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Chapter 1
Rank 4
In the seclusion of his master’s planet, John was slumped over on a lopsided chair. He was deep inside his cultivation cave, his head held up by the palm of his hand. His eyes were closed as his thoughts drifted to the most recent messages in his system.
Congratulations on killing your first Rank 7 immortal creature, we have given you a reward of 1 skill point to place anywhere you choose.
Congratulations on killing your first Rank 8 immortal creature, we have given you a reward of 1 skill point to place anywhere you choose.
Congratulations on killing your first Rank 9 immortal creature, we have given you a reward of 1 skill point to place anywhere you choose.
Congratulations on getting your first billion sins, we have given you a reward of 1 skill point to place anywhere you choose.
Congratulations on getting your first 10 billion sins, we have given you a reward of 1 skill point to place anywhere you choose.
He was a bit shocked by the sudden influx of skill points all at once. He needed over fourteen billion sins for the transfer, but a skill point would do the trick, too.
Taking a deep breath, he opened the system.
Welcome to the Idle System 3.9.
Name: John
Title: Demon
Age: 38
Idlers: 0/227
Skill Points: 5
Life Pool: 3
Toxin Pool: 30.2B
Sin: 31.7B
Immortality List:
Shrink Neurons - Idlers 227/227, Shrink - 8/9, Time - 4y 10mo 21d 21h 40m 6s
His eyes fell onto the number of sin points he had stored up, heart freezing. From his slumped over position, John bolted upright. His mouth and his eyes were gaping open in sheer shock. It took him a moment to regain his composure, mind racing wildly.
I knew the Anti-Assassins were criminals and some had millions of sins... But to gather this many sins, there must have been hundreds of millions of people living on that planet before I destroyed it!
With a shudder, John went back over the information. His current title made him raise an eyebrow.
Demon? I’m a demon now? Wait… I remember what Tom said before the blood oath killed him... He mentioned that I would become either a demon or a saint, but what does it mean?
John certainly didn’t feel any different. His impulses hadn’t suddenly become demonic, and it wasn’t like he would start killing innocent people on a whim now. Maybe it was because of the number of sin points he now carried.
I’ll figure it out later. First, I need to use the transfer option.
After double checking how much time he needed to complete the Shrink Neurons skill, he decided not to spend the skill points. It was wiser to spend them on later levels, which required more time to pass. Someday, when he reached Rank 4, the skills at higher levels would potentially take decades or even up to centuries to complete. Unless he made a habit of destroying planets, raking in enough points to level up would be a pain.
14,220,720,000 - Sins 100:1, Time - 4y 10m 21d 22h
Without another moment’s hesitation, John clicked the transfer button. He watched the Time Pool reflect the changes and then applied that time to complete the Shrink Neurons skill. The pain that came with completing the skill didn’t even make John blink; his body was used to it and had adapted.
From past experiences with levelling a skill up, he somewhat expected something like a surge of strength throughout his body. Strangely enough, nothing happened.
With a frown, he opened the system again.
Welcome to the Idle System 4.9.
Name: John
Title: Demon
Age: 38
Idlers: 227/227
Skill Points: 5
Life Pool: 3
Toxin Pool: 30.2B
Sin: 17.5B
Time Pool: 19m 54s
Immortality List:
Create Neurons - Idlers 0/227, Creation - 0/9
Misc List:
Maximum Idlers - Idlers 0/227, +1 Max Idlers - 226/2159
Maximum Workers - Idlers 0/227, +1 Idler Workers - 128/2061
Absorption - Idlers 0/227, Nutrients - 0/1
Absorption - Idlers 0/227, Option - 0/1
Absorption - Idlers 0/227, Resistance’s Elements - 0/1
Resistance - Idlers 0/227, Lightning - 0/1
Resistance - Idlers 0/227, Wind - 0/1
Resistance - Idlers 0/227, Ice - 0/1
Resistance - Idlers 0/227, Force - 0/1
Elemental - Idlers 0/227, Freedom - 0/1
Share - Idlers 0/227, Slots - 0/5
Having learned from past mistakes, John didn’t hesitate in putting all his Idlers into Max Workers. The system rang multiple times as John watched the skill level increase once every second. After a couple of minutes, the time between each level doubled. It continued to double until it reached above ten minutes per level, which was when John turned the Continue skill off.
Once the system was done with its current task, John went on to place all his Idlers into Max Idlers. The process followed suit to the one before.
While his Max Idlers were levelling, John looked over his first new Misc skill. He was hoping this would help Sarah, judging by the name.
Absorption
Nutrients: Absorb what the body needs to survive from the air.
Bonus for maxing all skill levels: You will never have to eat to maintain the body’s functions again.
Face cracking into a grin, John couldn’t help but chuckle. This was one of the skills he wanted the most! The skill he wanted most, of course, was something to wake Sarah up, but this one would still help her greatly. Knowing it could take months to complete even with all the new Idlers, John decided to bite the bullet and use a skill point to complete the Absorption’s Nutrients skill.
He checked the completed list afterwards.
Absorption - Water and Nutrients.
Satisfied, John added the skill into the shared list for Sarah.
John stretched his arms and stood up from his chair. With even strides, he made his way out of his room and into Sarah’s room where she still lay deep in her coma. As he gazed upon her sleeping features, John was struck by a sudden fear. What if there wasn’t enough fresh air in the cave? Would the skill be useless? If she absorbed all the nutrients in the air around her, wouldn’t she then starve to death?
John couldn’t take the risk. Taking care of his surroundings, he formed the strongest bullet he could and shot air holes into the corners of the room. He hoped that a sufficient amount of fresh air would be able to flow inside. It was a technique he’d used before to rid another cave of the foul stench, so he assumed it would work this time, too.
After completing his task, John returned to Sarah’s side once more. Taking a seat, he stared deeply into her sleeping face. His mind was churning over plans for his next course of action; he was almost overwhelmed to the point where he lost focus on Sarah altogether. After a few minutes of this, he abruptly snapped back to reality as his eyes detected movement before him.
Sarah’s eyelids were twitching.
Was she waking up? John shot out of his seat and rushed closer to the bed. He spread his arms across and leaned in. Face hanging inches above Sarah’s, he could feel her soft breath on his skin.
“Sarah…?”
His voice cracked as he called out to his wife. There was no response. He called out to her again and again. Nothing. The minutes passed with no sign of her activity except the repetitive flicker of her eyelids, back and forth. Every few seconds, the twitching would stop. Then, it would start up again.
Realisation hit John.
The skills were healing Sarah, trying to get her out of the coma! But the lightning had damaged the electric signals in her brain and the skills couldn’t fix that. Did the system even consider the brain to be an organ? If it did, then shouldn’t it be able to restore the functions of the organ and not just its structure?
Dejected and feeling as hopeless as ever, John let out a shaky sigh and sat back down.
Almost four months passed by. John levelled his Max Idlers and Max Workers skills up to the point where they needed over a month to reach the next level; each skill had gained 137 levels. With the skills working, he confirmed that the Absorption skill was maintaining the health of Sarah’s body.
During the whole span of time, John rarely left Sarah’s side. He sat next to her bed and ran through levelling tactics for the system. He didn’t want to use the rest of the sin points just yet; to make the best use of them, he needed to see how long each skill would take.
The Resistance skills were self-explanatory. With deep regret, he wished that he had these skills before Sarah fought with Chris. Had he shared them with her, there was a chance she would have walked away from the fight unharmed.
Elemental Freedom was the ability to use the elements in any part of his body freely. He could use metal elements on his feet, fire on his forehead, or switch them around as he pleased. No longer would he have to kowtow on metal to control it.
Absorption - Option gave him the option to use the skill Absorption - Resistance’s Elements.
Absorption - Resistance’s Elements gave John the ability to absorb everything he was resistant to and turn it into Life Power. He could then turn it into Toxin Power.
John’s Resistance’s Elemental included fire, water, earth, metal, wood, light, dark, time, and space. When he completed the other skills, other elements would be included.
John opened the system, then put all Idlers into a new skill.
Welcome to the Idle System 4.9.
Name: John
Title: Demon
Age: 38
Idlers: 0/364
Skill Points: 4
Life Pool: 1
Toxin Pool: 36.7B
Sin: 17.5B
Time Pool: 19m 54s
Misc List:
Maximum Idlers - Idlers 0/364, +1 Max Idlers - 363/2159
Maximum Workers - Idlers 0/364, +1 Idler Workers - 265/2061
Resistance - Idlers 364/364, Lightning - 0/1, Time - 14d
14 days with 364 Idlers. That comes out to 300 years total.




Chapter 2
*Spoiler*
John went back into the fourth tab and converted all the sins he could into time.
17,529,512,700 - Sins 100:1, Time - 6y 12d 21h 5m 27s
He clicked the transfer button and checked the system.
Sin: 15
Time Pool: 6y 12d 21h 25m 21s
Because the Misc skills took fourteen days for the first level, he used the Time Pool to finish them off. Eight skills at fourteen days each added up to four months worth of time. All but the Share skill were completed and removed from the list.
He placed the Idlers into the Share skill again; the time came up as 1mo. John used the Time Pool to complete the whole skill. It kept doubling for each level, so he spent another two months, four months, then eight months. The whole skill cost him one year, three months and fourteen days to complete, but he figured it was well worth it.
Options:
Absorb - Off
Completed List:
Absorption - Water, Nutrients and Resistance’s Elements.
Siders:
Share: Able to share skills with other Siders.
Slots: Add one slot per level.
Resistance:
Elemental: Fire, water, earth, metal, wood, light, dark, time, space, lightning, wind, force, and ice resistance—as long as they make the attack from these elements, then you are immune.
Elemental Attack II:
Water Knees: Change Life Power to water in your knees.
Earthen Feet: Change Life Power to earth in your feet.
Freedom: Use any element you can use in any part of your body.
John was tempted to turn the Absorb option on, but decided not to while he was on his master’s planet. The only skill left that he could level up was the Create Neurons skill. He checked its description.
Create Neurons:
Creation: Each level creates 100 billion neurons. Once level 9 is complete, the user will have 1 trillion neurons total.
He placed all Idlers into the Create Neurons skill. The time came up as 1mo.
600 years for the first level? Getting more Idlers and Worker Spots is becoming a priority as the system updates.
If the skill times double each level, then the ninth level would need 153,600 years to complete. I would need to be Rank 5 to survive long enough for this skill to complete even 1%. Unless I reach Rank 9, I wouldn’t live long enough to see this skill completed without more Idlers.
When this skill finishes and I have 1 trillion neurons, the max Life Power I can store will be 1 trillion, just like everybody else. Sarah and I use Toxin Power, though, which is five times stronger, so we can store 1 trillion Toxins instead...
John used his Time Pool to level the Create Neurons skill up a few times. He spent one month, two months, four months, eight months and sixteen months from the Time Pool to get it to Level 5/9. The sixth skill came up as 2y 8mo, but John only had a little under a year and ten months left inside the Time Pool.
John calculated the time needed to complete the skill. After the sixth level was complete, it would take 5y 4mo for the seventh level, 10y 8mo for the eighth level, and the final level would take 21y 4mo. That totalled up to 37y 4mo for those three levels alone.
That was far too long. He wanted the skill to help Sarah wake up, but the only way that would happen was if he reached Rank 5 and prompted the system to update again.
Accepting his decision, John used the remaining four skill points to complete the level and reach Rank 5.
If anybody in the universe—no matter who they were, how strong they were, or how long they’d lived for—knew that John had spent less than six months to get from Rank 3 Level 8 to Rank 5 Level 1, they would keel over in absolute shock.
He checked the system after it finished updating.
Welcome to the Idle System 5.0.
Name: John
Title: Demon
Age: 38
Idlers: 364/364
Skill Points: 0
Life Pool: 1
Toxin Pool: 36.7B
Sin: 15
Time Pool: 1y 9mo 26d 21h 24m 31s
Immortality List:
Neuron Storage - Idlers 0/364, Compress - 0/9
Misc List:
Maximum Idlers - Idlers 0/364, +1 Max Idlers - 363/2159
Maximum Workers - Idlers 0/364, +1 Idler Workers - 265/2061
There are no new skills! Why?! Give me the skill to wake Sarah up!
Thoughts of Sarah never waking up flashed through his mind; a sharp panic began to rise in the back of his throat. His vision blurred as the racing fears bubbled up...
‘Ding!’
Emotional state back to normal.
Even with the system’s help, he had to tell himself to calm down. His thoughts wandered, gradually losing steam and landing on a spark of hope.
If getting to Rank 5 couldn’t fix the problem... then maybe getting to Rank 6, 7, or 9 will!
When he calmed down back to his normal state of mind, he took a deep breath and put all Idlers into Max Workers.
The skill levelled up once every second again. After 230 levels, the time required to level the skill increased. He followed the same procedure he had for the previous rank. When the skill reached over ten minutes of time between levels, he turned Continue off then put the Idlers into Max Idlers. This time, instead of spending four months to get to Level 22 in both skills, he used the Time Pool.
He checked the only new skill in the system.
Neuron Storage:
Compress: Each level compresses the units inside the neurons, each level increases storage by 1 trillion units. At level 9, the user can store 10 trillion units.
A thought struck John as he read the description.
The description never specified if it meant Life Power or Toxin Power—it just said units. Does it mean it doesn’t matter which one I store?
John recalled a description he read about the ranks. To reach Rank 6, he needed at least 1 trillion units of Life Power. That converted to 200 billion Toxin Power units. He only had about a fifth of that amount needed. If he continued cultivating the way he was used to, it would take him another eight years and five months to harvest the right amount.
John put all Idlers into the Neuron Storage skill. The time came up as 1mo. The original time would have been around 1,000 years—a whole millennium! He used all the Time Pool to reach four levels. The times totalled to one year and three months altogether. The fifth skill came up as 1y 4mo—he only had 2mo 26d 21h 23m 50s left in the Time Pool— but he used it all.
Immortality List:
Neuron Storage - Idlers 616/616, Compress - 4/9, Time - 1y 1mo 1d 2h 36m 10s
Most cultivators couldn’t pass Rank 6 because of the natural defence. It started when you entered Rank 6 because the sheer amount of Life Power at that stage was near uncontrollable. It only got worse as each level progressed; the requirement for each of them was another trillion Life Power on top of the previous amount. All this while having to strengthen the branches throughout the body.
Even though the neurons had space to store the amount, most cultivators couldn’t control it, let alone store it. If they couldn’t gain more Life Power than what they were losing, they would lose enough Life Power to drop back to Rank 5. Then, to reach Rank 7, they would need to reach the maximum Life Power possible for cultivators—10 trillion! It only became controllable when they finished strengthening all cells in the body and reached Rank 8.
The strengthened cells of Rank 8 wouldn’t let Life Power through; only the strengthened branches could release Life Power. The cells pushed the Life Power inside the body towards the neurons where it was then stored.
For me, though, to get Rank 7, I would only need 2 trillion Toxin Power instead of 10 trillion Life Power. It should be an amount I can still control. That means that at Rank 8, while everybody else will be stuck at their limits, I will continue gaining Life Power and transforming it into Toxin Power.
In terms of only Life Power, Sarah and I will be five times stronger than anybody else in the universe…
The only thing we’d need to fear are these soul attacks I’ve read about. Though I’ve only read a little and don’t understand it all yet, if our souls are strong enough then we would only need to fear the people above Rank 9.
Title: Rank 5!




Chapter 3
Leaving
John tried to plan out his next course of action.
To gather enough Toxins to Reach Rank 6, it would take him less than nine years, but the skills would take much longer. Without the Time Pool, it would have taken him over thirty years to get to Rank 5! The skills to get to Rank 6 would take him over thirty years, too, but John couldn’t help but contemplate about Rank 7. It might take over fifty years or even a hundred years if he had to guess. Rank 8 could take hundreds of years, and Rank 9 could take thousands. John fumbled with his thumbs, a bit distraught. Was there another way he could level up faster?
I need to gather sins in the billions every year while I gather Life Power at the same time. That’s the fastest way to get Rank 6 and higher. It’s the fastest way to wake Sarah up.
John looked at the system’s description of the sins and one sentence caught his attention.
If someone uses a borrowed knife to do any of the crimes because of the seven sins, they both generate points.
John smiled.
I can work with this. While I gather Life Power, I can get people to do things for me to generate sins. Then, when they’re no longer useful, I can kill them and double the number of sin points I get from them!
But I’m not sure if this will work. I’ll have to test it. Even if it does work, it will only work on mortals that are too afraid to act against me. They’re the only ones I can scare into following my every command.
Settling on his plan, he walked out of the cultivation caves and went through the teleport rune inside his master’s house. Arriving inside their home on the Sword Sect’s planet, he teleported again to the worker puppet chef. Without speaking a word, John teleported his worker back into the cultivation room.
Now with the puppet in the room where Sarah was sleeping, John ordered the other fighter puppets to stand down. He gave the cook puppet a command to make sure Sarah read the note he left upon waking up. The chef was also ordered to make sure the air holes were always open and free of creatures, and if it wasn’t, he would tell the fighter puppet who would then deal with it. This was the best John could do to protect Sarah in his absence.
Before he left, he scribbled a small “PTO” on the corner of the note, turned the parchment around, and wrote down another brief message. Turning the note back around and placing the helmet on one corner to keep it in place, John smiled and leaned over to kiss Sarah goodbye.
To further prepare for his journey, John created two pairs of leather parchment teleport scrolls and placed one inside his cultivation room. He would always be able to visit, no matter where he was. The other pair would replace the stone teleport rune inside the cultivation room in their house.
On the surface of the planet, John bent down and touched the earth with his hand. The earth element fell under his control and he made a large boulder then placed inside his Storage Space.
John teleported back to the cultivation room on the Sword Sect’s planet. He pointed a finger towards the doorway and made black flame appear at the tip of his finger. He used it as a welding tool, sealing the door closed on all sides. The boulder was placed before the doorway as an extra measure of security. Nobody could enter the room without being able to teleport.
Sarah was far too vulnerable for any amount of risk. Even with two puppets guarding her, if the attacker was a high enough level, everything could fall apart.
He teleported outside of the cultivation rooms. With Sarah’s safety assured to the best of his abilities, he felt so relieved that he forgot to put on any sort of disguise. He walked through a corridor to get to the front door but caught sight of something in the corner of his eye.
It was his reflection. There was a mirror to his right, and when John saw himself in the mirror, he was speechless.
The cascading silver locks falling around his familiar, worn-down face remained unchanged. What startled him the most was his right eye. The entire eye was pitch black, highlighting an electric yellow iris. A seven-sided star danced around the eye, stained onto his skin like a pitch black tar. All seven points of the star were evenly spread across that side of his face, forming a heptagon around his eye.
He had a sudden thought and made his earring turn into the skeleton mask.
The difference between his right eye and left eye was still noticeable. The right eye was a much darker black colour; it was like no sunlight could ever penetrate it. The yellow iris was much brighter on his right eye, too. The left eye was like a yellow crayon while the right eye was a 100-watt light bulb in comparison.
Turning the skeleton mask back into an earring, he held his stare deep in the mirror. Tentatively, he reached up and tugged at his eyelid to see as much of the pitch black eyeball as possible. In doing so, he confirmed that it wasn’t just the front of the eye that had turned black, it was the whole eyeball. He checked his left eye, and it was a normal white colour.
Is this because I became a demon? Is it only a visual thing or does this black eye do something? If it changed when the demon title came then it’s already been months... I noticed nothing different while cultivating.
Just one more question without an answer. Maybe I’ll found out during my travels.
As his racing thoughts came to an end, John was suddenly stricken with regret. His mind wandered back to the Anti-Assassin Sect and the people who lived on their planet. He firmly believed those in the sect deserved their deaths, but what about the innocent people? The families who were trying to get by? The farmers and the merchants? Couldn’t he have found some other way without taking the lives of the innocent? His anger had driven him to destroy everything in his path—even those who didn’t deserve death.
Taking a long and shaky breath, John pushed all of these thoughts to the back of his mind. Dwelling on the past would not bring their lives back; it would only destroy him more and more from the inside. His fight was not over just yet. He had to stay strong.
All I can say is, I’m sorry. I sincerely hope you are all reincarnated into better lives.
John made his earring change into a mask. He became Jonathan for the first time in years but was careful that the mask hid the pattern around his right eye. In this guise, both eyes resumed a normal appearance, pale blue irises and all.
I remember saying I’d use the Jonathan disguise to become a demon, but I didn’t expect to use it so soon.
He turned his armour into the Sword Sect’s outer disciple’s white robes with one black star.
There are too many people inside the Sword Sect. With this disguise, I’ll be able to walk inside the sect and nobody will know any better.
John’s earlier suggestion to the sect addressed this security issue, but he figured they still had a long way to go before they could implement a proper system. At this point, the sect would still need elders and people in power to be able to identify every disciple’s face and name within the sect. Without the aid of a system like John’s, it would be almost impossible for them to create a fully secure environment this way.
Deciding to leave a note, John walked to the living room instead of the front door. He took out a parchment and scribbled down a brief explanation for his absence. For anyone who asked about him, he was leaving the planet to find a way to save his wife. This was, at least to some extent, kind of true. It was a believable note, at any rate. When he finished the note, he gave it his butler puppet and told him where to deliver it and how to get there.
Finally ready to depart, John made his way to the admin building. It was time to say goodbye to his home.
A few teleport runes and an hour later, John was standing amidst the Sword Sect’s public planet. From there, he headed towards the Rogue Sect’s teleport room near the city with the carnivorous giraffes. It took some time but once he arrived, John took a seat on the ground and plotted out where to go for his experiments.
He recalled that there were planets with teleportation runes on them, but were uninhabited by immortals of any kind. One of these planets would be perfect for him to run some tests on. Now all he had to do was try to remember the location of one of these planets. He closed his eyes, deep in thought.
The closest one will take me almost two months to get there using the Rogue Sect’s teleportation system.
After he completely remembered the route, he stood up and walked towards the number 23 teleport room. He strode through the door and disappeared from the face of the planet.




Chapter 4
Accepting the Suggestions
During the months that John spent levelling his skills up by Sarah’s side, the Sword Sect was abuzz.
Fred and Frank sent people to the Anti-Assassin Sect to demand answers, but no one they sent was able to reach their destination. Instead, they were teleported to a random place on the planet they were on. This could only mean one thing: something had destroyed the paired teleport rune. The message took some time getting back to Fred and Frank, as the messengers were forced to take alternate routes back home.
Once informed, Fred and Frank reached out to Alisha to tell her the speculation. Despite being en route to her Dual Cultivation Sect, she immediately changed course at the word. With a pit in her stomach, she fully expected to take the blame for what happened, but the Sword Sect did no such thing. They filled her in on all the details, explaining how John had forced Elder Han and his son into retreat. With gaping eyes, she took the news sitting down.
With the full story out in the open, she concluded that there were too many coincidences. If it wasn’t her, it had to be a set-up from someone else. At least, that was what her first thoughts on the topic were. Fred and Frank wanted more evidence.
They invited the leader of the family who was terrorised by the gryphon. The man arrived with great reverence towards all the elders, who then began interrogating him. No detail was left out; the family leader drew every scene out with plenty of information. He almost passed out from his own fervour when he mentioned the chilling killing intent he’d experienced in the heat of the battle.
“I remember his words as if they are still ringing in my ears…” The man’s voice quivered and beads of sweat formed on his wrinkled brow. “He shouted that he would kill me, he swore it… My whole body shivered in fear, my mind went blank... I almost passed out!”
The elders’ interest was piqued and they leaned in to hear more about this part of the story. The family head explained how anyone lower than a Rank 3 was left unconscious in the surrounding area. This spanned for about ten miles, where most of the city’s residents were also unconscious.
“Those who were Rank 3 and higher all had the same story,” he said as he clenched his fist in recollection. “The voice they heard made them shrivel in fear.”
The nearest safe zone was six miles further away than the town, where the shout could not be heard. Using this location in addition to other information he gathered, the family head was able to locate where the source of the voice came from. When nearing the location, he found a series of spider-cracks spanning a ten-foot radius on the ground. It was as if somebody had hit the floor with a hammer so large that it had uprooted bushes and trees nearby. The whole area showed signs of a battle.
With a nod to the elders nearest to him, the family leader reached down and drew a large, two-handed sword out. He placed it on the table before him. Alongside it, he drew out a wooden crate and placed it down. The elders’ eyes widened as he lifted the lid, revealing a human arm.
“I found these at the site.”
“That is elder Han’s two-handed sword...” Frank knitted his brows, an expression of morbid curiosity spreading across his pale face. He looked at his father with troubled eyes. “I could recognise it anywhere. It was our blacksmiths that created it at his request.”
Fred nodded. Gingerly, the elder used Life Power to bring the arm closer to him.
“This arm is from a person at least Rank 7 Level 9.” As he inspected the arm, Fred’s voice grew bleak. “They have strengthened the cells in the entire arm. The arm belongs to someone who is either about to break through to Rank 8, or has already done so.”
“Ah!” Alisha jolted upright as an idea struck her. “Elder Han from the Anti-Assassin Sect is a Rank 8! Could it be that this is his arm?”
“It was his sword next to this arm and the rank matches.” Fred mused over the idea a little, thumbing his chin. “We cannot confirm it just yet, but there is a very tangible chance that this arm belongs to Elder Han.”
There was a murmur through the group.
“We asked John and his wife on this quest because of their speed and ability to fly,” Fred continued, deep in thought. “Perhaps this posed the perfect opportunity for Elder Han to kill John and take his wife. My conclusion is that the Elder and his accomplice underestimated their opponents. Perhaps Sarah’s vitality was used to fuel John’s fighting spirit, somehow. Either way, the result is plain as day.”
“And the timing?” Alisha interjected with a worried glance. “The Anti-Assassin Sect’s teleport runes were destroyed around the same time. That cannot be a coincidence! He must have destroyed them while he was on the planet.”
“While there is no concrete evidence, this seems very likely.” Fred nodded, eyes alight. “There is a very real possibility that John is on the Anti-Assassin Sect’s planet right now, hunting the members down one by one. This could very well be the end of that sect.”
A hush fell among all members at the table. A few seconds later, there was a loud knocking sound coming from the big metal doors.
Everyone’s blood froze.
A Grand Elder, who was guarding the door, looked at Fred for approval. After exchanging a nod, he grabbed his sword handle with his right hand and opened the door with his left.
On the other side of the door was nothing more than a messenger with a note. The tension in the room vanished and the elder at the door was about to dismiss the messenger, but the urgency in the latter’s voice swayed him. The Grand Elder took the note and slammed the door.
The message was passed down to Frank, who hastily opened it and skimmed over what was written. Despite the curiosity around him, he refrained from reading it aloud. The note completely denounced his father’s conclusion; it was a message from John that drew out his plans to leave the Sword Sect. John had been here the whole time.
Fred read it next. Feeling a bit humbled, the Elder decided to announce what the note said.
“If he was there the whole time,” Alisha asked, “does that mean he already got his revenge?”
“It seems there are more variables than I initially thought.” Fred shrugged his shoulders. “To be honest, I don’t know. I’m confident that John is the reason the Anti-Assassin’s teleport runes no longer work, but what happened on the planet remains a mystery. All we can do is speculate. If he has gotten his revenge and killed every Anti Assassin Sect member, the teleport system will never be repaired. We may never know what happened on that planet. Not unless somebody made it through the backup system before John found them.”
Fred thought for a few seconds before he lifted his head up to meet the gazing eyes of the Elders surrounding him.
“John and his wife suggested a method to make our Sword Sect grow in strength.” The change in topic was a bit abrupt, but much needed. “To survive in this cruel universe, we will have to make some changes. Accepting these suggestions means there will be a lot of disciples who will die.”
Frank drew a sharp breath at the words. He stilled the shiver crawling down his back. With a glance from his father, he took a confident step forward, head raised high and voice booming.
“You will lose loved ones; disciples you are proud of, disciples you consider to be family. Many will die. But we do this for our own survival. If you want to save as many of their lives as you can, then teach them! Train them how to kill, teach them how to hold their own in a life-and-death fight. Learn every disciple’s name and face. No one will slip through our defences! From this day forward, our Sword Sect will be known to be feared and revered by all our enemies and friends alike. No one will dare spy on us, and if they do, we will show no mercy.”
Every elder in the room stood up, eyes burning with passion. Frank looked down on his audience and saw something he hadn’t seen in a long time. A proud smile cracked his lips.
“Yes, Sect Master!”




Chapter 5
New World
John travelled via the Rogue Sect’s teleport system. While he journeyed, he tried using his absorption technique on the small, pitch black ball he had taken from the centre of the Anti-Assassin’s planet. With the orb, he could gather the same amount of Life Power per minute compared to Grade 9 Life Stones. He then turned it into Toxin Power, generating quite a healthy sum.
Two months later, he arrived at his destination. It was a planet with no immortals, according to his knowledge.
The black orb’s power supply still hadn’t faltered in the least bit. John wondered how long this could keep up for. He continued to use it as his sole Life Power source, ignoring his life stones until he could estimate the amount it held.
John wondered how exactly the orb worked. The metal ball’s Life Power was full of impurities, unlike what he absorbed from Life Stones. This meant that while he was still getting 200,000 Life Power per minute, much more of it was removed by the system.
Leaving behind his racing thoughts, John stepped off the teleport rune and onto the surface of the planet. He opened his system map and was startled to find a blank screen.
Oh, the Adventurers Guild didn’t have a world map or even an area map of this place? I think I saw a map on the wall inside the teleport room. Time to study.
John went back to where the map was hanging on the wall. From what the world map showed, this world had three continents. The land looked like the person who drew it out had drunk, shaky hands while trying to draw three rectangles. Inspecting further, John could see from the jagged edges that they used to be one piece of land.
The smallest continent was called Cretora; on the map, it was the furthest west. Alongside it was Idera, a larger continent sitting in the middle. The last continent was the furthest east and by far the largest. According to the map, it was over three times the size of Cretora. Its name was Odron.
The map had different colours on each continent, and John knew the colours must represent the territory of the ruling party. The continent Odron was all coloured orange under the rule of only one empire called the Eabidian Empire. Unlike Odron, Idera had three kingdoms and empires coloured in. The writing was a little worn, but John could make out the names after concentrating. They were the Mebet Kingdom, the Wramebet Empire, and the Craya Kingdom. According to this map, all three empires and kingdoms’ territories formed a triangle with Mebet at the top in blue, Wramebet on the bottom left in green, and Craya bottom right in red. All three were almost equal in size. John’s mind raced.
These three kingdoms have probably waged war on each other for years, but couldn’t go all out during those wars because of the third party’s threat of attack. That, or I’m wrong and they have a close relationship with each other, maybe even have marriage alliances with each other.
On the smallest continent, there were only two names on the map: Ucopis Dynasty and Gaening Dynasty. The Ucopis Dynasty seemed to be the larger dynasty of the two, coloured brown. Its territory was in the southern part of the continent, while the Gaening Dynasty had everything north of it coloured in white.
Other than these three continents and their respective powers, John could see small islands with no information on the map pertaining to them. They were not coloured in any of the rulers’ colours. John wondered about the size of these islands, as the map held no indicators of scale for anything. This planet might even be smaller than Earth, for all he knew.
Done studying, John took the world map off the wall and placed it inside his Storage Space. The system then scanned it and added it to his directory.
Wondering about the culture of this planet, John pulled out a 6-foot high, 2-foot wide mirror from his Storage Space. Looking himself up and down, he decided to use his nano helmet to change his appearance again.
He made sure the seven-sided star pattern around his right eye was covered up, and that the eye colour was as normal as possible. Within a few minutes, John was an old man with a long, white beard. His hair had turned white and reached his hips, but the hair was all messy and looked like he hadn’t washed it in decades. His face, neck, and anywhere else where his skin was showing had turned wrinkly.
His clothing tattered and his body seemingly frail, John looked at himself in the mirror and smiled. Transformation complete.
I look like an old beggar. Most people will ignore me or even go out of their way to avoid me. That’s perfect. I can scout out any city I come across, find out about the language and culture of this place all without getting pestered by people!
Part of John’s plan was also for people to donate money to him, so he could find out what currency they used. If necessary, he would steal, too, since he needed the sin points anyway.
Now that I’ve gotten that sorted out, I should think of a plan. Odron continent only has one empire, which is not enough. Idera continent has too many for what I had in mind, too. I should go to the Cretora continent first—either dynasty is fine. If my experiments are successful, then this continent is perfect for the next step in what I’ve thought of.
John packed his items back into the Storage Space. He then walked back on the surface of the planet and opened the world map in the system. He zoomed out as much as possible on the world map. It showed that he was on the Idera continent and would need to fly west to Cretora. With the map open, he could finally judge the scale of this world. Odron, the largest continent, was about the combined sizes of Russia, China, Africa, and Europe back on Earth. Idera was about the same size as America and Canada together, while Cretora was roughly the size of Europe. The whole planet must have been about twice the size of Earth.
John flew straight into the sky for a few miles, then headed west at the speed of sound.
While flying, John wondered why no outside forces had come to this planet and taken over yet. Maybe he would find out later.
Looking down, he could see the land fly by below him. He passed towns and cities of all sorts, vaguely interested in them but steadfast towards his goal. Soon, he went beyond the landmass and was flying directly over water. With his Life Vision, he peered into the water and saw millions of life auras, large and small. He even saw one creature over 600 feet in length and 200 feet wide.
After an hour flying at the speed of sound, he could see land on the horizon. Before the fight with Elder Han, he would have shouted “Land Ho!” but now he wasn’t in the mood to. Still, he couldn’t help but feel a small sense of joy. He had arrived at the Gaening Dynasty’s land.




Chapter 6
Resistance’s Elements
John landed down on the shoreline of the continent. It was a clear, sunny day, and the soft sand under his boots was a golden colour.
Confident of his disguise, John walked towards the greenery in the distance. With his sight, he could make out trees and plants he had never encountered before. He approached and the sights grew more exotic as they seemed to manifest before his very eyes. There were trees with bright green bark and yellow leaves, almost resembling palm trees. Hanging from the leaves were round purple objects which John promptly gathered for examination. It was more like a peach than anything, and John used his fingers to rip its soft skin apart. Juices came pouring out from its pink insides, splattering onto the floor.
Is this a fruit? I’ve got the Filter option turned on so it can’t poison me, but if I turn taste off, then there’s no point in eating it.
Nonetheless, John took a small bite. It reminded him of eating a pear, but much sweeter. He decided to store all the fruit but one, which he needed for another experiment.
Opening the system, he checked the options. At the bottom was the option Absorb - Off. He took a deep breath and turned it on.
Minutes passed.
Nothing happened.
Knitting his brows, John looked around him to make sure he didn’t miss anything, but nothing had changed at all. John bent down and picked up the fruit, and that was when he noticed the change.
The fruit began to wither; the purple colour got darker until it turned completely black and shrivelled. It eventually turned into ash. A breeze carried the ashes away from John’s hands.
John looked at his hand and then at the tree. Placing his hand on the tree, he watched as it withered and turned to ash, too. There was a hole in the ground where the tree’s roots used to be. He’d vaporized an entire tree almost instantaneously.
He stopped cultivating completely and checked the Life Pool and Toxin Pool. Ready to measure the numbers, he walked to another tree to touch it. He gained 30 Life Power from the tree, converting it into 6 Toxin Power.
John touched the ground with his hand next. The instant he did so, cracks began to form around him as the dirt dried up. Any grass, bushes or trees within a few feet of him withered, too. After a minute, his direct surroundings were like the desert back on Earth—all broken up into pieces with cracks everywhere. Picking up a chunk of the ground, he measured it had dried up about six inches deep below the surface. Beyond that, however, the soil underneath was normal.
Still wanting to learn more, John made a single thread come out of his finger and touched a tree almost 100 feet away from him. Surprisingly, the tree quickly withered and the Life Power travelled through the thread to him. He used another thread to dip into the seawater, which had a similar result. John could feel the Life Power coming to him through the threads, but there was too much water to know how much was disappearing.
So the skill lets me completely absorb everything I’m immune to. I didn’t think it would be so strong… Maybe a little too strong… It’s a good thing I tested this skill before I shared it with Sarah. If I shared it with her while she’s unconscious then in a few years or decades, she could destroy the entire planet.
How come this skill doesn’t absorb the air since the Resistance skill has time and space, then? Does the space around me not count or does it mean outer space? More questions without answers!
Within the system, he went into the fifth tab. Below Sarah’s name was the number 20/25. John thought about all the skills he had, but most of them were useless to Sarah now. He decided on the five skills after a few minutes of thinking.
1 - Impurity Filter. This was the skill that filters the impurities out any food she ate.
2 - Analyser Eye for the skill Immortal Eye. This one had the ability to see people’s ranks, levels, how many sins a person had. It also displayed their status such as ‘memory manipulated’.
3 - Sprinter. Though the stamina no longer showed in the system, they still used stamina for running or fighting. As immortals with peak bodies, John and Sarah had a lot more stamina than regular immortals, so this would reduce the amount of stamina she used many times over.
The fourth and fifth skills were the two Elemental Attack skills. With the new Freedom skill added to it, she could now control the five basic elements with any part of her body. Most of the skills were useless to Sarah for now, but he still gave her the skills for the sake of using the slots.
Digging deep, John took out the compass he bought from Newbie Town nearly twenty-four years ago. The compass looked like he bought it yesterday. With a smile, he turned it in his palm to make sure it worked. With little hesitation, he then continued his path northeast. His destination was the capital, but he wanted to find a small village or town first.
Looking around as he walked, John discovered many more new plants. None of them could store Life Power, which was disappointing, but he admired their aesthetic. There were also all sorts of animals running around the trees and on the floor, scavenging for food. They looked like meerkats but with a rat’s tail and coloured green for camouflage.
Before long, John entered a forest. There was no path, not even a dirt one. It looked like humans hadn’t yet touched the place.
Treading onward, the first carnivorous creature he encountered looked like a large black panther. It walked on four legs, but it also had a pair of arms near the middle of the body. When it ran, the arms folded together at the top. Its face had whiskers and large teeth so John assumed it was hunting for prey. Of its four eyes, one pair sat at the front of its face like normal, then an extra eye on each side of its face. Its large, black nose was pointing downward. John assumed it must have a keen sense of smell. The creature was sniffing the ground like a hound dog, two small tails swinging up and down behind it in perfect rhythm.
John carried on walking. Creatures of all sorts were picked up by his Scan, which he took a mild interest in. The black panther looking creature was the largest he’d found so far, which made it best for the picking. It was inevitable that they would meet along their paths.
John saw the creature first and used the Immortal Eye skill.
???
Rank: 0
Level: 0
Mortal creature. I won’t get anything from killing it.
He planned on letting it go, but as he slackened his shoulders, the creature spotted John and pounced. With a snarl, it aimed at John’s neck with its teeth. John used two threads to stop the animal mid-air, but as the threads wrapped around it, it wailed in pain. Eyes wide, John watched as the creature withered away before him, becoming thinner and thinner as the seconds went by.
Its nails and teeth turned to dust, its eyes rolled to the back of its head, and it stopped making any noise or resistance. The creature became so thin that the threads couldn’t hold it anymore, and the creature dropped to the ground.
There was nothing but skin left.
Opening the system, John realised that the threads had used the Resistance’s Elements skill and absorbed everything but the creature’s skin. He put the hide in his Storage Space in case it was worth some money.
If nobody donated anything to him, he could sell it rather than steal.




