and since he loved those, he naturally also enjoyed this blue fruit. 

 Without a second thought, he took a large bite. 

 He expected to feel a source of relief at the food entering his mouth, but strangely, it didn't come. 

 It must be noted that despite the 'cherry' name and grape-like flavour, Palchet cherry was quite large in size, almost similar to an apple in terms of size. 

 But strangely, it felt more fulfilling than one. 

 Raze wasn't sure why this was the case and ended up just pinning it on the mana present in the tower, which naturally affected the flora and fauna on the tower.

 Some in good and beautiful ways, while others in disgusting and grotesque ways.

 But he was getting off topic. 

 Even as he ate the whole fruit, he didn't feel any feeling of satiety like he was supposed to. 

 In fact, the feeling of hunger strangely only seemed to grow. 

 Undeterred, he took out another Palchet cherry and ate it quickly. 

 And then another one before taking out another one and eating it.

 And yet the feeling of hunger only grew even more. 

 In fact, it was hard to notice at first, but strangely enough, the more he ate, the hungrier he became. 

 It was a very stupid situation, as the food he was eating seemed to have the opposite effect of what it was supposed to. 

 Despite knowing this, his heart wanted him to take out another Palchet cherry and eat it. 

 But his mind reminded him of the abnormality of the situation. 

 Something was seriously wrong. 

 At first, he thought maybe it was the Palchet cherry he was eating, but that couldn't be it; he had already eaten them before, and this was the first time something like this had happened. 

 'Wait, it can't be. 

 Almost like a truck, a realization hit him.

 Before the hunger, the only thing he had done was put on the glove the tower had gifted him.

 But that shouldn't be possible; this was supposed to be a reward.

 Why would the tower gift him something that would kill him in just a few minutes as a 'reward'?

 Regardless of common sense, he had no choice but to conclude that the problem was the glove he was wearing. 

 Warily, he looked at the plain-looking black glove on his left hand. 

 As his heartbeat hastened before long, his breath increased in pace to match it. 

 Sweat formed on his head. 

 But he didn't care; using all his will, he moved his right hand towards the glove, desiring to remove it before it could do any more harm. 

 And yet, to his horror, his hand was refusing to get closer to the glove. 

 It was almost like an invisible repulsion effect. 

 The closer his hand went, the stronger the opposing repulsion became. 

 Yet through sheer force and will, he managed to contact his right hand with the glove. 

 And without hesitation, using all his physical might that he had accumulated through all the beast shards he had absorbed, he pulled the glove out, no longer caring about potentially damaging the precious glove. 

 Or at least he tried to. 

 To his complete horror, the glove refused to move, almost like it was a part of his skin. 

 He felt his heart stop for a moment. 

 It was just a moment, but it felt like an eternity. 

 Almost as if he had a gut feeling, he decided to open the description of the glove on his hand again. 

 _________________________________________

 Artifact Name: Cursed Depraved Hand

 Artifact Type: Accessory

 Artifact Rank: B

 Artifact Tier: VI

 Weapon runes: [Consume], [Cycle], [Hold], [Open], [Hunger], [Binding]

 Description: It consumes the basic effect of an innate rune up to a maximum of 5 and allows the user to use it,while wearing the item the user may experience unnatural feeling of hunger 

 Additional Information: There once was a devoted follower of a certain goddess who lost his sanity to depravity and lost his hand. 

 _________________________________________

 Staring at the new description, it was perhaps the closest Raze had ever come to a heart attack as his body tensed up, unable to move. 

 From the looks of it, his future was sealed. 

 The tower had screwed him over. 

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 47 - Cursed Item

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Starvation. 

 This is a type of pain many people suffer from every day, with most of them dying horribly and helplessly without ever being able to mature. 

 Yet for the people living comfortably in the big cities, it's not something they even need to think about. 

 And perhaps that's for the best, as it was impossible for them to last even a whole day without eating. 

 Munch~

 Munch~

 Grumble~

 Sounds of munching and grumbling resounded in the vast, empty, black void of a room. 

 Raze hungrily devoured food from his inventory. 

 Whether it be fruits, vegetables, or meat. 

 It no longer mattered; he was just eating everything he had taken from the second floor like a glutton. 

 He had already eaten more than half of all the food he had. 

 And yet, despite how much he ate, the feeling of starvation kept on growing and growing by the second. 

 Destroying his mind easily. 

 He felt too tired to even speak anymore, and his whole body hurt. 

 A feeling of lethargy overtook him as his stomach cried in pain. 

 It felt like tiny bugs were crawling in his stomach, eating its inner linings. 

 His vision was losing focus, and yet, despite everything, he kept on eating nonstop. 

 Too scared to stop eating. 

 Despite knowing that eating wasn't helping and that he needed to think of something,. 

 His body refused to listen to his mind, only desiring to eat more and more. 

 He had been thoroughly screwed over by the tower, and it not displaying the information about the item properly. 

 Heck, in the first place, why was he even given something like this as a 'reward'? 

 A reward was supposed to be something good to award someone's achievement, and yet the only thing this item had done was make them suffer and die pathetically in just a few minutes. 

 However, he no longer had the option to think, as finally, the Palchet cherry he was trying to eat just stopped. 

 His mouth refused to bite or chew anymore, as it was already way past its limits.

 And yet he forced the fruit down its throat. 

 It was a terrible mistake, as it blocked his windpipe, choking him. 

 Cough~

 Cough~

 Cough~

 Raze coughed on the ground in pain, with saliva coming out of his mouth and each cough hurting his stomach more and more. 

 Finally, his gluttonous actions caught up to him. 

 As he barfed on the ground. 

 Disgusting stomach liquid, bile, and undigested food exited his body through his mouth and littered the black room. 

 Finally, the energy in his body ran out, and he fell to the ground on his own barf. 

 The feeling of disgust and horrendous smell overwhelming his senses made him barf again. 

 Barf~

 Even more disgusting goo came out of his mouth. 

 The whole cycle was once again repeated, ensuring that most of the food that he had forced down his stomach came out in the form of vomit. 

 This whole process continued like this for a whole minute. 

 Before it finally stopped, Raze no longer had the strength to even move. 

 He lied amidst his own barf, ruining his clothes and body.

 The disgusting smell overwhelmed him, making it hard to think. 

 And throughout all this, the pain of starvation only kept growing. 

 It felt like he hadn't eaten anything in days, even though he knew it had only been a few minutes since he wore the black glove. 

 He felt death linger on the horizon. 

 Without a doubt, in just a few minutes, he was about to die. 

 His own carelessness and the tower had ensured his death was inescapable. 

 And all of this happened because of a single glove. 

 He finally understood why it was called cursed. 

 Anyone who wore it was destined to die a horrible death like him. 

 Feelings of regret and guilt lingered in his mind. 

 The pain and lethargy were too much for him; he wanted to give up. 

 And yet, even amidst the hopeless situation, an overwhelming desire to survive still existed. 

 No matter what, he didn't want to die. 

 He wanted to see his parents and Rose again. 

 Perhaps if he didn't know what the afterlife was like, he might have accepted his fate, thinking that he would meet them in the afterlife. 

 But he already knew that wasn't possible. 

 Death was dark and lonely, and he didn't want to experience it. 

 Not to mention, it hadn't even been a whole month since he regained the ability to walk, as well as all the other wonders of life he wanted to experience.

 He had already died in a cold and lonely place once; he couldn't let that tragedy repeat. 

 No matter what it took, he wanted to live. 

 No matter the pain or misfortune, giving up wasn't an option. 

 But the question was: how? 

 He had already tried everything he could think of over the past few minutes since removing the glove wasn't an option; he had even tried cutting his arm. 

 It would surely suck and might sabotage his chances of survival in the future. 

 But this was the only choice he had left. 

 Not cutting his hand would lead to a guaranteed death. 

 Despite the fear and hesitation of becoming a cripple again, he knew it wouldn't be permanent; he would be able to regrow his arm in the future. He just needed to survive this. 

 And yet, despite what he did, his hand didn't get cut. 

 It was almost like it was made of steel. 

 No blade he had at his disposal could cut it. 

 The horror and helplessness he had experienced in that moment were quickly overshadowed by hunger, and this was how he ended up in his current predicament. 

 But now, lying amidst his own barf with a body too weak to move and death around the corner. 

 He had no choice but to run his brain to the fullest. 

 Trying to think back on anything and everything that he may or may not have missed. 

 He didn't know why or how, but there had to be a way to survive.

 And that was when it hit him. 

 It was a rather stupid idea with no guarantee of success, but he had no other choice but to try it. 

 Even if it didn't work, it wouldn't matter, as he was about to die anyway. 

 With weak words and stuttering, he muttered. 

 "Return to i-inventory."

 As soon as his words fell, almost like a magic spell, the cursed glove on his hand broke down into fragments. 

 And in the next moment, it was no more. 

 Or rather, it had gone to his inventory, where it was before being summoned. 

 As soon as the glove was gone, the overwhelming and painful feeling of hunger also disappeared. 

 Lying amidst the barf with a weak body and heavy breaths, Raze managed to mutter. 

 "I survived"

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 48 - Chamber Of Traps

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 [Welcome climber to floor 3 chamber of traps]

 [Clear the whole floor without dying]

 [Rewards: 5000 TP and recoil shield]

 Raze sighed, looking at the description of the test he was supposed to face. 

 Honestly, he was still feeling tired and mentally exhausted from the depraved hand incident from earlier. 

 Ideally, he wanted to take a day to rest and recover. 

 But he just didn't have the luxury. 

 After all, he had already wasted almost 3 weeks on the second floor; most other climbers were ahead of him, and he could no longer afford to waste time. 

 He needed to get moving. 

 His appearance was haggard, and his hair was dishevelled. 

 It was already tough enough for him to get himself somewhat cleaned up from the mess he had made earlier. 

 If he was being honest, it was a bit funny that he came closer to death in his rest room, the supposed safest place on the tower, than the floor meant to kill him. 

 He had a lot of complaints and grimaces about what happened to him. 

 If the tower was company in his previous world, their mail box would definitely be flooded by his complaints. 

 But sadly, the tower was just a non-living collosal structure that cared about no one or anything. 

 In the end, complaining would do nothing but give his competitors an even bigger lead than they already had. 

 Thankfully, even amidst the grumpy mood and shitty situation, he had some solace. 

 'Status'

 ------------------------------------------------------------

 Name:Raze Brightheart

 Race:Human

 Age:16

 Class: Magic Archer

 Rank: Apprentice

 Alignment: Chaotic Neutral

 Gift from ??? : Black Box [Locked]

 Innate Rune: Inventory (F) 

 Elemental Affinity:Water,Ice

 Mana Circle: 1st Water Circle

 Vessel Limit: 120

 Beast Shard:71-->120(Saturated) 

 Strength:17-->27

 Endurance:12-->20

 Agility:19-->30

 Mana:23-->43

 Innate sub-runes: [Mana Flow], [Mana Surge], [Far Sight]

 Runes-[Perception]

 ------------------------------------------------------------

 Thanks to all the trouble he had gone through on the second floor as well as his decision to kill every single monster on the second floor,. 

 He had finally managed to saturate his circle. 

 And with the 49 additional beast shards, this was how he had chosen to invest them. 

 Looking at his status window, some might have trouble understanding his decision to invest the most in mana. 

 Especially since he was guaranteed to have it increased automatically. 

 The answer to that was very simple. 

 His class was called Magic Archer.

 It was obvious that mana was supposed to be an important stat for him. 

 This was the thing he was supposed to be good at. 

 Trying to reject the path that was specifically meant for him. 

 And trying to be a tank or warrior was something he was not meant to be. 

 Would end horribly for him. 

 Even the best-case scenario was mediocrity with his lack of talent and limited vessel size. 

 And that wasn't an option for the path he had chosen. 

 While he had the option to invest in other stats equally, that would just be a stupid thing to do as it would limit his future options. 

 A tall building is built on a strong and stable foundation. 

 He couldn't afford to ruin his foundation in the beginning stages. 

 It was obviously a good and useful thing to have a strong body, but after a certain threshold, it would just be a waste of his limited beast shards. 

 After all, he was meant to be an archer, and while he had plans to learn different weapons and fighting styles. 

 He needed an identity and something that he could focus on. 

 In the end, using his very limited knowledge of the future, he had the option to either be a jack of all trades and master of none or specialise in something. 

 And he had clearly chosen the latter. 

 With his now higher mana levels and decision to prioritise mana, he could be much more liberal in his use of his gate ability as well as what runes he chose to learn. 

 But anyway, he was going on a tangent; he needed to focus on what was ahead of him. 

 He looked around his surroundings, trying to discern where he was. 

 Or rather, he tried to. 

 He was currently in an extremely dark and narrow space, making it impossible to understand his surroundings. 

 After all, he had no night vision skills, meaning he was going in blind on this floor. 

 Or rather, that's how it would have been if not for the perception he had gained on the last floor. 

 Without even being able to see, he was able to instinctually understand his surroundings thanks to his enhanced sensory abilities. 

 His senses didn't have a wide range, but he had no trouble understanding his immediate surroundings. 

 He was able to sense how wide the walls exactly were and if there was any obstacle in his path. 

 Not finding any obstacles, he walked warily.

 While he was confident in his rune, he had already learned a cruel lesson about being overconfident, and he had no intention of having another one. 

 He walked carefully with well-paced steps, making sure not to step on anything even slightly suspicious. 

 After all, as someone who had killed more than a hundred people with a trap, he knew at least a thing or two about how they functioned. 

 As long as he was careful of his steps and the walls, he should be able to be relatively fine. 

 This would have been almost impossible normally, but thanks to perception, he had no trouble. 

 Thanks to his wariness and perception, he was able to feel it. 

 A slight shift in the air. 

 Without hesitation, he leaped forward, not wanting to get hit by whatever was coming his way. 

 As soon as he landed on the ground, a sharp noise came from behind him. 

 Skrunch~

 Skrunch~

 Skrunch~

 Looking back, he was able to feel pieces of the wall fall to the ground, probably as a result of what was coming his way and hitting the wall of the cave. 

 'It must be something sharp since the noise of the wall breaking wasn't too loud but rather small and almost unnoticeable; it's probably something sharp that pierced the wall,' Raze thought. 

 He moved a step closer, allowing the impaled wall to come within his sensory range. 

 Allowing him to sense the three arrows impaled forcefully on the wall. 

 Noticing how forcefully they were piercing the wall, he couldn't help but shudder, imagining what would have happened had he not moved fast enough. 

 But even amidst the slight unease, he had no choice but to admit the utility of [Perception].

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 49 - Distrust Towards The Tower

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Raze once again found himself back in the familiar black room.

 Though it had taken around 3 hours, he was able to clear the third floor thanks to the help of [Perception] It was an extremely useful skill that had saved his life more times than he could count. 

 The third floor was filled to the brim with all sorts of insidious traps, like pitfalls, boulders, spikes, arrows, flame launchers, and many more. 

 Honestly, it was very strange why the tutorial was so tough for him. 

 According to what he had read, the tutorial was meant to be easy and help a climber get used to the new environment and powers. 

 Even Asher's tutorial in the novel was a lot easier than his. 

 He didn't think that a normal climber could have possibly survived the second or third tutorial.

 The second tutorial was filled to the brim with thousands of monsters capable of killing a climber. 

 And the third floor had more traps than he could count, not to mention the dark and narrow space. 

 It was almost impossible to survive unless one had some sort of intangibility or a high-level sensory ability like him.

 This idea only further solidified the notion that the tower was particularly biassed against him.

 Whether it be disguising an execution attempt in the form of a reward or increasing the difficulty for his tutorial and, presumably, for his future floors,. 

 It was no longer something he could deny. 

 This thought really infuriated him and made him wonder what exactly he had done to earn the ire of the tower. 

 Racking his brain, trying to think of something, he only had one possible explanation. 

 That being his transmigration, he didn't belong to this world, and perhaps the tower knew that and was trying to eliminate him. 

 It wasn't that outlandish of a theory considering that in the setting of the original book, Tower was described as being omniscient, which, if true, implied knowing about his transmigration. 

 But then again, that raised a question: why would it even care? 

 Was it some shit about restoring the natural order of the world or that his soul didn't belong in this world? 

 He had often seen plots like this in novels he read, and since this world was based on a novel, it wouldn't be too surprising if it also followed these tropes. 

 "Well, not like knowing the reason would change anything; I have no plans of dying anytime soon" he grumbled, not wanting to waste time thinking about something he had no way of confirming. 

 Regardless of whether the tower had a bias against him or not, he had no intentions of stopping his ascent. 

 Not that he had a choice after all; if he stopped climbing now, he would die. 

 Also, even despite the evidence he had, it could also be all in his head, as there was nothing concrete yet. 

 Who knows? Maybe he's just overthinking. 

 But still, he no longer had any intentions of blindly trusting the tower again anytime soon. 

 Speaking of which, he checked the description of the newest item he had received from the last floor. 

 It was a plain-looking buckler with reinforcements of steel evident on it, 80 cm in diameter, with a simple leather strapped affixed on the other side for easier holding. 

 ________________________________________

 Artifact Name: Recoil Shield

 Artifact Type: Weapon

 Artifact Rank: E

 Artifact Tier: I

 Weapon Runes:[Mitigate]

 Description: A shield capable of reducing the force of an attack received by a certain margin. 

 _________________________________________

 Looking at the description of the artifact, it didn't look like anything special, but it was still something that would have been very useful to Raze with its recoil mitigation ability. 

 He could see himself utilising the effect in quite a few situations. 

 But there was only a small problem. 

 It was really up in the air whether he could trust anything given directly by the tower anymore.

 He no longer knew if the tower was with or against him or simply a neutral entity uncaring of his existence. 

 He still didn't know the cause behind the depraved hand incident from earlier or why the tower didn't show him the full description and name of it the first time. 

 That situation would have easily been avoided had it just shown him the whole description the first time. 

 He was still feeling bitter about the humiliating and near-death experience. 

 In the end, he was just far too paranoid at the moment to accept anything given directly by the tower. 

 After all, who was to say the shield didn't have one or two more hidden runes enscryped on it and would explode the moment he wore it or tried to use it? 

 Maybe it will change in the future, or maybe not. 

 Until he could learn to let go of distrust, it was better to just rely on the items gained from other climbers or, better yet, directly from the tower floor. 

 As the tower would have no way to interfere with those items. 

 He was only sceptic about the items given directly by the tower itself, especially those in the form of 'rewards'. 

 With his decision made, he put the shield back in his inventory, not intending to use it anytime soon. 

 Having dealt with the shield, he fell to the invisible black ground, wanting to let his mind and body rest. 

 While it was true that perception was a passive ability not requiring the use of mana, it raised his senses to a higher level without him doing much of anything. 

 The boost in sensory prowess in a relaxed state was incomparable to when he was vigilant.

 Which he was doing for most of the 3 hours he had spent clearing the third floor. 

 This was without mentioning the toll it took on his body. 

 It wasn't easy to dodge all those deadly traps, even if he could feel them. 

 Also, he still hadn't fully recovered from the second floor or the depraved hand incident. 

 All the exhaustion was slowly catching up to him, and not wanting to get burned out, Raze decided to rest for an hour before challenging the next floor. 

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 50 - Room Of Opposition

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 [Welcome Climber to the 4th Floor Room of Opposition]

 As Kade opened his eyes, he found himself in a pure white room. 

 He has already cleared seven floors and now has the items and skills to be confident in whatever challenge lies ahead of him. 

 He put his hand on the trusty black katana by his waist, touching it to feel a sense of relief. 

 Freedom was almost within reach—just three more floors—until he could leave and never come back to this accursed place. 

 The only reason he had been able to learn this was thanks to all the tower points he had spent on the information section in the tower shop. 

 It was really expensive, and due to him buying it, he had run completely dry on TP and wasn't even able to buy anything from the shop. 

 But it didn't matter; he was about to leave this hell hole here anyway and return to his precious 12-year-old daughter. 

 She was the only thing he had left, and no matter what, he couldn't leave her behind. 

 Feeling resolved to clear the floor, he looked around, only to be shocked by the sight of a short-statured teenage boy. 

 The boy had bluish-black hair with dazzling diamond-like blue eyes. 

 For a moment, even Kade found himself taken aback by the presence of the boy since this was the first time he had seen another human after clearing the first floor. 

 However, before he could greet the young boy, he was stopped by a notification in front of his eyes. 

 [Clear condition: Eliminate the other person in your room]

 [Time limit: 10 minutes]

 Penalty:Death]

 [Rewards: 5000 TP and Boots of Wind]

 Kade lost all colour on his face as his heartbeat hastened, followed by his breath. 

 He took a step back without even realising it. 

 'It can't be' he screamed inside his mind. 

 Surely the tower couldn't be asking for him to kill someone. 

 No, that wouldn't make sense. 

 Especially a young kid with a bright future ahead of him, like the boy in front of him. 

 He was only a few years older than his own daughter. 

 How would he ever be able to look her in the eyes after killing someone only a few years older than her? 

 Surely there was another way to clear this floor. 

 There had to be. 

 "Hey ki-" he tried to speak, hoping to catch the young boy's attention, but before he could complete his sentence, he found a clean hole in his abdomen. 

 A hollow hole was right in the middle, where his stomach was supposed to be, allowing one to clearly see through to the other side, and blood sprayed out of it like a fountain . 

 He fell on his knees.

 In his final moments, his mind was filled with various questions about what and why, as well as regrets. 

 Regrets about hesitating, accepting the towers proposal in the first place, and not being there for his daughter after her mother's death. 

 As well as guilt about leaving her all alone in this cold and cruel world. 

 It really weighed on him in his final moments. 

 But the few short moments that felt like an eternity to him finally came to an end as he lost consciousness. 

 This was how Kade Liz, a loving husband, caring father, competent climber, great friend, and last of all, a kind human, died all alone in a white room. 

 The story about his death not meant to be learned by anyone. 

 **

 A harrowing scene was currently happening inside the tower. 

 In a single, pure white room, red blood was splattered everywhere as a dead body with a clean hole in the abdomen lay on the ground. 

 The red blood flowed through the hole, dying the ground and walls red. 

 This scene was already eerie enough, but more morbid than the scene itself was the dazzling blue-eyed boy sitting atop the corpse. 

 Completely uncaring about the disgusting rotten smell and blood. 

 He sat comfortably on top of the corpse, as if waiting for something. 

 "How are alignments judged?"

 That's right, he was talking despite there being no one else other than him in the once-white room. 

 But the boy didn't seem to care about that and just continued speaking each word slowly and slowly, getting more and more harrowing. 

 If one didn't know any better, they would assume this was the scene of a mental asylum. 

 "Things like good and bad are pretty self-explanatory, usually"

 But sometimes a change in perspective and circumstances happen where there's no one clear right and wrong. 

 Who's to judge in situations like this? 

 The tower itself? 

 But it wasn't supposed to have emotions, so how could it accurately judge someone's personality? 

 In this moment, sitting atop the corpse, he kept thinking about human emotions and the alignments issued by the tower.

 He didn't know what metric was used to assign them or if it was possible to change them. 

 But for some reason, he felt concerned about his own actions. 

 He didn't particularly feel remorse or guilt about taking the man's life. 

 After all, it was either him or the man. 

 And he had no intention of wasting his second chance over a random, or rather anyone, for that matter.

 Normally, he wouldn't have cared so much. 

 The moment he saw that the tower asked him to kill the other man, he knew he had no other choice; there was simply no way to clear a floor like this other than just doing what the tower asked of him. 

 If he hadn't killed him, both of them would have died, so it was better for him to survive at least.

 And yet it felt like he was trying to deflect and not take responsibility for his action. 

 He had just killed a real person. 

 This was no longer like the people he killed on the first floor, where they weren't real and had already died. 

 From his perspective, they were no different from the other monsters on the floor. 

 But this was different. The man he had killed was a real, breathing human, just like him. 

 And yet he had killed him in cold blood without even any hesitation. 

 But that wasn't the real reason he felt fear. 

 He didn't feel fear or remorse for his actions like a normal teenager, or rather, any person should have felt. 

 Instead, he felt nothing like a void inside his heart; he simply didn't care. 

 As if he truly didn't care about anything he did whether good or bad as long as it helped him accomplish his goals. 

 And that scared him.

 This wasn't what he was supposed to be like. 

 He was a law-abiding and tax-paying citizen in his past life. 

 Well, maybe not tax-paying since he was a minor, but Rose paid her taxes, so basically the same thing. 

 While he could understand changing and adapting according to circumstances to survive and kill someone. 

 But being so indifferent about murdering someone was not normal. 

 First the effortless manipulation, and now the killing. 

 Was he secretly some sort of sociopath? 

 'Oh God'

 But he knew that probably wasn't the case, as while he didn't care about killing the man, he did feel a bit of regret for having killed a good man who hesitated at even the thought of hurting a kid like himself. 

 "What a shitty day" Raze complained, looking down at the ground with his hair covering his eyes and not allowing anyone to see them. 

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 51 - Weight Of Choice

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 As Raze got up from the corpse of the man he had killed, he checked the time he still had left before he could leave the floor.

 Much to his dismay, after killing the man, he couldn't immediately leave the floor like he wanted. 

 But instead had to wait the whole 10 minutes till the floor ended. 

 Which is what led to his little self-introspection session earlier. 

 So far, this was definitely the easiest floor, as it didn't really require much effort from him. 

 And yet, the mental toll it took on him was probably the highest. 

 It would have definitely been a lot easier if the man just came to kill him straight up instead of hesitating like he did. 

 That way, it wouldn't have weighed so much on his consciousness. 

 But alas, there was nothing he could do; he had made the decision to kill him in cold blood, and it was too late to regret it now. 

 Instead, the best he could do was acknowledge the consequences of his actions and move on. 

 Raze turned and looked at the man, trying to see if he had any equipment that he could take. 

 Since he was a climber just like him, he must have surely accumulated at least one or two good items. 

 And it didn't take long for him to notice the blue ring on his left index finger as well as the silver katana on his waist. 

 His eyes slightly lit up, noticing the equipment as he moved towards it. 

 Quickly taking them off the dead man, he properly checked his body for anything else. 

 While he failed to find any artifact, he did find a wallet in his back pocket that was probably with him when he accepted the tower's offer. 

 Opening the wallet, he found about 400 in credit. Though the notes were a bit crinkled up, they were still in usable condition. 

 Which was roughly equivalent to 400 dollars from his understanding of the novel. 

 He was thrilled to find so much money for him to use once he got out. 

 Though he had some plans to make money once he got out, this should be a good head start for his plans. 

 As he wasn't certain about the financial conditions of the boy before his transmigration, it probably wasn't very good, judging from the malnourished state of the body before his arrival. 

 Aside from the money, he also found an identification card, allowing him to learn the name, residence, and age of the man. 

 The man was named Kade Liz and was 33 years old. 

 'Kade Liz' Raze acknowledged, making a mental note to remember his name. 

 But it was the photo in his hand that really broke something in him. 

 It featured a black-haired, pretty woman holding a little brown-haired girl, who had strikingly similar features to Kade. 

 The girl looked really happy with a bright smile on her face as she posed for the camera, and even the women looked happy. 

 Holding the photo, his hand slightly trembled, but he didn't say anything. 

 As he let the implications of what he had done truly set in,. 

 He had taken the little girl's father as well as the husband of the woman. 

 This was just like in his previous life, but this time instead of being the victim, he was the perpetrator. 

 A lot of excuses were already being fired inside his head about how he didn't have a choice or that the man would have killed him if he didn't kill him. 

 But he knew it was useless. 

 At the same time, they were also true; after all, it's not like he willingly killed him; he only did what he did because he truly had no other choice. 

 And yet, how was he to explain to the little girl that he only killed her father because a godlike figure forced him to? 

 In the end, there was nothing he could do but stare at the photo, fully acknowledging the cost of his choice. 

 And mentally steel himself to never hesitate when, in the future, he's inevitably forced to make a similar choice. 

 Up until now, he had only been happy thinking about the prospects of living a good and fulfilling life, like he had always dreamed of. 

 But it was only now that he realised. 

 This is a shitty world. 

 **

 He moved away from the corpse facing the other direction, the wallet from earlier with all its contents safely stored in his inventory. 

 Perhaps magically hoping the blood from his hands would disappear if he didn't look at the corpse. 

 But that was just a silly dream. 

 Still, he wanted to return the corpse to the family since he knew their residence; at the very least, he could give them closure. 

 "Ahh, this is too depressing" Raze complained, not wanting to think about it anymore as he checked the description of the items he had gotten. 

 _________________________________________

 Weapon Name: Rookies Blade

 Weapon Type:Sword

 Weapon Rank:D

 Weapon Tier: III

 Weapon Runes: [Realign], [Power], [Advice]

 Description: An excellently crafted blade meant to be used by beginners in the sword to learn and grow.

 _________________________________________

 Rune name-[Realign]

 Rune type: passive

 Description: Automatically realigns the blade to the optimal angle when slashing.

 Rune name-[Power]

 Rune type-Passive

 Description: Increases the user's strength by 30 as long as the blade is on them. 

 Rune name-[Advice]

 Rune Type-Passive

 Description: Gives the user an instinctual, basic understanding of how to use the blade. 

 ________________________________________

 Artifact name: Mana Ring

 Artifact type-Accesory

 Artifact rank-E

 Artifact tier-I

 Artifact runes: [Mana increase]

 Description: A simple ring made from the dead remains of a slime to increase mana. 

 _________________________________________

 Rune name: [Mana Increase]

 Rune type-Passive

 Description: Increases mana by 40.

 _________________________________________

 Raze smiled, looking at the two items, his eyes regaining a bit of their lost colour. 

 "Not bad," he said as he fitted the ring on his right index finger and the katana on his waist. 

 It was a bit of a shame that he had to learn a whole new weapon without having even learned spearmanship properly, but it couldn't be helped. 

 This sword was much better than his spear, and it would be a shame to let it rot in his inventory. 

 Also, thanks to the runes on the blade, it was his perfect gateway into learning how to use swords. 

 "Status" he muttered. 

 ------------------------------------------------------------

 Name:Raze Brightheart

 Race:Human

 Age:16

 Class: Magic Archer

 Rank: Apprentice

 Alignment: Chaotic Neutral

 Gift from ??? : Black Box [Locked]

 Innate Rune: Inventory (F) 

 Elemental Affinity:Water,Ice

 Mana Circle: 1st Water Circle

 Vessel Limit: 120

 Beast Shard:120(Saturated) 

 Strength:27+(+30) 

 Endurance:20

 Agility:30

 Mana:43(+40) 

 Innate sub-runes: [Mana Flow], [Mana Surge], [Far Sight]

 Runes-[Perception]

 ------------------------------------------------------------

 He smiled, seeing his new status and reaffirming to himself what he already knew. 

 That was the importance of weapons in his path. 

 It was a bit of a shame that he had to physically have the items on him for the status boost, but it was still more than worth it. 

 Now done with almost everything he wanted to do before leaving, he looked at the timer and saw how only one minute was left before he could leave, and he moved towards Kade's dead body to put him in his inventory. 

 That was when he suddenly had an almost insane thought. 

 "I've really gone crazy, haven't I?"

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 52 - Risky Choice

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 'What if?' 

 Raze stopped dead in his tracks as an idea entered his mind. 

 It was completely insane, and anyone who heard him would think that he had gone crazy. 

 Especially after what happened a few hours ago. 

 But it was still worth a shot, at least in his mind. 

 After all, the cursed, depraved hand was capable of eating the innate rune of another person. 

 And right now he had a prime candidate in front of him, completely defenseless for him to experiment. 

 Not to mention, he was alone here, meaning there was no risk of another person learning about the item. 

 But what if the same thing from earlier happened again? 

 No, that shouldn't be possible. 

 Even earlier, while he wasn't able to remove the glove himself, he was at least capable of sending it back to inventory. 

 Since he was able to do it once, there should be no reason for him to be unable to do it again. 

 Also, the painful agony of the [hunger] effect even earlier only kicked in after one minute and only became agonising after 2 minutes. 

 As long as he sent the item back to the inventory before the two-minute mark, it should be relatively safe. 

 But even then, there was no way to guarantee the safety of something. 

 So in the end, it really came down to whether he was willing to take the risk. 

 And he was for the sake of strength. 

 Raze summoned the cursed, depraved hand from his inventory. 

 A plain-looking black glove appeared in his hands. 

 Despite its plain appearance, it looked like death itself to Raze. 

 He knew what this simple glove was capable of and the painful reality awaiting him if things didn't work out. 

 But still, he had already made up his mind, and begrudgingly, he put the glove on his left hand. 

 As expected, there weren't any immediate side effects. 

 But this time, now that he was on the lookout, he could notice the very tiny urge to eat in the back of his mind. 

 He wasn't able to notice it last time due to his cluelessness, but that wasn't the case anymore with his vigilance. 

 Not wanting to let the little urge grow, he quickly moved towards Kade's corpse and bent down to touch his body. 

 Once in contact, without hesitation, he channelled his mana and activated the [consume] rune of the depraved hand. 

 In the next moment, the palm of the black glove opened as a disgustingly long red tongue came out, licking the corpse of Kade. 

 As it licked, saliva came out and littered the corpse. 

 "What the fuck?" Raze almost staggered back, but he managed to maintain his stance. 

 Thankfully, almost as soon as it came, the tongue went back in. 

 "Eww" Raze complained, staring at the saliva on Kade's corpse. 

 While he didn't expect the process of gaining another person's innate rune to be pretty, he certainly did not expect it to be so nasty. 

 Perhaps it was his fault for expecting anything more civil from a cursed item that had almost killed him. 

 'Wait, what changed?'

 He asked himself, remembering that he didn't feel any change in his body. 

 'Did the item not work properly?'

 Confused, he once again clicked on the item description of the cursed depraved hand and was shocked to see it change once again.

 _________________________________________

 Artifact Name: Cursed Depraved Hand

 Artifact Type: Accessory

 Artifact Rank: B

 Artifact Tier: IX

 Weapon runes: [Consume], [Cycle], [Hold], [Open], [Hunger], [Binding], [Hide], [Boost], [Invisible Item]

 Description: It consumes the basic effect of an innate rune up to a maximum of 5 and allows the user to use it. While wearing the item, the user may experience an unnatural feeling of hunger. 

 Additional Information: There once was a devoted follower of a certain goddess who lost his sanity to depravity and lost his hand. 

 _________________________________________

 "What the fuck?" Raze exclaimed almost comically loudly. 

 This was the second time the item had changed descriptions. 

 And this time it shot up a whole 3 tiers. 

 Meaning it had gained three more runes. 

 This was insane; he never even knew that it was possible for an artifact to even have nine runes. 

 But then again, this was the tower, and judging by its obsession with the number 9, perhaps it only made sense.

 No, maybe it was to be expected. 

 This tower was too obsessed with number 9.

 If anything, 9 was probably the maximum amount. 

 Anyway, he was getting off track; he needed to see what these runs actually did since he wasn't able to check last time. 

 _________________________________________

 Rune name:[Consume]

 Rune Type:Active

 Description: Consumes the innate rune of a dead target.

 Rune Name: [Hold]

 Rune Type: Passive

 Description: Allows users to hold up to five consumed innate runes.

 Rune Name:[Cycle]

 Rune Type:Passive

 Description: It allows the user to effortlessly cycle between the stored runes. 

 Rune Name:[Open]

 Rune Type:Active

 Description: Allows the user to utilise the stored resources.

 Rune Name:[Hunger]

 Rune Type:Passive

 Description: It instills an insatiable hunger inside the user if the glove isn't satiated. 

 Rune Name:[Binding]

 Rune Type:Passive

 Description: It makes it impossible to remove the glove once worn. 

 Rune Name:[Hide]

 Rune Type:Passive

 Description: hides the real description of the item until it gets a taste of soul.

 Rune Name:[Boost]

 Rune Type:Passive

 Description: Give +10 in all stats for every soul stored inside the glove.

 Rune Name: [Invisible Hand]

 Rune Type:Passive

 Description: It allows the user to make the glove invisible and undetectable to everyone else.

 ________________________________________

 Raze gazed at the rune description, a bit stunned. 

 The first four runes were pretty self-explanatory and just allowed him to consume, store, and use the innate rune and cycle through the effects. 

 Pretty easy to understand. 

 He wasn't surprised that the item had a limit to how much it could eat considering it was still only B rank. 

 If anything, it was already way better than what its rank implied; perhaps this was the importance of tiers of an item. 

 But moving on, he felt dread staring at the [Hunger] and [Binding] runes. 

 Especially since he had the displeasure to experience their horrors firsthand. 

 But he already knew about them; he was more interested in the other three new runs that had recently appeared. 

 [Hide]

 He was a bit taken back by the effects of this rune and why it even existed in the first place. 

 Just like the previous two runs, he had the displeasure to have experienced its effects firsthand, and he really couldn't comprehend why it existed in the first place. 

 Did the item creator just want to fuck with whoever used it? 

 He really couldn't tell, and honestly, he was too tired to even think about it anymore, so he just moved on. 

 [Boost] enhancement was pretty neat, and although 10 additional stats wasn't anything to fuss over. 

 It was in all stats, and it was really rare to find something that boosts all stats. 

 Also, once he had five innate runes stored, it was a whole 50-stat boost in all stats. 

 Now that definitely was something very impressive and significant. 

 It was just a bit sad that he couldn't use the item for more than a minute or two. 

 So he wouldn't be able to use it for long. 

 The same problem persisted with the last rune of this item.

 While it was nice to be able to turn an item invisible, which would provide a lot of strategic advantages, it didn't matter as much when he could only use it for a minute or two. 

 Alas, there was nothing he could do about it. 

 So he moved to put the item back in his inventory. 

 However, just as he was about to put it back, he suddenly noticed something he could have never expected. 

 For some reason, he didn't feel even an ounce of hunger anymore, like he was supposed to. 

 "Wait what?"

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 53 - Riddle Me This

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 As Raze opened his eyes, he found himself face-to-face with a massive statue.

 One that could only be described as resembling the sphinx from ancient Egypt. 

 The whole ground around him was covered in sand. 

 And this was his fifth tutorial. 

 [Welcome to the 5th floor, Sand of Riddles]

 [Answer three riddles and one question in the end correctly to clear the floor.]

 [Penalty:death]

 [Rewards: 5000 TP and a 1,000-mile chain]

 Raze smiled at finally having been given a challenge that tested his mental prowess instead of his brute force. 

 This was something he was very confident in. 

 After all, he was always a genius, and even before being transmigrated, he used to do a lot of riddles in his past time. 

 This was the perfect challenge for someone like him. 

 Confidently, he asked the statue. 

 "Give me your riddle"

 Hearing him, the mouth of the Sphinx moved its mouth as it spoke out with a voice that reverberated and shook Raze's whole being. 

 "The more you take me, the more you leave me behind, what am I? "

 Raze smiled upon hearing the question. 

 As expected, this floor was going to be easy. 

 A smirk appeared on his face as he confidently answered.

 "Footsteps"

 This was a pretty well-known riddle back on Earth, and he had already attempted it once, so he knew what the answer was. 

 Meaning it didn't require much effort from him. 

 The eyes of the sphinx statue turned from grey to green as it loudly announced. 

 "Correct"

 'Geez how loud' Raze complained internally, but he didn't have the time to complain for long as the sphinx asked its second riddle. 

 "I speak without a mouth and hear without ears; I have no body, but I come alive with the wind; what am I?" Sphinx's voice resounded throughout the floor, like last time. 

 'This is a bit tough'

 Raze commented internally, as he hadn't heard this one back on Earth. 

 Meaning he had to actually think this time.

 It took him about a minute. 

 First, he thought of sound because of the part about no mouth or body. 

 And it even fit the description of the wind part. 

 As it was impossible for sound to exist without air. 

 But this would be contradicted by the part about ears. 

 It wasn't possible to hear sound without ears. 

 So ultimately, it couldn't be sound. 

 But he was definitely on the right path. 

 The answer was definitely something related to sound. 

 Finally, after another minute of deep thinking, he had finally reached an answer he was confident in. 

 After two whole minutes of thinking, he announced. 

 "Echo"

 As expected, his initial thought process about sound was correct, and after trailing along that path for another minute, he was able to find an answer that perfectly fit the description. 

 Once again, the sphinx's eyes turned green as it announced loudly. 

 "Correct"

 'Nice, just one more left'

 Raze anticipated the last riddle, fully expecting it to be tougher than the last one. 

 Thankfully, there was no time limit for each riddle. 

 But he also only had one chance; if he ever gave the wrong answer, death would be inevitable. 

 Unlike all the previous floors, it wasn't possible to fight the statue in front of him. 

 His only chance at survival and clearing the floor was being careful and answering each question carefully. 

 Finally, the statue asked the last riddle. 

 "I have cities but no houses, forests but no trees, and rivers but no water. What am I?" The statue asked in its usual deep voice that reverberated throughout the floor and shook Raze to the core. 

 "Ahh, this one is too easy" Raze proudly announced, confidence oozing out of his being outwardly. 

 But internally, it was a whole different story. 

 'What the fuck is it?'

 Not once in his past life had he ever heard or seen anything even remotely close. 

 He knew that the riddles were progressively getting harder, but they really jumped the difficulty for the last one. 

 But it was fine. 

 That's what made puzzles like this fun—they really forced one to think and use their brains. 

 Often requiring one to think outside the box. 

 He had done puzzles and riddles like this often on Earth, which really required him to think for hours. 

 Though this was the first time that his life was on the line. 

 And yet he didn't seem to care, whether that was because he was too immersed in the moment to care or if he was simply confident in himself. 

 It was hard to judge. 

 But one thing was for certain: right now, Raze was fully immersed in solving the riddle in front of him. 

 Like that, minutes passed, but he didn't say anything or even move. 

 He was simply too immersed. 

 There were quite a few things that somewhat loosely fit the description of the riddle, but nothing concrete. 

 And he didn't think the tower would give him a riddle with a loose meaning. 

 It had to be something definitive that was undeniable with the description given to him. 

 Like this, more time passed until it eventually hit the ten-minute mark. 

 And he was still pretty much blank in terms of reaching the answer. 

 But that didn't mean he was helpless; in the past few minutes, he had found and abandoned a lot of thought processes. 

 This was how he reached his current thought process.

 It couldn't possibly be a physical location. 

 The whole description was too contradictory for that. 

 It probably wouldn't be a magical place since he had no way to know of such a place. 

 And the tower doesn't give an impossible challenge, according to the novel. 

 So it had to be something he knew and was probably from back on Earth. 

 Meaning he just needed to look through his memories for anything that perfectly fits this description. 

 Now that he had hopefully found the correct thinking process, he just needed to follow it and hopefully reach the answer. 

 Just as he expected, after another 5 minutes, he finally reached his answer, as he confidently announced. 

 "Map"

 That's right This was the answer he had reached after 15 whole minutes of pondering the question. 

 And according to him, it perfectly fits the description. 

 On a map, while one could mark cities,buy it wouldn't mark individual houses. The same is true of forests and trees, and even if one marked a river on the map, there wouldn't be any water on it. 

 It was really a bit silly how long it took him to reach such a simple answer, but that mostly had to do with him thinking the riddle was referring to an actual location first. 

 Once he corrected his thought process, the whole riddle was pretty easy. 

 But he still had to applaud the tower; it had done a good job coming up with these riddles, and it really served as a good challenge for him to test his intelligence with. 

 As expected, the statue soon announced the answer. 

 "Correct"

 Its deep voice was once again reverberating, but this time Raze didn't mind, as he simply enjoyed the confirmation of his answer with a smile on his face. 

 However, before he could celebrate, his vision suddenly started to turn black, and he slowly lost consciousness. 

 Before losing consciousness, he only had one question in mind. 

 "What's going on?"

 But alas, there was no one to answer his questions as he fell unconscious. 

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 54 - Bare Handed

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Once Raze opened his eyes again, he found himself in an unfamiliar forest.

 "Where am I?"

 He wondered. 

 The last thing he remembered was him being in a dessert-like place and answering the three riddles given by the sphinx correctly. 

 And now he was in this unfamiliar, forest-like place. 

 Actually, thinking back on it, he remembered there being a mention of another question after the riddle. 

 Meaning he was probably still in the fifth tutorial. 

 But looking around him, the sudden shift in environment from a dry dessert to a lush forest was really throwing him off. 

 There was also the question of why he was sent to a whole different plane just to ask a question. 

 When they could have just asked it in the dessert place. 

 Perhaps it was for theatrics, or maybe the environment really was important for the question. 

 He didn't know. 

 Finally, for the first time after opening his eyes, he took a look at himself, and to his surprise, he was holding some sort of axe. 

 The axe didn't look like anything special; it just looked very ordinary. 

 Not sure what to do with it, he tried to put it in his inventory. 

 However, to his complete surprise, it didn't work. 

 That's right, for the first time since his arrival in the tower, his trusty inventory didn't open. 

 Feeling a deep sense of shock and anxiety, he tried to take out the sword he got from Kade placed inside his inventory. 

 And yet, once again, it didn't work. 

 Once again aghast, he tried to feel mana inside his body and tried to use his runes. 

 But it didn't work. 

 His senses were back to their normal ones before he acquired [Perception].

 Even the supernatural power he was supposed to feel from all the beast shards he had absorbed was gone. 

 Right now, he was truly no different from a regular human. 

 "What the fuck is going on?"

 He questioned finally having the entire situation get to him. 

 This wasn't supposed to be possible. 

 The tower shouldn't be able to seal out all his powers. 

 After all, if it could, then that would be no different from a death sentence. 

 And yet he couldn't feel any of his powers; he was back to being a regular human. 

 'How did this happen?'

 He found his brain turning back to all the 80 chapters of the novel he had read, trying to think of any possible examination. 

 Until he finally found something that somewhat expanded his current predicament,. 

 Scenario floors. 

 A very special type of floor where, instead of being in one's own body, a climber is sent into the body of an inhabitant of a different world and is forced to clear a scenario made by the tower. 

 While he had never seen it happen, it was theorised that on this type of floor, it may be possible for the tower to seal off a climber's original abilities.

 So, going by that theory, he was currently in another person's body. 

 But why? 

 No, the better question would be: how? 

 This was a tutorial floor. 

 It shouldn't be possible for a scenario floor to randomly show up here. 

 Not to mention in the middle of another floor when the tower had already given out a challenge. 

 Something was clearly very wrong. 

 He could somewhat understand changing the floor, but taking away all his powers and transporting him inside someone else's body made absolutely no sense in the middle of a tutorial. 

 He didn't know it yet, but the cold grasp of uncertainty and fear was slowly starting to crawl up his heart. 

 This wasn't normal. 

 There had to be something at play here. 

 But what? 

 And more importantly, why? 

 Raze's mind was overloading with all sorts of different explanations and possibilities he was trying to understand. 

 In the midst of his thoughts, he was suddenly caught off guard by a loud scream. 

 "Ahhhhhhh!!!"

 Startled by the sudden scream, he almost fell on his buttocks but managed to maintain himself in the last moment. 

 "What the fuck?"

 He exclaimed, confused by the sudden scream, which seemed to have come from deep inside the forest. 

 Normally, after hearing a sudden scream from inside a deep forest. 

 Unlike the average retard in a horror movies, instead of running towards it, Raze would have run in the opposite direction, like any other sane person. 

 And even now, he planned to do the same. 

 Just because he was curious about the situation and what the source of that scream was. 

 He had no intention of dying to satisfy his curiousity. 

 Yet contrary to his thoughts, his body was rushing towards the scream at full speed. 

 As he ran with all his might, his heart beat hastened, with sweat falling from his face. 

 He breathed profusely, his chest heaving to match his intense breathing rate. 

 Foreign emotions, like desperation and anxiety, seemed to enter his body. 

 Despite knowing the emotions didn't belong to him. 

 For some reason, he couldn't reject them. 

 In fact, he no longer felt in control. 

 No, it merely felt like he was a spectator in the moment. 

 And yet he knew this was his body. 

 'What's going on?'

 'Am I perhaps being influenced by the will of the original owner of this body?'

 'Maybe I'm in some kind of mind hex. 

 Thousands of different ideas came to his mind as he tried to stop his body from running and reject the foreign emotions entering his mind. 

 But no matter what he did, nothing seemed to work. 

 Eventually, much to his horror, he found himself face-to-face with the source of that scream. 

 It was a creature strikingly similar to a bear on Earth. 

 It's gaze and presence were so intense that they paralyzed Raze. 

 Drip~

 Drip~

 Its mouth was covered in deep beautiful red blood that driped down its face. 

 The scene sent primal horror down Raze's spine. 

 Now that he no longer had mana or enhancements from beast shards. 

 He was just another regular human, and no one was curious about who would win between a human and a bear. 

 The result was far too obvious. 

 'Run''

 Run'

 'Please run, goddammit'

 His mind begged him to run. 

 He needed to run, even if it was pointless, and the bear would quickly catch up. 

 It would at least be smarter than trying to fight the bear. 

 But more than that, his eyes went towards the disfigured and mangled corpse of the little girl on the ground in front of the bear. 

 Her blood was painted everywhere. 

 Her limbs were torn and lying around helplessly. 

 Her guts and innards were splattered in a grotesque fashion. 

 Even in his paralysed state, Raze felt the urge to puke at the gory sight. 

 Just with a simple look, one could tell how tragic and painful the end of the little girl must have been. 

 Just like before, foreign emotions that Raze should have no reason to experience entered his body. 

 His heartbeat accelerated to a level he had never thought possible before. 

 It felt like his heart was about to burst out of his chest. 

 He felt his blood turn hot, and somehow his legs finally regained the ability to move. 

 In this moment, Raze wanted nothing more than to run for his life. 

 To preserve the life he had only recently gotten. 

 And yet, his emotions and mind told a different story. 

 His blood pressure rose, and his mouth widened in anger. 

 An anger unlike anything he had ever felt before overwhelmed his being. 

 He only had one thought in his mind. 

 'Kill'

 'Kill'

 'Kill'

 'Kill the beast who hurt my daughter'

 Before even he himself realised it, Raze's body was running towards the bear at full speed with complete disregard for himself and an axe in hand. 

 Only having a single goal in mind: to kill. 
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  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Seeing the human run towards him, the bear didn't feel any fear or tension.

 After all, why would anyone feel worried about food running into their mouth on its own? 

 If anything, it felt elated. 

 Not even considering the human a threat, it roared. 

 "Rawwwrrrrr!!!!"

 Its loud roar even shook the nearby trees. 

 And yet, despite the pressure and loud sound, Raze remained unperturbed in his desire to extract vengeance. 

 Eventually, he was mere inches away from the bear and in perfect range to swing his axe. 

 Which is what he did, using both his hands and generating force from his legs all the way to his arms. He used all his force to perform a left diagonal downward strike. 

 Wanting to tear the bear in half. 

 But, of course, as one would expect, the slash was quite easily blocked by the bear with its claws. 

 Shing~ 

 The axe with all of Raze's force was easily blocked by just one arm from the beast. 

 In fact, Raze felt his hands going numb from the power behind just a casual swivel from the bear. 

 But despite the numbness, he remained unperturbed and continued putting his hands all on the axe. 

 His hands started to bleed from how intensely he was gripping the wooden hilt of the axe. 

 It might just have been an illusion, but for a brief moment, Raze felt like he was pushing the arm of the bear back. 