Chapter 7
Village
John kept the Absorb option on while he walked through the forest, leaving a trail behind him. However, when he came across a small village, he turned it off. He didn’t want any accidents to happen on his search for information, after all.
The village was small enough that his Scan skill could see everything inside it. The people made houses of straw tied up in bundles with wood planks to hold them in place. The houses weren’t that large, either; the biggest house John’s Scan picked up was about 900 square feet.
As he walked through the village outskirts, he encountered the roads with a start. The “roads” were only muddy paths that many walked on enough to destroy any chance of even weeds growing. John imagined that when it rained, there would be countless puddles on the path and nobody could walk on it without losing their balance or sliding everywhere.
With his Scan, John could see only women, children, and elders. The children were playing with sticks, rocks, and anything else they could get their hands on. The elders were in a group together and talking, and the women were doing variations of house-keeping.
Is this village like in the middle ages on Earth? If that’s the case, the men should be out hunting for food or patrolling around the village. No one here is going to have enough money to donate it to somebody they don’t know. I guess the only thing I can learn here is the language.
John teleported above the largest house in the village. Its roof had a big flat surface in the middle, so he lied down on the surface. He made sure his weight was spread out as much as possible, for fear of collapse. If the roof couldn’t support his weight, then he would turn the hover option on. Fortunately, he didn’t have to resort to that. The roof held and he was out of view.
Closing his eyes to concentrate on his hearing, John heard the language after a few moments for the first time. It was completely foreign to him. He had no idea what they were saying, or even if it was possible for him to learn. He was a bit discouraged but held his ground.
Later that day, John saw the men of the village come back. They were carrying many dead animals with them, including the black panther and meerkats he saw on the way here. They also carried stretchers with severely injured men on them. They brought them to a house where women hastily applied medicinal herbs to their wounds. John watched from afar, shocked by how quickly the open wounds reacted to the medicine.
For mortals, those herbs must be valuable life-saving objects… Did they grow in the forest and I just missed them? Or did they purchase them from another village?
He was too far away and couldn’t see the herbs with his Immortal Eye, but unless they carried Life Power stored inside then John was only curious at best.
Since coming to this planet, he had not felt any Life Power on its surface. He concluded that the immortals didn’t want to own a planet that couldn’t produce Life Power to cultivate with.
It was different for him as he had the Storage Space and could cultivate like normal. He couldn’t figure out why the Adventurers Guild hadn’t come here but marvelled at the possibility that maybe a past attempt had been made. The Adventurers Guild could have set up a branch here then hired the locals before leaving.
John heard more people talking. After about an hour of constantly hearing them speak, he began to grow more familiar with the sounds. He practiced speaking the language with two parts of his mind talking to each other. Despite being initially discouraged, it only took a few days to learn the language this way.
Through the course of those few days, John came to understand the workings of the village. There was a leader who people called Village Head, but the people respected those in the hunting team the most since they gathered food. The elders were mixed. If they were on the hunting team and were a veteran, they were respected, too. But if they were normal workers, then they were borderline shunned, the women complaining that food went to waste on them.
The women were the workers of this town, but even then they had little say as to where the food went or how the village operated. Meanwhile, the children seemed to be following the old English saying ‘Children should be seen and not heard’. Even when they were playing, they tried to keep the laughter down to a minimum. John assumed that when the male children grew up to a certain age, they would help look after the younger ones or assume the roles of their parents.
While he was learning the language, John kept an eye out for an elderly person he could experiment on. The experiments needed the person to do the work on their own free will, so John figured out the perfect thing to entice an older person. All he needed now was a person who fitted his description.
It wasn’t long before John found the perfect candidate. He was an elder who was shunned by everybody—someone who had little to eat every day. Even the children bullied him. From what John could tell, he lived alone in a run-down house with a roof that partly collapsed. He was perfect.
On one afternoon, the elderly man left to fetch his portion of food from the people, so John teleported inside the house and waited for the man’s return.
When the man came back home, John checked him out with Immortal Eye.
???
Rank: 0
Level: 0
Sin: 0
The man turned around after closing the door and saw John. His first instinct was not to shout for help or ask who he was; it was putting the food behind his back and guarding it against John.
“I’m not after your food!” John laughed, hoping his words in this language translated as well as he thought. “I’m here to offer a deal. What’s your name?”
“Ah…” The man hesitated before replying, “Peasant Isake.”
“Huh?” John quirked an eyebrow. “Peasant is your name? Or is that your position in the village?”
“What is ‘position’?”
John sighed.
I know these people are uneducated, but I didn’t think it was this bad. ‘Peasant’ must mean his position in the village. If this man was on the hunting team, then he might have been called Hunter Isake.
“Doesn’t matter.” John smiled. “Do you want more food?”
The elderly man nodded.
“Do you want strength?” John lifted his arm and flexed his muscles to make sure Isake understood.
The man nodded again.
John smiled and clapped his hands, then separated them as a pile of food dropped on the floor from between his hands. He had opened the Storage Space between his hands and had the food drop out. Then he pointed his finger towards the straw on the floor outside the house, made it float towards him with his threads, and then fixed the collapsed roof of the man’s house.
The man saw it happen and dropped to his knees, mumbling something. From what he could understand, he mentioned the word “sorcerer” a few times.
“Sorcerer?” John’s curiosity piqued. “Me?”
“Only know rumours of them controlling fire, trees, and objects.”
John understood. More than likely, these “sorcerers” were people who could control the elements like Chris could control the lightning element. Mortals could control them, too, but from what he read about on the topic, they used their life expectancy to control the elements instead of Life Power.
Even when using their life expectancy, the mortals can’t use it any more than for something like a circus show. This planet must have exaggerated their power to keep the people in line since that’s what I would do.
This could be the perfect place for my experiments, then! No immortals will come here, and the sorcerers are a joke. If the Adventurers Guild isn’t on the planet, then it’s perfect. If they are here, it could be problematic, but I’ll cross that bridge when I get there.
He picked up a piece of food from the floor and held it out to the man to show he meant no harm, though the man was too busy eating to notice him anymore.
“I can also extend your life,” John said. “But to do this, I need you to do something for me.”




Chapter 8
Torture
Isake had his hands full of different food that John had given him. He kept shoving more and more into his mouth, desperately trying to eat as much as he could before the dream ended and he woke up hungry again. He heard John’s words but was mostly concerned about filling his stomach. That was until he heard the last bit.
The older man’s movements came to a halt. He stared at John in utter shock. Although he was not educated, he knew what “extend your life” meant.
His friends, whom he grew up with, had all died. Everyone he grew up with, suffered with, and laughed with was gone, and he was expected to die within a year’s time. Now, out of nowhere, there was a man giving him a chance to live a longer life? Surely, the dream had to end at some point. It was too good to be true.
And yet… Isake had never married or had kids, and his parents died so long ago he couldn’t even remember their faces. He had no friends or any attachments to this world where he was barely clinging to life. There was no reason for him to even be alive; did he really want to go on even longer? How much suffering could he take?
“You can follow me towards the capital afterwards,” John added, catching Isake off-guard. “You will never go hungry again.”
Isake looked up to John, eyes wide and watery.
“Who are you?”
“Somebody much stronger than those sorcerers you mentioned.”
Isake’s breathing grew unsteady.
“What do you want me to do?”
But John didn’t answer that question no matter how many times Isake asked. Isake’s mind was being overloaded with the pros and cons, and the pressure made his now-full stomach feel queasy. Finally, after reeling over the possibilities, he spat out his answer.
“Fine!” he cried out. “But nobody dies!”
“Deal!” John clapped his hands, a sickeningly sweet smile blossoming onto his face. “First, I need to tell you that the life-extending offer I will give you must be your reason for doing the things I ask. Can you understand that?”
Isake nodded his head.
“Great!” John beamed, legitimately excited for the first time in ages. “First, let’s start with something simple. Go steal something from anybody you want. The item, the amount, or who you steal it from doesn’t matter.”
He saw the wheels churning in Isake’s head, so John added for him not to ask any questions. He would be rewarded if he did as instructed, and that was enough to convince him to be on his way.
John closed the system and laid down on the floor, waiting for Isake to return. It only took Isake fifteen minutes to come running back while holding a piece of food, so John assumed that must be what he stole. He opened the system and saw that Isake’s sin count had gone up.
Sin: 16
John smiled. It worked, but he had to wonder about Isake’s motivation for stealing. Did he do it because John asked him, or did he simply want the piece of food? John had given him enough food to live for a long time, so Isake didn’t need it to survive; because of that, he got sins when he stole it. It still needed more testing, though.
“Isake, I can tell that you stole this, so good job.” John offered an encouraging smile to the older man. “Meet me outside the village in the opposite direction of where the river is. I’ll get what you need to do for my next task.”
John pointed in the direction he meant and teleported out of the village. He could see Isake with his Scan and watched the older man begin his walk in the right direction. Now, it was time to prepare for the next experiment.
Looking on the ground, John picked up a sturdy-looking stick. He took out a blank parchment from his Storage Space and wrapped it around the stick. That should do the trick. All he needed now was to wait for Isake to get there.
When Isake finally arrived, John handed him the stick and told him to throw it into a nearby house. John picked that house because he knew it was empty; he even told Isake that nobody was inside it. It was a fairly simple task, and even Isake could see that no one would get hurt. He approached the house and prepared to throw the stick.
However, before he could throw it, John tapped the parchment with his finger and blue flames engulfed it. Isake panicked a little but still threw it inside the house, taking off in the opposite direction once the stick hit its target.
John teleported back to Isake’s house and waited for him there while he checked his own sins again.
It works on the sins as long as the rewards I offer can inspire enough greed to cause their actions. I’ll check Isake’s sin count when he gets back, too.
It took over ten minutes for Isake to get back. John watched with his Scan as the older man returned to the scene of the crime to watch the home burn down. As a crowd gathered, he joined them in their efforts to put the fire out. John assumed he did this to seem less suspicious. Finally, Isake walked around the village to make sure nobody followed him home. It wasn’t long before he returned to his hut, covered in soot and smelling of smoke.
Isake
Rank: 0
Level: 0
Sin: 31
Both he and I have the same amount of sins for the two acts he did. It’s time for the final experiment, then.
“Isake,” John asked, “do you have somebody you hate inside this village?”
Isake nodded while clenching his fists.
“The next thing I will ask you is the last test.” John’s gaze pierced into Isake’s, who met it back with one almost as daunting. “If you do this, then what I promised as a reward is yours. It might be a little difficult for you to do it, but you must if you want the reward. Do you understand?”
John received a nod as an answer.
“Good.” John grinned. “I want you to go to the person you hate and shout insults at him. If he threatens you, insult him. If he hurts you, carry on insulting him. Only stop shouting insults after two minutes, do you understand? Do you know how to count to 120?”
“I understand.” Isake nodded but tilted his head in question. “Why do you want me to do this? I will get beaten for doing it.”
“It’s a test.” John put it quite simply, his smile still beaming. “I need you to do this to test something for me. I can’t tell you what it is, but I can tell you that after this, you will get the reward. After that, the person who beat you today will be beaten by you from tomorrow onwards—until either of you die.”
Isake gawked.
“That’s if you don’t follow me to the capital,” John added. “If you follow me, then that person will never see you again... unless you want to come back and show off to everyone in this village, of course.”
Isake’s shocked stare twisted into a grin at John’s last sentence. With a rush, he ran out of the house. John watched him with his Scan while taking a rest on the floor. It didn’t come as a surprise that the older man walked directly over to the area where the elders were sitting and talking. Though John couldn’t hear what was being said, he could tell that Isake was causing quite the spectacle.
After twenty seconds, the elder Isake was yelling at stood and walked up to him, punching him in the stomach. Isake went down on his hands and knees, but John could see his lips still moving. The elder kicked Isake in the stomach while he was on the floor, causing Isake to fly for 5 to 6 feet, but John could still see Isake moving his lips. John could only watch in mild amusement.
He wants the reward and has put everything on the line, but if he doesn’t do the full two minutes, then the test is useless and I will not reward him for it.
After sixty seconds, the elder walked up to Isake and began stomping all over his old, broken body. Isake was somehow still shouting.
Ninety seconds and the elder had bent down to strangle Isake, but John could tell he wasn’t trying to kill him.
A hundred and fifteen seconds and Isake’s eyes slowly rolled to the back of his head, but still shouting insults.
Five seconds later, Isake shouted one last insult before passing out.
Even if the test didn’t work, I will try to give him the reward because of his determination. Let’s see if it worked first, though.
He opened up the system.
Welcome to the Idle System 5.0.
Name: John
Title: Demon
Age: 39
Idlers: 0/616
Skill Points: 0
Life Pool: 3
Toxin Pool: 39.9B
Sin: 231
Looking at the sin amount, John burst out laughing.
So the “torture per minute” part of the Sinners System can be different forms of torture!
Shouting insults didn’t seem like much, but if a person kept shouting insults without stopping, then would the system classify it as psychological torture? Or a different type of torture? Either way, John had earned 200 sin points over the course of a mere two minutes. If only he could get a million people to shout at a million others for a few years...
Through the Scan, John could see the elder who beat up Isake and everybody else had walked off, leaving Isake alone on the muddy path. John teleported to Isake, grabbed his arm, and teleported back to the old man’s house.
Though I’ve promised him an extended life, the only way to do that is by “forcing” immortality on him. I’ve never done it, but I know how to. Either I fulfil my promise or Isake dies, but after tonight, I will go to the capital.




Chapter 9
Forcing
John closed his eyes and recalled what he’d read about “forcing” immortality.
He first heard it from Amanda back in the immortal village. She’d explained what it was, but not in great detail. The Rogue Sect had little information about it. They only had one book that was four to five pages, and all of those were theories rather than experiences. Inside the library on the planet where he had his first long-distance mission, he read four million five hundred thousand books, and only two of them were about “forcing” immortality.
It explained that the age test crystal pushed Life Power to the very centre neuron inside the brain to cause it to mutate and, in turn, it would then cause the other neurons around it to mutate. That was why “forcing” had a 99% death rate.
Humans trying to find a single neuron smaller than the size of the width of a hair between a hundred billion other neurons, and then attempting to push Life Power into it had some huge odds against them. Neurons were so compact that a hair width strand of Life Power would be hard to manoeuvre around them. Getting to the centre of the brain was nigh impossible.
Nobody knew for sure how age test crystals did it, but a human duplicating the technique perfectly was unheard of. There was a theory that on the twenty-first birthday, the neurons in the brain were aligned in a certain pattern to finish their growth cycle. This was allegedly how the age test crystal determined where to push Life Power through the maze. If the theory was true, then it also explained why “forcing” was much harder, as the neurons were bigger and moved around the brain more after the twenty-first birthday.
John took out a herb that had Life Power inside it, but he put it back after thinking about it more thoroughly. Mortals didn’t have the Life Power mutation in the brain, so if Isake ate this herb, it might kill him rather than heal him because of the state he was in.
He placed his hand on Isake’s back and pushed a small amount of poison inside him. This poison could heal injuries in small doses. Almost immediately, John could see wounds healing on the man’s skin. Even the bruises on his neck turned paler before disappearing.
A few minutes later, Isake woke up, confused. He looked around and found John and familiar surroundings.
“Welcome back!” John smiled at him. “You passed the test so I healed you. When you’re ready, we can begin with the reward. Here is a little gift before we begin. Take it.”
He gave Isake a pound of the delicacy fish he caught a while ago. John remembered the taste and had some, too. When Isake sunk his teeth into the flesh of the fish, his eyes began tearing up.
If I’m unsuccessful and this is your last meal, at least your last memory will be of food so delectable that it made you cry.
After they finished eating, Isake said he was ready for his reward. John had him sit down on the floor while he stood behind him.
“Don’t move at all,” he instructed. “If you move even the tiniest bit while I’m doing this, it could hurt you enough to make you want to die.”
Isake nodded, and John was stunned by his movement right after the instruction not to move. Had he already started the process, Isake would have already interrupted the ceremony.
Steeling his drive, John proceeded to make six threads. He touched Isake’s head with them in the north, east, south, west, upward and downward positions. This was to find the very centre neuron. With the downward positioned thread, John would have to push it through the back of Isake’s neck then travel upwards.
He pumped a numbing poison inside the threads as they travelled through the skin towards the skull. When the threads touched the skull, John had them turn into tiny drills to force their way through. After a moment, all six threads passed through the skull and Isake was not screaming in pain, which meant so far so good.
John closed his eyes as he concentrated on all the threads’ movement. He had stopped cultivating and used one part of the mind to control each thread. This way, he was in total control the whole time.
As soon as the threads went past the skull, John’s Scan could see inside Isake’s brain. His Scan picked up every detail, even the neurons. Each neuron he saw was a little grey ball with grey wires coming out of it, reaching out in all directions. They were all connected and John could even see the electrical signals travelling through the wires. A few neurons moved ever so slightly and connected their wires with other neurons as they moved.
John’s threads were smaller than a hair’s width and could pass through the wires with room to spare, but their wires blocked every turn. The first thing he tried was to touch the wires with his threads, but without Life Power or any poison. As soon as the threads touched the wire, John noticed Isake trying hard not to twitch.
So touching the wires is like sending a pain signal to Isake’s brain. While one or two might be tolerable on the surface, deeper in the brain could do permanent damage. It’s best to avoid them all, then.
John moved the threads around the wires, making sure none of his threads touched any of them. If the neurons dared to move and touch the threads, then there was nothing John could do but hope for the best.
After thirty minutes, all six threads came to the same spot in the centre of the brain, but there was a problem. At the very centre, there were two neurons wrapped around each other. They were so close together that even with all six threads pointing to the centre, either one could be the centre neuron.
Are all neurons like this in the centre, or is Isake just unlucky?
“Ah…” John took a deep breath. “Hey, Isake, don’t move your head at all. Don’t speak or nod or anything, but move your right hand to answer me, all right?”
Isake lifted his right hand and put his thumb up.
“Good. Now here’s what’s going on.” John went on to explain that inside Isake’s brain, there were two neurons joined together. With a sour taste in the back of his throat, John admitted to not knowing which one to give Life Power to. “If I choose the wrong one, it could kill you.”
Dead silence. Isake didn’t so much as twitch at the news. John continued his proposition.
“I’m giving the choice to you,” he said. “Do you want to go through with it or not? If you do, which one do you pick? Left or right? Put up one finger for left and two fingers for right.”
Isake had lowered his hand after hearing John and didn’t move for almost a minute. Then he took a deep breath without moving his head and he put his arm and thumb up again. All fingers except his index finger were tucked in, signalling one.
“Understood.” John nodded. “You’re braver than most people, Isake. I hope this works out for you.”
The threads inside the brain moved closer and touched the left neuron. John pushed a single unit of Life Power inside then removed the threads as quickly as possible.
Isake rolled about while clutching his head in pain, like what John did when the age test crystal mutated his neurons. What surprised John the most, though, was that Isake did not utter one scream, cry for help, or even made a noise at all.
Fifteen minutes later, Isake was lying on the floor, unmoving. John could not hear him breathing anymore. He checked the man’s pulse, but nothing.
He was gone.
John sat down and closed his eyes. He lowered his head. Sitting here, it was eerily quiet. All he could hear was the rain pattering against the straw roof of the hut.
After a few minutes, John picked up Isake with his threads. He put his hand on the straw wall, using his fire element to burn the house down. He then teleported to a hill about seven miles away from the village.
With the earthen element, he made a 6-foot long, 4-foot wide, and 8-foot deep hole for Isake’s body. He gently lowered Isake down into the tomb with his threads. John used his earthen element to cover his body up. As a finishing touch, he created a tombstone to mark the grave.
He made the tombstone from one solid piece of grey rock. John used the earthen elements to bring it here from deeper in the planet, then used the same elements to sculpt it. Isake’s face was on the tombstone, but a younger, more clean-shaven version of himself with shorter hair and a smiling face. His name was etched below, but John left out the ‘Peasant’ part.
John took out a few platinum coins and used his metal element to coat the whole tombstone. This would keep it looking brand new for much longer and make it much harder to destroy.
When he finished, the tombstone looked like it was made from marble. Isake’s smiling face gleamed coldly in the warm light of the setting sun.




Chapter 10
Soul
John stood there, looking at Isake’s tombstone.
He could kill anyone he wanted, and if given the right circumstances, he could destroy an entire planet. He could use all the basic elements for whatever he needed, and he was immune to most—if not all—ailments of mankind.
But he couldn’t help anybody.
Maybe when he died the first time back on Earth, he’d been sent to hell. Maybe this was all an illusion, and his life was nothing but his own personal torture. It seemed as if everything he got in this life was taken away not moments later. It just wasn’t fair.
My master died due to Jeremy’s greed within a few years after meeting him. My wife is in a coma because of Chris’ lust after less than eight years together. And now Isake has died due to his own pride after spending less than a full day with me.
Am I going to meet a friend who dies the next minute, then? Will I meet my reincarnated parents and then they’ll die after telling me who they are, but before they can say anything else?
John’s thoughts spiralled downward, feeding into his wrath. He so dearly wanted to let go of his morals and go on a rampage, destroying planets and ending lives. Anything but this endless torture. It would be the fastest way of levelling up. He would only need to destroy maybe a hundred planets to level up to Rank 9. And what were one hundred planets among trillions? A few quadrillion people were nothing to the rest of the universe, but a new Rank 9 with his strengths would be of more value when it came to war against the beastmen.
Once I’m Rank 9, the system should show me how to get to the next realm, too. I can live forever. Sarah might wake up, and then we can both live forever. I can destroy the beastmen’s planets to end the war. If destroying a mere hundred planets is the price, then so be it. I’m willing to pay.
The thoughts echoed in John’s head. Feeling a knot in the pit of his stomach, John abruptly took out a small mirror and looked at his eye in the reflection. The black eye, yellow pupil, and the seven-star mark were visible through his mask. The pit in his stomach deepened, and a grin of both horror and amusement tore across his face.
Is this what becoming a demon is like, then? Seeing the lives of people as nothing but a price to pay? This is the same thought process I witnessed Danny go through when he sought power. The only difference is my thoughts are on a different scale involving planets. It’s only because I saw Danny’s change that I realised my thought process had changed, too.
John admitted that exchanging the lives of people he didn’t know for power was tempting. However, he also knew that if normal immortals couldn’t stop him, the Adventurers Guild would send people who could.
They were the peacekeepers in this universe. They would intervene by any means of force necessary.
No, the plan stays the same. I’m going to gather sins slowly. It’s a much better option in the long run. Sarah is still alive and she has over 350 years left to live, so I have time.
Now that he thought about it, the technique that Jeremy May had would be perfect for him. He could make it change the thought process of people, and he would have no need to alter their memory or vision. He could make them want to commit crimes and then harvest off their sins.
I should go back and kill Jeremy first, get that technique, and then use it to gain sins. Can I kill him, though? My nano sword can cut him up, but he’s a Rank 9… I’ve already gotten one skill point from killing a Rank 9, but that took me destroying an entire planet. Without that kind of powerful attack, it’s going to be a challenge.
The technique was too tempting to give up, John decided. Jeremy thought that he was dead anyway, which could only be a good thing for a surprise attack. It only made sense to prepare and set off immediately, which John started to do.
As he was about to fly away, however, he saw something floating near Isake’s tombstone. When John looked at it, the object of focus was half visible and half invisible. With squinting eyes, John could make out a small blue circle with a blue flame at the top. He lifted his left arm to graze it with his fingers, but to his surprise, his left hand went through it. He couldn’t feel it pass through his fingers at all.
John turned his head left and right to see if anyone was around. Maybe someone was pranking him. There was no one around, but he was in for an entirely different surprise.
When he turned his head to the left, he could still see the blue object in the corner of his right eye. But when he turned to his right, it was no longer visible. Looking at it face forward, John closed his left eye only. It was still visible. Opening his left eye and closing his right eye, it disappeared.
No wonder it is half visible and half invisible, it’s like holding your finger close to your nose. You can see the finger in two places while seeing through it because of the different views of both eyes together. My left eye was seeing through it while my right eye was seeing the object, causing the illusion. So my eye that has the surrounding pattern can see it, but what is it? Why can my right eye see it?
He suddenly had an idea. Since his demon eye could see whatever it was, then maybe...
Lifting his right hand, he touched the object with his black nails. The nail didn’t go through the object but touched it instead. John could see that the tip of his nail was pushing on the surface of whatever this was.
‘Ding!’
Found a wandering soul, do you want to absorb it?
Soul will disappear in 5... 4...
John was taken aback.
The system said it is a soul and will disappear. I shouldn’t even feel the soul until Rank 8. Is the system giving me a shortcut? Or is it because I’m a demon now?
I don’t know what absorbing the soul will do, but the system wouldn’t ask me if it was something terrible, right? It would block it instead, right?
2... 1...
“Yes!”
As soon as John shouted the answer, the soul which he was still in contact with was pulled closer to his face. John thought the soul might be headed to his brain since that was where he assumed his own soul was. As the soul got closer, it stopped in front of his mouth, so John opened wide.
The soul was dragged into his mouth. John closed his jaw and swallowed.
‘Ding!’
Soul absorbed. Extracting memories...
The vision in John’s right eye grew blurry, and after a few seconds, it showed a different sight altogether.
He could see “himself” working as a labourer, going to the capital, exchanging currency and many more memories. Days within the memory went by in seconds. He saw “himself” fighting to survive against other people, learning how to fight by using his body. He felt powerful emotions coursing through his being—pain, pride, fear…
He fell in love with a woman, then felt true loss when she left him for another man. He felt so much emptiness as she started a family and became happy. Listless and tired, he moved to a village and built his own house of straw and then retired. The woman’s husband came to the village years later after the woman died and the kids had grown up.
What surprised John the most was the last pieces of the memory. He saw himself—his actual self—staring back at him.
When the memories finished, the vision disappeared and John’s right eye returned to normal.
Those were Isake’s memories. That was his soul? No wonder he hated that man. He took the woman he loved.
John turned to the tombstone.
“I know your soul’s gone now,” he said, “and I don’t know if I destroyed it or if you’ve gone off to get reincarnated. But let me do one last thing for you to rest in peace.”
Teleporting inside the village, John appeared less than a hundred feet behind the man from Isake’s memory and poisoned him with the threads. It was a fast-acting poison as John didn’t think he deserved a slow and painful death.
With the deed done, John flew straight up in the air and headed east, back to the Rogue system’s teleport room.
Along the way, John grabbed an old man walking through the forest, knocked him out, and tried “forcing” immortality on him. The same two neurons were in the centre of the brain, so John put a unit of Life Power in the right neuron this time. After ten minutes, John checked the man out with Immortal Eye.
???
Rank: 1
Level: 1
Sin: 0
To make sure it wasn’t a fluke, John found two more old people and did the same “forcing” tactic on them, putting a unit of Life Power inside the right neuron again. They all became beginner immortals.
So it was Isake’s bad luck, after all...
John carried on travelling.




Chapter 11
Jeremy
It took John six months to travel from that planet to the Rogue Sect’s planet because he took a detour. He destroyed the teleport rune when he fled the Rogue Sect’s planet years ago, and he wasn’t sure if it had been fixed yet. Even if they did fix the teleport rune, the state of the mission hub was a little more than questionable the last time John had seen it. If it was still the pile of rubble he remembered, he didn’t want to take the chance of teleporting into a pile of rocks.
Taking a direct route would only arouse suspicion of him, anyway. He made sure to arrive from the opposite direction he had left years ago, just in case the sect members believed he was still alive. Being taken in for questioning was the last thing he had on his agenda. Although it was a long shot and probably wasn’t going to happen, John was here to kill Jeremy and couldn’t afford any surprises.
It was going to be hard enough for John to kill a Rank 9 as it was, but if Jeremy was on guard and expecting an attack, then the difficulty would rise many times over. It might even be impossible at John’s current rank. He needed all the advantages he could get.
John arrived at the teleport room on a planet that was only one teleport away from the Rogue Sect. He remained inside the small room with the teleport, staying hidden from the two nearby people he picked up in his Scan. They were inside the main area, not too far away.
Taking out the small mirror, John made sure his armour had shape-shifted to the Rogue Sect’s outfit. He double-checked that the star pattern around his eye wasn’t showing, a little wary of how it broke through his previous disguise.
He could hear the two nearby people talking about their last mission. He kept an ear out for anything important, but there was nothing said about any new security measures.
Maybe it’s a coincidence they’re here talking? Should I wait until they leave? Maybe wait for somebody else to eavesdrop on?
A bit on edge, John glanced behind him. The teleport room was made of stones and bricks; with his earth element, he could hollow out a little room to hide in if he wanted to wait. But if he made a room, he was worried the security runes installed in the teleport room would find out and attack him.
Deciding on an alternative, he flew to the ceiling of the room and turn hover option on. The ceiling was only 8 feet high, and with his back to the ceiling, he was worried if it would work. He’d never tested where the Life Power generated from on his body when he had the hover option on.
Luckily for him, the power generated was equally spread around his limbs. He could feel the Life Power pushing from his shoulders, wrists, elbows, hips, knees, and ankles to keep his whole body hovering without moving at all.
About twelve hours of waiting passed, and he heard the two people repeating their exact conversation over and over again. The hair on his neck bristled with eeriness; it was like they were using a script. John knew something was up. They had to be guards.
After three days of hovering in hiding, John was alerted by the runes below him lighting up. Somebody was coming through. He held his breath, doing his best to stay absolutely still.
Within a few seconds, a masked person in the Rogue Sect’s garbs came through the runes. They opened the door and walked towards the two guards outside. When the two guards saw the new person, they put their hands on their weapons, ready to attack.
The newcomer took out a small, long piece of stone. John observed the whole scene through his Scan, intrigued. It was only a flat piece of stone with numbers on it, no other indicators of what it was. The numbers must have been significant, though, since upon seeing the numbers, the two guards backed down. They ceremoniously nodded and stood straight up, assuming their previous positions.
So the stone piece is to show they’re members? Or is it a mission number? That’s a possibility since there are 8 numbers on the token… Could also be a coincidence.
While still hovering below the ceiling, John got creative. He took out a piece of metal the same colour as the stone that person showed them and changed it to match the size. He continued to mould it so that it more closely resembled the object, finishing it off by adding a series of eight numbers along the front. Double checking his work, John nodded in satisfaction.
I’ve got to act like that person did, too. He took it out of his robe’s right pocket. It wasn’t inside a bag, which is strange... Maybe that is part of the procedure, too? It’s the little details like these that catch spies out. Don’t say a word, just nod. Hope I’m not overthinking this...
John noted that the man also used teleport number 1 to go to the Rogue Sect’s planet, too. At least he knew the teleport hub was working now. The only problem he foresaw was the possibility that there might be guards on the other side of the teleport rune. There was only one way to find out.
Turning off hover, John silently floated down. Confident, he walked through the door.
Mimicking the actions of the one before him, he entered the room. Quickly, John checked the stats of the guards.
???
Rank: 6
Level: 1
Sin: 30,203
Status: Memory Manipulated
???
Rank: 8
Level: 4
Sin: 3,735,593
Status: Memory Manipulated
He took out the badge from his right pocket using his left hand. He showed the object to the guards without pausing his steps. His movements mimicked the other person’s perfectly, but this was the real moment of truth.
The two guards looked at the flat piece of stone in John’s hand, then relaxed their stances. John fought the urge to sigh in relief.
Walking up to room number 1, John opened the door and stepped through to get on the rune. He disappeared a second later.
As soon as he reached the other side, John flew to the ceiling and turned hover option on again. All of his senses on alert, his Scan picked up the mission hub. It was a perfect replica of the one he destroyed—even the map on the ceiling was back.
It’s only been 8 years since I destroyed this place. How long did it take for them to fix it?
His Scan picked up the whole mission hub. It was nearly empty. There were no guards and only a few people working the counters at the end of the wall. The mission hub was only a few feet underground; through the ceiling, he could see that the sect was almost a ghost town.
Has Jeremy sent everybody in the sect to kill for Life Stones? Why is it this deserted?
John saw a person walking above ground and noticed his Rogue Sect’s robes were a little different. A realisation struck him.
While I was a member of the Rogue Sect, I was too busy reading in the library. I wanted to go on my first mission as soon as possible. I never learned the Rogue Sect’s chain of command system!
Sword Sect has Sect Master, Honoured Elder, Grand Elder, Elder, Elite Disciple, Inner Disciple, and the last on the chain is Outer Disciple. What does the Rogue Sect have? I only know the Sect Master and the Grand Elders. There are regular Elders and Disciples, too, but I don’t know how they dress. I never paid attention to that kind of thing back then… Ugh, I was so stupid…
John sighed. Taking a gander, he made his clothes change to the same clothes the person he saw on the surface was wearing before teleporting above ground. He then walked without a goal. His eyes took in his surroundings and once he was satisfied, he turned Life Vision and Immortal Eye on. He glanced around as discreetly as possible.
Jeremy May
Rank: 9
Level: 9
Sin: 163,634,174
Status: Memory Manipulated
WHAT?! He’s manipulated, too? Then who’s the real mastermind? Nobody inside this sect is free of manipulation!
Either way, Jeremy still had to die. He killed John’s master. That wasn’t something John could resolve peacefully. At any rate, Jeremy should still have the technique that John sought. The real mastermind couldn’t have stripped him off it, right?
John looked around the sect one last time with Life Vision and Immortal Eye for anybody who could surprise him. When it was clear, he teleported to a location just a few miles away from Jeremy. Gritting his teeth, John took out both his nano swords and unsheathed them.
Taking a long and steady breath, John swung his sword horizontally while pushing out Toxin Power for extra speed. In a rush, he teleported behind Jeremy, making sure Jeremy’s neck was in the path of his blade’s swing.
A second later, Jeremy’s disembodied head flew up in the air.
John put his nano swords away, hiding them with as much speed as he swung them. Eyes darting, he saw no one in the direct vicinity and lowered his guard somewhat. He placed his left hand on Jeremy’s lifeless body, quickly placing it into his Storage Space so there was no chance for a comeback.
Eyes falling onto the head that simply landed on the floor with a small patter, John was stunned.
“This... is a little anticlimactic, right?”




Chapter 12
Attacked
John stood there, dazed. It was only eight years ago that this man killed his master. Last time they fought, John used everything he had, only to leave a mere scar on Jeremy’s right arm.
Inside Jeremy’s home—where he now stood—was complete silence. John reminisced about his master Jamie, all the while forcing himself to search through the parchments on a nearby table for any information he could use.
If only Jeremy had waited another eight years before making his move, I could have stopped him from killing my master.
No, that’s being optimistic. Changing the past would do nothing for me. I’ve gone through so much, all for the sake of revenge. I’m stronger now because of what he did to me. In a way, Jeremy made me who I am today.
“Who are you?”
John’s blood froze in his veins. The voice came from… behind him?
He jumped in fright and swung around in an absolute flurry. Flustered as he’d never been before, he misstepped and fell onto the table he was rummaging through, causing it to collapse. The whole thing was quite a sight as John tumbled onto the ground, stray parchment flying in all directions.
The loud sound of the table being knocked over onto the floor would have attracted people, but John recalled that there was no one in the vicinity to hear him. The thought brought a little comfort to his racing heart, but not much. Did someone slip by his Scan? What powerful being was capable of that?
Still shaken, John used his Scan and saw nobody in the room. He turned Life Vision and Immortal Eye back on and stood up, but still couldn’t find anybody in the area. His heart pounded.
“You going to answer me?”
John turned towards the source of the voice.
The only thing nearby was... Jeremy’s head?
Jeremy’s eyes stared up at John, eyebrows twitching quizzically.
“You’re still alive?” The panic in John’s throat subsided, blossoming into somewhat of a chuckle. “No wonder it’s much harder to kill a Rank 9. Even being beheaded isn’t enough.”
Wait… If Jeremy’s body was still here, could he telepathically tell it to place his head back on top of it? Or is his head going to bite me and turn me into a zombie? Damn, I watched too many movies in my past life...
John was going to ask the head, but Jeremy’s head knitted its brows.
“You still haven’t answered me!”
John looked under the head and saw blood still gushing out of it. This wasn’t an illusion. He turned around and found a chair to sit on. He didn’t want to be too close in case his zombie theory was right. As he walked over to the chair, he turned off Life Vision and Immortal Eye and spoke.
“You know me, at least you think you do.” He sneered down over his shoulder at the head. “You tried to get me to join you with Michael years ago. Back then, I was much weaker and I have to admit, I was a little flattered you wanted me to join you.”
Jeremy’s face remained unchanged, and John took his seat with somewhat of a condescending glare.
“But you only tried to get me to join you because of my identity. With all these clues, can you guess who I am?”
Jeremy snarled back. “No, I don’t know you! Answer me!”
Almost annoyed at this point, John removed his disguise ever so slowly.
There was a strangled rasp as Jeremy figured it out.
“It’s you!” the dead man screeched. “I saw you die by my attack! How are you alive?!”
His voice was so loud John had to put his index fingers in his ears.
“Shut up!”
A hush fell over the room.
“You thought I died, that’s because I let you see an illusion, a trick.” John spat the words out with a roll of his eyes. “Your attack would have killed me if I didn’t have my skills. You know I’m a Sider. Siders get stronger much faster than regular people. That’s why you invited me to join you all those years ago, isn’t it?”
Jeremy went even paler as an expression of pure horror fell upon him.
“How did you find out about me?” John’s gaze was piercing. “You’ve probably got a blood oath about keeping the information secret, but I will not ask you for the information that will activate the blood oath so don’t worry. I want your answers more than I want your death at the moment, which is a refreshing change of pace.”
John could sense a tinge of relief in Jeremy’s demeanour. He needed to change that.
“Normally, people in this situation would torture you for information, but because I’ve realised a way to extract memories from people, I don’t need to torture you.” John let a sickeningly sweet smile cross his lips, teeth peeking out from behind. “Nope, you don’t have to worry about that, either. I’m only going to torture you because I want the pleasure of giving you the pain you deserve after killing my master. No matter what you say or don’t say, it won’t stop.”
There was a pause while John smugly looked down at Jeremy’s panicked expression.
“The only downside is that you have to die for the memory extraction to work.” John pouted playfully, scowling in disappointment. “Otherwise I would have loved to torture you for countless millenniums. I think you’re getting off easy this way.”
Before Jeremy could speak, John used his wood element to change the wooden floor into moving branches. In a flash, he commanded the branches to pierce through Jeremy’s eyes and voice box. Blood splashed outward from the new wounds, but not much; most of the dead man’s blood had already drained through his disembodied neck.
Underneath the wood was stone so using his earthen element, John formed a furnace. The moving branches placed Jeremy’s head in the middle of the furnace, where John continued to enhance his creation. He used nano metal to construct metal spikes and placed them underneath Jeremy’s head. Every time Jeremy voicelessly screamed, a metal spike would pierce his chin or throat.
John used his fire element to start a black fire underneath Jeremy’s head. While it wouldn’t hurt a Rank 9 in small portions, it was different when being burned alive for long periods of time. To further draw out this torture, John made a giant funnel above the furnace and filled it using his water element. The funnel would only allow one drop of water to fall every second, landing on Jeremy’s head.
Finally, John built stone walls at least three feet thick inside the room, making it more secure. He wanted this to go on for as long as possible. He gazed around at his handiwork.
These types of torture are for the long run. The water is almost at freezing temperatures and while Jeremy doesn’t feel it now, he soon will. The fire is the same; it could only burn his skin a little last time I used it against him. But this time, the fire is constantly burning him and will get worse over time.
I can keep this up until somebody comes and looks for Jeremy. If he’s lucky, that could be a few months, but if he’s unlucky, it could be years.
Satisfied, John teleported away.
He arrived at his old house that his master had gifted him. Over the years, it had gathered layers of dust and debris, but John paid them no heed. With a deep breath, he sat down on his chair on the round patch of grass. From his storage space, he took out Jeremy’s headless, fat body.
Going through the bags tied up to the robes, he found a few parchments with mission details on them. Opening the robes a little to get to the inside pockets, John found a small bag. Within it was a booklet with a worn out cover, only a few pages thick.
The book was a guide to performing the memory manipulation technique. John poured over the text immediately. Though it was only a few pages thick, it still took him a few hours to understand it all.
As John reached a full understanding of the technique, he heard a familiar chime from the system.
‘Ding!’
Sider’s mind attack is ineffective on the user.




Chapter 13
The Memory Manipulation Technique
Huh? Where did that come from?
John got off his chair and looked around with Life Vision and Immortal Eye. His Scan was still on, too, but still, he found nothing at all.
After making sure the coast was all clear, he sat back down on his chair.
Lowering his head and looking at the book, he thought about the situation.
That attack is from this book, I’m sure of it! This technique is special.
Usually, the memory manipulation techniques were like blockades made of Life Power inside the mind. These blockades stopped the person from accessing their memories. To get rid of the technique, you needed to know where these blockades were placed and the weaknesses of said blockade.
I read about most of the manipulation techniques back in the library while doing my first long distance mission. That’s why I thought I could help my master break the technique.
But this technique was about brainwaves. You’d plant a tiny amount of Life Power inside peoples’ minds and then it would stealthily attach to a random neuron. The Life Power enhanced neuron would then emit the brainwaves at a certain frequency, completely undetected.
The brainwaves would interfere with the electric signals the brain produces, so while the infected person could still access their memories, their thought process would change depending on the person using the technique. Something the victim was proud of today could change into something they were ashamed of tomorrow. It depended solely on the user of the technique. Even if they had completely different values or priorities in life, the infected would change over time to fit the user’s will.
The only difference between each victim was the time required for each person to give in to the technique. If the victim had completely opposing values and a strong mind, then it could take months or years depending on how good the user was at the technique. But if they had similar values and the victim had a weak mind, then the technique could take over the whole brain within a matter of minutes.
The only way to undo this specific technique was to know the frequency of the brainwaves. You would then need to plant another tiny amount of Life Power inside the infected person to clash against the first Life Power’s frequency. The two frequencies would cancel each other out. The body’s defensive system would then attack and destroy both of the infected neurons soon after.
The drawback of this solution was that the victim could no longer be manipulated using the same technique. So once they had broken the technique and had been set free, they’d become immune to it completely. It was for this reason that John depended on the loophole in this technique. If the first user of the technique died, then John could potentially take over the already infected people.
This means that if I kill Jeremy, I can take over the people Jeremy has control over. It will take time for those people to change their values to mine, but it shouldn’t be that long since they’ve been under the technique for years.
John concluded that the technique in question was definitely the product of a Sider. Upon learning the technique, there was a backlash of Life Power that caused the technique to be used on you. Immortals couldn’t do that for more than a few days, which was why a Sider had to be responsible. This book was with Jeremy for hundreds of years already; only a law-defying system could do that.
If I didn’t have my system and the immunity to these kinds of techniques, then there would be a piece of Life Power inside my head throwing out the frequency right now without me knowing about it.
But John was struck by another conundrum. Why did Jeremy not have the manipulated status eight years ago? Could it have something to do with the distance of the user and the target? Or how often it was used?
Jeremy’s use of the technique on people he was in direct proximity to was a stronger signal than that of a Sider who could be on the other side of the universe. Maybe the Sider had no way of knowing that Jeremy was infected by their technique without coming here themselves. That would explain why it took so much longer to come into effect. This also explained why it took so long for Jeremy to take over the entire sect. He couldn’t use the technique that well, and he had to come into physical contact with the person he wanted to use it on. Combined with the mental fortitude of the assassins who were his targets, it all just made sense.
I’m able to use this technique now, too, but it will be as slow as when Jeremy used it. The only difference is that when I master the technique, I’ll be able to use my threads to touch my targets from 100 feet away. If my system creates a skill from this knowledge, then I could use it as perfectly as the other Sider.
System, that’s your cue to go ding with a pop-up saying you’ve created the skill!
Nothing happened. John sighed out of disappointment.
If I’m going to use this technique with the threads, then I will need years, decades, or maybe centuries of practice to perfect it. Sarah has 350 years before she dies of old age, but I can’t wait that long, either.
It’s too bad, I wanted to torture Jeremy for years but circumstances have changed.
John put the technique inside his Storage Space.
‘Ding!’
Scanning...
It surprised John that the system was scanning a technique. He had books inside the Storage Space before, yet nothing happened then. Was it because a Sider created this technique? John felt some excitement bubble within him.
However, when the system finished scanning, nothing happened. John’s excitement fell flat.
I have to admit, having too many skills is counterproductive, especially when you have to spend time and effort to train the skill. But what is it about this rank’s version of the system? It hasn’t given me any skills at all since updating from version 4.9! Is the system broken? Gone on vacation? System malfunction?
All I want is a skill that will wake Sarah up. Is that too much to ask?
John sighed dejectedly then walked through the sect’s area and back towards Jeremy’s house.
When he entered, Jeremy’s head was still in the furnace. His torture device seemed lacklustre now that John was feeling a little down. With slow movements, John removed his creations one by one and put the house back to how it was before he came. He used a tree branch to wrap around Jeremy’s mouth and place him on top of the table.
“No need for you to speak, just listen.” John took a seat once more, nonchalantly tipping the chair back and forth with all the attitude of a pouting child. “The game has changed, so I’m just going to kill you. I read the memory manipulation technique you used and guess what? You were under it, buddy.”
Jeremy’s blistered face contorted into a hideous expression that John guessed had to be shock.
“That’s right, you buffoon. When you first read this technique, which a Sider made, the technique had a Life Power attack embedded inside. You’ve been under its effects since.” John played with his nails a bit, seemingly bored out of his mind but mildly smug that he got to explain all of this in detail. “Your life’s work has amounted to being the poorest sect master in the universe’s history—becoming a puppet of a Sider, getting killed by a Sider and... having your soul destroyed by a Sider.”
Finally, the fun part.
“I don’t understand how you could possibly believe any of it was worth it.” He laughed cruelly. “And if you’re confused, the last two things are a parting gift from me.”
As the words left his lips, John took out his nano sword and sliced Jeremy’s scalp open. While it could not kill a Rank 9, John put his black fingernails inside the exposed brain and pulled.
What came out was Jeremy’s soul.
It was the same size and shape as Jeremy’s brain, and John could feel it was millions of times stronger than Isake’s.
John pushed the soul into his mouth and swallowed it.




Chapter 14
The Life of Jeremy
As soon as John ate Jeremy’s soul, the vision of Jeremy’s first memory as a child spanned across half of his vision. Wanting to concentrate on the memories, John sat up in his chair.
Jeremy was born to a young couple who were wearing the Rogue Sect’s robes. His first memory was their faces and the robes. As he grew, he learned what the Rogue Sect did and who his parents were. He wanted to become an assassin like his parents someday.
But when he was thirteen, his parents died on a group mission. An investigation went on after the group had been wiped out, and the results showed someone misinformed them of the strength of their targets. Of course, Jeremy blamed the sect for not giving them the proper information that could have saved their lives. An entire group of fifteen people was lost due to sheer miscommunication. Nothing was done to console him, and he carried on through life full of bitterness and spite.
The Rogue Sect took care of him until he turned twenty-one, which was when he became an immortal.
During the same year he became an immortal, there was a sect meeting. It was in this meeting that he met Jamie, who was a year older than him. The two became friends and rivals. When one came back from a successful mission and the other was inside the sect, they would hear about it. Their friendship worked like this for years with no qualms. Jeremy had finally felt like he made peace with his life.
But that soon came to an end. When Jamie turned fifty-eight years old, he was noticed by an elder and taken in as his disciple. Jeremy was completely left behind. He could no longer match the strength and technique of his former rival no matter how hard he trained. Without a proper teacher, he was flailing in the wind.
Through the years that followed, Jeremy tried everything he could to catch up. He robbed his targets or charged the clients extra behind the sect’s back. The Rogue Sect took a 10% cut of all missions, so Jeremy tried to get around this in any way he could. His greed grew worse and worse. A few years further along the line, he accidentally saw the inside of the Rogue Sect’s vault and was stricken with envy and greed.
After Jeremy reached Rank 5 at 1,105 years of age, things started going downhill.
He was doing a long distance mission. His target was in the middle of the desert, hiding out in a well-placed cave. Jeremy found him after months of searching, and he beheaded his target swiftly and with ease. At that point, he was to return to the sect, but his greed lead him in another direction.
He searched the target’s pockets but found nothing valuable. He turned over tables and ransacked the place, searching for anything of value. Frustrated at finding nothing, Jeremy cried out and hacked at a wall with his sword.
The wall made a hollow sound.
His interest piqued, Jeremy continued to hack at the wall. He could hear it now; a soft breeze of airflow on the other side. His curiosity drove him onward and he continued his excavation. When the wall had a hole big enough for him to fit through, he entered the hidden room. Inside, he found a book on a pedestal. Thinking nothing of traps or the reason it would be there, the driven man picked it up to read.
It was the memory manipulation technique.
After learning the technique, he realised the potential it had if he used it correctly. From that point on, he experimented with the manipulation technique on his targets during missions when it was possible. He found the drawback of the technique as he couldn’t alter a person’s thought process without them being infected for years. To reduce this time, it would take centuries of practice and effort.
However, he knew how powerful he could become if he mastered this technique. He also knew how many resources he could get his hands on if the infected people of the sect were under his control. The fiery passion for revenge was lit anew deep within him. He could finally get back at the sect for his parents’ deaths. He could get back at his best friend for leaving him behind. His new course was set, and he had all the determination in the world to carry him through.
But just under five hundred years later, Jamie’s master and lover died fighting a Sider who attacked the Rogue Sect.
From that moment on, Jeremy held no jealousy or ill will towards Jamie. Instead, he pitied him for growing soft. He tried to find his old friend to console him, but found out that Jamie was away. Word was that he’d taken the Sider’s body and placed it somewhere, which confused him.
Thousands of years later, Jeremy had gotten much better at controlling the technique. His victims now fell under his control within a year. He’d found a way to use Life Power in his voice at the same frequency to control the infected people, which was something the technique hadn’t mentioned. For the voice to work, however, his target must be completely under his control.
At this point, he’d used the technique on only one person inside the Rogue Sect. His biggest fear was that his victim would find out and kill him for it. The person he targeted took over twenty years to become subdued; the amount of time needed compared to what it typically took shocked Jeremy to the core.
But when the person was finally subdued, he gave 80% of his mission rewards to Jeremy, 10% to the sect, and kept 10% for himself to grow stronger. Jeremy’s first taste of free resources boosted his greed and determination to infect everybody in the sect, but he needed to practice much more to get the twenty years of required time down to as little as possible.
Jeremy kept gaining strength as he got older, and his talent for cultivation was high. It was only his bad luck that stopped him from being recruited as a disciple in his early years.
Jeremy reached Rank 6 when he turned 1,704 years old. He reached Rank 7 when he turned 2,691, and Rank 8 when he was 5,294. He finally became a Rank 9 powerhouse when he turned 9,824, which was rare. Becoming a Rank 9 before the 10,000-year mark was a sign of great talent.
Thousands of years passed as he practiced the technique on anybody he could find. When Jeremy turned 33,500, he had used the technique on more than half of the people inside the sect. He noticed that the higher ranked the person was, the longer it took to control them. The people inside the Rogue Sect had strong minds, so they took much longer to conquer regardless of rank.
A few years went by and Jamie became the sect master. On that day, Jeremy became angry once more. The thought of destroying the sect flashed through his mind, but he refrained. Jamie was a Rank 9 like he was, so it would take many years for the technique to control Jamie. He figured that he might as well get started as soon as possible.
At the ceremony to give Jamie the sect master position, Jeremy walked over and congratulated him with a handshake. It was through this handshake that Jeremy used the technique with nobody suspecting a thing.
Six hundred years later, news of another Sider joining the sect reached his ears. At first, Jeremy was excited. Maybe this Sider could become a demon and help him control the sect. However, the news carried out that Jamie had become his master soon after. That would complicate things.
Jamie wasn’t completely under his control yet. Jeremy was getting worried about the length needed for the technique to work; the longer it went on, the higher the chance of somebody finding out. He also became worried about the Sider spoiling his plans since Siders were known to meddle. Somewhat pressed, he sent Michael to find out what mission he went on and meet him there.
When Michael came back and reported what he learned about the Sider, Jamie became even more worried. The Sider had some ability that allowed him to discover the identities of even his fellow Rogue Sect members—that was unheard of, yet this Sider had done exactly that with Michael.
When the Sider went on a long distance mission, Jeremy could only sigh in relief. That gave him a few more years for his plan to work.
Jamie fell under his control a few months after John left. Feeling the start of his victory, Jeremy turned all communications with the outside universe off. It was then that he took over the sect.
The Sider returned, but Jeremy didn’t hear about it for some time. Michael sent a message to him about John’s return. John turned down his offer so Jeremy felt like he had no choice but to remove this threat.
Pushing his plan into the final stages, Jeremy killed Jamie. He then took the sect master’s token off Jamie’s body before killing John and escaping the collapsing mission hub.
Jeremy became the sect master within a span of three months after Jamie’s death.
He found the vault empty and accidently destroyed it from the inside out. Years later, he put the sect master token inside a hidden compartment and carried on cultivating.
On a silent night, his vision shot up and around like a rollercoaster. When it stopped spinning, he noticed a man standing next to his big, round body.
He realised he’d been beheaded.
When he found out it was the Sider, his only thought was to find out how.
John opened his left eye. Judging by the state of the room and the clock in the system, he took a rough guess that a week had passed.




Chapter 15
Unique
John thought about the memories he’d just absorbed.
Though he didn’t see the whole life of his master, John saw Jamie when he was younger and how he grew up. He saw Jeremy’s targets from the missions over the thousands of years, and all the planets, locations and strange things. He also saw all the absorbing and breathing techniques Jeremy learned during his life.
John had technically lived over 35,000 years with the memories of Jeremy now.
But the memory of Jeremy finding the technique sitting there on a pedestal, waiting for somebody to pick it up made John sure his theory was correct.
The Sider who created the technique must have gained strength because of the number of people that were controlled. There were no traps to stop people, and no test to see if they were right for the technique. There was nothing.
Cultivators who left their techniques to the later generations would always make sure the person who received it was worthy. There was always a trial or a test for the person who found it.
But the person who left it there couldn’t care less who found it.
‘Ding!’
John’s eyebrows arched upwards in surprise upon hearing the system. He opened it up.
Welcome to the Idle system 5.9.
Memory Manipulation - Idlers 0/616, Instant - 0/1, Threads - 0/1, Voice - 0/1
Atom Defence - Idlers 0/616, Atom Size - 0/1
Sinners Shop - Idlers 0/616, Continuation - 0/1
*UNIQUE* Creation - Idlers 0/616, Oxygen - 0/1, Combine - 0/1
John noticed the *UNIQUE* in the skill’s name first and his eyes bulged out from surprise before he calmed down and read the description of each skill.
*UNIQUE* Creation:
Oxygen: Creates oxygen from carbon dioxide inside the lungs, you will never have to breathe to survive again. This skill will remove Organ Strength’s Lung Capacity skill.
Combine: Able to combine the elements you can use to create new elements.
Atom Defence:
Atom Size: The atoms inside the skin combine when meeting force, causing molecules unable to pass through.
Sinners Shop:
Continuation: Add the breathing and absorbing techniques you’ve learnt to the unique technique you’ve created from the shop.
Memory Manipulation:
Instant: Reduce the time required to take control of the infected person to one second.
Threads: Able to use the technique through your threads.
Voice: Use your voice to control the person who’s under your control.
Bonus for maxing all skill levels: Changes the frequency of the technique.
As John read about all the skills, his mind was swirling.
The system was at 5.9 now, but only four skills had shown up. The only difference between this time and all the other times was the unique skill, which very much intrigued him. The three normal skills still counted as 0.1 each, just like every other time. The two parts of the unique skill took 0.3 each.
Is that why the skills didn’t show when the system got updated to 5.0? The unique skill takes more spots for each part of the skill, so it might take longer for the skill to update the system?
But it was worth it, too. If John completed the skill, then he could go to space, under the sea, or even to the centre of the planet again with no need to be worried about survival.
The ‘combine elements’ portion piqued his interest, too. He didn’t know any combinations at the moment, but he could experiment to find out.
Are atoms smaller than molecules, then? I think so since the skill says the atoms can block molecules. That means the nano swords I’ve created for me and Sarah can no longer threaten us since we’re immune to the metal element and the molecule-sized blade can’t cut us.
It still surprised John that the molecule-sized blade could overpower the metal immunity skill.
The Sinners Shop skill is brilliant, too. I’m getting 100,000 Life Power every minute when using 3 parts of the mind now, but if I read more techniques, then that will go up after completing this skill.
John couldn’t help but wonder how Jeremy would feel. The man had spent over 30,000 years honing the skill to perfection, but John would be able to use it almost instantaneously. He wouldn’t even have to touch his target for the skill to work; he could just use his threads once the other part of the skill was complete.
Jeremy used his voice to control his victims like what he did to Jamie inside the mission hub. It was more than likely that he ordered Jamie to stop making vitality from Life Power and to give up his defences. That was the only way John could think of that a normal gun could have killed a Rank 9 immortal.
And finally, the max bonus. While the other skills don’t have a maxed bonus, this one is brilliant. If ever the Sider who created this technique comes here, he can no longer take over the people I’ve infected since it’s a different frequency.
The only thing I can do now, though, is to wait for the Idlers to complete the level.
John turned the Continue setting off and checked the skill to see how long was left.
Immortality List:
Neuron Storage - Idlers 616/616, Compress 4/9, Time - 4mo 21d 22h 16m 50s
Just under 5 months… That’s a long time when you’ve got a new skill and want to level it up! I’ve got to adjust my plans to include the Rogue Sect, then.
John took Jeremy’s head and placed it inside the Storage Space. His fire wasn’t strong enough to burn a Rank 9’s corpse to ashes. Before he left, he remembered where Jeremy hid the sect master token and picked it up before walking back to his own house.
Once in his home, he retrieved Jeremy’s body and placed it inside the Storage Space. He didn’t stick around long, though. Soon, he was walking towards the admin building in the centre of the sect.
When he arrived inside the building, he checked everybody out with Life Vision and Immortal Eye. Everybody inside the building had the memory manipulation status, but because he hadn’t gotten the skill completed yet, he couldn’t order them about with the technique. He walked toward the biggest desk and climbed on top of it, reaching into his storage space. He pulled out the sect master token for all to see.
“Sect Master Jeremy has given me his orders!” he called out in a military voice. “You are to contact every sect member in the universe and tell them to come back as soon as possible! They have a maximum of twelve months to get here from today, and if they fail to get here in time, then they become a contract themselves!”
Everybody in the room looked up at John speaking and saw the sect master token in his hands. The token was a black, octagon-shaped piece of metal with a 6-inch diameter. The sides and the back were plain while the front had a big, red R in the middle with two daggers to the side of the letter.
The people saluted John and promptly followed the order.
“The sect master said he was going to hold an important meeting,” he explained. “Every member in the sect must attend.”
“Sir!” the person with the highest rank in the room called out. “We don’t have a place inside the sect large enough to hold every member of the sect all at once.”
“Ah, yes.” John smiled. “That’s why there’s a second order to build a temporary meeting place. I do not know what the sect master is intending to speak about so please do not ask. The payment to build it is a stash of Grade 8 life stones. I suggest everyone hurry along, there are only twelve months.”
John handed the promised life stones to the construction team that approached him thereafter. They told him that the work would be completed within six months.
With his deeds set into motion, John walked out of the admin building and headed north. He wanted to see what had changed in the North Kingdom of the mortal area since he’d left.
He had almost five months of time to kill.




Chapter 16
Repaying Amanda
John came to the small building with the teleport rune leading to the immortal village where Amanda lived. Walking inside, he saw the same elder he met when he first came to this place. The man was sitting down on the same chair above a small patch of grass that John didn’t notice last time. He had the same black beard and messy hair. John checked the man out with Immortal Eye.
???
Rank: 5
Level: 9
Sin: 2
Status: Memory manipulated
Smiling at the man, John spoke up.
“Hello, Brian, long time no see.”
Brian looked up and saw John, but it took awhile for him to remember where he had seen John before.
“Ah, you’re the person who came through the teleport last time.”
“That’s right.” John nodded. “But what you said, does that mean nobody from the North Kingdom has come through since I arrived eighteen years ago?”
“It’s not that strange.” Brian shrugged in response. “Before you arrived through the teleport, almost fifty years had passed since the previous person came.”
John was a little shocked but not by much. He learned that out of billions of people, maybe one person had the luck and ability to become an immortal. He redirected his attention to the older man before him.
“Have you heard anything about Amanda or the North Kingdom since I left?” John was only met with a dejected shake of Brian’s head. The older immortal went back to cultivating.
John shrugged his shoulders and walked towards the teleport rune. Before he went through the teleport, he stopped to think.
Because he was in such a rush to complete the system skills before turning twenty-one, he never found out how large the planet was. He studied numerous area maps back in Newbie Town at the start of his journey, but the maps never specified the total size of the planet. If the density of this planet was the same as Earth’s, then John guessed it to be about five times larger than Earth based on the gravity.
John stepped on the teleport rune and disappeared from sight.
Inside the small circular room on the other end, John looked up and saw the same two light sources hanging on the ceiling. The walls were still bare and the only thing inside the room was the teleport rune covered in dust. He still remembered Amanda pushing Life Power inside this thing to ease the first trip of his, and how it didn’t help at all. A sense of nostalgia swept over him, but he quickly stifled it.
Before he opened the door, John changed his clothes back to his black earring, a black, short-sleeved shirt, gloves, trousers, belt, and boots. He also made a black eye patch to cover up the star symbol over his right eye. It wouldn’t interfere with his vision because he had his Scan skill, anyway.
Thinking of the past, he thought about the differences between the current him and the past him. He now had long silver hair, a face free of facial hair, and a star symbol covering his right eye.
Mulling it over in his head, he slowly came to realize that the only things that hadn’t changed were his height, face, and his taste in clothing. When he was mortal, he had grown a goatee beard. But when he became immortal, it had disappeared and facial hair didn’t grow on him since his Life Power turned Silver Grade. It was such a small change that he didn’t even notice until years later when he looked at himself in the mirror.
‘Ding!’
Tooltip - The system stops any facial hair, the length of your hair and nails from growing for convenience.
John snickered. Bet a lot of men and women back on earth would love this function.
Looking down at his clothes, he thought something was missing for his comeback.
He made a thin, black and silver overcoat that covered his whole body down to his knees. From the waist down to the knees, the size got slightly bigger so there was enough room to not restrict his movements. At the bottom of the overcoat along the back, there was a slit in the middle to help with movement, too.
John took out a mirror and checked the overcoat out; he was surprised to find out he liked it. He took his old mythical Rank 5 swords and strapped them on his back and hip. Putting the mirror away, John walked over and finally opened the door.
His Scan had picked up the whole village and Amanda’s location earlier, so what he saw was no surprise to him. The family he stayed with when farming for the village was still alive and well, and the age test crystal was still inside the same small temple in the middle of the village. Everything seemed quiet and peaceful, just like he remembered.
Not aware that he was smiling a little, John walked down to where Amanda was.
The teleport room was at the back of the village, so when people noticed him walking away from it, they realised he wasn’t a mortal. Nobody in the village could recognise John; try as they might, his changes were too much for them. Murmurs carried through crowds as he, a stranger, made his way to Amanda’s house, where she was cultivating.
John arrived at his destination and knocked on the door. He waited for Amanda to answer it. When the door creaked open, he saw her face staring blankly at him.
“Who are you supposed to be?”
“Ah.” John smiled. “You don’t remember me?”
She only shook her head.
“Well… Eighteen years ago, you wrote a letter to the sect master about me. I came from the North Kingdom.” John could see the familiarity creep back into her eyes as he spoke. “Err, I don’t have to tell you about my other identity for you to remember me, right?”
Amanda’s mouth went loose as it threatened to drop to the floor.
Within moments, John was inside of her home and she was bustling about to welcome him. The house was a simple wooden bungalow with a straw roof. It had one bedroom, a kitchen, and an area for the table with a circular patch of grass in the middle.
John remembered when he had to absorb Life Power from the earth inside the house his master gave him. If he couldn’t absorb Life Power from Life Crystals and had to sit down while connected to the earth like normal cultivators, then he would have died of boredom by this point.
John sat down on a chair that Amanda offered him and they talked. John checked her out with his Immortal Eye, too.
Amanda Burch
Rank: 4
Level: 9
Sin: 19
Oh, she’s levelled up a few times in the 18 years since I’ve left. She doesn’t have her memory manipulated either. That’s reasonable since she isn’t earning Life Stones by assassinating people. Jeremy wouldn’t have bothered with her.
“That brings me to another point.” John smiled as the two conversed casually. “I’ve got a cultivation technique I would like to give you. You’re on the verge of breaking through to Rank 5 soon, right? I can feel the strength coming from your Life Power. You told me about the first four ranks on the road of immortality but didn’t know about the ranks beyond that. I can tell you all about it now. This is to repay you for what you did for me. That letter you wrote to the sect master made him take me in as his disciple, which would never have happened without your actions.”
John pulled out a parchment and wrote down a good absorbing technique he’d read about inside the Sword Sect, along with the matching breathing technique. Then he told her about all the ranks, levels, and requirements needed for everything up to Rank 9 Level 9. Her eyes were completely alight with the desire to learn, and John felt their roles had completely reversed in all these years. He was happy to offer her more.
Taking out a few Grade 9 Life Stones, he told her to use these to cultivate along with the Life Power from the earth. Amanda didn’t know what grade it was, but she knew it was higher than the Grade 2 she normally used. She accepted it, thanking John most sincerely.
When the gift-giving was done, John then told her about what had happened inside the sect—what had happened to his beloved master. He told her that he was now the new sect master, but that it wasn’t official until next year at the latest. It had to stay a secret between the two of them, and by the look on her face, John knew that it would stay as such.
He offered Amanda a different job inside the sect if she wanted it. She could take the job when he was the new sect master. After a few minutes considering his offer, she refused the new job; the villagers were her family. John respected her decision.
After more than an hour of chatting and catching up, Amanda finally asked something a bit more shocking than John was prepared for.
“Are you here to deal with the new Sider that showed up a few years ago?”




Chapter 17
Past Scheme Rumour
John blanked out for a minute, blinking in confusion.
“There’s a new Sider on this planet? Since when?”
“What?” Amanda knitted her brows, a frown crossing her face. “You mean you haven’t read my report? I reported that there was a new Sider in the North Kingdom about eight years ago. If you haven’t read the report, then what are you doing back here?”
“Report…” John was flabbergasted. “Sect Master Jamie died eight years ago. The sect was in turmoil and I was on a long distance mission, too. I don’t know what happened to your report, but I know I haven’t read it. How did you hear about the Sider?”
“There was a person who came here to become an immortal.” She smiled with a twinkle in her eye. “But this person tried to rob and kill a villager and died by my hands. Before that, though, he told us about the new Sider. About a year ago, this very Sider came to the village to become an immortal, too, but he came too late. He was almost twenty-two years old, past the aging crystal mark.”
John gulped, brain racing. If the Sider came here a year ago, then he would be twenty-two or twenty-three by now. He must have come to this world after seven years in the mortal world and either found out about immortality too late or wasn’t strong enough to get here in time.
I think I’ll go meet the new Sider. I can “force” it for him to become immortal with 0% death rate now, and when the new skill is done, I can use the memory manipulation technique on him if needed.
Whatever system the new Sider had, John knew this new Sider could share his skills with him in return for giving him immortality. If the new system was really useful, John could offer the peak body skill, too.
“Do you know where the Sider is?”
“I do.” She nodded. “He’s staying with the new king of the North.”
“New king?”
“Yes, he was crowned almost eighteen years ago.”
18 years for Amanda is still considered new? I’ve still got the mindset of a mortal, haha. Oh well, in the cultivation world, I’m still a baby who should only be learning how to walk right now.
I killed the old king 18 years ago but didn’t care or follow what happened after that. I also killed his son, the third prince. If it’s like back on Earth, the oldest son would then inherit the crown. I never saw the eldest son of the old king.
John smiled back at Amanda.
“I’ll head over to check the Sider out.” He stood up from his comfy seat. “When he visited this village, though, were you going to kill him or let him become an immortal? I trust your judgment of people.”
“Hmn… “ Amanda thought for a minute before speaking. “The only thing he did when he was here was ask question after question. Even when he found out that he couldn’t become an immortal, he still asked about everything. If I didn’t know he was a mortal, then I would have suspected he was a spy from another sect. But other than that, nothing happened. Poor guy couldn’t even take on an SSS Rank monster.”
“I see…” John knitted his brows. “What would you have done if he was under twenty-one then? I remember the rule is that the mortals needed to kill an SSS Rank monster with you as a witness to gain the right to touch the test age crystal. Any exceptions for Siders?”
“I would’ve just followed the rules of the sect.” Amanda shrugged her shoulders. “I might have sent a report to the sect master and hoped to receive a reply before the Sider turned twenty-one, but nothing too special.”
“You’re not only saying that because I’m the next sect master, are you?” John chuckled.
Before Amanda could reply John bid his farewell, detailing his plan to head to the North Kingdom. Amanda thanked John again for all the gifts as she walked John out. After saying goodbye for the last time, John walked north.
Going through the areas with Rank SSS monsters running about, John half expected to be attacked by them. After an hour of casually walking through their territories, nothing had happened.
John smiled. Clever monsters, they can tell they will die if they attack me.
He walked out of the forest and saw the entrance to the capital. John was reminiscing a little as this was the place he first walked towards immortality. Before this point, it was levelling the skills to get to the peak body needed as the foundation to walk the immortality road. As he walked along, his Scan picked up the state of the capital.
Near the immortals’ area he was closest to were all the high-end houses. The Rank SS or higher adventurers lived here as a deterrent to the monsters attacking. They made the houses of bricks with what looked like cement between them, but John couldn’t be sure since the colour was a bit different. The houses were much sturdier than those made of wood and straw, though.
Then there were the roads. They weren’t the usual tarmac colour but brown. There were people sweeping the streets all over the place, keeping them clean. It was something John had never seen before.
The further away from the immortals’ area John’s Scan detected, the worse the houses became. It was only five miles away that the houses were built using treated wood nailed together to form a house. The brown tarmac road ended at the 5-mile mark into the capital, too, and a normal coloured tarmac replaced it. Along the old tarmac were houses made of untreated wood nailed together at different angles, forming holes that could not block the wind. John soon found what he assumed to be the slums of the capital. While he was here last time, he spent all his time in the library and didn’t have the Scan either.
He was curious to know what the difference between the new and old tarmac was. He wondered if the new Sider was responsible for its use. There had to be some practical use for it, or else the king wouldn’t have bothered replacing the old tarmac. His mind buzzed with possibilities.
John walked into a tavern near the city centre and sat down at a table. Picking up a menu, he ordered a few things and ate them while he listened for information.
He heard plenty of rumours but one stuck with him.
Word was that almost twenty years ago, deceased King Henry IV used the Sider that went to the immortal area in a scheme to become king. His son boasted about it when he got drunk at his father’s funeral a week ago.
I wonder if this is true… If he used me to gain the throne, I’ve got to applaud him for a brilliant scheme. The only weakness was his buffoon of a son. I was younger and more naive back then, only focused on my one goal. People call that tunnel vision, right? I had a massive determination to get the peak body before becoming immortal, so I wouldn’t notice any kind of scheme against me.
Though I’ve got to admit, even today I’m still young and still learning when compared to other cultivators. But if anyone tries to use me now, they can find out how easy it is for me to destroy an entire kingdom.
John couldn’t find out anything else about this, but he found out the coronation of the king was the following day. That was the reason the capital was being swept clean and the hotels were fully booked. People from the South and the East Kingdom were here for the coronation, but the West kingdom was still at odds with them so they didn’t attend.
John sat inside the tavern part of the building for hours while he drank a few beers, but he didn’t hear about any more interesting rumours. It was two hours before closing time in the tavern and it was still full to capacity, not one seat was available.
At one point, a group of adventurers came inside the tavern and found it full. Seeing that nobody was leaving, they saw John sitting alone in the corner seat. The corner seat was enough for their group of four people to sit, so they went over towards him.




Chapter 18
It’s Him… Again?!
John noticed the four people enter the place and could guess what they were thinking.
Instead of provoking them, he figured he could avoid the conflict altogether. He was finished with his drink and couldn’t get any more information from this place, so it didn’t really make much of a difference. John stood up before the four people arrived and made his way to the exit. When he passed the four people, he smiled and nodded.
“Our reputation must have reached his ears for him to get scared before we even remove him ourselves.”
The adventurer’s words were like a death sentence.
John had his right hand on the door when he heard the mocking laughter from across the tavern. He turned his head around to the left and cast a blood-curdling glare at them. Everybody in the tavern quietened down and took their seats for the show.
“Do not mistake my actions as cowardice.” John’s words had an icy bite to them. “If you’d like, I could come over and remove you from the seat and we can try the whole thing over again.”
He stared at them with his left eye and used his Immortal Eye on them. They were all mortals like John thought. The group saw him staring at them and they each lowered their heads.
“Thought so.”
With that, John walked out of the tavern.
With his Scan, John found the tallest building and lied down on the roof. He had no other plans than to wait for the coronation. He still didn’t even know what the person being crowned even looked like, but he would find out soon enough.
John closed his eyes and got some sleep to pass the time.
On the following morning, he woke at eight o’clock. With his Scan, he could see people standing near the palace, waiting for the coronation to start.
He was almost five miles away and his Scan couldn’t detect much beyond the palace gates, but from what he could see of the palace, it had shiny and smooth walls. The whole place was coloured black and white with a hint of red. It seemed as if whoever built it had merely carved it from a big rock; there was nothing like cement, nails, or anything used to hold it all together. It was one big, unbroken piece standing about two stories high with windows and wooden frames.
In front of the palace doors were stairs that led to the street and along that path, someone had placed down a red carpet with gold patterns at the edges. At the bottom of the stairs was an open area. They could fit thousands of people in this area if they were standing.
In England, they crown royal members who become king or queen inside a church. But there is no religion I’ve come across in this universe. I’m interested to see the crowning ceremony and even the prince’s face.
While scanning, John recognised a few faces he had seen back when he was mortal. Among them were the likes of SSS Ranked Rachael and David. They hadn’t changed much since he last saw them eighteen years ago. David had gotten a little pudgy with grey hair showing, and Rachael had a few wrinkles and grey hairs, too. They were standing inside the palace with fifteen other people; John thought the new king might be among those people. Everybody in the group was wearing armour and weapons, so they must have been guards.
What time does the coronation start, anyway? I only heard it’s today, but it could start an hour from now or eight hours from now.
And so, John lay there waiting, rather than move closer to the palace.
At noon sharp, the palace doors sprung open with Rachael on the left and David on the right. The two walked down the steps as the ceremony began, not walking on the red carpet. Seven other men and women followed them on each side, walking off the carpet, too. On each side, the eight men and women turned to face the carpet and did a military salute.
John was in for the shock of his life.
The one person he didn’t expect to even be there was walking on the red carpet down the stairs between the sixteen people. He was wearing a shiny adventurers armour, too. John saw him with the people inside the palace a few hours ago but assumed he was a guard. The man, who was even larger than Jeremy now, was the chubby guy he met in the training course in Newbie Town. John recalled meeting him again outside the cave of Tim McNeil’s after it collapsed.
That guy was royalty? I remember he had a bodyguard back then, which makes sense now. I didn’t see the face of the bodyguard, wonder if he or she is one of the people on the palace steps?
John watched the coronation with interest now. First, the prince walked down the steps and sat inside an open top carriage which took him around the capital for an hour. The man kept waving to the people on the streets until the carriage brought him back to the palace.
When the carriage arrived back at the palace, the crowd swarmed to get as close as possible. There were guards lined up to keep the crowd contained. The cheering crowd covered the entire area in front of the palace. An old man walked out of the palace with a rolled up parchment, handed it to David who then waited for the crowd to become silent. When all was calm, David then shouted that the kings of the past wrote what someone needed to become a great king.
The actual parchment had over a hundred different requirements but internally John narrowed the list down to the important parts. He took note.
1. Must reach at least S rank in the Adventurers Guild, because the king should be the first person to protect the kingdom.
2. Have a high education, for a king without knowledge and wisdom will bring ruin.
3. Fair judgement, for the common people are your subjects and also your superiors.
4. An open mind, because if you want everybody to do only what you do, then the kingdom will not grow.
After the 105th item on the list, David handed the parchment to the prince. The prince took it and placed it inside his bag, then waited for the crown. A young man in his early twenties came out with the crown on top of a red cushion that he carried with both hands as he walked towards the new king. John could only see the colour with his Scan, so he assumed it was made of gold with quite a few gems embedded inside of it.
But John was more interested in the man who brought the crown to the prince. Early twenties and in close countenance with the new king, John wondered if this was the new Sider. He couldn’t be 100% certain without attacking the man, though. Even if he attacked the man, John was too strong for his target’s system to block it.
John wondered if his Idle System would tell him something like “Your attack is successful on enemy Sider.” It would be great if it did, but if it didn’t, then he would have no way to confirm his theory.
When the new king took the crown off the man and placed it on his head, the crowd cheered. John stood up and used Life Vision and Immortal Eye on the young man who brought the crown out.
???
Rank: 0
Level: 0
Sin: 0
Smiling at the result, he jumped off the roof and discreetly landed on the street.
I can kill two birds with one stone now. If the rumour is true, then the new king must have known about the scheme while I was here. And if he knew, then he needs to be punished.