 He felt elated at finally being on the winning side of the exchange. 

 However, the feeling went away as soon as it came, as the bear used its second arm to slash at Raze's exposed left side. 

 Or at least it tried to do, but thanks to the instincts honed fighting goblins and other monsters for multiple weeks back on the second floor. 

 Raze managed to sidestep at the last moment. 

 But he wasn't fast enough, allowing the bear to graze his abdomen slightly and draw blood. 

 Red blood dripped down the side of his abdomen as he jumped back to create distance and draw a moment's breath. 

 An intense, mind-numbing pain threatened to overwhelm Raze. 

 But at the moment, he only experienced a very watered-down version of the pain. 

 If this was his first time he had suffered like this, he might have dropped his weapon and started crying, but this was the second time. 

 And by no means had he randomly grow immune to pain. 

 But he most definitely had learned to endure it a bit better than in the past. 

 Perhaps the extremely intense anger that he was experiencing also played a role. 

 But despite what he initially expected, the fight wasn't as one-sided as he had thought. 

 Despite him just being a regular human, he still had his memories and experiences honed through weeks of intense fights. 

 'I can win this'

 He spoke to himself, trying to convince himself. 

 While he didn't actually believe it, he needed to believe in himself. 

 Not wanting to give the human a chance to recover. 

 The bear charged at him in full force, like the mindless beast it was. 

 Not wanting to die like an idiot, Raze jumped sideways. 

 As expected, the bear ran past him, completely missing him in the process. 

 Angered by its failed attempt to kill the pesky human. 

 The bear stopped and turned towards him. 

 With just one look, Raze could tell the bear was angry. 

 'Perfect'

 He finally thought of a plan to kill the beast formulating inside his head. 

 With a raise of his hand, Raze revealed his middle finger as if taunting the beast, who couldn't even kill a single human. 

 The bear seemed to have understood his intention and got angry even more than before. 

 As it growled like a rabid beast and charged towards Raze like one too. 

 A nervous, confident smile adorned Raze's face as he looked at the charging beast. 

 This time, he didn't try to dodge or get out of the way. 

 While it might look stupid, he needed to fight. 

 He couldn't take on the beast in a battle of attrition; he was only wasting his limited stamina by running around. 

 So instead, he waited, and he didn't need to wait for long, as within moments he was mere inches away from the bear. 

 Or death itself, depending on how one looks at it. 

 And yet, despite the obvious fear he felt, there was a sense of anticipation and excitement in his heart. 

 'Is this how bullfighters all those years ago felt?' he wondered, but he didn't have the time to wonder. 

 Just as the bear was about to maul him to death, he tossed his axe in the sky with moderate force to ensure it didn't fly too far. 

 But that little action was enough to momentarily distract the bear as it looked up at the flying axe and gave Raze a chance to roll sideways. 

 Due to the rapid speed and momentary distraction, the bear wasn't able to stop its charge and crashed head-first in a massive tree right behind Raze. 

 BAMM!! 

 The tree broke and fell down due to the force of the impact, but it also injured the head of the bear, causing it to bleed and stun it for a moment. 

 Making full use of this opportunity created by himself, Raze moved behind the stunned bear and grabbed his axe from the sky before bringing it down with all his might in a straight vertical downward slash. 

 The axe sliced through the thick fur and flesh of the bear, facing resistance in cutting, but thanks to the assistance of inertia, it soon managed to cut deep, drawing large amounts of blood and making the bear growl in agony. 

 But to Raze's complete horror, he wasn't able to properly slice it in half, causing the slash to not be as deep as he needed to kill the beast. 

 Desperation crawling through him, he pushed the axe downward even more intensely, wanting to kill the bear in one strike. 

 Sadly, in the next moment, he felt like a truck had hit him as he was sent flying. 

 BAAMMM!! 

 He crashed into a tree and fell to the ground. 

 The pain was completely numbing his body and making him feel like he was about to die. 

 His vision was dyed red from his cracked head. 

 He felt both his back and multiple of his ribs that had been broken.

 He tried to get up, but it was proving to be too difficult, but he still forced himself up. 

 To his horror, with his red vision, he saw the bear who had kicked him and sent him flying a moment ago. 

 The worst part was that the bear didn't even put much effort into the kick, or else he would have died instantly. 

 Thankfully, just like him, it also didn't seem in the best of state. 

 Its head was bleeding, and the wound on its back from the axe was still bleeding. 

 The axe was still plunged into its hide. 

 It was obviously not in the best of condition. 

 But its eyes were bloodshot, wanting to kill the human responsible for its condition. 

 Seeing the rabid beast that he had to face with bare hands in his messed-up condition. 

 Raze felt like crying. 

 'It might be Razeover'

 However, just when things looked hopeless, a melodic yet strangely ominous voice called out. 

 "Do you need any help?"
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  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 "Do you need help?" 

 The world seemed to have stopped as those words hung in the air. 

 Time itself seemed to have been frozen. 

 The bear monster was frozen, suspended in time itself. 

 Raze's body tensed up despite him not being frozen in time; he found it hard to move. 

 The offering of help came from behind him in a voice as sweet as honey itself.

 It was so sweet and melodic that Raze instantly wanted to believe any and every word that it said.

 And yet, his heart grew cold, feeling like it wasn't even beating anymore.

 It was hard to notice, but for someone who was perceptive of little details like Raze, they would notice how the voice was ever so slightly off tune. 

 Out of pitch, almost like someone or something trying to mimic a human voice. 

 Air refused to enter or exit his body, and it felt like he was being choked just by being in the presence of what was behind him. 

 Every fibre of his being told him that he absolutely could not turn to see the entity behind him. 

 "What's wrong, boy? I thought you needed help," the melodic voice asked, though he couldn't tell the emotions contained in her voice; he felt like they were mocking him. 

 Not that it mattered; pride had absolutely zero place in this situation. 

 He never thought he would think this, but compared to his current predicament, even fighting the bear barehanded seemed like child's play. 

 The sound of a footstep resounded as the figure slowly but noticeably moved towards him. 

 'Fuck'

 Questions kept raining down on him. 

 "You will die here, boy"

 'Nooo' he begged, but his mouth refused to move. 

 "Don't you need my help?"

 'No, please, just leave me alone' begged

 "I'm here for you"

 'I don't care; leave, please'

 As the footsteps slowly came closer to him, he visibly paled, his skin losing colour while anticipating what was about to happen. 

 "Just say the word, and you'll be able to survive and gain immeasurable power, boy"

 Hearing the voice for a moment, Raze was tempted, but his gut told him that he couldn't trust any word that came out of the creature's mouth. 

 "Don't hesitate"

 The words did nothing but somehow scare him even more than he already was. 

 "Rose would be disappointed if you died here, Alex, or perhaps you would prefer going to meet your parents"

 Raze's frozen heart finally started beating again upon hearing his sister's and his past life's names. 

 As his cold blood heated up,. 

 He could feel his body regain the ability to move, yet his mind didn't allow it. 

 Despite his emotions, he screamed at him to scream at the creature to keep his sister's name out of its mouth. 

 His mind understood that the moment he turned or uttered as much as a single word, he would die. 

 He had no choice but to swallow his pride and hope the creature would maybe grow bored and leave on its own. 

 "Oh, wait, there is no afterlife; how silly of me"

 His skin lost almost all the colour it had at being reminded of that nightmare of the afterlife he had briefly experienced before being transmigrated. 

 If not for his constantly busy days after his transmigration, he was sure he would've experienced nightmares of that scene. 

 So being reminded of that void mere moments before being sent back to that place. 

 Really hammered in the notion that he might really die here ever so helplessly. 

 'I don't want to die, please' he screamed inside his head, hoping the creature might pity him and spare him. 

 But those were nothing short of desperate fantasies. 

 After all, the creature couldn't even hear his internal monologue. 

 Eventually, the creature was right behind him. 

 Fearing that he might accidentally catch a glimpse of the creature. 

 He tried to close his eyes, but his body refused to listen to him, rendering him incapable of closing his eyes. 

 Something touched his back and slipped down it. 

 The sensation resembled that of a human hand, and yet it felt ever so slightly wrong, but it was impossible to place his finger on it. 

 The voice whispered in his ears. 

 "Just shake my hand, and you will never experience hardship again in your life, boy"

 For a brief moment, Raze seriously considered the offer. 

 His mind told him to accept it. 

 He knew that his future ascent would be filled to the brim with pain and hardship. 

 And as a sane modern-day person who isn't a masochist, he wasn't quite enthusiastic about it. 

 This was the reason why he was trying so hard on early floors to make his future climb at least a bit easier. 

 However, today he was confronted with a truth he didn't want to admit. 

 No matter how much stronger he gets in the future, he will never reach a point where he can confidently face off against beings similar to this sinister creature. 

 And it wasn't something about something being wrong with him or him lacking talent. 

 But rather, there being a clear difference between mortals like him and immortals like the creature behind him. 

 It was simply impossible to ever bridge this gap for any mortal. 

 The humiliation he was experiencing now would likely continue to be repeated again and again, even if, by some miracle, he managed to survive today. 

 He hated it; he didn't want to spend his whole second life bowing his head to those stronger than him. 

 Constantly begging them to spare his life. 

 But in the end, what else could a mortal like him even do except beg those stronger than him? 

 And yet here he was being given the perfect chance to take the easy way out and escape all the pain and humiliation awaiting him in the future. 

 Not only that, with the help of this creature, he would easily be able to dominate every other person in the tower. 

 Even Asher and Alex themselves. 

 To anyone with even half a brain cell, the choice should have been abundantly obvious. 

 "So what will it be, boy?" the voice asked one last time. 

 "I refuse" Raze answered audibly for the first time today. 

 His words were as clear as possible as his voice resounded across the frozen world. 

 He had chosen the path he wanted to walk on. 

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 57 - Bare Handed-4

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 As Raze's words fell, the whole world slowly started regaining its colour, and time started to flow again.

 He could no longer feel the ominous presence behind him. 

 No longer feeling the threat of the entity, he wanted to lie down and relax. His whole body ached and bled. 

 He hadn't noticed it before due to his fear, but his eyes and ears were bleeding from just listening to the figure's words. 

 Not to mention, even his mind was all jumbled up, and he couldn't think properly. 

 Overall, he was in no condition to move.

 But looking at the bear frozen in time, he knew he couldn't afford to rest. 

 He needed to get moving. 

 So he ran and got behind the bear before time could be unfrozen again and took out his axe, still latched at its back. 

 As soon as time resumed again, the bear looked around in confusion and anger at its prey being missing. 

 However, that feeling didn't last for long, as soon as it felt a long horizontal slash at its back. 

 Growll!!! 

 It growled in agony before being slashed again, but vertically this time. 

 The slashes didn't stop and kept coming relentlessly. 

 It tried to resist, but the more it resisted, the more it kept getting slashed. 

 Just when it looked like it was about to die, as if some sort of heavenly blessing had descended on it. 

 The humans axe had broken from the repeated abuse it had sustained. 

 Snap~

 While the bear didn't know what this sound represented, it understood that the slashes had stopped. 

 So, using this chance, it slashed behind it, not expecting much except to separate the human from its back. 

 But to its complete surprise, it was able to feel a wet sensation at its claw causing it to smile as it licked its bloodied claw. 

 By this point, the bear was already severely weakened from all the repeated injuries it had sustained. 

 Its back was covered in wounds and slash marks as blood dripped down to the ground.

 Along with its bleeding head. 

 To anyone seeing this as well as the bear itself, it was abundantly clear that it was about to die soon. 

 But despite knowing that it was about to die, it wanted to at least kill the human responsible for its current state. 

 The bear had bloodshot eyes as it stared at the bleeding human, who looked to be in an even worse state than it. 

 And yet his eyes still hadn't lost their vigour and only looked even more intense, somehow even more so than their own. 

 Raze huffed profusely, staring at his empty hands and the broken pieces of his axe lying on the ground as he cursed. 

 "Fuck my life"

 If, during the last attack, he hadn't managed to backstep during the last moment, he might have really died. 

 But even with his quick response to the slash, he just wasn't fast enough. 

 And as if to prove this, a massive portion of his abdomen had been roughly severed. 

 He was already bleeding a lot even more, but now, with these recent wounds, he had reached a critical point. 

 He felt himself losing focus and energy. 

 The whites of his eyes had already turned red from all the blood, and it hurt to even open them. 

 Almost all the bones in his body were damaged if not broken already. 

 And it was hard to even stand. 

 It wasn't long before he collapsed and died from all the blood loss. 

 The only solace he had at the moment was that this wasn't his own body. 

 But still, he didn't want to experience dying again. 

 So he was desperately hoping that maybe if he just killed the creature in front of it, he wouldn't need to experience dying again. 

 And yet a part of himself wanted to just die to escape the agonising misery he was currently experiencing. 

 It took every fibre of his being to keep standing and face the terrible foe in front of him instead of just giving up. 

 Before beginning his ascent, he had already known it wasn't going to be an easy journey, and yet there was a big difference between knowing and experiencing something. 

 If it was him from before, perhaps he might have already given up. 

 But for the current him, he had an advantage that the previous him didn't have. 

 And that was anger. 

 Whether that was anger from the original host of this body seeing his daughter die or him being humilated helplessly and learning that no matter what he did, he would never reach that level. 

 He hated it, and while he couldn't do anything about any of it, at the very least he could take out his anger at the beast in front of him. 

 Even if he no longer had any weapons, he still had his half-broken arms. 

 That was enough to rip apart a dying beast. 

 "I will kill you"

 "Roarr!!"

 Both Raze and the beast screamed at each other as they ran towards each other, both desiring nothing more than to rip each other apart. 

 This was no longer a battle of fists and claws, but a simple battle of wills. 

 Just when Raze and the bear were about to collide, he slid down to dodge the charge. 

 Sliding past the monstrosity. 

 Raze appeared behind the bear. 

 Without hesitation, he dug his fingers crudely inside the worn and battered hide of the monster. 

 Mustering up all the little strength he had left, he pulled. 

 The flesh of the creature was ripped out as blood sprayed out, but more than the beast. 

 The blood belonged to Raze, who's fingers contorted in various grotesque shapes as his nails tore off. 

 "Ahhh!!" Raze screamed to suppress the pain with gritted teeth. 

 But he didn't slow down; he simply used his other. 

 Once again, his nails and fingers were torn off. 

 However, in a state of adrenaline high, he simply endured the pain and continued tearing off the bear, with each attack damaging his own body more than the bear. 

 His nails were already gone, and his fingers were unrecognisable from before. 

 But still  he could feel that the monstrousity before him was on its last legs. 

 Just one more attack, and it would die. 

 And yet, just when he was about to tear it apart one last time, his hands refused to move. 

 They were thoroughly destroyed by his reckless actions. 

 Just when things looked grim and set in stone,. 

 Raze did something truly lunatic. 

 Using his own mouth, he bit into the neck of the beast. 

 Crunch~

 He felt his teeth break as the metallic taste of blood appeared on his tongue. 

 But he was more concerned with the disgusting, grimy texture of the bear as he tore it apart. 

 Finally felling the foul beast. 

 Thump~

 Raze, too, fell on its back. 

 Celebrating internally for a moment. 

 He had done it; he had won. 

 He had proven to the tower that a regular human like himself was capable of killing a monster. 

 He had avenged his daughter. 

 And best of all, he had done it without needing to borrow the help of some suspicious god. 

 With that thought in mind, his eyes closed as he lost consciousness. 

 Uncertain of if he will ever wake up again or not. 

 [Ding! 5th floor sand of riddles cleared]

 [Climbers achievement has been acknowledged by the tower.]

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 58 - Absurd Theory

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Raze was in a deep blue ocean.

 He didn't know where he was or even if he was still alive. 

 All that he knew was that this space felt comfortable and soothing. 

 'Am I dead?' he innocently wondered. 

 However, that notion was quickly put to rest as he opened his eyes, only to find himself back in the all-too-familiar black room. 

 "I'm alive" Raze said as he looked around. 

 "I never thought I'd ever be so glad to be back in this place" he said. A comfortable sofa manifested out of thin air for him to rest on. 

 Resting his buttocks on the soft and squishy couch, he felt his tense body relax a little. 

 'My body is still good' he thought while checking his body, surprised to find it in clean and pristine condition. 

 His eyes and ears were no longer bleeding, nor were all the bones in his body broken. 

 And even his nails weren't torn and his fingers weren't dismangled; instead, his skin and body looked as pristine and flawless as ever. 

 Staring at his smooth and pale hand, tears slowly leaked out. 

 He tried to suppress them to contain them, but they didn't listen and kept flowing out. 

 Eventually, with puffy eyes, he spoke. 

 "I'm alive" His voice contained nothing but disbelief and gratitude. 

 Everything still felt like a dream. 

 At first, things appeared to be normal. 

 He solved some fun riddles, and nothing seemed out of place. 

 But then, out of nowhere, he was in some sort of forest with his powers sealed and forced to face off against a bear-like monster with nothing but a regular axe. 

 While he wasn't certain, just from the fight he had against that bear, it was at least a F-rank monster. 

 Meaning it was a whole class above the goblins he was facing on the second floor. 

 And this time it was without any supernatural powers or weapons. 

 Even just thinking about it felt outlandish. 

 It was truly a miracle that he had survived and even somehow managed to kill it. 

 As if that alone wasn't bad enough. 

 Some sort of eldritch creature straight out of a Lovecraft book appeared on his floor. 

 Who he suspected of the interference in his challenge. 

 Even just thinking about that whole interaction gave him goosebumps. 

 He was probably going to have nightmares for a while, but ignoring that, it was weird how some creature could just interfere in the tower challenge. 

 Maybe the tower wasn't as omnipotent and omniscient as he was giving it credit for. 

 Or at least that was what he thought before, but thinking about it another way. 

 There was a very real chance that he had gravely misjudged the challenge of that floor. 

 After all, the second part of floor 5 only involved him answering a question. 

 It never specified what kind of question it was going to be. 

 But due to it being a test from the tower, he subconsciously expected it to be some kind of straight-forward question with one correct answer. 

 Perhaps the riddles before the question also fueled this narrative. 

 However, what if there was no wrong answer? 

 After all, from the moment that the entity appeared on the fifth floor, it had done nothing but ask a very simple and straightforward question. 

 'Do you want help?'

 He hadn't thought much of it before due to his fear, but what if it was a part of the challenge on the floor? 

 And regardless of whether he accepted the help or not, he would have passed the challenge. 

 If he had taken the help, he could have easily disposed of the monster, and if he hadn't, he would have had to fight tooth and nail against the beast like he had.

 This also went to show how even if the clear condition of a floor seemed simple, it might end up being a lot different from what one might expect and this was definitely something he planned to keep on mind for the future.

 But going back to the topic at hand

 Since he had clearly refused the help, the entity disappeared. 

 Since it was only there to ask him a question, it probably wasn't allowed to hurt me; otherwise, the tower would simply be impossible if eldritch beings were free to roam the tower and do whatever they wanted. 

 But in that case, what would have happened had he caught a glimpse of the figure? 

 While he didn't have anything concrete, his gut told him that he would have gone insane. 

 But wouldn't that imply it was hurting him? 

 And based on his theory, that the tower didn't allow those creatures to hurt climbers like him. 

 So that would put a hole in his whole theory. 

 'How peculiar'

 This whole thing was really confusing, which only excited him to crack the whole thing. 

 The only problem was that he had too little information to figure it out. 

 After all, it wasn't possible to build a puzzle without having all the pieces. 

 Still, he didn't want to make such a simple excuse and give up. 

 Spending almost an hour considering every single possibility. 

 A loud laughter cracked out of his lips that resounded throughout the black void. 

 "Hahahahahahaa"

 "I finally get it" he said while wiping out a tear from his eyes. 

 But the whole theory was too absurd. 

 Up until now, he had only heard that phrase. 

 'The devil is in the details.

 But if his current line of thought was correct, he could finally understand it. 

 While he didn't fully understand how the tower functioned, he had a very basic understanding. 

 The tower set clear rules for what could and could not be done. 

 At least according to what he knew. 

 So if the tower had simply set a rule for the creatures to not hurt the climbers,. 

 While it may sound all well and good at a glance, there is a very simple way around this rule. 

 All that the creatures had to do was not directly 'hurt' the climbers themselves. 

 But nothing was stopping them from hurting another person. 

 This is where scenario floors came in to play. A very special type of floor where a climber occupies the existence and body of a towerborn. 

 In this state, they are not technically climbers but rather towerborn. 

 However, an entity cannot exactly kill or injure the climber, even in this state. 

 They would still be hurting the climber, at least from the tower's point of view. 

 And at least according to his understanding of the hierarchy, even the freakish and outlandish entities were below the tower or at least inside the tower. 

 So it was highly unlikely for them to go around testing what they can and cannot get away with, especially when it just involves a mortal or two. 

 But how about just staring at them? 

 That's right, these entities didn't need to actually hurt a person to cause irreparable harm. 

 All they needed to do was make the other person catch mere glimpse of them. 

 And the person would lose their mind simply due to how outlandish and out of mortal understanding these entities were. 

 After all, the entities couldn't be blamed for the emotions the person looking at them felt. 

 This was the same logic Raze had used on the second floor. 

 It wasn't his fault that Lara fell madly in love with him by just looking at him, which unknowingly helped cause the doom of her people. 

 It was absurd to think that it was so easy to bypass the rule of the mighty tower. 

 But he had experienced it himself from both points of views as both the perpetrator and victim. 

 After all this was just a matter of perspective. 

  A person couldn't be blamed for how how he was perceived by others unless he was specifically trying to be perceived a certain way. 

 With that said, there was nothing concrete backing up this theory, and most of it relied on speculation. 

 After all, he didn't have the pleasure of reading the original novel for long enough to meet one of these entities in the novel through Asher's perspective. 

 He was going in blind with just the single encounter he had on the last floor and the few comments he had read back on Earth while reading the novel, which spoke of how the author utilised various myths, epics, and folklore in his story. 

 This is what led to his current hypothesis. 

 After all, the only way he could think of that encounter on the last floor was by comparing it to a Lovecraft book creature. 

 Which led him to take the liberty of assuming a few things about the entity. 

 Meaning there was a very real chance of him being wrong. 

 And yet he at least wanted to keep the theory at the back of his mind. 

 Simply due to how absurd the whole idea was. 

 "This is crazy" Raze whispered in a quiet tone, accompanied by the smile of a mad man who had stumbled upon something he shouldn't have. 

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 59 - Invisible Scars

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Raze was currently lying comfortably on his couch.

 Fully relaxed, trying to reel back from the shock of the theory, he ended up with a hurt head. 

 He wanted to introspect a lot more about those creatures to reach a conclusion he was confident in. 

 But he had reached his limit with the limited amount of information he had. 

 Not to mention, all this was too outlandish for a mortal and ignorant mind. 

 His head already hurt. 

 Instead, it would be better to think about the bear monster he had fought. 

 The reason he was talking about it now was due to the deep impression it had left on him. 

 After all, it wasn't just any monster but rather a unique monster. 

 A unique monster is an outlier in the tower. 

 As previously stated, a monster's strength is determined by both their class and rank. 

 The class of a monster is determined by their race, and their rank is judged based on their personal strength. 

 While it's possible for a monster to grow in rank through various means. 

 The same isn't the case for class; after all, how could a monster change or upgrade their race? 

 However, that's where unique monsters come in. 

 A special type of monster capable of not only growing their rank but also their class. 

 It is their nature and ability to grow that make a unique monster so much more dangerous than a regular monster. 

 The method to identify a unique monster is by their behaviour and actions. 

 Unique monsters have a strong sense of self and display intense emotions, usually accompanied by levels of intelligence that don't suit their rank and class. 

 Based on the blood lust the bear monster was displaying towards him and the fact that it disregarded itself for the sake of hunting him. 

 As well as the intelligence it displayed being higher than normal and the intensity it displayed in their fight, he concluded that it was unique. 

 It was a bit of a shame that there was no way to confirm the unique nature of a monster even after killing them. 

 Even after killing it, the tower only displayed its name along with its class and rank. 

 Speaking of which, the bear was apparently named Blacked Stonepouncher, and he was a monster at the F rank, just like he originally thought. 

 Quite a grandiose name for a monster who, for all intents and purposes, was just a bear. 

 But then again, who was he to judge the naming sense of the tower? 

 Anyway, he was getting off track. The reason he had brought up the topic of unique monsters in the first place was because this wasn't the first unique monster he had run into in the tower. 

 That's right now that he thought about it; there was a very high chance that the goblin chief back on the second floor was actually a unique monster. 

 Whether it was his ability to display emotions far surpassing those of other hobgoblins, his extreme familiar love for his son, or the raw and primal anger it displayed upon encountering Raze, the one responsible for the tragedy on its floor. 

 In fact, it was crazy how he had never thought about it before. 

 But thinking of it this way, he was almost certain that it was a unique monster. 

 Considering that it really was a unique monster, Raze had encountered two unique monsters in less than a month in the tower. 

 Unique monsters are supposed to be so rare that most people go their whole lives without even encountering one. 

 And yet here he was, halfway through the tutorial, already having encountered two as well as some sort of Eldritch entity. 

 He wasn't sure if he was just super lucky or unlucky. 

 But it was really funny when he thought about it this way. 

 While he was trying to laugh it off, he was really worried about the way things were going so far. 

 Speaking of which, the whole fifth floor had scarred Raze. 

 It was unclear whether he knew it yet or not, but one thing was clear: despite not having sustained any physical wounds on this floor. 

 The invisible mental scars he had received would accompany him for life. 

 And who knows what kind of scars will await him in the future? 

 As he was lying on his couch, he couldn't help but think about what would happen if he had chosen to accept the offer from the entity. 

 Would he have received some sort of super-powerful power or item from it? 

 Or perhaps his biggest problem, which was his vessel limit, might have been solved. 

 He didn't know what he would have potentially received, but one thing was for certain: he wouldn't have suffered nearly as much against the bear monster had he just accepted the help back then. 

 Falling into contemplation as to his reason, he wondered and tried to recall what was going through his mind back then. 

 Was it perhaps something related to his pride? 

 No, it definitely wasn't that.

 Maybe fear was clouding his judgement at the moment. 

 No, that also wasn't it. While fear did affect his decision a bit, it was made with a sound mind. 

 The reason behind his actions was pretty simple. 

 Borrowed power can also be taken away. 

 And while it might benefit him in the short run, in the long run, it could potentially ruin his mentality. 

 After all, there was no way anyone could clear the tower with borrowed power. 

 Even in the future, any and all strength must belong to him; borrowing strength would just lead to his ruin. 

 Also, the hypothesis that there was no wrong answer was just a hypothesis; at the end of the day, there was no way to actually prove it was true. 

 For all he knew, accepting the help might have led him to die. 

 Also, there was no way something as sinister and ominous as that entity would have helped him for free. 

 Who knew what kind of ulterior motive it had? 

 He, for one, had no intention of getting involved in schemes related to beings outside his comprehension. 

 "There's no point thinking about it now, the only thing that matters is that it's all in the past and that I'm alive."

 Raze said, putting an end to his usual overthinking montage. 

 While he wanted to continue straight to the 6th floor, he was just far too tired right now. 

 Both mentally and physically. 

 Instead, it was better to rest for an hour or two. 

 Too tired to even summon a bed, he lied on his comfortable couch and closed his eyes, not even realising when he fell asleep. 

 It seems he was more tired than he thought, as he ended up sleeping for two whole days. 

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 60 - Ruins Of Bugs

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 [Welcome climber on the 6th floor, Ruins of Bugs]

 [Clear goal: kill queen spider]

 [Rewards: 5000 TP and boots of acceleration]

 Raze stood still as he stared at the notifications before his eyes. 

 It had now been two whole days since his encounter on the fifth floor. 

 And having rested now, he felt at ease, prompting him to challenge this floor. 

 Also, there were a lot of new items and stuff that he wanted to try and see how much he had grown compared to when he first entered. 

 He was currently in some sort of desolate ruins without a life in sight. 

 Except for the massive white bones protruding out of the ground around the area. 

 He didn't know what sort of creature the bones belonged to, but it was clearly a fearsome one, simply based on its size. 

 The whole place looked abandoned as far as the eye could see, and to make matters worse, there was an agonising sun over his head. 

 Due to the intense, bright sunlight, it was hard to keep his eyes open or do anything else. 

 'Let's look for some shade'

 With a plan in mind, he quickly located a pretty tall piece of white bone sticking out of the ground in a curved shape. 

 Making it the perfect place to see some shade and escape from the gruelling sun. 

 But before he could rest, there was another thing he needed to do. 

 Climbing atop the large, curved-shaped bone, he activated [Farsight] to scout the whole area for any semblance of life. 

 And yet, even after a few minutes, he was empty-handed. 

 No matter where or how far he looked, it was like no life even existed in the area, and yet instead of feeling glad at not needing to fight,. 

 He felt strangely uncomfortable. 

 Everything was just too quiet and eerie. 

 It almost felt like he was the only person on the whole floor, but obviously that wasn't the case, as according to the tower, there was at least one other monster here. 

 But he doubted there was only one other monster since the tower called his target the spider queen, which implied the existence of her subjects and potentially even a king. 

 And yet, when he looked around the area, there wasn't any sign of life. 

 'Just where are all these monsters?'

 Not having any leads, he decided to wait under the shade of the tall bone he was currently standing on. 

 While he would love to go out and start exploring right away, the sun and the heat were too intense and agonising. 

 He would only deplete his stamina needlessly, not to mention the possibility of him missing something due to having trouble opening his eyes.

 Instead, it was better to wait for the sun to fall and the night to arrive. 

 Now that he was waiting, he had all the time in the world to do something he had been meaning to do for a while. 

 'Status'

 ------------------------------------------------------------

 Name:Raze Brightheart

 Race:Human

 Age:16

 Class: Magic Archer

 Rank: Apprentice

 Alignment: Chaotic Neutral

 Gift from ??? : Black Box [Locked]

 Innate Rune: Inventory (F) 

 Elemental Affinity:Water,Ice

 Mana Circle: 1st Water Circle

 Vessel Limit: 120

 Beast Shard: 120 (Saturated) (+110)

 Strength:27+(+40)

 Endurance:20(+10) 

 Agility:30(+10) 

 Mana:43(+50) 

 Innate sub-runes: [Mana Flow], [Mana Surge], [Far Sight]

 Runes-[Perception]

 ------------------------------------------------------------

 That's right with his new items, namely the cursed depraved hand, mana ring, and rookie blade. 

 With just the help of three items, he was able to almost double his stats. 

 And all this was done with some of the worst possible artifacts. One could only imagine how much stronger he would get when armed to the teeth with all sorts of high-quality artifacts. 

 While items weren't a permanent solution, they did help alleviate a lot of problems caused by his low vessel limit. 

 Not to mention, he hadn't even reached his full potential with his current items. 

 Thanks to his experiments on the fourth floor, he was able to subside the [Hunger] effect of the cursed depraved hand, allowing him to consistently use it. 

 In theory, he could still gain 160 shards just by having it consume 4 more souls for a permanent 200 shard boost. 

 Even thinking about it was making him elated. 

 Despite the terrible side effects of [Binding] and [Hunger], just the stat boost alone was enough to have made all his troubles on the second floor worth it, even if it did almost kill him. 

 But the stat boost wasn't even the best part of the item; it was its ability to allow its user to have five additional abilities at their disposal. 

 With just these two abilities alone, the item could have easily been an A or S rank item. 

 Sadly, life wasn't all sunshine and rainbows. 

 And while the dreadful [Hunger] effect was no longer driving him mad just for wearing the glove. 

 The same wasn't the case when he activated one of the stored abilities in the glove. 

 As soon as he tried to use one of the stored abilities, the ever-so-familiar, dreadful, and agonising [Hunger] would return. 

 Ensuring to slowly but surely deter his sanity. 

 Due to this, the ways in which he could use the glove were severely reduced. 

 But still, in no way did that completely prevent him from using these abilities. 

 All he needed to do was ignore the pain in stressful and dangerous situations without getting distracted or worse yet incapacitated. 

 Obviously, this wasn't as easy as he was trying to make it out to be, but due to the [human] effect, there was a slow increase in intensity and pain. 

 Even with his current mental state, he could use it for almost an entire minute before the pain started becoming unbearable. 

 And while he didn't want to think about it, he was sure that the more he continued to use the item, the better his endurance would become, allowing him to increase his time limit. 

 At the end of the day, the benefits the glove provided outweighed its cons, and it would be a shame to just leave such a powerful artifact to rot in his inventory just because he was afraid of a little pain. 

 Besides, even with the abilities he had gained from Kaide, his total combat prowess was significantly increased; he could only imagine having five such strong and distinct abilities. 

 He was already growing excited to try and test Kaides ability on a real monster, but sadly, he had no choice but to wait. 

 After all, the hot and agonising sun was still up in the sky, with not a soul in sight. 

 Instead, his attention and time were better spent somewhere else. 

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 61 - What Awaits Him Outside

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 "Inventory" 

 [80/100]

 1.Weapons- 9x

 2.Armours- 0

 3.Artifacts- 0

 4.Consumables-25x

 5. Beast Shards and Runes-5x

 6. Corpses-37x

 7.Miscelanious-4x

 8.Charms and Accessories-0x

 "looking clean" Raze praised, staring at his new and organised inventory menu. 

 Up until now, it was really annoying looking through it to find items, but now that everything is organised, the whole process is much smoother and easier. 

 It had taken a whole hour just to sort through everything, but since he had nothing if not time right now, it was pretty good use of it. 

 He had tried his best to make each category as inclusive as possible without making them cluttered, so that he could easily store items and find them. 

 Also, while looking at the interface, it may not look like much, but this little inventory of Raze currently carried almost a thousand different items, and he still had more than fifth of the space empty. 

 Once again, inventory was proving to him that it was the ultimate utility ability. 

 'Wait a minute' he suddenly thought, having a sort of epiphany. 

 Up until now, he had been far too busy trying to not die, clearing one floor after another, or trying to understand schemes of potentially divine proportions. 

 Speaking of the latter, he didn't have much luck with it so far; no matter how he tried to link things, there was just too little information, and his understanding was too mundane for him to comprehend even a fraction of what was going on behind the scenes. 

 But going back to the topic at hand,. 

 This was the first time he was seriously thinking about what he was going to do after going back to the real world. 

 He still didn't fully understand what the history or current situation of the outside world was. 

 Since that son of a bitch, Asher almost never left the tower or a dungeon, at least in the chapters that he had read. 

 Meaning he had a lot of reading and learning ahead of him to properly understand his current world. 

 But more important and immediate than that was learning the situation of his current body. 

 Did the original owner have any family, friends, or acquaintances? 

 Since he had come to the tower almost immediately after transmigrating, he was almost completely in the dark about the circumstances of this host. 

 If he remembered correctly, the time in the tower flowed identically to the outside world, at least on most floors. 

 So he, along with a thousand other people, had been missing for almost a month. 

 So if he had any parents or a loved one outside, they were probably worried sick for him. 

 Especially if it was a parent, or hopefully both parents. 

 Even if he wasn't their original child, he felt excited to be able to feel parental love again. 

 He had been yearning for the love of his parents ever since the accident. 

 Those affectionate eyes of his mother as she looked at him, as well as the silent but amiable personality of his father. 

 Was something he thought about almost every day. 

 If he could get even a fraction of that love that his parents back on Earth held for him here, it didn't matter if those weren't his real parents or that he wasn't their real son.

 He was willing to pretend to be someone he wasn't, even if it was fake; he just yearned for that familiar affection too much. 

 Even as a kid, Raze never had any friends. 

 Simply due to his introverted and witty nature, which caused most of the kids around him to label him as weird. 

 Wanting to fill that void in his life, he looked towards his parents and almost never left their side. 

 Almost always sticking close to them and playing with them. 

 Both his mother and father at the time had their own issues with their marriage. 

 But recognising how their son required a large influx of their time and love, they made sure to never let the cracks in their relationship show. 

 Unfortunately, they were pretty bad actors, and even as a kid, he could tell how there were some issues between the two of them behind the scenes. 

 And yet, he chose to actively ignore all the signs. 

 After all, how could a kid ever accept that his two loving and all-so-dependable parents might choose to leave each other and break their little happy family?

 Willingly choosing to play the ignorant fool, he continued to enjoy his childhood with his parents, pretending nothing was wrong. 

 This was also the reason why the loss of his parents in that house fire hit him so hard. 

 The loss of his legs and the physical pain could have never been compared to losing the only two people in the world who genuinely cared for him. 

 Perhaps it would have been better if he had also died back then instead of being rescued by that firefighter. 

 He was only 12 at the time of the accident; it wasn't a surprise to anyone why he went into depression. 

 The government had tried to help him get psychiatrists multiple times, and yet none of them seemed to work. 

 In fact, if not for Rose, he had no doubt that he would have quit a long time ago. 

 She was all he had left, and yet he ended up leaving her all alone and dying first anyway. 

 'Some brother, I am' he said in a soft melancholic tone, remembering the first and golden decade of his life before everything went wrong. 

 This was also the reason why he had gotten so excited just thinking about having family again and potentially even friends. 

 But thinking about it now, didn't the original owner of this body commit suicide? 

 There was no way anyone with loving and caring friends and family would choose to do such a thing. 

 If anything, his life was probably even worse than his own. 

 After all, even after the accident, he at least always had Rose by his side to take care of him and accompany him through his highs and lows. 

 But now, even  she was gone, there was simply no one waiting for him back home. 

 And no one was worried about his disappearance for the past month. 

 All that awaited him outside the tower was an empty home. 

 "Fuck" he cursed. 
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 Chapter 62 - What Awaits Him Outside-2

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Slap~ 

 The sound of a slap resounded as Raze's hand that he used to slap himself curled into a fist in annoyance. 

 "Fuck, what are you doing, idiot?"

 He questioned himself. 

 "Why would you feel depressed over something as petty as not being able to feel parental love again?"

 If anything, he should be happy; after all, since there was no one waiting for him outside, he could do whatever he wanted. 

 And the best part was that he didn't need to act to pretend to be someone he wasn't. 

 He had zero responsibility or answerability to anyone else. 

 Besides, once he cleared the tower, he could wish for Rose and his parents back. 

 There was no need to cry or feel sad over small stuff. 

 It was only a matter of time before his happy and loving family could be back again. 

 And once he wished for immortality for all of them, no one would be able to leave him ever again; it would be the perfect happy ending for him. 

 Finally, the sadness and feeling of loneliness were gone, replaced by excitement for the future. 

 While the prospect of having his family back excited him, that was still a distant goal. 

 After all, he still needed to climb 94 other floors. 

 But there was actually something much more immediate that excited him. 

 That being money and the generational amount of it he was about to earn. 

 To understand what he was trying to say, one needed to understand inventory. 

 Inventory, for all intents and purposes, was rather a straightforward ability. 

 You get to store items in an alternative dimension and take them out whenever you need them. 

 Of course, his inventory was much different from the norm, thanks to his gate ability as well as all the hidden properties he had discovered on the second floor.

 It was within these properties that a deceptively simple but mind-blowingly lucrative opportunity resided for him to exploit. 

 That's right, he was referring to the stacking property of inventory. 

 The property of his inventory is to be able to stack the same items on top of each other up to the limit of 99 without wasting his precious slots. 

 This property had a very simple purpose: to allow him to carry thousands of items in his subdimension despite the seemingly 100-item restriction. 

 And the best part was that he suspected his inventory would keep getting stronger and better in the future, meaning he would be able to carry even more items. 

 For everyone else, they could only carry a very limited number of items with them back to the outside world that they could carry, and since the tower was restricted, no one could come back to it. 

 It was almost impossible for anyone to ever procure a large and consistent enough supply of any resource to sell it. 

 Meaning, after leaving the tower, he was pretty much going to have a monopoly on all tower-related resources. 

 The whole tower was brimming with all sorts of never-before-seen opportunities. 

 Whether it be in terms of minerals, plants, food, weapons, monster corpses, artifacts, medicine, technology, clothes, beast shards to help one empower their body, and much more. 

 Anything you could think of in the outside world, there probably existed a better version of it in the tower. 

 And the best part of all of this was for him and him alone to sell and monopolize however he saw fit. 

 After all, who else could possibly carry thousands of unique and different items with them outside the tower? 

 That's right, no one. 

 He could feel himself salivating just imagining all the wealth that was just awaiting him, their rightful master. 

 The notes, or whatever currency they used in this world, practically had his name and picture imprinted on them. 

 In quite a funny twist of fate, the ability, which he was disappointed in at first, held the key to literally turning his life around. 

 It was a golden goose in all senses of the word. 

 And he, in his ignorance, dared to criticise it. 

 Bowing his head down with his hands held together, he firmly apologised to his own ability for not seeing its true potential until now. 

 "Oh, dear Inventory, the greatest and most versatile as well as lucrative ability to have ever graced this world, please forgive your ever-so ignorant master for daring to criticise you."

 "Please forgive and help him earn generational wealth."

 Now, to anyone looking at this scene, it just looked overdramatic and extra. 

 In which case they would be right, but then again, Raze was just bored right now, and he needed to spend his time somehow.

 Now that he thought about it, after leaving with his inventory, he could quit risking his life as a climber. 

 And instead live comfortably as a tycoon, having full monopoly over all tower-related resources. 

 This was also the reason why he had been carrying monster corpses with him in his inventory, even at the expense of wasting his inventory slots. 

 There were a plethora of ways one could use a monster corpse, and while he could earn some tower points by selling it to the tower, it would be way more lucrative for him to sell it to the government and scientists outside. 

 But that is all from a very personal and selfish point of view. 

 With his inventory and the influx of never-before-seen magical resources that he has access to, he could change the very world as they know it. 

 Whether it be in the medical, culinary, or technological fields,. 

 All sectors of the world will be significantly impacted by this, and hopefully, if he doesn't mess up, the impact will be mostly positive. 

 Heck, for all he knew, the cure to incurable diseases like cancer probably existed in the tower, just waiting to be found. 

 While he never thought of himself as some sort of hero or messiah, at the end of the day, helping improve the world would ultimately only help him. 

 That's right, he had a purely selfish goal behind his help. 

 He didn't care about humanity or this planet, but since helping them would help him clear the tower as well as improve his standard of living, there was no reason not to offer a hand. 

 "Alright, enough about that, but since I have so much free time, I might as well do something productive and properly plan out my business model to monopolise tower resources once I'm out" Raze said as he finally started brainstorming for the perfect business model. 
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 Chapter 63 - He Closed His Eyes

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Finally, the long-awaited night arrived.

 The hot and agonising sun was replaced instead by a beautiful, luminous moon. 

 The bright moonlight illuminated and penetrated every nook and cranny of the land. 

 The whole ruins looked completely different compared to the morning, now that the sun was gone. 

 The temperature seemed strangely low as a chill spread through the air. 

 The brown soil on the ground took on a deep blue shade, and amidst all this stood a lone youth with eyes as beautiful as the moonlight itself. 

 "Achoo!" Raze sneezed, rubbing his hands together to subside the cold a little. 

 "Why did it suddenly become so cold?"

 He complained despite knowing no one was going to answer him. 

 For the past few hours, he has been patiently waiting and preserving his stamina under the relatively cold shade of the curved bone, avoiding the hot sun. 

 But now that it was gone, it was replaced by equally extreme weather. 

  This time, instead of it being hot, it was now cold. 

 Raze stood in silence as he observed all the differences in land compared to the morning. 

 A lot had changed, to the point where it didn't even look like the same place anymore. 

 The whole land with its two polarising extreme environments looked nothing sort of magical. 

 "I guess that's the tower for you" Raze commented as he started moving, trying to locate any signs of life. 

 While the chilly night was definitely not pleasant, it was far better than the agonising heat in the morning. 

 Perhaps even his ice affinity played a role in making the cold weather more comfortable for him. 

 But he wasn't too sure; maybe he was just thinking too much. 

 Walking around, Raze was constantly on high alert for any signs of life or danger he might encounter. 

 With his [Perception] on over time and the rookies blade tied to the left of his waist, as well as a mana ring and cursed depraved hand equipped. 

 Raze was ready for any monster or threat he might encounter. 

 Strangely enough, despite being all alone with unknown threats possibly looming around, he didn't feel worried. 

 While he was certainly wary, he wasn't afraid. 

 Perhaps one of the side effects of facing a bear barehanded is having your perception of danger screwed off. 

 As he walked, Raze couldn't help but notice the footsteps his steps were making on the soil. 

 At first, he was a bit worried, but thinking about it a bit more carefully, if there was some other intelligent life form on this floor that was intelligent enough to be able to follow his footsteps, it might be worth it to let it follow him. 

 Rather than constantly worrying and hiding his footsteps, if the monsters could come to him, that would only make his job easier. 

 Eventually, minutes turned into hours, and Raze continued walking. 

 He was still having no luck in terms of finding any trace of life. 

 He had been mostly walking in a straight line so far, trying to find any points of interest or monsters. 

 Sadly, he was still empty-handed despite the significant time investment. 

 Feeling annoyed, Raze wanted to complain, but there was no point. 

 It would only needlessly waste his energy. 

 Speaking of which, due to being on high alert for so many hours and trying to be vigilant, his head was starting to hurt. 

 'How annoying'

 Despite his best efforts, he ended up complaining anyway. 

 However, just when he was about to lower his guard, thanks to [Perception], he managed to sense some movement a few hundred metres away from him. 

 He could hear the sound of something moving through the soil. 

 From what he could make out of the sound, it sounded like something was crawling. 

 The sound was incredibly faint, almost inaudible; if not for [Perception], he would have definitely missed it. 

 And yet, when he looked around him, there was no one in sight. 

 Even when using [Farsight] , he could see nothing. 

 'What's going on?'

 Raze thought, feeling a bit unnerved. 

 This was his first time being faced with something he couldn't see, and he wasn't sure how to react. 

 According to his perception, there was something around him.

 And knowing the tower, it probably wasn't friendly. 

 But his eyes kept saying otherwise. 

 A cold sweat dropped down the back of his neck as he subconsciously took a single step back. 

 Drop~

 'Should I just run away?' 

 He wondered, after all, how he was supposed to face something he couldn't see. 

 After all, this floor's clear condition didn't involve fighting some sort of weird, invisible creature. 

 All he had to do was kill the spider queen. 

 So it should probably be fine for him to run away here and avoid this invisible creature. 

 It was really annoying how he had to run away from the first monster and life form he saw like this, especially after searching for it for the past few hours. 

 But it couldn't be helped. 

 His life was more important. 

 However, just when he was about to run away, using everything he had,. 

 An idea that could only be described as suicidal struck him. 

 Even thinking about it made no sense. 

 But if it worked, he would be able to get monumentally stronger than he is now. 

 Placing his hand on the hilt of the rookie blade, he arched his back downward with his left leg moving forward. 

 No matter who one asked, eyes were needed to see. 

 That was literally their whole purpose in the body—to allow us to perceive the world around us. 

 Even when fighting, it was a must to be able to see your opponent so that you could react to their moves accordingly. 

 It is due to this that fighting against an invisible opponent is so hard and disorienting. 

 And yet, in this moment, Raze aimed to not only defy common sense but redefine it as we knew it while also taking a leap in his combat ability. 

 His heart was beating rapidly. 

 His mind kept screaming at him, saying that it was a bad idea and that he should just run instead of pointlessly risking his life. 

 But ignoring his mind for once, he closed his eyes. 

 This whole time, a single quote that he had read after clearing the second tutorial kept resonating in his mind. 

 "Eyes are but a restriction placed on the mortal kind"

 Choosing to bet his life, he muttered. 

 "Come"
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 Chapter 64 - He Closed His Eyes-2

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 With his eyes closed, his vision was completely gone.

 The whole world looked dark to him. 

 His heart was nervous, and his mind kept making him second-guess himself. 

 But he no longer had time for that, as soon after closing his eyes, he felt a ripple below his feet. 

 Following the instincts he had honed over the past month, he jumped back. 

 Before he could even land back, the ground in front of him ruptured open as something jumped out. 

 Raze wasn't able to see it, but thanks to the loud noise right in front of him, he activated his gate and sent a dagger flying in front of him, hoping to catch the creature off guard. 

 The dagger whistled through the air as it charged at the monster. 

 But it seemed to have missed its mark, as instead of colliding almost instantly like it should've, it kept flying for more than a moment before crashing into the ground. 

 "Tch"

 He was about to send another weapon through his gate, but he didn't get the chance to, as whatever had attacked him charged at him at a speed too fast for him to keep up. 

 Thankfully, in the end, he managed to place his katana between him and the attack. 

 Sadly, even that wasn't enough, as he was overpowered and sent flying. 

 Crash~

 Dust rose as Raze crashed to the ground. 

 The whole exchange had barely lasted a whole second, and Raze was already on the ground. 

 Finding strength in his legs, he stood back up. 

 Cough~

 He coughed up blood on the ground due to the injury he had sustained just now. 

 'This is not going great' Raze thought as he wiped the blood off his lips. 

 His heart was still rapidly beating, and his mind was a mess. 

 He was having doubts about his decision and contemplated running away. 

 But he didn't get the chance to, as the creature rushed at him. 

 Making a hasty decision based on the sound of a tearing wind heading for him, he jumped to the left. 

 Though he managed to dodge the attack, he didn't get even a moment's rest as the creature pounced at him again. 

 Slightly panicking, he held his blade up to block. 

 But his stance was wrong, and he would've undoubtedly ended up needlessly hurting his arm if not for the [realign] rune of the rookie blade. 

 Thanks to the rookie's blade automatically repositioning itself, he was able to cleanly parry the attack. 

 Pang~ 

 The creature collided with his blade, and although the rookie's blade had repositioned itself to let him smoothly block and not hurt his arms, he was still pushed back. 

 There seemed to be a very clear difference in strength between the two of them. 

 But how? 

 Thanks to him having saturated his first circle as well as all his items, his stats should have already surpassed anything a F-grade monster should be capable of. 

 There was only one explanation for his current predicament. 

 At the very least, this beast was at least E-grade. 

 He didn't think its class was above the beast due to its simple and barbaric attack pattern. 

 But even with its low class, it seemed to have evolved in rank. 

 No wonder it had a special ability, like being able to turn invisible. 

 The higher a monster's rank or class, the higher the chance of them gaining a special ability. 

 This one must have gained the ability to turn invisible after evolving its class. 

 Raze felt a cold sweat down his neck, recalling the goblin chief from the second floor. 

 Just like this monster, it was an E-grade beast. 

 Even back then, Raze had to make it fight hundreds of humans all by itself to tear it down. 

 Before resorting to underhanded tactics like taking its son hostage and exploiting the creature's human-like characteristics. 

 Even now, with satured magic, all his items, and his newfound experience, he didn't feel confident in being able to face it. 

 It just had a sort of distinct and terrifying quality about it that even the thought of facing it scared him. 

 And yet here he was, facing a monster of similar class and rank. 

 He must have really lost it to even think he stood a chance. 

 No, that wasn't quite right. 

 The terrifying thing about the goblin chief was its unique nature and ability to think for itself. 

 But based on his previous assessment, this monster clearly didn't possess such a nature and was rather nothing more than a simple beast. 

 Even if it was invisible, it was nothing more than a beast. 

 As for it being stronger than him, that mostly had to do with his decision to invest so much in mana. 