Chapter 19
Making an Entrance
Hundreds of guards were doing crowd control 30 to 40 feet away from the palace steps. Each guard was strong enough to push the crowd back with extreme force if needed. There was a massive crowd of people cheering for hundreds of feet between the guards and John; there were so many people that he thought he would need to fly to get to the palace.
But making a little show of force would be better than flying in. He went over a few more options in his head before settling on a decision.
I’m wasting more of my time thinking about how to save my time on doing this, rather than doing the thing I want to save time on!
John pushed out all one million threads around him. The threads formed a symmetrical shape around him. If you had an eagle eye view of the scene, you would see the threads form the shape of a lens, spanning about 20 feet around John. When the threads formed the shape, he made sure they were above and below his waist level, too. He then put his hands behind his back for the first time in years to look more dignified. Then he walked forward.
It was about a 300-foot walk to where the king was, and he intended on drawing every eye in the crowd.
The tips of the threads were moving left and right as John walked. When the tips came into contact with a person, they would move left or right to push the person away from John. As the people were pushed out the way, their confusion met their gazes with John, walking in a dignified line toward the throne. The man with a black and silver overcoat, an eye patch, and silver hair drew everyone’s gazes.
At the 60-foot mark, the people in the crowd had noticed the cries of protest coming from the back part of the crowd. As more people looked over, the guards that were doing crowd control took notice, too. Even though the guards were concerned, they couldn’t do much because they were so busy with their current task.
After the 100-foot mark, John assumed every person in the crowd was a Rank S or higher adventurer because of the force required to push them increased. His threads could still push them with the strength to spare, though. At one point, an adventurer felt the need to retaliate violently. He pushed other people behind him to gain space, took out his weapon and tried slashing towards the invisible force that pushed him.
John saw him swinging his sword around towards his threads. Though the man’s weapon couldn’t destroy his threads, he wanted to use this opportunity to stop anybody else from doing the same thing. John made ten threads travel further than the barrier. He used four of those threads to wrap around the man and then lifted him up 20 feet. The other six threads wrapped around the man’s weapon and snapped it in half. He made sure that the broken sword didn’t fall on anybody since he wasn’t that heartless.
People around the man screamed in panic as they saw the man’s weapon get destroyed. The four threads which wrapped around the man bent into an arch, then threw the man to the back of the crowd. John knew the throw wouldn’t kill an S ranked adventurer, and continued walking in his untroubled and dignified manner.
John still had his hands behind his back as he walked closer to the palace. He was still using the bare minimum amount of effort needed. At the palace entrance, the people standing at the top of the stairs could see a man walking towards them with nobody able to get close to him. None of them recognised him, but he didn’t seem to be harming anyone. The new king whispered something to David, who nodded in return then walked away.
With all the nonchalance he could muster, John arrived near the guards doing crowd control duties. The guards could clearly see what the screaming was about now; the guards closest to John tried to close the distance to stop him. As expected, the guards were pushed aside, too, which shocked them plenty. They had trained as tanks when they were adventurers so they had the strength to push monsters while holding a shield, but against an invisible force, they were helpless.
When John got past the guards, the 30-foot gap between him and the palace steps should have been empty of people. Because of the disturbance, though, John saw thirty guards kneeling and standing in two rows, holding muskets aimed at him.
When the guards doing crowd control turned their heads and saw the guards with muskets aimed their way, they grabbed their shields from behind their backs. They faced the muskets with the shields to guard themselves and the crowd.
John was ordered to stop under threat of being fired on.
John didn’t even hesitate. He continued on.
“FIRE!”
With all the flurry of a speeding bullet, John made his threads transform into thirty small shields to block the thirty musket balls flying at him. The iron balls hit the small shields then bounced on the floor, coming to a complete stop. A hush fell over the entire palace guard.
It was John’s turn. He made his thirty shields break up and then charge towards the muskets. The threads wrapped around the guns and crushed them into iron balls. Meanwhile, other threads threw the guards to the left and right sides. Everyone’s faces were as pale as could be—a look of absolute mortification plastered across their faces.
John walked up the steps of the palace at a brisk pace. When he got to the top of the steps, the king had already run inside the palace and locked the doors, shutting everybody else out.
Walking past David and other people, John stopped in front of the young man he was targeting the whole time. Turning his head right to look at the man in the eye, he asked his question.
“Are you the Sider?”
With no will to hide his identity, the man nodded at John’s question.
“Stay here like a good boy,” John instructed wryly. The other Sider showed no will to disobey, so John continued walking.
Arriving at the palace doors, John smiled and raised his hand.
Knock, Knock.
The king inside the palace heard the man knocking on the door, but he was too scared to move. John’s voice carried through the dense doors, shocking the new king.
“Delivery!”




Chapter 20
Simon Spills
After a few seconds of watching the king with his Scan, John sighed. The new king seemed to be frozen in fear. With a slight twinge of annoyance, John raised his hand then slammed his palm on the door.
The metal doors burst open with enough speed to generate a strong wind. John walked gingerly inside the palace’s first room; it was decorated with paintings of the past kings. The walls were the same as the outside—shiny, smooth, black and white with a hint of red stone walls. At the doorway to the throne room, there were guard stations on both sides, but they were empty now because of the coronation.
John walked through the door and stared up at the throne. It was made of gold and constructed in one solid piece. The backrest reached 8 feet in height but only 3 to 4 feet in width. Below the throne were a few steps on which people would stand, bow, or kneel in front of the king. The new king was sitting on the floor below these steps as his knees had given way. He was visibly quaking, unable to move.
How the hell is this man going to even fit on the throne?
He walked past the man, climbed the steps, and stood in front of the throne. There was a big red cushion on it. Without thinking much of it, John placed his swords inside his Storage Space and then casually took a seat. Leaning back in the chair, John placed his arms on the armrests and interlocked his fingers together above his stomach. He then lifted his left leg so his ankle rested on his right knee. His posture was relaxed.
“I’ve always wondered what it felt like to sit on a kingdom’s throne. It seems like everybody is always scheming to get it one way or another.”
His words echoed in the chambers of the room, making the silence seem all the more chilling.
“But now I’ve sat here, I’m disappointed. There’s no special feeling, and it’s only a little comfortable at best.” Now was the part John was looking forward to. He leaned forward, hunching over to match eyes with the snivelling king who was now gawking up at him like a scared child. “So why would you and your father use me in a scheme to get it?”
All sixteen of the king’s guards were pouring into the chamber, each rushing to the king’s side as carefully as they could. John took little interest in them and continued his gaze at the king.
“I also heard that you need to be a Rank S to become a good king. You should be the first to defend the kingdom. But your actions earlier make me think otherwise. You’ll be the first one to run away from a fight.” John sneered, nodding at the guards who now stood their ground. “I wonder how these guards who were there to protect you with their lives feel about you locking the door on them. Did you hope to survive by yourself?”
Looking back up, John smiled.
“Long time no see,” he called out to the familiar faces. “David, Rachael, you’ve grown older since I left.”
David and Rachael looked towards John sitting on the throne, then glanced at each other. John could tell they were both confused about his identity, and that made him chuckle.
“I can tell you don’t remember me, but you will soon. Stand there and listen. I want you all to hear his answers.”
Looking at the new king, he continued.
“Tell me your name now.”
“Simon The Third,” The new king’s voice rattled.
“Well, Simon The Third, what happened to your father?” Simon went pale-faced and John drew the moment out. “Your father ruled for about eighteen years before you took over, right? That’s such a small amount of time, even for mortals.”
No answer.
“You don’t want to answer because it is a terrible secret of yours, isn’t it? You don’t want the world to know?”
John made his threads turn into a small needle, then pumped a certain concoction inside which was made from his Toxin Power. Turning it upside down, he removed any air. Sarah had taught him about the dangers of needles.
The people inside the palace could see the purple liquid inside a tube with a small, round metal piece sticking out. The needle landed carefully in John’s hands.
“This is a certain poison that my wife came up with. It has no side effects and only does as intended. She called this a true truth serum.” John twirled the vial, taking heed not to spill any of its contents. “It’s taken from a poisonous mushroom that causes hallucinations upon touching it. Eating it is fatal even to immortals, but the diluted version causes the person to think about what they’ve experienced and to blurt out the truth when asked a question.”
John flicked his finger and the needle flew towards Simon. It entered the side of his neck. The serum was injected into Simons body, and the guards took a few steps away out of fear. A few minutes later, Simon was lying on his back, sweating and breathing heavily. The serum caused no pain, but Simon still rolled about.
Is the pain of a needle that bad for him? I thought he wouldn’t be that sensitive to pain because he’s an adventurer. Did he bribe the Adventurers Guild for his rank, then? How pathetic.
“What happened to your father?”
Simon’s eyes glossed over and replied in a way that a recorded voice would.
“I killed him with poison.”
“Why?”
“Because I wanted to become king.”
“What about the lives of the common people or the guards that protect you?”
“They are there to serve me.”
“Serve you how?”
“They are to throw themselves in front of me to protect me from danger, make sure all my needs and wants are fulfilled, and make sure I lack nothing in the world.”
John looked at the people inside the room, who were growing angrier by the second.
“And why should they serve you?”
“Because I am the king.”
And now for the juicy bit.
“Is the rumour about your father using me to become king true?”
As the words left his lips, everybody in the palace was taken aback. They knew his identity. David and Rachael’s eyes bulged.
“I don’t know you.” Simon sounded as if he was on the verge of tears.
“I’m the Sider who left eighteen years ago.” John’s voice was calm and collected. “Did your father use me?”
“Yes,” Simon squeaked out.
“How did he do it?”
Simon then said everything his father had told him he’d done to get the king, his grandfather, killed. He followed it with a detailed confession of how he’d killed his own father. The guards standing nearest to the newly crowned king had a look of utter disgust on their faces.
“If it were me,” John started, “I would not want to serve a king as lowly as you.”
John looked around at the room of sixteen angry people.
“But that’s not my business,” he said with a shrug. “Do whatever you want with him. Use him as a puppet for all I care. But do it outside, I have some business with the other Sider waiting outside.”
With that, Rachael nodded and grabbed Simon by the collar. The crowd dragged him away into the confines of another room. John asked David to tell the Sider outside to come inside and meet him.
John could see through the Scan that the Sider hadn’t so much as moved an inch. When David retrieved him, the new Sider went along with no questions asked. He seemed like such an easy-going guy that it almost worried John.
Now standing before him, John could get a good look at him. The 23-year-old was just under 6 feet tall with a slim build. He had somewhat ruffled brown hair, blue eyes, and a triangular face.
“Sorry about before.” John smiled at the new Sider. “I was just angry at the new king. You said you are a Sider, right? I’m the Sider who left here eighteen years ago. I know you went to the immortal village to become an immortal but failed.”
The new Sider’s eyes gleamed, and John couldn’t make out whether it was excitement or curiosity behind them. Maybe both.
“Because of my skills, I can offer you a 0% risk of death and force immortality on you.” John reached his hand out, waiting for it to be taken. With a smart grin on his face, he finished his proposition. “So, how would you like to become an immortal?”




Chapter 21
Luke
Before the man could answer, John interrupted him.
“Due to unique circumstances,” he explained, “I can’t do this for another six or eight months from now. If you can wait that long then I can grant you immortality.”
There was a pause, during which the younger Sider’s gaze met John’s with a steady resolve.
“I can wait.”
“Alright, then!” John bore a Cheshire grin on his face. “Grab a chair and bring it over to sit down. We have plenty of things to talk about.”
With little hesitation, the younger Sider walked into the other room to retrieve a chair. He brought his chair into the throne room and set it at the bottom step, facing the throne. He took a seat, staring directly at John. Time to get started.
“First, what’s your name?” John was legitimately curious. “If you haven’t heard mine from somewhere, it’s John Allen. Because you’re a Sider, I will answer my own questions as well. I want to build trust between us.”
“John Allen…” The younger Sider nodded, deep in thought. “I’ve heard about you before. You’re mentioned in two history and learning books at schools and in the libraries. My name is Luke Jordan.”
“And what did you do back on Earth?” John eyed Luke up and down, wondering if his form here resembled his past one to any extent. “I was a forklift driver before I died.”
“University student.”
“How did you die?” John noticed Luke’s gaze tightening as he asked. “I had a heart attack.”
“A drunk driver hit me as I was walking to the library.”
“And did you arrive in a 15-year-old body on this planet?” John carried the conversation on, trying his best to connect with the young man. “I did. I found out later that I was near Newbie Town on the north-west part of this kingdom. That’s where it all started for me.”
“Yes.” Luke nodded. “I was placed near that town, too, but I was close to the sea.”
Raising an eyebrow, John recalled the world map of this planet. Loose Forest was about fifty miles away from the sea, so Luke had appeared further north than he did.
“Did you have a computer OS when you arrived?” The question was dripping with nonchalance, but Luke could sense the curiosity and sincerity in John’s voice. “Mine’s called the Idle System.”
The question stumped Luke for a few seconds.
“I do.” He finally nodded. “Mine’s called Information.”
John’s eyebrows arched even further.
“Oh? Do you get stronger the more information you gain, then?” He leaned in closer, excitement alight in his eyes. “Mine creates system workers called Idlers, which are like construction workers. Once they’ve completed a floor of a building, I level up. The higher the floor, the more time it takes for the workers to complete it.”
“Yes, it does kind of work like that.” Luke tilted his head up at John. “I gather information and once I gain a certain amount, I get stats like a game.”
“Well, I’ve got some good news for you.” John smiled, trying to contain his enthusiasm. “Once you’ve become an immortal, it will more than likely change from basic stats to Life Power or immortality ranks and levels. I once found another system that used stats called the Sinners System. The user killed so many people that he could match an immortal in strength. It was my master who stopped him thousands of years ago.”
“Thousands of years ago?” With wide eyes, Luke stared up at him. “Then how did you meet him?”
John told him about how the systems started dying after ten thousand years. In this particular case, it turned the Sider’s body into an undead life form to survive. He told Luke about systems lifespan of eighty thousand years afterwards. Luke clung onto every bit of knowledge as he could. John wondered if he was levelling up as they spoke.
“So, for you, the saying ‘knowledge is power’ is still true in this universe, isn’t it?” John couldn’t help but chuckle. “How come you didn’t go to the immortal area before you turned twenty-one?”
“I’m not a fighter.” Luke smiled wryly. “I was a student in my past life and was given no head start in this life. The system is great and will help me become stronger by reading, but I started in an area where there were little books. I had no money to read more than the essential section of Newbie Town’s library with the free month they gave me. I couldn’t fight monsters for money because I had no money to take the classes on survival or martial arts... I couldn’t even buy a weapon or armour.”
John was a little taken aback. He remembered the beginning so much differently. He’d never considered himself privileged, but he wondered how things could have turned out differently.
“So I had to take jobs like cleaning and being a baggage carrier for other parties,” Luke continued with bitterness in his voice. “Eventually, I earned enough money to continue reading in the library month by month. I finally read everything in the library and was able to get stronger.”
Luke explained how he was then strong enough to kill Rank G monsters. He was able to support himself better, but to get stronger, he needed to travel to the next town. However, the next town’s monsters were stronger than Rank G, which made it a risk. He had a choice of going back to Newbie town to kill monsters or to carry on with manual work and find more manuscripts to read.
To John’s slight disappointment, Luke had taken the second option. He justified it by saying the travel time to Newbie town was not worth the potential risk. So the Sider carried on from town to town, doing manual labour and reading as much as he could. He carried on this way until he finally reached the capital, which was where Simon found him out.
“The Adventurers Guild’s information network gave me away.” Luke ran a tired hand through his bangs. “Simon was waiting for me. He offered me everything I could ever want in exchange for new inventions that he could make money off of.”
“Inventions?” John thought back to his trip here. “Like that brown tarmac in the SS Ranked area of town?”
“Yeah, that was one of them.” Luke nodded his head. “That tarmac absorbs water, so no matter how bad it rains or even if the river floods, no water would reach the houses. Simon placed the tarmac down and charged the residences with flood prevention taxes. He couldn’t charge the rest of the city with the same taxes because they are much poorer, so he only built it for a few miles.”
In exchange, Luke was given free access to the capital’s library. After he read everything, he was as strong as a Rank SS adventurer. However, at that point, he’d still never killed a single monster above Rank G. He compared himself to a glass cannon. He looked strong but would crumble in a fight.
“Amanda told me everything.” John nodded. “All those questions you asked in her village makes sense now. You’ve told me about your journey, but what about your system? Can your Information System do anything? Can you share the information you’ve learnt with people?”
Eyes somewhat guarded, Luke bobbed his head.
“I’m able to create information spheres!” He seemed wary of sharing this, but also a bit excited. “It stores the knowledge inside a sphere I create. I’ll show you.”
Luke closed his eyes in concentration. After a few seconds, an orange sphere began to form on his forehead. Once it reached its full size, it dropped into his hands. Luke lifted the sphere up for John to see. It was about 2 inches in diameter and bore a deep orange colour.
John used his threads to pick it up and brought it closer to him. The semi-visible threats shocked Luke a bit, but John was trying to show off a little. He needed Luke to want more power.
“How do other people use this to gain information, then?” John inspected the orb with probing eyes.
“You place it on your forehead for two seconds.” Luke perked up a little as John pulled the orb closer to himself. “Then it will transfer the information into your mind.”
After two seconds, John’s system asked if he wanted to transfer the information. John agreed and closed his eyes. He could see what Luke had put inside of the orb. It was something like a memory of when Luke was in the immortal village. It was like watching a first-person film while travelling. He met Amanda and John could hear their conversation. He heard every question and every answer. Finally, Luke left the village.
Opening his eyes, he found the orange sphere had disappeared.
“Can you create the sphere for multiple uses, or is it a one-time use?”
“Multiple times.” Luke’s smile was small but a proud one. “I only made a one-time use sphere to show you its effects.”
John tilted his head back a little and laughed.
“You’re unlucky and lucky at the same time.” He chortled in good humour. “Unlucky because of this world’s lack of information and the location of said information at the beginning. It must have been rough for you.”
Luke’s expression drooped a little, but John was about to cheer him back up.
“But you’re lucky. You’re very, very lucky.” John’s laughter grew warm and calm, the tone carrying through his voice. “I’m the new sect master of the only immortal sect on this planet, and I’m planning on a few changes. Your system will help make these changes happen much smoother, and in return, I can give you information from the entire universe.”
The light in Luke’s eyes grew brighter.
“You will never have to fight a monster to get stronger or for any resources if you follow me and help me with this plan I have in mind.” John paused a moment before adding his own take. “I would still recommend learning how to fight, though. While knowledge is power for you and back on Earth, here it is meaningless without strength to back it up.”
“Yes.” Luke winced a little at this. “I’d assumed as much.”
“For example,” John continued, “at this very moment, I can see a person is crawling through the walls of the palace via a hidden passageway. The person is more than likely on their way here to spy on us and will be here within a few minutes. Now that I have given you the information, can you do anything about it? There are no guards here. It’s just you, me, and the incoming threat.”
Falling into silence, Luke turned around and looked at the wall. After mulling it over for a few seconds, he turned back to face John.
“No... I can’t do anything to stop them.”
“Exactly.” John gleamed. “But I can.”
Lifting his right hand up, he shot a bullet toward the man in the wall.
Luke could hear the bullet piercing the wall and heard a thud half a second later. It was the sound of the body dropping to the floor.
“I can get my sect members to help train you in return for your help. What do you say?”




Chapter 22
Tell the World
It didn’t take long for Luke to answer.
“All right,” he replied. “I accept your offer.”
“Great!” John’s smile widened, eyes full of excitement. “Hold on a minute, I want to check something that could help us both. Oh, but first, I forgot to ask what country you were from! And how old were you when you died? I was from England and was thirty-eight when I died.”
“Country?” Luke was a little surprised at that question this late in the game. “I was from America. When I died, I was twenty-two. Pretty young, but that’s the world.”
Curiosity sated, John nodded and opened his system. He went into the fifth tab to see if Luke’s name showed up in the sharing option. Below Sarah’s name and skills, Luke’s name showed up with a 0/25 next to it. John explained this aspect of his system to Luke. He offered Luke a peak body with heightened resistance in exchange for Luke’s information.
Luke agreed almost instantly.
John warned him it would be almost unbearable for him to remain conscious when the skills began transforming his body. He recommended being knocked out for the process, but to his surprise, Luke said he could handle it.
Before they shared the skills, they decided it would be the most time efficient for Luke to share his skills with John first. Before long, John had two of Luke’s skills pending on his own list. They were titled as Information Storage and Information Sphere.
Information Storage: Store all the information you have inside a sphere in the brain.
Information Sphere: Create a sphere containing any information you want inside. Can create a one-time use or multiple-use sphere.
To be honest, these skills are almost useless to me. Luke seems to trust me a little more now because of the sharing, though, and his system is perfect for what I have in mind with the Rogue Sect. I don’t feel like waiting 10,000 years for a useless system and I need Luke to work in the Rogue Sect so I can carry on with my plans, too.
Though, I do think he wanted to stay conscious and bear through the pain because he doesn’t completely trust me yet. I wouldn’t want a stranger standing over me while I’m unconscious either. Well, let’s make him remember the agonizing pain each time he thinks that he can’t trust me.
John then placed all the body and mortality skills he had inside the share option of the system. He wouldn’t give Luke the immortal skills until he finished “forcing” it onto him, and he didn’t give him the Memory Keeper skill either.
“Well, good luck.” Before John hit the confirm button, he looked up at Luke with somewhat of a smirk on his face. “Don’t blame me for not warning you.”
He could see Luke was having second thoughts now, but before Luke could say anything, John hit the confirm button.
A second later, Luke felt his entire body tightening up. At first, it felt like being shocked by a taser causing his body to become unable to move, but then it got much worse and the younger Sider was forced to his knees within moments. It got to the point where John could see all of Luke’s muscles and veins as he tried to scream but was unable to. Luke then curled up in a ball and dug his nails into his arm, trying to get through the pain.
When it ended, Luke was breathing heavily, sweating, and trying to get up but had no strength.
“Alright, nice job!” John smiled. “That was the first skill called Flesh’s Strength, only a few more to go.”
Luke’s eyes bulged when he heard John as if he’d expected to be given recovery time in between the next skill. The pain quickly forced him to squeeze his eyes shut, though; it was Organ’s Strength’s turn.
Throughout the entire palace and echoing outside the palace steps, the tortured screams of a young man brought chills down everyone’s spines. The voice sounded like it was in such pain that no one could even imagine what the poor boy was going through.
All the while, Luke’s body was convulsing and he was clutching onto his stomach for dear life. Flailing out in absolute desperation, the almost-senseless young man punched the floor with the side of his fist, lashing out with no regard. This went on timelessly; although only a few minutes had passed, it felt like an eternity to Luke.
After the Organ’s Strength had finished and he had brief relief from the pain, Luke quickly asked John to knock him unconscious. John laughed and knocked him out. The younger Sider would have to learn to trust him more.
John shared Flesh’s Strength, Organ’s Strength, Blood Capacity, Bone Density, Muscle Elasticity, Mind Strength, Mind Parts, Impurity Filter, Directions, Absorption, Vision, Storage, Temperature Keeper, Resistance, Divination, Sprinter, and Analyser Eye.
With the Absorption skill, it had the water, nutrients, and resistance’s elements included, but without the Absorption - Option skill, Luke wouldn’t be able to use the third part of the skill, which was just fine for John’s purposes.
While the skills were altering Luke’s body, David and Rachael came back without Simon.
“You’re not torturing him, are you?” David seemed to be legitimately worried at the unconscious Luke on the floor. “We heard the screams.”
“No, I’m helping him.” John laughed. “He’ll wake up and thank me once he gets used to all the improvements on his body. It’s a Sider thing, so sorry but I can’t do it for you two. But… I could increase your life expectancy by turning you into beginner immortals if you ask nicely.”
David and Rachel were both stunned by John’s utter display of power. Biting back their pride in a matter of seconds, they both asked him for the increase. John made them both immortal beginners after a mere thirty minutes.
Both of them rolled about in pain when the Life Power unit went inside, but the pain only lasted a few minutes for them. He checked them both with his Immortal Eye.
???
Rank: 1
Level: 1
Sin: 13
???
Rank: 1
Level: 1
Sin: 5
I only know their first names, not their surnames. It’s confirmed that I need the full names to get rid of the question marks, then.
John told them both not to tell Luke about their status as immortals. He was unable to do it for Luke at the moment because of his Sider identity. Surprisingly, neither of the new immortals had any problem with this. They agreed not to say a word.
It was time to discuss the topic that the two came here to talk to John about in the first place. The sixteen people all agreed to let the first princess take over the crown. She was not married yet, so her husband would become the future king. This surprised John a bit. Back in England, the king’s wife would become the queen, but the queen’s husband could not become the king. Nonetheless, it was no business of his. He was curious about the previous newly-crowned mistake, though.
“What about Simon?” John asked. “What punishment will he get for murdering his father, the king?”
“Oh, that scum?” Rachael’s face showed how much Simon disgusted her. “The law enforcers will jail him until they hold a trial. If found guilty, he will either be hung or beheaded. Either way, it’ll be a public show.”
“I didn’t know the kingdom had trials.” John blinked. “How are you going to get the proof to convict him? Only thing I can think of is finding the assassin that gave him the poison.”
“Aye, you’re right about that.” David laughed. “That’s what took us so long to come back. We’ve found the assassin. While I don’t look like it, I used to be an assassin and I’ve still got some connections. It didn’t take too much to get the rat exposed.”
“What?” John gaped at him. “You were a member of Nobody? You’re right, you don’t look like a former assassin.”
Rachael and David laughed.
At this time, John looked over at Luke who had finished transforming. The clothes Luke was wearing had ripped in quite a few places, exposing his arms, stomach, and legs. Strangely enough, Luke didn’t look too much different. Without Silver Grade Life Power, his hair and eyes would be the same colour.
From what John could see through the ripped clothes and the outline of his body, Luke had become a bit more robust, but not by much. Luke still looked a little slim, but John could see that he had gained muscles.
“Question…” John looked at David and Rachael and asked, “Will it be possible for Luke to stay here in the meantime? I can’t take him with me for another six or eight months—not until I can make him immortal.”
John suddenly remembered the extent of human knowledge when it came to immortals. After settling Luke’s housing, he offered to explain how immortality worked to the two. David and Rachael were shocked but grabbed ink and parchment from their bags, ready to take notes.
He then told them the requirements for becoming immortal, and about where people could find the age crystals. He explained Amanda’s village and how its residents were all beginner immortals and would kill anybody that tried anything against them.
When they left to copy the information to spread to the world, John smiled.
Hopefully, I will have more people come from this world to work for me when I’m the sect master. Even one or two extra is good.




Chapter 23
New Sider Procedure
John sat on the throne, waiting for Luke to wake up.
Half an hour passed, and nothing. At some point, David and Rachael had come back and reported that they were producing copies of their notes to send to every library in the world. This got John thinking.
“As higher-ups, I’m sure you’ve heard about the Siders who became demons, right?” John saw a look of horror creep onto the two immortals’ faces. “Blood oath got your tongue? You can nod your head to answer as it won’t activate the blood oath.”
David and Rachael looked at each other, then back at John. They nodded.
“Thought as much.” Smiling, John continued, “I inherited the memories from one of those demon Siders. His name was Danny and funnily enough, he wasn’t actually a demonic Sider—just a ruthless killer. Please don’t ask me how I got the memories or about the finer details. It’s not something I’m free to elaborate on at the moment, but I’ll tell you the main part of his story while we wait.”
And so, John told the story of Danny. He told them about the princess and how she’d used him. Her actions drove him to kill people out of anger and revenge. He realised halfway through from David and Rachael’s expressions that they’d both heard this before. When asked if they understood this story, they both nodded again. John then asked them if they believed this to be Danny’s sole reason for killing, and the two could only nod a third time.
“Well, that’s wrong,” John said plainly. “As a Sider, he could gain strength by killing people. The first few people he killed was because of the princess, but after that, he realised he gained strength from it. So he kept on killing, it’s that simple.”
John went on to explain that not all Siders were like that. He explained Luke’s system, and how peaceful it was in comparison. Each Sider was different. Danny gained strength by killing, Luke from learning, and John gained strength with time. As he explained this part, he could see Rachael itching to take notes. A little pleased to have such an eager audience, John continued his history lesson.
“The first Sider of the East Kingdom gained strength by inventing new technology, which was also the reason he gave everything to the kingdom.” John knew this one would strike a chord with them, as the “first Sider” was revered among mortals. “He made all the kingdoms sign the agreement so he could invent new things in peace.”
Though I won’t tell you how that king was a fake.
Whenever a new Sider registered with the Adventurers Guild on this world and they received the information, John instructed them to get the Sider to the capital as soon as possible. They were to ask the Sider how they gained their strength. If it was not through killing or any dangerous means, then they were to help the Sider gain strength to become SSS Ranked and eventually immortal. If it worked out, that Sider would then feel grateful to the people of this world and would help them out when needed.
Even if they became immortals and thousands of years passed, they would come help this world if needed because of the help given to them while they were weak, confused, and new to this universe.
“Don’t spread this information to the Adventurers Guild, though.” A frown crossed John’s face. “I’m only telling you this because I’m from this world and if more Siders show up, this world will gain more protectors.”
If the Adventurers Guild found out, then they would help any Sider that showed up, regardless of how they gained strength. That would defeat the purpose of John’s filtering of their skills.
When John finished speaking, David and Rachael wrote everything down and thanked him for the information. They scurried back out of the room, in a rush to implement John’s word.
The Siders they help will also join my Rogue Sect since it is the only immortal sect in this world. I can then use the manipulation technique on them and gain loyal, unquestioning subordinates with the potential to become as strong as me.
The only problem would be how to use the memory manipulation technique without alerting them. If it was classed as a Sider attack, then his targets would be notified by their system. If it failed and the Sider found out that he’d tried manipulating them, he could put the whole sect in danger. Even at a Rank 1 Level 1, the right Sider could pose a valid threat. If he made an enemy of a Sider, then he could become the same thing that Jeremy was to him: a reason to gain strength.
He couldn’t let his guard down no matter what.
As John was thinking, he heard Luke making grunting noises. Looking over, John saw the young man opening his eyes.
“Good morning, sunshine.” John grinned. “Don’t you wish you’d listened to me from the start?”
Luke sat up and looked around in a haze. He winced at John’s voice.
“Yeah, just a bit. Can you talk quieter, please?”
“Oh, right,” John whispered coyly. “You’ll get used to the new senses soon. Stand up and get used to your new body. You’ll find you can walk further, run faster, and jump higher with little effort. Your endurance is up, too.”
Luke groggily stood up and was shocked to find out that what John said was true. No matter what activity, he could do it much better, faster, and for longer spans of time. After some light exercises, he went to wipe the sweat off his forehead out of habit but felt no sweat at all.
“And now, a question for you.” Still whispering, John asked, “With your information spheres, are you able to make blank spheres for other people to put information inside?”
Luke stood there, dazed. John could only chuckle at the new Sider’s ongoing shock.
“I didn’t before,” Luke said quietly. “But when you mentioned it, a new skill popped up.”
Now, it was John’s turn to be surprised.
“You can use the skill straight away?”
“Yeah.” Luke nodded and created a white sphere from his forehead. “This is the blank sphere you mentioned.”
John took the sphere with one of his threads and brought it towards him. Putting the sphere against his forehead, he tried placing a sentence inside and passed it to Luke. Luke put it against his forehead and it disappeared. Luke smiled and nodded.
The sentence John placed inside the sphere was... Share the new skill, then.
John’s system suddenly showed him the new skill that Luke added to the shared list. Opening the system, John checked the shared skills information. It had changed since Luke shared his skills.
Shared Skills: (Sarah)
Life Toxin.
Molecule Creation.
Molecule Storage.
Create Worker.
Create Fighter.
Upgrade Puppet.
Telepathic Control.
Shared Skills: (Luke)
Information Storage.
Information Sphere.
Blank Sphere.
John closed the system and double-checked that they were alone.
“And now onto business.” Looking at Luke, John spoke, “For the months before I can turn you into an immortal, do you want to wait here or at the immortal village? Remember that you need to learn how to fight while you wait, so where you stay will determine the teaching methods you receive. But on the plus side, you no longer need to eat or drink to survive, so you don’t need to take any survival courses. You will also have much keener senses than your teacher, and no sense of pain or pressure either. While your teacher is showing you how to fight, you need to learn how to get used to the heightened senses or lack thereof.”
Luke thumbed his chin, deep in thought. John decided to make his case.
“I personally think David and Rachael would be good teachers, but would only be useful for a month at most. After a month they won’t be able to keep up with you or teach you anything new.” John’s eyes gleamed a bit. “I personally recommend the head of the immortal village to help train you. She should help you if I ask, but the decision is up to you.”
Luke took another moment to gather his thoughts.
“I ask you to please have her train me, then.”
John smiled and stood up.
“Go say bye to David and Rachael. We leave immediately.”
John was waiting at the palace steps for Luke. The crowd and the guards were still at the bottom of the steps, waiting for news on what happened. When John had first exited through the palace doors, the guards fell into their defensive stances and waited for John to make a move. At that point, Luke walked out of the palace behind John and waved at the guards to stand down.
It was unnecessary, though. John ignored the guards, grabbed onto Luke, and flew straight up into the sky. The crowd and guards heard Luke screaming as they flew.
It took only twenty minutes to fly to the immortal village from the capital. Luke screamed the whole way, which both annoyed and amused John to an extent.
Landing in front of Amanda’s house, John knocked on the door. When Amanda opened the door, he explained the situation to her and asked if she would train the younger Sider. Amanda only had one question.
“Do you think he will survive the training?”




Chapter 24
Deficits
John laughed at Amanda’s question, but Luke’s face paled at the thought.
“He doesn’t need to become an expert at fighting or killing,” John replied. “He only needs the skills to survive against an expert. Luke will not become an assassin—at least not initially. He will help the sect in a different way when I become sect master.”
“Hmn…” Amanda looked at Luke up and down. “I can help him learn how to survive an expert’s attack, but it will take time.”
“I’m leaving him in your care.” John turned to Luke with a grave face. “You need to do everything she tells you, even if you don’t understand it. Amanda has killed more people than you’ve met in this new life of yours.”
Luke nodded and was about to walk inside the house after Amanda when John stopped him. He had one question he wanted to be answered, and since Luke was a university student, he might know. He waited until Amanda was in the house and the two Siders were alone.
“If the electric charge of a lightning hits the forehead and travels to the brain, could that cause the brain’s electrical signals to become scrambled?” John’s gaze deepened as he thought of Sarah. “Could that cause somebody to be in a coma?”
Luke’s eyebrows arched. He thought for a few minutes before answering.
“I’ve never heard of anything like that back on Earth, but it’s plausible.” Luke ran a hand through his hair, deep in thought. “Usually, a lightning strike has enough force to kill a person. If it’s just the charge and not the destructive force of a typical bolt…. Well, I’m not sure. If you think about it from a neurologist’s point of view, then there must be a certain amount of electricity needed to scramble the electric signals in the brain, but not completely fry it. There have been plenty of people put into comas because of being electrocuted, but those were under different circumstances.”
John was quiet with contemplation.
“So if the electric signals in the brain were scrambled, there is a possibility of the victim to wake up from the coma, right?”
“Well, yes, I should think so.” Luke tilted his head, wondering about the circumstances that caused John to ask him all these questions. They were far too specific. “The brain only needs to recover enough and then it would do what you could call a reboot. The brain will heal and reboot itself if given enough time.”
“Good.” John smiled. “But how long would it take for the brain to heal and reboot itself?”
“Well, that’s the thing…” Luke shook his head. “I have no idea. If it’s only the electric signals, maybe four years at most? If it’s been longer than four years, then the electric signals are not the problem.”
“I see.” John was somewhat relieved. “Thank you for the information. I’ll come and pick you up when my private matters are finished. Until then, train well.”
“Wait!” Before John disappeared, Luke caught John’s sleeve. “I’ve got to add... In cases that involve damage to the brain, there could be minor or even major deficits.”
John’s breath fell short.
“What deficits?”
“I can’t say for sure.” Luke bore a worried look. “There might be nothing wrong, but the worst outcome could be complete amnesia, random seizures, or even the loss of basic functions like speech.”
Another pause.
John sighed and thanked Luke for the information. Within moments, he teleported away. Suddenly feeling very alone, Luke turned around and steeled his nerve. He prepared himself for the hellish training that was coming, then entered Amanda’s house.
A few miles away, John was headed in the direction of the capital. He recalled a cave system the last time he’d walked through the SSS ranked monster’s territory. He didn’t bother with it last time, but this time it was a perfect location to place the teleport rune.
Reaching the caves, John used his earth element to make a small room big enough for him to stand in. It had been just over a year since Sarah fell into her coma. If Luke was right, then she could potentially wake up three years from now. If she isn’t awake after three more years, then he needed to find another way to wake her up.
But if it is only a matter of time before she wakes up, then maybe that’s why the system didn’t give me a skill to help speed up the process? I’m assuming the skills healed the brain because of her twitching, but according to Luke, it needs a reboot of some sort. Will the brain reboot in time?
He knew little about the systems or where they came from, but could his system judge a situation? Could it have judged that Sarah would wake up on her own? If that was the case, John was glad but a bit pissed off at the same time. He was glad that Sarah was deemed to be fine and would wake up on her own, but pissed off that the system wouldn’t give him a straight answer.
John finished making a 9-foot high, 5-foot wide room. He placed a metal chest down and filled it with poison, then placed the stone teleport rune down. He made the room airtight by making a huge boulder cover the front, filling it with the same poison. Making sure the poison couldn’t destroy the metal chest, the stone, or the rune, he stepped on the platform and disappeared.
John made his way into Sarah’s room and sat down next to the bed. It had already been a year since the lightning struck her, but since John had completed the Absorption - Nutrients skill, she had lost no strength or body mass. When he checked the holes in the ceiling, he asked the cook puppet on guard how many times they’d closed up. Because the puppet couldn’t speak, he had to write it down. He wrote the number 14.
John went pale thinking that one of those fourteen times could have caused Sarah’s death. Coming up with a better alternative, he used his earthen element to coat all five tunnels with rock so they couldn’t collapse and made a few bars that crossed the holes but let the air in every hundred miles so animals couldn’t crawl inside.
Because the tunnels were over a hundred and fifty miles long, it took a huge amount of Toxin Power to complete each one. When he finished, however, he noticed the Recovery skill had activated. John was now receiving 700,000 Life Power every minute, with the Recovery skill giving him 500,000.
After he finished with the holes, he went to his first three farms and took all the seeds he could from all the plants, then planted them in the second farm. He was a little late with the timing, but a few months wouldn’t matter much in the long run. As long as they were over one hundred years old when he sold them, they would still fetch a good market price.
Now returning to his cultivation room, John used his earthen element to create a pool table with six holes in the corners. The pool balls he made from different metals for different colours: seven silver, seven red, one black, and one smaller white ball. After detailing the equipment as well as he could, he found his work acceptable.
And so, for the next five months, John spent his days in suspended relaxation. He spent hours talking about random things to Sarah every day, then he played pool for a while. It was a different experience than playing pool on Earth, but he got used to it after a while.
Every day he tried to avoid thinking about the deficits that Luke mentioned. He tossed and turned in worry each night.
When he reached Level 5 in Neuron Storage, John placed all Idlers in the Memory Manipulation’s Instant skill.
Memory Manipulation - Idlers 616/616, Instant - 0/1, Threads - 0/1, Voice - 0/1, Time - 20d 12h
20 days and 12 hours, that’s 750 years. I need to get more levels in Max Idlers and Max Workers to keep the skills’ timer down, but after a certain point, it isn’t worth it.




Chapter 25
Twenty-five Years
When the skill level completed, the first thing John did was convert the sins he’d received from Jeremy into units of time.
163,634,405 - Sin 100:1, Time - 18d 22h 32m 24s
He then used this time to reduce the Memory Manipulation skill timer as much as possible.
Memory Manipulation - Idlers 616/616, Instant - 0/1, Threads - 0/1, Voice - 0/1, Time - 1d 13h 27m 36s
When the Instant part of this skill was complete, the people who Jeremy used the memory manipulation technique on would then fall under John’s control. He could go back to the sect after this skill was complete, but he needed the ‘Threads’ skill completed, too. With the Threads skill complete, John could use the memory manipulation technique along with the threads to “force” immortality for Luke.
A system like Luke’s should change when reaching immortality. I’m looking forward to seeing what happens.
The following day, Memory Manipulation’s Instant skill reached completion. John put all Idlers back into the skill to focus on getting the Threads skill. The time came up as 1mo 13d.
John had told Luke that he would come back between six to eight months. By the time this skill complete, about six and a half months would have passed. The Voice portion of this skill would take an additional 2mo 26d, which was too long. Knowing he would need to leave and fetch Luke not long after the skill got completed, John decided to get the Continuation skill for the Sinners Shop next. He would benefit more by getting the skill earlier rather than later.
John spent his time away, relaxing at Sarah’s side and playing pool. Before he knew it, a month and thirteen days had come and gone. The Threads skill was complete.
He put all Idlers into Sinners Shop’s Continuation and the time came up as 20d 12h, the same amount needed for Memory Manipulation’s first skill level.
Using his earthen elements, John made a chess board and chess pieces. Almost instantly bored of playing against himself, he decided to go back to Amanda’s to see how Luke was doing.
Before he left, he gave the cook puppet Sarah’s communication device. She had given it to him to clear space for the maps before getting hit by lightning. He ordered the cook puppet to push the button if Sarah woke up.
He walked up to Sarah and kissed her goodbye.
Arriving at Amanda’s place an hour later, he used his Scan and found Luke practicing martial arts outside the village. Amanda was cultivating in her house. Not wanting to disturb them, John carried on to the back of the village and through the teleport rune to the Rogue Sect.
Once there, he confidently walked to the admin building to ask how the sect master’s orders were coming along. The temporary place for the big meeting had been finished. It could hold all 15 million sect members inside, as long as they each stood. But it also required all members above Rank 6 to fly in the air rather than stand alongside those on the ground. John was impressed by their creativity, to say the least.
The constructors built the stadium in the northeast part of the sect. It was made from stones, cement, wood, and anything else they could get a hold of. The back wall of the arena was almost completely vertical with balconies. It went on for miles into the air with balconies going all around the arena. In the middle of the stadium was a small, round stage only 10 feet in diameter and 4 feet high. With this setup, cultivators would use Life Power in their vocal cords, which would allow other cultivators to hear them for miles.
Giving his approval, John returned with the construction team to the admin building. He went back through the teleport rune.
Back in the village, John strolled over to Amanda’s house for a little socializing. He showed Amanda how to play chess—she was a fast learner as it only took her five minutes to figure out how the game was played. They had a couple of games while they sat on chairs above the circular grass, cultivating all the while. Luke arrived a few hours after John.
Luke saw the chessboard and the pieces when he first came in, and his face lit up. He excitedly asked John if chess was widespread, but John told him he’d only made it out of boredom.
“I went back to the sect before I arrived here,” John said with a change of subject. “The big meeting will be held in two months. If Amanda thinks your training is complete and that you can survive an expert attacking you, then I’ll help you become an immortal.”
Amanda’s eyes bulged out, and she dropped the chess piece in her hand. She had wondered why John wanted Luke trained, but “forcing” immortality was one thing she did not think of.
“Ah.” John noticed Amanda’s reaction and offered her a smile. “Because I’m a Sider, I’ve found a way to force immortality with zero chance of death. Nobody can do it the same way as me, though.”
“I understand.” Amanda nodded at John’s explanation. “But Luke is not ready. At the moment, he would not survive a rank SSS monster’s attack, let alone an expert.”
“Ah, you’ve got me wrong.” John tilted his head a little. “When I said expert, I didn’t mean an immortal expert. Most of the sect members would die from an immortal expert attacking them since they’re assassins, not fighters, and Luke isn’t even an immortal yet.”
“Oh.”
The group shared a hearty laugh over the miscommunication.
“Now, let’s change the requirements, then!” John looked over at Luke with eager eyes. “You need to kill an SSS Rank monster before I turn you into an immortal. I will leave this area in about two months. I might stay in the sect for a while, but I will leave this world soon after. I hope by that time, you will fill the position I’ve got in mind for you.”
John created an information sphere with all the information he knew about hunting the SSS Rank monsters in this area. He included their sleeping, eating, and hunting habits, knowing that Luke could use all the tactical advantages he could muster.
Twenty days later, the Sinners Shop’s Continuation skill was completed. John stopped all but three parts of his mind, which he left cultivating. The amount of Life Power he’d gathered had increased from 100,000 to 450,000. The absorption and breathing techniques that the system generated had made slight changes, but not much.
Holy shit, that’s a huge boost. Instead of 8 years to enter Rank 6, it’ll only take about 18 months. That’s if I don’t learn any more absorbing or breathing techniques, too! The 35,000 years of Jeremy’s life that I watched really gave me this big of a boost. Glad I was able to remember the techniques he read throughout those years.
John carried on cultivating with five parts of his mind. He was now getting 900,000 Life Power per minute. He then opened the system and placed all Idlers into Memory Manipulation’s Voice skill. The time came up as 2mo 26d.
Welcome to the Idle System 5.9.
Name: John
Title: Demon
Age: 40
Toxin Pool: 63.2B
Completed List:
Memory Manipulation - Instant and Threads.
Sinners Shop - Continuation.
John had turned forty a few days ago. He couldn’t believe it had already been twenty-five years since he arrived in this universe. He started giving in a little to his nostalgia, going through memories both good and bad. He’d met so many people and encountered so many new creatures and life forms during his time here. It really was remarkable when he thought about it.
At that moment, Luke burst through the door smiling and holding a monster’s head. He’d fulfilled his requirements within the given amount of time.




Chapter 26
Manipulated
After Luke had rested and prepared for John’s gift, it was time to proceed with the plan.
John brought Luke to a remote spot where they wouldn’t be disturbed or eavesdropped on. John had to explain a few things first.
“I’ve mentioned my wife a few times to you, but never told you about her, have I?”
Luke shook his head.
“Well, here goes.” John smiled a little sadly. “She’s a Sider like us. When we first met, we were enemies from different sects. I was an assassin belonging to the Rogue Sect, and she was an Anti-Assassin Sect member. We figured out each other’s identities because of our systems. When we attacked each other with Life Power or any skills, the system notified us.”
Luke’s gaze was all-encompassing. He took in the information with great intrigue, putting the pieces together in his head.
“I’m telling you this because I need to inject Life Power into the centre neuron in your brain, but I’m not sure if your system or my system will classify it as an attack.” John took a deep breath. “I don’t want you thinking I attacked you. If you panic and move your head even a little while I’m doing it, there is a 99% chance that you will die. Is that clear?”
“Clear as a bell.” Luke’s fists were clenched. John couldn’t tell if it was fear or excitement that drove him, but the younger Sider surprised him by suddenly letting go of his tension, a friendly smile coating his lips. “After this is all over, you’ll have to introduce me to your wife.”
As a courtesy, John smiled and nodded. His brain screamed of all the dangers, though. He didn’t want Luke to know of his wife’s current state. They weren’t on that level of trust yet.
“Let’s begin, then,” he instructed coolly. “Sit down and get comfortable.”
Luke took a seat in a chair that John had taken from his Storage Space. John walked behind Luke and made 6 threads. He tenderly pushed the numbing poison inside the six areas that the threads were drilling into the skull. It took almost forty minutes to get to the centre neuron.
“You’ve got more neurons and connections than the average person…” John mused idly. “It took me a much longer time to reach the centre of the brain. Good news, though, the zero chance of death still stands.”
The thread touched the right neuron and pushed a unit of Life Power inside it. At the same time, John tactfully used the Memory Manipulation skill. The system didn’t pop up with any notifications.
John pulled out the threads as quickly as possible. He was just in time as Luke immediately grabbed his head and cried out in pain.
A few minutes later when Luke had calmed a bit, John looked at him with Immortal Eye.
Luke Jordan
Rank: 1
Level: 1
Sin: 0
Status: Memory Manipulated
John smiled coldly.
Luke stood up and rubbed his head, complaining non-specifically about the pain.
“When we go to the sect, you will need to come with me into the place they’ve built for the meeting.” John immediately plunged into the meat of the plan, doing his best to contain his utmost joy. “But you will need to stay away from me when I’m speaking on the stage.”
John explained that he killed the previous sect master, who had previously killed his master and sect leader in the past years.
“So when I said I’m the next sect master, it’s true in a way.” John could see the confusion in Luke’s expression. “The sect members just don’t know it yet. To become the sect master, I will have to prove my strength. And when I prove my strength, you will see a different side of me. That side is a ruthless killer with a lot of killing intent.”
Chilling silence.
“You said you did manual labour to get from Newbie Town to the capital, right?” John placed a hand on Luke’s shoulder. “Well, I fought and killed on my path. Entire planets have fallen to me, but I don’t want you to distrust me for it. It is just another path in life, one that I was drawn to in order to survive.”
After these words, Luke could feel a slight spark of sympathy and understanding for the older Sider. John saw this and felt a wave of satisfaction mixed with relief. The plan would work—he knew it would.
“After I’ve proven my strength and been proclaimed the new sect master, that’s when I want you to come towards the small stage and I’ll introduce you.” He continued illustrating the plan out with a strange, stifled smile. “I won’t tell you the position I’m creating for you, but you will love it. We’ve got about a month left until the meeting, so use that time to get used to the Life Power. Tell me what changes your system has, too.”
Luke agreed without any objections. John then continued to explain the immortal skills that he would soon share. These ones weren’t going to be as painful and Luke let out a sigh of relief.
Opening the sharing tab in the system, John shared the skills Purifier, Absorption, Movement, Scan, Defence, Recovery, Force, and Force II with Luke. That brought the younger Sider’s shared skills to 25/25 slots. John could no longer share new skills with him.
When the skills loaded, Luke’s hair instantly turned silver. It grew to be long and got straightened out quite a bit, only waving slightly at the ends due to the natural texture of his hair. The Purifier skill had finished altering the body and before him stood an almost unrecognisable person.
His hair straightened out... I guess that confirms my theory about Silver Grade Life Power. It straightens men’s hair but curls women’s. I wonder why...
Dismissing the thought, John took out a normal communication device out of his Storage Space and handed it to Luke.
“With this, you can talk with me across the universe. Don’t leave this immortal area until the sect meeting.” Luke accepted the device gingerly and John carried on his instruction. “Because I ordered everybody to return, there are about 15 million killers inside the sect right now. I’m guessing the living conditions there have plummeted, too, since it’s overcrowded now. That will cause their temper to bubble to the surface. Many of them will start killing each other if we don’t start this meeting soon, so it’s best for you to stay out of trouble. Fighting 15 million enemies is a bit out of my skill set at the moment.”
Almost a month went by with Luke getting used to absorbing Life Power from the ground. John spent most of the days back on his private planet with Sarah, playing pool and waiting. On the day of the meeting, John, Luke, and Amanda each headed back to the village.
“Hey…” John looked at Amanda. “You don’t have to attend this meeting, you know.”
“Oh, I know.” Amanda smiled widely. “I’m still on the fence about going. If I go, then something might happen to the villagers. There are a few monsters that are clever and waiting for the time I leave.”
“Stay here then,” John shrugged. “There’s honestly no reason for you to go. Most of the meeting will be boring anyway.”
It was a funny exchange, but when they got to the teleport rune, Amanda decided to stay. They each bid their farewells, and Amanda wished Luke all the luck in the world. The younger Sider excitedly thanked her. With one last wave, the Siders teleported away.
In the small building, Brian had disappeared. John looked back at Luke, who had come through the teleport after him. He was puking his guts out.
John laughed for a few seconds then looked around. He assumed that Brian had gone to the meeting. He never set a time for the meeting to start, so the audience was more than likely prepared to wait all day in the stadium.
Leading the way for Luke, John walked towards the admin building to teleport close to the temporary stadium. It was a battle of reassurance with Luke, but he finally stepped onto the teleport once more. John shared the story of his own first experience with feeling sick on the teleports, which made Luke feel a little better. They made their way to the meeting place, quietly chatting along the way.
Finally arriving, John stopped a few hundred feet away from the stadium and looked at Luke.
“Go on inside and wait for the meeting to start. The next time you see me will be on the stage, and I will show you my ruthless side.”




Chapter 27
Announcement
Luke acknowledged John’s order then proceeded into the stadium. It would be a while before they met onstage, and John could only hope that the young Sider didn’t land in any trouble while they were apart.
John looked up at the blue sky. It was still bright and there were no clouds. It was a lovely afternoon.
He removed his nano swords from the Storage Space and strapped them onto his back and hip. In one slick motion, his clothes transformed into the silver armour he used for battle. Finally, he wove a decoy sword from his threads and flew above the stadium.
High in the air, John was astonished by the sheer amount of people inside the stadium. His Scan could work up to five miles, but seeing the miles of people past his Scan’s reach shocked him. With John’s heightened sense of sight, he could see the balconies on the other side of the stadium. He estimated they built the stadium about twenty miles in each direction from the stage. That meant the stadium was eight hundred miles squared, which was eight times larger than his Scan could function at maximum capacity. That didn’t include the miles of vertical balconies, either.
John would need to push thousands of units of Toxin Power per second while speaking on the pedestal below. It was a steep price to pay.
Looking down, each person on the ground floor was standing shoulder to shoulder, only inches between them. They were packed as tightly as possible, like a can of sardines on steroids. The balconies below him were all full of people standing in the same manner as those on the ground floor, jammed in as tightly as possible. Above them were people standing on swords, floating midair. They were not shoulder-to-shoulder, but the distance was not much better off.
So this is what 15 million people look like.
There were too many people for John to check with Immortal Eye, but he did a light scan anyway. Everybody he saw had the memory manipulated status. Jeremy had been very thorough, it seemed.
John flew closer to the middle of the stadium, garnering himself some dirty looks. People thought he was crowding. Boy, were they in for a surprise.
Ignoring the looks sent his way, he flew to the stage and then descended. As he landed, he stepped off his decoy sword and onto the empty stage.
The crowd fell silent.
John had thought about what he would say while standing on this stage for months. To become the sect master of an assassin sect, he needed to show his strength rather than speak politely. Pushing thousands of Toxin Power into his throat, he spoke.
“Most of you don’t know me or remember me. I was the only disciple of the previous sect master, Jamie Cooper.”
The crowd stirred a little, but most of them remained silent.
“Those who were grand elders before my master was murdered might have been notified of my identity. I am a Sider!” John’s fervour grew as he now bellowed into the haze of people. “Eighteen years ago, Jeremy May murdered my master and forced me to run. It became clear to me then that, to become the Rogue Sect’s master, all one needed to do was kill the current sect master.”
John brought out Jeremy’s head from his Storage Space. The crowd was really stirring now, but John just increased his volume, howling into the crowd.
“I killed Jeremy May to avenge my master!” He held the head by the hair, lifted it up high. “I am the new sect master, and I have the sect master token! If anybody wants to challenge me, I’m standing right here!”
John dropped Jeremy’s head, drew both his nano swords, and released a wave of the most concentrated killing intent that he could muster. The people nearest to John tried to run in the opposite direction, stumbling over each other as fast as possible. Those in the air flew higher to avoid the sheer amount of killing intent.
Beneath John’s feet, the entire stage froze over. The ice grew thicker and cracks formed all around the edges of the stage a few seconds later. The killing intent covered John’s body in a thin, blood-coloured veil at first. It folded in on itself as it got thicker and turned into a darker colour. John pushed his fire, earth, water, metal, and wood elements inside the killing intent veil and caused them all to mix while using his Toxin Power.
The veil turned black, which made his right, yellow eye shimmer all the brighter. After a few more seconds, the stage underneath his feet shattered into hundreds of icicles.
The debris cleared, and to the crowd’s surprise, John was left floating there without a sword.
John pumped a million Toxin Power into his throat, causing it to split and heal. He clenched both fists in pain as his throat and voice box were being ripped apart, but carried on.
“If nobody challenges me within the next two minutes, then you consent to me being the sect master!”
His voice caused the ground up to 500 feet away to quake and crack. The weaker sect members throughout the whole stadium fainted, and those flying by sword were pushed back by the voice’s vibrations.
When all had calmed, nobody moved, spoke, or even breathed.
After a minute passed, John heard a voice.
“I disagree!”
It was a man who looked to be in his late thirties or early forties and was flying in the air with a sword underneath him. John checked him out with his Immortal Eye.
Daniel Morgan
Rank: 6
Level: 5
Sin: 204,734
Status: Memory Manipulated
John knew who this man was because of the memories he absorbed from Jeremy. This man was Jeremy’s only disciple, and like John, he was after revenge for his master.
Without speaking, John teleported in front of Daniel. Hanging midair, he swung his nano longsword. He aimed directly for Daniel’s neck. The sword picked up speed because of the throttle skill and sliced through Daniel’s neck like a hot knife through butter.
Blood showered everywhere. John wrapped his threads around the head before it dropped and teleported back above the stage. He now lifted both Jeremy’s and Daniel’s heads with threads for all to see, blood pouring down onto the ground.
Pushing another million Toxin Power in his throat and enduring the pain, he shouted once more.
“Anybody else? You have one minute left!”
There were 15 million people inside the stadium and not one person spoke or even moved for a full minute.
John smiled, pearly teeth shining against the black veil surrounding him.
In the eyes of the crowd, he truly was a demon.
With no other challengers, he put his swords back into their sheaths and cut his power supply. His appearance slowly regressed until he was back to normal. To complete the transformation, John changed back into the Rogue Sect’s black and silver Daoist robes. His gauntlets changed into the silver wrist bands he frequently wore and the mask turned into an earring.
Smiling, John pushed Toxin Power in his throat, but only enough for everybody to hear him.
“Thank you for electing me as your new leader. Now, wake everybody up. What I have to announce will need everybody’s undivided attention.”
John watched as it took some time for everyone to settle down. Many had fainted, and it took a large group effort to make sure everyone was conscious and listening. Things eventually calmed down. John said not a single word and patiently waited for everybody.
Finally looking around, John made sure every person had woken up before he spoke.
“Things will be different now. I am not going to run this sect the same way Jeremy did.” The crowd had his full attention, and he had theirs. “First, Jeremy’s 90% tax on your rewards for every mission will be reduced back down to how it was when my master ran the sect, which is 10%.”
John could hear people whispering when he paused his speech. He could hear how happy they were which made him smile a little.
“Most things will return to how they were when my master ran things. This is to honour his memory.”
More whispers.
“However, there is one thing that will change and many of you will be confused from hearing this announcement, so please wait until after I’ve finished my speech before you talk to the person next to you or shout questions at me.”
John took a deep breath.
“As of this moment, the Rogue Sect is disbanded!”




Chapter 28
Speech
John heard murmurs of all sorts shiver through the crowd at an exponential rate. The talking grew louder and louder; some members of the audience caving in to panic. Chaos was beginning to sprout. John had to stop the noise before it grew into action.
“Quiet!”
Instantly, all 15 million members fell back into silence, freezing at John’s word. Those at the front and next to the destroyed stage had moved their arms as quietly as possible to wipe the sweat off their foreheads for fear of the drops hitting the floor to make a noise.
“What you don’t know is that our sect’s name has been leaked! They’re using our own blood oath against us.” John swept his gaze across the mass of people. “To counter this, there will be a new blood oath. I’ve disbanded the Rogue Sect, but a new sect is taking its place. It will be a new sect, but we will do things like the old ways. Investigators will determine if a target is worthy of a contract, and we will only take action once this has been established.”
John continued his explanation, delving into a little history as well.
Over 300,000 years ago, a Sider became the sect master. This Sider brought the assassin sect from a distant planet to this planet, which was at the centre of the universe. After he relocated the sect, he renamed it to the Rogue Sect.
The mortals then took root on this planet, and 90,000 years ago, the Rogue Sect Master created the four mortal kingdoms in the hope that mortals would become stronger and join the immortals, thereby joining the sect. However, it was sometime between then and the present time that someone created the Nobody Organisation. This organisation was the mortal version of the Rogue Sect’s assassins.
“And those of us who are from this planet most likely joined the Nobody Organisation when you were mortal, too.” John smiled at the people. “So I’m happy to announce that from this day onwards, the Rogue Sect is renamed to Nobody Sect!”
The crowd bustled again but quickly quieted down.
“While it isn’t the most elaborate sect name, it works well with the new blood oath I have in mind.” John was a sucker for puns, but it was also a good loophole. The people under the oath would be able to get away with saying things like ‘I’m a nobody’ without triggering the oath. “Now, I want to ask everybody a question... In this universe, what is the most renewable source of income that we can exploit?”
John looked around and saw people whispering to each other in response. After a few seconds, a handful of people shouted out things like assassination, blackmail, mining Life Stones, and various others. Raising his hands and then lowering them to signal for people to quieten down, John spoke again.
“None of those are the right answer. Assassination targets are one-time contracts; blackmailed families will run out of resources; and Life Stones are not infinite either.”
John searched the crowd, eyes finally landing on Luke in the distance. He grinned before looking back at the crowd.
“The real answer is... information!” John bellowed. “There is information generated every minute inside every city, town, capital, or even inside a small family estate. There is information on every planet throughout the entire universe! There is always something going on that somebody else would pay to know about.”
The crowd chatted away. John looked at one of the higher ranked members floating on a sword and pointed at him.
“You!” he called out. “If I told you I’m selling information about somebody who has plans to kill you, would you buy it?”
“Yes!” the man shouted in reply.
Pointing towards somebody else, John shouted at another member.
“You! If I told you I had information about somebody who is plotting to hurt your family, would you buy it?”
“I would!”
“Information we gather can be sold to the right people for the right price. Even normal information about new monsters, cultivation techniques, or wars will sell to the right people.” He waved his hands out, and the crowd seemed to love it.
The building enthusiasm egged John on, so he continued explaining his plan. “I want to set up a second department to handle the information. They will need people on every planet to gather information, as well as a steadfast communication system that we can rely on to be ours and ours alone.”
John could see the excitement all around him. He could feel it in the air, like a wave of electricity. A smile was not enough to capture his enthusiasm as the crowd backed his ideas.
“I have found another Sider to work on this with me.” John waited for the crowd to calm down a little more; to make sure he had their full attention. “His abilities will make it possible for all the information to be transferred and stored using spheres rather than parchments, saving precious time and resources. I’ve already invited the new Sider to join the sect, and he accepted the invitation to become the newest member of the Nobody Sect. Luke, get up here.”
With no hesitation, Luke teleported onto the stage below John. His speed surprised many of the people, but what surprised them more was when Luke stood next to John. They both had silver hair. If people didn’t know they were Siders, then they would have thought that Luke was the younger brother of the new sect master.
“This is Luke.” John smiled down at his partner onstage. “I am placing him at the head of the Information Department of the Nobody Sect.”
There was a thunder of applause before John was able to peacefully quiet them down. Whether or not Luke was nervous was hard to tell, but the younger Sider’s eyes gleamed with pride.
John explained how the Information Department would work. A team would collect information, then relay it to a home-based team via a communication device. The sect member on the receiving end would then record the information into a blank sphere that Luke created. When ten pieces of information were recorded inside the sphere, the members were then to send it to Luke, who would keep the information stored until somebody wanted to pay for it.
The information gathering contracts would work in the same way that assassination contracts would; each member being paid only when the job was complete.
Because of Luke, the sect’s library books would also be replaced by these spheres. They would also make it a point to expand these libraries, adding more and more to their collection.
“Now, the last agenda for this meeting. I want you to raise your hand if you have ever had a run-in with the Anti-Assassin Sect members!”
John looked around and found almost all 15 million people had their hands up. The amount surprised John a little, but John thought about how he never asked for a timeframe. If some of these people were hundreds or thousands of years old, and if the Anti-Assassin Sect members were thousands of years old, too, then it would be weird if they didn’t run into each other at some point. John didn’t know how old the Anti-Assassin Sect was.
“All this time, the Rogue Sect members only killed Anti-Assassin members when they got in the way. But I come bearing good news. Before I came here, I went to their home planet and destroyed the Anti-Assassin Sect.” He heard the crowd gasp. “The only people I missed would be the members not in the sect during my attack. So, I am now declaring the remaining Anti-Assassin members to be hunted for life! To make things crystal clear, that means if you see a member, you attack and kill the member. If you bring their head and prove they were a member of the Anti-Assassin Sect, then you will get paid like a normal contract.”
John made it clear that he wanted all of the Anti-Assassin Sect members eliminated. Everybody in the stadium—whether standing on the ground, in the balconies, or flying above the stadium—had mixed emotions. The new sect master had destroyed the Anti-Assassin Sect, leaving only wanderers with no home left. Most were excited to get rid of a long-time enemy, but at the same time, they felt worried. Everybody knew that the Adventurers Guild was known for being the peacekeeper of the human universe. If they found out their sect master did this, they could become hunted by the whole universe instead.
John grabbed Luke by his collar and they both ascended.
“I want to see the people who are in charge of every department. I’ll be at my master’s house.”




Chapter 29
Risks of Future Knowledge
John brought Luke to his master’s home. Luke was surprised by the swords and armour used as decorations. The stained glass windows between each pillar down the hall impressed him, too. He didn’t have much time to admire the setting, however, as John strode quickly to a small patch of grass that looked like a lounge area. Luke hurried to catch up.
They sat down on some nearby chairs. John took out a small table and the chess set, inviting the other Sider to a friendly game. As much as Luke wanted to explore around, he sat quietly and immersed himself in the game with ease.
While they were playing, John checked Luke out with his Immortal Eye to make sure he still had the memory manipulated status. To John’s relief, he did. John had to be extra careful with Luke because he was a Sider. He didn’t know if Luke’s system would get rid of the skill or not.
While waiting for Luke to make his turn, John decided to ask.
“Has your system changed since becoming an immortal?”
“Yes, it has.” Luke looked up from the knight piece in his hand. “It now gives me immortal levels once I’ve learned a certain amount of information. The system separates the information into different sections. For example, one section is made up of the names of people and locations. I need 100 names for 1 point and need 100 points to gain a level in immortality.”
Luke explained that after he reached 100 names, that section’s requirement for the next level would then increase. The other sections functioned similarly, but each had their own scale, and each was separate from the rest.
“I see…” John had a grasp on the basic understanding. “Why don’t you go learn the names of the 15 million people inside the sect now, then. That’ll make it easier for you, right?”
“Way ahead of you!” Luke’s face erupted into a grin. He’d already gotten a head start during the meeting, but still had many more names to learn. Excited to go off on his own again, he bid a quick farewell then dashed away. John could only laugh.
Luke’s smart, but he’s a follower by nature. If I had said nothing, he would have just played chess with me all day. What a funny kid.
I’m glad the Resistance’s status skill didn’t work on the manipulation status. I wonder why it didn’t, though? Is it because the skill says it removes any status that alters the body, but the manipulation didn’t alter the body but the mind?
John put the chess set back in his Storage Space and leaned back in the chair, thinking more.
Divination, the knowledge of the future, is scary. Even for me.
The first divination the Anti-Assassins did was about me killing billions of people. Because they learned of the future’s knowledge, they tried to kill me to change it. This spurred a trail of events that eventually lead me to kill even more.
The second divination was about me destroying the Rogue Sect. Sarah told me her ex-master explained to her that the billions of lives for the Rogue Sect’s destruction wasn’t good enough. He made a deal with Sarah and sent her to capture me instead. Her ex-master wanted to know Rogue Sect’s location so he could be the one to destroy the Rogue Sect.
Their knowledge of the future and the actions they took caused the divination to come true. All because he didn’t know Sarah was a Sider.
Billions of people have died, but most of that number was made up of the people living on the Anti-Assassin Sect’s home planet. I’ve also technically destroyed the Rogue Sect by changing its name. The two divinations came true, just not the way anybody would have thought.
John saw four people walking towards him with his Scan. They had stopped outside the door and were about to knock. Before they could, John pushed Toxin Power into his throat and called out to them.
“Come in.”
Through his Scan, John could see their surprised faces, which made him laugh a little. When I first entered this house, my master must have had a really good laugh when he did that to me. Those four people were only a little surprised, but I’m sure I almost jumped out of my skin.
The four people walked down the long corridor and stood a dozen feet away from John. They dipped low in a respectful bow. When they stood up straight, they introduced themselves one at a time, starting with the man on the far left.
“My name is Patrick Williams and I am the head of the spying department.” The man looked like he was in his eighties. He was half bald, had a short speckled beard, and a bumpy nose. His green eyes sparkled true to their colour, half buried under a sinking brow. His thin, white eyebrows were arched. He stood about 6 feet and had a slim build.
“I am the head of the investigators, Ryan Moloney.” Standing at about 5 feet and 11 inches with a slim build, the man who spoke was younger looking, appearing to be in his late thirties or early forties. He had short wavy brown hair, a large forehead, long ears, and a straight nose. John was amused by his bushy eyebrows, but not for long as the next in line introduced himself.
“My department makes contracts with all the information gathered. My name is Milton Mitchell.” Milton looked even younger still, in his late teens or early twenties. He had short brown hair that cascaded across his brows. He had brown eyes, big ears, a crooked nose, and was incredibly clean shaven. He stood at about 6 feet and 2 inches with an average build.
“I am in charge of verifying that the right target is dead and that payment is delivered to sect members after completing the contract. My name is Sadie Burks.” The last person was the only woman in the group. Sadie stood at 5 feet and 5 inches, with a slim build and a stern face. She looked to be in her late twenties, straight light brown hair reaching past her shoulders neatly. Her thin lips were a little turned down, as if in a semi-permanent frown.
John smiled warmly and welcomed them all.
“Nice to meet you all.” He reached out his hand to each of them, going down the line. “My name is John Allen, and like I said, I’m the only disciple of the late sect master, Jamie Cooper.”
He then checked them all with his Immortal Eye.
Patrick Williams
Rank: 7
Level: 9
Sin: 9
Status: Memory Manipulated
Ryan Moloney
Rank: 5
Level: 9
Sin: 2
Status: Memory Manipulated
Milton Mitchell
Rank: 5
Level: 8
Sin: 29
Status: Memory Manipulated
Sadie Burks
Rank: 5
Level: 3
Sin: 0
Status: Memory Manipulated
It makes sense these people were manipulated by Jeremy since they’re the people in charge of things inside the sect. It also makes sense their sin is so low because they don’t do the contracts to kill people.
“I asked you here today so we can change things back to how they were when my master was running things. I was going to have you meet with Luke so you can get to know each other, but something came up which will keep him busy for a few days.” John offered them each a seat so they could begin the meeting.
He explained that the information department would need to work closely with some of them, while others would only need to talk with Luke every now and then. There were also a few more tasks he wanted them to perform, in addition to their assigned duties.
He wanted investigators to update a target’s known strength with each passing year, keeping their system up to date until an assassin accepted the contract. That way, there wouldn’t be any surprises; the contracted assassin would have a much better chance of surviving and completing the contract, which gave the sect a higher rate of success.
“While I’m at it...” John looked at Patrick. “Do we have any spies inside the Adventurers Guild? I need somebody high in the rankings, and maybe the plan I have in mind will help get them promoted.”
His question surprised Patrick, but after thinking for a while, he nodded.
“We have a few spies in the Adventurers Guild,” he remarked. “And one person is in the position you’ve spoken about. If he gets promoted because of what you have planned, then we will have access to more sensitive and secret information from them, too.”
John smiled and took out a blank parchment, rolled it flat on the table, and thought about what to write for a few minutes. He took out a writing brush and ink, then wrote something.
When he finished, John brought out an empty envelope and placed the parchment inside, then sealed it using his Toxin Power. He gave the letter to Patrick.
“Keep this on you for now,” he instructed. “When I give the word, give it to the spy inside the Adventurers Guild about two months before their annual auction. It could be a few years before I ask, though.”
Patrick took the letter and placed it in his bag.
“Now,” John said, addressing all four people. “Do we have a prison in this sect?”




Chapter 30
New Blood Oath
“We do,” Patrick answered quickly. “We have a prison for people who betray our sect in any way, as well as for those who commit any other jail-worthy crimes.”
“Betrayal, huh?” John tilted his head at Patrick. “How did they betray our sect with the blood oath in place?”
Milton answered before Patrick.
“Things like telling their target they had been contracted to kill the person.” The frown on Milton’s face said it all. “Unless he or she pays the same price as the contract to live deal, this results in a loss for the sect.”
“I see.” John nodded back at Patrick. “I need you to fetch fifteen people from the prison, then. Tell them they can get their freedom back if they join another sect to spy for us. We need volunteers for the Sword Sect, Dual Cultivation Sect, and the Death Sect. We need five people for each sect.”
There was a pause, then John’s face twisted darkly.
“What you’re not going to tell them is that they are sacrificial pawns. The Sword Sect and Dual Cultivation Sect knows about the Rogue Sect. They are weeding spies out by using our blood oath against us.”
“But… Sir…”
“The five prisoners in each sect will be killed.” John’s expression was calm and collected, but there was something dark glinting in the hollows of his eyes. “We need the sects to believe they’re accomplishing something great. The Sword and Dual Cultivation Sects will detect the spies instantly, but I’m not certain of what the Death Sect knows of us.”
John went on to suggest that Patrick withdraw his current spies if there were any on the Death Sect’s planet. He was instructed to make sure all spies were present to take the new blood oath, or else they would most likely perish.
“Especially that spy you’ve told me about inside the Adventurers Guild.” John leaned back in his chair, making it seem more and more like an iron throne with his calm yet menacing aura. “Both he and the letter I’ve given you are now a big part of my plan in the future.”
John hypothesized that when the Death Sect found out about the Rogue Sect, they would use the blood oath to weed people out, too. That was where the five prisoners would come in to act as decoys. If the blood oath didn’t work on anyone, the Death Sect would still remain suspicious.
“And finally, the other thing I’ve asked you to come here for is to help me make the new blood oath.” John crossed his legs casually as he addressed the four before him. “As sect master, I can remove the blood oath from members by using the sect master token. But without a new blood oath to replace it, I won’t remove it. Something simple but to the point would work best. Something like ‘I will not betray the sect in any way or alert others of its presence, name, plans, and members.’ What’s your take?”
There was a brief spell of silence, but Sadie was the first to reply.
“We need something about not trying to scam the sect.” Her words were stern, and she seemed completely unbothered by John’s underlying attitude. “Some of those prisoners killed innocent people and brought their heads to try and redeem their contract’s pay.”
“We also need something about giving false information,” Milton jutted in. “If it came from investigators, then it isn’t their fault. However, if they find out a piece of information and then report it to us without verifying whether it is true, then that could cause other members’ deaths.”
“Perhaps a bit unrelated,” Patrick chimed in, “but we also need to keep the symbol of our oath the same so the teleport room doesn’t attack the members.”
John nodded and considered their ideas.
I also need to put something in there to make the assassins only kill for payment. I want to fuel their greed so I can earn more sin points from them.
They spent the next few days inside the house, ironing out the clauses.
Luke came back after three days to report that he’d become a Rank 2 Level 8, which surprised John. The younger Sider re-introduced himself to Patrick, Ryan, Milton, and Sadie. They then worked out the rest of the details for the new department and how it would work with the other departments.
After another two days, it was all settled. They concluded that it would cost a huge amount of Life Stones to get it all set up, but it would be well worth it. John paid for the whole thing using the Grade 9 Life Stones that he’d stolen from the Anti-Assassin vault.
With Luke’s help, they finished the new blood oath, making it as airtight as it could be. The members with this blood oath could not scam, betray, or identify the Nobody Sect’s name, location, or members in any way. However, they were still able to say things like ‘Rogue Sect’, and the word ‘nobody’ without it activating. There was a clause, though, where they could only use these terms while either distracting someone or misdirecting people with regards to Nobody Sect.
Now that they had the blood oath sorted out, it was time to have every member take it. But for them to take the new blood oath, John needed to get rid of the old one first.
John, Luke, and the others teleported, then walked towards the admin building. There was a small building near the main building that they used as the place to do the blood oaths. The group created two teleport runes and placed one on each side for the entrance and exit.
Members would come in through one teleport one at a time, have the old blood oath removed, pledge to the new blood oath, and then exit by the other teleport rune. For this to work, the five department heads were to stand guard at the entrance and exit runes. They each received a communication device from John that would vibrate when John pressed the button on his, notifying them when the next person was to come through.
The first person to come through the teleport rune was Patrick. He walked up to John, who took out the sect master token, placed his fingers on its rune in the correct position, and pushed Toxin Power inside it in a particular order. When John was acknowledged as the sect master by all members of the sect, the token showed him the technique to use. With John using Toxin Power rather than Life Power, the rune would remove the sect’s blood oath much faster.
The sect master token lit up with a blood-red glow, so John pointed it towards Patrick. The rune shot a sphere towards Patrick’s forehead and then entered his brain. After a few seconds, drops of blood came out from all over Patrick’s head; it turned what hair he had left into a dark red colour.
Patrick wiped the blood off his forehead so it wouldn’t get in his eyes, then he took out a dagger. John placed a leather parchment with a rune design onto the floor. This would be the foundation for the new blood oath. Patrick walked over and used the dagger to slice his finger open. When a drop of blood landed on the parchment, the rune lit up.
John gave Patrick another parchment with the wording of the new blood oath. The latter read the blood oath word by word; John made sure he missed not one word.
While Patrick said the new blood oath, John used the Memory Manipulation skill with a thread that touched Patrick’s head. Even though Patrick was already manipulated from Jeremy, John wasn’t sure if it would last.
When his final Memory Manipulation skill was completed, it would change to a new frequency. It worried him that when his technique changed frequency, the people who Jeremy manipulated would be out of his control. And so, he decided to use his skill on the people he came into contact with inside the sect.
After Patrick finished the new blood oath, he went back through the same teleport he came through since he was the person standing guard. Ryan, Milton, Sadie, and Luke followed suit and took the new blood oath. After them, a steady flow of people went through the same process.
A whole day of this went by and John was somewhat annoyed. The process was too slow! On the following day, he instructed more people to come in at a time. He would remove the blood oath of one person while another made the new pledge. This way seemed a bit faster, but it was still tedious.
Over the course of the next few days, the process developed and sped up. By the end, it took less than a second for the old blood oath to be destroyed and the new blood oath to be put in place. As cultivators, their thought, speech, and movements were hundreds of times faster than those of a mortal. Each member was pressured to step up to this expectation.
All 15 million people—each taking one second to get inside the room, one second for the old blood oath to get destroyed, and one more second for them to generate the new blood oath and exit the room—would have taken eighteen months to finish. John was going out of his mind with the repetitiveness.
Finally, John pinned up the parchment with the new blood oath up on the wall. As soon as they placed a drop of their blood on the parchment, they could read from the wall.
After a few hundred thousand people, the blood oath parchment needed replacing, so he got two hundred of them made to make sure he didn’t run out and that they’d be ready for him to use when needed.
With all the efficiency of John and the five department heads combined, they finished the new blood oath for all 15 million people in a mere seven months.