 But in terms of total stats, there shouldn't be that big of a gap between them. 

 In fact, if he had to guess, he probably had the advantage in terms of speed since he was able to react to and evade the creature's attacks even at the last minute. 

 It was probably more specialised in strength, causing its speed to fall behind. 

 The only reason he had lost in their previous exchanges was due to him trying to contest it in a battle of strength. 

 If he wanted to win, he had to play to his own strengths and use his higher speed to the max. 

 From what he had been able to gather until now, the creature was really good at evasive manoeuvres. 

 Which made it a poor match for his gates or arrows since the projectiles would just be dodged. 

 Based on their previous clashes, the creature seemed to be some sort of snake or worm. 

 But considering how this floor was called the ruins of bugs, it probably wasn't much of a stretch to assume it to be a worm. 

 He could also try to open his eyes to get a better look, but sadly, that wouldn't work since the monster was invisible. 

 Instead, it would only serve to disorientate him even more since it would just look like he was fighting air. 

 At least with his eyes closed, he could focus on his hearing to fight. 

 Alas, the time to think and strategize was over. 

 The creature was upon him, and he had to counter. 

 Up until now, he had been mostly dodging it by jumping and dashing. 

 But now that he knew he was faster, it was time to utilise his speed to win. 
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 Chapter 65 - He Closed His Eyes-3

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 The beast charged at Raze and was about to ensnare him.

 But before it could get the chance, he sidestepped and dodged it. 

 Having dodged the attack, he didn't want to miss this opportunity. 

 As he slashed to his left, where he thought the creature would be, and as expected, something wet, which he assumed to be blood, trickled on his arm. 

 However, the beast didn't seem as fazed as he had accepted it to be, as it used its long tail to hit his left shoulder, breaking it in the process. 

 Crack~

 Raze was sent flying back as he fell back. 

 "Ugh" he groaned in pain from having his shoulder broken. 

 There were a million things going on inside his head, but he couldn't focus on them; he needed to face the beast he was facing. 

 He tried to use his left hand, but it was almost impossible to use it. 

 Meaning he was just left with his right hand. 

 Good thing he mainly used his right hand, but he couldn't allow such a mistake to occur again. 

 Thankfully, he had drawn the creatures blood, meaning hopefully its invisibility should no longer be a problem. 

 Opening his eyes, Raze expected to see flying blood. 

 But, to his surprise, there was nothing in the air. 

 Surprisingly, the creature was fully invisible to him despite it bleeding. 

  Not seeing what he was fighting, even after opening his eyes, was messing with his mind. 

 He turned to look at his hand, where he had felt like he had drawn blood. 

 But, to his horror, there was nothing there. 

 And yet, the wet feeling of blood was still there. 

 "What's going on?" he wondered. 

 In the end, he could only conclude that even the creature's blood was invisible, just like its body. 

 In the end, his plan to fight the invisibility using the creatures blood was a bust. 

 Having no other choice Raze closed his eyes again and focused all his attention on his hearing, looking for any disturbance in the wind or anything else that might help detect the beast. 

 But to his surprise, there was no such sign or noise. 

 Except for a massive impact on his chest that hit like a truck and sent him flying. 

 Crash~

 Having crashed on the ground, he slowly stood back up. 

 His whole body hurt. 

 Like before, he expected there to be some sound or other disturbance to help inform him of the attack, but all there was was a bone-breaking crash on his chest. 

 Finally, his nervous, beating heart was getting to him; perhaps trying to fight an E-grade beast was still too much for him. 

 If his guess was right, it seems his initial hypothesis was wrong. 

 This beast didn't have only one ability but rather two skills. 

 It was probably born with invisibility and had unlocked another ability after evolving to E grade related to muting the sound it made. 

 He had underestimated his opponent, and that ended up costing him. 

 His chest felt like it was on fire as blood continued to come out of his mouth. 

 But still, not all hope was lost; the fight was still winnable. 

 As long as he could just see his opponent. 

 The only problem was that he couldn't see his opponent. 

 Thankfully, during that last hit, in the last moment, Raze purposefully spit blood on the beast. 

 Even if its own blood were invisible, surely his blood on its body should be visible. 

 Opening his eyes, he expected there to be a clot of blood floating in the sky, but once again, to his surprise, there was simply nothing. 

 After all that, there was a heavy hammer-like hit that sent him flying. 

 Crash~

 As Raze crashed on the ground for the umpteenth time, he felt multiple bones breaking. 

 "Fuck" he cursed as he slowly stood back up with his shaky legs. 

 His whole body was screaming at him. 

 His vision had long turned red and was burning from all the blood in his eyes. 

 His whole left arm was broken. 

 There were multiple broken bones in his whole body. 

 Even his legs were barely holding on. 

 He felt his insides had shaken drastically. 

 No matter what he did, blood continued to pour out of almost all his offices. 

 His whole body was burning, and his vision was going blurry. 

 The only reason his whole body hadn't been broken and collapsed already was due to the shards he had invested in endurance. 

 As well as mana, due to the high volume of mana near his heart, his body was naturally stronger and more resilient than his stats would suggest. 

 Due to mana being present inside a person's heart, it naturally flows through the body along with blood, invigorating and reinforcing it. 

 Meaning even if a climber never gained any beast shards just with the presence of mana alone, they would be stronger than a mundane human. 

 Due to Raze's incredibly high mana for his level, almost reaching triple digits when coupled with his items, this effect was even more prevalent on him. 

 But even this had its limit, as proven by his current situation. 

 Over the last couple of minutes, he had been continuously taking an intense and deadly beating that would have been more than enough to kill any mundane or even most climbers in the tutorial stage many times over. 

 The only reason Raze hadn't died already was due to the beast likely not possessing any fang, claw, or other source of damage, causing it to be reliant on blunt damage. 

 But even that had its limit, his whole body felt like it was imploding in on itself. 

 Without a doubt, the next hit was about to be his last. 

 'If I make it out of here, I need to invest more in endurance'

 He made a mental note. 

 Though the chances of that happening were looking less and less likely as time went on. 

 He was simply out of options at this point. 

 No matter what he did to counter the beast's invisibility, it all proved to be futile. 

 The creature was truly invisible, no matter what one did. 

 And the worst part was that even his hearing, which he had been using to predict and fight, was being countered now. 

 His back was against the wall, with almost no way out. 

 In the end, it simply proved impossible to fight what you couldn't see. 

 Or did it? 
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  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 "Eyes are but a restriction placed on the mortal kind"

 It was this simple and seemingly senseless quote, which was included in the description of [Perception], that drove his mind wild and made him take this seemingly impossible and suicidal gamble. 

 There was a lot going through his mind, trying to understand what it meant. 

 One could call it a simple gut feeling, but for some reason, he felt that if he could understand the meaning of these words, he would gain access to something truly special. 

 Initially, when he first read these words, he simply dismissed them as the ramblings of some senile old man. 

 But the more he thought about it, the more wrong his assessment felt. 

 Would the tower really immortalise the ramblings of some long-past, senile old man? 

 He didn't know who this man was, but his identity was probably more special than he gave it credit for ,enough for the tower to immortalise it. 

 But the question remained: who was he? 

 More importantly, would the words of such a man really be senseless? 

 No, he didn't think so, so there had to be something truly profound or at least worthwhile hidden in these seemingly plain words. 

 But what? 

 He wanted to know and understand them. 

 His mind was burning with curiosity. 

 This notion was only further solidified by the description of [Perception], suggesting how it allowed the user to perceive the world without the need for eyes. 

 But currently, he has experienced none of this so-called 'perceiving' that it referred to. 

 It was simply a juxtaposition; the notion of seeing without eyes seemed contradictory down to its core. 

 Even earlier, after closing his eyes, he had tried to understand these words but had failed miserably and ended up in his current predicament. 

 After he closed his eyes, the whole world seemed to have turned dark. 

 There was no change in his senses or perception.

 So did that mean the rune description was wrong? 

 No, surely that couldn't be it; those words had to have a reason behind them. 

 One after another, different explanations and possibilities entered his mind. 

 Since his combat ability was proving to be ineffective against the invisible beast,. 

 If he could understand these simple words, wouldn't it be possible to even see the invisible? 

 In this moment, more than even killing the invisible beast he wanted to see. 

 He wanted to see and experience the world without his eyes. 

 It might seem stupid for him to lose sight of his opponent and distract himself like this. 

 But even this had a reason. 

 As a kid, Raze always had very little curiosity compared to other kids his age. 

 But it was due to this little curiosity that, on the rare occasions something did catch his attention, he became obsessive over it till he got what he wanted. 

 He didn't know or realise it yet, but he was currently in a trance-like state with a singular goal in mind: to crack the mystery of those words. 

 Of course, the beast wasn't just going to let its prey stand still and leave it be. 

 Without even waiting a moment, it attacked, expecting to easily kill it and put an end to the whole ordeal. 

 However, just when it was about to bang its head into the human and kill him. 

 Something it could have never expected happened. 

 With a simple and minimal side step, he dodged the attack. 

 But how? 

 The beast was not only invisible but also soundless, making it impossible to counter or dodge its attacks. 

 But the beast didn't get a chance to dwell in its confusion as Raze used their close proximity to use his katana, bringing it right above its head as if he could see it, and brought the blade down in one swift motion. 

 Unfortunately, the invisible beast snapped out of its confusion in face of the imminent threat and used its ever-slippery body to slither around and dodge the blade. 

 Before dashing backwards to make some distance. 

 The more it observed the human, the more different he looked. 

 His aura seemed to have changed completely. 

 It was hard to put a finger on it, but it felt chiling. 

 It's almost like the feeling of standing in front of an apex predator. 

 His previously beautiful blue eyes were now gone and replaced with white. 

 It didn't even look like you could see through it, and yet it felt like the human could see and feel everything. 

 In this moment, he felt like part of nature itself. 

 The beast was currently feeling a strange sense of primal fear, screaming at it to run away. 

 And yet it didn't. 

 Wanting nothing more than to feast on the delicious meat of the human, it discarded its instinct and charged at the human for one last attack to end it all. 

 However, strangely, despite it being invisible, the human turned to look at it straight in the eyes. 

 For a moment, it felt like a human could see it. 

 But surely that shouldn't be possible. 

 Right? 

 Alas, the beast didn't get a chance to worry about it. 

 In the next moment, Raze sheated his katana as he arched his back and put pressure on his almost broken legs, ready to charge at the beast and end the whole fight in one whole exchange. 

 The previously invisibility-cursed depraved hand became visible again when it opened its mouth, letting out its disgustingly long red tongue, which wrapped around the rookie's blades hilt. 

 However, the beast didn't have any time to stress about the tongue, as Raze muttered. 

 "Burst step"

 As soon as his words fell in an explosive display of never-before-seen speed, he disappeared. 

 Before the invisible beast could process anything, its whole world turned upside down as its half-dead, lifeless body fell to the ground. 

 The tower whispered in his ears in a enigmatic voice that was hard to discern the emotion of. 

 [Ding! E-grade beast Eyeless Basher has been slain]

 [Ding! one E-grade beast shard sent to the inventory]

 [Ding! New rune [Soundless] sent to inventory]

 However, Raze didn't care about any of these, as in this moment he was too immersed in how beautiful the world felt. 

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 67 - The Honoured One

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Raze stood still in a trance-like state, uncaring about the notifications in his head or the dead corpse lying metre behind him.

 He couldn't see anything, yet at the same time, he could see everything. 

 Whether it be the chilling winds on his skin. 

 The bright and luminous moonlight. 

 The still-solid ground he stood on. 

 Or the tall white bones that pierced the sky. 

 Nothing could escape his senses. 

 He felt one with the whole world, as if he were a part of nature itself. 

 It was no longer a matter of simply seeing the world. 

 But rather feeling it and its vastness paired against his own puny and insignificant self. 

 In this moment, he experienced a kind of bliss he had never even thought possible. 

 It was almost comparable to how drug addicts felt when they were high, except this was much better and liberating. 

 Raze felt liberated from all his past life burdens and all his future worries. 

 He no longer felt scared of the unknown future or melancholic about the past. 

 A few passing by tiny bug like Monsterl noticed him, but something in their tiny little monster brains warned them not to approach the human. 

 Every fibre of their being told them to run. 

 This feeling of terror was only further boosted by seeing the putrid corpse of the giant invisible worm lying, split apart lifelessly. 

 Despite the injured and bleeding state of the human. 

 His almost completely broken body and seemingly unconscious mind. 

 In this moment, he was the most dangerous entity on the whole floor. 

 Realising this, the bugs ran for their lives as fast as their little bug legs would carry them.

 Inadvertently praying for the human to not to notice them. 

 Of course, that didn't work. Raze had noticed these bugs even before they were anywhere close to them. 

 And yet he let them go since they didn't attack him. 

 Instead, he chose to stand still despite all his injuries and appreciate the beauty of the world. 

 In this moment, he bore no animosity towards anything or anyone. 

 Nothing else matters at this moment. 

 Even if it was just for this singular moment. 

 Throughout Heaven and Earth. 

 He alone was the honoured one. 

 The only one who had seen the world for its true beauty. 

 **

 Like all good things, Raze's blissful state eventually wore off as he came back to his senses. 

 "Where am I?" he wondered, but didn't get a chance to wonder for long as he soon collapsed on the ground due to the repeated and severe injuries he had sustained. 

 He bled all over the ground, and his body felt like it was breaking apart on its own. 

 "Ahhh" he let out a pained groan, but quickly gritted his teeth to not attract nearby monsters by screaming. 

 'Fuck it hurts' he cried as he took multiple low-grade healing potions from his inventory. 

 Small glass vials containing some sort of green liquid appeared in his hand as he quickly drank them. 

 As the green liquid made its way down his throat, his wounds slowly started healing. 

 But one healing potion still wasn't enough due to its low rank. 

 Thankfully, he had already bought multiples from the tower shop earlier. 

 "So bitter" Raze grimaced, but he didn't stop downing the potions and forcing him down his throat. 

 After about five potions, agonising pain coursed through his body as his mangled limbs and body  started rearranging themselves back to normal. 

 It took almost 20 whole low-grade potions just for his body to recover from the torture he had subjected it to. 

 No longer at risk of dying, he lay on the ground with his back to the ground as he breathed heavily. 

 Haa~

 Haa~

 Slowly, the memories of his trance state entered his mind, allowing him to revisit them. 

 'I did that?' he asked himself as he turned towards the severed corpse of the worm. 

 The creature seemed to once resemble a worm, just like he had assumed. 

 It had thin, long antennas and brown scales covering its body. 

 Despite being invisible, it once stood at an intimidating 200 inches—well, not anymore since it is split in half now. 

 The sight was absolutely horrid, with disgusting white pus coming out of its pores as well as blood scattered everywhere. 

 It was cleanly cut in half, to the point where it was hard to believe this was his first time using a first. 

 There was not a single wasted movement in his art, and his opponent was felled in a single, clean cut too fast for it to react. 

 But while the slash was definitely very pretty and would certainly be appreciated and admired by sword fanatics. 

 Raze wasn't one of them to him; the bigger concern was the absolutely putrid smell assaulting his nostrils, causing his face to scrunch as he muttered. 

 "Oh god, it stinks"

 Having healed his wounds, he got up from the ground despite having trouble doing a bit. 

 Despite having healed his body using potions, the physical trauma of his injuries was still there, and it would take some time until it could recover. 

 Speaking of recovery, he ended up using a lot more mana than he would have liked. 

 While he wasn't critically low, he was around halfway exhausted, which was a bit concerning considering how he still had no information about the floor or where to find the so-called spider queen he was tasked with killing. 

 His repeated use of his gate ability as well as the cursed depraved hand had taken a toll on his reserves. 

 And since he already had so much mana, he hadn't considered mana potions an immediate requirement earlier, causing him to now not have any. 

 So he needed to wait for his mana to recover naturally. 

 But speaking of the cursed depraved hand, the last ability he had used was what he had taken from Kaide.

 It was called the burst step and was a stupidly simple ability, allowing him to dramatically raise his agility for a moment. 

 And yet, as showcased earlier, it was a dangerously effective and powerful move. 

 Just by using it, his agility had risen all the way to more than 200.

 Just based on what he knew, there was probably no one around his level  whom he couldn't speed blitz with its help. 

 Unfortunately, as one might expect, such a powerful ability has its own downsides. 

 One of them was the disgustingly high mana cost. 

 Thankfully, due to his mana almost reaching triple digits, this requirement was still manageable. 

 The main problem showed up with the second downside. 

 Due to the rapid increase in agility and endurance, his body couldn't keep up, so he basically damaged his body every time he used it. 

 Meaning it was basically a last resort. 

 Still, that should be enough about that. 

 As Raze made his way through the lands, trying to find a place to rest and recover, he had a lot of time to reflect and think about everything he had done. 

 Which is exactly what he did. 

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 68 - On The Other Side

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Loud chatters and mumblings filled the air as 48 wary humans all stood in a large white room.

 All of them had completed the tutorial, each with their own varying degrees of difficulty. 

 And everyone here had more or less gotten a hang of the tower. 

 It was due to this reason that they were all wary of each other. 

 Who knows what challenge the tower may throw their way next? 

 For all they knew, everyone in this room was a potential enemy. 

 Due to this hostility, animosity was at an all-time high. 

 After clearing the tenth floor, they were given the choice to either continue climbing the tower or go back to the outside world. 

 Most of them, too traumatised by everything they had experienced in the tower, immediately jumped on the opportunity and left without a second thought. 

 Hoping to never come back. 

 However, for anyone with critical thinking ability remaining, it was more than obvious that the world outside, as they had known it, was going to change. 

 Especially when all of them leave the tower with all their magic, superpowers, unique resources, and much more. 

 In such a world, chaos and anarchy would thrive, making personal power the most important resource.

 And the only way to acquire this precious resource was by climbing. 

 So even if they were tempted to go back to the real world, they decided to listen to their intuition and continued to climb the tower. 

 At least for a floor or two,so that they would have an advantage against all the cowards who chose to run away the first chance they got. 

 But there was only a single problem with their plan. 

 Unlike all the floors before it, the eleventh floor was truly unique in the sense that it wasn't a solo challenge like they had expected it to be. 

 Instead, when they arrived in this waiting room, a lot of people were already waiting for them. 

 This initially bred confusion as to why so many people were all attempting the same challenge. 

 That was until they took a look at the notification in their eyes. 

 Which stated how they all needed to wait until a total of 50 people gathered on the floor before the challenge could start. 

 So most of the people here have been waiting for hours now, just waiting for the requisite amount on the floor to be filled. 

 But even among them, one person truly stood out the most. 

 It was the black-haired and purple-eyed youth who was the first to move on the first floor, as well as the first person to clear it. 

 To anyone with even half a functioning brain, it was abundantly clear that the boy was strong. 

 Even at the start of the tower, he was somehow stronger than everyone else. 

 Now that all of them had become relatively stronger and more experienced after overcoming 10 of the gruesome challenges the tower had thrown at them. 

 Who was to say that the boy hadn't even become an even bigger monster? 

 Despite the hours that many of them had already spent in this room, the boy was already here, even before them. 

 No one had seen the boy enter, leaving the only possibility that the boy was the first person here. 

 Which only made his image even scarier. 

 Naturally, a hint of apprehension hung in the air regarding the boy. 

 Almost everyone here wanted to team with him if given the chance. 

 It was due to this that a lot of the people here had tried to approach in the past few hours, and yet all of them had been ignored as if no one here even caught his eye. 

 It was very frustrating to be ignored like this after everything they had been through over the past month. 

 But there was nothing they could do; use of mana or fighting wasn't permitted in the waiting room, and no one wanted to know what would happen if they broke one of the towers rules. 

 So in the end, they could only wait until the eleventh floor started to teach him a lesson if the floor allowed it. 

 But despite the purple-eyed boys indifference, not all hope was lost. 

 There were still two more shining stars left who hadn't reached the waiting room yet. 

 The shining, bright golden-haired boy who called himself Alek. 

 Alek had personally sabotaged his own chance at clearing the tower by personally staying back and helping as many people as possible to clear the first floor. 

 Most of them here owed their lives to him and were more than willing to repay their debt to him if given the opportunity. 

 But aside from his admirable character, there was also his otherworldly strength. 

 All of them here had witnessed it firsthand on the second floor when he single-handedly disposed of hordes of goblins without killing them. 

 So that they could kill the goblins and clear the ascent condition. 

 Without a shadow of a doubt in the public mind, the golden-haired boy was the only one in the tower who could challenge the purple-eyed boy. 

 His late arrival only made sense considering that he was among the last people to clear the first floor so that he could help as many people as possible. 

 But still, there was another rising star in the tower that was worth looking out for. 

 And that was obviously the mysterious masked boy. 

 How could anyone here forget him when, aside from maybe Alek, he had left the deepest impression on all of them? 

 Whether it be being the first person to kill a monster in the tower or being the second one to clear the first tutorial. 

 And even that was only because unlike Asher, who was only focused on himself and clearing monsters to rush the floor. 

 The boy had actively been helping a lot of people survive by providing support from the back row. 

 He had been the only one on the second floor to fight long-range. 

 And he had done it in the wildest way possible. 

 By using a gun. 

 How absurd was that? 

 But in doing so, he had shattered most of their preconceived misconceptions created by the media. 

 Such as how modern-day weapons don't work on fantasy monsters. 

 So they were at least grateful for that. 

 But more than that, everyone here who had their lives saved by the boy was truly grateful to him and intended to repay him. 

 Speaking of the devil, the second rising star finally made his long-awaited arrival in the eleventh floor waiting room. 

 Alek Freeman was the 49th person in the waiting room. 

 Everyone held their breath in excitement, all approaching him with their own unique agendas. 

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 69 - On The Other Side-2

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 As Alek entered the eleventh floor, he was bombarded with all sorts of things.

 Whether it be gratitude for saving their lives on the first floor, a question related to him, or just friendly attempts at making acquaintances. 

 Voices entered his ears each accompanied by their own agenda. 

 But he didn't care; he was too exhausted to talk right now. 

 Holding his hand, he quickly excused himself. 

 Which made all the people who had been waiting for him feel disappointed. 

 But none of them wanted to come off as too clingy or antagonise the boy, so they left him alone. 

 He felt a bit bad for coming off as cold like this. 

 But it couldn't be helped; he was too exhausted, both mentally and physically, over the past month. 

 The tower had been extremely tough and cruel to him, as if intentionally challenging him and his conviction to the absolute limit. 

 The tenth floor had been especially tough on him. 

 He had to fight continuously against  hordes of orcs for a whole week without rest. 

 Of course, that simply wasn't possible. 

 In the end, despite how much it hurt his pride, he had no choice but to show his back to the enemy and run and hide to recover before jumping back into the fighting. 

 But despite how extreme and tiresome the challenges had been. 

 As expected of a hero, he had conquered everything flawlessly once again, proving why he deserved his class and role as the hero. 

 That said, his whole body ached. 

 He hadn't gotten a chance to rest properly for days now. 

 One of the persistent climbers had already come over to him and explained the situation to him in hopes of earning some brownie points with the boys. 

 And his plan had worked, as the boy was grateful to him. 

 Having now understood the situation, he was truly grateful to have finally been shown some mercy and given the chance to rest. 

 Not caring about his public image, he lied his back against the wall as he closed his eyes, hoping that no one else entered the waiting room for at least a few hours so that he could rest. 

 **

 On the other side, a girl in her early twenties had been observing everything. 

 Her name was Sieg, and she was an orphan who had been adopted by the government. 

 After working her ass off her whole life, she climbed the ranks and officially became a government officer. 

 And she was a pretty high-ranking one, as she was the vice chief deputy of the justice department, in charge of apprehending wrongdoers and bringing them to justice. 

 Ever since coming to the eleventh floor waiting room all those hours ago. 

 She had been looking for any other government worker that she could find. 

 Even she could tell that with all these super-powered mana using superhumans running around.

 It wouldn't be possible to control them and maintain even a semblance of order like in the past. 

 This was really concerning, as she, out of everyone, perhaps knew best. 

 How vile people on a power trip could be. 

 She was scared to even imagine what some of the people here were going to do after getting back to the real world and realising no one could stop them. 

 This was the reason why she had been looking for any other government workers, regardless of their department, so that she could collaborate to plan for the future. 

 But to her horror, she hadn't found anyone. 

 This was one of the worst-case scenarios. 

 Out of the billions of people in the world, only one thousand were allowed entry into the tower. 

 Who was to say that she wasn't the only government climber? 

 If this were true, the government, which had worked so hard to maintain control and order amongst the people over the past decade, was going to be lost. 

 Despite her being much stronger than the average climber here. 

 She knew her limits by no measure was she the strongest. 

 Especially when freaks of nature like the purple-eyed boy, Alek, and the mysterious masked boy existed. 

 There was almost no way for her to beat any of them. 

 Well, maybe the masked boy, since he was mainly a marksman, if she could catch him by surprise in a close-range fight. 

 But even that that was stretching it, there was no way he hadn't already realized and found a way to counter his main weakness by now. 

 Still, even if she couldn't beat some of the people here, she could at least beat the vast majority. 

 The only problem was that, despite her inherent strength, she was still just one person. 

 There were only so many places she could be at once. 

 So many people she could fight at once. 

 It was due to this exact reason that she was desperately hoping her fears didn't come true, and there were climbers in the government who had maybe just  chosen to go back to the real world after clearing the turorial. 

 She didn't know how many of the first thousand people had survived the tutorial, but she had to prepare for the worst. 

 Due to this, she had been on the lookout for any person with enough strength to back themselves up as well as good character. 

 The last one was even more important than the first one since, to recruit them without a doubt, she would need to offer a lot of benefits and probably even a high-ranking position. 

 In which case she didn't want to help put someone corrupt or easily corruptable in power. 

 It was due to this that Alek was the perfect candidate; he was potentially the strongest person here, and he had already long proven his character. 

 She had been waiting for him for a while, but he clearly seemed uninterested in talking due to how tired he looked. 

 She couldn't even imagine just what kind of hellish trials he had to go through for even a monster like him to look so worn out. 

 But worst of all, she hadn't found anyone suitable for the government so far, so things were looking very bad. 

 In the end, it seems relying on her personal strength was the only choice. 

 Still, she was anticipating the 50th climber to arrive, as the atmosphere was far too tense and awkward, even for her, due to everyone being wary of each other and anticipating what the next challenge might be. 

 Also, she secretly held hope that the last person would be the masked boy, as she wanted to try recruiting him. 

 It might not work, but she was grasping at straws at this point. 

 She didn't know why someone as strong as him had yet to arrive. 

 But she knew there was a valid explanation for it. 

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 70 - Professional Leech

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Often times, during a moment of high intensity and concentration, athletes subconsciously reach a trance-like state.

 Allowing them to exhibit capabilities that surpass anything they would normally be capable of. 

 In the past, Raze had often heard stories about athletes who had experienced this state. 

 But he always thought they were exaggerating. 

 That was until today, when, having experienced the state himself, he could tell that they weren't exaggerating and he was just ignorant. 

 But even amongst these countless tales of these athletes, one factor remained consistent. 

 None of them were able to experience this state for the second time. 

 Their career would peak the first time, and they would spend their whole life chasing after that high again, only to ultimately fail and retire. 

 Having experienced the state himself, he could understand why they were never able to experience it again and why they spent their whole life chasing it. 

 Even he had no idea how he had tapped into the state the first time, and he didn't think he could go back into it. 

 And having experienced it once, he was sure to want to recreate that state in the future. 

 That was just how amazing it was. 

 He could see the unseeable and feel the unfeelable. 

 React to intent before it was even conceived; use everything he had beyond a hundred percent. 

 And this was just tapping the surface of everything he had experienced in the short frame of time he had accessed it. 

 Who knew what else it could do? 

 If Raze could somehow master this state even with lower stats, beating people or creatures with high stats wouldn't be outside the realm of possibility. 

 Without a doubt, once mastered, it would be one of the most significant abilities in his ever-growing arsenal. 

 But before any of that, it needed a name. 

 After all, he couldn't just keep calling it 'the' state. 

 Thinking a bit about it, a big part of him wanted to call it ultra-instinct. 

 But he had to hold back his inner anime fan as the name misrepresented the state. 

 While they may be similar in this state, instead of relying solely on instinct while unconscious. 

 The state relied on honing all senses of the body to such a high level and reaching such high concentration that one could perceive everything. 

 The only reason he had achieved it was thanks to [Perception], and even that was a fluke only moments before death. 

 Finally, he had found the perfect name. The zone. 

 **

 It had now been a couple hours since the fight against the invisible bug, and Raze's fatigue and mana were mostly recovered. 

 But he was currently hiding and observing from atop a large bone. 

 Below him, two vile bug monsters were fighting each other. 

 They had black skin and the lower body of a horse. 

 But eerily enough, their upper body resembled that of a grass cutter, but black in colour. 

 With two round purple eyes and sharp blade-like hands. 

 They clashed with each other using their blade-like hands. 

 Looking at the scene, it was clear that there was no loyalty among the monsters on this floor, despite being of the same race. 

 They were fighting to kill each other. 

 But perhaps the most strange and uncomfortable thing about all this was that just a few metres away from these fighting creatures was a human. 

 That's right, he was wearing a tattered robe that covered his eyes, and even his clothes under the robe seemed to be torn and overused. 

 But there was no doubt that he was a human. 

 It was already confusing enough what a human was doing on this wasteland of a floor. 

 Especially when there was almost no food on this floor aside from the few but dangerous bugs crawling the floor. 

 However, that seemed unlikely considering how he didn't look as strong in reality. 

 Raze wasn't a stranger to the saying of not judging a book by its cover. 

 Still, the man just looked too pitiful and harmless to be able to slay monsters. 

 He looked no different from a homeless person by the road back on Earth. 

 For some reason, he also didn't feel like a towerborn. 

 It was tough to explain, but almost like a gut feeling, Raze could tell that this man didn't belong on this floor like a tower born should. 

 So was he perhaps a climber like him? 

 No, that felt even more unlikely. 

 So that begged the question: just who or what was the man? 

 But that small inconsistency felt mundane compared to why both creatures were simply ignoring him. 

 As if they couldn't even see him. 

 In fact, the man wasn't even half-fazed at seeing the two creatures, who were each capable of ripping him apart to shreds. 

 So close to him; in fact, he was so unfazed that he was drinking tea. 

 That's right, he was fucking drinking tea as he enjoyed the two monsters fighting each other as if it were just plain old entertainment for him. 

 "What the hell?" Razed finally exclaimed in a quiet tone as the left of his lip raised in a half smile as it twitched. 

 Was this man just crazy? Why was he so close to two deadly abominations like that? 

 And perhaps even more concerningly, why was he drinking tea when there were so many better drinks out there? 

 Even as a kid, he had never been a fan of tea. 

 He didn't know why, but for some reason, it just always felt bitter and bad. 

 Wait, he was focusing on the wrong thing here. 

 Sure, the man may be a lunatic and enjoy tea. 

 But why were the monsters just ignoring him like this and just continuing to fight amongst themselves? 

 Wasn't it common sense to first kill the human before fighting amongst themselves? 

 Many questions arose in his mind as a feeling of confusion similar to what he experienced on the second floor. 

 But those questions could wait, as the battle among the vile beasts was about to come to an end. 

 And he couldn't let that happen after it was time to kill steal. 

 Like the professional leech he was. 

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 71 - Mysterious Man

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 somethisomched his hand, the all-too-familiar wooden bow manifested in his hand.

 Firmly grasping it, he used his left hand to pull the string back as two simple arrows appeared. 

 Both arrows held firmly between his fingers as he rotated the bow 90 degrees; it turned horizontal as he steadied his aim before finally letting go. 

 The two arrows whistled through the air as they flew. 

 The two monsters were about to finish each other off, but just before they could, both their heads were pierced, bringing their lives to a quick end. 

 Ensuring to make their fight end in a draw. 

 The tower whispered in Raze's ear. 

 [Ding! Climber has killed one F-grade monster.]

 [Ding! Climber has killed one F-grade monster.]

 [Ding! Climber has gained two F-grade beast shards sent to inventory.]

 [Ding! Climber has gained two F-grade beast shards sent to inventory.]

 Raze smiled triumphantly at the easy four beast shards he had gained. 

 Thanks to his prey being monsters, they each held two beast cores, which resulted in him gaining two from each. 

 Normally, it would have been tough to pierce their thick scales with his ordinary arrows, but thanks to both of them already being so injured and on the verge of death, his task was made much easier. 

 But that was the easy part dealt with; it was time to deal with the homeless-looking man. 

 Despite both monsters who were fighting each other moments ago dying unexpectedly. 

 He remained unfazed as he continued enjoying his tea. 

 For a moment, Raze contemplated sniping him in the face. 

 But then he would lose his only chance at gaining information. 

 Also, in case he isn't able to kill it, he would needlessly antagonise someone he could've just talked to. 

 So in the end, he decided to try to see if talking was possible. 

 But just for a moment, he couldn't help but think. 

 'Just how heavenly does that tea taste for him to keep drinking it despite so much happening in front of him?'

 Raze wondered for a brief moment but quickly forgot about it, as he didn't want to remember all the bad memories he had associated with tea. 

 Carefully getting down to the bone, he couldn't help but imagine how cool it would look if he just jumped. 

 For a moment, he wanted to do it, but thinking about the scene a second from now of him lying dead on the ground quickly killed the idea before it could kill him. 

 Finally, having gotten down, Raze ran towards where the man was, almost as if afraid he would leave. 

 Even though he didn't think he would. 

 Finally, in less than a minute, Raze was standing in front of him, breathing heavily from sprinting at his top speed as he asked. 

 "Who are you?"

 Hearing his question, the man drank his tea with a loud, sipping sound. 

 Sip~

 As the man drank Raze stood still, patiently waiting for his question to be answered. 

 However, as the man continued to drink, Raze's patience started running thin. 

 Until finally, it came to an end as he attempted to shake the man's shoulder. 

 But to his horror, his hand phased right through the man. 

 Leaving Raze horrified as he shifted between his hand and the unfazed man. 

 His eyes enlarged comically as his face lost colour. 

 "What?" he exclaimed. 

 Raze's confusion had turned into horror as he stood glued to the ground, horrified by what he was seeing. 

 Had he finally lost it and was hallucinating. 

 No, surely that couldn't be it, and surely his mind wasn't weak enough to break so easily. 

 Right? 

 He begged internally, but if it wasn't him hallucinating, then what was it? 

 Was it perhaps some sort of monster on this floor? 

 He had read comments praising how creative the author was with his monster designs and concepts.

 So was it a monster who could turn into humans to lure victims? 

 Suddenly, Raze felt his heart drop just considering the possibility. 

 A monster with such a complicated and dreadful ability couldn't be a mere E rank. 

 It was at least a D rank. 

 Earlier, it had taken everything he had just to barely defeat one E-rank monster. 

 Trying to face a D rank now was basically guaranteed death. 

 But how did a D-rank monster even find its way to the tutorial? 

 He was confused, but his confusion could wait until there wasn't a dreadful monster  about to kill him. 

 Stepping back, he intended to pull out the rookie blade from his inventory, but before he could, his critical thinking prevailed over his irrational fear. 

 It couldn't be a dangerous monster. 

 After all, if it wanted to hurt him, then it had plenty of opportunities, and he would be basically helpless. 

 Well, not that a D-rank monster needed to catch him by surprise to easily kill him. 

 But the moment he attempted to touch the man, it was a prime opportunity to basically instantly kill him. 

 Also, just looking at the man calmly drinking his tea despite everything around him while slightly eery in no way felt dangerous. 

 But if he wasn't a monster, then what was he? 

 That was when his  scared mind wandered to a much crazier and irrational possibility due to his fear. 

 Back on Earth, he had often heard tales about ghosts of the dead. 

 And back then, he had never taken them seriously, as even to a kid like him, it was obvious how fake they were. 

 All the influencers wanted to exploit kids like him by creating fake stuff and getting views. 

 And for most kids, it worked, but not Raze. 

 He never believed in anything until there was a logical explanation or evidence of it. 

 But still, despite his disbelief, he had always been a cautious person who didn't like to test his luck. 

 Especially on stupid stuff. 

 Even if ghosts didn't exist, for what reason did he have to stupidly test it using stuff like Ouija boards or intentionally going to haunted places? 

 At that point, you were just asking to die. 

 And Raze, for one, had no intention of doing that. 

 But still, even with his critical thinking, when confronted with the man in front of him, he couldn't help but shudder as he wondered. 

 'Just who the hell is this guy?'

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 72 - If I wanted To Hurt You

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 "Hahahaha" The mysterious, homeless-looking man let out a loud, hearty laugh as he watched Raze's terrified and wary expression.

 The sudden change in mood of the man caught Raze completely by surprise, leaving him bewildered as to what was going on. 

 Causing him to mutter without even realising it. 

 "What?"

 Raze was extremely confused right now about the sudden mood swings of the man. 

 He had gone from being eerily quiet to laughing like he had seen the funniest thing ever in less than a moment. 

 What was going on? 

 Was he maybe eccentric? 

 Thankfully, unlike last time, the man didn't keep him waiting for something wrong as he finally decided to speak. 

 "Hoh, my bad boy, it's just that your reaction was even funnier than I expected" he said in a hoarse voice, as if he hadn't spoken in a while. 

 But despite this, his words were perfectly pronounced and very easy to understand. 

 "You can speak?" Raze exclaimed, caught off guard by the man's words. 

 No more importantly than that. 

 "Who, or rather, what are you?" Raze asked, still choosing to maintain his distance and guard until he got a clear answer. 

 Hearing his question, the man finally calmed down as he started speaking. 

 "I'm a towerborn, as you humans like to call me"

 Raze was already caught off guard by the way the man introduced himself since no towerborn actually knew about the term they were referred to by outsiders. 

 Without a doubt, the man in front of him was different from everyone else. 

 But still, he didn't interrupt him and just allowed him to say what he wanted to say. 

 "Still, don't mistake me for being the same as all the other towerborns, unlike those young people, I'm different."

 "I travel from floor to floor, selling items to climbers such as yourself."

 "As for my name, you can just call me the tower merchant"

 'What?' Raze was flabbergasted by this new piece of information, but he didn't want to give the man the satisfaction of seeing his shock, so he tried his best to maintain his poker face. 

 But a towerborn who can freely travel between floors? 

 What? How? Why? 

 He had many questions after all,that notion simply went against the whole concept of a towerborn who was supposed to be stuck on the same floor for their whole life. 

 So why was this man different? 

 But even ignoring that, a towerborn who travels between floors to sell items, or, as he called himself, a 'tower merchant'. 

 This was his first time hearing about such an entity. 

 It wasn't mentioned in the novel, and most certainly not in the comments. 

 He was finally learning something new about the tower that he didn't know before. 

 It was almost exciting in a sense, since Raze was one to always enjoy learning. 

 Also, if the man was selling stuff in that case, wasn't this potentially a fortuitous encounter for him to use his tower points that he had mostly been hoarding till now aside from the potions he bought? 

 But before jumping on the opportunity, there were a few things that needed to be answered. 

 Perhaps the most important one of these questions was. 

 "So are you hostile to climbers or are we chill?" he asked, hoping for the best while being ready to pull out a rookie blade at a moment's notice. 

 Hearing him, the merchant fell into contemplation with his hand on his chin, causing Raze to grow anxious. 

 Finally, after what felt like an eternity, he answered. 

 "Yeah, we're chill" he said in a lax tone. 

 But before Raze could breathe a sigh of relief, his next words made his blood run cold. 

 "And...besides..if...I.wanted to hurt you....I would've...already done...so"

 As he said this, his words glitched as a hint of static reverberated in his voice as it echoed across the whole floor. 

 Which started glitching as if reality itself was breaking apart. 

 An overwhelming and deadly aura of suppression overcame Raze as his knees buckled, making him completely forget he was still alive. 

 Thankfully, all of this only lasted less than a moment, with the aura of suppression leaving even faster than it came. 

 As the merchant returned to his lax and uncaring attitude, pretending like nothing had happened. 

 But not for Raze, who was left paralysed for a whole minute on the ground, his body forgetting to even inhale and exhale air. 

 His heart stopped breathing, and his blood ran cold. 

 His mind shut down, and his body forgot it was still alive. 

 He had died. 

 After seeing him unresponsive for a whole minute. 

 The merchant finally exclaimed. 

 "Oh, he died, my bad" 

 He said as he clapped his fist on his palm in a comical way. 

 Completely uncaring about the dead Raze. 

 Before he said. 

 "Ahh, right, he's a customer. You can't have a customer die like this"

 He said this as he lightly flicked Raze's head. 

 Flick~

 As his fingers made contact with his head, Raze's out-of-focus eyes regained their light. 

 His heart started beating again, and his blood started flowing again, awakening all the sleeping organs in less than a second. 

 All his bodily functions came back online. 

 As life re-entered his previously dead body. 

 It was almost as if, by a miracle of God himself, the dead had been revived casually, defying any and all laws of science. 

 Cough~

 Cough~

 Cough~

 But Raze didn't get the chance to think about any of this as he coughed profusely on the floor, sweat falling off his body and wetting the ground underneath. 

 His heart felt like it was about to burst out. 

 His lungs felt like they were exploding from the furious pace of his inhaling and exhaling. 

 His mind was having a seizure from a thousand different thoughts all at once, yet he was unable to form a single coherent thought. 

 What? 

 Did I die just now? 

 What just happened? 

 What was that earlier? 

 How did I die? 

 Am I even alive, or is this the afterlife? 

 Who is this man? 

 Or rather, what is he? 

 Did he revive me? 

 Did he revive me to kill him again? 

 I don't want to die. 

 Should I run away? 

 But where would I even run? He almost destroyed the floor with momentary intent. 

 Oh god, I'm going to die. 

 I should have never approached him. 

 No, I should have never accepted the tower's offer. 

 I wasted my second chance at life. 

 I'm sorry, Rose.

 Mom and dad, please forgive your idiot son, it seems he was too incompetent to even survive. 

 There were a thousand other thoughts going through his head. 

 He didn't know what had just happened. 

 What was going to happen? 

 And his mind refused to listen to him. 

 However, just when he was about to have a panic attack, a simple and melodic voice from the man brought his panicking mind to an unnatural state of peace. 

 "Well then, dear customer, shall we discuss business now?"

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 73 - Tower Merchant

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 'What?' Raze questioned the man's sudden change in tone while grovelling on the ground.

 He wanted to scream at the top of his lungs and ask him why he was acting so nonchalant and uncaring after killing him. 

 Or even better, why had he killed him in the first place? 

 How could he say that he meant no harm and then proceed to kill him right after? 

 It made no sense. 

 Raze was genuinely the most pissed he had ever been and wanted to attack the man or at least confront him about killing him. 

 But at the same time, despite his grievances with the man more than anything, he was scared of the man. 

 The mysterious man was capable of easily killing him at a moment's notice before even he himself realized it. 

 And he had already done it once, so who was to say he couldn't do it again if he was annoyed?

 Under no circumstances could he afford to antagonise the man. 

 Bottling up all his frustrations and pent-up emotions, Raze slowly stood back on his own two feet as he patted the dust and filth off his cloth. 

 His eyes had regained the calm and collected gaze they held back on the second floor. 

 Calming down his beating heart and breath rate, Raze spoke. 

 "Apologies for the informal sight earlier," Raze said in a cold voice as he performed a slight bow. 

 Seeing a new side of the boy, the merchant laughed as he said. 

 "Haha, no worries"

 "I'm glad to hear it" Raze replied. 

 Forcefully suppressing his terror and not letting it show outwardly. 

 He forced his legs forward to stand in front of the merchant. 

 Staring him in the eyes. 

 Even now, he could remember the sight of these eyes glitching as they appeared to change into something non-humane before reverting back. 

 Just remembering the scene was giving him goosebumps, but he couldn't let it show. 

 After all, in this moment, the man and him weren't simply towerborns and climbers. 

 No, they were a merchant and his customer. 

 Despite the terrifying power of the man hidden beneath his plain facade. 

 Since he was adamant about introducing him as a simple merchant. 

 He needed to acknowledge their new dynamic and not be rash or scared. 

 And well, if he was, he just had to hide it. 

 "So what kind of good do you sell, Mr?" Raze enquired. 

 Seeing the complete 180° in the boy's attitude and approach, the merchant couldn't help but let out a smile. 

 He was unable to hide his amazement at the boys ability to adapt. 

 Before he quickly composed himself and answered the boy. 

 "As I said before, I'm just a small-time merchant in the tower, trying to make a living by selling goods"

 "So please be dear and help support a small, struggling merchant such as myself"

 Raze had a hard time not cringing and keeping himself composed after hearing the man's complete shamelessness. 

 Was he perhaps just doing it to piss him off? 

 Honestly, judging by what he had seen so far, he wouldn't be surprised. 

 But still, he had to remained composed, as he said. 

 "Of course it would be my pleasure now, if you don't mind. May I see the merchandise?" Raze asked. 

 "Of course, esteemed customer, but I'm afraid that's a bit too general, so before I show the goods, how about telling me your elements?"

 "Water and ice" Raze answered in a heartbeat, not seeing any reason to lie about this. 

 "Ooh, a duel element in the tutorial that's rare" the merchant praised. 

 "For such an esteemed and talented climber with a promising future, it's only right for me to show our finest products"

 It was hard to judge whether the merchant was being sarcastic or genuine just based on his tone. 

 Still, Raze chose not to pay too much attention to it, instead moving his attention towards the man as he pulled out a seemingly plain, ragged cloth out of nowhere and laid it out on the ground. 

 As the cloth fully unrolled, magical items of all sorts started appearing on it out of nowhere. 

 Whether it be weapons like scythes, bows, swords, spears, daggers, hammers, axes, or shields. 

 Or different pieces of armour. 

 Or accessories like lockets, rings, earrings, nose rings, and rings for other parts of the body. 

 Or charms and manuals of some sort. 

 Or hundreds of different runes. 

 Even potions, elixirs, herbs, monster parts, and much, much more. 

 In the blink of an eye, close to a thousand different magic items had manifested in front of him. 

 No matter how one looked at it, the whole scene was straight out of a fantasy book.

 Raze might be mistaken or going crazy, but he could've sworn there was a shiny twinkling aura around these items. 

 He was practically salivating at the scene. 

 It was hard to even believe his eyes. 

 An overwhelming feeling of greed was currently assaulting him.

 Shouting at him to not steal all these items. 

 If he could get all the items here, no even half of them no one now or in the future would ever be able to stand against him. 

 He would literally be invincible. 

 Thankfully, the nightmarish feeling of dying before even realizing it was still fresh and etched deeply into every part of his body. 

 Not even for a moment did he think he could scam or steal anything from the man without instantly dying. 

 So in the end, common sense and a desire for survival prevailed over irrational greed. 

 He could now understand why the man had asked what his affinities were earlier before revealing his merchandise. 

 If anything this begged the question, since he had around a thousand items just for his two affinities, how many items did he have in total? 

 Raze shuddered, just trying to imagine the thousands of items the an must possess. 

 Once again, greed was born in his heart before it was killed, but enough about that. 

 Looking at the price of the items, they were all extremely wary, depending on the item. 

 Going from a few hundred tower points to millions. 

 And the best part was that all the items here were of the highest quality for their grade and tier. 

 This was a fortuitous encounter with the potential to completely change his life. 

 Now it was up to him to choose how to forge his destiny. 

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 74 - Pay To Win

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 The hot, blazing sun had returned as it cast its blinding sunlight back on the world.

 Almost all life forms had temporarily gone into hiding to escape its  blazing wrath. 

 And Raze was also no exception. 

 He was currently hiding under another large, curved bone, enjoying its comforting and cold shade. 

 The mysterious tower merchant was already long gone by now. 

 He had disappeared, almost like he was never even there after Raze had made his purchases. 

 In his parting words, he told Raze to promote his shop. 

 "Towers galleriuam and mystique emporium" Raze muttered, still remembering the name as clearly as ever. 

 Truth be told, while he had agreed to promote his shop in front of him, he had no intentions of doing it. 

 That's right, Raze planned to gatekeep this store. 

 After all, how could he fully utilise it if everyone knew about it? 

 This shop was his fortuitous encounter, and with just one visit, his strength had more than doubled. 

 If anything, he was mad at himself for not having more TP at the moment to buy more stuff. 

 There were a lot of things that had caught his attention and would have been really helpful. 

 But due to his limited TP, Raze was left with no choice but to be extremely selective with his items. 

 Still, despite the feeling of regret, he smiled as he muttered. 

 "Status"

 ------------------------------------------------------------

 Name:Raze Brightheart

 Race:Human

 Age:16

 Class: Magic Archer

 Rank: Apprentice

 Alignment: Chaotic Neutral

 Gift from ??? : Black Box [Locked]

 Innate Rune: Inventory (F) 

 Elemental Affinity:Water,Ice

 Mana Circle: 1st Water Circle

 Mana Breathing: 1 Star(0%)

 Vessel Limit: 120-->240

 Beast Shard: 120-->240 (Saturated) (+110) -> (+150) 

 Strength:27-->60(+40)

 Endurance:20-->60(+30)

 Agility:30-->60(+10) 

 Mana:43-->60(+70) 

 Innate sub-runes: [Mana Flow], [Mana Surge], [Far Sight]

 Runes: [Perception], [Mana Projectiles]

 ------------------------------------------------------------

 Raze's eyes glew seeing his new status screen as his lips twisted into a smirk. 

 "As expected, money truly is the best thing in the world" Raze said with glee. 

 Just looking at his new stats was enough to make him feel like everything was worth it. 

 Well, maybe not the dying part, but still, he was very happy with his stats. 

 Looking at his stats, one might wonder how exactly his stats were doubled like this. 

 The answer to that was simple. 

 Money. 

 Or, more specifically, the unicorn tear he brought from the mysterious tower merchant using his tower points. 

 In the tower, it was extremely rare and almost impossible to find an artifact or item capable of increasing one's vessel limit. 

 And truthfully, Raze had no hopes of finding one, at least not until floor 30.

 So when he saw such a rare item for sale, he was instantly fixated on obtaining it. 

 There were a couple other items that caught his attention, but this one took precedence above all else. 

 Due to how significant an issue his low stats were.

 When consuming the tear, the whole process felt like bliss, like his whole body was being cleaned of toxins, and his soul grew larger and stronger. 

 The whole sensation only lasted for a few minutes, but those few minutes were some of the most memorable and intoxicating of his life. 

 After consuming it, since he already had hundreds of F-grade beast shards from the second floor, it was a breeze for him to instantly fill his new vessel limit. 

 And this time, instead of prioritising one stat over another, he chose a more balanced route. 

 Since his most important stat, mana, was already so much higher than his other stats thanks to items. 

 Thanks to that, his stats were at a level where he could quite comfortably take on an E-grade monster and even outstat it. 

 Maybe even a D-class beast was up on the table for what he could and couldn't fight, but that was still too risky, so if he encountered one such beast. 

 It was better to avoid it unless he had no other choice. 

 Back when checking the Tower Merchants catalogue, a couple other items also caught his attention. 

 Among them, there were other items capable of increasing vessel limits. 

 But most of them were way out of his budget or worse than the unicorn tears. 

 The only problem was that, while he really liked the unicorn tear, it was extremely expensive. 

 Ridiculously, to the point that no one in the tutorial should even have half as many TP needed to purchase it.

 Thankfully, Raze wasn't your average, run-of-the-mill climber. 

 Due to his exploits on the second floor, specifically him destroying the whole floor and killing everything in it,. 

 Tower had been extra generous to him and gifted him with a fat 100K TP. 

 He originally had a lot of things planned for this much money. 

 But after seeing the unicorn tear, he deemed it a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity and chose to push his plans for the future. 

 And even after that, this single item had cost him around 60% of his whole budget. 

 It was a very tough choice to make for him, but ultimately, it was the best decision for his growth. 

 While he could gain more Tower points in the future, the unicorn tear had permanently hastened his rate of progress. 

 With his new stats, he should be able to easily dwarf even Asher's stats around this part of the novel. 

 And he would be on a similar level to Alek with his items. 

 Meaning he would be able to hold his own against him and even potentially win. 

 This was without even factoring in the cursed, depraved hand and burst step that he had. 

 With the help of the burst step, his agility would momentarily reach 270, allowing him to easily speed-blitz anyone in or right out of the tutorial. 

 With these items, he was truly ready for the eleventh floor and the fight that awaited him. 

 No matter which side he was on, he was going to win. 

 Ah, but of course he was getting ahead of himself. 

 He first needed to clear the tutorial before reaching the eleventh floor. 

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 75 - One Month

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 As fast as it had gone, night arrived again.

 The beautiful and luminous moon shone its glorious moonlight across the vast lands below. 

 Allowing Raze and other life forms to get out and freely roam the lands as they pleased. 

 Unlike yesterday, where Raze was mostly walking around aimlessly,. 

 Today, he had a plan. 

 Yesterday, after the tower merchant was gone, Raze spent all the remaining night searching and exploring the land. 

 Thanks to the land not being as vast as he had given them credit for earlier.

 He was able to explore almost all of it while mostly avoiding combat since that would just waste time, and if he couldn't, he would just one shot from afar using his bow. 

 All except for one reigon. 

 The north-east quadrant of the land was an area he had specifically avoided since that was where he had encountered the invisible E-rank beast earlier.

 So, feeling worried about there being other monsters similar to it in the area, he chose to completely avoid it and look around in other areas. 

 But not anymore. 

 Since he now had more than doubled his combat power and had already checked the other reigons,. 

 He was confident in handling whatever lay on this part of the floor. 

 Besides, since the spider queen wasn't in other parts of the floor, it was probably hiding here, the only place where he had avoided searching. 

 Raze was currently wearing the plain leather armour he had gotten on the second floor, along with very ragged black jeans that he had when he entered the tower. 

 Along with a brown hooded cape that covered his whole body. 

 On his right index finger rested the mana ring, along with a new orange ring on the middle finger. 

 A plain black glove covered his left hand. 

 There was also a very distinctly shaped jaded arm guard on his right arm, serving to protect it from recoil and harm. 

 His previously short, bluish black hair had grown quite a bit over the past month and was currently tied in a clean man bun using some spare string from his old hoodie. 

 His ocean-like bright blue eyes, which once contained a youthful shine, had now dulled considerably and worn down  thanks to everything he had experienced over the past month. 

 But that only served to give him a mature vibe. 

 And last but not least was the rookie's blade, a katana strapped to his waist, resting in its sheath ready to be drawn out at any moment and end anyone foolish enough to oppose Raze. 

 Thanks to all his gruelling experiences as well as the stats he had gained over the past month, his body had also experienced other changes. 

 For one, his height, which was 5'5 when he entered this world, has now reached 5'6 thanks to his proper nutrition. 

 The monster meat and other foods in the tower were much more fulfilling and brimming with nutrients good for the body, to the point that they somewhat subsided the harmful effects of the neglect his body must have experienced over the years, which had contributed to his body not growing properly like it should have. 

 Even his previously lanky and thin body had gained some healthy fat and muscle. 

 While the gain wasn't anything extreme, it did help make him look a lot more healthy and human instead of like a malnourished kid like he did before. 

 Even the dark circles under his eyes were gone. 

 All of this only contributed to allowing Raze's inherent stunning looks to shine even more. 

 The current Raze could only be described as eye candy for anyone who looked at him, regardless of his gender. 

 His appearance was incredibly soothing to the eye. 

 It was almost impossible to believe that this was the same kid who looked to be on the verge of death a month ago. 

 But even outside of his outside appearance, his mentality had changed. 

 Whether it be his approach to things, outlook on life and the world, combat prowess, calmness, battleIQ, personality, or demeanour. 

 And this is just to name a few. 

 If anyone were told how much he had changed in just a month, they wouldn't believe it. 

 And this was just the start for him. 

 No one knew what the future held in store for Raze. 

 But one thing was certain: he would change yet again in the future. 

 Now, whether that change would be positive or negative, only time could tell. 

 **

 It had been hours since Raze had been travelling, contrary to his expectations. 

 Instead of the whole north-eastern quadrant being filled to the brim with dangerous monsters in all corners, like he had feared. 

 It was mostly barren, with various corpses brutally crushed and lying on the ground. 

 Raze had obviously gone to collect these corpses since it would be a waste if he didn't, but it quickly became clear to him that these corpses were very badly crushed with an overpowering blunt force. 

 It didn't exactly take a genius to guess what had happened here. 

 "The eyeless basher" Raze muttered. 

 This was the name of the invisible worm he had killed yesterday. 

 Judging based on the condition of these corpses coupled with the insidious ability of the beast to turn invisible and soundless. 

 It was obvious that it was probably the apex beast around these parts, easily killing beasts without any real resistance. 

 After all, Raze was the weird one for being able to fight and kill an invisible enemy. 

 The chances of any monster possessing an ability as convenient as [Perception] were highly unlikely. 

 But speaking of convenient abilities, he had apparently received a new rune from killing this beast called [Soundless].

 Its effect was pretty straightforward and easy to understand just based on its name. 

 But it allowed him to cancel out the sound of his own movement. 

 While not as useful as invisibility, it would still be invaluable for him when he was trying to hide or escape without making any sound. 

 Such an ability was bound to come in handy in a place as dreadful as the tower. 

 And Raze was excited about getting it, but the only problem was that he did not have the affinity. 

 Due to this rune requiring the sound element and him not having the element, it was impossible for him to learn it. 

 Honestly, he was very pissed about not being able to learn such a useful ability despite having it. 

 He was also salty about not getting an invisibility rune from the basher since it would've been a hundred times more useful and also probably not require an element. 

 But before he could complain, he sensed some movement, causing him to forget about other thoughts and fully lock in for the possibility of a fight. 

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 76 - Mana Projectiles

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Turning back to see the sound, Raze was shocked to see a vile-looking monster staring back at him.

 The creature was white in colour, with six tiny mandibles as legs and six round red eyes on its head. 

 There were black marks present on its skin, and it wasn't very big, barely even 12 cm in height. 

 It looked very similar to a spider from back on Earth, just much bigger. 

 But Raze wasn't given the chance to process the creature, as it immediately shot something white and sticky out of its mouth. 

 Raze didn't know what the white thing was or what it did, but it was abundantly clear that it was best not to find out by getting hit. 

 Dodging the attack by jumping to the left, he turned to see the white sticky thing stick to the ground, almost as if glued together. 

 'Web' Raze notted to himself. 

 But he didn't waste too much time on it, as before the spider beast could react to him dodging, he activated one of his newly obtained runes. 

 [Mana Projectile]

 A singular blue dart-like projectile formed behind him almost instantly and was fired at the spider beast. 

 It travelled too fast for the spider to react as it left a vibrant blue trace behind it, and before long, it had impaled the spider in the head, ending it on the spot. 

 [Ding! Climber has killed one F-grade beast, Subject white arthropod]

 [Ding! One F-grade beast shard added to inventory]

 The tower whispered in his ears. 

 The move he had used just now was one of the many applications of [Mana Projectiles].

 This rune, just like his other rune, was also very simple and straightforward in its effect. 

 Allowing him to create and control a projectile made of mana. 

 But it was this simpleness that made this rune so strong. 

 It allowed him to basically create any projectile, as long as his mana and mastery of the rune allowed it. 

 Thanks to this, not only was it a perfectly versatile offensive option with endless possibilities. 

 But it also gave him a universally effective attack rune, which he had been looking for since pretty much the start of his ascent. 

 Thanks to this ability's direct dependence on his mana quantity, his decision to invest in mana above all else could truly shine. 

 The attack he had used just now had been termed as mana bullet by him. 

 And its advantage lies in its quick formation time and extremely low mana requirement. 

 But with such beneficial advantages also came disadvantages, such as being pretty weak and lacking in firepower due to a lack of mana. 

 However, that was barely even a factor for him, as he could just flood each bullet with excessive mana to the point where it was capable of one-shotting an F-grade beast like he had just done. 

 While yes, this was a very inefficient use of his mana, it barely took any toll on his reserves. 

 If anything, he could basically spam this attack, and it would take a while for his mana levels to enter the danger zone. 

 Also unlike his gate ability, which only allowed him to shoot one projectile at a time before needing to be reloaded and fired again. 

 With [Mana Projectile], he could create as many projectiles at once as his mana and mental power allowed him. 

 And as if all of this wasn't enough, due to these attacks technically being classified as projectiles, his magic archer class worked on them, meaning each one of his attacks was naturally strengthened and accurate thanks to his class. 

 This rune was basically tailored for him, and no one else could've ever hoped to bring out its full potential. 

 Also, the best part was that he was only scratching the surface of this rune, and it held almost endless possibilities for him to explore and discover. 

 But he was getting ahead of himself if it was better to focus on the present instead of the future. 

 If he heard correctly, the tower described the creature as an subject arthropod. 

 So judging based on that, his initial guess seemed to be correct. 

 This area of the floor was probably where his target, the queen spider, resided. 

 And just as he had feared, it probably had many servant monsters under it. 

 He didn't have an exact number, but it was probably around 30 to 40, and that was with him being generous. 

 Assuming that his target was an E-grade beast like the stone basher and the goblin chief. 

 Which very well could be wrong since, knowing the tower, it probably assigned the strongest creature as his target. 

 And based on the fact that there already was an E-grade beast, the chances of the queen spider being a monster of the same rank were very high. 

 This was him assuming the worst, as anything more than an E-grade monster was just too much, even for the unfair tower. 

 While the tower may have been unfair, it wasn't impossible. 

 So it probably wouldn't straight-up assign him to fight a D-grade beast or even an E-grade predator. 

 But that wasn't to say his opponent wasn't tough. 

 It was just that after killing two E-grade beasts and a F-grade monster without any powers, he was a lot more used to creatures around this level. 

 Not to mention, after dying to whatever the hell that tower merchant was as well as encountering what he assumed to be some eldritch creature, it was going to take a whole lot to get a reaction out of him. 

 So, based on his current hypothesis that the spider queen was an E-grade beast,. 

 It probably possessed two abilities. 

 There was also a chance of it only having one ability. 

 But after the stone-basher incident, he might as well prepare for the worst. 

 If he had to guess what its two abilities were. 

 Then one of them had to have been either a servant creation or subjugation-type ability based on the creature he had just fought. 

 While he had very solid reasoning and evidence for his first guess. 

 The second guess was just guesswork at best. 

 Since he hadn't actually encountered the creature yet. 

 But based on the fact that it was called the spider queen and its servant had web-based abilities. 

 The queen probably just had a higher version of web creation. 

 Of course, he could be wrong since it was impossible to judge the events and creatures in the tower based on common sense. 

 It was better to have some sort of idea of what he was going up against instead of going in blind. 

 Of course, he was very familiar with the saying that wrong information is worse than no information. 

 So he was still more than prepared for the possibility of being wrong and countering accordingly during the situation. 

 Now with a solid idea of the queen's abilities. 

 He had to think of a way to counter all the summons it must have. 

 Since it was just one E-grade monster at worst, it couldn't have accumulated more than 40 summons. 

 Of course, trying to take on 40 F-grade beasts along with one E-grade monster, especially as someone on just the sixth floor, was completely impossible. 

 It might as well be a death sentence. 

 However, trying to compare Raze to the average tutorial floor climber was no different from comparing a lion to a puppy. 

 He had already vastly outgrown all of them, with the people capable of standing against him on equal ground being countable on one hand. 

 With his new stats, weapons, runes, and experience, Raze was as strong as he had ever been. 

 And even the thought of taking on so many beasts along with a monster wasn't enough to scare him. 

 While it may be tough and challenging, it certainly wasn't impossible for the current him. 

 On paper, all he needed to do was kill the queen.But it was highly unlikely that her servants were just going to step aside and let him kill her. 

 This was no longer the second floor where he could get away with just using his sharp brain and sly tongue to make humans and sentient creatures fight and kill each other for him. 

 While his tactic may have worked once. 

 In the tower, just like now, his opponents will be mindless beasts. 

 The only way to kill them was with the blade in his hand. 

 His brain and tongue would be wasted if he didn't have the strength to back up his words. 

 Thankfully, through one excruciatingly torturous experience to another Raze had acquired the strength he needed. 

 **

 AN:

 Hi, author here, and I don't usually do this, but today is a special chapter where I tried to do something different, and I would appreciate some feedback. 

 So I was just curious if you liked this chapter and how it gave a deep dive into Raze's mind and thought process as well as how he came up with his plans. 

 Personally, I really enjoy this type of storytelling in other works, so I wanted to replicate it. 

 However, if you guys don't like and would prefer that we jump straight into action instead of wasting excessive chapters on his thoughts and planning, I would really appreciate a comment saying so, and I will be sure to keep it in mind for the future. 

 Also, before I forget, make sure to join the discord to talk to me and my fellow readers. 

 https://discord.gg/37VGzCxgwE
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 Chapter 77 - The Only Certainty In A Uncertain Future

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 It had now been a few hours since Raze had started searching for the spider queen.

 And finally, he had found what he was looking for. 

 Approximately 500 metres away from him, using [Farsight], he could observe what seemed to be a deep cave on the side of a tall mountain. 

 There were multiple cobwebs outside the cave, and standing outside were similar arthropods to the one Raze had killed earlier. 

 It didn't take a genius to guess that the queen was probably inside the cave. 

 If he wanted, he could've gone charging straight in and probably been able to kill everything inside. 

 But why would he? 

 At the end of the day, he was an archer, and since he had the option, why would he not take care of the whole situation as easily and efficiently as possible? 

 Summoning his bow from inventory, Raze pulled the string back using his left hand as a plain arrow manifested out of thin air. 

 Squinting his eyes and locking his aim, as well as stabilising his stance and grip. 

 Raze released his grip, he sent he arrow flying through the air. 

 Whistle~

 The arrow whistled through the air as it flew through it in less than a moment. 

 Skrinch~

 The arrow hit right on Mark, piercing one of the spiders in its head. 

 [Ding! Climber has killed one F-grade beast Subject white arthropod].

 The tower announced the kill in his ears in an insidious voice. 

 He didn't get any beast shards, but that was fine; there were plenty of chances to get them starting now. 

 Without taking a break, Raze affixed the second arrow before sending it whistling through the air. 

 Skrinch~

 Seeing two of their kin die within seconds out of nowhere, the other spiders didn't panic. 

 They simply didn't possess the intelligence to do so. 

 Doing the only thing they knew to do in front of danger, they attempted to run back inside the cave to their queen. 

 But due to their small bodies and legs, they weren't very fast. 

 Allowing Raze to easily snipe three more spiders before they were all inside the cave. 

 He could've continued sniping them even inside the cave, but they had created an extremely thick and sticky wall of web at the entrance. 

 Rendering it impossible for his arrows to pierce anymore. 

 "How annoying" Raze muttered. 

 It was a shame they were able to run back inside so quickly. 

 He wanted to kill a few more of the beasts using his arrows. 

 But it couldn't be helped. 

 Also, he didn't expect them to be smart enough to create a wall of web like they had. 

 He didn't think this was a conscious decision by them but rather an instinct. 

 When faced with an unseen opponent like himself, their first instinct was to run back inside to their queen. 

 But they couldn't expose their queen to danger, so they created this wall of web. 

 'How interesting' Raze thought. 

 The more time he spent in the tower, the more he learned about the behavioural patterns of these beasts, which would allow him to counter them much more effectively in the future. 

 But enough about that. 

 Since he had no way to fight spiders hiding in the cave with his bow anymore. 

 It was finally time to get up close and personal with them. 

 Baddump~

 Baddump~

 With each step that he took, his heartbeat hastened. 

 He was naive to think he had outgrown the fear of death. 

 Even now, the fear of death is engraved deeply into his very being. 

 The nightmarish encounter with the tower merchant was potentially an experience he would never forget for as long as he lived. 

 And knowing the tower, it was probably not going to be his last run-in with death. 

 For as long as he continued to pursue his dream inside the tower and ascend the floors, death would always be around the corner. 

 While getting stronger, obtaining better items, and becoming more experienced would certainly decrease his chances of dying, he would never be able to turn it into something impossible. 

 Heck, there was literally nothing stopping an eldritch being that he knew existed from killing him. 

 Or the tower to give him a completely impossible challenge that would result in his death. 

 Aside from some vague statements in a novel as well as a questionable theory and hypothesis. 

 And Raze, for one, didn't like to entertain such a possibility, especially when it involved his own life. 

 Was his little dream of reuniting his family and never having to worry about dying really worth so much? 

 When he could instead just live comfortably and enjoy everything he wanted to enjoy after leaving the tutorial. 

 Truthfully, he didn't know if constantly risking his life in this godforsaken tower his whole life just for the slight possibility of reuniting his family and gaining immortality was really worth it. 

 Ironically enough, his quest for immortality was most likely going to be the cause of his death. 

 And even knowing all this, he wanted to try achieving it. 

 It was truly astounding how stubborn and stupid humans can be when they set their minds on something. 

 Raze couldn't help but think about the future, assuming he even had one. 

 A year from now, or maybe even 10 years from now. 

 Would there ever come a time when he would no longer be afraid of death? 

 He couldn't even fathom such a possibility. 

 It truly baffled him how someone like him could ever become unafraid of such a primal fear as death. 

 While there were countless unknowns about the future of the world, the tower, and Raze himself. 

 There was one thing he was certain of. 

 No matter what, his cowardice and fear of death were likely never going to change. 

 Regardless of what happens in the future or what he experiences, his will to live will undoubtedly triumph over everything else. 

 Alas, the time to be philosophical was over. 

 Finally, he was standing face-to-face with the cave, where his key out of this floor lied. 

 A thick and sticky wall of web covered the only entrance and exit. 

 Taking a deep breath, Raze calmed his heart, preparing for the dance with death he was about to partake in.

 Finally, having calmed down, his heart was steady, and his eyes contained pure resolve and the will to live. 

 Raising his right hand, as he muttered. 

 "Fire ball"
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 Chapter 78 - Anti Climatic

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 ------------------------------------------------------------Name: Ring of Slamoth 

 Type:Accessory

 Rank:E

 Tier:III

 Weapon Runes: [Fireball], [Enlarge], [Mana passive]

 ----------------------------------------------------------

 This was one of the two items that Raze had recently purchased. 

 It allowed him to create a fireball and also increased his mana by 30, which is where the increase in his mana came from. 

 But the reason why Raze had bought this was by no means random, as he had experienced just how useful and effective fire can be against a lot of abominations. 

 He wanted to have it in his arsenal. 

 But since he was a water and ice element user, it was impossible for him to use fire. 

 And it wasn't exactly convenient for him to create a fire using twigs and stones every time he wanted to burn something. 

 So when he saw this item for sale in the tower merchant shop, he bought it in a heartbeat with whatever little tower points he had left at that point. 

 But aside from that, there was a second reason. 

 Since his opponent was a spider, it was to be expected for it to have some sort of web ability. 

 It wasn't exactly convenient or effective to try and cut the web, so fire would be his best bet against it. 

 And looking at the thick wall of web in front of him, it seems his guess was correct. 

 Raising his hand, he channelled mana into the ring as a small orange ball of fire started forming at his fingertips. 

 This was the best part of artifacts. 

 They allowed the user to tap into an element without needing the specific elemental mana. 

 Allowing anyone with mana to use them. 

 He could feel the heat from the fireball rapidly rising. 

 Even he wasn't safe from the agonising wrath of this artifact in the wrong circumstances, as it was capable of even burning him if he wasn't careful. 

 But still, despite the rising heat, he didn't launch the fireball, instead letting it build up more and more. 

 This was thanks to the [Enlarge] rune this ring possessed. 

 It llowed him to keep pouring mana into it to increase its firepower and size until he was satisfied. 

 The only downside was the ridiculous toll it took on his mana reserve. 

 His mana was being soaked up like a sponge by the fireball. 

 But as long as his guess was right, it would be worth it. 

 Right now, behind this cave entrance, the spider queen should be waiting for him along with all of her servants. 

 It was just waiting for him to try and tear the web so that it could attack. 

 Too bad for them, but he had other plans. 

 Finally, after a whole minute, the fireball was much bigger than Raze and as big as the entrance of the cave. 

 His mana reserves had taken a heavy beating, sitting at around less than one tenth. 

 He could've kept going to increase the size of the fireball even more, but it was already too big for him to hold anymore. 

 Not to mention the heat, which made him feel like he was burning alive. 

 Releasing the fireball, Raze jumped back with all his might, not wanting to be caught in the explosion as the massive ball of fire flew through the air. 

 Before it finally made contact. 

 BOOOOOOOOOOMMMMMM!!! 

 A huge explosion occurred as the whole cave was blown away. 

 Even the mountain it was attached to shook tremendously as a massive part of it was blown to smithereens. 

 The loud explosion was heard across the whole floor. 

 Raze fell back, holding his head, as his ears bled with sound constantly echoing in them. 

 It felt like his ears had completely stopped working. 

 The sound of the explosion resounded inside his head. 

 "Ahhh!!" he screamed, but he wasn't able to hear anything. 

 'Oh, wait, the queen' he remembered as he tried to stand back up, but before he could, an insidious but condescending voice echoed inside his. 

 [Ding! climber has killed one F-grade beast subject white arthropod].

 [Ding! climber has killed one F-grade beast subject white arthropod].

 [Ding! climber has killed one F-grade beast subject white arthropod].

 [Ding! climber has killed one F-grade beast subject black arthropod].

 [Ding! climber has killed one F-grade beast subject black arthropod].

 [Ding! climber has killed one F-grade beast subject black arthropod].

 [Ding! climber has killed one F-grade beast subject white arthropod].

 [Ding! climber has gained one F-grade beast shard.

 [Ding! climber has gained one F-grade beast shard.

 [Ding! climber has gained one F-grade beast shard.

 [Ding! climber has gained one F-grade beast shard.

 Tens of different notifications and voices whispered in his ear, despite his current self-inflicted, deafened state. 

 It felt like the voices were speaking directly into his ears. 

 He couldn't understand anything, and all the voices didn't help, if anything; they only served to make his headache even more intense and worse. 

 The pain got so intense that Raze wanted to bang his head against the ground. 

 Nothing else mattered in this moment; he just wanted to make the headache stop. 

 Everything else could come later. 

 However, just as he was about to bang his head, his body started turning transparent as his body started breaking into tiny yellow light particles. 

 Even in his pained and dazed state, Raze was left bewildered by this, but his confusion was soon cleared by a few new voices in his head. 

 [Ding! Climber has killed one E-grade monster, Queen Spider].

 [Ding! Climber has obtained an E-grade beast shard.]

 [Ding! Climber has obtained an E-grade beast shard.]

 [Ding! Climber has gained a new rune.]

 'Wait what?' Raze screamed inside his head. 

 He actually killed the boss along with all her minions, just like that, after having resolved his heart to fight to the death. 

 The whole ordeal passed without him even needing to unsheathe his blade. 

 And to top it all off, he had even gained a new rune. 

 How absurd was that? 

 Had his horrible luck finally turned around for the better? 

 He didn't get a chance to ponder it for long, as soon his body completely broke down, sending him back to the waiting room. 

 Raze had cleared the seventh floor in a way that can only be described as anti-climatic. 
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 Chapter 79 - To Risk Or Not To Risk

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 As Raze opened his eyes, he found himself back in the ever-so-familiar black waiting room.

 The defeaning resound in his head and the pain had greatly dulled down. 

 And he was slowly starting to regain clarity about his situation and everything that had just happened. 

 Sitting down on the familiar, invisible black ground, he relaxed his mind and body, allowing them to recover from the shock and explosion of the fireball. 

 Remembering the events on the seventh floor, he couldn't help but look at the finger on his ring in fear. 

 He never expected it to be so powerful and destructive; after all, it was only an E-grade item. 

 The explosion he caused at the end was similar to multiple tones of TNT going off at once. 

 It felt absurd to think that such a powerful explosion was caused by him. 

 Granted that it took a whole minute and almost all his mana to pull it off, and even then he was almost caught in the crossfire.

 While he thankfully didn't get caught in the explosion, the resulting explosion sound was more than enough to incapacitate him. 

 Obviously, none of this was acceptable in a real-life-or-death situation. 

 Even now, he had significantly underestimated the power of the ring, especially when charged for as long with as much mana as he had done. 

 He was truly lucky to have his guess turn correct and have all the beasts and monsters stand right behind the entrance waiting for him. 

 Otherwise, he probably would have died. 

 "How scary!" Raze shuddered, just trying to imagine it. 

 But it didn't matter. 

 It wasn't about what could have happened, but rather what did happen.

 In the end, the only thing that mattered was that he was alive while his enemy wasn't. 

 Also, he ended up with not as many injuries as he expected. 

 While his ears were bleeding and there were a few other cuts here and there, that was about it. 

 Ultimately, despite how he had achieved it, the end result was much better than what he expected.

 Though even he had to admit that his whole inner monologue about being prepared to face death head-on for his goal just moments earlier only for the whole ordeal to have such an anti-climatic ending was a bit embarrassing. 

 He sighed in relief, taking comfort in the fact that at least there wasn't anyone else to witness the moment. 

 Although he said that the whole 'fight', if it could even be called that, was easy just based on his injuries. 

 His mana levels told a whole other story. 

 It was barely hanging on for dear life, on the verge of complete exhaustion. 

 Which would result in a condition called mana strain. 

 A phenomenon that occurs when a climber completely exhausts all the mana in their heart, which puts a heavy strain on the heart. 

 The side effects of this are very severe and, in some cases, even fatal. 

 Raze had read about this condition in the original novel, when Asher ignorantly used up every last drop of mana in his body only to drop down on the floor.

 Resulting in a sight that was best described and left as not pretty. 

 It was due to this knowledge that he has actively been ensuring to never let his tank run out completely. 

 Unlike Asher, who was the main character and had the whole powerful plot armour. 

 He was just an extra if he were to helplessly fall down on the ground for hours suffering from the side effects of the condition; the chances of him dying were at least more than 95%.

 And he, for one, didn't like these odds. 

 So it was perhaps best for him to wait and let his mana recover before challenging the next floor. 

 But there was just one problem. 

 According to the setting of this world, mana took a long time to recover naturally. 

 And not just hours but rather days, especially when the person had as much mana as him with so little control. 

 The only problem was that he couldn't exactly wait for days anymore. 

 He had already wasted far too much time on the second and seventh floors. 

 If he had to guess, the trial on the eleventh floor was going to begin in a few hours. 

 While he was grateful to have become stronger through the trials so far, if he missed this eleventh floor, all his plans for the future would either be pushed back or need to be completely cancelled or altered. 

 Which would result in him ending up in a less advantageous position compared to if he were just a few hours faster. 

 Obviously, he couldn't allow such a thing to happen. 

 The worst part was that he also couldn't rely on potions anymore. 

 The more one consumed potions, the more their body would grow immune to them. 

 And for someone like him, who had basically been shoving potions down his throat like some sort of addict, to not die till now. 

 This was especially true. 

 His body was on the verge of gaining complete immunity to the lowest-grade potions that he had been using so far. 

 And those lowest-grade potions were all that the tower sold in the tutorial stage. 

 If he had cleared the tutorial, he could have purchased low-grade potions instead of the lowest-grade ones. 

 But since he was still in the tutorial, that option was thrown out the window. 

 Meaning he just had to rely on his natural mana recovery. 

 Raze was now at a crossroads; either he could be a completely reckless and a suicidal idiot and charge into the eighth floor with his almost nonexistent levels of mana, hoping for the best and he could risk dying. 

 Or go with the calm and reasonable approach and just wait out a few days for his mana to naturally recover to the point he could hopefully comfortably clear the upcoming floors with a high chance of survival.

 But this would most likely result in him ending up in a much less favourable position with no contact with the main characters like Asher, Alek, and Sieg and a few more. 

 He would be a complete stranger to them, which was already bad enough, but a lot of other things that he needed for the future would be disturbed. 

 This was truly a dilemma: to risk or not to risk. 

 Grabbing his chin, he seemed to be in some sort of deep contemplation until a sly smile finally creeped up on his face as he spoke. 

 "Or at least this would have been the case if I hadn't met the tower merchant"
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 Chapter 80 - Mana Breathing

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Mana breathing is a very special technique that is meant to boost and enhance the speed of mana absorption in the body.

 Not only does this greatly boost the rate of mana recovery, but it also drastically reduces the time needed to make a new circle. 

 Mana breathing, as a technique, is divided into nine stages. 

 The only way to progress is to master the previous level. 

 Raze had seen the technique in the original novel when Asher got it as a floor-clear reward. 

 Which led him to mistakenly believe that the only way to obtain the breathing technique was by getting it as a floor-clear reward. 

 However, this misguided belief was quickly crushed when he saw the technique for sale in the Tower Merchants product. 

 It hadn't taken him a lot of thought to purchase it since having his mana recovery rate boosted was enough to give him a significant edge over his competitors. 

 He wasn't sure how significantly this technique boosted the rate of recovery at one star. 

 But now was probably as good of a time as ever to find out. 

 Relaxing his body and mind, he closed his eyes as he focused on his breathing and surroundings. 

 More specifically, the mana that was supposed to flow in the surroundings. 

 While he couldn't exactly feel or sense it, he instinctively knew that it existed all around him. 

 This understanding didn't come from reading a line or two in the novel. 

 No, it came from a feeling every person with mana has. 

 While they are unable to see or sense it, they are aware of its presence. 

 Mana doesn't have a single form, as it exists as various elemental particles. 

 Fire, water, wind, and so on. 

 As a climber breathes, mana naturally enters their body with air. 

 The body is unable to contain mana, so it naturally gets expelled as we exhale. 

 Forceful, prolonged storage of mana inside the body can even have fatal side effects. 

 But as a person continues to build circles around their heart, the heart starts storing mana inside it. 

 The amount of mana stored depends on how much total mana someone has. 

 Each time someone breathes, a small amount of mana gets stored in the heart while the rest gets exhaled. 

 However, it's not possible for a human heart to accept any type of mana. 

 This is where the element of a circle comes in. 

 As the mana stored in the heart must be the same as the element of the circle. 

 While it's possible to absorb any type of mana from the surroundings, most of it gets expelled back outward. 

 As for the little mana still remaining, it gets converted into the correct element and stored. 

 In a sense, a circle can be compared to a purifier and mana as water. 

 Since Raze only had a single water element circle, his mana was naturally all in the form of a water element inside his heart. 

 But once he made his ice circle, the mana inside his heart would be evenly split between the two elements. 

 However, even with the bare minimum effort, it's very easy to change the elements of the mana particles inside your heart so it wouldn't ever be a problem. 

 The mana breathing technique basically aims to slowly and gradually increase the mana absorption capabilities of the heart. 

 The more one masters it and progresses through the ranks, the stronger and more adaptable their heart will be to mana. 

 None of this information was in the original novel, by the way. 

 He had to purchase it from the tower despite criticising its outrageous prices at the start. 

 Now that he had cleared some floors, he had some decent change. 

 Also, he was curious about how the mana in this world worked, since having a detailed understanding of something like this would definitely be helpful. 

 After all, knowledge is the most powerful weapon. 

 But he was getting distracted; he couldn't afford to waste time. 

 Even now, Raze was concentrating on his surroundings and heart. 

 He could feel it beating eraticly in response to the mana that entered his body. 

 While he didn't know what element of mana was entering his body, he had a feeling it wasn't water. 

 So his circle and heart were working extra hard to convert it into a water element and store it. 

 Now that he understood the nuances of this world's magic system, it was no wonder why the mana absorption process was so inefficient and time-consuming. 

 For the average person to fully recover the amount of mana that Raze had, it would likely take at least 3 days. 

 Thankfully, he wasn't in the same boat, and his mana breathing techniques, though underdeveloped, was still enough to cut off an entire day for his mana recovery. 

 But that wasn't all that he had going for him. 

 [Mana flow] was a Tier 0 rune, which he had been granted by his class. 

 During the start, it was mostly ignored by him, and he didn't think much of it aside from finding it a bit convenient due to it not having any flashy effects or abilities. 

 But he couldn't have been more mistaken. 

 Ever since the start, manipulating and using mana came a bit too easily and quickly to him. 

 Whether it be learning to control his gates or [Mana projectiles].

 Using mana was a bit too easy for him. 

 While he hadn't thought much of it before due to not being given the chance to think,. 

 But now that he had the time, he was pretty sure it was thanks to [Mana flow] silently working without him knowing. 

 That's right, the only reason he had been able to use mana in a relatively efficient and skilled fashion without any sort of training was thanks to this rune. 

 But that wasn't all it did. 

 Now that he was fully focused on recovering his mana, he could very subtly feel [Mana flow] boosting the rate of mana absorption. 

 That's right, not only was his mana absorption boosted by his breathing technique but also his rune. 

 Raze had truly hit the gold mine with his class. 

 And it was now slowly starting to showcase all its perks and advantages. 

 With both his rune and technique boosting him, it shouldn't be impossible for him to create his second circle in roughly two months. 

 Such speed was basically unprecedented, at least according to what he had read in the novel. 

 But anyway, while thinking about the future was exciting, the present was more important. 

 With both mana breathing technique and [Mana flow] boosting his absorption. 

 His recovery time should be much less than normal. 

 Not to mention, he was currently meditating and putting all his energy into recovery. 

 It wouldn't be stretch to think he could fill his tank in less than a day. 

 As Raze felt his heart fill up with a miniscule amount of mana, a sense of excitement flowed through him. 

 As he thought. 

 'I can get used to this'
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 Chapter 81 - The Most Important Stat

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 As Raze opened his eyes he couldn't help but notice all the sweat that had accumulated on his body.

 His whole body was covered in sweat and even the ground below him was totally drenched.

 "How much time has passed?" Raze asked aloud.

 His question obviously meeting with silence.

 For the past few hours or however much time had passed he was totally zoned out and fully focused on meditating and recovering his mana.

 It was difficult at first but after a few hours he was able to get back into the feel of it.

 While he wasn't certain he suspected that his experience entering the zone on the seventh floor probably played a significant role in improving his concentration levels.

 He had no way to really check how much time had passed.

 But if he had to guess it was already a good amount of hours since his stomach was growling.

 The last meal he had was a hour before meditating to recover his mana.

 So atleast more than 5 hours had to have passed.

 But it couldn't have been more than 10 hours or else his body would have been in much worse condition.

 Thankfully all this time wasn't wasted.

 Feeling his insides he could feel it.

 The sensation of the mana present in his heart was running rampant.

 His mana tank had been fully recovered in less than even third of the time it would take for the average climber and that too without any outside supplement or potion.

 Standing up and throwing a few punches and kicks the invigorating feeling of mana flowed through his body.

 Refreshing both his mind and body at once albeit slowly but surely.

 "I can get used to this" Raze spoke in glee delighted by his high speed of mana recovery.

 Still despite his happiness it couldn't be denied that he was still running on a tight schedule.

 The sense of urgency was as strong as ever.

 And while he would've loved to just run straight into the eight floor.

 It would be stupid to not even check his reward for seventh floor.

 As he took out the reward from his inventory.

 A pair of slick and comfortable looking green sport shoes manifested in his hand.

 The shoes had a mostly green colour scheme with lines of white running across the sole which added a nice and pleasing artistic touch to them.

 Raze could definitely see himself wearing these boots in everyday life.

 But more important than how good they looked was obviously their description and runes.

 ------------------------------------------------------------

 Artifact Name:Boots Of Acceleration

 Artificact Type:Armour

 Artificact Rank:D

 Artifact Tier:II

 Artifact Runes: [Faster], [Accelerate]

 Additional information: "why do you keep trying so hard #&+#&£? you don't even have legs?"

 "Giving up is easy and that's probably what everyone expects and wants me to do"

 "But that's exactly why I need to try so hard and prove them all wrong just to spite them"

 "That doesn't even make sense"

 "You will understand what I mean someday"

 ------------------------------------------------------------

 Rune Name:[Faster]

 Rune effect:Increases speed of user by 40 when equipped

 Rune Name:[Accelerate]

 Rune effect:Doubles users speed for one minute

 Cool down:24 hours

 "How is this only D rank" Raze exclaimed with his eyes wide open.

 He had trouble believing that such a strong item was only D rank.

 The ability to double one's speed even if just for a moment is completely game changing.

 Just what kind of mental gymnastics was the tower using to grade these artifacts.

 It didn't even make sense.

 Perhaps the 24 hours time limit was the reason behind why it was only D rank.

 But even then this item was too good.

 With these boots thrown into the mix of burst step as well as his normal stats.

 He could momentarily reach more than 500 speed.

 "I can't believe I was complaining about my low stats until two days ago before the seventh floor" Raze joked.

 Still having trouble believing how much the whole situation had been flipped completely up its head.

 With 500+ agility not even Alek with with 1500 stats in the future could keep up with him.

 At least for the single moment he used it.

 Though the consequences of using such strength when his body clearly couldn't handle it were obviously dire.

 If he had to guess his whole body would literally break apart.

 And this wasn't because of some stupid reason like his rank or vessel limit not being high enough.

 No it was much more simpler than that.

 And that had to do with his endurance.

 Seemingly a very simple stat that's mostly ignored by climbers in the start.

 After all why would anyone spend their limited beast shards on such a plain stat when the option for flashy stats like strength, agility and mana were right there.

 After all endurance is completely useless unless one gets hit.

 If one's strength is high enough they can overpower the opponent before the enemy can hit them.

 If their agility is high enough they wouldn't even get hit in the first place.

 If their mana is high enough they can probably use some sort of barrier or other flashy rune ability to avoid getting hit.

 So obviously when given such choices why would anyone even waste their precious vessel limit on such a seemingly useless stat.

 However, that's where all of them were wrong.

 As if Raze's theory was correct endurance was potentially the most important stat.

 And anyone stupid enough to neglect it was bound to die sooner or later and even if they survive they will never be anything more than fourth grade.

 Endurance wasn't simply something like defense or hp in video games.

 No it was quite literally the body's ability to endure.

 Whether it be surviving inhumane hits and damage or the supernatural changes in body.

 That's right when one increases their stats using beast shards the change isn't quite as natural as one might hope.

 In fact it's anything but natural it's much more supernatural in nature.

 While the body doesn't experience much change with one or two shards.

 The same cannot be said with hundreds of shards empowering the body.

 While not exactly a accurate analogy.

 This could be compared to having hundreds of steroids flowing through the body at once.

 Obviously such a thing are bound to have a side effect or two.

 No that was a massive understatement.

 The person would quite literally just drop dead on the floor.

 And the cause of death wouldn't be some sort of abomination or impossible scenario in the tower but their own misguided pursuit of supernatural powers.

 The only way to circumvent all of this by making sure there never is too big of a gap between endurance and othe stats.

 Of course just like all his other theories he didn't exactly have concrete evidence to back it up.

 Other than the time he broke his legs due to burst step.

 This is what had led him down this thought process.

 And this was the conclusion he had come up with.

 It was also because of this that he had bought the handguard on his right arm.

 Though it didn't have much usage it simply raised his endurance by 20.

 The artifact was called the soldiers handguard and was pretty much just bought with whatever spare change Raze had remaining after buying all the items he was really interested in.

 Namely Unicorn tear, mana breathing technique and [Mana projectiles].

 But still he was glad to have it as it allowed his endurance to not fall off too much behind his other stats.

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 82 - Power Corrupts

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 "Status" 

 ------------------------------------------------------------

 Name:Raze Brightheart

 Race:Human

 Age:16

 Class: Magic Archer

 Rank: Apprentice

 Alignment: Chaotic Neutral

 Gift from ??? : Black Box [Locked]

 Innate Rune: Inventory (F) 

 Elemental Affinity:Water,Ice

 Mana Circle: 1st Water Circle

 Mana Breathing: 1 Star(0%) -->(4%)

 Vessel Limit: 120-->240

 Beast Shard: 240 (Saturated) (+190) 

 Strength:60(+40)

 Endurance:60(+30)

 Agility:60(+50) 

 Mana:60(+70) 

 Innate sub-runes: [Mana Flow], [Mana Surge], [Far Sight]

 Runes: [Perception], [Mana Projectiles]

 ------------------------------------------------------------

 Looking at his current stats Raze couldn't help, but stare at his status screen like a proud dad when his son brings home a girl.

 In just one month,he gone through so much and achieved so much he almost wanted to cry but he held back.

 Opening the screen the first thing that caught his attention was the the percentage increase in his mana breathing a whole 4% in presumably around 10 hours.

 He wasn't sure if that good or bad since he had no metric of comparison.

 But he just considered it to be good since he had [Mana flow] which probably helped with his breathing technique.

 However, moving down the screen his agility had increased by 40 due to the new boots he was wearing reaching a whopping 110 without even any additional buff like burst step or his newly acquired boots ability.

 Also one might notice that even after his little monologue earlier endurance was still his lowest stat.

 Thankfully this wasn't a big issue as his stats were still relatively low but in the future endurance would definitely warrant more attention unless he wanted to test his little theory on how many supernatural steroids the body can handle before exploding on itself.

 But still the thought that almost all his stats with the sole exception of endurance had reached triple digits was mind boggling.

 It didn't even feel real.

 This was definitely very exciting as he probably had around the stats of a E grade monster.

 For context E grade monsters could easily crush cars and since Raze had similar if not slightly higher stats than them he could definitely do the same.

 It was a scary thought to have just how much raw power was now hidden in his small hands.

 If he wanted he could easily reign back in his old world as some sort of a God.

 Easily crushing and killing humans with a single punch or slap depending on his mood.

 With the addition of [Perception] even dodging a bullet or two at point blank wasn't out of the question.

 And this was all without even considering all his other abilities.

 He shuddered a bit just imagining such a future where he reigned as supreme in the world.

 But the thought still gave him almost no pleasure as he had little to no faith in himself and his weak mental state to keep himself in check.

 Who knows just what kind of a twisted and cruel person he might have become.

 When left to run amok with unquestionable power.

 And this wasn't just true for him but rather all humans.

 After all power corrupt without exception.

 Even the kindest and saintly individuals would find themselves perverse and corrupted when left unchecked.

 That was simply how humanity was.

 It was a good thing that a godlike and incomprehensible entity like the tower existed to always keep humans in check.

 To constantly remind us how insignificant and small we truly are in the vast world.

 That no matter how strong or skilled we become we would always remain insignificant in the grand scheme of things.

 If a person even despite all these constant reminders managed to devolep a God complex they would have to be the most stupidest person in the whole world.

 But even outside of the tower.

 Just with a lot of people gaining supernatural powers instead of just one.

 Society could temporary create a sort of fragile peace and keep each other in check.

 Though speaking of peace the government was pretty much completely useless.

 They would only have a single climber amongst their ranks initially.

 And even despite Sieg's best effort the governments collapse seemed inevitable in the future just based on what he had read.

 Of course he could be wrong but he didn't think he was.

 If things work out on the eleventh floor as planned it wouldn't be a bad idea to prevent the government from collapsing.

 Raze also had plans for his own personal faction.

 While he initially just wanted to be rich billionaire with his inventory.

 Now that he had gained so much power it would be irresponsible to not help out his race and just watch them die pointlessly.

 After all the stronger humanity became the easier it would be to clear the tower for him.

 That's right Raze wanted to take a active role in shaping the future of this world and humanity.

 But that was a conversation for another day.

 He was done eating now.

 It was time to enter the eight floor with his head held high and his confidence touching the sky.

 Completely unaware of what was in store for him.

 **

 As Raze felt the all familiar sensation of his body going from one place to another.

 He tried to open his eyes but before he could.

 A train or what felt like a train hit him with such a impact on his abdomen that he felt his bones shatter.

 His whole body went flying away without stop through the air without even him being given a chance to open his eyes.

 Before he finally stopped.

 BOOOMM!!!

 His body crashed on some sort of solid substance.

 His back bone and rib bones were broken.

 His vision was covered in red.

 It was tough to even open his eyes.

 Tear of blood inadvertently fell down his eyes.

 His heart seemed to jump out of his chest.

 Cough~

 As he coughed blood came out of his mouth and fell on the ground.

 Along with the blood vomit broken pieces of teeth fell down.

 Panic and helplessness overtook his body.

 'What's going on' he screamed internally.

 His question unanswered.

 Until he finally opened his eyes.

 And his question was finally answered.

 The figure which met his eyes screamed aloud the answer to his question.

 'D rank'

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 83 - Broken

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 His body felt broken. 

 Too weak to even move. 

 His whole vision was red due to blood. 

 The bones in his body were completely shattered. 

 His mind was consumed by a sense of pain, which could've easily knocked, if not killed, a normal person. 

 And yet the pain was barely even registering in his mind. 

 What was initially confusion had transformed into helplessness. 

 He stared at the creature in front of him with his eyes wide open. 

 Nothing felt real. 

 His mind desperately wanted nothing more than for it not to be. 

 To just be a dream. 

 A sick and twisted nightmare. 

 That he needs to wake up from. 

 If his body wasn't so broken, he probably would've pinched himself. 

 Unfortunately, even the simple act of breathing was laborious. 

 His lips were quivering, unable to form words. 

 Even a few of his teeth were broken and consumed by him. 

 It was truly a wonder just how he was still alive. 

 The hit that he had experienced earlier felt like he had been hit by a train. 

 In all regards, even with supernatural stats, he shouldn't have survived it. 

 Still, it didn't matter that he survived a single hit. 

 He was going to die soon anyway. 

 He was currently lying with his back resting against

 He could no longer even feel his heart anymore. 

 After all, his attention was stuck on the sight in front of him. 

 With slow and heavy steps, a creature that can only be described as dreadful and harrowing was heading towards him. 

 It stood over 8 feet tall with its long and thick stubby legs. 

 It had a large, protruding, round belly hanging down. 

 Despite the creature being humanoid in shape, it looked anything but that. 

 It was extremely disfigured and hard to look at. 

 The more one looked at the creature, the more wrong it looked. 

 Its two eyes were completely contrasting in nature. 

 One was red, with a thick, protruding horn coming out of it. 

 The other was black with a small and veiny protrusion. 

 Its face was round and fat, with disgusting yellow patches on it. 

 Instead of having two hands, it had four. 

 Two of its hands were simple and normal size for its body, but the other two were disproportionately large, even for their already large size. 

 Thick black smoke came out of its body, which released a mind-numbing stench that assaulted the senses of anyone unfortunate enough to be close to the creature. 

 'What the fuck am I looking at?' Raze screamed inside his mind, not expecting an answer. 

 For lack of a better word, the creature simply looked disgusting.

 It just looked so wrong and disfigured. 

 His mind was actively having trouble believing his eyes. 

 It was almost like he was subconsciously rejecting its existence.

 Whatever it was. 

 His sense of smell was constantly being assaulted by the black smoke. 

 Up until now, Raze had already encountered his fair share of disgusting and vile abominations. 

 Some were more vile and harrowing than others. 

 But the creature in front of him easily topped them all. 

 As the creature slowly walked towards him, the earth itself got crushed under its feet. 

 Rumble~

 Rumble~

 The sounds of its footsteps rumbled across the vast plains. 

 Speaking of which, he currently seems to be in some sort of destroyed village. 

 All the houses looked destroyed, and the land was ravaged. 

 The whole place also looked abandoned, which was probably a good thing. 

 But moving his attention back to the beast walking towards him, it looked no different from the incarnation of death itself. 

 It didn't take a genius to guess that once it reached him, he was going to die. 

 Just based on the aura and the strength of its one hit earlier,. 

 It was very obvious to tell that it was unlike anything he had faced before. 

 This creature had long surpassed the ranks of F and E. 

 No, it was a beast of the D rank. 

 A beast that should never exist in the tutorial stage. 

 Simply due to the overwhelming might and prowess it is supposed to possess. 

 And yet here it was, in front of him, slowly walking towards him to end him. 

 It was almost like it was revelling in his helplessness. 

 By purposefully walking slowly knowing there was nothing he could do. 

 Not only was the creature way above anything he was supposed to be able to handle, but it was allowed the first move. 

 Unlike all the other floors, which gave the climber a minute or two of breathing room and gave them the chance for a first attack. 

 This time, the situation was reversed. 

 The monster was given the first attack on an unsuspecting and weak human. 

 It was a guaranteed death sentence for just about anyone, including Alek and Asher. 

 A clean, full-powered strike from a D-rank beast on a climber in the tutorial. 

 How was anyone supposed to survive it? 

 That's right, they weren't. 

 This was a straight-up execution setup. 

 Perhaps the only reason Raze had survived was due to his large amount of mana, which raised his body's condition and power ever so slightly above what his stats suggested. 

 Allowing him to barely cling to life. 

 But what use was that when he was about to die within a few moments? 

 Up until now, Raze had based his whole understanding of this world and its functioning on the little information he had acquired from the novel and the reader's comments. 

 But clearly, he was wrong. 

 All the stuff in the novel was complete bullshit. 

 From this point onwards. 

 Assuming there was a point onwards and he miraculously managed to survived, he was never going to base his judgement or decision on anything in the novel. 

 "The tower doesn't give any impossible challenges, my ass" Raze cursed as he tried to get up but failed miserably due to all the broken bones. 

 If he could, he would've laughed. 

 Alas, that was impossible. When he tried to do it, his whole body screamed in pain. 

 So he resigned himself to just laugh internally. 

 'My misfortune loves me so much that it has followed me across worlds'

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 84 - From The Start

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Ever since a month ago, when he first entered the tower, no matter the challenge after the first floor.

 Nothing was ever easy. 

 No that would be a massive understatement and disservice to everything he had gone through. 

 One thing or another always went wrong. 

 And if it didn't, just the base challenge set by the tower was simply impossible. 

 Up until now, he had just been choking things up to coincidences or simple bad luck. 

 After all, it would be silly to think there was something going on behind the scenes just because all his floors or challenges were tougher than they were supposed to be. 

 More than anything, anyone in the tutorial should have realistically been able to survive. 

 Or that he met an eldritch entity and whatever the fuck the tower merchant was. 

 But not anymore. Finally, after a whole month, an encounter with a D-rank beast was the final nail in the coffin for him to become convinced that everything was too much to be a simple coincidence. 

 It was almost like something or someone wanted him to die. 

 Like his presence and existence weren't welcomed or accepted by the world. 

 Was it the tower, perhaps the world itself, or maybe a lone god or entity? 

 He didn't know. 

 But at this point, everything pointed to the existence of something behind the scenes that really couldn't allow him to live out his second life in peace. 

 The message he had seen right after transmigrating came to mind for him. 