Chapter 31
Combine
About three months into mass-performing the blood oath ceremony, the Memory Manipulation’s Voice skill reached completion. The moment it did, John asked Luke to come inside the small building for a nonspecific task. He just wanted to discreetly check if the younger Sider was still under the Memory Manipulation skill.
To John’s delight, he was. The only difference John could tell was the frequency had changed. John had continued using his threads to place the Memory Manipulation onto people as they poured through the building. He had noticed that the frequency only changed on the people he used the skill on; those whose Memory Manipulation stemmed from Jeremy had no change prior to John’s intervening.
The fact that John was able to infect so many people manually this way made the whole new oath system worth it.
After John completed the Memory Manipulation skill, he put all Idlers into Atom Defence and completed that skill after another 20d 12h. When that skill was completed, John took out his nano sword and tried slicing his palm with it. The sword easily ripped apart the invisible veil from the Defence skill, but when it touched John’s palm, he could feel his skin tightening up to resist the sharp edge. No matter how much strength John used, the nano sword could not cut him. So John lifted the sword up and swung it at the speed of sound, aimed at his arm.
The sword hit his arm but still could not cut his skin. The force of the blow sent his arm hurtling backwards, though.
It took another 20d 12h for the unique skill ‘Creation’s Oxygen’ to complete. After it finished, John stopped breathing altogether to test it. After five hours of not breathing, John had the urge to take a deep breath. Even though his lungs now created oxygen rather than consumed it, John still had the primal instinct to breathe.
It took weeks of not breathing to get used to it. Even then, if he wasn’t concentrating, he would naturally breathe. What surprised him was while he wasn’t breathing, the absorbing technique did not alter in any way. That meant that he had one more part of his mind freed since he didn’t need to use it for the breathing technique to pair with his absorbing technique.
John thought maybe the Creating skill was making oxygen at the same tempo as the breathing technique he was using, since another skill of his created it. It made sense that the System’s skills would all work together.
It took another 1mo 13d for the unique Creation’s Combine skill to complete, but because John was doing the blood oaths, he didn’t have time to test it.
The only skills left to level up in the system were Max Idlers, Max Workers, and Neuron Storage. John put all Idlers into the Neuron Storage slot because spending months for a level in Max Idlers was not worth it at this point.
With 616 Idlers in the skill, the time came up as 2y 8mo, which meant the unaltered time would have been close to 32,000 years.
After the last member of the sect accepted the new blood oath, John told everybody to rest for a few days. There was a visible sign of relief on everyone’s faces, even Sadie’s. Glad to see that everyone needed a rest as well, John went back to his master’s house and took out the stone teleport rune.
He visited Sarah for a little while, relaxing by her side. Then he planted the third farm of each herb and played some pool. John had been using Toxin Power for almost seven months straight; this was the first time he’d stopped since the start of the blood oath ceremony.
He worked nonstop the whole time. With no need for sleep or recovery, he could physically power through with no breaks. However, the immense length of time eventually wore him down mentally.
After a few days of rest, John went to the surface of the planet. He wanted to test out the new Creation’s Combine skill.
Making sure no enemy was around him through the Scan, John covered his left hand in his fire element and his right hand in metal element. He slowly brought both hands together. As the elements touched each other, they cancelled each other out. Both his hands lost the elements surrounding them.
What? If I remember the elemental chart correctly, fire destroys metal. What if I generate less fire element and more metal? Can I make the metal overpower fire with quantity?
Using as little fire element as possible in his left hand and as much metal element as possible in his right hand, he tried it again.
All that happened was that a few sparks lit up around his hands for a few seconds, then the metal element in his right hand melted after a while. Small balls of boiling metal liquid dropped off his hands and melted onto the floor beneath him. He stopped pushing the elements in his hands and waited for all the liquid metal to fall off.
The next test was the fire element in his left hand and water element in his right hand. When they met, the water put out the fire which John thought was normal. He tried again after lowering the power of the water and increased the power of the fire, and when they met...
BANG!
John was pushed back by a few feet, uninjured but surprised as hell as a small steam explosion had happened. He took note of this reaction for future reference.
His next test was to launch both a fireball and a ball of water with the same strength as the previous test. The target was a tree about 40 feet away from him. It was over 60 feet high and from the Scan, John could see it was over 10 feet thick. Eager to see the results of his test, John generated a fireball with a 6-inch diameter, hovering above his left hand. He did the same for a ball of water with an 18-inch diameter, hovering above his right hand. Finally, in a flurry, he threw both the elemental balls towards the tree, trajectory planned out so the orbs would meet each other a foot away from the tree.
BOOM.
The tree blew up into small pieces because of the steam explosion. The ground in the range of the explosion was blown away, too, creating a crater about 20 feet in diameter and a few feet deep.
So I can create steam with a 1:3 ratio of fire and water. It’s almost useless, though. My sword attack is deadlier, my bullet attack is a more direct long-range attack, and my explosion attack does the same thing but with a stronger force!
The only thing it would be good for is to scold somebody or maybe even torture them. Even then, I could accidentally kill them with the force of the explosion.
The next test was to combine fire and earth. With equal strength upon meeting each other, the earth put out the fire. However, when the fire was stronger than the earth, John created molten lava that spilt on the floor. The lava melted the grass and the dirt underneath him and set the grass next to the lava on fire. He was almost impressed.
He tried mixing other elements, but they all cancelled each other out regardless of the amount. All he could create were steam and lava right now, which wasn’t all that stunning.
This unique Creation’s Combine skill is useless right now. I need to control more elements for it to come into play. Maybe when I become a Rank 6 and the system updates, it could give me more elements to control.
As he finished thinking, he had a sudden thought.
What if I use 3 elements? Or 4? Or all 5 at once? But to do that, I need to learn how to control the elements better.
John lifted his right hand and examined his fingers. He made his index finger generate a single flame, and the middle finger became covered in earth element. Gritting his teeth, he pushed the water element to his ring finger. Struggling to maintain the balance, he then pushed all three fingers together.
BANG.
The three elements exploded like the steam explosion earlier. As the air cleared, John looked down at his right hand again. His index and ring fingers were intact, but his middle finger was bent backwards and broken. Scowling, John grabbed his middle finger with his left hand and snapped it back in place. His skill Placement took over to fix it almost instantly.
This is getting dangerous—and painful. I’m used to so much pain that I don’t scream out at a broken finger anymore, which is mildly concerning. What if I’d blown my finger off? I could’ve lost that dumb thing and never realised!
Plus, none of my skills could even help me reattach a missing limb or finger. I’m going to have to put these tests on hold for the time being. The skill might become useful later on, but right now it’s useless and too dangerous.
John went back down to the cultivation caves and kissed Sarah goodbye. He teleported back to the Nobody Sect, placed the stone teleport rune inside his Storage Space, and went to find Luke.
He instructed Luke to call the other heads of the department. He planned to leave the sect and return to the planet untouched by immortals, and he had to leave someone in charge. The sect seemed to be functioning just fine without his direct action, so it wasn’t necessary for him to stay here and run things.
John had other plans.




Chapter 32
New Library
John realised there was one more chore he needed to do before he could leave.
He walked back into Luke’s house and got right to the point. John was going to create one billion knowledge spheres containing all the different techniques for cultivation and fighting methods that he could recall from the books he read. It was Luke’s job to store them away as John created them.
John could make hundreds of spheres every second. Luke was storing them all in his Storage Space; he could just about keep up with the amount John was making. While this went on, Patrick and the others received word to build a bigger library. They would need much more space to store the number of spheres John was creating.
Even at their incredible speed, it took over three months to make all the spheres. To compensate the sect for all the time and resources gone into making all of this knowledge accessible, members of the sect were to be charged per use of the information spheres. The price they settled on was 10 spheres in exchange for a single Grade 1 Life Stone. They also offered unlimited access for one Grade 5 Life Stone. All the money the library generated would go towards the cost of hiring the investigators and the information gatherers.
As far as the placement of their information gatherers, John, Luke, and the other four department heads agreed that they needed at least one person stationed within the largest capital on each planet. The planets closest to the Nobody Sect would each have one member in every large city. The sect needed information about everything on these closer planets; if not to sell, then for safety measures.
Should the Nobody Sect catch word too late that their location had been leaked out to an enemy, it would be nothing but a disaster. For this reason, they stationed their extra members by the public transportation system. They each carried communication devices to alert the sect as quickly as possible should anything come to their attention.
On their home planet, there was an information gatherer posted in each capital of the four kingdoms. While they knew the mortals couldn’t do anything to harm them, it was better to be safe than sorry.
After the library was completed, John went to see it. They made the building out of bricks and cement; John thought Luke must have given them the formula to make the same bricks and cement like those back on earth. The library was three stories high, and thousands of feet in width and length. At the entrance were four white pillars that supported an extended roof. They made the library doors out of metal which was somehow coloured white, too. Each of the doors was 15 feet high and wide.
Inside the library, there were no bookcases, chairs, or tables. There were only the stairs and the storage units they built for the spheres. The floor and stairs were made from solid wood, treated and polished. Meanwhile, the walls inside were white marble.
They designed it so up to 10 spheres were together in a display case. The cases themselves were only 9 inches in width and length, and 4 feet high. They had four small wooden legs that went to the ground. They stacked the display cases on top of each other with just enough room for the lid to open at the top. Across the front of each display case was a sign to describe the spheres according to how they were sorted.
The other two floors were the same. Two rows of display cases, back to back against each other to form impressive aisles. There was a small walkway between the rows of the display cases, but there wasn’t much room. It almost gave off claustrophobic vibes.
“This is beyond my expectations.” John stood next to Luke inside the library and smiled. After all, the library had been constructed off of Luke’s designs. “I was expecting something a bit simpler. This exceeds far any design I’ve seen on any other planet. The most advanced technology I’ve seen so far is on the Adventurers Guild’s public planet. They had steam engines and could build taller buildings.”
“Is that so?” Luke smiled, clearly seeing it as a challenge. “I can build steam engines, too, if you want.”
“No point.” John shook his head, trying to re-establish a less playful tone. “If you want to help with technology, then create things that can help our sect members. You know, quality of life, information gathering… that sort of thing!”
This legitimately got the gears in Luke’s head turning.
“Anyway, this library should help pay for the workers we’ve hired.” John started heading for the exit. “For now, I suggest that you learn every kingdom, every royal family, and even their dog’s name. It’s a big universe out there. Plenty of information for you to grind on. You can use that to find out what might be relevant to our cause here. If you can prove how valuable a piece of information can be, its value will skyrocket.”
“Sounds like a plan.” Luke’s grin grew in exuberance. “I’ve got my communication device in case of an emergency. Any other last minute three-month-long tasks to do before you can head out?”
“Haha, funny.” John rolled his eyes, not quite appreciating Luke’s childish humour. “I’m afraid that’s all on my to-do list today. It’s time for me to head out. I’m leaving the sect to you, Patrick, and the others. Take care of it.”
“Don’t worry!” Luke’s toothy smile flashed in the light. “I know exactly what I’m doing.”
It took almost five months for John to get back to the planet where he met Isake.
He took a more direct route this time with no need to avoid the Rogue Sect. When John reached the planet, he opened the system to check his current Toxin Pool and the time needed to finish the current level.
Welcome to the Idle system 5.9.
Name: John
Title: Demon
Age: 41
Idlers: 0/616
Skill Points: 0
Life Pool: 1
Toxin Pool: 169.9B
Sin: 9,465,681
Immortality List:
Neuron Storage - Idlers 616/616, Compress - 5/9, Time - 2y 23d
Oh, it’s been about 10 months since I took over the sect. I’ve already collected over 9 million sin points from 15 million assassins. A few of those months were me making the members take the new blood oath, so I can assume I’m getting about 1.2 to 1.5 million sin points per month. Whether this is low, average, or high is the question now. If it’s low, then it might increase to reach two million a month, but if it’s high then it could drop below a million a month.
But at a 100:1 ratio, 10 million sins is less than 28 hours worth of time in the system. I need more sins per month to make it worthwhile, and hopefully, this plan will work.
John flew high into the air and made the same journey towards the Cretora continent. When he landed on the continent, he headed north towards the capital. He saw hundreds of villages on the way towards the capital, making him believe the population on this planet was more than he originally thought.
John landed a few miles away from his target. His Scan picked up a rudimentary stone wall built around the city, but the stones were loose and did not fit together well.
Luke mentioned this type of construction before; it’s called dry stacking. On Earth, it is the earliest form of building stone houses that we know of. It’s the weight of the stones and the positioning that keeps it in place, but if a force is strong enough, the wall will easily crumble.
As John walked closer to the capital, his Scan picked up the houses here. The people used the same dry stacking technique to build the houses. They had chiselled all the stones used to rectangular or square shapes. Most of the houses were only one story high, but as John got closer to the centre of the capital, they built houses with two stories. Impressive.
In the centre of the capital was a castle. A moat surrounded it and it had a wooden drawbridge. The castle was four stories high and made using the same dry stacking building technique.
John’s Scan picked up the inside; there were many rooms, paintings, and decorations. At the centre of the castle was the throne room with two thrones for the king and queen. However, John found only one of these seats occupied.
John smiled.
He’s the current king of Gaening Dynasty. He’s the person I need to help me with a few tests.




Chapter 33
Tests
The man sitting on the throne looked bored. With his Scan, John could see the alleged ruler was half asleep and resting his head on his hand.
He was a younger man in his late twenties or early thirties. His straight blue hair was tied in a ponytail, and his slightly slanted eyebrows complimented his fiery red eyes. He completed the colour theme by wearing a blue robe similar to his hair. John wondered if it was natural for this land; he’d yet to come across anyone else with this particular colour scheme in all his journeys.
Throughout the castle, John’s Scan could make out a few hundred guards, staff members, and what John assumed to be officials all coming and going through the castle. There were quite a few bedrooms inside the castle, but only one bedroom was huge and fit for a king. The bed inside was even bigger than the beds inside the hotel John stayed at inside the Adventurers Guild’s hotel.
Target decided on, John teleported inside the bedroom and took a closer look around. He found a big comfy chair behind a gilded desk at one side of the room, so he took a seat. Hidden away in the comforts of the king’s chambers, he closed his eyes to rest.
A few hours later, the man with blue hair strolled into the bedroom, a slight skip in his step. Humming a little, he shut the door behind him and latched the lock. It took him a moment to finally turn around and see John, sitting at his desk.
Eyes suddenly bulging out of his head, the king opened his mouth to cry for help, but John stopped him. John’s threads wrapped around the king’s mouth, forming a gag. The man clawed at his face in utter panic, futilely trying to get the rope out of his mouth. John did not have to so much as stand from his comfortable seat.
“Relax,” John chided, remembering the language spoken on this planet. He was a little rusty, but the more he spoke, the more he fell back into the rhythm. “I will not hurt you. I’m here to offer you a deal. I will release you now, but if you scream, then you will die. Do you understand?”
Signs of panic slowly fading away, the king nodded and tried to regain some of his regal composure. John acknowledged this and offered the man a seat. While the threads dissolved and the king moved towards a nearby chair, John used the Memory Manipulation skill on him. After the man sat down, John looked at him with Immortal Eye.
???
Rank: 0
Level: 0
Sin: 492
Status: Memory Manipulated
If Luke or Sarah were here, I’m sure they would say I look like the godfather right now. Should I say “I’ll make you an offer you can’t refuse”?
Trying to hide his burgeoning smile at his own joke, John looked the man in the eye.
“What’s your name?”
“I am King Humban-Untash Anastasia,” the man spoke with a voice far more commanding than the situation called for. John could tell he was a firm, good leader despite the twinge of fear in his eyes. John’s grin widened.
Humban-Untash Anastasia
Rank: 0
Level: 0
Sin: 492
Status: Memory Manipulated
“You will help me test a few things. In return, I’ll help your dynasty rule this continent.” John’s gaze hardened. “Do you accept this deal or not?”
Humban’s fear slowly edged away as he sat in silent contemplation. A few minutes passed, and still no answer. John was getting impatient.
“Unsure?” He leaned back in his chair, examining a fingernail. “Maybe I should go offer the same deal to the king of Ucopis Dynasty? Surely, he’s not so stupid as to turn it down.”
Humban’s eyes bulged at the mention of Ucopis Dynasty.
“NO! Do not do that!” His eyebrows furrowed, almost as much of a display of anger as it was of his urgency. “I accept your offer on behalf of my kingdom!”
“That’s more like it,” John replied, still smiling. “Get me a soldier that’s loyal to you, and a few prisoners or people you want to kill.”
Face flushing a little, Humban nodded firmly and then left the room.
If these tests are successful, the next step is to do the same test while using Memory Manipulation’s Voice skill. His thought process should be similar to mine now that I’ve used the technique on him, but that doesn’t mean he’ll do what I say. I need the Voice skill for that.
Twenty minutes later, Humban returned and reported to John that he’d done as he said. Humban ordered his most loyal soldier and five prisoners to assemble in the back garden where it was quiet and secluded. The king waved for John to follow him and John was guided down a series of halls. No one gave him a second glance. Being in the presence of a king was a free pass to do whatever he wanted.
Soon, the two were standing on a balcony about 40 feet away from the garden. John could see six people standing below them. One was the soldier that Humban trusted the most, donned in silver armour with a golden shield in his left hand and an iron sword strapped to his hip. He stood at the ready over the other five people who John could tell were prisoners. They each knelt on the floor, legs and arms in shackles, tattered clothing, and long messy hair.
Looking at the soldier, John used his Immortal Eye.
???
Rank: 0
Level: 0
Sin: 0
“Have the soldier kill one prisoner then go back to standing where he was.”
Humban nodded then barked orders at the soldier. One of the prisoners tensed up for the last time, a blade cutting cleanly across his throat. As the prisoner bled out on the floor, John looked at the soldier’s sin count with Immortal Eye again.
Sin: 25
John checked Humban and himself afterwards but saw they had gained no sin from the soldier’s actions. The first test was a failure.
“Very good,” John addressed. “Now, have the soldier kill the next prisoner. This time, bribe him with rewards beyond his wildest dreams.”
Eyes sparkling with curiosity, Humban barked another order at the soldier. He promised to fulfil a single wish should the soldier perform well enough. Fuelled by his desire, the soldier did as Humban asked.
Sin: 50
John checked Humban and himself afterwards again. Still no sin, dammit. The second test is a failure, too. Onto the third test, then.
“Humban-Untash Anastasia.” John looked at the King with a somewhat menacing light dancing in his eyes. “How would you like to be immortal?”
Humban paled, eyebrows furled as a look of utmost desire and reverence spilled onto the King’s face.
Good.
“Have the soldier kill a third prisoner.” John cracked a cool smile at the man. “And I’ll consider granting you immortality.”
Humban did as he asked. The soldier took another life, his blade now coated in a dense layer of blood.
Sin: 75
After seeing the soldier’s statistics, John checked Humban with Immortal Eye to see the sin count.
Humban-Untash Anastasia
Rank: 0
Level: 0
Sin: 517
Status: Memory Manipulated
He then checked his own sin count, which had also gained 25 sin points.
John erupted in laughter, causing Humban to jump in fright.
So as long as the person giving the orders is taking my orders with one of the seven sins as the motive, all three people will earn sin points. This is perfect! My plan can proceed to the next step.
John cast a smug look at Humban.
“Next test.”
He used the Memory Manipulation’s Voice skill.
“I will promise you power to destroy all your enemies if you make the soldier kill the next prisoner.”
Humban’s eyes glossed over as he looked at the soldier and commanded him. John watched the events below unfold as another prisoner lost their life. The soldier, Humban, and himself gained 25 sin points.
“Last test.” John used the Memory Manipulation’s Voice again. “Make the soldier kill the last prisoner.”
Humban ordered the soldier and John checked all the sin levels before and after for the last time.
The soldier gained 25 sin points, but Humban and John didn’t.
So even when using the Memory Manipulated skill on the person who is giving the orders to kill, it won’t work. Without the seven sins as the motive, only the person doing the act will gain the sin. So, in order for the next phase of my plan to succeed, I need to offer Humban something else.
Snapping out of his train of thought, John looked over at Humban. The king’s eyes were no longer glossed over.
“We’ve finished the tests,” John said simply. “Pay the soldier. Later tonight, I will extend your life, but it will be painful.”
The king bobbed his head, all sense of composure lost to his desire. John felt he should add something of a disclaimer since he didn’t want the king to get any false pretence about immortality.
“The immortality I mentioned, though, will take a lot of resources because this planet is not suitable for cultivating. And before you ask, I’m from a different world.” John smiled as he placed a hand on the king’s shoulder, firmly clutching it to remind him what he was capable of. “Get your maids to clean up a room for me inside the castle. I’ll be staying for a while. We need to talk about how we will empower your kingdom.”
After speaking, John teleported to the roof of the castle and sat down, taking in the view.
Humban did what John asked and had the maids clean out the biggest guest bedroom inside the castle. The staff was abuzz with rumours and theories, but no one dared to ask who the guest was.




Chapter 34
The Generals
John’s room was over 50 feet in length and width with a 15-foot ceiling. It was an ornate room; every piece of furniture decorated to suit a noble. Each chair, every curtain, every object in the room seemed to be embellished with gold. John was stunned. He’d seen the structure of the room through his Scan, but coming face to face with all the detailing was a whole other level of awe.
John lied down on the soft and comfortable couch which was over 10 feet long. He rested his eyes, making himself at home among the pillows. Humban would come see him tonight. Then, he would force immortality onto the king. John couldn’t help but feel like he was meddling in the affairs of this world a tad too much, but it hardly bothered him.
Later that night, Humban came knocking on his door. It was time.
“Are you ready?” John turned his head to look at Humban as he entered. “The transformation you’re about to undergo is agonising to people who are not used to pain. If you pass out, there is even a risk of death.”
“I know pain,” Humban said breathlessly. “I’m ready.”
“If you say so.” John sat up, somewhat amused. “Before we start, sate my curiosity. What was the soldier’s wish? Were you able to afford his price?”
“The man wanted nobility,” Humban replied. “The man no longer needs to fight for me on the battlefield, only on the political one.”
“Oh, is that all?” John sighed, letting his disappointment show quite plainly. “I hate nobles. Every noble I’ve met or heard about is greedy, lustful, and arrogant. If I ever meet a nobleman that gives his money to charity, helps the poor, and doesn’t molest the maids or beautiful women, then I’ll make him an immortal and take him on as a personal disciple. The odds of that are next to zero, though.”
Humban could only smile at John. It wasn’t a malicious grin, but one of almost humour. John wondered what sort of history this king had with nobles.
“Okay, Your Majesty.” John sat up and strode over to a nearby chair. “Take a seat and strap in. We’re about to begin. Hope what you said about ‘knowing pain’ wasn’t just a bluff.”
Humban nodded and sat down on the chair. John instructed him not to move during the process; he made it very clear that moving so much as a millimetre would kill him. The king did not so much as wince at these words, but John could tell by his clenched fists and gritted teeth that he was masking his nerves. John respected that.
The ceremony went on without a hitch. To John’s surprise, Humban didn’t even scream. He held his head high and gritted his teeth through the pain. Like Isake, he didn’t make a single noise.
Is this a trait of the people on this planet? Their pride won’t let them scream in pain?
Half an hour later, Humban stood up from his chair. The king was tired, but also full of new strength. As he was checking out his new power, John was checking him with his Immortal Eye.
Humban-Untash Anastasia
Rank: 1
Level: 1
Sin: 517
Status: Memory Manipulated
“Congratulations, Your Majesty.” John smiled slyly at the king. “You’ve stepped onto the road of immortality. To become stronger and live longer, you will need resources. I can offer you the resources you need should you choose to accept my terms. Take over the continent and follow my every order. Soon, you will know true strength.”
“Thank you.” The king bowed his head. “I will do my best to fulfil any requests you have, and I will personally lead the army to conquer the continent.”
“Very well, then.” John nodded smugly. “Gather the people in charge of your army. I will teach your troops a technique to use with the sword. Then have your men teach this skill to your whole army, and I can almost guarantee your victory.”
“Consider it done.”
Humban stood straight up then hurried out the door
An hour later, Humban came back and reported to John that his generals were waiting on the training grounds. He led John to the designated area, though John already knew where it was. When they arrived, all ten of the generals were standing at the ready. They each wore gold armour, embellished in intricate designs along the rims where each piece connected. John assumed the colour or material of the armour represented their rank in the army; the more intricate the design, the higher up on the chain they were.
What shocked John the most was the clear physical prowess that each of the generals had. They were all taller than John—broader, too. The smallest general stood about 6 feet 5 inches tall, shoulders spanning almost 4 feet in width.
These men have the maximum strength a mortal could ever have, and they’ve received training to enhance their skills. But they’re warriors, not assassins. They will fight head-on rather than using stealth. If I made them immortals, with their fighting style and boorish manner, they would get themselves killed within a few years.
John drew his standard Rank 1 sword and stood before the line of men.
“I will show you a striking technique and a blocking technique.” John’s voice echoed in the courtyard. “The blocking technique will help with any weapon used against you as long as you can react in time. You will then use the striking technique to get through an enemy’s defences before striking a lethal blow. Anyone who doesn’t believe me, feel free to step forward for a demonstration.”
John turned his head left and right. No one showed any signs of wanting to step forward.
It took a few weeks to teach all of the generals and the king himself. They learned the techniques quite fast, but it took time for them to perfect it. By the end of the training period, each could do it instinctively.
All ten generals found both techniques fascinating. There was word of keeping the technique to themselves, then passing it down to individual soldiers who had accomplished something deserving. They presented this idea to their teacher, who furrowed his brows.
“These techniques are for the army to learn,” John explained. “Your king will choose whether or not you need to know my motives. If you keep this technique to yourselves, then I’ll teach ten random people two better techniques and have them take over your positions as generals. Do not take my word lightly.”
One of the generals stepped forward.
“My name is Issac Larson, ranked eighth of the ten generals of Gaening Dynasty.” The man looked John in the eye with nothing but respect. “I wish to know why you taught us these techniques when you have better ones.”
“A question worthy of an answer.” John smiled. “The other techniques need months if not years to master. The first days or weeks of learning could even kill you if you’re not careful, or worse, it could leave you crippled. It could leave you in a state where you are unable to even lift a scrap of food to your mouth. Now, that doesn’t sound very fun, does it?”
The general, now somewhat pale, stepped back into the line. John felt a tinge of satisfaction.
“Any other questions?” Silence. “Good. Now that you’ve learned the techniques from me, go teach it to the army. Dismissed.”
As the men filed out of the training courtyard, John approached Humban. He asked the king to make sure the generals did as he commanded. Should they fail, John reminded Humban that his resources for eternal life were on the line. The king agreed without so much as a flicker of disobedience.
John teleported high in the sky and looked at the world map in the system. Making sure of his intended destination, he then flew south.
A few hours later, he was inside a nicely decorated bedroom with guards stationed outside. When the door opened and a person walked in, John had his threads ready. The doors closed behind the person and John instantly tied him with his threads so he couldn’t scream. John walked out from around the corner of the room and smiled.
“You must be the king of Ucopis Dynasty. I’ve come here because I’ve got a deal for you.”




Chapter 35
A Question
As the threads wrapped around the man’s mouth to stop him from speaking, John used the Memory Manipulation skill. The man clawed at his face, trying to free himself.
“Enough,” John said, a bit annoyed. “I’m not here to kill you, but to offer you a deal. If you promise not to scream, then I’ll let you go so we can have a proper talk.”
The man stopped clawing his face and looked at John. After a moment, he nodded.
John’s threads disappeared, and the man took deep breaths while rubbing his sore mouth.
Taking a step back, John looked at the man properly now. He had cropped hair the same shade of blue as Humban, which surprised him. He stood at about 6 feet tall and had incredibly broad shoulders. Strikingly, his eyes were green, a stark contrast to the blue of his brows.
Is blue hair a royalty thing on this continent?
Turning around, John walked towards a chair and plopped down.
“What’s your name?”
The man stood still and didn’t move at all.
“Augustin Abu Bakr.”
Augustin Abu Bakr
Rank: 0
Level: 0
Sin: 31
Status: Memory Manipulated
“What a name...” John’s eyebrows arched up. “So, Augustin, my deal is to offer you a way to destroy the Gaening Dynasty and make you the ruler of the continent. To prove that I’m sincere with this offer, I’ll help you step onto the road of immortality.”
John gave the man a moment to take in the information. His green eyes showed no sign of intrigue in the least bit. The stony complexion put John a little on edge, but he kept his cool.
“But that road is going to take a lot of resources,” John continued his sales pitch. “I can help with that, but you will need to earn them. But let’s not get ahead of ourselves. As an act of good faith, I can get you started on this path right now. What do you say? Have a seat.”
Augustin’s face did not so much as twitch. John swallowed. Moments passed in silence. John was about to try another dose of Memory Manipulation when the King finally moved towards John. He sat down on the chair that John had gestured to. Victory.
Twenty minutes later, Augustin was an immortal.
“Go fetch your generals or whoever’s in charge of the army,” John ushered. “I will show them two techniques to kill and block the enemy. Those people will then teach the rest of your army the same techniques, then we will go to conquer the continent.”
Augustin stood up, nodded, and left the room.
The operation continued all according to John’s plans. He soon met with Augustin’s generals and proceeded to teach five men. Unlike the previous kingdom, these generals were all of different height and build. They each wore uncoordinated armour and weapons. One person had a shield and a short sword, while another had two long swords. One even carried a halberd. The last two people had giant war hammers.
I will have to adjust both the striking technique and blocking technique I had planned. There’s a half-decent striking technique I learned from the Sword Sect that mortals can use with different weapons. As for the blocking technique, I have one but without weeks of training, it could damage the arm muscles. It’ll take some time, but we can accomplish our goal.
The best part is that these two techniques will have a 50/50 chance of winning against the techniques I’ve taught the Gaening Dynasty’s army. That means both armies will have trouble winning over the other. It could turn into a battle of numbers.
Hopefully, these two dynasties have millions of people in their armies. I can make them fight on equal grounds until they wear each other to the bone. If my luck is good, they could fight for years and kill millions of people from each dynasty. Adding to the assassins kill count, I might reach over 5 million sins a month!
Then I can go to Idera continent and do the same trick with the three kingdoms.
Over the next week, John taught the generals relentlessly. Things were going smoothly. It was time for the next phase of his plan.
He met Augustin inside his room again and used his Memory Manipulation’s Voice skill on him. He told the king that, until they destroyed Gaening Dynasty, he would not receive any resources to increase his immortality. He instructed Augustin to send his armies to attack as soon as the general finished teaching what they’d learned to the army.
“Your army will accept prisoners during the war and treat them well.” John could see his own reflection in the glossy eyes of the king. “When you own all the continent’s land, you will build an arena. You will then send the prisoners you’ve captured to fight against each other for your own pleasure. Offer immortality to anyone who wins 1,000 matches in a row. If there aren’t enough war prisoners to carry on, use all the prisoners who’ve committed any crime.”
John’s face twisted into a malicious grin, which he caught sight of in his reflection.
“But once there is a person who wins 1,000 matches in a row, bring the person to your castle to treat him to a meal and congratulate him.” His voice was low and raspy, almost a whisper. “The cook you’ve hired will poison him to death during the meal. You will kill this person and make sure the body never sees the light of day. Unless you trust the cook with this secret, then kill him afterwards too.”
Augustin’s glossy eyes stared blankly into nothingness as he received his order. The man nodded, and as John finished talking, his eyes drifted back to consciousness.
Business done, John teleported into the sky and flew back to Gaening Dynasty. When he arrived, he told Humban the same order as Augustin and then left.
John then flew toward the Idera continent and went to the southwest capital of the Wrambet Empire. He made the same deal with the king, following the basic formula he set into place.
From there, he headed north towards Mebet Kingdom, and then to Craya Kingdom. Within a few weeks, he’d sent almost the entire world spiralling into imminent chaos and war. All that was left was to wait and see who would make the first move.
About a month later, the first battle in the war started. It was between the Ucopis Dynasty and the Gaening Dynasty on the Cretora continent. John heard about it when he was travelling back to check on things. He eventually found the place of the battlefield, where he hovered in the air to watch the two masses of warriors clash.
As the armies fought, John was keeping an eye on his sin count. Because he was next to where the sins were generated, he could see it was going up by the thousands per second. He could only smile.
Hopefully, they each have plenty more men, or else I’ve wasted my time. Even if one side wins the war, the arena idea will make sure my sin count will keep rising, though not as much. The other three kingdoms in the Idera continent should have their armies ready for a fight in a few weeks, too.
Since there isn’t a second kingdom on Odron, I can’t do this plan with them. Maybe in the future, when I’ve introduced them to boats and other technologies, but not just yet. Until then, there’s nothing for me to do here now.
John did have a question he wanted to be answered, though. Why did this planet not have any Life Power? From what he knew, the small black orb he got from the Anti-Assassin sect’s planet and stashed away had created Life Power for the planet. Since this planet had none, did that mean there wasn’t a black ball in the centre of this world?
He had nothing to do besides wait for sin points, which meant he could spend a day or two to figure this out. Even though he didn’t need to breathe to survive anymore, it would still be much easier to drill down using his threads rather than to teleport. He formed a plan in his head.
John flew around the continent to find a place at least fifty miles away from any village, town, or any place where humans dwelled. He wound up at the top of a tall, rocky mountain.
John stood at the top and looked around, enjoying the view. With his Scan, John found what looked like goats jumping around on the rocks of the mountain. The animals had six horns at the top of their head, which they used to smash the mountain into smaller pieces. He couldn’t help but gawk at these creatures who then proceeded to eat the rocks.
Weird creatures… I wonder if they are the reason humans avoid this place?
Deciding to step into action, John flew up a hundred feet in the air and created a giant drill beneath him using all one million of his threads. He had to spin it left and change the spins direction when the threads tightened to the point of breaking, but he travelled down quickly.




Chapter 36
Deflecting Metal
John dug through the planet’s outer crust and kept going, making sure the hole didn’t collapse. After another twenty minutes, John found himself in the mantle of the planet. There were minerals all around him and not a single drop of Life Power. As the softer metals and elements became exposed to the air, they hardened. John reinforced them with his earth element, too.
An hour later, John was a few thousand miles down the planet. He expected to reach the outer core’s liquid metal soon, so he prepared to make a pillar with his earth element to help. However, as his threads dug deeper still, they suddenly snapped. John could only blink in shock as his broken threads faded away.
Knitting his brows, John descended to the place where his threads were broken. He landed on the ground and saw a small piece of metal peeking out of the ground, about an inch in diameter. All around the piece of metal, other metal ores lay in hiding. For some reason, his drill was unable to break past this layer of ore.
John created a sword made of threads and used the throttling technique to push the sword towards the singular piece of metal. To his dismay, the blade of the sword shattered and the threads whisked away once more.
What is this metal? It destroyed my threads like they were nothing. How much of this metal is here?
After freeing up a little more space by getting rid of some of the regular dirt and rock, John walked to the ore in question and used his hands to dig the dirt and rocks around it. He dug the hole around it big enough for a person, exposing all of the metal. There was enough of it to coat the entire area.
Standing up and looking around, John let his brain contemplate. Does this metal only affect my threads or does it cancel Life Power or Toxin Power altogether?
John made a bullet out of a single unit of Life Power and shot the metal below his feet. The bullet disappeared as soon as it touched it. Next, he made a bullet from Toxin Power and shot the floor for the same results.
John lifted his finger and made an Explosion attack from a single unit of Life Power at the tip. Before the attack could even trigger, it disappeared as soon as it touched the metal.
No point testing it with Toxin Power. This metal cancels all Life Power or Toxin Power attacks, but what about other types of attacks?
He knelt down on one knee and touched the floor with his hand. Using his metal element, he found he could manipulate the metal any way he wanted. Skimming the metal, John separated a cubic foot of it then stood up. He picked the metal cube up and weighed it, finding it quite light.
The cubic foot of metal weighed less than a pound; John even wondered if he could use his mouth to blow it away.
While holding the metal cube, John pushed Toxin Power out through his hands, but as soon as the Toxin Power got close to the metal, it was pushed back and to the sides before disappearing.
John used the fire element in his right hand, and the metal melted almost instantly. He used the metal element to turn it back to normal, then used water element on the cube. As soon as the water touched the metal, it dissolved.
John made another cube, held it with both hands, then tried ripping it with his bare hands. To his surprise, he ripped the metal in half using barely any strength. Using the metal element to put it back together, John then used a little strength and managed to crush it. The metal deformed at the sides and exploded into little bits.
Could this metal be the reason Life Power isn’t on the surface of the planet? But I can’t imagine this metal covering the whole outer core of the planet. On the plus side, this metal would have been perfect to use as a shield or armour against immortals, if it wasn’t so soft. Any of the elementals, a low ranked sword, or even bare hands could destroy the armour.
It could be useful for some situations, though… But it would need to coat a much stronger metal for that to work. Might be more effort than it’s worth, though. I’m sure there’s a rune out there that will disrupt an immortal’s use of Life Power. Still, I’ll take some of this metal in case it becomes useful later on.
He walked to the mass of this metal, knelt down, and placed his right hand on its surface. He used his metal element to transport as much as he could into his Storage Space. At first, he only made a 6-foot gap. What surprised him was the metal was over 20 feet deep.
After a few more seconds of stashing, he broke through to the other side. That was when he felt air rush towards him; it was full of Life Power. He also saw a light shining through the hole which surprised him.
John realised the Life Power was trying to escape towards the surface. He quickly climbed through the opening then touched the metal above him and around him, using his metal element to close the hole up again. The air immediately stopped rushing towards him, but he could still feel the Life Power.
John looked down and got the shock of his life.
It was an open area; John could see miles in every direction. There was a green colour at the bottom that he assumed to be trees and other plants. There were giant metal pillars miles in diameter, holding up the dome-like ceiling made of the same metal.
From what John could see, the metal that destroyed and deflected the Life Power covered the whole roof in different thickness. The pillars connecting to the roof had the same colour, so John assumed the pillars were of the same material.
The air was full of Life Power—so thick that it became mist-like in some places. Even in the centre of the Sword Sect, the Life Power did not transform into a mist. Wanting to get a better look at the plants growing at the bottom, John turned Life Vision and Immortal Eye on.
He saw hundreds of life auras below him. He was stunned to the point of being stupid.
???
Rank: 6
Level: 7
Sin: 24
???
Rank: 5
Level: 9
???
Rank: 7
Level: 2
Sin: 294
There are immortal creatures living on this planet! The creatures Rank 6 and above have enough intelligence to know something is wrong and generate sin points, too! Could they be humans? Can humans even live here? I’m too far to recognise the outline of the creatures.
I’ve found the reason Life Power isn’t on the surface of the planet. Are all planets that don’t have Life Power on the surface the same way? Or am I just lucky or unlucky to find this place?
I must be careful if I want to explore this area. I can’t fight every creature here, and I don’t even know how far this place goes on for. These creatures could be the low ranking ones in this area, too.
John decided to explore the open area and flew along the top of the dome to keep out of sight from the creatures below. There were more life forms crowded together in the dense patches of Life Power mist. He wondered if they were cultivating.
After travelling a few miles in one direction, John saw the trees had gotten taller and thicker. There was a mist around the trees, too, so John headed towards them.
That was when he saw what was between the trees. It was a tall stone building covered in vines.