 'They saw me, and you're next'

 Suddenly, Raze felt a chill run down his spine as he reminded himself about that ominous quote, which he had mostly forgotten up until now. 

 Did the original Raze know about what was happening to him? 

 Did he perhaps even cause this?

 As that question entered his mind, he felt like he was on the verge of an answer. 

 Sadly, he had to put that thought on a temporary hold. 

 There was a more important situation going on at the moment. 

 He'll have all the time to theorise if he survives, though unlikely. 

 Ever since he had been transmigrated, he had an extremely high will to live. 

 Given a second chance after his first terrible life. 

 He was naturally filled with hopes and dreams. 

 While not knowing what the future had in store for him, he was hopeful that somehow his second life would work. 

 Not once could he have expected to end up in the situation he was in today. 

 Back then, his wish for living a long and fulfilling life was pure and childlike. 

 As a kid like him should be. 

 After all, living a long and fulfilling life was what everyone in the world wanted. 

 And back then, it looked like a very reasonable wish for his ignorant and naive self. 

 However, now that he knew everything that he did, that single wish was perhaps even tougher than clearing the tower itself. 

 After all, how could a mere mortal hope to live long when the absolute wanted them dead? 

 That's right, it was impossible. 

 Even before his transmigration, the cards were simply stacked against him. 

 This was simply the predetermined end to his second life.

 It wasn't his or anyone else's fault. 

 This was simply the will of the absolute that mortals couldn't question. 

 It was arguably a good life while it lasted, and now that it was about to end, it was time for him to come to terms with it and go back to the lonely and mind-numbing black void and stay there for all of eternity. 

 He was never the main character, the chosen one, or the hero. 

 He was never meant to clear the tower or live a long life. 

 Rather, he was just a mere, insignificant extra. 

 Who was just one of the many thousands of lives used in stories to raise the stakes by talking about how many people had died. 

 He was no different a month from now when the people outside talk about the thousands of lives lost to the tower and other accidents. 

 He would be among those nameless extras. 

 A mere nameless tragic extra with no one to care about him both during and after he was gone. 

 This was simply an unchangeable fact, and no matter how much he hated it or tried to do something about it,. 

 It would stay the same. 

 So why was it that even after knowing and acknowledging it, his mind and heart hadn't given up? 

 Why did his mind keep thinking of solutions to get out of his current situation? 

 Why had his heart not considered the possibility of him dying here even once? 

 Despite everything common sense and logic would suggest. 

 Why was it that he somehow wanted to survive and continue ascending even after everything he knew, no matter what? 

 No matter what it took, he wasn't going to die. 

 Despite having given up so easily in his first life, no matter what, his heart refused to give up. 

 In both of his lives, he has lived an objectively terrible life. 

 He had never questioned it in his first life but  now on the verge of death for the second time. 

 He was really curious as to why and what he had done to deserve all this. 

 Was him simply being born and wanting to live a sin, or perhaps even a mistake? 

 Did he not even deserve the most basic right to life? 

 Raza didn't know it yet, but his innocent and pure desire to live was already corrupted by something far more sinister and insidious. 

 Which had always existed inside him. 

 Close to his chest,hidden from everyone, even himself. 

 But now it had the perfect chance to show itself and bare its fangs. 

 It revealed itself in all its twisted glory. 

 The emotion of spite had fully twisted and taken hold of Raze's heart. 

 Allowing him to finally find the courage to challenge the unquestionable. 

 It didn't matter what he was up against; he wasn't going to make the task of killing him easy. 

 If him simply wanting to live was a sin, then he would gladly become a sinner.

 An almost maddening smile creeped up on his face. 

 As his eyes lost all reason. 

 In this single moment, whether it be out of hatred for the being responsible for his misery or out of spite for the one trying to kill him. 

 Genuine desire to live and experience the wonders of life or the hope of reuniting with his family. 

 It didn't matter. 

 The only thing that mattered was his desire to live and continue living for as long as possible. 

 He was simply going to live. 

 If his selfish and simple desire to live caused the doom of everyone,. 

 Then, so be it,he no longer cared. 

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 85 - Try To Keep Up

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Raze tried to move his arm to summon a low-grade healing potion.

 But his arm didn't move; it was broken. 

 The same was true for his other arm. 

 Despite having potions in his inventory, he couldn't use them. 

 It was a bit funny to be unable to heal despite having potions in his inventory, but he was no longer in a position to laugh about his shitty predicament. 

 Within moments, he was going to die. 

 The giant yellow monster was barely a few hundred metres away from him now. 

 He needed to act fast. 

 With his back against the wall, his mind started coming up with all sorts of solutions and ideas to get him out. 

 But it seemed impossible. 

 Still not wanting to give up, he opened his gate in front of him and fired a sword out of it. 

 The sword flew towards the monster at a rapid rate. 

 However, just when it looked like it would pierce it, something unexpected happened. 

 Using one of its two massive hands, right before the sword could pierce it in the eye, it grabbed it by the hilt. 

 Completely stopping the flying projectile in its tracks and forcefully crushing the momentum behind it. 

 Before giving the sword to its normal-sized right hand. 

 The massive, four-armed yellow beast now held a sword. 

 As it continued its march. 

 And through all this, Raze was completely flabbergasted. 

 Not even in his wildest dreams could he have imagined something like this to happen. 

 His trump card, which had always been his gate ability and was so far able to end the life of anything upon contact, was used against him to give his enemy a weapon. 

 Now, more than ever, he truly seemed to be running out of options. 

 And as if that wasn't enough, the D-rank beast was most likely also unique in nature. 

 Just based on the advanced technique and intelligence it displayed, it was able to perfectly catch the blade with the non-sharp hilt instead of trying to counter or dodge it like a simple beast. 

 'Fuck' he wanted to scream, but he held back. 

 Cold sweat was continuously falling down his body, and his heart seemed to have completely stopped. 

 Now more than ever, desperation and tension were crawling at him. 

 As his mind desperately searched for an answer that didn't seem to exist. 

 If only he could use the healing potions in his inventory somehow, he may have a chance. 

 That was when it hit him. 

 A thought so crazy that even considering it would've been enough to label one as a lunatic. 

 But it was his last bet. 

 If he was going to die anyway, he might as well try everything. 

 With desperation evident in his eyes, he opened a gate. 

 A small, palm-sized blue portal opened in front of him, waiting to be loaded with a weapon. 

 However, instead of aiming at the beast, it flipped, aiming at him instead. 

 While it may look like Raze planned to kill himself before the beast could get him, it was actually quite the opposite. 

 A small, rectangular glass base poked out of the gate. 

 Lowering his mana usage to the absolute minimum to not allow the glass to piece his already broken and dying body. 

 He launched the glass container towards himself. 

 The small glass bottle flew towards him like a blur for just a moment before finally hitting him squarely in the chest. 

 Crack~

 Due to the heavy force generated from the gate as well as hitting his solid chest, the glass instantly broke apart into pieces, releasing the sweet green liquid contained inside. 

 Which splashed everywhere, especially on him. 

 The small broken glass shards tried to pierce his skin, but due to his endurance as well as their momentum behind them not being much, they were unable to. 

 However, that didn't mean they didn't hurt, as they managed to shake up his already broken bones and insides. 

 Resulting in truly excruciating pain that made him want to die. 

 Tears came out of his eyes involuntarily due to the pain. 

 "Ahh" despite Raze's best efforts to suppress it, a yelp of pain slipped past. 

 The effect was little due to the lowest grade, and his body already getting used to the effects, but the potion restored his body a little. 

 Despite the regeneration not being fast or very strong, just the fact that it worked was enough to give him hope. 

 He hadn't really expected it to work at all but since he was out of options, he gave it a chance anyway. 

 Thankfully, it worked out. 

 But still not having time to get distracted, he did it again. 

 Another gate opened in front of him, and from it, a small glass potion bottle poked out before crashing into him. 

 Once again, a mind-numbing pain assaulted him. 

 However, this time instead of crying or yelping in pain with his teeth gritted and determination in his eyes, he managed to endure it. 

 Though barely. 

 Once again, his body healed a little bit. 

 Not having the time to celebrate, he repeated the process. 

 One more, and then again. 

 Strangely enough, throughout all this, the yellow beast didn't seem bothered, almost like it wanted him to heal so that it could kill him again. 

 The whole feeling and situation definitely felt a bit humiliating to be thought so little of even after everything he had gone through. 

 But it was fine; the beast would regret its inaction soon enough. 

 He was going to make sure of it. 

 Speaking of which, after a whole 10 potion bottles, his bones were mended together and his shaken insides rearranged themselves. 

 Finally, his hand regained function, allowing him to just take the potion out of his inventory and drink it normally instead of subjecting himself to the helish pain of breaking the glass bottle using his bare body. 

 After a whole 15 potions, Raze was able to stand back up, his body mostly recovered. 

 Thick and dry blood was still dirtying his clothes, but that couldn't be helped. 

 Sadly, the little string he had used earlier to bind his hair back was broken, allowing his messy and long bluish-black hair to be released. 

 Now covered in blood with his long shoulder-length hair, he looked like a complete lunatic, enough to scare anyone who saw him like this. 

 However, more striking than his appearance were his eyes, filled with pure lunacy and bloodlust. 

 And those eyes were accompanied by a smile, which would never fit a sane person. 

 Adorned in his crazy appearance, he took his standard sword-draw stance, wishing to fully let all his pent-up anger and stress out on the beast. 

 "Try to keep up" Raze said in a calm voice, concealing malice for the first time after coming to this floor. 

 And so the dance between a human and a beast began. 

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 86 - Try To Keep Up-2

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 "Burst step" Raze muttered in a barely audible tone.

 As the previously invisible cursed depraved hand revealed itself and its disgustingly long tongue, which wrapped around the hilt of the rookie's blade. 

 And in the next moment, he completely disappeared from his spot. 

 It was almost like he was never even there in the first place, similar to teleportation. 

 But it was anything but teleportation; he was just moving too fast. 

 His figure appeared like a blur. 

 And in less than a moment, he was in front of the yellow beast, about to draw his blade and cut it in half. 

 However, as expected of a beast of its caliber, it was able to follow his movement and used the blade in its right hand to try and parry it. 

 Unfortunately, the gap between the simple, crudely crafted F-grade beast in its hand and the rookie blade in Raze's hand was too high. 

 Allowing the rookies blade to cut through it with minimum effort and slash the beast. 

 But the cut was very shallow due to the force behind the blade being reduced by the F-grade sword earlier. 

 The beast's disgusting yellow blood splattered on Raze. 

 And the smell was truly awful. 

 A mixture between the smell of piss, vomit, and human waste. 

 This disgusting smell was amplified even further by the black smoke around the beast, which managed to catch Raze by surprise for a mere moment. 

 And that was all the beast needed, as it used its left giant hand to punch him on the side of his abdomen. 

 The force behind the attack was truly terrifying, and it would've undoubtedly managed to crush Raze if it had made contact. 

 Thankfully, in the nick of time, Raze was able to summon the recoil shield that he had received after clearing the third floor. 

 Upon contact with the fist, the shield activated the only rune it had, [Mitigate], which served to mitigate the force from attacks. 

 Before he was sent flying away. 

 Raze flew through the sky as he crashed and broke past multiple houses before finally regaining his senses, which were temporarily knocked out of him, and landing on his own two feet. 

 The recoil shield that he had used earlier stood completely broken a few hundred meters in front of him. 

 His left arm felt very sore and hurt, but thankfully, it wasn't broken. 

 Cough~

 As Raze coughed, blood leaked out of his mouth and slid past his lips. 

 Thankfully, he was able to remain composed during the exchange and used recoil shield at the last minute. 

 Or else he would have died. 

 But now that it was broken, he had no other failsafe; he absolutely couldn't get hit again, especially by the large arms. L

 It was a bit scary and unfair how the beast was capable of killing him in just one hit.

 But then again, when had the tower ever been fair to him? 

 Focusing back on his opponent, he watched the beast throw the cut blade in its hand as it charged towards him. 

 'Finally taking me seriously, are we?' Raze thought with a smirk plastered on his face. 

 Still, despite what his thoughts may suggest, the beast taking him seriously and charging at him was bad for him. 

 Especially since his strongest weapons, such as his archery and gates, were rendered useless. 

 His arrows were completely incapable of piercing the thick skin of the beast. 

 Even he barely manages to do it with a rookie blade. 

 While he made the slash look effortless, it took everything he had to make that cut, and he had no intention of stopping. 

 Also, it was risky to use his gates carelessly unless he wanted a repeat of the last scene, where he ended up just arming his enemy. 

 Thankfully, it wasn't all hopeless. 

 Activating [Mana Projectiles], four tiny bullet-like objects of mana formed behind him and flew towards the charging beast. 

 However, as if not even registering the bullets as a threat, it continued charging with its arms crossed, similar to a mad, raging bull. 

 Bang~

 Bang~

 Bang~

 Bang~

 As the bullets hit him despite being powered by a decent amount of Raze's mana, the yellow beast continued charging towards him, seemingly undettered or bothered. 

 There were a few tiny bruises and signs of injury on its arm, but it didn't seem to care. 

 And neither did Raze, as the beast was just about to hit him with its dash. 

 Thankfully, Raze was able to utilise a burst step in the last moment to blitz away the last second and avoid getting hit. 

 The house behind him wasn't so lucky, though. 

 As Raze reappeared a few hundred meters away, he couldn't help but notice how the beast completely eclipsed him in agility unless he used burst steps or boots of acceleration. 

 It obviously eclipsed him in endurance, and they were probably about to be evenly matched in strength based on the previous exchange. 

 He wasn't sure about mana or whatever the equivalent energy was that beasts used. 

 He hadn't seen the beast use any sort of ability up until now, aside from that weird black smoke around it. 

 Speaking of which, that black smoke was extremely scary, as it basically amplified his sense of smell and already smelled as awful as it is. 

 But being in range of it caused him to fully experience the horrors of the nasty smell emanating from the beast's blood. 

 Just smelling it for a single moment  made him momentarily pass out and almost die. 

 His face went pale, even imagining needing to somehow not pass out from it for the remainder of the fight. 

 Thankfully, it seems his initial guess about the importance of endurance was correct. 

 He was now able to use burst steps properly without his legs breaking apart. 

 This was much-needed good news, as without the speed advantage they granted him, he wouldn't have been able to fight the beast. 

 However, that was where the good news ended. 

 While he could handle a burst step, using both it and the boots of acceleration together was an absolute no-go unless he wanted his body to completely break apart. 

 Also, his mana bullets didn't seem to be very effective against the beast, so his ability to damage it was automatically very little. 

 And as if all of this wasn't bad enough, as he continued watching the beast, his eyes enlarged at seeing the little injuries he had so painstakingly given it heal completely with smoke coming out of them. 

 Seeing all the injuries on the beast disappear, he wanted to laugh. 

 It was completely hopeless; he couldn't beat it. 

 "Fuck my life" Raze finally cursed. 
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 ------------------------------------------------------------ 

 Floor Name: Dwelling of the Four-Armed Destroyer

 Floor Type: Boss

 Clear condition: kill the beast. 

 Rewards: 10,000 tower points and armour of the beast. 

 ------------------------------------------------------------

 Raze's brows twitched, seeing the clear condition of this floor. 

 Much to his horror, there wasn't anything else on this floor like he would've liked. 

 The tower seriously expected him to kill the abomination in front of him. 

 'Fuck' he wanted to curse but he held back. 

 His back was against a wall. 

 Almost all his attacks weren't working, and even getting close to it was extremely risky since the beast was capable of killing him with one clear punch from its big hands. 

 The normal-sized hands probably weren't as big of a threat and should be easier to deal with though. 

 He needed a couple seconds to think of something to deal with the beast, but he didn't get the chance as the beast kept charging at him continuously, giving him no choice but to constantly use burst steps to evade and buy time. 

 The game of rat and mouse had already been going on for a few minutes now, and his mana was already below half. 

 It was clear that he couldn't allow it to continue for long. 

 He had already tried using his bow to try and aim at any possible weak spot, but much to his frustration, it didn't work. 

 Even usual predator weak spots, like eyes, nose, or neck, seemed to be too tough for his arrows to pierce. 

 In fact, instead of helping, his antics seemed to have only served to make the beast even more angry. 

 It was truly a frustrating situation. 

 He only had one choice left now. 

 Using his burst step, Raze ran as far away from the beast as his legs allowed him, and after finally arriving far enough, he stopped. 

 And pulled out a white, silky, smooth cone-like crystal from his inventory. 

 Held firmly in his hand for just a moment before being crushed. 

 From the crushed crystal, sparks of white were released and entered his body, along with information that stunned him for just a second. 

 This was the [Web Creation] rune he had received from the spider queen on the last floor. 

 And initially, he wasn't that interested in learning it. 

 He didn't think it would be very useful on his journey. 

 After all, he had a limited amount of runes that he could learn. 

 In such a situation where the usefulness of something is so questionable, learning it would just end up wasting him a precious slot.

 So he planned to just sell or trade it later, just like he planned to do with the [Soundless] rune. 

 But sadly, that plan had to change. 

 Since his current arsenal of abilities and items was proving to be mostly ineffective against the rabid D-rank unique beast. 

 The only choice was to try something new. 

 He didn't know how effective the web would be, but since he was desperate, it was probably at least better than nothing. 

 Finally, the information was completely transferred to his mind, and the rune was engraved in his soul. 

 And it couldn't have happened at a better time, as the beast was already charging at him. 

 Without even thinking about it, a small and thin ball of white formed on his palm before he threw it towards the charging beast. 

 With his magic archer class's effect, his aim was impeccable, and the ball easily found its target. 

 However, the small ball didn't seem to register in the beast's mind as it continued to charge towards him. 

 Or at least it tried to, as once the ball was in front of the beast, it seemingly exploded into a thick white web that completely covered the front of its body, causing it to forcefully halt and try to break free. 

 But no matter how it struggled, the web was extremely sticky and annoying, causing it to prove incredibly tough to break. 

 The more it moved, the more its body stuck to the web. 

 Still, thanks to its brutish strength, the beast was able to somewhat tear one of its arm from in just a few moments and was probably going to use that free arm to tear it from the rest of its body. 

 However, even that was too long, as the few moments of the beast's incapacitation were all it took for Raze to come up with a plan. 

 As the beast's eyes poked out, they were greeted by the sight of a long and thick iron chain, which instantly wrapped around it and started dragging it across the ground. 

 Its body was razed across the ground with the high speed and acceleration of the chain as well as the solid surface of the ground, even managing to damage its thick and impossibly enduring body. 

 Disgusting yellow blood trailed across the ground as it was destroyed along with the beast. 

 The chain seemed to continue growing endlessly without stopping as it dragged the beast across the ground towards the village. 

 Before it finally crashed into an abandoned house, breaking it upon contact. 

 BANG~

 But even then, the beast wasn't given even a moment's rest, as the chain remained unrelenting and picked it up again before crashing it. 

 The beast was mostly helpless due to still having its arms trapped in the web, and with it being dragged across the ground and being flinged continuously, it wasn't able to use its monstrous strength. 

 Finally, it was getting injured and hurt, with the injuries only growing by the second. 

 Bang~

 Bang~

 The beast continued to get dragged across the ground and slammed into one house after another. 

 Until finally, the whole abandoned village was destroyed, with one four-armed beast lying there on the verge of death until the countless amounts of small and major wounds on its body started healing with smoke coming out of them. 

 However, before they could fully heal, a gigantic ball of fire appeared in front of it. 

 The ball of fire looked like a miniature sun from the beast's perspective, and it could feel the hot and palpable amount of mana radiating from it. 

 Even the rabid beast could tell that it was dangerous and tried to avoid it, but it was already too late. 

 As the ball of fire made contact, it consumed everything. 

 BOOMM!! 
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 ____________________________________________ 

 Artfact Name: Thousand Mile Chain

 Artifact Type:Weapon

 Artifact rank:D

 Artifact Tier:IV

 Artifact runes: [Grow], [Recover], [Control], [Attach]

 ____________________________________________

 This was the reward that Raze had received for clearing the fifth floor. 

 Initially, the item was only supposed to only be an E rank, but thanks to the interruption of the eldritch entity on the fifth floor, his reward was upgraded to a D rank. 

 The artifact functioned in a very simple way; as long as one end of the chain wasn't seen, the other end could grow endlessly. 

 The chain could be used in various ways, such as to incapacitate the enemy, provide mobility, defend, or even attack. 

 And just based on how his gate ability worked, the thousand-mile chain could be used to its fullest. 

 With one end of it permanently hidden, it was basically an infinite piece of metal chain that could be used in any way he deemed fit. 

 Not only that, but the chain also offered a solution to one of the most fundamental problems of his gates. 

 Which was how they could only fire a weapon in a straight line. 

 But thanks to the [control] rune of  thousand-mile chain, it was possible to control its direction and trajectory freely with the use of mana. 

 Not only that, unlike with other weapons, that needed to be constantly reloaded in a gate before being fired again, similar to bullets in a gun. 

 Thousand-mile chain only needed to be used once, and he could keep using it for as long as his mana allowed it. 

 Overall, the thousand-mile chain and his gate ability were seemingly a match made in heaven, perfectly complementing each other to create a truly powerful combo. 

 As proven in the scene against the four-armed beast. 

 Though this scene was a bit exaggerated,. 

 Despite all its perks, the thousand-mile chain was most certainly not strong or good enough to hold a D-rank beast in place and even fling it around like this. 

 The only reason it was possible was thanks to the addition of [Web creation], which held the beast's hands in place, making it hard for it to resist. 

 But even despite this, the thousand-mile chain was one of, if not the best, artifacts in his arsenal and had even allowed him to utilise his ring of slamoth. 

 Thanks to the thousand-mile chain thrashing the beast around and buying time. 

 Raze was able to continuously keep charging the ring and creating a blast, which, while not as strong or destructive as the one on the sixth floor since it only contained about a quarter of his mana, could still easily kill and destroy almost anything in its path. 

 As proven by the sight of pure destruction a few hundred meters in front of him. 

 All the traces of a previously abandoned village were now completely gone, along with the beast, all burned to cinders and ash. 

 Raze fell on his buttocks, his whole body covered in sweat. 

 Despite his body not being too injured, especially considering what he had been fightingagainst, his mental state was a completely different story. 

 He was extremely exhausted and tired due to all the stress and pressure his mind had recently been subjected to. 

 His mana was also dangerously low, but it was still manageable. 

 He had been too liberal with his use of mana, and it was showing; thankfully, it was all worth it. 

 Thanks to his quick thinking and the items at his disposal, he was able to do the impossible. 

 Something that no one else could've ever hoped to achieve, at least on the tutorial floors. 

 Not only had he killed a D-rank beast, but a unique one at that. 

 How crazy was that? 

 It felt like he was dreaming. 

 When he first arrived in the tower, he could have never even imagined himself accomplishing something like that, let alone in just a month. 

 He wanted to laugh and be proud of himself for accomplishing something like this. 

 But more than that, he wanted to laugh at the tower and whatever entity or thing was behind his misfortune so far. 

 Despite their best efforts in the end he was still alive. 

 However, before he could do any of that, a sudden thought struck him. 

 If he had killed his target and cleared the floor, why was he still here? 

 Wasn't the tower supposed to automatically send the climber back to their waiting room after they cleared the floor? 

 So why was he still here? 

 A cold feeling of dread and horror struck him, almost knocking his soul out of him.

 Surely it couldn't possibly be. 

 Right? 

 RIGHT? 

 With an uneasy heart, he moved his attention back towards the burned-down and destroyed village remains. 

 Expected the worst, but thankfully there was nothing. 

 While it reassured him for a moment that the beast wasn't alive. 

 This reassurance quickly became uncertainty and then fear as a question echoed in his mind. 

 What was going on? 

 And why was he still on the eighth floor? 

 Something was wrong, and extremely so. 

 But he couldn't put his finger on it. 

 That was when a thought so harrowing and utterly terrifying struck him that he wanted to beat himself up for even considering it. 

 Slowly turning around with clear hesitation and fear in both his eyes, he saw something which caused both his eyes to get enlarged. 

 He was horrified to find a very similar and terrifying black smoke floating behind him. 

 As soon as he saw it, a disgusting and abolling but familiar stench assaulted his senses, nauseating him in the process. 

 'No no no no no no no' Raze screamed inside, but his screams fell on deaf ears. 

 It had to be fake. 

 Surely this was some kind of trick. 

 There was no way it wasn't. 

 After all, how could the beast still be alive after that explosion, and even if it was, how could it possibly sneak up behind him without him noticing? 

 It was an 8-foot-tall, massive, fat, disgusting yellow beast with a mind-numbing stench; it shouldn't exactly be hard to spot or notice it. 

 Despite his very valid questions and confusion, they remained unanswered for the time being as the nausea from the smoke kicked in. 

 Raze almost fell unconscious due to the smoke, but before he could. 

 A familiar yellow hand poked out the black smoke before grabbing Raze by the neck. 
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 (This chapter was a misupload and I'm not sure how to fix it so please skip it sorry for the inconvenience)

 Today, an air of unrest and unease hung in the air. 

 It had now been three days since the day the priestess almost died. 

 The worry and unrest all of them felt that day were still vivid in their minds. 

 Everyone naturally assumed the goblins were responsible for the situation. 

 They were the only ones who knew their travel path and were smart enough to make a trap. 

 It couldn't be a human, as no human in the settlement would ever hurt the priestess. 

 And it also couldn't be the handsome Lucas, since he had saved her. 

 Why would he trap the priestess just to save her? 

 It didn't make sense, so that left goblins as the only possible culprit.

 While the people wanted to immediately go to war with the goblins for betraying them and trying to assassinate the priestess,. 

 Layla convinced them that it was maybe just a miscommunication. 

 So today, armed with over a hundred of the strongest human warriors, the priestess was meant to go to the goblin settlement to demand a proper explanation. 

 Regardless of age or gender, everyone was concerned about the results of today's negotiations, as their future depended on them. 

 If peace talks today fell apart and the goblins were unable to clear up their names, a war between the two settlements would be inevitable. 

 They were originally meant to embark earlier, but due to priestess injuries, she was unable to walk for days. 

 As much as the citizens didn't want to let the priestess go near the goblins, they had no choice, as she was the only one capable of communicating with them. 

 Layla, Lucifer, and over a hundred powerful soldiers stood near the entrance of the settlement, all bidding farewell to their families. 

 And once they were done, they left the settlement, leaving everyone to pray to the goddess for their safe return. 

 **

 As the whole group made their way through the forest, everyone was on high alert. 

 But they couldn't help but notice how Layla seemed to be unnaturally close to Lucas. 

 The two of them seemed to be talking about something, but it was mostly just Layla talking and Lucas saying a few words. 

 It would be a lie to say that the guards weren't jealous of Lucas and how close he seemed to be to the priestess. 

 At one point or another, almost every man in the group had a crush on the priestess, but, remembering the fate of the few brave men who had tried making a move on her in the past, quickly forgot about the idea. 

 A few brave guards wanted to move closer to the two just to hear what they were talking about, but no one wanted to potentially offend Layla. 

 In the end, the guards chose to just keep an eye out on their surroundings on the lookout for any potential attacks and gave both Layla and Lucas some alone time. 

 Well as alone as possible when surrounded by a hundred men. 

 **

 "Hey Lucas," Layla said coyly, moving closer to him until she was just an arm's length away. 

 She wanted to hold his hand, but she felt a bit embarrassed displaying such public intimacy, so she held the urge back. 

 "Hi" Raze said, returning her greetings in a stoic tone. 

 Not discouraged by Raze's lack of interest in the conversation, she attempted to move closer to him and continue conversing, but she was stopped by Raze's upheld hand, telling her to stop. 

 And it wasn't just her who had stopped; as soon  his words fell which ended up stopping the entire group. 

 "Guys, stop. I think there's something wrong up ahead."

 As soon as his words fell, the whole group stopped and tensed up, ready to intercept any potential threat. 

 They were all especially wary of the ground under their feet. 

 They had heard about what had happened to the group before them. 

 So before every step, they ensured no one stepped on anything suspicious or out of place and that the ground they walked on was solid. 

 Ensuring no incident similar to last time could occur again. 

 And yet they all watched in silence as Raze placed his hand and ear on the ground, as if trying to sense some sort of incoming threat. 

 Everyone watched with their breaths held, waiting to see what he was going to see. 

 It was almost inaudible, and yet if one looked closely at his lips, one could read what he was saying. 

 'Inventory'

 But before anyone could realise what those words meant, it was already too late, as the stable ground under their feet disappeared. 

 Causing all the guards to fall to their deaths similarly to the fate of the group before them. 

 Skrush~

 Skrush~

 Skrush~

 Lifeless corpses hung alleviated in the air by the spears impaling their bodies as their bodies slowly went cold. 

 Life escaped from their vibrant eyes as they all wondered why and how. 

 The whole trip, they had all been extra vigilant about a ground trap and had done a good job just to avoid a similar fate to the past group. 

 And yet it was all futile; in the end, they could only wonder who had been responsible for their doom, as by this point it was obvious to everyone that this whole thing was too elaborate for goblins with their limited intelligence to pull off. 

 The only thought that came to mind was of Lucas muttering something inaudibly moments before their deaths. 

 But, alas, it was already too late. 

 Everyone in the group had already died. 

 All with the exception of Raze and Layla, who were close to him, so he managed to save her last minute. 

 **

 "Oh god not again." Layla screamed staring in horror at the bloody and gory scene below her. 

 As her heart started beating faster, sweat piled up on her beautiful body, and her breathing increased. 

 Trauma from the event three days prior, when she was lying down there in a similar position, re-entered her mind.

 Fear had already taken hold of her body and heart. 

 She would have had trouble even moving if not for the boy standing behind her. 

 She turned her head to try and find solace in the boy, who was the love of her life and had saved her life not just once but twice now. 

 And yet, when she turned around instead of his usual stoic and detached face that she had fallen in love,  what she found a smile. 

 A wide grin was plastered across his face, and his eyes formed a slight crescent due to his wide smile. 

 His lips twitched, and his chest heaved up and down.

 But unlike her, who was hyperventilating due to fear, the boy seemed to be experiencing another emotion. 

 Excitement.

 That's right, to her complete shock, the boy she wanted to find solace in seemed happy seeing all the guards dead and her pitiful state. 

 He was expressing such a pure and innocent expression of excitement that was devoid of any form of malice, despite the situation around him.

 Like a little kid who had gotten to play with his friends after months. 

 The expression was pure and honest. 

 It was unlike anything she had seen him express over the past few days. 

 Seeing him like this there was only one thought in her head. 

 'So this is the real him'

 She watched in horror as a finely crafted steel spear manifested in his hand out of thin air. 

 A dreadful realisation finally struck her as she stared at the sharp tip of the spear in his hand and tried to run away. 

 But it was hopeless, as before she realised it, her left leg was missing as she fell to the ground, and blood gushed out of her missing limb like a fountain. 

 It dyed the whole ground around her red, even getting on the blue-eyed boy. 

 Pure anguish engulfed her senses and made her scream her heart out, begging desperately for help as snot and tears ruined her once beautiful face. 

 But her pleas fell on deaf ears, as they were too deep in the forest and all her guards had already died. 

 Still, she didn't give up, and tried to crawl away. 

 The boy didn't try to stop her; instead, he just observed her. 

 As if getting some amount of sick joy out of her desperation and pleas for help.

 Eventually she stopped; her body had run out of energy due to pain and blood loss. 

 Her fate was already long sealed, and now, within mere moments, she was going to die.

 Her eyes started growing out of focus. 

 In her last moments, she only had one question. 

 "W-w-why?" With great difficulty, she asked, hoping to at least know what she had done to earn the wrath of the boy. 

 "The goddess disapproves of your actions," the boy answered in a cold tone with a voice lacking even a hint of compassion for the dying girl. 

 Gone was the emotion he was showing before; instead, his face had grown cold, making it impossible to tell what he was thinking.

 It was almost like someone who was just doing their job without any personal feelings. 

 It finally made sense to her. 

 In the end, Lucas wasn't the one who was evil, but rather he was merely an executioner sent by the goddess to make her pay for dissapointing her. 

 Finally, her last moments came to an end as her body went limp. 

 Her last moments were filled with nothing but pain, guilt, and regret.

 A stark contrast to the way she had lived her whole life. 

 But it was too late; Layla, the daughter and messenger of the goddess Athex, had passed away. 
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 As the beastly yellow hand grabbed Raze by the throat, he felt the wind knocked out of him.

 "Lea-" he tried to speak, but the grip on his throat tightened. 

 Air was sucked out of his lungs, and it felt like the beast was about to crush his windpipe and kill him. 

 In a panicked state, with his flailing hands, he reached out to the rookie's blade, which was supposed to be on his waist. 

 But much to his horror, it wasn't there, which caused him to almost panic. 

 Until he remembered what his ability was. 

 Summoning a plain F-grade knife, he stabbed it with all the strength he could gather in his current state in the beast's arm. 

 Stab~

 It took a lot of effort for him to somewhat pierce, but with enough strength, he was able to make a shallow stab wound. 

 However, when he tried to take the dagger out to stab again, it proved too tough. 

 It was as if the skin of the beast had tightened around it. 

 He could see the legs of the beast reconstruct through the black smoke as the rest of its body started reconstructing. 

 A feeling of dread was starting to take hold inside his mind as he thought about the beast's fully constructed body. 

 The chances of him dying at that point were almost a guarantee, no matter what he did. 

 His only chance was now. 

 Utilising his quick thinking to the fullest, Raze summoned another F-grade dagger, which he rammed into the previously lodged dagger into the beast's arm, pushing it deeper inside with all his might. 

 Stab~

 Stab~

 With each stab, the dagger went in deeper and deeper as disgusting yellow blood splurged out, dirtying Raze in the process. It almost managed to make him lose consciousness due to the smell, but he managed to endure this time. 

 At least long enough for the arm to finally get cut. 

 As the massive bulky arm holding and crushing Raze's neck was falling before it could, he activated inventory, storing it inside his subspace. 

 Thanks to the arm no longer being attached to the beast's body, it technically didn't belong to it anymore, meaning Raze could use his inventory on it. 

 This idea was originally just a little theory inside his head, but now that it had worked, he was excited as he attempted to use burst steps and make distance before the beast's full body could reconstruct. 

 However, before he could, a massive fist as big as Raze himself emerged out of the smoke and rushed at him. 

 Thankfully, in the nick of time, he managed to use a burst step to backstep, but he wasn't quite fast enough as the fist managed to somewhat hit him in the abdomen. 

 Still, thanks to his backstepping, a hit that would've normally killed him only ended up being an attack that broke his bones. 

 But even that was enough to send him away as he puked blood. 

 Before finally crashing down in a fashion very similar to when he first arrived on the floor. 

 Multiple of his bones were broken, and he had sustained some pretty serious injuries. 

 But worst of all was his mana, which had been severely depleted due to his continuous use of burst step, which was very heavy in its mana requirement. 

 Thankfully, unlike last time, he wasn't completely caught off guard, and he could still move his body. 

 Still, that barely helped as he watched the four-armed beast reconstruct its body through the smoke. 

 A familiar feeling of helplessness was settling in as he came to terms with the realization that no matter what he did, the beast would heal back up and keep coming at him until it killed him.

 He had already tried everything that he could, and most of it proved useless. 

 And the few things that actually worked against the beast were ultimately pointless since it just healed back up. 

 The black smoke was already starting to reconstruct the beast from the ground up, and it was already halfway done. 

 No matter how one looked at it, the whole thing looked hopeless. 

 In the end, no matter how much he struggled. 

 No matter how much stronger he thought he got

 Or how much his plans were perfect according to him, in the end, in front of brute, unwavering beastly might, everything was useless. 

 His fate was already sealed the moment he set foot in the tower. 

 And the only thing he could do was give up and accept the cold embrace of death. 

 Almost as if hearing his thoughts, the four-armed beast was fully healed, and just the sheer bloodlust and rage emanating from it was enough to paralyse him. 

 Despite the beast being just that a beast, even if it was unique in nature. 

 It's intelligence was barely above that of a stupid, mindless beast. 

 The bloodlust felt like the beast's own reply to his monologue. 

 Telling him to just give up and die. 

 But despite this, Raze didn't feel afraid or scared; instead, it was quite the opposite. 

 A smile A sick and maddening twisted smile crawled up his lips, which paired with the messy hair covering his eyes as well as the dripping red and yellow blood covering his whole face. 

 Created a scene that was impossible to forget for anyone who saw it. 

 His whole body quivered with an unknown emotion. 

 The beast was completely oblivious to what was going on.

 But even inside its heart, or whatever monsters have, something had taken seed. 

 It was completely unknown to it, and this was perhaps the first time it had ever experienced an emotion. 

 All it knew was that it needed to kill the human in front of it quickly. 

 It had already made the mistake of not instantly killing it earlier and instead playing around. 

 A decision it gravely regretted. 

 Alas, it was already too late, as the last words the beast heard were. 

 "Try to keep up"

 "This is the killing speedrun"

 The words contained such chilling and poorly concealed bloodlust, along with sickening madness, that they even caused the beast to be paralysed for just a moment. 

 But that moment was all it needed to understand the emotion it had been feeling earlier. 

 It was fear. 
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 Since he was going to die anyway, the least he could do was kill as many beasts as he could before he himself died.

 Unsommoning the rookie blade, still lying at the reconstructing body of the beast

 It took a total of four seconds for the blade to be back in his hands, held firmly for a moment before being readjusted back to his waist. 

 Taking out two health potions and five mana potions of the lowest tier, he quickly gulped down, feeling both his mana and body rapidly recovering before finally the message he had been dreading appeared. 

 [You have grown immune to potions of the lowest tier; they will no longer affect you.]

 Raze sighed in acceptance, as he already knew it was going to happen. 

 Thankfully, he was able to recover his mana, which was almost full. 

 It was now or never. 

 Realizing this Raze contained his beating heart and raging blood, he concentrated all his emotions, which had been eating him for so long, into his blade. 

 His blade was going to be his answer to the bloodlust of the beast earlier. 

 Bloodlust and rage as sharp as any blade all got focused on his weapon. 

 Tightening his legs, he prepared to leap forward at a moment's notice. 

 His eyes were closed as he reached a heightened state of awareness and concentration, thanks to [Perception].

 While it wasn't quite at the same level as the one he had when he was in the zone, it was way higher than anyone his age should have had. 

 Now there was just one thing left: a gamble against destiny with his life on the line. 

 The moment he activated it, he would die after just a minute. 

 So even if his plan worked, he would end up dying after a minute anyway. 

 But it was fine in this moment; he was willing to risk it all on the only chance of survival he had. 

 Activating the [Acceleration] rune of boots of acceleration, an unnatural amount of power filled his body, with his blood feeling like it was boiling. 

 Steam was pouring out of his body. 

 With his body barely containing all the newfound stats entering it,. 

 His agility went from 110 to 220 for one whole minute. 

 1:00

 0:59

 Raze could see the timer clicking down, and with it, so did his life, unless he could reach the tenth floor. 

 But it was fine; after all, he just needed to clear two floors in a single minute. 

 Steeling his heart for what he had to do, Raze whispered in a cold, chilling tone. 

 "Try to keep up"

 "This is the killing speedrun"

 'Burst Step'

 220-620

 00:58 seconds

 **

 Sound itself shattered apart at his passage as Raze seemed to dissapear out of existence itself. 

 The sudden disappearance of the human left the four-armed beast confused, but this confusion was only further amplified when the vast red sky seemed to have turned upside down. 

 As it was falling, it took a moment to realize that the sky wasn't the one that had turned upside down, but rather it. 

 The beast's body had been cleanly severed in half by the blade of Raze standing behind it, his blade covered in yellow filth and blood. 

 The nasty black smoke appeared to heal its master, which it attempted to do by reattaching the split parts since they were so cleanly cut, but before it could, the lower half of the beast disappeared seemingly out of thin air. 

 Safely stored inside Raze's inventory. 

 Noticing this, the smoke attempted to regrow the body from the waist down. 

 As the smoke appeared under the beast's cut torso to regrow, something unexpected happened. 

 A single vertical cut cleanly severede the beasts already split upper half. 

 But something like this was no problem for the black smoke to recover. 

 However, as it tried to heal itself, another right diagonal cut further cut the beast. 

 Quickly followed by another slash. 

 And then another, and then another. 

 The speed and intensity of the cuts kept increasing by the moment. 

 Getting more precise and deadly with each one. 

 Swish~

 Slash~

 Cut~

 The slashes kept coming. The more the black smoke restored the body, the more Raze kept cutting. 

 While it may not be obvious at first due to the slow rate, each time the smoke healed, its mass and density decreased. 

 So the regeneration, which the beast made seem effortless, wasn't quite as simple as one might think. 

 The more damage the beast took, the tougher it became to recover. 

 Even earlier, when the beast's body had been destroyed by the massive fireball, it had taken more than half the total black smoke to regrow the whole body back from the ground up. 

 Due to all of it being destroyed earlier,. 

 This was also the reason why the smell of the black smoke while the beast was recovering had become less pungant and disgusting. 

 But now that Raze was only cutting the beast so cleanly, it should be easy for the smoke to reattach the body. 

 Or at least that's how it should have been, but mysteriously, every part of the body that was cut by the boy kept disappearing, seemingly out of existence itself. 

 The beast didn't know what was going on, but it was scared to see bits and pieces of its own flessh dissapear out of existence in front of its own eyes while it was helpless to do anything. 

 Even its all-powerful and reliable black smoke, which had ensured that it never took any permanent damage in all its life, was failing and dissapearing in front of it. 

 For the first and last time in all of existence, the beast had learned the meaning of fear. 

 It was engraved inside its very being and soul by a mere human. 

 Finally, after 378 consecutive slashes and 14 whole seconds, all the parts of the beast except for a single black eye were gone. 

 Even the abominable black smoke that had once constantly accompanied it was now fully gone, almost like it never existed in the first place. 

 In its final moments, the beast expected to see anger, madness, happiness, or any other emotion along those lines in the eyes of the human as he was about to end its life. 

 But there was nothing. 

 The human eyes were fully white. 

 It was almost like they contained nothing and everything inside them simultaneously. 

 The boy felt no emotion in this moment as he decisively ended the beast's life by piercing it in the eye with his blade. 

 [Ding! Climber has killed a D-grade beast, a four-armed destroyer.]

 [Ding! Climber has gained one D-grade beast shard.

 [Ding! Climbers achievement has impressed the tower.]

 [Ding! Climbers name has been further acknowledged by the tower.]

 [Ding! Climber has cleared the eight-floor dwelling of the four armed destroyers.]

 . 

 . 

 . 

 . 

 [Ding! Climber is being sent back to the waiting room.

 Multiple messages were being whispered inside Raze's ears by the tower, but currently he didi care. 

 As he coldly muttered. 

 "Next"

 Raze Brightheart currently harboured no outside attachment or emotions that would weigh him down, as he fully appreciated the world for all its beauty. 

 That's right Raze had entered the zone for a second time. 

 As his figure broke down into tiny pieces, a small timer remained at the forefront of his eyes. 

 00:43 seconds. 
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 As Raze opened his eyes, he found himself in a brand new environment.

 But before he could process it, an arrow aimed right as his eye flew at him. 

 The attack was so sudden and unexpected that it normally would've just pierced his eye and kiled him. 

 Thankfully, Raze was currently in the zone, allowing him to easily see the arrow and grab it before it could hit him. 

 Not to mention his enhanced speed. 

 Seeing him grab the arrow and making it  disappear out of thin air. 

 Five more arrows flew towards him from all directions, but before they could pierce him, a palm-sized blue portal opened beside him, and from it, a long iron chain emerged that wrapped itself around Raze like a snake. 

 The chain perfectly caught all the arrows through the tiny holes in it and stopped them before they could hit him. 

 Ensuring that nothing could harm him. 

 There wasn't even a need for him to look around; after all, from the moment he entered, he could feel everything. 

 He was currently in a forest with hundreds of different life forms surrounding him, seemingly to hunt him. 

 Unfortunately for them, he wasn't the one being hunted here. 

 Seemingly blurring out of existence from an outside perspective, he disappeared. 

 Only to reappear with two trees cut in half behind him. 

 From these trees, the corpses of four goblins fell.

 Looking at the dead goblins, Raze felt nothing due to his current zoned-out state. 

 But the same couldn't be said if he was still awake. 

 Focusing a bit more on his senses, Raze could sense the identity of the beings he was surrounded by. 

 Close to a hundred goblins surrounded him from all sides. 

 He could sense their slight panic and fear at the deaths of their comrades. 

 Taking a closer look at his surroundings and his current situation, he couldn't help but notice the obvious similarity to the second floor. 

 It prompted  him to take a moment to glance at what his actual challenge for this floor was. 

 While his ability to kill a hundred goblins wasn't in question but if that wasn't his actual challenge and he just ended up wasting his time, it would be very bad for him. 

 _________________________________________

 Floor name: A forest so familiar yet unfamiliar

 Floor challenge: Kill the hundred goblins surrounding you.

 Reward: 10,000 tower points and a ring of defense

 Additional information: the news of your exploits in the previous village has reached the ears of the goblin tribe in this village, causing them to promptly act to take revenge for their brethren. 

 _________________________________________

 Looking at the description of the floor, Raze felt nothing due to his current state but still the fact tha the challenge was so easy and straightforward instead of being something complicated allowed him to fully focus on the goblins around him. 

 It was a good thing that he was currently in the zone, or else the additional information section of the floor might have drawn a strong reaction out of him. 

 Similarly, despite his newly found experience, stats and items killing a hundred goblins, all hiding and hunting him in coordination, especially under such a time limit, would have been extremely tough. 

 After all, unlike last time, there were no longer any humans to manipulate to fight and kill his enemies. 

 On this floor, the only thing he could rely on was his personal strength. 

 Thankfully, in this moment, that was all he needed. 

 00:39

 Looking at the ticking-down timer, Raze realised there was no time to hold back or hide anything. 

 He was going all out from the start. 

 Arrows flew towards him, but with a single burst step, both the archer and six other hiding goblins were dead. 

 Both Raze and his blade were completely covered in green goblin blood, but despite it, his eyes remained cold and his face expressionless as he coldly stared at a goblin who was hiding behind a tall bush, not even realizing that it wasn't hidden from Raze's senses. 

 Eight different small dart-sized mana projectiles formed behind Raze, and before any of the goblins could react, they flew through the air, tearing through in eight different directions. 

 Before eight different goblin corpses fell down.

 While none of the goblins knew it yet, 20 of their comrades had been killed in less than 5 seconds, and that too completely helplessly. 

 Whether this was something they realized and chose to ignore at the moment or if they were simply too dumb to understand it. 

 That was unclear. 

 Coldly looking around himself in each direction, he made sure to lock eyes with each and every one of the 'hidden' goblins. 

 Ensuring to let the goblins know that none of them could hide from him to plant a seed of an emotion that all of their kind had experienced when faced with him on the second floor. 

 Raze steadied his breath as he unsheathed his blade and took out the trusty E-grade spear he had used on the second floor. 

 The once beautiful metalic spear was today covered in repulsive green goblin blood. 

 This was the blood of all the goblins Raze had killed on the second floor. 

 Whether it be a defenseless woman, a hardworking man, a poor newborn, or the village chief himself. 

 No one was spared from the cold and cruel tip of his metal, each one of them meeting a similar end. 

 And this was something that all the goblins gathered here could tell. 

 Tears of rage and anger fell on their faces. 

 In this moment, they could feel all the pain and anguish their kind in the other forest had gone through. 

 Out of compassion for their own kin, they wanted nothing more than to take revenge. 

 Their grips on their weapon were steady, ready to be drawn at a moment's notice to kill the cruel monster who didn't deserve to live. 

 But before any of them could take action, Raze moved. 

 Arching his back and arm with his spear in hand, he threw it with all his might. 

 The spear ripped through the air and headed straight through the forest before piercing a clueless goblin in the stomach, the force behind which caused its entire body to explode. 

 As the spear stuck itself on the tree behind it, the head of a dead and bodyless goblin coldly fell to the ground. 

 Finally, in the hearts of the goblins, which were previously consumed with anger, an emotion that had been slowly crawling inside their bodies for the past few seconds fully manifested. 

 Fear overtook many of the goblins as the realisation that they weren't the ones hunting here settled down. 
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 Realizing that hiding and trying to fire arrows to tire out their enemy was useless.

 Many of the goblins threw their bows aside and took out their spears to charge in and kill the monster who had threatened their kin's safety. 

 More than seventy goblins jumped out of the bushes, trees, grass, or wherever they were hiding earlier and charged at Raze from all sides. 

 For any other climber, seeing more than seventy different monsters rush at them would have been horrifying. 

 Even if the monsters were both of the lowest rank and class, just their sheer number would be too much for them. 

 It would barely take a few seconds for them to get overwhelmed and killed. 

 After all, for the average climber, a couple F-grade beasts at once was their limit; trying to fight more than that would just result in a horrifying death. 

 But for Raze, more than the goblins charging at him, his attention was focused on the goblins running away. 

 Five goblins were currently trying to use their comrades as cover to slip past and run away for safety. 

 Raze's earlier display of superiority by killing 21 goblins in just 5 seconds, along with the spear covered in goblin blood, was enough to awaken a sense of self-preservation that shouldn't even exist in them. 

 Unfortunately for them, in his current state, nothing could escape Raze's senses. 

 Five small, dart-like blue mana projectiles formed behind him. 

 As these projectiles flew through the air, they ignored the goblins charging towards him instead perfectly finding their mark at the fleeing goblins, piercing them all in vital spots and ending their lives instantly. 

 [Ding! Climber has killed one F-grade beast, Goblin]

 [Ding! Climber has killed one F-grade beast, Goblin]

 [Ding! Climber has killed one F-grade beast, Goblin]

 . 

 . 

 [Ding! Climber has gained one F-grade beast shard]

 [Ding! Climber has gained one F-grade beast shard]

 The tower whispered various messages in his ears, but they were all ignored. 

 After all, time is of the essence right now. 

 00:32

 With 26 goblins already dead, he had 32 more seconds to kill 74 goblins. 

 Thankfully, as if specifically to make his job of killing them easier, they were all charging at him, meaning he no longer needed to hunt them down one by one from their hiding spots, which would have wasted a lot of his precious time. 

 Speaking of them, six goblins, who were a bit faster than their comrades, appeared in front of him and were about to draw out their weapons to kill him. 

 Their weapons ranged from small daggers, spears, and short swords to maces and much more. 

 But unfortunately for them, Raze was faster than them, and it wasn't by a small margin. 

 With a single draw of his sword, six decapitated goblin corpses fell down. 

 Without even needing to move from his spot, six goblins had died. 

 This was the main reason why Raze had been so actively provoking the goblins to draw them out. 

 After all, none of them could hurt him; it didn't matter if they came at him one by one or all at once. 

 Sadly, he couldn't just stand still and wait for the goblins to come at him. 

 After all, he was the one on a serious time limit. 

 Stretching his open palm, a small fireball formed in front of it before flying forward without being given any chance to build up, which led it to be much smaller than all the other times he had used it. 

 As the tiny fireball flew, many of the goblins realized its threat and moved out of the way. 

 Unfortunately, due to how big of a pack they were moving in, while the goblins in front could see the attack and dodge, the ones in the pack weren't so lucky, causing them to get struck by it. 