Chapter 37
The Creatures
John was still near one of the metal pillars but could see a structure covered in vines. There were gaps in the vinery where he could see patches of the ruins underneath; it appeared to be a structure entirely made of stone. At the base of the vines, his eyes took in what looked to be a door. The vines grew around the entryway and crawled inside the building rather than covering the stone that stood before it.
It was through pure luck that John could see the building from where he was. He turned on Life Vision and Immortal Eye again; there were a few creatures deep within the structure itself.
John was a little taken aback by the shape of the life auras which he could make out after getting much closer. The figures were walking on two legs and had two hands, so John assumed them to be either humans, monkeys, or an ungodly combination of the two. The strongest one seemed to be a Rank 7 Level 9; it even had a handful of sin points.
Taking a gander away from his immediate surrounding area, John found hundreds of life auras with the same shape within a mile radius.
I was excited and too focused on the building and the shape of the monsters. What was that old saying back on Earth? If you’re too focused on a tree, you will miss the forest? It’s a good thing I didn’t turn Life Vision off again!
Excitement pumping through his veins, John couldn’t help but smile as an idea popped in his head.
John flew closer to the building. He turned Life vision off in one eye, causing the three-dimensional effect he discovered back when he was mortal to come back. In one eye, John could see the life auras of the creatures through the trees. With the other eye, he only saw the trees. As he flew closer, John stopped above the building. From this proximity, his Scan could see it properly in its entirety.
The structure was built using small stones, some unknown concrete-like substance holding them in place. The building itself was two stories high, about 25 feet long and 15 feet wide. It had a window on the side near the top, which John couldn’t see before. Vines were growing inside the windows instead of over them, just like the door.
John teleported on top of the building, hovering just above the roof. Immediately, he looked around for any nearby creature that might spot him and alert the rest. He didn’t touch the roof in case it crumbled or made a noise that alerted the creatures below him. It was a life or death game of hide and seek with those things around, and he didn’t want to take any chances.
With the Life Vision skill and his Scan, John could see one creature sitting down in the middle of the top floor while two were lying on the ground floor. The creature on the top floor was moving his arms from the ground towards its head. John saw that it was eating some kind of fruit.
Now switching his focus to his Scan, John was surprised to find out that the creature wasn’t a human or a monkey. It had two arms and two legs, but it had yellow fur with black stripes. John felt the hair on his neck rise. These beings had antennae on their heads and big eyes that looked like a fly’s.
The one he was staring at in particular was pushing some dried fruit inside its terrifying mouth, using its two fangs on the side to push the food in faster. There was a long, thin neck carrying its misshapen head; John could see it moving its head left and right, looking for something. It turned its head a full 360 degrees and back at one point. The goose bumps along John’s arms prickled.
In the middle of the body, it had a round tail that was a few feet long. The creature was sitting on the tail while it was eating, but with John’s Scan, he found a long claw inside the tail. John had no doubt that it was much like a hornet’s stinger both in function and structure. As if to complement the notion of this creature being a monstrous hornet, John took note that there were wings on its back, folded neatly. The creature had them tucked in tight, probably so they wouldn’t get in the way when not in use.
Is this thing an evolved form of a hornet? It’s a good thing there isn’t any Life Power on the surface, then. If there was, the humans would get slaughtered. Worst case scenario is that they figure out a way to the surface. If they’re sentient, they could maybe figure out a way to use the teleport runes to get anywhere in the universe. All mortals would be slaughtered.
Lifting his finger up, John generated a single thread and made it crawl towards the window. The thread curled down the roof, through the window, and headed directly towards the creature. When the thread touched the creature, John used his Memory Manipulation skill and then made his thread disappear.
???
Rank: 7
Level: 2
Sin: 294
Status: Memory Manipulated
John smiled for a brief second, but the smile quickly melted into a wary frown.
How does this work, then, since it isn’t a human? While it has enough intelligence to know right from wrong, I don’t know the extent of its intelligence.
Let’s try this first.
John used his Memory Manipulation’s Voice skill to whisper his order.
“Come to the roof, and do not make a sound or alert any of your kind in any way possible.”
John watched the creature through the roof with his Life Aura and Scan. As John finished speaking, the creature stood up and crept to the window. It crawled up to the roof with unsettlingly jerky movements from its long, spindly limbs.
John’s heart would have stopped had he not believed so firmly in the Memory Manipulation skill. Before him stood the towering mutation. They stared intensely at each other, meeting face to face for the first time.
So it could understand me and follow orders. Excellent... Unless it couldn’t and it was the skill translating the order? Either way, this could work.
Disregarding his new playmate, John made two more threads and had them creep towards the two sleeping creatures on the ground floor. He then used his Memory Manipulation skill on them. Before long, John had a whole row of the creatures standing before him on the roof. John ordered them to stay as he crept into the top floor of the now-empty building.
Inside, the vines were everywhere. John couldn’t see more than a few patches of stone through all of the vines that coated the place. There was another door to the right of where the wasp creature had enjoyed his meal, but the vines completely covered it. It was only through his Scan that John was able to see the other room, which was also full of vines. Unlike this room, however, it seemed to be full of books. John wondered how the pages were holding up. They had to be so old that they might threaten to disintegrate if he blasted his way in.
How long has it been since humans lived here? I’m guessing the wasp creatures can’t read and write. Then again, I don’t know how intelligent they are, so maybe they can. But even if they could, they weren’t the ones who built this place. It had to be humans.
John walked towards the vine-covered door and touched a thick vine with a single finger. He then turned the Absorb option on.
The thick vine withered and turned to ash a second later. John lightly touched the rest of the vines covering the door. He had to be as careful as possible. By the time he disintegrated every vine on the door, he was completely accustomed to the process.
The wooden door beneath was rotten and looked like it would collapse by touching it. John saw no other way through. He took a deep breath and spread both hands along the door; the wood completely aged into fine dust at his touch. Success!
John walked inside the small room and looked at the books through his Scan. He didn’t want to risk them falling apart in his hands. He couldn’t understand the language as it was different from anything he’d learned before, including the language on the surface of this planet.
At the end of the room, however, John found a stone tablet that he could tell was made with the utmost care. There were pictures and words etched all over it. It was 6 feet tall, 4 feet wide, and half a foot thick. One of the bigger images depicted a person, but the brain was in a different colour with arrows pointing towards it.
This must be a cultivation technique. The humans here must have had immortals at some point. Did these wasp creatures kill them? Or did they die of old age because they didn’t reach Rank 9? I don’t think I’ll find the answer to these questions here.
John turned the Absorb option off before he put the books and the stone tablet inside his Storage Space. That was when the system informed him it was scanning the tablet and translating it.
After the scan finished, it showed John the results. The tablet was a cultivation and breathing technique like John thought. John stopped two parts of his mind from cultivating, leaving with only three to work on it. A minute later, John was shocked to learn that his Life Power per minute increased from 450,000 to 525,000.
So this stone tablet increased the amount by 75,000 Life Power per minute. Jeremy’s whole 35,000 years of life only saw an increase from 100,000 to 450,000 per minute. This tablet alone is worth 7,500 years of Jeremy’s life.
Even after he’s dead, his life is still becoming more worthless. That’s talent.




Chapter 38
The Hunt
John set five of his mind parts to cultivate again as he walked out of the room.
Looking at the three creatures standing on the vine-ridden roof, John didn’t know what to do with them. He grabbed the long neck of the Rank 5 creature and twisted it as hard as he could. The texture was bristly beneath this fingers; it was like squeezing the tail of a feral cat.
But this was not enough to kill the creature, as John soon found out. Although his grip initially left a weird dent on its neck, it merely inflated a few seconds after he let go. It was like it never happened.
Offended, John took out his nano swords. He strapped them onto his body then drew out the longsword. Feeling a bit aggressive, he swung down at the creature’s neck with more speed than necessary, completely decapitating it. Talk about overkill.
‘Ding!’
Congratulations on killing your first Rank 5 mutated immortal creature, we have given you a reward of 1 skill point to place anywhere you choose.
John’s eyebrows arched up and his eyes almost popped out of his sockets.
Mutated immortal creature? I didn’t think I would get a skill point from killing again until I was strong enough to kill a person above Rank 9. Now I just need to find one creature of each rank! I can get 8 more skill points! These skill points are precious to me right now.
John swung his nano sword at the other two creatures that were under his memory manipulation technique.
Congratulations on killing your first Rank 6 mutated immortal creature, we have given you a reward of 1 skill point to place anywhere you choose.
Congratulations on killing your first Rank 7 mutated immortal creature, we have given you a reward of 1 skill point to place anywhere you choose.
Only 6 more to go. I don’t want to fight the whole army, so I need to find stragglers.
He teleported miles into the air and turned Life Vision and Immortal Eye on. It didn’t take long to find Rank 1 and 2 wasp creatures that were at a safe distance from the group. They were looking for food, which was the perfect time to strike. John took out his nano short sword and made a beeline for the two creatures, teleporting and flying at wondrous speeds. His short sword beheaded the Rank 1 like butter and his longsword beheaded the Rank 2 with as much grace.
Congratulations on killing your first Rank 1 mutated immortal creature, we have given you a reward of 1 skill point to place anywhere you choose.
Congratulations on killing your first Rank 2 mutated immortal creature, we have given you a reward of 1 skill point to place anywhere you choose.
Only ranks 3, 4, 8, and 9 to go. The Rank 3 and Rank 4 creatures won’t be too much trouble, but the Rank 8 and 9 ones would be the equivalent of kings in the human kingdom. They won’t come out and hunt for food, I’m assuming. They must be heavily guarded by their subjects.
I don’t want to give up this opportunity to earn skill points, but if they’re in the middle of the herd, it might get too risky to attempt it. I’ve been lucky so far. Let’s hope my luck will remain good for the rest of the hunt!
John teleported back up in the air and looked around. With the Scan skill, John could see some of the more populated areas where the wasp creatures dwelled. One, in particular, looked like it was once a human town. Upon closer inspection, the whole thing had fallen to ruin and was overrun by vines and overgrown weeds. John got a little closer to the ground to better investigate the area.
Trees sprouted everywhere between the buildings and in the streets of the village. All the houses were two stories high, but in the centre of the village was a much bigger structure. This was where John headed to hunt for his prey.
On the way there, he found the Rank 1 and Rank 2 wasps gathering food, but no Rank 3 or 4 would leave the outskirts of the population. Inside the biggest house, there was a single Rank 9 on the top floor and two Rank 8’s on the ground floor. They were all sitting down, eating.
It’s like an ant colony. The low ranking members are the workers so they go fetch the food. The Rank 3 to 7 creatures work on the inside as soldiers and helpers. The two Rank 8 and the sole Rank 9 are the queens and the king respectively.
To get to the Rank 3 and 4, I have to go into their territory and find some that are on their own. But the smallest amount of creatures in a group I’ve found inside the city so far is 6. It’s like a patrol squad.
John kept an eye on all the creatures in his field of vision. He even found some of them flying, but at a lower altitude than he was. He found a Rank 4 creature flying towards the centre of the nest, alone. John quickly teleported, beheaded it, and teleported back. With the body and head in hand, John stored the corpse in his Storage Space before it could fall and alert any other creature.
Congratulations on killing your first Rank 4 mutated immortal creature, we have given you a reward of 1 skill point to place anywhere you choose.
John looked down with Life Vision and Immortal Eye and confirmed that none of the other creatures saw what happened. He let out a sigh of relief.
An hour later, he found a Rank 3 creature that went its separate way from the rest of the patrolling members. John discreetly followed the same procedure then teleported back in the air.
Congratulations on killing your first Rank 3 mutated immortal creature, we have given you a reward of 1 skill point to place anywhere you choose.
Now only the king and queens are left. Hopefully, the Rank 9 creature will die if I behead it and then split its head open. If not, then I’ll have to get its soul and absorb it, bleh. I’ve also got to remember to aim above its voice box so it can’t alert anyone. Wait, do these things even have voice boxes?
John teleported to the metal roof above the biggest house in the village. With his Life Vision, Immortal Eye, and Scan all working together, he tried to find a pattern with the patrols to see if the Rank 8 queens or the Rank 9 king moved at all.
He wanted to avoid killing as many as possible since there was only a couple of hundred in the city total. He didn’t want the creatures to grow suspicious if they had higher level thinking capabilities.
Abruptly, John spotted a group of Rank 7 creatures flying around the biggest house, all seven of them patrolling. On the ground, he also spotted three groups of Rank 6 creatures, grouping up by the tens and circling around the house, too. These must be the guards.
John teleported above the flying creatures, still remaining close enough to see inside the house with his Scan. The second floor was empty, so John turned the Hover option on and teleported inside. Once he arrived, he created three threads and spread them each out towards one of the creatures nearby. There was one on the third floor and two on the ground floor.
Two of the threads closed in on the two Rank 8 creatures and touched them without a hitch. He used the Memory Manipulation skill as soon as he could, resulting in success. John celebrated the small victory in his head but quickly focused on the third thread.
As soon as this thread got close enough to the Rank 9 creature, John felt his stomach knot up. He watched through his Scan as the king wasp stood up to its full height and then swung its hand down across the thread. A half circular blade of Life Power generated from the creature’s hand, slicing the thread where it contacted.
The blade made no sound, and the creature didn’t make a sound to call for help either.
John’s pulse quickened as the creature walked toward the cut thread and looked down at the floor. The thread evaporated within seconds, however, and the creature was left staring at nothing. Concerned, it looked around but to no avail. While it was distracted, John steeled his nerves and then sprung into action.
In one fell swoop, John teleported behind his prey and swung his nano sword just below its chin.
The sword made it through.
John quickly put his short sword back inside his Storage Space, followed briskly by the headless body. Then, John spun around and swung his longsword down onto the head as it fell to the ground. The sword sliced the head in half. With his right eye, John could see the creature’s soul rising out of its head.
John put his longsword in his left hand and using his long, black fingernails, picked up the creature’s soul and ate it.
Congratulations on killing your first Rank 9 mutated immortal creature, we have given you a reward of 1 skill point to place anywhere you choose.
As his right eye began to portray the animalistic life of his slain opponent, John whispered a command for the two Rank 8 creatures to come up to the third floor. When they arrived, John put his nano longsword in his right hand and beheaded both creatures.
Congratulations on killing your first Rank 8 mutated immortal creature, we have given you a reward of 1 skill point to place anywhere you choose.
John smiled.
That’s 9 skill points I’ve earned in less than a day. I wonder if there are any other mutated beasts or mutated monsters I can kill for new skill points?
At the very least, it’s worth exploring a larger area and finding new creatures to hunt.




Chapter 39
New Situation
John looked around the room where the Rank 9 creature was living. However, even with his Scan, he found nothing worth taking. He teleported back high into the air and then flew towards the metal ceiling.
He opened the system.
Welcome to the Idle System 5.9.
Name: John
Title: Demon
Age: 41
Idlers: 0/616
Skill Points: 9
Life Pool: 3
Toxin Pool: 169.9B
Sin: 9,834,814
Immortality List:
Neuron Storage - Idlers 616/616, Compress 5/9, Time - 1y 11mo 16d
Almost 2 years until the next level is complete, I’ll use 4 skill points to reach Rank 6. Those 4 skill points will save 40 years of my time, so it’s worth it.
Looking up at the metal ceiling, John placed his hand on it and used his metal element to create an opening. He climbed inside and after about 10 feet, he stopped. This was the safest place for him to hide and to rank up.
John looked at the Neuron Storage skill and placed a skill point inside. It levelled up to 6/9 and the new time was 5y 4mo. Another skill point went inside and the skill levelled up again to 7/9, the new time was 10y 8mo. Again, he placed the third skill point inside and the skill levelled up to 8/9 with a new time of 21y 4mo.
However, when he tried putting in the fourth skill point, the skill flashed red and stayed at the same level. John knitted his brows and tried again, but got the same result.
‘Ding!’
Tooltip - It requires 900 billion Life Power to advance from Rank 5 Level 8 to Rank 5 Level 9. It requires 1 trillion Life Power to advance to Rank 6.
John closed his eyes. He had almost 170 billion Toxin Power, which was the same as 850 billion Life Power. He just needed to wait for his Toxin Power to increase.
I wonder what would happen if the 21y 4mo time of the skill was in its final seconds, but I didn’t have enough Life Power to advance. Would it stay at 1 second until I’ve gathered the required Life Power or would it reset the time? That’s a scary thought, wasting 21 years like that.
To get to the 180 billion Toxin Power requirement for Rank 5 Level 9, he normally would need about thirty-three days. However, now that he didn’t have to use a part of his mind for the breathing technique, he could use all seven parts to generate double the amount per minute.
This cultivating session would only last for about fifteen to sixteen days to get to Level 9. To get to Rank 6, he would need another 20 billion Toxin Power. It would take too long while cultivating in his current location; he could be attacked at any moment and it was too big of a risk to take.
His plans with the Adventurers Guild were pointless now since he could increase his rank on his own. He didn’t completely write it off, though; it wouldn’t hurt to have a backup plan.
The place the Rank 9 and 8 creatures were staying had a decent Life Power mist, but it wasn’t enough to sustain my cultivation for sixteen days. There are also too many creatures around the area. I would get attacked maybe after only a few hours.
John used his metal element to sink back down, then he flew back towards the place he dug down from the surface. When he arrived at the area he had initially begun his digging, John descended to the floor and drilled towards the centre of the planet again. He used his earth element to close the hole above him for 100 feet down, then to make the tunnel stronger so it didn’t collapse on him.
After he dug down another ten miles, the Life Power concentration increased and became a mist, but he kept digging. When John arrived at the bright yellow iron ball he came to expect inside a planet, his Scan detected a small cave.
John teleported into the cave and found the Life Power had turned from a mist to a liquid. The liquid was a bright green colour, and it filled the whole cave.
It all made sense to John after seeing this liquid. Life Power was constantly travelling through the ground from the centre of the planet to the surface, which should be generated somehow from the small black ball in the centre.
While the Life Power was travelling, it didn’t take any form, it just continued to rise to the surface. But because of the deflecting metal, the Life Power on this planet stayed near the middle and was pushed back down towards the centre. It got to the point where the Life Power concentration was too thick and formed a mist. Since John was closer to the source of the Life Power, the consistency was thicker and resembled more of a liquid. This planet truly was unique.
John sat down inside the Life Power liquid and stopped the Scan and Storage Space parts of his mind. He used four parts of his mind to absorb the Life Power and three parts to merge them together before reaching his brain.
After an hour, John noticed that as portions of the liquid Life Power disappeared, the source replenished them. He stopped cultivating to think.
This liquid is enough to sustain my cultivation, but I’m going to try to use the deflecting metal to condense it more...
John took out the large block of deflecting metal from his Storage Space and noticed the Life Power liquid was being pushed back from it. If any Life Power touched the metal, it was knocked back with force.
He used his metal element on the block and the metal around the cave. He replaced the metal on top of the cave with the deflecting metal to make it like an umbrella. The Life Power that would have carried on to the surface of the planet would now be trapped in this cave.
John cultivated again using all seven parts of his mind. An hour later, he stopped and noticed the Life Power liquid did not go down at all. The umbrella was catching more Life Power and pushing it back inside the cave, just like he’d hoped.
With all seven parts of his mind cultivating, John was getting over 24 million Toxin Power an hour. That was over 120 million Life Power an hour or 2 million Life Power units every minute. His absorbing technique allowed him to absorb the Life Power in any part of his body, so he made each of his legs and hands absorb the Life Power.
The Life Power he absorbed from his legs merged together while travelling towards the brain, and the Life Power from his arms merged together, too. When the two parts from the arms and legs met before reaching the brain, the final merging took place.
Without merging it all, he could have absorbed almost double of what he was doing now, but his body would not be able to handle the stress even with the system giving him a peak body.
Sixteen days and ten hours later, he stopped cultivating and checked the system. He saw he had enough Life Power, so John used the fourth skill point on the Neuron Storage skill and entered Rank 5 Level 9.
Welcome to the Idle System 5.9.
Name: John
Title: Demon
Age: 41
Idlers: 616/616
Skill Points: 5
Life Pool: 1
Toxin Pool: 180B
Sin: 10,598,647
Misc List:
Maximum Idlers - Idlers 0/616, +1 Max Idlers - 615/2159
Maximum Workers - Idlers 0/616, +1 Idler Workers - 517/2061
This is an entirely new situation. Normally, when I’ve completed the Immortality skills, I enter the next rank. Now, though, I need another 20 billion Toxin Power to enter Rank 6. Until then, I’ve only got the Max Idlers and Max Workers to work on.
John turned off the Continue option and placed all 616 Idlers into the Maximum Workers skill. The time came up as 1mo 25d.
Alright then, now what? I can search for some other beasts that might give me skill points, but I don’t want to waste skill points on Max Idlers or Max Workers.
If I cultivate with only 4 parts of the mind, it will take me over 2 months to enter Rank 6. I need to find a way to get more Life Power per minute after I enter Rank 6, too.
But while I’m searching, I can go to other planets and do the same trick on mortal countries as I did with this planet. I’ll also tell Patrick to send that letter.




Chapter 40
Reappearance of Jonathan
That was when John suddenly remembered a skill he got when he first absorbed the Sinners System. John opened the system and checked the completed list. When he found the skill, he took his time reading it over again.
Sin + Idler:
Ratio: Takes the sins from Sinner System and mixes it with the Idler System to lower the ratio of the transfer.
Bonus for maxing all skill levels: Ratio becomes 1:1.
I’ve never transferred sin points to Life Power... This skill is from before that bloodstone activated the system fully.
John opened the fourth tab and looked at the Sinners Shop but found nothing about transferring sin points to Life Power. Below the Sinners Shop was the transfer option, but John had only used it for Time.
He opened the transfer option and put 100 sin points inside.
100 - Sin 100:1 Time - 1s
Looking at the transfer button, he found nothing. He was about to give up but then found a small arrow on the left of the word ‘Time’ in the transfer option. John looked at the arrow and another option popped up.
Life Power
John looked at the Life Power option and the transfer changed.
100 - Sin 1:1 Life Power - 100
John frowned. It just wasn’t worth it anymore. He could gain over 60 million Life Power per hour while using only four parts of his mind, but he only gained around 1.5 million sins per month. To make it worth the transfer, it would need a ratio of about 1:27,000.
John closed the system and teleported to the tunnel that he drilled and then flew upwards. He teleported above the thick seal of the hole and continued on. When he reached the metal roof, he flew in a random direction, eyes peeled for new monsters. Maybe he could score some skill points off them.
He travelled for miles, encountering all sorts of new creatures. There were some that looked like evolved bears, tigers, snakes, eagles, and even sharks that could walk about. However, none of them warranted him any skill points.
These must all fall under the mutated immortal creatures. Are there any mutated mortal creatures, then? Maybe those will get me points...
He travelled in different directions for days, but still no luck. Eventually, John gave up. He used his elemental metal to get through the deflecting metal, making sure to cover the hole behind him. On the other side of the deflecting metal, John decided to teleport instead of digging his way out.
After he teleported out of the planet’s crust, he somehow ended up in the sea. Before teleporting away, he turned on Life Vision and Immortal Eye to check for any mutated mortal creatures nearby. While there were creatures, the system didn’t declare them mutated so he didn’t earn any skill points this time either.
He teleported out of the sea and, while flying, looked at the world map. According to the map, he was west of Cretora continent so he headed east. He flew past Cretora while checking out the places he flew over. The villages were unharmed but there were very few people inside.
The army must have drafted the men and left the women, elders, and children behind.
John carried on flying east and landed outside the Nobody Sect’s teleport room after an hour. He walked inside the teleport room and closed his eyes. John looked for another mortal-only world on the universe map within his head.
He found one after a few minutes of searching, but before using the teleport rune, John opened his eyes and took out the communication device from his Storage Space to message Patrick.
Patrick said he could get the letter to the spy within a day, so John asked him to send it. He turned off the communication device, put it inside his Storage Space, and walked through the teleport room.
A few days later, he arrived on the new planet. There was a world map inside the teleport room, but he already had this place mapped. Without a moment to spare, he went to the surface.
John knew what to do this time around, so it only took a handful of weeks to get all nine kingdoms on this planet gathering their armies and preparing for war. It wasn’t long before he was back in the teleport room, searching for the next planet. Finding one, John teleported and repeated the same trick.
A few short months later, John had already done his trick on six different planets. The closest mortal planet to him now was over ten months away as it was near the opposite side of the universe. John had planned it this way as he was now only a few days away from the Adventurers Guild’s public planet. He headed there as soon as he could.
When John arrived back on their public planet, he changed his appearance to that of his old disguise named Jonathan. He made sure the eyes in particular were back to normal, as that would give him away completely. Once satisfied, he ventured out into the world.
Jonathan strolled inside the Adventurers Guild’s shop and went straight to the second floor. He knocked on the same private booth as the last time he was here. He asked for the same person he dealt with previously since he wanted to make sure the VIP ticket to the auction was still valid.
After a moment, the door opened and the old man he dealt with was sitting at the desk with a cup of tea.
Walking inside, Jonathan took out the VIP ticket.
“A friend gave me this. Said he got it from you years ago.” He put on his most genuine smile. “I am wondering if I can use it to attend the annual auction that the Adventurers Guild is hosting in two days time.”
“A friend?” The old man looked at him and knitted his brows. “Who’s your friend?”
“Is it every day that a person buys every map the Adventurers Guild has, then kills the fire elementals who attacked after the auction?” Jonathan smiled even wider.
The old man’s jaw fell open and he dropped his tea on the desk.
Jonathan looked at the desk and laughed.
“My friend also said you have a bad habit of spilling tea.”
As he was laughing, Jonathan created a thread. It came out of his leg and crept towards the old man. When the thread touched the old man, he used his Memory Manipulation skill.
He looked at the old man through his Immortal Eye.
???
Rank: 5
Level: 9
Sin: 2
Status: Memory Manipulated
Jonathan used his Memory Manipulation’s Voice skill next.
“Get me a new VIP ticket for this year’s auction.”
The old man’s eyes glossed over. He nodded, stood up, and left the booth. A few minutes later, he came back and gave Jonathan a new VIP ticket.
“Forget I was ever here,” Jonathan said. “If you remember me, never speak about me to anybody. That includes any discussion face to face or otherwise. Got it?”
The old man nodded and sat down. Jonathan picked up the VIP ticket off the desk and walked out of the booth. He went downstairs and promptly left the building.
Jonathan then began to stroll about the city, enjoying the busy atmosphere. He looked around with Life Vision and Immortal Eye and was a bit stunned. From what he could see, there were just over a dozen Rank 9 immortals in this city.
Is there a special item or animal being sold at the auction? If there is, then I came at the right time. The Death Sect better not threaten me this time because I can actually do something to them if they do.
It won’t be like last time where I bluffed and teleported away.
Jonathon walked around for an hour before making his way to the same hotel he stayed in last time he was here. He wasn’t in the same room, but still on the seventh floor. It was still huge and despite having chosen it, he felt like it was a waste of space for one person.
He took out the leather teleport parchment and the same metal chest he’d used for years. Placing the leather parchment inside the chest, he concocted the deadliest poison he could that wouldn’t damage the leather, rune, or chest. He then filled the chest with it.
After teleporting to his cultivation room inside their private planet, he removed his disguise and went to see Sarah. He spent the next day and a half with her, talking about his latest adventures. He took special care not to say what he had done to generate the sin points he’d gathered, though.
When the time came, he kissed Sarah goodbye. In a matter of seconds, he’d completely changed his looks and transformed into Jonathan, clothing and all. He wore a simple black t-shirt, trousers, boots, two wrist bangles, and an earring. Finally ready, he teleported back into the hotel room. After one final sweep of the room, he checked out at the hotel reception and walked to the building where the auction was being held.
Arriving at the building, he showed the guards his new VIP ticket and walked through the elegant VIP door. He was guided to VIP Booth #9, where he took a comfortable seat. From his spot, he used his Life Vision and Immortal Eye to count all the Rank 9 immortals. All fifteen of them were inside the building, occupying different VIP booths.
The ceremony began with a flood of silence over the crowd, then a middle-aged man walked on the stage, a hush falling all around him. John recognised him as Joseph, the same person who hosted the auction last time he was here.
A few minutes later, Joseph made a brief speech about how the auction worked. With a swish of his hand, the auction began.




Chapter 41
Wanted
Four women dragged a cage over 30 feet tall and 15 feet wide onto the stage. They covered it in a red cloth so people couldn’t see underneath it, but with the Scan skill, ‘Jonathan’ could.
Inside the cage was a giant bird. It had four small wings, four small legs, and a huge tail. It had a thick skin covered in small, thin feathers. The colours of the feathers were quite intricate, a gradient of light brown, red, black, and light bronze. Jonathan could see it had a short, pointy beak and two tiny, almost hidden ears. The head was pretty small and long compared to its body.
Joseph looked at the four women and motioned for them to remove the cloth. The crowd gasped.
“Take a gander, everybody!” Smiling, Joseph spoke into the microphone. “Our first creature in this auction is called a Livid-Eyed Crane and is the most stable way of flying without the use of swords or Life Power. They can travel thousands of miles a day with no rest. If raised from birth, they are docile creatures. Of course, that doesn’t mean they don’t have a wild side. If they see their natural enemy, they will ignore all orders and go for the kill.”
Joseph paused for effect at that time, which the audience fell completely for. With another twirl of his wrist, he drew the attention back to himself and continued.
“The Livid-Eyed Crane feeds on small creatures but can eat almost anything to survive. They are ideal for helping your children or grandchildren travel until they are able to fly on swords.” Finally, Joseph dropped the price. “The starting bid is £600 million and the minimum bid is £10 million.”
Jonathan looked at the creature with his Immortal Eye.
Livid-Eyed Crane
Rank: 1
Level: 1
A few moments later, a woman in the normal seats below the VIP balconies won the bid with £750 million.
There were a few more creatures auctioned off after the Livid-Eyed Crane, but Jonathan had no interest in any of them. The next few items were runes; Jonathan won the auction for all mythical blank runes, just in case he was struck by inspiration and wanted to make another one at a later date.
He won all bids for immortal ranked beast blood to go with the runes, too.
After that came armours, swords, spears, and many other weapons. Again, Jonathan had no interest in them. When the herbs came around, Jonathan bought a few poisonous ones and made new poison molecules to share with Sarah when she woke up. He didn’t bid for any of the normal herbs that only had Life Power. There was just no point.
The next few items up for auction were absorbing and breathing techniques. With his Scan skill, he read them all while they were on the stage being auctioned. They were useless as his Life Power per minute didn’t increase after reading them.
“Ladies and Gentlemen,” Joseph announced into the microphone with his usual smile. “We’ve come to the last three items being auctioned for this year. I wish you all luck.”
The next item was a breathing technique. Jonathan read it with his Scan but found it useless, too. Someone in VIP booth #8 bought it for £1.9 billion.
The second to the last item was a mythical Rank 9 armour set. It included a helmet, chest piece, leg guards, boots, and gloves. All the items had five empty rune slots so the buyer could choose his own runes to place inside. It was won by the Sword Sect in VIP booth #1 for £1.8 trillion.
Jonathan was interested in what the final item was since the second to the last was a mythical Rank 9 armour set. He’d seen a few Rank 8-9 armours, but they were all sold separately or not at all.
“Ladies and Gentlemen, I introduce you to the best item for sale in this year’s auction.” Joseph paused once more for effect before drawing the item out from his coat pocket. Whatever it was had to fit inside a gilded silken pouch. “This... is a map with an unknown language and markings written on. Our experts and the experts they have asked to examine this map have all concluded this is at least a billion years old!”
Jonathan’s interest was definitely piqued.
“A billion years is an aeon!” Joseph exclaimed with fervour. “This map is at least one aeon old! Ladies and gentlemen, an aeon ago, we had many people who had transcended among us! All the experts believe this map could lead a person on their path to transcending! Though there is no guarantee on this, and we have no clue about where the map will lead you… Isn’t even a single percent chance of transcending priceless?”
All around, the crowd erupted into cries of disbelief and shock. Sitting in VIP booth #9, Jonathan was absolutely stunned. His mouth was open, eyebrows arched, and if he still needed to breathe, he would have stopped completely.
Transcending? Is that the realm above Rank 9? What is it? My master transcended, but was still killed by Jeremy, so is it powerful or not? Why did my master not want me to know about transcending? I remember he said the information about it would hurt me more than help me, but why?
Hundreds of questions flooded his mind like a whirlwind of confusion. It was difficult to think straight, but he knew what he had to do.
He had to buy that map.
Looking at the panel, he got ready to bid.
Joseph continued after waiting for the crowd to calm down and stop speaking.
“The starting bid is £1 quadrillion and the minimum bid is £500 trillion.”
Jonathan pounded the 100x button, then hit it again to outbid himself.
Onstage, Joseph visibly stumbled as he leaned into the microphone again.
“Highest bid is... £101 quadrillion from VIP booth 9!”
Jonathan stood up and took out his nano swords. He strapped them onto his body and got ready to fight. There were fifteen Rank 9 people here at the auction and he was sure that each one would want the map. It carried on like this until Jonathan’s bid was finalized. No one dared outbid him.
He’d won.
As soon as Joseph announced that he had won the auction, Jonathan teleported to the stage, paid Joseph in full, then added a generous tip. In the brevity of a moment’s time, the map was then in his Storage Space where it was safe from harm. The system immediately scanned it and did a side-by-side analysis to every other map he’d scanned in the known universe.
While other people might not be able to find where the map was leading them, his system was a cheat and could go through every map without making a mistake. The system was working hard which made him extremely happy. The only problem was that he didn’t know how long it would take the system to find where the map led to since there’s over a trillion planets.
Still standing onstage, Jonathan darted his eyes back to his surroundings. In his Scan, he could see a dozen of the Rank 9 people travelling down towards the stage all at once. A few travelled by foot, while the others flew or climbed. Twelve people stopped near the foot of the stage, staring up at Jonathan.
Jonathan looked at them over his shoulder and spoke.
“If we fight, the whole capital city will be destroyed. Many innocent people and at least half of you will die before me.” His icy expression curled into a small but deadly smile. “I don’t care, but do you? Even if you kill me, I can guarantee you won’t find the map.”
All twelve people were wearing the same Daoist robe, causing a little concern to him. He was hoping to cause discord between them, making it a little easier on him during the fight. But they seemed to be from the same organisation, which meant it would be a lot harder.
There were three other Rank 9 people within the auction arena, but he found they were from the Sword Sect, the Dual Cultivation Sect, and the Death Sect. Those three remained inside their VIP booths, but that didn’t mean they wouldn’t try stealing the map if an opportunity presented itself.
One of the twelve Rank 9 people took out a rolled up parchment, unrolled it, and spoke.
“You’re wanted for questioning about the Anti-Assassin Sect’s destruction and the murder of the millions of innocent people on the planet. Either come with us peacefully or we will use force to subdue you.”
There was deadly silence.
Jonathan’s icy expression immediately became clouded with absolute, blood-freezing horror.
“What… What the hell are you on about?” he stuttered, trying his best to mask his flustered demeanour with disdain. “I’ve never even been to the Anti-Assassin Sect’s planet. I didn’t even know the sect had been destroyed! Where did you hear word of this?!”
I almost slipped up just then. I was about to say I wasn’t near the planet when it got blown up. They might not know the planet’s gone. As an innocent cultivator just wandering about the universe, I shouldn’t know when it happened either. That sentence almost sentenced me to death.
The man threw the parchment to Jonathan.
“Read it,” he spat. “This is all the proof you need. We are here on justifiable grounds. You can’t shout that we are thieves with this, and the town is safe as we’ve locked down the space surrounding the auction hall with runes.”
Jonathan looked around and noticed for the first time that the entire building was being evacuated. He spotted the runes being put into place in his Scan, Adventurers Guild staff members standing just outside to guard them. All of the innocent people and staff members filed through the doorways.
Soon, the whole place was empty.
Jonathan clenched his fist into a tiny ball.
Steeling his nerves, he reached down and scooped the parchment off the floor. He skimmed it through but found there was too much adrenaline coursing through his veins to make sense of the words scribbled onto the page. Mustering all the nonchalance he could, he tossed the parchment aside like it was an old shoelace.
“Sorry, not really my style of reading material.” He drew his nano swords from their sheaths and smiled. “It’s also not my style to be dragged anywhere without kicking and screaming along the way.”