 The fire spread from one goblin to the two goblins beside it, and just like that, three goblins died. 

 But Raze didn't have time to care. 

 With 35 goblins dead, he still had 65 more goblins to kill. 

 A small blue portal formed beside him, and from it, a long silver-iron chain flashed past. 

 But this time, there was something different about it. 

 There was a dagger attached to the front end of it. 

 This was thanks to the [Attach] rune of the artifact, which allowed one to attach a small weapon to the end of it. 

 The chain pierced the heart of one goblin, but it didn't stop, instead, it flew right through, killing four more goblins all lined behind it. 

 But this was just the start. Through the [Control] tune, Raze was able to control the chain in a fashion similar to telekinesis. 

 The thousand-mile chain, instead of being stuck inside the bodies of the still-standing dead goblins, ripped through their bodies. 

 And it moved through the horde of goblins, who were all like helpless livestock in front of it, and kept on ripping them apart while moving like a slithering snake. 

 A couple of goblins tried to fight against the chain, but they simply lacked the raw power to resist, which resulted in them quickly joining their comrades. 

 In front of Raze and all his new stats, items, runes, and especially his zoned state, the goblins were simply too helpless. 

 Even with their numbers, all they did was serve as helpless training dummies for Raze. 

 And as if to prove this. 

 Raze steadied his legs as he muttered. 

 "Burst Step"

 A thin, long red tongue wrapped around the rookie's blade as he charged through too fast for any of the goblins to see, right in the middle of the most dense part of the horde. 

 Killing six goblins in one fell swoop. 

 But that didn't come without consequences, as it left him completely surrounded by enemies. 

 Blades and weapons charged at him from all sides, and even with his zoned state, there were only so many attacks he could block at once. 

 So he had to prioritise protecting his vital organs and arms. 

 Leaving the less important parts of the body unprotected, however, as the blades and weapons made contact with his body, they broke.

 Leaving the goblins completely speechless. 

 Thankfully, Raze's guess was right. 

 His endurance had simply surpassed anything the crudely made weapons of the goblins could pierce or break. 

 They were truly helpless. 

 And as if to prove this. 

 With his bare left hand, Raze picked up a terrified goblin above its feet before crushing its head. 

 Splattering disgusting green blood all over him. 

 58—that was the number of goblins he had killed so far. 

 42—that was the number he still needed to kill. 

 00:23

 With 23 seconds of life still left in him, the bloodbath continued. 

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 94 - Tenth Floor

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Blood and carnage as far as the eye could see.

 The once-green and lush forest was now completely covered in blood and corpses. 

 Mutilated, cut, burned, pierced, and all sorts of highly disfigured goblin corpses were littered everywhere. 

 Trees and the whole surroundings were completely wrecked, almost as if some sort of natural disaster had gone off. 

 And amidst all this carnage sat a lone youth who had caused all this destruction. 

 Huff~

 Huff~

 His breath was heavy as his chest rose and settled. 

 57 seconds—that was how long it had taken Raze to kill one D-grade beast and 100 F-grade beasts. 

 In total, a hundred and one beasts were dispatched by a single boy in the tutorial in less than a whole minute. 

 If anyone were to be told this, they would never believe it. 

 It was simply too inconceivable just how much Raze had surpassed the level that someone on the tutorial was supposed to have reached. 

 And perhaps the best or worst part, depending on how one looked at it in the past minute, was that not a single one of his enemies could damage him. 

 He remained completely untouchable, almost like a god of war who had descended to punish foolish mortals. 

 The tip of his blade was too sharp to imagine, his movement fluid and seamless like water itself, and his speed seemed like a blur to everyone around him. 

 With each and every one of his swings, multiple lives would be extinguished, all forcefully snuffed out by the cold and cruel metal wielded by him. 

 But perhaps the scariest part was his complete indifference to all his actions and everything around him. 

 It was almost like no matter what happened or what anyone did, nothing in the world could faze him. 

 He remained simply nonchalant as he slew more than a hundred beasts effortlessly. 

 Even now, as he rested atop a mountain of corpses with his blade mounted in them, he remained completely unfazed. 

 Hundreds of messages were being whispered inside his ears, but he seemed to not even care about any of them. 

 The whole scene of a single bloodied youth resting on a mountain of corpses, almost akin to a throne, while surrounded by corpses, blood, and destruction, as far as the eyes could see, created a truly chilling scene that felt too scary to be real. 

 But Raze simply didn't care, as his eyes remained affixed to the timer ticking down. 

 00:02

 As soon as the timer hit 2, he activated his inventory as all the goblin corpses he was sitting atop dissipated out of seemingly thin air as Raze started falling down. 

 But before his feet could touch the ground, he muttered. 

 "Next"

 Just like that, his whole body started breaking down into light particles, and before his feet could fully touch the ground, he was gone. 

 His whole existence was gone, almost like it was never even there, with an entire second to spare. 

 However, even with Raze himself gone, the cruel and bloody massacre that he had executed in the forest today left yet another mark of his existence on this world. 

 **

 10th floor. 

 A very special place that holds the key back to the real world in it. 

 Over the past month, almost every single climber, through one means or another, has managed to learn the significance of it. 

 Giving them a single ray of hope to hold onto as they moved towards it, hoping to escape the hellscape known as the tower. 

 And yet most of them could never reach it, losing their lives along the way, unable to keep up with the harrowing and ever-changing challenges of the tower. 

 Never able to set foot back outside and dying helplessly while chasing their wish. 

 That was the fate of most people who entered the tower. 

 However, today we weren't talking about them but rather one of the small minority who managed to somehow clear the past nine floors against all odds. 

 As Raze opened his eyes, he wasn't in the black void like a waiting room. 

 Or even a unique environment. 

 He was instead in a purely white room with a blank and all-encompassing white as far as the eyes could see. 

 But Raze didn't get a chance to admire the tranquilly of the space around him or think of anything, as finally the thing he had been dreading from the start happened. 

 The timer on the boots of acceleration ran out. 

 An unbearable wave of pain assaulted him from all sides, forcefully pushing him out of the zone. 

 "Ahhhh!" Raze screamed his lungs out from the unbearable pain. 

 Drip~

 Drip~

 All the offices in his body forcefully expanded open as blood burst out. 

 All his internal organs slowly started rupturing, stopping internal bodily functions. 

 Crimson-red blood fell everywhere, littering the beautiful white room. 

 Tear~

 Tear~

 Next were his muscles, which all started tearing down at the same time due to overexertion and repeated abuse. 

 Finally, his legs could no longer hold his weight as he fell to the ground, his own blood dirtying him. 

 Crack~

 Crack~

 Gradually, all his bones started breaking. 

 Whether it be his arms, back, legs, or any other body part, nothing was spared. 

 His entire body was slowly breaking apart, one by one. 

 And through all this, Raze was subjected to a pain that no one could even imagine. 

 A single minute was how much time had passed, but to Raze, it felt like an eternity of torment. 

 Tears of blood flowed out of his eyes at an uncontrollable rate, and his screams finally stopped due to his voice box being ruptured. 

 He finally blacked out from the pain, unsure of whether he was going to live or not. 

 This was the price that Raze had paid for using power that was completely above his level. 

 The price of having and using more than 600 stats at once despite only having a meagre hundred in his endurance. 

 The price of continuously using burst steps despite knowing the risks. 

 His body simply couldn't keep up and, in the end, completely broke down. 

 This was it. Raze Brightheart was going to meet his end on the tenth floor due to his own reckless actions catching up to him. 

 Or was he? 
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 Once Raze opened his eyes, he found himself back in the previous bright white room.

 As he looked around him, all the blood that had previously littered the ground was gone. 

 It was almost unbelievable how clean everything looked. 

 Taking a look back at himself and inspecting his own body, there was nothing wrong with it. 

 There was no longer blood leaking out, cracked bones, torn muscles, ruptured insides, or anything else wrong with it. 

 His body was perfectly healthy and normal. 

 It almost felt like the previous scene was just him hallucinating. 

 But Raze knew that wasn't the case. 

 The agonising pain he had just experienced couldn't be faked. 

 He would know that better than anyone. 

 After all, over the past month, he has grown accustomed to pain and misery. 

 Strangely enough, in this moment, Raze's face and eyes were calm and tranquil, almost like the calm ocean surface. 

 And yet there was something hiding behind those eyes, and the expression barely held itself back. 

 His body and lips were twitching, barely containing themselves. 

 As he finally checked the messages he had been receiving for so long. 

 He ignored most of them at the moment and instead moved straight to the most recent ones. 

 [Welcome to the tenth floor climber]

 [Your constant persistence, grit, and will to live have shone through, allowing you to best one impossible adversary and challenge after another.]

 [Your remarkable achievement has earned you recognition from the tower itself.]

 [Your performance in the tutorial stage has been calculated as glorious.]

 [You have earned a tower name.]

 [Your name has been noticed by the tower.]

 [You have earned...]

 [You have...]

 [You..]

 Seeing all the messages in front of him, finally, the pretence of calmness that Raze had been trying to maintain broke down. 

 "I l.liv...lived" At first, his voice came out as a small, tired whisper, hard to understand with small pauses in between. 

 "I'm still alive," he whispered to no one but himself. 

 Finally, for the first time ever since he had transmigrated. 

 An honest laugh escaped his lips. 

 "Haha"

 It was a small chuckle at first, but it then turned into a full-blown laugh as he screamed in the empty white room. 

 "I'm still alive!!!" Raze screamed at the top of his lungs in the empty white room. 

 Haha, haha, hahaha. 

 His previously innocent laugh finally showed signs of a slight lunacy in its tone. 

 A sign of all the physical and mental trauma that Raze had been subjected to over the past month, which had directly affected him even if he didn't want to admit it. 

 "Raze Brightheart lives on motherfuckers" he screamed out all the hidden emotions that he had been dwelling within his heart over the past month. 

 "Tower, divine being, eldritch being, whatever the fuck that tower merchant was, a D-rank beast, hundreds of beasts and monsters all just to kill a single teenager" he said, his voice armed with venomous spite and hatred. 

 "And yet they all failed"

 "Despite their best efforts, they all couldn't even kill a single teenage boy"

 "Look at who's still standing alive and tall" 

 "I'll give you a hint,it ain't the thousands of corpses lying in my inventory."

 "This is just the start, you bastards and especially to you the motherfucker responsible for all my pain"

 "Just watch me, it doesn't matter who you are or what you do in the future"

 "I know you are watching me like the creep you are"

 "Hundreds, if not thousands, of year-old creature peeping on a 16-year-old, you disgusting old thing."

 "But it's fine, you are free to watch me or do whatever you want."

 "Try your best, because it won't matter"

 "In the end, no matter what you do, it's all pointless"

 "This is just the start, and I only plan to continue climbing higher and higher both in the tower and outside"

 "And let me assure you, once I'm finally strong enough and find you, I will feed you your own body bit by bit"

 "I will cut it apart limb by limb and feed it to you slowly and cruelly"

 "I won't kill you, no"

 "No, I will make you kill yourself"

 "And this is a promise you bastard, where ever you are and who ever you are, just watch me from wherever you are and wait patiently for me"

 "Because I don't plan to lose, not now and not in the future, and especially not to a potentially thousand-year-old freak who stalks 16-year-olds for fun." As Raze was finishing his declaration and pouring out all the words that he had been wanting to say, something strange happened. 

 A voice whispered in his ears. 

 [The black box has been unlocked.]

 But in the spur of the moment, the voice was temporarily ignored. 

 As he finally settled down, his heart felt strange, almost like something foreign had planted itself inside it. 

 A feeling that he was still unfamiliar with. 

 But he would perhaps realise it in the future. 

 As Raze settled down, he knew that his little speech earlier was completely pointless and perhaps even cringeworthy, but it didn't matter. 

 After all, it's not like anyone has heard it. 

 He had only said all that to make himself feel good. 

 Not that it mattered since it was all just for his personal satisfaction. 

 Without Rose in his life anymore, he had just been bottling all his emotions and feelings to himself. 

 Not talking them out with anyone. 

 And instead, he tried to do everything by himself. 

 But finally, he had reached his limits after more than a month of both mental and physical anguish. 

 His mind was about to break. 

 After all, he was just a 16-year-old, socially awkward teenage boy before his transmigration. 

 It was already impressive that he hadn't broken down yet. 

 Thankfully, before he reached that breaking point, he was able to find an outlet. 

 Which is what he had done earlier in the form of ranting and talking sh*t to seemingly no one. 

 After all, it's not like anyone was actually stalking him. 

 And especially not some sort of higher being. 

 Right? 
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 With all the emotional turmoil inside his heart settled Raze could relax and look at all the messages he had been getting.

 Thankfully his gamble had paid off when he had choosen to activate the [Accelerate] effect of boots of acceleration he already knew that he would die once it ran out.

 It was for this reason that he wanted to avoid using it until his endurance was high enough to handle it.

 But sadly things in life don't go according to plain and when he was confronted with the D rank monster despite trying to everything else nothing worked.

 And this was his last option.

 Thankfully there was actually a way for him to survive.

 Despite previous statements in the novel and by the tower itself there isn't another final trial awaiting on the tenth floor.

 Instead the tutorial only lasts for the first 9 floors.

 And the tenth floor is more akin to a reward floor where the climbers past achievements and journey gets judged and they are rewarded accordingly.

 While he really didn't want to base his decision off of what he had read in the original novel he had no choice.

 After all desperate times call for desperate measures.

 In the original novel while Asher's challenges weren't as hard as his he did manage to get pretty severely injured.

 Hs injuries weren't anywhere as severe as his own but on the tenth floor he was completely healed within moments.

 While there wasn't as any official statements just from reading about that event one could guess the nature of tenth floor.

 There were a lot of uncertainties and what if with this plans especially about if his assumption about the tenth floor was right.

 And even more if he could clear the 9 floor in less than a minute.

 If anything it was a massive gamble since the challenge on the ninth floor could've easily been something not related to combat in which case he would be completely screwed over.

 Thankfully it turned out to be a combat related challenge in the end.

 But still being forced to fight a hundred beasts all trying to kill him at the same time was completely insane.

 The tower or whoever was working behind the scenes was really working over time to make sure he didn't survive.

 Thankfully he had managed to tap into the zone or else even with the state advantage killing hundred goblins in less than a minute would've been impossible.

 But speaking of the zone unlike last time him tapping into that state wasn't a complete accident.

 Instead it was somewhat deliberate and purposeful on his part while luck did in fact play a major role still.

 Just the fact that he hadn't tapped into the state by complete accident had helped boost his understanding of the state by leaps.

 And while it was still a long way off in the future as long as he kept training he might be able to tap into the zone anytime he wanted.

 But as great as the state was it also had a few very significant flaws.

 One main one being that as soon as total concentration was disturbed he would be forced out of the state and even suffer backlash.

 The way it had happened today was due to the extreme pain caused by him abusing both burst step and boots of acceleration.

 But in the future if he was ever hit hard enough he would probably be forced out of the state and not only that due to the backlash he would be left completely vulnerable and helpless for a few seconds which was all that was needed to kill someone.

 Just this alone was enough to make him think twice before trying to use it.

 Aside from that there was also the fact that he wasn't in control of his own body fully in the state.

 While thankfully he was all alone the previous two times in the future if he had any allies or there were innocents nearby the chances of them hurting them were very real.

 Meaning it was probably best for him to only use the state when he was alone.

 But that was about all he had been able to notice about the zone in the two times he had used it.

 Still despite the flaws the advantages far outweighed them so he was still going to do his best to master the state and hopefully with enough practice he could overcome these flaws.

 But enough about enough about the zone it was time to move onto other equally important things.

 "Status"

 ------------------------------------------------------------

 Name:Raze Brightheart

 Race:Human

 Age:16

 Class: Magic Archer

 Rank: Apprentice

 Alignment: Chaotic Neutral

 Gift from ??? : Black Box

 Innate Rune: Inventory (F) 

 Elemental Affinity:Water,Ice

 Mana Circle: 1st Water Circle

 Mana Breathing: 1 Star(4%)

 Vessel Limit: 240

 Beast Shard: 240 (Saturated) (+190) 

 Strength:60(+40)

 Endurance:60(+30)

 Agility:60(+50) 

 Mana:60(+70) 

 Innate sub-runes: [Mana Flow], [Mana Surge], [Far Sight]

 Runes: [Perception], [Mana Projectiles], [Web Creation]

 ------------------------------------------------------------

 As expected there wasn't any change in his stats.

 His stats were as high as ever thanks to his improved vessel limit as well as his items.

 Speaking of items he had received two more items on the eight floor and it was probably best to check them out before embarking on the next floor.

 But that could wait for now as currently there were two things potentially even more important than mere stats.

 First was the [Web Creation] rune that he had absorbed on the eight floor in the spur of the moment.

 Back then everything he had tried had proven ineffective against the four armed beast so out of desperation and desire to avoid using the boots of acceleration he had choosen to absorb it.

 But now that his life wasn't at risk he could take another look at what exactly the tune was.

 Rune Name:Web creation

 Rune Element:N/A

 Rune Tier:1

 Description:Allows the user to create silk like webs which can be freely manipulated.

 "Interesting" Raze remarked.

 He had read this description once after coming back from the seventh floor but since this ability wasn't as offensively powerful and versatile as [Mana projectiles] or had synergy with his class and wasn't as universally good and helpful as [Perception] he was quick to dismiss it.

 But now having used it against the four armed destroyer he couldn't help but acknowledge that he was too quick to dismiss it earlier.

 While it couldn't compare to his other two runes that was just because it was something completely unique.

 It was only natural for it to not be as good as his other two runes in their specialty.

 But what it lacked it made up in other things.

 Such as the ability to restrict his opponent.

 While it was nice to just straight up hurt or kill his opponent as proven on the eight floor sometimes it just wasn't possible.

 No doubt he would find himself in similar circumstances in the future so having an ability to restrict his opponent was nice.

 Also it could create some nice synergy with items like ring of salamoth which while had powerful effects required time to charge.

 [Web creation] could be the perfect ability to pair up with such items like how he had done on the eight floor.

 Not to mention this ability allowed him to restrict his enemies without hurting them so in the future if any one of his allies or a civilian was brainwashed he could restrict them without needing to hurt them.

 But he was still thinking too simple.

 Not only could these webs assist him in restricting enemies but also in his own mobility.

 That's right in his head he was currently thinking about a certain friendly neighborhood superhero from back on Earth who also had web based abilities.

 Even as a kid Raze had always admired how the superhero used to freely swing through the city using his webs and all the unique ways he used his webs.

 While it wasn't as free or efficient as simply flying for some reason it looked way more fun to swing using webs compared to simply flying.

 Atleast to his childish brain back in the day.

 He already had super strength and now webs too all he needed was a sort of danger sense of his own and he would basically be a rip off version of that hero.

 Raze chuckled a little imagining himself dressed in red and blue swinging through the city with his webs.

 It was quite a funny thought to have and yet it was a very real possibility in the future.

 But enough about that as long as he took some inspiration from that superhero and used a bit of his own creativity and trained a little.

 The possibilities with [Web Creation] were practically endless.

 Besides there was no point crying over the past its not like he could just unlearn a rune.

 All he could do was learn to use it to its full potential.

 But with [Perception], [Mana Projectiles] and [Web creation] he was left with 6 more runes that he could learn before his initial 9 rune capacity would be filled.

 After that he would have to create a new circle before he could learn a new rune.

 Thankfully due to his inventory he didn't need to learn something to do it.

 While everyone else was restricted to a limited number of items they could carry at once no such problem existed for him.

 Since he could just use a item for most things and avoid wasting a precious rune slot.

 So atleast in that department he had a significant advantage.

 But that should be enough about runes it was now time to move towards the real important and mysterious thing in his status screen.

 Something that had basically been an enigma ever since he had awakened.

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 97 - Black Box

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 The black box. 

 It was an object that had been mysterious and an object of scrutiny ever since he became aware of it. 

 This was the only part of his status screen that differed from the norm in the world. 

 It didn't say who had gifted it to him, but he did have a few guesses. 

 Though it was best not to jump to conclusions. 

 Even in the past, he had tried to click on it or think about it, but strangely enough, after just a few moments, he would find his mind trailing off to something else. 

 It was quite peculiar and strange about why or how it was happening. 

 But he could never focus on it, no matter how hard he tried. 

 That is, until now. 

 After his admittedly slightly cringeworthy speech, a voice whispered in his ears about the unlocked state of the box. 

 It must be noted that the voice didn't belong to the tower; it was a lot different from the tower's usual stoic or occasional condescending tone. 

 But at the same time, he wasn't sure who or what exactly it belonged to. 

 So he didn't pay too much attention; after all, it was pointless to waste his energy on something that wouldn't be answered anytime soon. 

 He had also been deliberately trying his best to keep the black box at the back of his mind for as long as possible, expecting his mind to drift apart on its own like usual. 

 However, strangely, it didn't happen, which led him to believe that the reason his mind had been drifting off earlier was due to the box still being locked.

 But that begs the question: why has the box gotten unlocked now of all times? 

 Perhaps it had something to do with him clearing the tutorial? 

 Or maybe with his little speech earlier? 

 He wasn't sure what exactly had caused the black box to be unlocked now, of all times. 

 But since it was now unlocked, it would only be appropriate for him to try and see what exactly it did. 

 Hopefully, a repeat of the cursed depraved hand didn't happen again. 

 Still, Raze was apprehensive as he clicked the box in his status screen, expecting the worst. 

 But strangely, nothing bad, like he had expected, happened. 

 Instead, a metalic black cube the size of his hand manifested in his hand. 

 Similar to what he would experience when summoning something from his inventory. 

 But this time it was different since the cube wasn't summoned from his inventory. 

 With clear apprehension but also a slight excitement and curiosity, he examined the black cube. 

 The cube was completely black, with no other shade or colour present. 

 It also had some nice weight to it and probably would have been hard for him to hold if he didn't have his superhuman strength. 

 Knocking on the cube, a metallic resound echoes across the vast white room. 

 Which led Raze to assume that the cube was probably made from metal or atleast something similar to it. 

 But there was obviously more to the cube than what met the eyes, so without further ado, he tried to read its description.

 Item Name: Black Box

 Gift From:??? 

 Owner:Raze Brightheart

 Locks opened (1/9) [unclaimed]

 Additional information:

 agw18 ahej8 aheine8hs 97hsjofyisb sibei aovd. 

 Gaib.. Shisb.. Aibd.. 

 "The fuck?" Raze exclaimed, seeing the additional information. 

 It was complete gibberish that he couldn't understand, and yet when he tried to read it, a strange premonition settled in his heart, telling him to stop reading. 

 Truth be told, he hadn't exactly expected the tower to be able to appraise the item and was prepared to be disappointed. 

 But strangely, it was able to appraise it at least partially since the tower seemed incapable of appraising the additional information. 

 There were a lot of questions going through his head right now. 

 He was expecting to be able to understand a bit more about the box after unlocking it, but strangely, he was only met with more questions than answers.

 For some reason, this seemed to be a common theme for him in the tower, and honestly, he was the point of complaining. 

 However, despite his heart warning him not to try and understand the additional information in the black box, a part of him was also curious. 

 After all, who knew what sort of forbidden knowledge was enscrybed in it that the tower couldn't even comprehend, or at least didn't want him to know? 

 While Raze was never a curious person, the concept of hidden knowledge that he wasn't supposed to know really excited him, as it would any other teenager. 

 But still, what was this feeling in his heart telling him to not pursue the knowledge? 

 Was this information and knowledge really worth ignoring his gut feelings? 

 So far, he had relied on his instincts a lot, and they had yet to fail him, so what reason did he have to ignore them now? 

 'How strange'

 Still, no matter how much he tried to not think about it, his mind kept coming back to it, almost like it desperately wanted to know what was being hidden from it. 

 However, it was around this time that he started to realize that something was seriously wrong. 

 From the start, he was never a curious or nosy person and knew how to mind his own business, so why was it that he became so curious and thirsty for knowledge when it concerned the black box? 

 Finally noticing the irregularity in himself, he was able to calm his mind and relax. 

 But still, he couldn't help but allow his mind to drift back to the fifth floor, where he had met what he assumed to be an eldritch entity. 

 And how he had come up with a whole theory about how the original author may have taken some inspiration from the infamous Lovecraft books back on Earth. 

 Going by that theory wasn't a big part of those books about how knowledge corrupted people and it always led to disastrous consequences just by people acquiring knowledge. 

 Remembering this simple detail, his skin lost colour. 

 As all thoughts about wanting to learn more about the black box died down. 

 After all, as a great man once said. 

 "Ignorance is the greatest weapon of humanity" Raze repeated the line he had once come across back on Earth. 
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 Chapter 98 - Black Box-2

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Finally, having killed all his curiosity, Raze could relax and focus on other things.

 Such as the lock part of the black box. 

 Looking at the interface, it showed that he could claim something. 

 But more than that, he was interested in the 9 number besides it. 

 9 a seemingly insignificant number, and yet, for some reason, one could find it in every nook and cranny of the tower. 

 9 monster ranks and classes, 9 artifact ranks, 9 human ranks, 9 initial runes that each person can have, and 9 rank upgrades for the innate rune. 

 And now there are nine tutorial stages and nine locks on the black box. 

 By now, even the dumbest person could probably start to piece out the constant appearances of the number. 

 The more time one spent in the tower, the more they would notice the number. 

 He didn't know if anyone else other than him had started noticing the constant odd appearances of the number. 

 Raze wasn't conceited enough to think that he was the only one, but the number of people who were perceptive enough to notice something seemingly so small and think of it as anything more than a strange coincidence amidst the few hundred humans still alive in the tutorial probably weren't many. 

 He had been curious about the significance of the number in the tower for a while now, but following his own earlier idea of not sticking his nose where it didn't belong, he killed the curiosity. 

 After all, he wasn't interested in dying or having something potentially even worse happen just because he was a little curious. 

 But aside from that, considering that the black box showed nine locks, does that mean he will unlock a total of nine different things from it? 

 It was indeed a possible thought, but that didn't mean it was a guarantee. 

 He didn't know how he could further unlock the box; after all, he didn't even know how he had unlocked the first lock. 

 But all of this was for him to figure out in the future. 

 For now, he could instead just check what exactly the first unlock had given him. 

 'Let's hope I don't die from this. Raze silently prayed inside his heart but stopped thinking about it any further as he pressed the claim button on the box. 

 As he pressed the button, something strange happened as a small purple orb appeared in his hands. 

 "What's this?" Raze exclaimed, uncertain about the small orb. 

 Confused, he tried to let the tower appraise it for him, but to his bewilderment, what he saw left him speechless. 

 'Consume it' 

 That was all the tower panel said. 

 It didn't say what the orb did, what it was, or what would happen once he consumed it. 

 But one thing was clear to him:. 

 'Hell, nah, I'm not eating this'

 While he didn't know what the orb was, after the cursed depraved hand incident, his trust in the tower was at an all-time zero. 

 Even the black box was too mysterious and strange for him to trust. 

 In the end, since there were too many uncertainties, he had no choice but to just ignore it for now and put them in his inventory. 

 However, when he tried to put the orb in his inventory, another strange thing happened. 

 It didn't work. 

 Unlike all the previous times when he had tried to use his inventory. 

 The orb didn't just vanish like it was supposed to. 

 Raze didn't even know it was possible for his inventory to not work on something like this. 

 After all, he had spent an extensively long time just experimenting and testing different things with his innate rune to know what it could and couldn't do. 

 So for it to suddenly show another characteristic and not work on something was bound to cause him confusion. 

 After all, this wasn't something that should have been possible, but he didn't get any time to think anymore as, out of nowhere, the tiny purple orb started levitating. 

 Seeing this, Raze's eyes were left agape. 

 But this was just the start, almost against his will. 

 His mouth was slightly open. It wasn't that wide, but the opening was just large enough for a small orb to slip into. 

 'Wait, what the fuck?' 

 'How is this happening?' Raze questioned himself in his mind. 

 He tried to cover his mouth with his hands, but they refused to move. 

 He tried to close his mouth, but it didn't work. 

 Even when he tried to use inventory to summon something in front of his mouth, it didn't work. 

 There was nothing he could do as the tiny purple orb flew straight into his mind. 

 His body and mind tried to throw it out, but it didn't work. 

 He wasn't even able to bite it as the orb forcefully went down his throat, swallowing itself into his body. 

 Raze choked, struggling to breathe. 

 Gawk~

 A single drop of tears went down his left eye from the forceful swallowing of the orb until he finally regained control of his own body. 

 As soon as he regained control of his own body. 

 Raze fell down to his knees and coughed profusely. 

 Cough~

 Cough~

 He continued coughing for a whole minute till blood came out of his mouth, but the orb still didn't come out. 

 He was left completely flabbergasted about what had happened, with his eyes wide open as he stared at the ground. 

 'I feel like I just got violated' he made a comment inside his mind. 

 But quickly moved on. 

 "What the fuck just happened?" Raze  questioned with wide eyes, unsure of how to react. 

 He was experiencing too many emotions at once to properly process any of them or react. 

 But more than that, he was scared. 

 Neither the tower nor the black box said what the orb was or what it did. 

 For all he knew, he was in store for a repeat of the cursed depraved hand. 

 Just remembering the near-death experience was enough to make him struggle to breathe. 

 Still, he didn't want to lose his cool, so as a last resort, he tried to open his status screen, hoping to see a change. 

 Thankfully, he wasn't disappointed. 
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 Chapter 99 - Black Box-3

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 ------------------------------------------------------------ 

 Name:Raze Brightheart

 Race:Human

 Age:16

 Class: Magic Archer

 Rank: Apprentice

 Gift from??? : black box

 Innate Nature: [Clockhand of Fate's Watch]

 Innate Rune: Inventory (F) 

 Elemental Affinity:Water,Ice

 Mana Circle: 1st Water Circle

 Mana Breathing: 1 Star (4%) 

 Vessel Limit: 240

 Beast Shard: 240 (saturated) (+190) 

 Strength:60(+40)

 Endurance:60(+30)

 Agility:60(+50) 

 Mana:60(+70) 

 Innate sub-runes: [Mana Flow], [Mana Surge], [Far Sight]

 Runes: [Perception], [Mana Projectiles], [Web Creation]

 ------------------------------------------------------------

 "What the fuck?" Raze exclaimed. 

 This was the first time he had heard of something like innate nature, and he had no idea what it was supposed to be. 

 He was slightly perplexed by the strange term that he hadn't heard in the original novel or even in the comments. 

 It didn't take a genius to guess that the strange orb he was force-fed earlier probably played a part in this. 

 He didn't really feel any changes in his body, so it probably had something to do with his soul, similar to his innate rune. 

 But that also begged the question of what exactly was happening to his soul. 

 Was it as the runes suggested, and they were being enscrybed to his soul? 

 That was indeed possible, but it might be detrimental to take things like this at face value. 

 But since there was no way to know anything for sure, he could only wait. 

 While he had a lot of questions, there was no point in asking them since no one was going to answer anyway. 

 So all he could do was try to figure things out on his own, and the first part was probably clicking on the thing to try and figure out what it did. 

 ____________________________________________

 Innate Nature: Clockhand of Fate's Watch

 Current Owner:Raze Brightheart

 Source:??? 

 Rank:F

 Description: Upon death, the user can go back in time up to a maximum of 5 minutes. 

 Cooldown:48 hours

 ____________________________________________

 Raze's eyes widened, seeing the description of the new ability he had acquired. 

 He was left completely speechless, unsure of how to respond. Finally, after a whole minute, he spoke. 

 "Could they not have just told me this description?" he questioned, sounding a bit defeated. 

 If the effect of this item was just told to him before he was forced to feed the orb, he would have just chosen to consume it on his own instead of having to go through that terrifying experience. 

 But that terrible experience of how he had acquired the ability aside. 

 This really was an incredible power. 

 An ability that allows the user to come back from the dead. 

 No, this was even better. 

 The ability to go back in time, even if only for 5 minutes, completely defied all logic. 

 How absurd was that? 

 It was hard to believe that something like this even existed. 

 But then again, this was the tower where the impossible became possible; it was only natural for something like this to happen. 

 Still for him to come into possession of it. 

 Had his luck finally turned around? 

 No, wait, this had nothing to do with his luck. 

 According to the description of the black box, he was gifted this ability by someone. 

 But who? 

 Just who exactly could casually hand someone the ability to go back in time like this? 

 This was truly a peculiar predicament, but there wasn't any answer to his query at the moment. 

 However, he had a feeling that as long as he continued to climb the tower and unlock the black box, the answer would eventually reveal itself. 

 Which was fine too since he wasn't exactly in a hurry anyway. 

 But coming back to the topic at hand. 

 An ability to go back in time, even if it was just 5 minutes, was completely game-changing and would allow him to be even more of a cockroach than he already was. 

 Not to mention how, with this, if in the future he was ever backstabbed or anything similar to it, he could easily counter. 

 Depending on the situation, this was a complete trump car with the potential to easily turn any situation around.

 However, just like any trump card, the fewer people who knew about it, the better, but that also meant he might start to get dependent on this power. 

 Which was an absolute no-go. 

 If possible, he would like to never have to use this ability. 

 After all, it needed him to die to activate, and after everything he had done to survive till now, he wasn't too keen on the idea. 

 Not to mention, he didn't know exactly how it even worked. 

 Would time itself turn back by 5 minutes? 

 Maybe he might be sent to another timeline, 5 minutes behind when he died. 

 Or his body might be the only thing affected. 

 There was currently no way of knowing, and by the time he did learn, he would have no choice but to just go along with however the ability worked. 

 Also, at the end of the day, it was still only 5 minutes of regression if he was ever faced with an overwhelming enemy like on the eighth floor with no escape; even having an extra life would barely help. 

 Not to mention the 48-hour cool-down, which drastically reduced just how useful the ability was. 

 Ultimately, despite how excited he was at first, thinking a bit more carefully, this ability was basically just a last-minute fail-safe. 

 A fancy and effective one, but a last-minute fail nonetheless. 

 It would be stupid to actively plan or base his thought process around the idea that he could come back from the dead once. 

 Such a mindset would just end up getting him killed, despite the extra life. 

 Instead, it would be smarter to just forget about having an extra life and treat every moment as his last so that he doesn't become careless. 

 And if, in the future, something went wrong outside his control, he had something he could rely on. 

 Anyway, despite all his complaints, the new-found ability was definitely a very nice addition to his arsenal, especially since it didn't take up one of his limited rune slots and was basically just a free ability for him. 

 But with the still mysterious black box out of the way, it was time to move on to all the other tower messages. 
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 Chapter 100 - Rewards For His Struggle

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 It had now been 15 minutes since Raze arrived on the tenth floor.

 And after the black box shenanigans, he spent the rest of the time just looking through all the notifications from the eighth and ninth floors. 

 Sadly, despite killing more than a hundred beasts, he didn't receive any new runes. 

 Which was probably for the better considering how he already had three abilities he needed to spend time training. 

 Adding a fourth one on top of that, especially one from a mere F-rank beast, would not only be a waste of his time but also of his precious rune slots. 

 As for the D-rank beast, while a rune from it might have been nice since he ultimately didn't get anything from it, there was no point in wasting time thinking about it. 

 From a hundred and one beasts, he had received a total of 64 beast shards, which was actually quite a lot. 

 Amongst which, thankfully, the D-rank beast shard were included. 

 It had always been a bit strange how lucky he had always been when it came to getting beast shards. 

 Thankfully, his inventory had the convenient ability to automatically collect any dropped beast shards when his vessel limit was filled. 

 Otherwise, he would have missed out on quite a lot, thanks to his extreme time restraint and zone state. 

 Speaking of the zone state, thanks to it, he had missed out on a lot of valuable corpses. 

 During the last second, he managed to collect a couple of goblin corpses, but most of them were too badly disfigured and dismantled to be of much use. 

 Looking at his inventory, out of a hundred, he was able to collect a total of 37 of them, which wasn't too bad. Despite their bad state, he could probably find some use for them. 

 Also speaking of corpses, he currently had the corpse of the D-rank beast stored safely inside his inventory, which he could probably sell once he was outside. 

 The corpse of such a mighty beast was bound to catch the fancy of some weird, rich person. 

 His only gripe was about how many little pieces the corpses were split into. 

 He felt like he was going crazy when he first saw the insane 378 number attached to the beast's corpse. 

 It was hard to believe that he was the one who was responsible for it, especially in just 14 seconds. 

 Even as the man responsible for the feat he was having doubts, there wasn't even a need to talk about someone else. 

 But still, it was only thanks to his zone state that he had learned of a way to deal with an enemy who possessed regeneration. 

 In hindsight, it felt funny how he was stressing over how to deal with the beast when, in truth, all he needed to do was deal damage more severe and faster than they could keep up with. 

 It was so simple, and yet he wasn't able to understand it back then. 

 Not only that, but he was also able to learn how to use inventory in a new way. 

 That whole experience against the D-rank beast felt like a sort of enlightening, eye-opening experience. 

 So despite all his grievances, he couldn't say that he had suffered a complete loss from it. 

 But that didn't mean he wanted to go through a similar experience again. 

 Though, for some reason, even he knew that he didn't have any choice in the matter. 

 So the only thing he could do was get as strong as possible as fast as possible so that he would be prepared for the next challenge. 

 But speaking of being prepared. 

 While he hadn't received anything directly from the foes he had slain, that didn't mean he didn't get anything at all. 

 After all, he still had the rewards he gained for clearing the floors. 

 ____________________________________________

 Artifact Name: Ring of Endurance

 Artifact Rank:E

 Artifact Tier:II

 Artifact Runes: [Enduring Body], [Emergency Shield]

 [Enduring Body]: Increases endurance stats by 30

 Rune type:Passive

 [Emergency Shield]: Creates a small shield in front of the user.

 Rune Type:Active

 ____________________________________________

 "Not bad" Raze remarked. 

 This was the reward he had received from the ninth floor, and while it was nothing too impressive, it also wasn't that bad. 

 With his only defence-related artifact, his shield, destroyed in the battle against the four-armed beast, having a new defence artifact wasn't too bad. 

 Not to mention the fact that it increased his endurance, which was always welcome. 

 So he equipped it without much thought. 

 Making it his third ring. 

 At this point, even he couldn't help but acknowledge that the rings on his fingers looked a bit flamboyant. 

 It reminded him a bit of those rappers back on earth covered in gold chains, rings, and other accessories. 

 He could definitely imagine himself resembling that a bit in the future, but with magic artifacts all enhancing him. 

 But moving on next was the motherload. 

 The thing he had been most excited for and that he had received for killing the D-rank beast. 

 As the first and only person to have killed a D-rank beast in the tutorial, it was only natural for him to get something appropriate as a reward for his achievement. 

 And the tower didn't disappoint. 

 ___________________________________________

 Artifact Name: Armour of the Beast

 Artifact Rank:D

 Artifact Tiers:III

 Artifact Runes: [Presence of a Predator], [Stat Up], [Ever Victorious]

 Victory counter: 0/30, 000

 [Presence of a Predator]: All beasts below the D rank feel fear and apprehension when facing you.

 [Stat Up]: All stats get increased by 20.

 [Ever Victorious]: Something might happen once you achieve 30,000 victories.

 ____________________________________________

 "Wow" this was all Raze could say, looking at his new armour. 

 It was a black mantle with purple engraving on it, and it looked like it was perfectly made to fit his body. 

 Not only did it look extremely good and slick, perfectly fitting Raze's fashion choices, but the effects of it were out of this world. 

 The first effect made it so that all beasts below D rank would fear him. Just this alone was extremely helpful and would help him avoid a lot of unnecessary fights. 

 But the second effect was even better; it was just a base 20 increase in all his stats, which in total was about 80 whole stats just from one item. 

 It was insane to even think about it. 

 Just from this item alone, his stats had gotten another massive upgrade. 

 Not to mention, there was still another effect. 

 Sadly, he didn't know what it did and needed 30,000 victories to even unlock it. 

 Which was an absurd amount that he didn't know if he would ever even achieve, but even if he didn't, it was fine. 

 He was already satisfied with his reward for the helish experience and his new armour. 

 It also couldn't have arrived at a better time since his previous F-grade leather chest piece was long broken ever since the fireball incident on the seventh floor. 

 So he had basically been walking around half naked with just a half-burnt and destroyed robe covering his body. 

 Having this armour piece meant he no longer needed to walk into the eleventh floor half naked. 

 Which was definitely something that put his mind at ease. 

 But with his eight and ninth floor rewards done, he could move onto what he had received on the tenth floor. 
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 Chapter 101 - A Screw Up Of Divine Proportions

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 With almost everything else done, the last thing left were the notifications he received after arriving on the tenth floor, and there were quite a few to go through.

 [Your remarkable achievement has earned you recognition from the tower itself.]

 [Your performance in the tutorial stage has been calculated as glorious.]

 [You have earned a tower name.]

 [Your name has been noticed by the tower.]

 This was the first part he wanted to go through before moving on to the hopefully juicy rewards. 

 Reading the messages, Raze cringed a little, as this was the first time the tower was describing him in such a nice way. 

 After all, it was only natural to be weirded out when the person you suspected to be trying to kill you suddenly started talking nice about you. 

 Not only was it strange, but it was also creepy, as it was hard to tell what they were thinking or what they might do next. 

 This was only even more true when talking about a seemingly omnipotent being like the tower. 

 Raze could feel a couple of his hair strands standing on edge, weirded out and slightly scared by the situation. 

 But after everything he had been through, it was easy to overcome. 

 Next was the more interesting part. 

 "Recognition from the tower, huh?"

 What exactly did that mean? 

 He had read this exact sentence after clearing the second floor, but back then he hadn't paid it much attention due to all the other stuff going on. 

 But now he could finally try to piece out what it meant. 

 What would it even be like to be recognised by an omnipotent being like the tower? 

 Raze was almost completely clueless, as would anyone else when talking about something outside their compression. 

 Emphasis on 'almost'. 

 While he wasn't completely certain about anything, he did have a few ideas. 

 Particularly about everything he had gone through after the second floor. 

 It didn't exactly take a genius to understand that the things that he had experienced in the tower so far weren't normal. 

 In fact, they were far from normal, which no climber like himself should have experienced, especially not in the tutorial stage. 

 Whether it be encountering a seemingly eldritch entity, meeting whatever that tower merchant guy was and dying to it, or fighting and killing a D-rank beast before being basically jumped and hunted by a hundred F-grade beasts at once. 

 Heck, now that he was thinking more about it, just the fact that he was still alive was nothing short of a miracle. 

 But despite the strangeness and absurdity of all these scenarios, they all shared one thing in common. 

 They all only started happening once he had destroyed the second floor and gained recognition for the tower. 

 Or at least, that was what he had thought so far. 

 But after putting some more thought into it, he wasn't so sure anymore. 

 After all, one might think that the second floor of his was just like any other normal floor, at least at first glance. 

 But for him, who had experienced it and personally destroyed it, he knew better than anyone that it was anything but normal. 

 In fact, it was foolish of him not to have given it more thought until now. 

 Layla a seemingly normal tribal girl born with the ability to communicate with goblins. 

 No, that wasn't right. Her ability was more similar to telepathy, considering how she talked with goblins by talking in their heads. 

 Though she probably didn't have a high level of control over this ability since even he could easily eavesdrop on her just by looking at her. 

 But that was besides the point. 

 Just the fact that she even had it was extremely weird. 

 Back then, due to the stress of trying to survive as well as what he had witnessed in the basement of the goblins, his mind wasn't in the right space, so he was very narrow-minded. 

 Which led him to just ignore the obvious weirdness of the situation and just blame the tower for it. 

 After all, no one else other than him on the second floor had access to Mana or even knew about it. 

 So it couldn't have been a rune or an innate rune like him or other climbers. 

 And Layla was just a regular human, just like all the other people on the floor; he had made sure of that multiple times through more than one means. 

 Last time he checked, humans weren't supposed to have telepathic powers. 

 Which is why he just blamed the tower for it and moved on. 

 But giving it some more proper thought, the whole floor was allegedly based on a real event in the past somewhere out there. 

 The only role of the tower was to recreate that event, and it had no other influence. 

 If that was truly the case, then a regular human called Layla really was born with telepathic power sometime in the past and somewhere out there. 

 While it was easy to dismiss it for some people and blame magic or some other nonsensical thing for this event. 

 Something in Raze's heart told him that there was more to this. 

 A logical explanation and one that he already knew but just didn't want to admit. 

 Through his constant eavesdropping and his own research, as well as her own words, Raze had learned that Layla was supposedly a saintess of some god. 

 Back then, just like any modern-day person, he didn't take it seriously. 

 After all, it was some tribal people claiming that one of them was a saintess sent by a god. 

 Obviously, no one would believe that. 

 This was just some mindless, uneducated tribal people worshipping something that almost certainly didn't exist. 

 Why would this floor be any different? 

 However, what if he was wrong? 

 And they were right. 

 What if the goddess Athex that they claimed to worship really did exist? 

 After all in the description of the cursed depraved hand, there was talk about some worshipper of old days losing himself to depravity and losing his hand. 

 Which was supposedly the origin of the cursed depraved hand that he was wearing and had almost killed him in the past. 

 But assuming that such a goddess really did exist. 

 Wouldn't him destroying the place where all her worshippers lived as well as massacring all of them, not to mention manipulating and killing her own daughter or at least someone blessed by her, more than annoy her a little? 

 As the dark realisation of what he had potentially done settled in, Raze lost almost all the colour in his face, and the only thing he could manage to mutter was. 

 "Oops"
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 Chapter 102 - A Screw Up Of Divine Proportions-2

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 _________________________________________ 

 Artifact Name: Cursed Depraved Hand

 Artifact Type: Accessory

 Artifact Rank: B

 Artifact Tier: IX

 Weapon runes: [Consume], [Cycle], [Hold], [Open], [Hunger], [Binding], [Hide], [Boost], [Invisible Item]

 Description: It consumes the basic effect of an innate rune up to a maximum of 5 and allows the user to use it. While wearing the item, the user may experience an unnatural feeling of hunger. 

 Additional Information: There once was a devoted follower of a certain goddess who lost his sanity to depravity and lost his hand. 

 _________________________________________

 Looking through the additional information about the cursed depraved hand. 

 Whatever little colour Raze still had left, it started draining. 

 'Oh no'

 It had always been strange how, despite his remarkable achievement on the second floor, he was rewarded by basically being executed. 

 While it wasn't directly something that would necessarily kill him. 

 After all, he could just read the runes and be careful not to stupidly wear the glove until he had fed it a soul to feed on. 

 That is, if he could see all the runes. 

 That's right, the whole reason why he ended up in such a horrible situation back then was due to more than half of the runes on the glove being hidden. 

 Back then, he was obviously very confused about why such a rune existed and hid more than half of the runes. 

 And in the end, after not finding an answer, he just forgot about it. 

 But what if this supposed goddess Athex that everyone on the second floor worshipped was involved and had messed with his reward to make sure he died? 

 There were two possibilities here. 

 Either the tower was going to gift him something else, but Athex, through whatever divine means, changed it into this nasty glove. 

 Or that he was always going to get this glove, but Athex added the [hide] rune to it so that he would cluelessly put the glove on and die. 

 Both were very sound theories. 

 And both of them were enough to make him leave the tower and never come back. 

 But he remained calm. 

 Now was not the time to panic. 

 A part of him wanted to throw away the depraved hand, despite all the benefits it could provide him. 

 After all, no amount of stats or extra abilities would be worth playing into the hands of a divine being wishing for his doom. 

 There was nothing stopping her from hiding even more hidden runes in the glove. 

 If she did it once, she could probably do it again. 

 And yet the fact that the glove already had nine runs reassured him that wasn't the case. 

 While he didn't have any confirmation of 9 being the maximum number of runes an item could have. 

 Just the fact that this was the tower they were talking about was enough to tell him that it was probably true. 

 That's right For some reason, his faith in the tower's obsession with the number 9 somehow outweighed his fear of a potential divine being. 

 It was a strange feeling, but it didn't feel half bad. 

 After all, he needed to stay calm despite the possibility of two otherworldly beings wanting him dead. 

 Honestly, he wasn't sure why he felt this way, but something told him that he wasn't just up against one enemy. 

 Despite the obvious possibility of Athex being responsible for his poor luck and terribly difficult challenges so far. 

 After all, even he couldn't deny that she, assuming she actually existed, had a very good reason to hate him and want him dead. 

 Not only had he killed all her followers and destroyed the place they lived, but he also manipulated and killed a girl who was allegedly her daughter or at least someone blessed by her. 

 As if that wasn't bad enough, he had also done it while pretending to be an angel sent by her and only acting out her command. 

 It wasn't hard to understand why she was mad. 

 While he had very good and justified reasons for his actions, the chances of a divine being of her stature caring about the reasons of a puny human were very low. 

 And yet he felt like there was a third party involved—someone trying to manipulate him and his encounters from the shadow. 

 He didn't have a good reason for his belief, aside from a sort of sixth sense. 

 As someone who had some experience acting in the shadows as a manipulator, he felt like he had learned a thing or two. 

 And all the things he had learned pointed towards a third, unknown existence. 

 While yes, he was a bit unnerved at potentially playing chess against an unknown, higher-dimensional being who may or may not exist with his life on the line. 

 He didn't feel afraid. 

 Just the fact that he wasn't already dead was enough proof that things weren't as bad as they looked. 

 After all, if two divine beings really did want him dead, he would already be dead long ago. 

 That is, unless there was something preventing that from happening. 

 If his enemies could freely manipulate his challenges in the tower or the people around him, or even worse, descend themselves to kill him,. 

 Why was the beast on the eight floor, only of D rank? 

 A crazy statement, yes. 

 But going by his logic, there should be nothing stopping his enemies from making his opponent S rank instead of D rank. 

 Heck, there wasn't even a need for that; all they needed was a C-rank beast, and it would have been over for him regardless of his items and tricks. 

 So why settle for only a D rank? 

 It didn't make sense. 

 Unless there was something potentially equal or even higher than them restricting their involvement and the things they could do. 

 But who or what would even be able to do such a thing? 

 And perhaps more importantly, why would they? 

 Especially for a mere mortal like himself. 

 Ahh, who was he kidding? It was obvious who it was. 

 The tower 

 The same tower that he had been suspecting of being against him all this time was probably secretly saving his ass and helping him survive. 

 A small smirk creeped up on Raze's face as he muttered in a quiet voice. 

 "Not bad"
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 Chapter 103 - Enigmatic Stranger

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Raze sat on the invisible ground, trying to reel back his emotions and thoughts.

 "Let's try to get this straight" he said to no one. 

 For some reason, his actions on the second floor angered a goddess called Athex, who tried to get him killed by interfering with his reward. 

 There is also a third entity working against him behind the scenes. 

 And these two are the ones responsible for all the terrible encounters and ridiculously tough challenges he has faced in the tower so far. 

 There's also the tower, which, if his guess is correct, is secretly protecting him and limiting the things these two could do to influence him and his challenges. 

 Despite his best efforts to calm himself, it didn't work. 

 The situation he had found himself in was simply too crazy and absurd for him to accept. 

 A cold sweat rolled down his forehead. 

 Drip~

 He almost didn't even want to believe this theory of his, despite being the one to have come up with it. 

 After all, who would want to accept that two potentially divine beings were working against them from the shadows? 

 His reaction was only natural. 

 But that didn't matter. 

 Whether his theory was true or not, he couldn't tell. 

 But one thing was certain, now that he had thought out this possibility, he couldn't completely dismiss it until he was certain of it being wrong. 

 "Shit" Raze cursed while slightly biting his lips, causing a drop of blood to trickle down. 

 Drip~

 His head was a mess, and it was hard for him to think properly. 

 A feeling of helplessness at being subjected to the whims of a higher being consumed him. 

 That is until. 

 Slap~

 Two red hand prints of his own hands appeared on his cheeks. 

 The pain served to temporarily distract his mind from all thoughts. 

 "Calm down, Raze Brightheart, you're still alive, don't lose hope"

 "As long as you're alive, giving up is not an option."

 Raze spoke his own words, helping to drive out the previous helpless feeling and bringing clarity to his mind. 

 That's right, things weren't as bad as they looked. 

 After all, he still had the tower, which he suspected was helping him. 

 Meaning he wasn't completely on his own. 

 As long as he played his cards right, it might be possible for him to survive. 

 But if that was true, then another question arose: why was the tower helping him? 

 An excellent question, but sadly one he couldn't quite answer yet. 

 Still, he doubted it was anything more complicated than his status as a climber in the tower. 

 While his guess did seem somewhat right and pretty logical, it was best not to jump to conclusions. 

 After all, it didn't really matter the reason, as long as it was helping him survive, he would be grateful. 

 But going by his theory, the reason he was first noticed by the tower wasn't because of him destroying a floor. 

 Rather, because he drew negative attention from a god, which in turn also attracted the attention of the tower. 

 A very sound theory that he failed to see any problems with. 

 So he was going to run along with it until it was proven untrue. 

 While it was very easy to just say that getting noticed by the tower had attracted a lot of unwanted attention from beings he didn't even know existed and only made his life harder. 

 That would be a very unfair assessment. 

 After all, while it had made his life a lot more difficult than it had any reason to be. 

 If his theory was correct, the things he had experienced were basically child's play for what he should have experienced. 

 Also, there was another very important aspect to the whole situation. 

 That Raze didn't want to accept. 

 But he had no choice but to begrudgingly accept. 

 He had become strong. 

 Way stronger than someone like him had any right to be far too fast. 

 After all, when he first transmigrated, his stats, innate rune, vessel limit, and class weren't those of someone who was going to become as strong as he currently was. 

 Just based on his initial vessel limit, he would have been just a bit stronger than the average climber. 

 Atleast normally. 

 While he may still have excelled in long range thanks to his class. 

 Ultimately, it wouldn't amount to much, and he would have ended up being a little more than just an extra. 

 He would have never reached the same level as the main characters, and his chances of actually clearing the tower were basically zero. 

 And yet, thanks to all the impossible challenges he had overcome, he was able to become so much more than he was supposed to be. 

 With his current status, achieving his dream of clearing the tower someday is no longer as impossible as it once seemed. 

 He was no longer just any other extra, but rather the strongest human in the tower. 

 That's right, with all his items, runes, new stats, and zone state no one else should be able to contest him. 

 Once he went onto the eleventh floor, he was basically going to dominate simply due to the differences in the things he and everyone else had experienced and gone through. 

 While it may be true that both Alek and Asher still held more potential than him. 

 At least as of right now, he was stronger. 

 He was sure of it. 

 He basically outranked Asher pretty heavily in terms of stats and items, so beating him shouldn't be too big of a problem. 

 He would only become a problem once he started amassing his undead army in the future, but that was still far off. 

 As of right now, he should have little more than a few skeletons, and that was something he was confident in being able to deal with. 

 And it was even simpler for Alek, whose whole advantage over everyone else was his overwhelming stat advantage. 

 At least at this point in the novel. 

 Despite his stats being an overwhelming gap to bridge for everyone else aside from Asher and his undead army in the novel. 

 He had already closed it. 

 After all, while Alek's vessel limit was indeed 1500, that didn't mean he had 1500 stats right now. 

 It was still quite far off until he did. 

 Thankfully, despite Aleks's total potential being much higher than his own, he had ways of dealing with at least the current him. 

 With the help of burst steps, he should be able to basically speed-blitz him. 

 There was also his zone, though he doubted he'd be able to tap into it in this challenge. 

 Overall, Raze wasn't really worried about the eleventh floor, as even as he was right now, he would be the strongest single person there. 

 And he was only about to get even stronger, depending on what the tower had decided to give him as his reward for the tower. 
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 Chapter 104 - Enigmatic Stranger-2

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Raze no longer felt worried about what lay in store for him.

 After all, if he wanted to survive and overcome everything coming his way. 

 All he needed to do was get even stronger than he already was. 

 And keep doing that till nothing stands against him. 

 It was really as simple as that, and him getting anxious about something so simple was stupid. 

 Him gaining further recognition from the tower probably meant that future floors were going to be even tougher than now. 

 But that was fine, it also meant that as long as he survived, he would continue getting stronger. 

 Finally, a familiar, confident smirk found its way back on his face as he muttered. 

 "Let's do this"

 But before he could hype himself up and jump straight onto the next floor. 

 There were still a few things that he needed to do. 

 First was the glorious rating that he had apparently received for his performance in the tutorial. 

 And honestly speaking, he didn't know what it meant, but it was probably good. 

 He had only seen Asher's rating in the novel, and he remembered it being marvellous. 

 Which, in his personal opinion, sounded worse than his glorious rating. 

 Which only made sense considering everything he had gone through to get it. 

 After all, Asher hadn't killed hundreds of beasts, survived an encounter with an eldritch being, destroyed a whole floor related to a god, or even slain a D-rank beast. 

 But wanna know someone who had? 

 That's right, him. 

 If his glorious rating was somehow worse than Asher's marvellous rating, he might just throw a tantrum complaining about the unfairness. 

 Knowing the tower, it probably had nine different ratings depending on how one's performance on the tutorial was. 

 And amongst these, his glorious performance had to be pretty good. 

 It just had to. 

 If his glorious remark was somehow still not the best possible tutorial clearance rank, he didn't know what was. 

 Still, since his rank in clearing the tutorial was so high, it probably also meant he had received something even better than Asher for it. 

 But before he could jump to see it, there was one last thing that had been bugging him for a while now. 

 [You have received a tower name.]

 Reading the message, his brows were raised, as he didn't know what exactly it meant. 

 "A tower name, huh?" Raze questioned. 

 This was the first time that he heard such a term, as he had never come across it while reading the novel. 

 What would such a thing even mean? 

 A special name given by the tower? 

 But why? 

 He failed to see how something like this would be useful. 

 Well, not that thinking about it was going to help him figure anything out. 

 There was only one way to know. 

 Without much hesitation, Raze clicked on the message. 

 [Welcome to the tower, Enigmatic Stranger.]

 [You're a stranger to this world as someone who doesn't belong to it, but at the same time, your whole existence is shrouded in mystery,no one knows about your past and origins, and neither does anyone know about your future.]

 [From this point on, the tower will refer to you as an enigmatic stranger.]

 "Huh!" Raze exclaimed, seeing the description. 

 Reading through the description of the name, a slight frown appeared on his face before it was turned into a smile of intrigue and interest. 

 "Enigmatic stranger, not bad I like it" Raze remarked. 

 This was the first time he had heard of a thing such as a tower name, but since he couldn't exactly stop the tower from calling him that. 

 He might as well enjoy it, and besides, he actually kind of liked the way it sounded. 

 In his opinion, it had a very nice ring to it that he could get used to. 

 As for the description attached to it, that was way more interesting. 

 It referred to him as a stranger in this world, which, while slightly annoying since he had already accepted this world as his new reality. 

 After all, despite all his complaints about this new world and everything he had gone through, it was much better than sitting all day with his crippled body as he watched his sister work herself to death to feed both of them every day. 

 Back then, he remembered hating himself for being such a useless burden. 

 A useless parasitic leech, as many would call it. 

 At least in this life, he wasn't leeching off the kindness of someone precious to him. 

 Not to mention, unlike in his last life, he had an actual goal he could strive towards. 

 Overall, it wasn't nearly that bad compared to his last world.

 So even if being called a mere stranger to the world slightly hurts his feelings.

 He didn't mind it that much; after all, it was the truth. 

 Even he had no choice but to accept it. 

 He knew no one in this world, and no one in this world knew of him. 

 So how was he any different from a stranger in the world? 

 But by no means did that mean he was going to accept such a fate. 

 While no one in this world knew of him yet, that was soon about to change. 

 And he would make sure of it. 

 As for the part about his past and future being shrouded in mystery, he didn't mind it that much. 

 After all, even as the man in question, he wasn't sure about the past of his current body or what it had been doing before his possession. 

 It was only natural for everyone else to be the same. 

 After all, from what little information he had gathered so far, Raze Brightheart was a nobody in the world without many people in his circle who knew him.

 Still, there were too many uncertainties about his past for him to boil everything down like that. 

 It would probably do him a lot of good in the future to do some research about what the original owner of this body had been up to for the past 16 years. 

 And as for his future, obviously no one knew it. 

 That was only natural for everyone. 

 Even more so for him. 

 Even he wasn't certain about the things he might do in the future. 

 But one thing was certain. 

 Raze Brightheart was no longer just any other extra. 

 No, he had become an enigmatic stranger. 

 And someday he might become something even more
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 Chapter 105 - Random Item Box

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Now, finally, with everyone else dealt with, he could move on to the thing he had been most excited for all this time.

 His reward for achieving a glorious rating of his tutorial.

 Excitement was tingling through him to step into the eleventh floor and finally interact with all the characters he had only read about on his screen till now. 

 It was only natural for him to be excited, but before he could get ahead of himself, he held his excitement back as he muttered. 

 "Give me my rewards" barely concealed excitement tingling in his words. 

 As his words fell, a plain-looking grey box fell into his hands. 

 It was a bit larger and felt more hollow than the black box earlier, which caused him to get confused at the sight of another box. 

 But not for long as he read the tower description of it. 

 ____________________________________________

 Item name: Random Item Box

 Item Rank:??? 

 Item description: A seemingly plain and mysterious box capable of spawning one random item every day. 

 Item cooldown:24 hours

 Daily Streak:0

 ____________________________________________

 Raze continued staring at the item for a few moments before he finally spoke. 

 "So basically gambling"

 A small chuckle escaped his lips at his long-awaited prize just being a glorified gambling machine. 

 But within his laugh there was also disappointment mixed in since he knew that with his luck he was never going to get anything useful out of this. 

 He originally had a lot of expectations for his reward, which were all brutally crushed seeing and reading the description of the box. 

 But before he could let himself wallow in disappointment, he moved his attention towards the item in his other hand. 

 There was also another reward, an extravagant-looking golden ticket with black text that was hard to read. 

 Unlike the last item, he was actually familiar with this ticket since it was one of the two things that Asher had received for his reward too. 

 It was a very special cheat item within the tower, which basically allowed the user to break one of its most important rules. 

 That being, if they ever were eliminated on a non-lethal floor, they could just ignore it and continue climbing without leaving. 

 While he didn't exactly have any plans for this item, it was nice to have. 

 At least better than the gambling box. 

 "Well, I guess its better than nothing" he sighed as he put the ticket in his inventory. 

 He was about to do the same for the box until he had a thought. 

 'Actually it probably wouldn't hurt to at least try my luck with the box'

 With that thought in mind, without any expectations, he activated the box by channelling his mana into it. 

 As he did, it emitted the blinding golden look. 

 "Ahh, my eyes!!" Raze cursed. 

 But the blinding light only lasted for a few moments before the box was gone safely resting in his inventory. 

 Instead replaced by a very plain-looking, featureless black mask that covered the whole face. 

 As Raze opened his eyes, he was surprised to find the mask resting in his fingers. 

 'Huh?' Raze questioned as he slid his fingers across the smooth surface of the mask. 

 Before his confusion could grow any further, he opted to just open its interface to see what exactly it did, and what he saw completely changed his mind. 

 ____________________________________________

 Artifact Name:Mask Of The Nameless

 Artifact Type:Utility

 Artifact Rank:S

 Artifact Tier:V

 Artifact Description: A very special mask once worn by he who had no name. 

 Artefact Runes: [Physical Change], [Unknown], [Instant], [Repair], [Nameless], 

 Additional Information: 

 "Who am I?"

 "An excellent question"

 "Sadly, that's not something you can ever know"

 "Since even I don't know the answer to that"

 [Physical Change]: physically alters any aspect of the user's appearance as he wishes. 

 [Unknown]: alters non-physical aspects of the appearance, making it impossible to identify the previous user.

 [Instant]: instantly transforms appearance as the user wants

 [Repair]: Allows mask to repair itself over time as long as it is not completely destroyed.

 [Nameless]-User releases an invisible wave around him, wiping the memory of anyone related to the user before and after wearing the mask being the same person. 

 ____________________________________________

 "S.. s.. S rank!!" Raze exclaimed as his hand trembled, holding the mask, almost making him drop the mask. 

 But he managed to quickly stabilise his hand. 

 "This is unbelievable" Raze spoke in disbelief while kneeling, trying to reel back from the shock he was experiencing. 

 He almost couldn't believe his eyes. 

 It was impossible for him to believe that his luck was good enough to let him pull an S rank item from a random assortment of seemingly infinite items. 

 After everything he had gone through in both his lives, it was only natural for him to have doubts when he suddenly got so lucky out of nowhere. 

 He even tried pinching his cheeks to see if he was dreaming or not, which thankfully still hurt a lot, signalling to him that this was in fact real. 

 "Wow, I really hit the motherload this time" Raze finally said, accepting reality. 

 Though he was also a bit salty since the item was just a non-combat-related utility artifact. 

 Which, for its rank, was a waste in his opinion. 

 But that was just his opinion, and since he had gotten the item for free anyway, he had no right to complain. 

 Not to mention this perfectly worked with his plans. 

 Earlier, he was just planning on using the black mask. 

 After all, almost all his plans would be foiled if he revealed himself now. 

 It was simply not the correct time for him yet. 

 But that didn't mean he would never do it. 

 Just that he won't do it now. 

 Speaking of which, since he now had a mask, which could pretty much infinitely alter his appearance and make it impossible for it to trace it back to him. 

 He could do a lot more than he originally planned. 

 "Ok, I might have been too harsh on the random item box; this is great"

 But he was getting ahead of himself, putting the mask as well as the ring and armour he had received on this floor. It was time to step onto the stage he had been awaiting ever since he entered the tower. 

 And he planned to make all his waiting worth it. 

 "Next" His voice echoed with confidence through the empty white room. 

 [As someone who has cleared the tutorial, you have earned the right to go back to the outside world, are you sure?]

 Raze was a bit taken back seeing the message since it strangely felt like the tower was caring for him. 

 But he quickly recovered as he spoke again with even more clarity. 

 "Nah, my mind is made up. I'm challenging the next floor, no rest for the wicked" As his words fell, his body started dissapearing as his light particles surrounded him. 

 Until finally Raze Brightheart left the tenth floor and subsequently the tutorial itself to begin his real ascent in the tower. 
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 Chapter 106 - A First Impression They Will Never Forget

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 'Arhg, what's talking him so long?' Sieg grumbled with clear annoyance on her face, warning anyone with any sort of survival instinct to keep their distance despite her not saying anything.

 Without even realising it, due to her poor control over her own mana, her unstable emotional condition caused it to leak out. 

 While it wasn't anything intense, it was still intimidating to most people in the room, which caused them to be wary of her without even knowing it. 

 As for anyone with any decent level of strength, they didn't even feel it. 

 To them, it was the same as air. 

 Another reason they didn't care about the small amount of mana that Sieg was unknowingly emitting was due to the intensity of the situation. 

 Everyone's nerves were at an all-time high. 

 Just trying to guess what the next challenge was. 

 Everyone in the room had already learned of the unpredictable nature of the tower,by now they had no way of accurately guessing what might be thrown their way next. 

 For all they knew, the moment another person entered through the room, the whole place might become a free-for-all, last-standing type situation where they had to kill each other. 

 So a lot of them were already making mental notes on how to kill the person closest to them while also on all the strong people they needed to avoid or team up on depending on the situation. 

 Another reason was that it had now been one full day since Alek had entered the room. 

 And while they were expecting the last person to quickly show up after him, he never came. 

 Meaning it had now been roughly more than 48 hours since all of these participants were stuck in a room together, unable to harm each other while also being forced to prepare for the alternative discreetly. 

 A few snarky and confident ones had already started forming an alliance with people they judged close to their level. 

 But it was clear as day to everyone in the room that these alliances held no real wait and would be broken within seconds if the situation called for it. 

 All of this could have easily been avoided if the two strongest as well as most respected people in the room tried to take charge, but frustratingly neither of them did or tried to. 

 Alek was still sleeping like he had been for the past 24 hours. 

 Which really astounded a lot of people in the room as to how he could sleep so innocently despite all the commotion and pressure around him. 

 Many of them wondered if his careless attitude came from confidence or ignorance. 

 But that was something they would all find out in the future. 

 As for the other one, it was even more annoying. 

 Unlike Alek, who had been sleeping and only came to the room recently. 

 Asher was allegedly the first one to arrive in the waiting room, and yet he had done nothing to calm the situation or control it. 

 He had just been sitting calmly with his eyes closed, seemingly meditating. 

 Many people had already tried talking to him, but all of them were ignored without exception. 

 Which had hurt their egos and even made them consider him their mortal enemy that they needed to bring down. 

 And yet one look at Asher, and it was clear as day to anyone that he simply didn't care. 

 There was actually a third person held in similar regard to both Asher and Alek. 

 The only problem was that, unlike the other two, he wasn't even here. 

 That person was obviously the mysterious masked boy from the first floor who had stolen the first kill from the ever-powerful Asher. 

 Most people in the room considered him alongside Asher and Alek the trio to look out for. 

 But strangely enough, he, for some reason, wasn't even in the waiting room. 

 Which obviously sparked a lot of confusion and intrigue. 

 And with nothing if not time on their side, a lot of people were gossiping about him, which had sparked some interesting rumours. 

 Some people believed that he was just a hoax all along who got lucky on the first floor and ended up dying once he was on his own. 

 Others believed that he was already among them but had just changed his appearance using some mean. 

 There were also rumours about how he had run away back to the real world after clearing the tutorial. 

 And this was just the tip of the iceberg. 

 But despite the many rumours, most of them painted him in bad light. 

 As mostly everyone in the waiting room had long given up on him showing up. 

 However, despite the majority, there was still a small minority who believed in him and desperately awaited his return. 

 It was almost as if it was something that certain to happen. 

 This small minority mostly consisted of those whose lives were directly saved by him back on the first floor. 

 And they wanted to somehow repay their saviour. 

 But these people were the minority and mostly kept their feelings to themselves. 

 Currently in the room, hundreds of different schemes and agendas were going through people's heads as everyone patiently awaited the next person to step foot into the room. 

 A few exceptionally ruthless ones even had their weapons and runes ready in case the challenge on this floor turned out to be somehow related to killing; he was the first on the chopping board. 

 Most of the people in the room were still disgusted at the idea of killing another human. 

 As it simply went against all their moral values and everything they had been taught up until now. 

 It was obviously hard for them to accept such a radical change in just a single month. 

 This was especially true for the older folks who never even considered the idea of killing another human. 

 Most of them had barely managed to kill a few beasts, but killing another human was simply unthinkable to them. 

 These kind but naive older folks had tried to speak out against the tension and insulted the younger folk for even considering the thought of killing another. 

 And surprisingly, a lot of people actually agreed with them, which allowed them to relax, thinking that there wouldn't be any bloodshed amongst fellow humans. 

 Unfortunately for them, most of the people who they considered to be their allies were lying. 

 Not just to them but also to themselves, as while they refused to accept in a matter of life or death they would be the first ones to point a blade at their fellow man. 

 However, all of this was for later, as finally the long-awaited 50th climber showed up. 

 And his first impression was something no one in the room would ever forget for as long as they lived. 

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 107 - A First Impression They Will Never Forget-2

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 Fear. 

 It was an emotion that Sieg was no stranger to. 

 For as long as she had been alive, she was afraid of many things. 

 In her childhood, it involved the thought of whether she would be able to eat something for that day. 

 As she got older and became a teen before eventually being adopted, her greatest fear was about not dissapointing her new kind father. 

 Once she finally became an adult and joined her father in the government, her greatest concern was about not letting any criminal run free to protect the lives of as many people as possible. 

 But in all her years, despite her many fears, she was proud to say that she had never been scared for her life. 

 Even in the tower, she was blessed with a powerful class and innate rune and had never encountered anything outside her ability to deal with. 

 However, all of that changed today when she for the first time experienced the fear of death. 

 Standing in the middle of the room with his long, messy, unique bluish-black hair was the man everyone had been anticipating. 

 His tall figure was adorned in menacing black armour engraved with purple linings along with a tattered and torn brown hood covered in dry blood. 

 He was wearing black pants covered in dry blood, just like his hood. 

 Expensive-looking rings were visible on his right hand, along with his green boots. 

 However, most of the things about his appearance weren't even noticed by most people. 

 As their attention was drawn towards the dry blood covering his whole body along with the all-familiar black mask that no one in the room could ever forget for as long as they lived. 

 A strong and deadly sense of pressure and bloodlust overwhelmed everyone in the room the moment he arrived. 

 Rendering all of them with a few exceptions, unable to even move. 

 Anyone previously stupid enough to even consider attacking him had the thought killed in their mind. 

 A flood of unrestraint and deep mana flowed in the room along with the boys arrival, proving too overwhelming for many people in the room, resulting in many of them losing consciousness for a second. 

 The large quantities of mana as well as the bloodlust proved too overwhelming for many people in the room. 

 The difference between the masked man as well as most people in the room was made abundantly clear just with his entrance. 

 Causing many of them to fear for their lives. 

 But another question also arose in their minds. 

 'Just how many living beings has the boy killed up until now?'

 The boy reeked of blood, a smell that few people in the room were familiar with. 

 But even they could tell that he had ended hundreds, if not thousands, of lives. 

 Completely obvious to the thoughts of everyone in the room, the boy took a step. 

 A seemingly innocent action but one that almost stopped the hearts of multiple people in the room. 

 Air was stuck in their lungs, refusing to come out; their hearts were paralysed out of fear. 

 Until almost as if it were never even there, all the unnatural mana as well as the intense blood lust disappeared in just a moment, almost as if it were never even there. 

 With the bloodlust gone, the people who were previously having trouble could finally breathe again. 

 However, one person tried to take this moment as an opportunity. 

 A purple-haired man in his thirties stepped forward and shouted. 

 "What do you think you're doing?" anger and annoyance were evident in his voice. 

 And for good reason, after all, up until now, no one in the room had dared to use violence. 

 But the boy had overwhelmed all of them with his pressure right after entering. 

 It was bound to make people angry. 

 And while they were afraid of the boy on their own, they gained confidence in groups. 

 Hearing the man's angry protest, a few of the individuals who were previously paralysed with fear were about to use this opportunity to demand compensation from the boy for their emotional distress. 

 But all these thoughts were killed off even faster than they had formed by the boy's next move. 

 Faster than almost anyone in the room could react. 

 The blue-eyed man was standing right in front of the purple-haired man with a katana in his hand, kissing the side of his neck with blood trickling down its tip. 

 Drip~

 Complete astonishment and stunned silence were all that remained in the room as everyone stared at the scene, unable to believe their eyes. 

 But almost all of them had a single thought in mind.

 A thought that was even more clear for the purple-haired man himself. 

 'I almost died'

 Just now he almost experienced death,in less than a blink of an eye, he had come closer to the cold embrace of death than he had in the past month. 

 And even now, the only reason he was still alive was due to the notifications flashing in front of everyone's eyes. 

 [The 50 climbers limit for the next floor has been reached.]

 [Please prepare yourself for the upcoming challenge.]

 [Please keep in mind that any form of lethal violence in the waiting room would be punishable]

 Despite the message that everyone in the room had been patiently waiting for all this time. 

 When they finally got it, all their attention was focused on the masked man. 

 Reading the notification, the man withdrew his blade as he unsheated it back onto his waist. 

 While everyone else was too stunned by all the recent events. 

 The masked man calmly walked past everyone and casually sat besides Asher.

 An action no one in the room had dared to do up until now. 

 With just a single action, he had dispelled all the doubts in people's minds and established to them that not only was he equal to both Asher and Alek. 

 He was potentially even stronger than them. 

 And this is how the first impression that no one in the room would ever forget ended. 

 Raze Brightheart stole the spotlight with his first appearance. 

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 108 - The Eleventh Floor Starts

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 It had now been a full minute till all the previous shenanigans with Raze's entrance.

 And he along with the other climbers were standing side by side in a large forest.

 A environment that Raze for one was all too familiar with.

 But more importantly than that was the monocle wearing anthropomorphic black cat floating in the air that everyone present here was all too familiar with.

 After it the same entity who had given them a brief explanation of their circumstances when they first entered the tower as well as helped them awaken.

 Not to mention being the person who had marked the start of the first tutorial.

 It was obviously difficult to forget someone like that.

 The person or rather the cat in question was obviously Mr Nyan.

 "Greetings humans its a pleasure to see all of you still standing here despite everything you all must have undoubtedly gone through" Mr Nyan announced his voice echoing across the forest making sure everyone could hear him.

 His sincere words were met with mixed reaction from the humans but he didn't seem to care as he continued with his speech.

 "After clearing the tutorial all of you were given the choice to go back to your home world and never have to come back"

 "And yet all of you standing before me here still chose to continue risking your life in the tutorial"

 "The only way I can infer such a thing is that your desire for power or your wish is worth you risking your life for in which case you have my applause and well wishes"

 "But that's enough out of me and now let us move to the thing all of you have undoubtedly been awaiting all this time"

 "The challenge on the eleventh floor is based on a game all of you must undoubtedly been familiar with"

 "After all the game is capture the flag"

 All 50 of you present here have been divided into two groups of 25.

 Red team and blue team.

 The teams have already been split and you can check your team by looking at the colour of the pin on your chest.

 Hearing him mixed reactions arose from the crowd based on their team.

 Some people were satisfied and confident about their teams while others were annoyed and scared.

 But the monocle wearing cat didn't care about people's personal feelings as it continued explaining.

 "Furthermore as you may have guessed the goal of the game is simple you must secure the other teams flag back inside your base to eliminate the other team and make sure your team moves on"

 "However that would be too simple and boring so another way to move on is by completely eliminating the other team"

 "Also before I forget don't worry this floor is non lethal so even if you kill someone they won't die and will only be expelled out of the tower, with this knowledge good luck you young little birds chasing your dream"

 Just like before Mr Nyans words were left with a mixed reception.

 But none of them got to express their thoughts as all of them were teleported away to their base which marked the start of the eleventh floor.

 **

 'So it finally starts, huh' Raze thought as he looked around seeing the people he was teamed with for this floor.

 He was in the blue team a fitting colour for him.

 Looking around he couldn't help but notice how almost everyone in his team either looked at him with apprehension and fear or strangely enough respect and hope at the prospect of being in the same team with him.

 Noticing his teams reaction he couldn't say that he didn't understand.

 As honestly speaking he had definitely went too far in the waiting room.

 Due to being along and constantly surrounded by deadly threats at every corner he was constantly on edge.

 Which against his will ended up being expressed in his bloodlust and mana running rampant even when he didn't want it to.

 Once he entered the eleventh floor he wanted to say something to start off with a friendly first impression.

 However, when he tried to, he got awkward and didn't know what to say to strangers.

 Which made sense considering the type of life he had been living till now.

 Also it would be weird if he tried to act friendly after releasing bloodlust the moment he entered the waiting room.

 So he had no choice but to give everyone the silent treatment until he could hopefully change his impression upon others to a less intimidating one.

 There was also the issue of his clothes as while the mask of the nameless could indeed change his appearance the same couldn't be said for his cloths.

 And while he had received a brand new and clean armour the same wasn't the case for his other clothes.

 Not to mention the absolutely horrid smell that he must have been emanating due to constantly being covered in blood and not being able to bathe the last month.

 Taking everything into consideration why his first impression turned out to be one of fear.

 Still this wasn't too bad as it would allow him to progress a few things in his plans.

 Also speaking of the mask of the nameless he originally wanted to completely change his appearance.

 But sadly after thinking a bit about it that wasn't possible.

 For the simple reason that people had already partially seen his appearance and if he changed it now he wouldn't be able to capitalize on all the efforts he had done on the first floor and would have to restart.

 So in the end he just settled for his changing his facial and body structure making it more taller and muscular than his normal build.

 As well as changing the shade of his eyes from dark blue to light blue.

 The changes weren't anything significant and just close enough to his old appearance that people would be able to recognize the him from first floor.

 He even kept the classic black mask from earlier to make sure of it.

 Though he planned on somehow getting it torn so that people could see this version of his face.

 While his current face and body was similar to the one he had on the first floor it was just different enough that no one would confuse this identity with his real Raze Brightheart one.

 Worst case scenario he could just claim to be his little brother.

 But enough about that it was time to finally talk with his team.

 As well as start his first conversation with real humans in this new world

 
  ✦ ✧ ✦ ✧ ✦
 




 Chapter 109 - Choosing Team Captain

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 "Yo" Raze said as he moved towards Alek with his hand raised upwards in a friendly way.

 The other members of the blue team including Alek were taken aback seeing the previously quite and mysterious masked man take initiative like this.

 "Hi" Alek maintained his cool despite Raze's erratic behavior earlier unlike everyone else in the team.

 Almost out of habit Alek pushed his hand forward asking for a handshake.

 However, he quickly regretted this action as he thought that the masked man might not appreciate his gesture and won't shake his hand.

 But to the surprise of thr everyone in the team including Alek himself Raze actually motioned his hand forward and reciprocated his gesture with a firm handshake.

 Alek was taken aback for a moment but a dazzling smile found itself on his lips as he introduced himself.

 "Alek freeman" he said as he introduced himself.

 Once again surprising everyone in the team instead of ignoring his gesture of friendship or introducing himself with a nickname he actually used his real name or atleast what they presumed to be his name.

 "Ezra, its a pleasure making your acquaintance Alek" Raze spoke with clarity his voice laced with friendliness.

 A total 180 on his behavior in the waiting room.

 His little act of openness and friendliness was enough to made his team mates less afraid and wary of him.

 Though there were still a few people suspicious about the whole thing.

 "Likewise" Alek replied kindly to his gesture of friendliness being reciprocated positively.

 He was glad to have been able to be friends with the masked man.

 Now that he was holding his hand Alek couldn't help but change his initial opinion about the masked man.

 Earlier just like everyone else he thought that he was primarily an archer but now that he was holding his hand it was easy for him to notice the callouses on his hand.

 Indicating the countless times he had held and utilized the blade after all his hands were the same.

 Alek could no longer look at the masked man as just an talented marksman but rather as a warrior with strength equal to himself.

 Also just from his firm grasp on his hand he could feel the monstrous strength hiding within the man called Ezra.

 He would be a real fool if he chose to underestimate him.

 'I wonder who would win between the two of us'

 The thought sneaked into his mind and he couldn't help but grow curious.

 After all he knew that he was strong and not just a little bit.

 Not to get ahead of himself but almost no other human could match him at the moment.

 Maybe Asher based on speculations but he lacked any conclusive evidence to discern that much.

 But to think even the masked man called Ezra was capable of matching his might really went to show just how much potential humans had.

 And that he couldn't get cocky just because he was a little strong.

 A strong flame of excitement and rivalry was burning within him to fight and prove himself against his capable rivals.

 But before he could get ahead of himself there was something more important.

 "Also thanks for saving me back on the first floor" Alek said with sincerity in his voice causing many of the people witnessing the scene to gasp in shock.

 Due to the chaotic situation back at the first most people didn't have the chance to see or pay attention to what was going on around them.

 But not Alek he still remembered how the masked man saved his life back when a goblin was about to sneak up on him.

 Doe the whole last month it had been on his mind as something he wanted to repay and thank him for.

 So finally being able to thank his saviour took a huge load off his chest.

 "Don't mention it" Raze replied calmly.

 While he said that and maintained his composure on the outside.

 Internally he was screaming in joy at how perfectly his plan had worked.

 After all the whole reason he had chosen to help Alek back at the first floor even at the cost of his own clear time was simply because of this.

 That simple move of his had not only earned him the trust of Alek the rival of Asher but having his trust also made the people who had faith in him trust him.

 It was two birds with one stone.

 Resisting the urge to smirk, Raze finally stepped back breaking free from the firm handshake with the hero.

 "Now with that out the way we can get to the more important things related to this mission" Raze said not wanting to waste anymore time.

 And judging from their expression the other members of team blue seemed to agree.

 "Ok so Just so we're all on the same page let's go over a few things Mr Nyan said before he teleported all of us" Raze said and other members seemed to agree so he started going over what they already knew.

 "This is apparently a team test"

 "And most likely the first time all of us here are working in a team"

 "From what we know this floor is based on a capture the flag where all 50 of us have been divided into two teams of 25 red and blue and to win we must secure the enemy flag back to our base"

 "This sounds pretty easy and I don't think anyone should have trouble understanding the rules"

 "The only problem is the addition of the new rule which added another win condition to the game which states how the other team can pass by killing all of our member"

 A look of apprehension appeared on a few members faces hearing the part about their opponent team potentially killing them.

 Though this worry was quickly dispelled as soon as it came with Raze's next words.

 "I know what you must be thinking but don't worry this is a non lethal floor which for anyone unaware basically means that even if you die on this floor you won't actually die and will just be expelled out of the tower" he reassured.

 "Which by the way I'm pretty sure you can do anyways after clearing this floor, so don't get any funny ideas" Raze clarified his words serving as a warning to anyone considering to betray their team just because this was a non lethal floor.

 "Anyways now that all of us are hopefully on the same page, does anyone have anything they would like to add?" Raze asked wanting to make his team mates feel included.

 As soon as he was done with his explanation.

 Hands were raised as questions started pouring on Raze or rather Ezra as they knew him.

 "How can we trust each other, what if someone decides to betray the team?" asked a short brown haired girl eyeing her team mates with suspicion.

 Though no one said anything out loud it was abundantly clear that no one in the blue team with the exception of maybe Alek really trust each other.

 Their experience in the tower over the last month as well as the time they spent in the waiting room together had left all of them with scars and severe trust issues.

 Which made it hard for them trust anyone with their backs even on a non lethal floor.

 one in his team with the exception of Alek who he knew a lot about from the novel.

 Though since he didn't wanted to get screwed over relying on his novel knowledge again he was even on guard against him.

 There wasn't even a need to talk about his total lack of trust in anyone else who he didn't about from the novel.

 Still he did a excellent job in hiding his distrust.

 While Raze could understand the reasoning behind their suspicions that didn't mean he wasn't going to anything about it.

 After all he too didn't trust any

 A team incapable of working together and trusting each other was bound to fail.

 Alek seemed taken aback hearing this as he was clueless about why everyone was so suspicious of one another.

 Did something strange happen while he wasn't there or sleeping.

 Sadly he didn't get time to figure out an answer as Raze started talking.

 "That's a good question and judging from your guys expression it seems like a lot of you have the same thought"

 "As you guys know I was the last person to arrive in the waiting room so I'm not sure about what exactly happened"

 "But just in case anyone here has forgotten while this floor might be non lethal the real world very much isn't" as he said this a hint of his bloodlust from the waiting room leaked out.

 The intent behind his words was clear to everyone in the room.

 And none of them had even thought about such a thing.

 Due to how crazy it sounded.

 But based on what they had all witnessed in the waiting room the masked man in front of them was actually crazy enough to search for any traitor in outside world.

 While they tried to hide it a few member in the crowd visibly gulped at hidden threat by the man.

 Resulting in any thoughts about potentially betraying their team dying in their head.

 **

 AN:

 Creation is hard, cheer me up! VOTE for me!Your gift is the motivation for my creation. Give me more motivation!Have some idea about my story? Comment it and let me know.
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 Chapter 110 - [Error Upload]

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 (Please skip this chapter) 

 With all the emotional turmoil inside his heart settled Raze could relax and look at all the messages he had been getting.

 Thankfully his gamble had paid off when he had choosen to activate the [Accelerate] effect of boots of acceleration he already knew that he would die once it ran out.

 It was for this reason that he wanted to avoid using it until his endurance was high enough to handle it.

 But sadly things in life don't go according to plain and when he was confronted with the D rank monster despite trying to everything else nothing worked.

 And this was his last option.

 Thankfully there was actually a way for him to survive.

 Despite previous statements in the novel and by the tower itself there isn't another final trial awaiting on the tenth floor.

 Instead the tutorial only lasts for the first 9 floors.

 And the tenth floor is more akin to a reward floor where the climbers past achievements and journey gets judged and they are rewarded accordingly.

 While he really didn't want to base his decision off of what he had read in the original novel he had no choice.

 After all desperate times call for desperate measures.

 In the original novel while Asher's challenges weren't as hard as his he did manage to get pretty severely injured.

 Hs injuries weren't anywhere as severe as his own but on the tenth floor he was completely healed within moments.

 While there wasn't as any official statements just from reading about that event one could guess the nature of tenth floor.

 There were a lot of uncertainties and what if with this plans especially about if his assumption about the tenth floor was right.

 And even more if he could clear the 9 floor in less than a minute.

 If anything it was a massive gamble since the challenge on the ninth floor could've easily been something not related to combat in which case he would be completely screwed over.

 Thankfully it turned out to be a combat related challenge in the end.

 But still being forced to fight a hundred beasts all trying to kill him at the same time was completely insane.

 The tower or whoever was working behind the scenes was really working over time to make sure he didn't survive.

 Thankfully he had managed to tap into the zone or else even with the state advantage killing hundred goblins in less than a minute would've been impossible.

 But speaking of the zone unlike last time him tapping into that state wasn't a complete accident.

 Instead it was somewhat deliberate and purposeful on his part while luck did in fact play a major role still.

 Just the fact that he hadn't tapped into the state by complete accident had helped boost his understanding of the state by leaps.

 And while it was still a long way off in the future as long as he kept training he might be able to tap into the zone anytime he wanted.

 But as great as the state was it also had a few very significant flaws.

 One main one being that as soon as total concentration was disturbed he would be forced out of the state and even suffer backlash.

 The way it had happened today was due to the extreme pain caused by him abusing both burst step and boots of acceleration.

 But in the future if he was ever hit hard enough he would probably be forced out of the state and not only that due to the backlash he would be left completely vulnerable and helpless for a few seconds which was all that was needed to kill someone.

 Just this alone was enough to make him think twice before trying to use it.

 Aside from that there was also the fact that he wasn't in control of his own body fully in the state.

 While thankfully he was all alone the previous two times in the future if he had any allies or there were innocents nearby the chances of them hurting them were very real.

 Meaning it was probably best for him to only use the state when he was alone.

 But that was about all he had been able to notice about the zone in the two times he had used it.

 Still despite the flaws the advantages far outweighed them so he was still going to do his best to master the state and hopefully with enough practice he could overcome these flaws.

 But enough about enough about the zone it was time to move onto other equally important things.

 "Status"

 ------------------------------------------------------------

 Name:Raze Brightheart

 Race:Human

 Age:16

 Class: Magic Archer

 Rank: Apprentice

 Alignment: Chaotic Neutral

 Gift from ??? : Black Box

 Innate Rune: Inventory (F) 

 Elemental Affinity:Water,Ice

 Mana Circle: 1st Water Circle

 Mana Breathing: 1 Star(4%)

 Vessel Limit: 240

 Beast Shard: 240 (Saturated) (+190) 

 Strength:60(+40)

 Endurance:60(+30)

 Agility:60(+50) 

 Mana:60(+70) 

 Innate sub-runes: [Mana Flow], [Mana Surge], [Far Sight]

 Runes: [Perception], [Mana Projectiles], [Web Creation]

 ------------------------------------------------------------

 As expected there wasn't any change in his stats.

 His stats were as high as ever thanks to his improved vessel limit as well as his items.

 Speaking of items he had received two more items on the eight floor and it was probably best to check them out before embarking on the next floor.

 But that could wait for now as currently there were two things potentially even more important than mere stats.

 First was the [Web Creation] rune that he had absorbed on the eight floor in the spur of the moment.

 Back then everything he had tried had proven ineffective against the four armed beast so out of desperation and desire to avoid using the boots of acceleration he had choosen to absorb it.

 But now that his life wasn't at risk he could take another look at what exactly the tune was.

 Rune Name:Web creation

 Rune Element:N/A

 Rune Tier:1

 Description:Allows the user to create silk like webs which can be freely manipulated.

 "Interesting" Raze remarked.

 He had read this description once after coming back from the seventh floor but since this ability wasn't as offensively powerful and versatile as [Mana projectiles] or had synergy with his class and wasn't as universally good and helpful as [Perception] he was quick to dismiss it.

 But now having used it against the four armed destroyer he couldn't help but acknowledge that he was too quick to dismiss it earlier.

 While it couldn't compare to his other two runes that was just because it was something completely unique.

 It was only natural for it to not be as good as his other two runes in their specialty.

 But what it lacked it made up in other things.

 Such as the ability to restrict his opponent.

 While it was nice to just straight up hurt or kill his opponent as proven on the eight floor sometimes it just wasn't possible.

 No doubt he would find himself in similar circumstances in the future so having an ability to restrict his opponent was nice.

 Also it could create some nice synergy with items like ring of salamoth which while had powerful effects required time to charge.

 [Web creation] could be the perfect ability to pair up with such items like how he had done on the eight floor.

 Not to mention this ability allowed him to restrict his enemies without hurting them so in the future if any one of his allies or a civilian was brainwashed he could restrict them without needing to hurt them.

 But he was still thinking too simple.

 Not only could these webs assist him in restricting enemies but also in his own mobility.

 That's right in his head he was currently thinking about a certain friendly neighborhood superhero from back on Earth who also had web based abilities.

 Even as a kid Raze had always admired how the superhero used to freely swing through the city using his webs and all the unique ways he used his webs.

 While it wasn't as free or efficient as simply flying for some reason it looked way more fun to swing using webs compared to simply flying.

 Atleast to his childish brain back in the day.

 He already had super strength and now webs too all he needed was a sort of danger sense of his own and he would basically be a rip off version of that hero.

 Raze chuckled a little imagining himself dressed in red and blue swinging through the city with his webs.

 It was quite a funny thought to have and yet it was a very real possibility in the future.

 But enough about that as long as he took some inspiration from that superhero and used a bit of his own creativity and trained a little.

 The possibilities with [Web Creation] were practically endless.

 Besides there was no point crying over the past its not like he could just unlearn a rune.

 All he could do was learn to use it to its full potential.

 But with [Perception], [Mana Projectiles] and [Web creation] he was left with 6 more runes that he could learn before his initial 9 rune capacity would be filled.

 After that he would have to create a new circle before he could learn a new rune.

 Thankfully due to his inventory he didn't need to learn something to do it.

 While everyone else was restricted to a limited number of items they could carry at once no such problem existed for him.

 Since he could just use a item for most things and avoid wasting a precious rune slot.

 So atleast in that department he had a significant advantage.

 But that should be enough about runes it was now time to move towards the real important and mysterious thing in his status screen.

 Something that had basically been an enigma ever since he had awakened.
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 Chapter 111 - Choosing Team Captain-2

 
  —————✧✧✧✧—————
 

 With the main question about trust dealt with a few more questions were raised before being answered until finally the last question was risen.

 "Is it safe to assume that the red team will be gunning straight for our flags?" a man asked a seemingly obvious question.

 However the answer to that wasn't as simple as he might have liked to think.

 "No" Raze replied bluntly shocking most of the blue team members before he began to clarify.

 "Actually its the opposite"

 "As you may have already noticed Asher isn't here with us meaning he's undoubtedly on the red team.

 Hearing him yelps of surpise escaped a few members mouths but Raze didn't pay them any mind.

 "What I'm trying to get at here is that he will obviously be chosen as the team captain of red team"

 "Meaning he will have the final say on their course of action and just based on from little I've seen from him, I'm pretty sure he's going to try and eliminate our whole team" Raze announced to his team in a tone indicating his words to be a fact.

 Exhales of shock left his team mates mouths at his declaration, they had questions about why exactly did he look and sound so sure about his guess.

 But for some reason they felt reluctant to.

 A part of them felt like they could trust the masked man in front of them still struggling against this feeling one of the men asked.

 "How are you sure about this?"

 Hearing this question Raze smiled behind the mask as he calmly answered.

 "Me and Asher go way back but don't worry I won't let my personal feelings get between my rational judgement"

 The blue team members were shocked to hear this as they never even considered the possibility that both the masked man and the ever dominant Asher could know each other in the outside world.

 But it only made sense.

 Whether it be their interaction on the first floor with Ezra stealing Asher's kill or sitting besides him in the waiting room.

 And now even being so sure about his supposed actions.

 All of this would make sense if both Ezra and Asher were actually friends.

 Thanks to his own actions a whole new misunderstanding had taken root inside the minds of team blue.

 Still even assuming that Ezra was right about Asher.

 That left another important question.

 What exactly were they supposed to do against him.

 Asher was the first person to clear the first floor and also the first person in the waiting room.

 All of them had grown since the first tutorial so it was only natural to assume that Asher was the same.

 In fact in his case the growth he must have experienced this past month probably even greatly dwarfed their own.

 A few of them previously were under the delusion that they could now match the monster trio from first floor.

 However, these delusions were quickly crushed by the little show Ezra had put up in the waiting room.

 And Asher was supposedly someone equal if not even stronger than him.

 In which case there really wasn't much they could do against him.

 Thankfully things weren't hopeless.

 After all while they didn't have Asher they did have the other two members of the monster trio.

 With the two of them present they had hope.

 Almost as if hearing the thoughts of his team Alek steppped up to calm them down.

 "Don't worry I will deal with Asher" Alek replied heroically almost as him sacrificing himself for his team.

 'Yeah sure you battle junkie I'm sure you were just looking for a chance to fight Asher' Raze thought but didn't let his thoughts show.

 "That would be great with Asher taken care of,we can deal with the rest of team red" Raze proposed.

 Finally the expressions of team blue relaxed.

 With Asher dealt with the rest of team red were well within their ability to handle.

 And with Ezra on their team their victory was all but assured.

 But before they could celebrate Raze intervened.

 "Don't get too excited the round hasn't even started yet and before it does its about time we choose a team captain"

 Finally the question they all had been awaiting was raised.

 Ever since they teleported a message was floating in front of them.

 [Please choose a team captain to carry your flag]

 It was finally time to address this panel.

 And before anyone could say anything a short brown haired girl raised her hand as she said.

 "I think Mr Ezra is the best choice for this position"

 Almost like triggering a chain reactions words of agreement started raining down.

 "Yeah I think I'm fine if Ezra is the team captain"

 "I mean ever since we were teleported he felt like the team captain"

 "Yeah I felt the same"

 "Not to mention with him being primarily a long fighter it would be easy for him to keep our flag in base and for us to protect him"

 "Yeah as if you can protect Ezra"

 "Hey its the sentiment that counts"

 Hearing the positive remarks of his team mates Raze made a expression was vulnerability almost as if he was touched by his words.

 "You guys.. " he said in a soft voice.

 With the unanimous agreement of everyone else there was just one person left.

 Every member of team blue collectively looked at Asher awaiting his precious input.

 Thankfully he didn't dissapoint.

 "Sure I'm fine with Ezra being the captain I prefer being on the front lines anyways"

 With his support Raze's position as the team captain was final.

 Cheers rang out for their new captain.

 With his position as team captain Raze was given the blue team flag.

 'All according to plan' Raze secretly thought though he did a perfect job hiding his real thoughts.

 The whole scenario had flowed out perfectly like he had wanted.

 With him being the captain of team blue his influence was once again increased just like he wanted.

 Now all that was left was defeating team red.

 With both Raze and Alek on their side as well their team being united this was going to be easy.

 However, unlike the blue team things weren't so smooth sailing on the red team side.

 **

 A few minutes after the red team was transported.

 'Oh god not again' Sieg cried out the awkward and suffocating atmosphere from the waiting room hadn't left them even after the start of the challenge.

 The atmosphere on their side was so tense that it could be cut with a knife.

 Sieg even thought that all of her team mates were just about to jump on each to murder each other.

 Funnily enough most of the red team members were actually people planning on jumping Raze aka the final person to arrive in the waiting room.

 However, after witnessing his display of strength and dominance they had no choice but to take out their frustration on each other.

 Things looked really bad on their side.

 Not only did their team not have any trust or coordination amongst each other instead looking like they were just waiting to stab each other in the back.

 But looking around both the masked man and Alek weren't here.

 Meaning two members of the monster trio were in the blue team.

 Just based on this single factor the chances of them winning was reduced drastically.

 But they still had hope.

 After all Asher arguably the strongest person in the tower was on their side.

 He was also probably the only reason that the members of her team hadn't already lunged a knife down each other throats.

 As long as he could just take charge for once things might work out.

 With hope in her heart she looked at Asher.

 However to her complete horror of looking fazed or concerned over her team he seemed unaffected.

 As if this team had nothing to do with him.

 In fact he was so unconcerned by everyone that he calmly strolled towards a nearby tree and laid down seemingly falling asleep instantly.

 Seeing this scene rage and despair welled up inside Sieg's heart.

 This was hopeless.

 They were completely helpless.

 Even their last hope was misguided at a wrong person.

 They were wrong to think so highly of such a lazy boy.

 He was a fraud.

 Not only did he remain inactive in the waiting room he refused to act even now.

 Finally unable to handle his bullshit anymore since.

 Walking towards she wanted to atleast hold him accountable.

 But it seems she wasn't the only frustrated person here.

 The same purple haired man from earlier who had almost gotten killed by Raze back in the waiting room move towards Asher with his blade unsheated.

 Seemingly wanting to kill the young man.

 All the other red team members just took a back seat to enjoy the upcoming action.

 Many of them no doubt even excited about the young man's death.

 They were frustrated seeing the boy act so high and mighty back in the waiting room.

 So seeing him finally catch a taste of his own medicine was something they all were secretly looking forward to.

 However, as the purple haired man got close and prepared to swing his blade down.

 They all witnessed a scene none of them could have ever predicted.

 His own shadow contorted from under his feet as it stepped forward in the shape of a long spike.

 Piercing its own master squarely in the chest and ending his life.

 Atleast on the eleventh floor.
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 With a wide gaping hole in his chest the purple haired man fell the ground.

 Red blood dying the brown ground red.

 As his body started dissapearing breaking down into light particles.

 It was clear to everyone that his journey had reached a end.

 Atleast a temporary one till the tower allowed him back in.

 Looks of shock and horror appeared on all the red team members faces.

 They were too stunned seeing one of their own dying as their face lost colour.

 The only reason they were able to handle the shock of seeing a person die in front of him was because they knew this was a non lethal floor.

 And that even if he died he wasn't actually dead.

 Still that didn't mean many of them weren't pissed to see one of their own die like this.

 And at losing a team member which meant they were now 24 people against 25.

 A whole one person disadvantage which may potential prove fatal.

 They wanted to move and attack the man responsible for such a thing.

 However their feet refused to move.

 They were too afraid from what they had just seen.

 A chilling and primal feeling of death assaulted their hearts freezing it in place.

 Looking at the purple eyed man responsible felt like they were looking at death itself.

 It was hard to believe what they were seeing.

 Opening his eyes Asher finally spoke something that some of them had been waiting to hear.

 Though they probably didn't expect to hear it like this.

 "I'm declaring myself to the team captain" his words contained finality similar to death itself.

 His cold and pretentious words hung in the air with people wanting to contest his declaration.

 But they felt afraid.

 The chilling fear which had taken ahold of their heart refused to let go freezing them in place.

 This with no one to contest against the will of many of the red team members Asher became the red team captain.

 As he received the red team flag they could do nothing but watch helplessly.

 After receiving the flag unlike what red team would have liked he went back to sleep leaving all of them stunned and shocked.

 Finally no longer being able to take it Sieg lashed out.

 "If you're going to be our leader atleast take responsibility and lead us dammit" her words contained annoyance at the black haired man's antics.

 Judging from the faces of the other red team members they too seemed to agree.

 Hearing her outcry Asher slowly opened his eyes as he yawned.

 Yawn~

 "It would be too unfair if I joined now" his condescending fell like a hammer on the spirit's of all red team members.

 "What do you mean" Sieg asked reluctantly against her better judgement.

 Her curiosity getting the better of her.

 "I mean exactly what I said it would be too unfair if I join now"

 "Don't worry I'll join once all of you die"

 His cold words hung in the air rendering red team speechless.

 Finally after a few seconds someone managed to voice out.

 "May I ask why?"

 "Because your all against him" Ashers words no longer felt like speculation or condescending but rather a fact.

 Still the members of red team couldn't help but wonder just who exactly was this 'HIM' that Asher was warning them off.

 Though that wasn't something they could find out just yet.

 **

 "Status"

 ------------------------------------------------------------------------

 Name: Alek Freeman

 Race:Human

 Age:17

 Class:Chosen One

 Rank:Apprentice

 Alignment:Lawful Good

 Innate Rune:Hero (F)

 Elemental Affinity: Light

 Magic Circle: 1st Light Circle

 Vessel Limit:1500

 Beast Shard: 460 (+50)

 Strength:130

 Agility:120

 Endurance:120(+30)

 Mana:90(+20)

 Innate Runes: [Rune Of Growth], [Limit Break], [Light Infusion], [Combat Application]

 Runes:[Light Canon], [Elemental Slash]

 -------------------------------------------------------------------------

 Alek stared at his status screen in pride.

 He had overcome many harrowing trials over the past month and had grown a lot.

 Over the past month not only had he grown stronger physically but also mentally.

 And learned things about himself.

 While he couldn't immediately clear the tower to accomplish his goals.

 With the strength he had accumulated so far he could do a lot of good.

 Once he was out of the tower he wanted to inspire people to do good and well the same way he had inspired him when he was a kid.

 It was his time to repay the kindness he had received.

 But he was perhaps getting ahead of himself here after all he still had to clear the eleventh floor.

 Still just based on his goals his innate rune was perfect for him.

 'Hero'

 Rune name:Hero

 Rune Type:Innate

 Rune rank: F

 Rune effect:A special ability that accompanies the hero and grants him the divine blade and the strength meant to fight evil.

 Rune subeffect:Increases vessel limit to 500 and grants the user [Light Infusion] and [Combat Application] runes.

 F rank ability:

 Divine Blade-A special soul bound golden blade that grows stronger alongside the user and grants user additional power against all evil or when he needs to protect the innocent.

 'Man I love this' Alek thought internally feeling glad to have been blessed with such a perfect ability for himself.

 Alek had always been a straightforward guy preferring to deal with his problems up front instead of engaging in deception or running.

 For someone like him his ability was perfect.

 Though the same couldn't be said about his class.

 Class Name:Choosen One

 Class Owner:Alek Freeman

 Class Description:You have been choosen for a great mission.

 Class Effects:

 1.Increase in luck of the user

 2.increase in charisma of the user

 3.Grants immunity to corruption

 4.Grants user [Rune of growth]

 5.Grants user [Limit Break]

 6.Grants user a buff against evil

 7.Resistance to fear

 'The choosen one' its a term that Alek had often heard in media thrown around.

 But he had never thought that he would become one himself.

 Still that raised a question.

 Just what exactly had he been choosen for?

 He wasn't sure.

 Was he choosen to clear the tower?

 No it seemed highly unlikely that it was something so simple.

 But still he couldn't help but wonder what exactly was he supposed to do in the future.

 Hopefully it wasn't anything bad.

 Though for now he just wanted to enjoy the out of this world benefits of the class.

 Thanks to his class he probably had the highest potential amongst all humans.

 Probably.

 'Ahh it looks time to laze of over' Alek thought dejected looking at Raze who had previously observing and looking for their enemy.
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 'Sup what's up?' Alek asked as he saw Ezra descend down the tree.

 Something he seemed strangely experienced in.

 'Does he climb trees often?' Alek thought though he kept the thought to himself.

 Right now Raze and Alek were the only ones in their base.

 Since Raze had the team flag and was a archer it only made sense for him to still be in the base.

 As for Alek he was just here to protect Raze until Asher made his move.

 As for the other members of their team they were moving in 3 large teams to find the red team as well hopefully get some easy pickings.

 The plan was for Raze to stay on the lookout and if he saw anybody approaching he was free to snipe them.

 So it was weird to see him come down.

 'What could have possibly happened?' Alek wondered.

 Thankfully Raze wasn't cruel enough to keep him waiting for long.

 "We have a situation" Raze said purposefully building suspense.

 Keeping silent for a few seconds to a annoy Alek.

 And his tactic seemed to have worked as Alek finally growing annoyed asked.

 "Yeah tell me about it" frustration hidden in his voice.

 "The red team they are moving directly towards our base" Raze finally explained.

 Hearing this Alek finally got serious as he asked.

 "Wait how do they know our team base?" Alek raised a valid question.

 "I'm not sure" Raze replied honestly.

 Alek seemed to fall in deep thought for a moment hearing his answer before he asked another question.

 "Why did you not snipe them?"

 "That's the problem its not just one or two people but the whole red team"

 Aleks expression intensified as he realized the sheer gravity of the situation.

 But before he could say anything Raze continued.

 "But their not all alone our teams which we sent to scout are also with them"

 "Do you think they betrayed us?" Alek asked ready to cut both teams down if it came down to it.

 Thankfully before he could summon divine blade Raze clarified.

 "No I don't think so they were holding a white flag"

 An expression of shock appeared on Alek's face.

 "Do you think their surrendering?"

 "I'm not sure but keep your expectations low and be ready to strike if anything out of ordinary happens" Raze replied as he turned around putting his hand on the rookies blade around his waist.

 Thus the two of them continued to wait for both their teams to regroup at their base.

 While their nerves were high both of them were confident that as long as they didn't need to face each other they had a pretty good shot at fighting everyone in both teams off.

 That was just how massive the difference in abilities was between them and everyone else.

 **

 After a few grueling minutes both the forces of blue and red team arrived at the blue team base with Sieg and the brown haired girl from earlier in the front.

 "What's the meaning of this?" Raze was the first to ask the brown haired seeing them arrive.

 He was ready to cut her head off in a heartbeat if it came down it thankfully it didn't.

 "Calm down boss atleast hear them out first" the brown haired girl said with her hands.

 Or as her team knew her Sarah.

 Sarah tried to calm the situation down but both Raze and Alek still seemed suspicious.

 And honestly she couldn't really blame them as she too was suspicious before and it must look even more suspicious from their pov.

 'Explaining this is gonna be a pain' Sarah sighed as she was about to explain the situation.

 Though Sieg was a breath faster as she moved forward raising her hand for a handshake.

 "Greetings I'm the representative of red team and before you say or do anything rash let me explain the situation" Sieg said trying to calm the situation down.

 Both Raze and Alek looked unimpressed seeing her and kept their guard up but still decided to atleast hear her out.

 "Fine you better make this worth it" Raze gave in.

 After a few arduous minutes of trying to explain what had happened at the red team base and get everyone on the same page.

 All the members of team blue were shocked to hear that Asher killed his own team members.

 But more than that they couldn't help but get annoyed at his arrogance.

 While they weren't the ones against whom the words were spoken against but they still felt bad for the red team.

 After all of them here had worked their ass off to get the stage they were at today having survived countless life and death situations.

 And for some of them having done stuff that would haunt them for life.

 So to hear someone say how they were worthless and didn't matter.

 It was natural for them to get offended.

 Looking at the red team members it was obvious just how enraged and offended they looked.

 Judging from their expressions they probably wanted nothing more than to make that arrogant bastard Asher eat his own words.

 Sadly they had already witnessed the massive chasm of difference between themselves and Asher.

 Even if all of them had attacked him at once back then they would have lost.

 It was a frustrating thought but unfortunately true.

 However, that was only if they were by themselves.

 If they could just get the blue team in on their plan to betray Asher things might work out.

 After all they had two overpowered monsters similar to Asher on their team.

 If all of them attacked Asher together even he would be helpless.

 And the blue team would have nothing to lose from this deal after all they would be able to easily dispose of their biggest threat.

 This was something the red team had discussed extensively.

 Since this was a non lethal floor they were willing to take the lose this time as long as it meant thag they could make that bastard regret his arrogance.

 Now that everyone was on the same page Sieg offered her hand once again to Raze or rather Ezra as she spoke.

 "Let's kill Asher"
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 Contrary to his outside stoic act an disorienting storm of thoughts were currently ravaging Raze's mind as he struggled to comprehend the current situation.

 No matter how he looked at things nothing made sense.

 Somewhere down the line things had drastically derailed from his knowledge.

 Even when he had first arrived in the waiting room he was a bit confused by the tense atmosphere.

 As according to his knowledge the situation should have already long been under control by Asher taking lead.

 But he was now learning that Asher had done nothing to calm the situation down and just allowed it to escalate.

 Which didn't sit right with what he knew about Asher atleast at this point in the story.

 there was also the problem of how Asher was supposedly the first one to arrive in the waiting room.

 Something that completely contradicted his understanding of the novel where he only arrived a whole day after the first climber.

 Making him around the 25th something way too different from new supposed number 1 status.

 And now there was a whole new problem of him refusing to lead his own team and killing one of its members.

 Leading the whole red team to conspire against him to the point they were willing to even team up with the blue team and throw their own challenge just for the sake of some petty revenge.

 Especially Sieg a girl he was somewhat familiar with in the novel.

 And she was quite popular in the novel for her desire to climb the tower so that she could continue protecting innocent civilians.

 Another characterstic of her was unwavering loyalty and completely disgust towards even the idea of betraying someone's trust.

 So for even someone like her to get fed up with Ashers antics and be ok with betraying him was simply unprecedented.

 'Just what exactly had that bastard done for him to be so collectively hated by everyone?' Raze couldn't help but wonder.

 In the original novel despite his slightly edgy and dark personality.

 That was only because of his messed up childhood as a orphan.

 And many characters would have been able to notice that he was a good kid at heart even if a little misguided.

 But still his constant drive to do better would have attracted quite a few people to his side and even allow him to calm the tense situation in the waiting room with his overwhelming display of power.

 Before finally leading the red team against Alek and blue team.

 A battle which would have ultimately ended up in his defeat though barely.

 The fight would have served as the basis of his future friendship with Alek.

 Or atleast that's how it was supposed to go.

 But hearing the things that bastard had been upto was giving him an aneurysm.

 How can someone change so drastically?

 He wasaware with the concept of butterfly effect and was thus well prepared for things to start changing and make his future knowledge unreliable.

 But that didn't mean he expected it completely change the whole personality of the main character.

 'What the fuck was going on?'

 He hadn't even done major yet or even interacted with Asher outside that time on the first floor he stole his kill.

 Surely that wasn't significant enough to completely change his personality.

 But then the question remained if not what exactly had happened?

 After all except for him there should be no difference between the original novel and current timeline.

 Up until now out of everyone in the world he thought that he knew Asher the best.

 However, he wasn't so sure anymore.

 He knew that he had previously decided to not rely on the novel.

 But that didn't mean he expected things to change so drastically.

 This was almost scary.

 Just what exactly had caused this.

 The unknown.

 It was something that humans feared since the dawn of time.

 And as much as Raze would have liked to think that he was immune to this fear.

 He wasn't.

 In fact with the knowledge that he possesed the unknown only became ten times scarier.

 There was no longer any denying it.

 Raze was scared.

 But not because of Asher himself but rather what had causes the change in him.

 Just when his mind was about to wonder into a not so pleasant possibility , he was thankfully dragged out of it by Alek.

 "Hey dude are you good?" Alek asked with a concerned expression and hint of worry in his voice as he shook Raze snapping him out of his thoughts.

 "Ah! What happened?" Raze almost exclaimed but managed to calm himself in the middle of it but despite his best effort his voice came out weaker than normal.

 "Your skin it looks pale even more so than normal also you haven't said anything in minutes now, I've been even trying to call out to you but you didn't answer" Alek explained.

 'Shit I wasn't careful enough' Raze scolded himself in his mind for not being more careful about this stuff and letting his true emotions show.

 Still quickly calming his raging nerves he spoke again doing his best imitation of his previous calming voice.

 "I see my bad, I was just a bit taken I guess" Raze clarified while making an excuse for himself.

 Alek didn't look fully convinced but still not wanting to drag out the topic longer than required he let it rest.

 finally seeing none of them speak anymore before the atmosphere could get awkward, Sieg intervened as she asked.

 "So about the alliance"

 "Sure I don't mind as long as my teammates are okay with it" Raze said looking at his teammates already having gotten the gist of things.

 He really didn't have any need to ask for the opinion of any of his teammates since he was the captain.

 But he did it anyways to make them feel validated and that he cared about what they thought.

 So that they would be more inclined to work for him.

 Thankfully no one opposed so with a firm handshake between the blue team leader and acting team leader of team red.

 An 49 climber alliance just to take down one one person was established.

 From this point everyone but one person had a single goal.

 To take down Asher.

 **

 "I see so that's what happened how fun" Asher spoke to seemingly no one.

 Making him truly resemble a mad man.

 There was no one around him right now and he was all alone in this part of the forest.

 So that arose a question just who exactly was he talking to?

 Was he truly just a madman like many members of team red would have liked to believe.

 Or was there really someone here that they just couldn't see.

 Thankfully the answer soon revealed itself when one looked at the shadow of Asher.

 Or rather the lack thereof.

 That's right the man known as Asher lacked a shadow.

 But now not for long as a dark shadow figure identical to Asher himself manifested himself before going back to his shadow.

 Allowing the man to have a shadow once more.

 This was one of the many abilities that Asher possessed and was called [Shadow Servant].

 It allowed him to sent an unseeable and untraceable shadow servant created using his own shadow to scout for him.

 This was how he had been able spy on the happenings at the blue team base and learn about their alliance all for the sake of taking him down.

 Personally he found it laughable at how easy it was to offend these people into doing exactly what he wanted.

 It was almost comedic to him how this was the best that humanity had to offer.

 He couldn't help but wonder just what exactly were they going to do when faced with some of the future threats.

 Oh well it didn't really matter, he just needed to deal with everything himself.

 Well not exactly alone considering his class and abilities still it didn't matter.

 What did matter was the sheer difference in abilities between himself and everyone else.

 And he was going to prove it to them today.

 Drilling into them that in front of overwhelming strength their feelings and numbers didn't matter.

 He had learned this lesson the hard way but je could atleast teach it to them.

 As he was slowly getting up a voice whispered a question in his ears.

 "Are you sure purposefully rallying up everyone against you to try and defeat you was the right move?"

 "After all it would be really funny if you actually lost after all this planning and set up" the voice didn't contain any sort of concern for him but rather amusement at the upcoming scene.

 Hearing the voice Asher didn't waste even a single second to think as he answered.

 "Well if both Alek and Raze worked together harmoniously they might give me a little trouble"

 "But would you lose?"

 "Nah I'd win" Asher replied confidently as he dissolved into shadows ready to hunt and let loose.

 Even against 49 people at once he felt no fear.

 After all he was death.

 And death didn't feel fear.

 In fact death feels nothing.
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 The plan had already been set in motion and now all of them just needed to act it out.

 It was made by the masked man or as they had learned to know him.

 Ezra.

 A truly mysterious figure a man who was not only strong almost monstrously so.

 But also seemed to be super smart as proved by him coming up with this plan and was also seemingly trusted a lot by his teammates.

 The first phase of the plan was simple around 10 members of team red were going back to the red team base where Asher was supposed to be and they were supposed to lure him outside the dense forest reigon and lure him into a more open place where Ezra would shoot an arrow triggering a highly powerful explosion set up using atleast 5 climbers innate runes.

 The result of such an attack was bound to be devastating even for someone as powerful as Asher.

 But even if he did survive that he would be ambushed by some of their top combatants.

 As for how they were going to lead Asher outside the dense forest area.

 After all it would be incredibly hard to make someone as unreasonable as Asher trust and follow someone even if they were his own teammates.

 As proven previously when they were deciding a team captain.

 Thankfully with 49 people all working together towards a common cause that also meant that they had access to 49 different abilities.

 With so much variety and option there was hardly anything they would be unable to handle.

 And this wasn't one of those situation.

 Thankfully out of the 49 people in their alliance one guy had the perfect ability for this solution.

 Teleportation or rather a sort of swapping ability which allowed him to swap places with anyone marked by him.

 So all that the 10 red team members had to do was convince Asher that they had been ambushed by blue team and lead him outside the dense forest area.

 If that proved too difficult that they would rely on the talisman they had gotten and somehow place it on Asher.

 From where the guy with a swapping ability would use his powers to trap Asher and they would trigger a massive explosion to kill him.

 Even if he somehow survived the explosion a group would be waiting to ambush the weakened him.

 Overall the plan was quite solid and had a pretty solid chance of success.

 There was just one problem.

 That it depended too much on the supposed ignorance of Asher of red teams betrayal.

 And in the case he already knew they were somehow trusted to get close enough to him place the talisman on him which was easier said than done.

 Still there was no point complaining about the plan now.

 All they could do was rely on themselves and their 'allies'.

 The ten members of red team were naturally nervous die to a the responsibility on their shoulders and what it would mean if they failed.

 Eventually the dreaded encounter with Asher arrived.

 Or atleast it was supposed to but something was wrong.

 He wasn't in the red team base where he was supposed to be.

 Something was wrong.

 This wasn't how it was supposed to go.

 A terrible premonition struck the members of the group but even more so for Josh.

 A 22 year old young man who had been assigned as the leader of the group.

 He was the one entrusted with the talisman which was the key for their backup plan in a unforseen case like this one it was upto him to stick the mark onto their target.

 With a heart full of responsibility and a split second decision he turned around to warn his allies to be careful of the shadows.

 But he was too late as with a loud thud two bodies fell to the ground.

 Thud~

 Thud~

 Their throats were slit with extreme precision and chilling ruthlessness as a man daped in black stepped out of the shadows holding two obsidian daggers into his hands.

 The obsidian daggers were painted in red the blood of their allies.

 The shadows seemed to come alive in his presence, acknowledging the purple eyed man as their master.

 The shadows moved erratically dimming the area of the forest they were in seemingly excited to follow their masters.

 Witnessing the chilling and dissipating scene of their allies corpses a sinister feeling of dread spread amongst the group.

 Paralyzing them for just a second.

 Their rationality out the window in front of death.

 To them Asher looked like the grim reaper with his sinister dark mana spreading amongst the dense forest as the shadows became overjoyed at the arrival of their master.

 Even amongst this paralyzing fear one person managed to speak though barely.

 "Wh.why are you doing this?" his voice was weak and shallow due to the immense pressure on him.

 However, much to his and the rest of the red teams dismay his question wasn't met with an answer but rather an sharp shadow spike piercing his neck.

 Making sure that he joined his cold unmoving allies on the ground.

 As he fell the initial group of 10 had been cut down to 7 in just a few seconds.

 But It wasn't all bad as the sight of another one of their allies dying was enough to snap them out of their fear and allow them to spring back to action..

 It was clear that plan A was out of the window so they just had to use force.

 A spear of vermillion flames manifested into Josh's hand as the rest of their allies also summoned their respective weapons and begin charging at the scumbag who had made a fool of them multiple times by now.

 Those who didn't charge kept their distance and activated their runes and sent various long ranged attacks flying towards the purple eyed boy.

 He was completely surrounded from all sides and the most he could do at this point was choose which attack he was going to get hit by.

 The red team finally had him conquered.

 Or did they?

 Completely astounding the red team, Asher dissapeared seemingly out of nowhere.

 No that wasn't right.

 He had simply slipped into the shadows.

 A tense silence ensued as the attacks fired by the long ranged combatants crashed into nothing making a loud banging sound forcefully breaking the silence.

 Almost As if on queue Asher stepped out of the shadow of a particular girl who had fired the strongest long ranged attack earlier.

 However, unlike last time the result wasn't as easy.

 Now that he had already used the same trick multiple times red team was aware of it.

 Allowing Josh in particular a boy who had been blessed with a enviable battle iq to predict his movement and move even before he stepped out.

 As Asher stepped out of the shadow what met the tip of his dagger wasn't a defenseless girl but rather the sharp and long tip of spear made of and covered in vermillion flames.

 Despite having caught him and even intercepted him that was all Josh could do.

 Burning up his mana in a very literal sense he reinforced his whole body with his flames.

 Even then he couldn't match Asher's herculean strength.

 Clashing blades with the purple eyed boy felt similar to trying to break a mountain.

 Despite having the stance and posture advantage and having caught him in a awkward and undefendable position.

 Josh was unable to pierce through despite giving it his all.

 And if that wasn't enough with a simple wave of his hand Josh's spear was deflected away leaving him vulnerable in a position prime to attack.

 Not missing this perfect opportunity Asher leaned forward with his right dagger in hand to pierce Josh who he believed to be the biggest threat on this battlefield and end him in one swift move.

 It was abundantly clear that the sheer gap in stat and experience between them was to big to bridge.

 In a normal fight he would be unable to last even a few seconds and clashes against Asher despite his battle genius and extremely powerful class and innate rune..

 However, this wasn't a normal fight.

 Josh had allies.

 With his slanted body there was the perfect trajectory for his ally to fire a powerful arrow enhanced with a good portion of her mana straight at Asher.

 Looking at the powerful arrow brimming with potent mana even Asher could acknowledge that it would be dangerous to get hit by that.

 So instead of getting hit by that he gave up the chance to get rid of Josh instead performing a masterful roll in the air at a angle to land a direct axe kick on Josh's shoulder to break it.

 Or atleast he tried to as when he was in the air having barely dodged the powerful arrow a brown haired man jumped out of the ground in his hand an unfamiliar talisman.

 That while Asher didn't know the purpose of the rest of red team was all too familiar with.

 As if that alone wasn't enough Josh having regained his center of gravity charged a powerful and deadly vermillion flame breath directly at Ashers face.

 This was it.

 This was checkmate for him.

 Not only was he about to get teleported into a massive explosion but also have his face exploded.

 Or was he?
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 Seeing the hopeless situation he found himself in, instead of panicking or worrying a smirk of confidence found its way on Asher's way.

 And it was for good reason after all he didn't need to worry and as if to prove this with a single command him from shadows sprung into action as they formed a thick protective veil around their master.

 Sizzle~

 The flames fired by Josh attempted to burn the shadows but they were unable to as they simply dispersed around it.

 Even the brown haired man coming from underground wasn't able to pierce the thicks shadow veil and had no choice but to jump back into the ground to avoid the wrath of Josh's flames.

 Eventually even Josh's flame ran out of juice and he had no choice but stop to catch his breath for just a moment.

 Unfortunately for him, that was all Asher needed as the moment the relentless torrent of incinerating flames stopped a overpowering hand came out of the thick shadow veil and grabbed Josh by his throat before anyone could react.

 Snap~

 Just like that another corpse fell to the ground.

 The group of 10 had now been reduced to 7.

 And they had been unable to either damage or stick rhe talisman on Asher.

 A stunned silence fell over the group seeing th strongest of them die like that.

 But it lasted for just a moment as Asher descended back into the shadows without even a single word his action serving to remember his enemies that the battle still wasn't over.

 "Guys don't lose focus!!" The bespectacled girl from earlier who had fired the powerful arrow shouted snapping her team out of their reverie.

 Hearing her the remaining 6 members of team red also managed to snap back as they became wary of the shadows.

 This was also the most dangerous aspect of fighting someone with control over shadows similar to the level Asher was at.

 Especially in a domain of their choosing like this one where shadows were abundant everywhere.

 It became almost impossible to predict where he was going to appear out of.

 Josh predicting Asher's exit location earlier was barely anything more than a fluke and even that was only possible thanks to their genius.

 Two things the rest of them lacked.

 All they could do was prepare themselves in case they were the ones being attacked and be ready run to help their allies in case they weren't.

 Thanks to the unpredictable nature of their enemy,the battlefield took a tense turn as no one could afford to let their guard down.

 As the moment they did would be their end.

 Finally a long shadow spike formed and attacked the bespectacled girl from earlier from behind her.

 However, already expecting that was about to be attacked she was able to jump in the air and perform a clean maneuver around the spike.

 Seeing the girl cleanly dodge the spike one unfortunate soul let his guard down for just a moment as he breathed a sigh of relief.

 A rookie mistake as even before he could finish his breath a small tendril of shadow grabbed his ankles and made him trip.

 But he didn't trip on the ground as awaiting his throat was a tiny black spike which perfectly pierced his throat.

 Spluttter~

 Blood leaked out of the open hole in his neck.

 As everyone watched in horror as their group of 7 was now reduced to 6.

 Almost as if waiting for this chance Asher stepped out of the shadows behind a particularly stunned and unmoving youth.

 Once again before anyone could react a penetrated his back as it travelled all the way down.

 Till his entire backside had a large gaping hole.

 Splush~

 Large quantities of blood splattered everywhere from the youths open backside covering everything behind him in red as he fell.

 Thankfully by then Asher was already back in the shadows sparing himself the trouble of being covered in red.

 As the youths lifeless body fell the group of 6 had been reduced to 5.

 A feeling of inescapable dread was slowly starting to take over the hearts of the remainder of the red team.

 Making them almost forget that this was a non lethal floor and that their allies weren't actually dying.

 The more people that fell the more excited the shadows became.

 With their excitement their movements became erratic.

 As the shadows move the true meaning of fear started becoming engraved into the very bones of Asher's enemies.

 They were starting to fear again.

 The fear which they had been battling against up until now was starting to win.

 For some strange reason Asher didn't feel like a regular human.

 There was this sort of strange ominous,otherworldly presence about him.

 Which made it hard to resist him.

 Barely managing to hold their terror at bay the red team stood with their weapons and abilities in hand.

 They couldn't verbally communicate with each other since that would inform Asher of their plan.

 They also couldn't show any sign of fear or else it might be exploited.

 By now it was clear that they couldn't kill or even seriously damage their opponent the only thing they could do was count on Brock who still had the talisman they were entrusted to stick on Asher.

 Brock was the brown haired man from earlier, his innate rune allowed him to dig underground which he had used to catch Asher by surprise, sadly their plan failed back then.

 And to make matters worse they even lost Josh.

 The one who was the strongest amongst them and also the acting leader of the group.

 With Josh gone, leadership responsibility fell on Emily's shoulders.

 Emily was the bespectacled archer girl from earlier.

 The weight and responsibility of her dying teammates weighed on her shoulders making it hard for her to keep composed.

 All of their strongest fighters had already been taken down and this was due to Asher's sinister battle style.

 Resembling that of an assasin.

 Asher stayed in the shadows waiting patiently for his opponents to let their guard down and killing them within a moments notice.

 All of them combined probably could have done more in a straight 1 VS 10 fight but sadly things weren't so straightforward for them.

 Due to Asher constantly sinking into the shadows their number advantage was mostly nulled.

 In fact it was even doing more harm than good.

 With so many people on their side their allies were proving to be distractions and each time one of them fell, the others were bound to be stunned.

 After all even despite knowing that their allies weren't actually dying it wasn't easy seeing someone's innards spill out and not even give a reaction.

 Perhaps if they spent more time in the tower and climbed more they might start to grow indifferent to it and be able to focus during tense moments.

 But that was in the future.

 Right now Asher was exploiting their lack of coordination and experience against them.

 It was strangely offputting how Asher could remain so cold and unmoving while killing his fellow humans and be able to react everything they did or tried to do perfectly.

 It almost felt like he was some sort of veteran with years of experience who had lived his whole life on the battlefield.

 But that shouldn't be possible after all, the tower had only opened a bit over a month ago and he had entered around the same time as them.

 So how was there such a massive difference between him and all of them?

 Regardless one thing was clear that despite all their over the top planning and obvious number advantage just to take down one person.

 They had somehow still managed to underestimate their opponent.

 And if proving this another one of their allies fell.

 Asher appeared behind the unsuspecting folk and attempted to end him in one clean swoop.

 Still thanks to the instinct he had honed through constant life and death situation he was able to turn around in time and catch the dagger aimed at his heart with his sword.

 Barely stopping it for a moment.

 His feet pushed back and his arms shaking due to the difference in stats.

 Cracks started appearing in his blade with the dagger about to piece through.

 However, with his desperate block he was able to buy time for his allies to save him.

 Or atleast try to as Emily fired another mana powered arrow at him with Brock about to appear out of the ground to stick the talisman.

 And one of their ally rushing in with a axe in hand.

 Thanks to the youth holding Asher in place for a second he was finally cornered.

 This time they had him right where they wanted him and he couldn't even step into the shadows this time due to Brock being directly under him.

 The moment Asher tried to step into shadows Brock would appear out of the ground and stick the talisman on him.

 Unfortunately for them the personification of death itself had no need to run.

 "Arise"
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 "Arise" 

 As Asher's words fell on the battlefield everyone stopped.

 Not just the people but even the world itself.

 The previously excited and arratic shadows stopped dancing.

 The winds stopped blowing.

 A large black dot appeared on the area they currently inhibited.

 A drop of cold sweat fell from Emily's face.

 As the drop of sweat fell down,the group reaper descended on the battlefield.

 What followed next was a sight straight out of a nightmare.

 **

 Mark was currently waiting in a seemingly empty area just a little away from the dense forest area.

 How role in today's plan was very easy.

 All that he needed to do was wait for the red team to stick the talisman he had given them on Asher.

 And then activate his ability to swap positions with him.

 From where his teammates would trigger a massive explosion using their respective abilities,to kill the bastard.

 Even if he somehow survived this explosion he would be ambushed from all sides,which would seal his fate.

 Or atleast that was how it was supposed to go.

 But something had clearly hone wrong on the red teams side, considering how long it was taking them and that he was yet to feel the mark of his talisman activate.

 Making it abundantly clear that red team had failed.

 'nothing ever goes according to plan' he cursed as he prepared to inform his allies about the discrepancy and suggest to change their approach.

 However,just when he was about to speak something or rather someone walked out of the dense forest area.

 Step~

 Step~

 The sound of footsteps resounded as they made their way towards their location.

 Mark tensed up hearing the footsteps as he considered the possibility that maybe red team had succeeded after all.

 And the only reason, his talisman was never activated was because there was no need and they were able to simply convince Asher to follow them.

 After all that was the first plan and also the best case scenario,as if they were forced to resort to using his talisman they would no doubt end up losing members.

 But wait there was something wrong here.

 Why did the footsteps sound like they belonged to a single person?

 The mixture of blue and red team members hiding a couple hundred meters away from Mark raised their guard ready to activate the pre-planned explosion, seeing how Mark had tensed up.

 Finally the cause behind the footsteps revealed itself.

 A purple eyed youth with obsidian coloured hair stepped out of the woods.

 Asher had finally left his den and arrived at his burial ground,it was time to spring to action.

 Or atleast that's how it was supposed to be.

 If not for the chilling scene he has created with his entrance.

 Red marks of blood were visible on his once pristine and clean obsidian mantle,as well as his own face.

 But almost no one paid attention to that little blood on his armour or face.

 As more harrowing was what was in his hands.

 Crushed and harrowing faces of both Emily and Brock were visible in his hands.

 Both of their stomachs had been cut open allowing blood and inners to spill out as he dragged their bodies across the dense forest areas.

 By now almost everything had already spilled out and all that was left were two lifeless husks of what the two of them had once been.

 A putrid and harrowing smell of death quickly overcame the region making few of the people hiding further away to lose colour and even almost vomit due to the vile scene and smell.

 Despite none of the people involved having died the scene and smell replicated by the tower tricked one into thinking they really had.

 This was only even more true for Mark who was the closest to the scene.

 Normally seeing a scene like this he would have collapsed on the ground and vomitted.

 But not today as tears threatened to spill out.

 They were held back by burning rage.

 For the past two days in the waiting room unlike mostly everyone else,Mark had actually opened up about his experiences and built genuine connections with a few people.

 Among these people were Emily, someone on whom he had developed a little crush on.

 Initially he was worried about having her sent off to lure Asher.

 A very dangerous role which could easily get her killed.

 Due to which he had went as far as even volunteering himself up for the role.

 But ultimately wasn't able to get in due to the importance of his innate tune.

 Which required him to be at the exact location,where he was currently in.

 Even before the only reason he had allowed Emily to go to such a dangerous location and put herself in harm ways was only because this was a non lethal floor.

 And she wouldn't really die.

 But now seeing the lifeless and hollow body of the girl he loved, rationality left his mind.

 Making him even forget that she wasn't really dead.

 Right now there was only one thing that mattered.

 Killing the bastard responsible for killing Emily.

 Seeing his obvious anger a smirk appeared on Asher's face as he said.

 "Got a bone up your ass?"

 The answer to his obvious sarcastic question wasn't given in words but rather by a dagger which appeared in front of him out of seemingly nowhere.

 But that wasn't a issue for him as with a simple raise of his hand a shadow tendril deflected the attack.

 After all simple attacks like this were childsplay for someone of his level.

 Or atleast were supposed to be.

 As in less than a blink of eye the dagger was gone.

 Taking its place an angry Mark who used his hand to maneuver around the shadow tendril all to land a kick straight to Asher's jaw.

 Everything happened too fast for even him to react or block causing him to take a step back from the kick.

 But that was all he had taken no real damage from the attack and was just about to kill Mark with a simple thrust of his hand.

 However,as Asher outstretched his hand to catch the airborne Mark ,he threw a dagger far away from Asher deep into the dense forest area as he teleported away.

 His actions confused Asher who didn't think that the angry fool had enough sense left to run away.

 But the question was why?

 Sure he was about to kill but he simple thrust could easily be dodged without running away so far.

 His question was soon answered.

 And the answer was so loud that it made his ears bleed.

 The ground under his feat glew a bright orange glow.

 'fuck' this was Asher's last thought as the ground under his feet itself exploded to swallow him whole.

 A blinding orange swallowed everything in its radius.

 What followed next was a ear numbing explosion.

 BOOOMMM!!!~~~~

 As the bright light dissipated everything was reduced to nothing.

 As a massive crator of nothing was formed in the area where Asher once stood.

 This was the raw power exhibited,when climbers threw aside their differences to work towards a common goal.

 Normally this would have been the perfect end for the overpowered scumbag known as Asher.

 After which the remainder of red and blue team could duke it out a conflict which would have easily ended in blue teams victory.

 If only things were so simple.

 Standing in the dead center of the crator where Asher once stood was a large and thick barrier of shadow.

 The barrier was starting to crack and fall apart from the sheer force and intensity of the explosion.

 But one thing was undeniable.

 That the one inside the barrier had managed to survive.

 As if to prove this as the dark shadow barrier broke a all so familiar purple eyed youth stood.

 His head and ears were bleeding.

 Due to the sheer sound and impact of the explosion.

 There was also a few other bruises visible on his body.

 But despite the injuries one thing was undeniable.

 He was still very much alive.

 And judging from the look on his face now even more dangerous than before.

 A sick and insane madness could be seen reflected from his purple eyed as he gave a smile which didn't fit on any sane human.

 As blood fell from his head it covered his face ,which coupled with his smile and eyes made him terrifying to look at.

 Seeing Asher still alive all the hiding members of the combined blue and red team started appearing near the crator.

 All 37 of them.

 They surrounded him from all sides ready to end his life.

 All sorts of weapons and abilities evident in their hands.

 Their expressions showed clear anger and frustration at Asher's actions up until now, seeing which his own smile only deepened as he spoke.

 "An explosion huh? not bad, I'll rate it a 6/10,could use some improvement though" Asher spoke his voice even and calm as if he wasn't talking about ways to kill him.

 Hearing his words mixed reactions were given by the alliance member.

 Until finally Sieg unable to hold it in anymore.

 "Drop the tough guy act you're outnumbered and injured, it's over for you"

 As soon as her words fell a cold and emotionless look appeared in Asher's eyes.

 His eyes looking similar to the abyss itself as he stared Sieg dead in her eyes, before saying.

 "Bitch are you retarded?"
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 (Please skip this chapter )

 With all the emotional turmoil inside his heart settled Raze could relax and look at all the messages he had been getting.

 Thankfully his gamble had paid off when he had choosen to activate the [Accelerate] effect of boots of acceleration he already knew that he would die once it ran out.

 It was for this reason that he wanted to avoid using it until his endurance was high enough to handle it.

 But sadly things in life don't go according to plain and when he was confronted with the D rank monster despite trying to everything else nothing worked.

 And this was his last option.

 Thankfully there was actually a way for him to survive.

 Despite previous statements in the novel and by the tower itself there isn't another final trial awaiting on the tenth floor.

 Instead the tutorial only lasts for the first 9 floors.

 And the tenth floor is more akin to a reward floor where the climbers past achievements and journey gets judged and they are rewarded accordingly.

 While he really didn't want to base his decision off of what he had read in the original novel he had no choice.

 After all desperate times call for desperate measures.

 In the original novel while Asher's challenges weren't as hard as his he did manage to get pretty severely injured.

 Hs injuries weren't anywhere as severe as his own but on the tenth floor he was completely healed within moments.

 While there wasn't as any official statements just from reading about that event one could guess the nature of tenth floor.

 There were a lot of uncertainties and what if with this plans especially about if his assumption about the tenth floor was right.

 And even more if he could clear the 9 floor in less than a minute.

 If anything it was a massive gamble since the challenge on the ninth floor could've easily been something not related to combat in which case he would be completely screwed over.

 Thankfully it turned out to be a combat related challenge in the end.

 But still being forced to fight a hundred beasts all trying to kill him at the same time was completely insane.

 The tower or whoever was working behind the scenes was really working over time to make sure he didn't survive.

 Thankfully he had managed to tap into the zone or else even with the state advantage killing hundred goblins in less than a minute would've been impossible.

 But speaking of the zone unlike last time him tapping into that state wasn't a complete accident.

 Instead it was somewhat deliberate and purposeful on his part while luck did in fact play a major role still.

 Just the fact that he hadn't tapped into the state by complete accident had helped boost his understanding of the state by leaps.

 And while it was still a long way off in the future as long as he kept training he might be able to tap into the zone anytime he wanted.

 But as great as the state was it also had a few very significant flaws.

 One main one being that as soon as total concentration was disturbed he would be forced out of the state and even suffer backlash.

 The way it had happened today was due to the extreme pain caused by him abusing both burst step and boots of acceleration.

 But in the future if he was ever hit hard enough he would probably be forced out of the state and not only that due to the backlash he would be left completely vulnerable and helpless for a few seconds which was all that was needed to kill someone.

 Just this alone was enough to make him think twice before trying to use it.

 Aside from that there was also the fact that he wasn't in control of his own body fully in the state.

 While thankfully he was all alone the previous two times in the future if he had any allies or there were innocents nearby the chances of them hurting them were very real.

 Meaning it was probably best for him to only use the state when he was alone.

 But that was about all he had been able to notice about the zone in the two times he had used it.

 Still despite the flaws the advantages far outweighed them so he was still going to do his best to master the state and hopefully with enough practice he could overcome these flaws.

 But enough about enough about the zone it was time to move onto other equally important things.

 "Status"

 ------------------------------------------------------------

 Name:Raze Brightheart

 Race:Human

 Age:16

 Class: Magic Archer

 Rank: Apprentice

 Alignment: Chaotic Neutral

 Gift from ??? : Black Box

 Innate Rune: Inventory (F) 

 Elemental Affinity:Water,Ice

 Mana Circle: 1st Water Circle

 Mana Breathing: 1 Star(4%)

 Vessel Limit: 240

 Beast Shard: 240 (Saturated) (+190) 

 Strength:60(+40)

 Endurance:60(+30)

 Agility:60(+50) 

 Mana:60(+70) 

 Innate sub-runes: [Mana Flow], [Mana Surge], [Far Sight]

 Runes: [Perception], [Mana Projectiles], [Web Creation]

 ------------------------------------------------------------

 As expected there wasn't any change in his stats.

 His stats were as high as ever thanks to his improved vessel limit as well as his items.

 Speaking of items he had received two more items on the eight floor and it was probably best to check them out before embarking on the next floor.

 But that could wait for now as currently there were two things potentially even more important than mere stats.

 First was the [Web Creation] rune that he had absorbed on the eight floor in the spur of the moment.

 Back then everything he had tried had proven ineffective against the four armed beast so out of desperation and desire to avoid using the boots of acceleration he had choosen to absorb it.

 But now that his life wasn't at risk he could take another look at what exactly the tune was.

 Rune Name:Web creation

 Rune Element:N/A

 Rune Tier:1

 Description:Allows the user to create silk like webs which can be freely manipulated.

 "Interesting" Raze remarked.

 He had read this description once after coming back from the seventh floor but since this ability wasn't as offensively powerful and versatile as [Mana projectiles] or had synergy with his class and wasn't as universally good and helpful as [Perception] he was quick to dismiss it.

 But now having used it against the four armed destroyer he couldn't help but acknowledge that he was too quick to dismiss it earlier.

 While it couldn't compare to his other two runes that was just because it was something completely unique.

 It was only natural for it to not be as good as his other two runes in their specialty.

 But what it lacked it made up in other things.

 Such as the ability to restrict his opponent.

 While it was nice to just straight up hurt or kill his opponent as proven on the eight floor sometimes it just wasn't possible.

 No doubt he would find himself in similar circumstances in the future so having an ability to restrict his opponent was nice.

 Also it could create some nice synergy with items like ring of salamoth which while had powerful effects required time to charge.

 [Web creation] could be the perfect ability to pair up with such items like how he had done on the eight floor.

 Not to mention this ability allowed him to restrict his enemies without hurting them so in the future if any one of his allies or a civilian was brainwashed he could restrict them without needing to hurt them.

 But he was still thinking too simple.

 Not only could these webs assist him in restricting enemies but also in his own mobility.

 That's right in his head he was currently thinking about a certain friendly neighborhood superhero from back on Earth who also had web based abilities.

 Even as a kid Raze had always admired how the superhero used to freely swing through the city using his webs and all the unique ways he used his webs.

 While it wasn't as free or efficient as simply flying for some reason it looked way more fun to swing using webs compared to simply flying.

 Atleast to his childish brain back in the day.

 He already had super strength and now webs too all he needed was a sort of danger sense of his own and he would basically be a rip off version of that hero.

 Raze chuckled a little imagining himself dressed in red and blue swinging through the city with his webs.

 It was quite a funny thought to have and yet it was a very real possibility in the future.

 But enough about that as long as he took some inspiration from that superhero and used a bit of his own creativity and trained a little.

 The possibilities with [Web Creation] were practically endless.

 Besides there was no point crying over the past its not like he could just unlearn a rune.

 All he could do was learn to use it to its full potential.

 But with [Perception], [Mana Projectiles] and [Web creation] he was left with 6 more runes that he could learn before his initial 9 rune capacity would be filled.

 After that he would have to create a new circle before he could learn a new rune.

 Thankfully due to his inventory he didn't need to learn something to do it.

 While everyone else was restricted to a limited number of items they could carry at once no such problem existed for him.

 Since he could just use a item for most things and avoid wasting a precious rune slot.

 So atleast in that department he had a significant advantage.

 But that should be enough about runes it was now time to move towards the real important and mysterious thing in his status screen.

 Something that had basically been an enigma ever since he had awakened.
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 With all the emotional turmoil inside his heart settled Raze could relax and look at all the messages he had been getting.

 Thankfully his gamble had paid off when he had choosen to activate the [Accelerate] effect of boots of acceleration he already knew that he would die once it ran out.

 It was for this reason that he wanted to avoid using it until his endurance was high enough to handle it.

 But sadly things in life don't go according to plain and when he was confronted with the D rank monster despite trying to everything else nothing worked.

 And this was his last option.

 Thankfully there was actually a way for him to survive.

 Despite previous statements in the novel and by the tower itself there isn't another final trial awaiting on the tenth floor.

 Instead the tutorial only lasts for the first 9 floors.

 And the tenth floor is more akin to a reward floor where the climbers past achievements and journey gets judged and they are rewarded accordingly.

 While he really didn't want to base his decision off of what he had read in the original novel he had no choice.

 After all desperate times call for desperate measures.

 In the original novel while Asher's challenges weren't as hard as his he did manage to get pretty severely injured.

 Hs injuries weren't anywhere as severe as his own but on the tenth floor he was completely healed within moments.

 While there wasn't as any official statements just from reading about that event one could guess the nature of tenth floor.

 There were a lot of uncertainties and what if with this plans especially about if his assumption about the tenth floor was right.

 And even more if he could clear the 9 floor in less than a minute.

 If anything it was a massive gamble since the challenge on the ninth floor could've easily been something not related to combat in which case he would be completely screwed over.

 Thankfully it turned out to be a combat related challenge in the end.

 But still being forced to fight a hundred beasts all trying to kill him at the same time was completely insane.

 The tower or whoever was working behind the scenes was really working over time to make sure he didn't survive.

 Thankfully he had managed to tap into the zone or else even with the state advantage killing hundred goblins in less than a minute would've been impossible.

 But speaking of the zone unlike last time him tapping into that state wasn't a complete accident.

 Instead it was somewhat deliberate and purposeful on his part while luck did in fact play a major role still.

 Just the fact that he hadn't tapped into the state by complete accident had helped boost his understanding of the state by leaps.

 And while it was still a long way off in the future as long as he kept training he might be able to tap into the zone anytime he wanted.

 But as great as the state was it also had a few very significant flaws.

 One main one being that as soon as total concentration was disturbed he would be forced out of the state and even suffer backlash.

 The way it had happened today was due to the extreme pain caused by him abusing both burst step and boots of acceleration.

 But in the future if he was ever hit hard enough he would probably be forced out of the state and not only that due to the backlash he would be left completely vulnerable and helpless for a few seconds which was all that was needed to kill someone.

 Just this alone was enough to make him think twice before trying to use it.

 Aside from that there was also the fact that he wasn't in control of his own body fully in the state.

 While thankfully he was all alone the previous two times in the future if he had any allies or there were innocents nearby the chances of them hurting them were very real.

 Meaning it was probably best for him to only use the state when he was alone.

 But that was about all he had been able to notice about the zone in the two times he had used it.

 Still despite the flaws the advantages far outweighed them so he was still going to do his best to master the state and hopefully with enough practice he could overcome these flaws.

 But enough about enough about the zone it was time to move onto other equally important things.

 "Status"

 ------------------------------------------------------------

 Name:Raze Brightheart

 Race:Human

 Age:16

 Class: Magic Archer

 Rank: Apprentice

 Alignment: Chaotic Neutral

 Gift from ??? : Black Box

 Innate Rune: Inventory (F) 

 Elemental Affinity:Water,Ice

 Mana Circle: 1st Water Circle

 Mana Breathing: 1 Star(4%)

 Vessel Limit: 240

 Beast Shard: 240 (Saturated) (+190) 

 Strength:60(+40)

 Endurance:60(+30)

 Agility:60(+50) 

 Mana:60(+70) 

 Innate sub-runes: [Mana Flow], [Mana Surge], [Far Sight]

 Runes: [Perception], [Mana Projectiles], [Web Creation]

 ------------------------------------------------------------

 As expected there wasn't any change in his stats.

 His stats were as high as ever thanks to his improved vessel limit as well as his items.

 Speaking of items he had received two more items on the eight floor and it was probably best to check them out before embarking on the next floor.

 But that could wait for now as currently there were two things potentially even more important than mere stats.

 First was the [Web Creation] rune that he had absorbed on the eight floor in the spur of the moment.

 Back then everything he had tried had proven ineffective against the four armed beast so out of desperation and desire to avoid using the boots of acceleration he had choosen to absorb it.

 But now that his life wasn't at risk he could take another look at what exactly the tune was.

 Rune Name:Web creation

 Rune Element:N/A

 Rune Tier:1

 Description:Allows the user to create silk like webs which can be freely manipulated.

 "Interesting" Raze remarked.

 He had read this description once after coming back from the seventh floor but since this ability wasn't as offensively powerful and versatile as [Mana projectiles] or had synergy with his class and wasn't as universally good and helpful as [Perception] he was quick to dismiss it.

 But now having used it against the four armed destroyer he couldn't help but acknowledge that he was too quick to dismiss it earlier.

 While it couldn't compare to his other two runes that was just because it was something completely unique.

 It was only natural for it to not be as good as his other two runes in their specialty.

 But what it lacked it made up in other things.

 Such as the ability to restrict his opponent.

 While it was nice to just straight up hurt or kill his opponent as proven on the eight floor sometimes it just wasn't possible.

 No doubt he would find himself in similar circumstances in the future so having an ability to restrict his opponent was nice.

 Also it could create some nice synergy with items like ring of salamoth which while had powerful effects required time to charge.

 [Web creation] could be the perfect ability to pair up with such items like how he had done on the eight floor.

 Not to mention this ability allowed him to restrict his enemies without hurting them so in the future if any one of his allies or a civilian was brainwashed he could restrict them without needing to hurt them.

 But he was still thinking too simple.

 Not only could these webs assist him in restricting enemies but also in his own mobility.

 That's right in his head he was currently thinking about a certain friendly neighborhood superhero from back on Earth who also had web based abilities.

 Even as a kid Raze had always admired how the superhero used to freely swing through the city using his webs and all the unique ways he used his webs.

 While it wasn't as free or efficient as simply flying for some reason it looked way more fun to swing using webs compared to simply flying.

 Atleast to his childish brain back in the day.

 He already had super strength and now webs too all he needed was a sort of danger sense of his own and he would basically be a rip off version of that hero.

 Raze chuckled a little imagining himself dressed in red and blue swinging through the city with his webs.

 It was quite a funny thought to have and yet it was a very real possibility in the future.

 But enough about that as long as he took some inspiration from that superhero and used a bit of his own creativity and trained a little.

 The possibilities with [Web Creation] were practically endless.

 Besides there was no point crying over the past its not like he could just unlearn a rune.

 All he could do was learn to use it to its full potential.

 But with [Perception], [Mana Projectiles] and [Web creation] he was left with 6 more runes that he could learn before his initial 9 rune capacity would be filled.

 After that he would have to create a new circle before he could learn a new rune.

 Thankfully due to his inventory he didn't need to learn something to do it.

 While everyone else was restricted to a limited number of items they could carry at once no such problem existed for him.

 Since he could just use a item for most things and avoid wasting a precious rune slot.

 So atleast in that department he had a significant advantage.

 But that should be enough about runes it was now time to move towards the real important and mysterious thing in his status screen.

 Something that had basically been an enigma ever since he had awakened.

 Khl
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