Chapter 42
Two Minutes
All twelve of the Rank 9 people stood their ground. They watched their target with dagger eyes, not so much as blinking.
Jonathan was still smiling as he spoke again.
“So, you all want to come one at a time or all together?”
One man on the far left side grew angry.
“Brat,” he called out. “We need only one of us to subdue you.”
“Oh?” Jonathan turned his head and looked directly at the man. “You want to be the one, then?”
And so, it began.
Gritting his teeth, the man rushed towards Jonathan, removing his greatsword from its sheath. Within milliseconds, the man was close enough to his target and swung his sword down in a mighty show of strength. Unlike most heavyset fighters, this fighter showed no lack of speed as he travelled with the same lightness of a feather sweeping across a winter breeze.
In the breadth of that millisecond, Jonathan raised his long sword with his right hand to block the attack and swung his short sword in a hooking motion. As their attacks collided, Jonathan aimed his short sword directly at the man’s lungs. It was a long shot, and he had everything to lose. This was a real life-or-death battle.
The greatsword kept on travelling as it met the sword. The Rank 9 man thought his attack was too powerful to be blocked and that he’d broken through Jonathan’s guard, but unfortunately for him, that was not the case.
Jonathan’s nano sword completely sliced through the greatsword.
Sidestepping to his left side as the greatsword was split in half, his sidestep did not interrupt his short sword’s hooked strike and the sword hit its target. With unbelievable quickness, a burst of blood sprayed out from the man’s open wound.
It took a full two seconds for the man to process the pain. When he did, his screams could be heard from outside the arena, blood-curdling and raw. He had expected his strengthened cells throughout his whole body to block the sword, but now his mind was only flooded with pain and regret.
Jonathan’s longsword swung at the man’s neck, taking full advantage of his opponent’s shock. In the two seconds that it took for the man to scream out in pain, Jonathan’s blade rushed at its target, completely beheading him.
As the head flew in the air, the other eleven people poised to make a move, but Jonathan’s longsword changed course and split the head in half.
Stashing the longsword back inside his Storage Space, Jonathan ripped the man’s soul from his skull, accidentally carving some brains out as well. He instinctively moved to shove the soul into his mouth with his gory fingertips, but as his hand approached its target, the rest of the fighters made their move.
He dropped the soul and teleported away.
One man used what looked like Life Power but with a light blue colour. The strange power came out of the man’s forehead and he used the strange power to guide the soul back inside the brain of the decapitated man.
Is that… Soul Power? Rank 8 and above generate that while strengthening their soul. It’s got to be Soul Power.
The first man who had initially addressed Jonathan stood before him.
“What was it that you were going to do with his soul? Eat it?” His resounding voice somehow struck a chord deep within Jonathan, captivating him completely. “That’s a demonic technique. Even without knowing the truth about the Anti-Assassin Sect’s destruction, you will now be arrested and detained for eating souls.”
Jonathan’s face twisted into a look of disgust before quickly regaining his composure. As if to spite his own far-off emotions, he cackled.
“Who said it’s demonic?” he asked, mocking the man openly. “Is your opinion the only valid one in the universe? What you call demonic could be the norm for cultivators on the other side of the universe. They might even call your cultivation technique demonic, too.”
“You have quite the silver tongue,” the man growled. “You speak as if I’ve not been to the other side of the universe.”
“No, no, no,” Jonathan interrupted. “I mean the OTHER, other side of the universe.”
The man completely ignored him. Without taking an eye off Jonathan, he spoke to the rest of his group standing behind him.
“He uses incredible speed to attack, but no attacking or defensive techniques. His blades are powerful enough to kill without technique, so concentrate on dodging his swords.” The man’s expression had not once changed, still somewhat bored yet completely focused on his target. “Watch out for his speed and you’ll survive.”
Nodding, the rest of the group spread out and prepared to gang up on the man.
Jonathan saw this and instead of fighting, he tried to teleport away.
BAM.
He’d crashed right into a red coloured but see-through wall. It must have been the effect of the runes that he’d been warned of. Knitting his brows, he touched the wall but couldn’t pass through it.
He tried teleporting to the hotel room, but he hit the wall again.
Even my teleport can’t get through. No, no, no, I am not going down like a rat trapped in a cage. I’ve got to use my head. Maybe if there was a small hole in this wall then the teleport would get through.
Jonathan took out his nano long sword from his Storage Space and stabbed the red coloured wall. To his utmost terror, the sword only pushed the wall back. The blade couldn’t cut it.
What the hell is this made from?! Is this a concentrated form of Life Power? But my nano sword can cut through Life Power, too! At least, so far, it has… If these walls were made from Life Power, then it must be extremely dense!
Heart racing out of pure anxiety and adrenaline, Jonathan turned around and saw his attackers had completely surrounded him. With his Scan, he could see the Rank 9 he’d cut up was still alive, but in pieces. It might take months of healing to get back to full strength with everything attached.
The only way to kill a Rank 9 is to remove the soul, destroy the brain completely, or with an attack strong enough to disintegrate the entire being like back on the Anti-Assassin’s planet. This is going to be hard.
Behind Jonathan’s back, he created a thick rope made of all 1 million threads. As one of the ten men stepped forward, the rope launched out at him in a surprise attack.
Opening the system, Jonathan turned on the Absorb option as the thick rope wrapped around the man. The absorb option was unable to destroy substances such as nano metal, but he wondered if it could work in this sort of scenario. He was desperate enough to find out.
The other nine were caught off guard by the attack, but as the rope spun their comrade around, they were horrified.
The man’s skin grew wrinkly almost immediately; he didn’t even have the strength to scream as his teeth, eyes, and fingernails aged into ash. His body became thinner and thinner and the rope tightened its grip on the body.
After only half a second, he disappeared completely. The only thing left was his skin and clothing that fell onto the ground.
Oh.
I got 90 million Life Power from him.
A Rank 9 level 9 is worth almost an hour and a half of my time, then.
Letting the adrenaline take full control, Jonathan launched the same rope at the nearest man, who was frozen like a deer in headlights. Still horrified by what he’d witnessed, he was caught off-guard as the rope threatened to wrap around him.
But the man’s teammate swung his sword and chopped the rope in half before it could so much as ruffle the man’s robes.
“That rope sucks the Life Power, energy, and everything you have!” the teammate cried out, temperament a bit feistier than the others. “Don’t let it touch you! Stay on your guard, idiots!”
The feisty teammate stood between Jonathan and his previous target. Still looking utterly overtaken by shock, it took all he had to remain afloat. The feisty teammate had his blade at the ready, eyes only fixed at Jonathan.
Jonathan smiled sweetly and said two words:
“Kill him.”
The men before Jonathan knitted their brows and spun around, thinking their target had an accomplice helping him.
“AH!”
The strangled noise came from within their group. Finding its source, they were once again taken over by pure terror.
The man who had just escaped Jonathan’s rope attack had his blade buried deep in the back of the feisty comrade who stood between them.
Jonathan had used his Memory Manipulation skill with his threads. The larger rope had been a decoy. He couldn’t help but cackle at how well he’d played his opponents.
The manipulated man was struck down by his former teammates in the blink of an eye. The man with the blade wedged into his back tried to help in the attack, but couldn’t do much as the blade had pierced through a vital part of his spine. As the corpse of the manipulated man dropped onto the ground below, the injured fighter let loose a fiery roar before sinking into another comrade’s arms.
“Well, look at that.” Jonathan smiled. “It’s only been about two minutes since you guys have attacked me, and two of you are dead while another two are incapacitated. There are only eight of you left. That’s not a good record for your team, is it? You sure you want to do this? I can let you walk away.”
“Shut up, demon!” the injured man yelled. “We’ve encountered a setback but your tricks won’t work anymore!”
“Says the one who was literally stabbed in the back.” Jonathan scoffed down at him, which only fuelled his anger more.
The leader of the group, the man who first presented the parchment to Jonathan, moved forward. He placed a hand on the chest of the fiery injured fighter. After a brief moment of eye contact, the leader turned back around to address his teammates.
“Avoid his swords. Do not make contact with that rope. Watch out for his speed. He can’t fight forever. We will outlast him in this fight.”




Chapter 43
The Rune
Jonathan laughed.
“I can do this all year long and still have enough strength to beat you again.” He tried to sound as casual as he could, feigning confidence to his best. “As a matter of fact, the rope trick absorbs your Life Power and transfers it to me. If I ever run low, I’ll just capture one of you and gain it all back.”
Some of the members went pale, but the leader held his ground.
“Ignore him.” His deep voice had an eerily calm presence. “It might not be a bluff, but there’s no way he can fight all of us continuously. Avoid the rope and the swords, and we will prevail.”
While this was happening, Jonathan was weaving a single thread through their ranks. He carefully made its way to the injured, fiery-tempered fighter who was on the floor resting behind his teammates. The thread was smaller than what the naked eye could see; even a Rank 9 person would need to concentrate hard to sense its presence.
As the thread touched the incapacitated man, Jonathan used the Memory Manipulation skill on him and whispered his order.
“Don’t make a single movement or sound.”
A few more threads crept silently towards the man and absorbed the elements from his body. It was a much slower process than Jonathan’s previous victim. Jonathan wanted to be as discreet as possible.
Although the fiery man’s eyes bulged and watered like he wanted to scream for help, he heeded John’s orders. Visions of his life flashed before his eyes, past lovers come and gone, happy times, sad times… It all faded to black. His skin soon crinkled up and he crumbled to ash in his teammate’s arms.
“C-Cody!”
The cry drew everyone’s attention to the teammate who now carried nothing but the skin and clothes of a fallen fighter.
Jonathan’s smile was ice cold.
“Not a single one of you even noticed,” Jonathan spoke in a slow tone, voice stretching every syllable like it was taffy. “Cody, was it? Well, do you want to know how Cody died? Or maybe I can just show you instead...”
“STAND YOUR GUARD!” the leader barked at his teammates. “That rope is behind this! We need to rush him! NOW!”
A few of their team members were overcome with fear and wanted to run, but their leader’s words steeled their nerves like never before. They gritted their teeth and followed orders to rush their enemy.
Seeing all eight of them rushing towards him, Jonathan teleported back down to the auction hall floor. He appeared alongside the decapitated man and used his threads to absorb the elements of his remains before his attackers caught up to him. He did it with just enough speed; by the time the attackers arrived, they were too late.
“That’s four of you dead.” Jonathan chortled. “It’s been almost four minutes. At this rate, I’ll be home in time for dinner.”
Gritting his teeth, the leader shouted once more.
“Attack from all sides!”
Five of their team members flew towards him and surrounded him on all sides, one of them even used his sword to fly to position himself above Jonathan and thrust his spear down. The other three people stood at the ready, just waiting for an opening or the chance to back up their teammates.
It seemed like Jonathan’s luck had run out. He tried protecting his vitals, but he couldn’t block all five attacks at the same time. Some got through, and while they couldn’t slice him due to his immunity to metal, nano armour and atom defence skill, the weapons still knocked him about.
His nano swords were destroying two of the five weapons from each attack, but the fighters kept dropping their broken weapons in exchange for new ones. After a whole minute of this, there was a pile of destroyed weapons all around the arena.
On one of Jonathan’s swings to destroy another weapon, the leader dropped his blade and used both palms to catch the nano sword. His palms were positioned above and below the weapon, avoiding the sharp edges altogether. It was the last thing Jonathan expected an opponent to do, and he felt the knot in his stomach tighten.
With nothing but instinct, Jonathan tried to overpower the man. But no matter how many tricks he had up his sleeve, he was still only a Rank 5. The leader pulled the sword over his head, causing Jonathan who was still holding the weapon to follow suit and be launched in the air.
Another man saw Jonathan flying defencelessly through the air, sword in hand but unprepared to use it. The fighter took caution and performed a sidekick, landed his Life Power infused blow directly on Jonathan’s stomach. Jonathan was pushed in the opposite direction of his sword, and the weapon was knocked loose from his grasping fingers.
Jonathan crashed on his back, landing deep inside a wall within the auction hall building itself. His head hung limp as the fingers of his empty hand twitched, sensing that the nano longsword was no longer in his possession. Try as he might, he couldn’t muster the strength to raise his head. Was it fear? No, he’d felt fear before, and it was nothing compared to the feeling burgeoning from deep inside. What was this—desperation? What was this numbing sensation crawling up and down his skin? What was this invisible claw holding him down, draining his strength?
His fingers twitched again, and his body began to reanimate. He felt weird. His body felt foreign. He felt disconnected as he watched his arms, then his legs each pull his body up and out of the rubble. Finally, with an unsettling and jerky motion, he swung his head upright and staggered toward the gaping hole he’d flown in through.
Disorientation transformed into murderous focus as Jonathan watched the leader bend over to lift the fallen nano sword from the ground.
With primal instinct, Jonathan instantly teleported back, further away from the fight. He had to get away. His mind was a mess. His shaky eyes darted to the ceiling. It wasn’t high enough. He wasn’t far enough to avoid the explosion.
Explosion?
BOOM!
Only moments before, the remaining fighters thought they’d gotten ahead in the battle, They thought they could use Jonathan’s weapon against him.
They didn’t know about the security system on the hilt of the blade.
As soon as the leader’s fingerprint graced the cool metal of the handle, the explosion was triggered.
At first, Jonathan only heard the sound. He was deep within the walls of the auction hall, faced in the opposite direction. The most he felt was a gust of wind.
But then the ground underneath him shook like an earthquake had started. He glanced back behind him and saw, through the opening, a yellow ball of light expanding. With the shaking of the hall, more of the walls crumbled. Without even thinking, Jonathan teleported further away from the yellow ball of light, using the broken walls as a guide. However, as he attempted to teleport beyond the outer walls of the hall, he found the red shield once again blocking him.
By that time, the explosion had completely triggered.
The force of the explosion generated hurricane-grade winds in every direction. It slammed Jonathan back against the red coloured wall. The force of the explosion couldn’t injure him because of his immunity, but it could knock him around.
Above the explosion, the ceiling of the red coloured wall was bending in an arch. The wall wavered to and fro, though it did not flicker. Still, the people who generated it with the runes thought it would collapse any second. The entire thing had transformed from a dome-shape to that of a bullet.
It took over 10 minutes for the force of the explosion to dissipate. When the force disappeared, dust covered the entire area. Nobody outside could see what was going on within the red walls.
Through the Scan, Jonathan could see a giant crater of a couple of hundred feet wide at the base of the red wall.
Jonathan remained laying on the floor for some time. It took him a minute, but he eventually was able to think and see clearly again. He allowed the system to heal himself a little, then stood up and knocked the dirt off his shoulder.
Even a Rank 9 shouldn’t survive that explosion. It’s definitely the sword’s security system that set it off. Now I know it’s the rank, rarity, and material of the sword—and not the rune—that determines how powerful the explosion is.
With his Scan, Jonathan could see three of the Rank 9 people had miraculously survived.
He trudged towards the three people, looking at his nano short sword in his left hand.
I will have to make a new nano longsword with my 2 runes. I don’t have any spares of the other 3 runes I used in the sword either, so I’ve got to purchase them, too. These people are giving me a headache.
I’ve got to be careful now, though. Without the nano swords, it will become much harder to kill a Rank 9. They’ve got keen senses for danger so without surprising them or having them stay still for a long time, then the threads won’t catch them. If the threads can’t catch them, I can’t absorb the elements from their bodies to kill them.
As Jonathan got within 50 feet of the three injured people lying down, he smiled and generated a rope made of his million threads.
But when the rope got close to his victims, the fallen foes sprung to their feet and rushed at Jonathan in full force. While Jonathan knew they were conscious, he didn’t expect them to attack him again. They each avoided the rope with ease as they dashed forward.
One of them made a grab for John’s short sword, using the same method that the leader had. One punched Jonathan in the chest, trying to force him to let go of his sword. The last person had his own weapon, and at the same time that his teammate punched Jonathan’s chest, he stabbed it deep into Jonathan’s stomach. As Jonathan was pushed backwards, his rope made of threads disappeared.
The third attacker didn’t feel his sword cut through flesh, but the joint force of Jonathan being pushed backwards had caused his weapon to fly out of his hand, which meant it should have gone through. He made eye contact and nodded at the first attacker. Their blows met their mark.
The man who had grabbed the nano short sword by the blade dropped the sword and warned the other two not to touch the handle.
All three men carefully walked towards where Jonathan had landed.
Jonathan laid on the floor, a sword going straight through his black t-shirt and deep into his stomach.




Chapter 44
His Limit
As the three men approached, they could hear Jonathan’s laboured breathing. The blade in his stomach was moving up and down ever so slightly as Jonathan breathed.
“I think he’s unconscious.” The man closest leaned further to confirm as he spoke, “Go put the Life Cuffs on him before he wakes up.”
The other two fighters hesitated to follow the order.
“You go,” one of them said hoarsely. “I’ll watch your back.”
“Why doesn’t he go?” The other referenced at the man closest to Jonathan. “It’s his sword.”
“Yeah!” the other replied with a sneer. “It’s your sword, Levoi! Were you planning on leaving it behind? Go grab it and slip the cuffs on him while you’re at it.”
“Will one of you grow a pair of balls and remove this sword?” Jonathan’s sudden voice chimed in, almost a bit too casually.
Levoi and the other two fighters instantly froze in place.
“Come on, it hurts like hell,” Jonathan continued with a whine. “I’m out of strength, injured, and you’ve got Life Cuffs to boot. So what the hell are you waiting for? An invitation? I just gave you one.”
Seeing the nervous glances between the three of his opponents, Jonathan would have heaved a sigh had the sword not impaired him from doing so.
“You’ve won the fight,” he said, patience wearing thin. “I know this is rather shameless but hurry up, I don’t want to die from the likes of a sword wound.”
Life cuffs, huh? I’ve read about them. They’re able to stop immortals from using Life Power. It’s like the deflecting metal, but it spreads throughout the inner branches of the body. If they put them on me then it’s game over.
Gritting his teeth, the man called Levoi walked up to Jonathan and wrapped his fingers around the sword’s hilt.
Gotcha.
Threads instantly sprung from the metal handle and wrapped around Levoi’s entire arm. The man hardly had a chance to scream as his body shrivelled up in a matter of seconds. His partners could only watch with a guilty mixture of horror and relief, daring not to lift a finger to help.
As the last piece of ash drifted onto the ground, Jonathan pulled himself upright with some difficulty. The sword was still stuck inside him. Looking up at the two remaining men, Jonathan jerked his head back with a menacing smile. The sword disappeared as did the hole in his t-shirt.
The whole thing was a disguise. He had constructed a perfect replica of the sword out of his threads. His nano armour adapted to make it look like there was a gaping wound in his chest, too. The real sword was tucked away safely inside his Storage Space.
After the whole disguise melted away, Jonathan staggered toward the last two people. The fighters could only clutch onto their weapons and back away from the desperate creature before them. Head hanging low, he came closer and closer, backing the two fighters into a wall. When he was about 40 feet away, he stopped.
The air was thick with tension. A bead of sweat drizzled down the side of one of the fighters’ neck. Jonathan raised his head.
“AHHHH!”
With a rush, Jonathan let loose a spine-numbing battle cry. His right hand propelled forward, a hundred ropes gushing through his palm and right at the men before him.
His targets tried to dodge, they really tried. They split up and dashed in the opposite direction of each other, forcing Jonathan to choose which one to go after. He picked the one on the right, threads twisting and straining to curl around an ankle, then a wrist. It wasn’t long before they got a firm grip around his neck, and by that time, there was hardly anything but bone and skin left. The bones crumbled moments later.
Jonathan looked over at the other man. He was standing on his left, just over the 100-foot radius of his threads range.
With a piercing pain in his lungs, blood spurted out of Jonathan’s mouth. The broken down man stumbled. His arms swung by his sides; they were too heavy to lift now. All of his strength went to holding his gaze, watching the last fighter with every last ounce of his strength. His vision blurred and he stumbled again, feet skidding on his own blood, but he managed to stay standing.
The remaining Rank 9 man cautiously made his way towards his opponent. In the haze of his vision, Jonathan watched the man take out a pair of thick, steel cuffs.
Those must be the Life Cuffs. It’s over. I can’t move at all and fighting is out of the question.
“It seems killing a dozen Rank 9 fighters is just beyond my limit.” Jonathan’s voice was raspy, but he had a smile of utter resignation on his pained face. His words were sharp, but they sounded weak and empty of life. “So you’re the lucky one, huh? It’s a good thing I used everything I had in this fight. Otherwise, you’d be dead too.”
As the man took his final steps toward him, Jonathan opened his system and turned the Absorb option off. There was a ‘clink’ sound soon after and he felt a cool, smooth surface pressing on his left wrist.
That would be the Life Cuffs.
Jonathan tried pushing Life Power through his left arm, but nothing happened.
The man put the other cuff on his right wrist, a sigh of relief passing through his lungs.
Abruptly, the man furled his brows and, with a grunt, buried a furious fist deep into Jonathan’s stomach. Unable to even stand upright, Jonathan came crashing down. Another mouthful of blood splattered onto the dirt floor. Again and again, the man kept hitting and kicking him, angry tears welling up as he cried out his frustrations. Jonathan’s hearing was fuzzy and he was unable to even make out the stream of words that his assailant threw at him. He assumed it was probably things like “you killed my comrades” and “they’re all dead because of you.”
A minute of this torture went by. Jonathan could no longer hear or feel much of anything. The iron taste of blood in his mouth and the blurred images in his fading vision were all he knew. He wasn’t even aware that the red walls containing him were disintegrating. The last thing he saw was a pair of bloody boots standing above him.
He was unconscious.
Those who entered did so with caution. They’d seen bits and pieces of the fight from their positions on the other side of the red wall. Having to maintain a steady stream of Life Force to keep the barriers intact, they were quite close. In other words, they’d had front row seats to the fights outside the auction hall and were horrified by Jonathan.
Alongside these barrier attendants, the Adventurers Guild’s staff also approached the wreckage of the auction hall. Their eyes widened as they took in the scene, especially at the sight of Jonathan lying on the ground, unconscious and cuffed. A member even spotted the nano short sword and walked toward it, but the sole survivor of the fight advised him against it.
One staff member began rummaging through Jonathan’s robes and bags. He found Jonathan’s ID card and a few nondescript items, but no map.
When the staff member stood back up, the Rank 9 fighter retrieved a metal contraption from his bag. It was a metal wheelchair with something that resembled a spikeless and headless iron maiden torture device attached to it. It was into this menacing chair that he placed Jonathan, lining his limp limbs up with the correct parts to completely detain him. The chair was then locked down using five different padlocks, runes, and straps. Jonathan’s body was completely covered in metal, save for his head, which hung. Blood dripped from his face, landing on the metal with a small patter.
“Is this the device used to transport dangerous criminals?” one of the Adventurers Guild members asked. “I’ve never seen one.”
“It is.” The Rank 9 nodded. “The life cuffs this man has on stops him from using any Life Power, but this iron maiden amplifies those cuffs’ abilities. It also has a lie detecting rune inside it.”
The fighter stood up straight, now addressing the crowd.
“This man will stand trial for the accusation of destroying the Anti-Assassin Sect’s planet, killing millions of innocent people. In addition to his crimes, he will also be charged with the brutal killing of eleven high ranked members of the Adventurers Guild by use of demonic techniques.”
The crowd of officials and staff members stood in silence. The Rank 9 continued, head held high.
“While he’s contained by this device, he is like a newborn baby. He can no longer defend himself, so he can forget about attacking anybody or breaking out.” A sadistic smile crossed his lips, though it did not seem to match his sad eyes. “The only drawback is that I have to push him all the way to the teleport rune so I can take him to the justice department at headquarters.”
And so he did.
The Rank 9 walked behind Jonathan’s chair and pushed it using the handles at the back. This wheelchair prison was what the Adventurers Guild used to transport prisoners. If the prisoners were too dangerous, they would even leave the prisoners inside the wheelchair once they got to the prison.
It was a procedure and a device that the Rank 9 was familiar with, yet being in such close proximity to the person who’d killed his entire squad brought a whole new level of restraint to the game. How he loathed this man before him. How he wanted to take out his pain and heartbreak on him. Yet, he somehow stilled his racing mind.
It took over an hour to reach their destination. When he arrived inside, the Rank 9 told one of the staff members to send his report to the justice department. He waited in the secure lobby for backup. Jonathan was unconscious, but by no means was he the only threat in the vicinity. Should the prisoners somehow manage to escape their holding cells and interrupt with the submission of the new addition to their circle, it could mean a fate worse than what he’d just been through.
When the report about the battle and the death of eleven Rank 9 members reached the head of the justice department, they immediately ordered over a hundred men to help transport the prisoner.
The head of the justice department read the report over ten times, each time having to convince himself that it was real. No matter how many times he read it, the words escaped him.
Finally in the presence of backup, the Rank 9 decided to see the trial himself. He had to make sure the justice department made no mistakes during this trial.




Chapter 45
Escorted to Trial
When Jonathan woke up, he was inside a small room. The man who cuffed him was sitting on a chair in front of him. Looking around, the room was fairly small—only about 50 square feet. It took him a moment to look down and see the contraption he was strapped into, and when he did, it all hit him at once.
Closing his eyes, he could feel the cuffs around his wrists. His feet were strapped down. His arms and legs were immovable. At most, he could only shuffle a few centimetres. His lack of movement didn’t tie the knot in his stomach, though; it was the fact that he couldn’t use his Scan and Defensive Veil. None of his Life Power fuelled techniques would work no matter how hard he tried.
He tried pulling his cuffs apart with his strength. He thought that, maybe, it would work since it was physical power and not one that utilized Life Power. If he could just even make a crack on the metal, he could use a fraction of his power to escape. Unfortunately, he couldn’t so much as budge the metal.
The man sitting across from Jonathan noticed.
“Don’t bother trying to escape.” His voice echoed off the stone walls. “You can no longer use Life Power. Even with brute strength, a Rank 9 couldn’t break through the cuffs.”
“Doesn’t hurt to try.” Jonathan would have shrugged if he could move his shoulders. “I will get out of this. It’s only a matter of when.”
DING.
The noise made Jonathan jump a little and look around.
The man’s face turned pale.
“You speak the truth.”
“Truth?” Knitting his brows, Jonathan looked over at the man. “A lie detector? Well, shit, didn’t think you had that kind of technology or rune.”
DING.
“So, what happens now?” Ignoring the noise, Jonathan continued, “I was only defending myself. Anyone would do the same if a dozen people with inflated egos abused their power against them.”
DING.
“See?” Laughing at the noise, he said, “I speak the truth.”
“Nonsense!” The man grew angry. His face turned red as he yelled, “We were there to ask you to come with us for questioning!”
“Nonsense?!” Jonathan spat back with a look of disgust. “You approached me in front of everyone inside the auction hall. Even if I went with you peacefully and cleared my name, do you think the people would forget? You basically announced to the world that I’m a criminal before determining if I actually was!”
There was a light rekindling deep within Jonathan as he let his words come pouring out.
“You slandered my name, and I wanted to throw you around a little. Who knew that one of your men would go in for the kill at the start? What do you expect me to do? Lie down and die?” Jonathan rolled his eyes at the very idea. “Anybody in the universe would have done the same thing I did. This all happened because you thought you were all superior, looked down on me, and didn’t have the courtesy to approach me in secret!”
Jonathan’s face curled into a snarl.
“You’ve made an enemy out of me now.” He showed his teeth, gritting them in anger. “When I get free from this place, I will find you and kill you.”
DING.
The man sprung to his feet, raising a fist as if he was about to punch Jonathan in the face. However, as he raised his fist, the door opened.
“Help!” Jonathan cried out to the open door. “This guy’s a madman that finds pleasure in torturing me!”
DING.
The man went pale again, freezing in place.
At the door was a man standing almost 7 feet tall. Behind him was a whole group of people, each wearing full plate armour with a GH symbol on the left chest area.
“We’re here to transport you.” The tall man looked at Jonathan. If he took any heed at the scene before him, his expression did not give him away. “We’re taking you to the courthouse where you will stand trial for your crimes.”
He then looked at the man who had his fists raised.
“Hit him if you want, I don’t care.” His voice showed no signs that he was faking his indifference. “From the report, we know what you went through. It’s understandable if you want to torture him, but you will have to answer to the justice department’s head judge—the honourable judge Grant Rivers.”
“Judge Grant Rivers has taken over the case?” Lowering his fist, the Rank 9 turned around to ask his question.
“Yes,” the man replied, nodding his head. “This is a high profile case as there are many witnesses of this man killing our enforcers. Judge Grant Rivers doesn’t want any mistakes in the case, so he took over the proceedings.”
“I can save you all the time and money,” Jonathan chimed in, interrupting the two. “I’m innocent.”
DING.
“See?” Smiling, Jonathan almost laughed. “Lie detector says so.”
“The lie detector doesn’t work like that.” the man in the armour replied slowly. “If you believe you are innocent, then no matter what we ask you, the lie detector will say you’re innocent, too. You might be unaware of some rules the Adventurers Guild has created for cultivators throughout the universe. When you say you are innocent and we tell you a rule, you will remember if you have broken it or not. When you remember breaking the rule, you are no longer innocent. The lie detector will reflect that, too. That is what the trial is for.”
“He also said it was only a matter of time before he escaped,” the Rank 9 standing in Jonathan’s cell spoke up. “The lie detector said he was speaking the truth, too.”
“That is because he doesn’t know he cannot escape.” The man in the armour laughed. “If he knew how the cuffs, the iron maiden, and the prison all worked together, the lie detector would have given a different answer. The lie detector says he’s telling the truth because he speaks from ignorance.”
Now addressing the Rank 9 inside the room, the man in the armour lifted his right hand for a handshake.
“Forgive me for not introducing myself.” He shook the Rank 9’s hand. “I am the general commander of the security faction, Adam Perry.”
“First ranked enforcer,” the Rank 9 replied. “Cale Wooten.”
“My name is Jonathan,” Jonathan interrupted again. “Unlock this iron maiden and I’ll shake your hand, too.”
DING.
Adam ignored Jonathan and nodded at Cale.
“Now that introductions are over, I and ninety-nine other members of the security faction will escort you and the prisoner to the courthouse. Judge Grant Rivers wants the trial to start this afternoon.”
Looking at Cale, Adam continued.
“You push the prisoner and we will guard you while doing crowd control along the way.”
“How about you unlock the iron maiden and I’ll walk with you?” Jonathan raised an eyebrow at them.
DING.
An annoyed frown creased Cale’s forehead. “Is there any way we can gag him until we reach the courthouse?”
“Ignore him,” Adam replied. “He’s a criminal who will be sent to prison soon. If it were my decision, I would send him to be tortured and to repent. But I suppose sitting inside a prison, unable to move, and being fed through a straw will be more of a torture than I could ever inflict.”
“Doesn’t sound too bad,” Jonathan replied. “Not if you like peace and quiet. And straws. It sounds like a nice vacation, anyway.”
DING.
“Oh, hey, before we go,” Jonathan started, looking genuinely curious. “At least tell me if the first rank enforcer is a high position or not. I know nothing about the Adventurers Guild’s ranking system. Treat it as something to talk about along the way.”
Adam ordered the other ninety-nine security personnel to get into formation. Cale stood behind the wheelchair, ready to push the prisoner. Looking at the formation of all the security personnel, Adam nodded his head in satisfaction. He glanced over at Jonathan.
“There are many departments inside the Adventurers Guild,” he explained. “They all share information and jurisdiction with each other, but most departments have their own job to do. The security department has five ranks. Guard, Soldier, Captain, Colonel, and General Commander. There are only ten General Commanders inside the department.”
“And one is personally escorting me,” Jonathan interrupted him. “I feel special.”
DING.
Ignoring Jonathan’s remark, Adam continued.
“The enforcers are the people who go out into the universe and track down wanted criminals. They have the authority to subdue, arrest, or kill a criminal so you are lucky to be alive. They number the enforcers from ninth to first rank, depending on their cultivation rank and ability. The people you killed were all first ranked enforcers. The judge who took over your case is the head judge of the justice department. They have lawyers, barristers, and judges, but the head judge is the leader of all.”
“Do I get a lawyer?” Jonathan asked.
“No.” Slanting his eyes, Adam continued, “Barristers are there to present the facts against criminals, and lawyers can’t speak in the courthouse. Why would you get a lawyer?”
“I see.” Jonathan tilted his head. “Do I get anyone to defend me during the trial?”
Adam nodded. “You get yourself.”




Chapter 46
Detector
“Then what does a lawyer do?” Jonathan frowned. “I know what a judge does.”
“Lawyers are there to research the facts and to make sure what the barristers say is true,” Adam continued his explanation as the group moved down the halls of the prison. “There have been cases where barristers have said one thing but the fact showed the complete opposite. This is to ensure a fair trial for everybody.”
“That seems a b—”
“That’s all you need to know anyway,” Adam interjected. “I would like the rest of the journey to be in silence.”
Jonathan sighed. As Cale pushed his chair along with the group, he tried cultivating Life Power. No matter how hard he tried or how many parts of the mind he used, he could not gather any Life Power at all. He was absolutely powerless; it would take even longer to reach Rank 6. In another bout of near-panic, he tried using his physical strength again, but to no avail. He couldn’t generate enough speed and power to even dent the metal around him.
Looking around, he could see only guild staff members.
“Where are we?” Jonathan looked at Adam, who was walking to his right. “Is this the Adventurers Guild’s headquarters?”
“Yes,” Adam replied without looking at Jonathan. “From what I read on the report, Cale brought you here after being locked inside the iron maiden. He asked for reinforcement to transport you to the justice department in case something happened along the way.”
“Cale isn’t brave enough for a Rank 9 first class enforcer.” Jonathan sneered as well as he could. “During our fight, he didn’t even have the courage to cuff me when I had a sword through my stomach.”
“That wasn’t a sword,” Cale replied curtly. “That was your demonic technique. If I had been the one to touch it, I would have died.”
“See?” Laughing, Jonathan proved his point. “You survived because of your cowardice and luck.”
Before Cale could say anything else, Adam spoke up again.
“Ignore his provocations,” he said. “We’ll arrive at the courthouse within five minutes. You’ll never have to see him again when he’s found guilty during the trial.”
Jonathan looked around as he was pushed forward. It was the first time in years that he’d gotten a ride somewhere. The last time was back in the world he first woke up on, where he rode in a carriage. He wasn’t even a Rank E guild member then.
As his mind dwelled on the past, the party arrived at the courthouse. Above the wheelchair ramp was a man wearing black robes; he was standing and watching the escort team bring Jonathan inside. When Adam and the rest saw him and reached the bottom of the wheelchair ramp, they bowed with their right hands on their hearts and exclaimed, “Greetings to honourable judge Grant Rivers!”
Jonathan saw everybody bowing towards the man in the black robes, so he carefully looked at the man’s features.
Blonde curly hair hung over the man’s round face. His bloodshot yet blue eyes sparkled in the light, the only friendly feature on him. The greek nose on his face sat low, perched above his fallen lips. For being such an important person, he stood short among others.
Grant smiled and told everybody to stand up straight. He acted not like a superior but as an equal to everybody here. Jonathan could tell there was something extraordinary about him; perhaps it was his humility. But Jonathan could tell these people took pride in knowing him as a friend while wishing they were more like him.
Out of habit, Jonathan used his Immortal Eye and to his surprise, it worked.
So the skills that don’t need Life Power to activate can still be used. That’s good to know.
Looking around, he first looked at Adam.
Adam Perry
Rank: 9
Level: 9
Sin: 1
Grant Rivers
Rank: 4
Level: 2
Sin: 0
He found the security personnel around him ranged from Rank 6 to 9, but the judge and any lawyers or barristers he saw were all below Rank 5.
Those who have no talent in cultivating learn different professions and have others protect them. But if a situation ever got out of control, then the judges, lawyers, and barristers would become cannon fodder or held hostage against the talented people.
This only proves the point that personal strength is better than external strength. I couldn’t put my life in the hands of somebody else like that. Sarah might be an exception, but that is because she’s my wife. But right now, I have no strength. I’m a trapped prisoner who can only defend himself with words. This trial will be tricky to win, but they should have no proof that my other identity destroyed the Anti-Assassin Sect’s planet.
With this lie detector, it is all about the wording and how I state my case. If I say I’m innocent when asked about the planet’s destruction, then it will show I’m lying. But if I say something like ‘I, Jonathan, did not do it,’ then it will show I speak the truth.
Thinking of the proper wording in a short time after being asked the question while being stared at by everybody in the trial will be tricky, though. Especially if they expect me to answer right away.
If I could get people on my side, I could use it to my advantage. I wonder if people hate lawyers in this universe as they did on Earth? If they do, then I could make the barrister opposing me into a laughingstock. Anybody who’s watching might feel sympathy for me.
After a minute of introducing themselves to each other, Grant, Adam, Cale and the other ninety-nine people all walked into the courthouse. Cale pushed Jonathan up the wheelchair ramp which was in the middle of the wide steps. The entire building was carved from white marble, which Jonathan admired as they entered. When the sun hit the surface, it shone like a rainbow all around.
Inside the courthouse was all white marble, too. After Cale pushed Jonathan through the doors, he couldn’t help but gawk at the metal door frame, each 8 feet tall and 5 feet wide. The people standing on either side had their eyes peeled on him; Jonathan assumed they were security guards and that the metal door frame was like the metal detector on Earth.
“What are those things?” Jonathan asked. “If they’re metal detectors, then get me out of the iron maiden and cuffs. You won’t know if I’m holding a weapon otherwise.”
Adam smiled.
“You’re half right,” he said. “These are mask detectors. We know some people have a mask with the shapeshift rune inside, altering their face. This detects if anybody here is not who they say they are.”
Jonathan kept a poker face, but inside his heart started beating a million times a minute.
Shit.
There was nothing he could do to stop going through the mask detector now. He made sure he didn’t show it on his face. He kept breathing at a steady pace as he didn’t want them to see he didn’t need to breathe to live, or else they’d want the technique for themselves. He was aware that Adam was watching him and he didn’t want to give anything away.
This could be a normal metal detector for all I know, and Adam was only testing to see my reaction.
The first people to go through the mask detector were Grant and the first half of the security team. Then it was Cale’s turn to push Jonathan through.
He tried keeping a poker face while he was pushed closer and closer towards the mask detector, but his heart kept beating faster and faster. Holding his breath and trying to slow his heart down, he clenched both fists and closed his eyes as they went through. He accepted the fact that the mask detector would uncover his nano helmet. They would all see him for who he was.
Nobody said a word.
Opening his eyes, Jonathan saw no change in the expressions around him. It almost made him sigh in relief, but remembering where he was and what he went through, he held his breath longer.
Did Adam lie, then? Or does this mask detector only work on equipment Rank 9 and below? I made my helmet from nano metal which, from what I’ve heard and read, only transcended people use.
After Jonathan and Cale went through, Adam went next and the rest of the security team followed. Nobody relaxed until the last man went through the detectors without setting off an alarm.
When everybody had gone through, Grant walked further inside the courthouse.
“The trial is being held in courtroom 1.”
The security team followed him while escorting Jonathan still.




Chapter 47
Another?
The floors of the courthouse were white with light red shapes traced all over them. The patterns repeating in squares, giving the illusion of a tile floor despite it all being just one piece. The walls were a bright white colour and made of marble, clean and without any patterns.
“Hey, question?” Jonathan knitted his brows. “What is it with you guys and using white marble? White everywhere, I see. Have you people never heard of colours?”
“It is to represent the purity of the justice department,” Adam replied.
“Yeah? Well, represent it some other way.” Jonathan rolled his eyes. “Seeing only white everywhere has almost blinded me.”
Everybody ignored this statement and carried on walking.
There were three corridors inside the courthouse: one to the left, one to the right, and one straight ahead. There were benches and other seats which made Jonathan assume it was for the people waiting to see the trial. There was also an area for witnesses waiting to testify and even lawyers and barristers waiting to start work. Above the benches were different paintings, but the word ‘justice’ was represented on each painting in one way or another.
Cale pushed him down the middle corridor leading straight ahead.
“I know of a statue that represents justice if you’re interested,” Jonathan chatted idly. “Build it out of white marble and it would look good on top of the courthouse outside. You could even put a smaller version inside just past the mask detectors.”
Seeing that nobody was listening to him, he carried on.
“Fine, the Lady of Justice statue shall forever turn a blind eye to the justice department.” He laughed at his own joke.
“Lady of Justice?” Hearing the name of the statue, Grant turned around. “How do you know that name?”
“Oh, seems like you know it, too.” Jonathan stopped laughing and smiled. “That means you’ve either met a Sider or there’s a Sider inside the Adventurers Guild. I met a Sider during my travels and he told me about the world he came from. The Lady of Justice is one of the most famous statues in that world.”
Jonathan continued to sneer.
“If you know the name of the statue but there isn’t one here, that means that either you can’t build it, it’s currently being built, or you have kept it private for yourself to admire. Which one is it, honourable judge?”
“Shut up!” Grant snapped. “It is being built as we speak, but you will never have the freedom to see it.”
“Ah, that means there is a Sider inside the Adventurers Guild’s management.” Jonathan smiled.
Grant went pale. He had blurted the information out to defend himself. His anger had become his folly. The Adventurers Guild having a living Sider was a big secret, and he had just blurted it out. There was a cold sweat down his back while thinking about how grateful he was that they didn’t make him take a blood oath.
Looking around, Grant saw the widened eyes of all one hundred security personnel around him. Even Cale was wide-eyed from the speculation. The judge could tell they all wanted to ask questions, but he coughed dismissively.
“This is a big secret,” he announced. “I am ashamed I let my anger get the best of me. I spoke out the secret to defend myself from this criminal, but please hold all questions. The information about the Sider will be released at a later date.”
While Grant was apologising, Jonathan was trying to wrap his mind around the fact that there was yet another Sider out there.
Me, Sarah, Luke, and now this new Sider… I’ve also come across Tim’s, Danny’s, and Benigno’s bodies, too. I’ve been in this universe for almost 26 and a half years, and I’ve already found 7 other Siders that were dead or alive.
Including the 2 Siders I heard about when I first got reincarnated, that’s 9 total.
That’s an average of almost finding 1 Sider every 4 years! Aren’t Siders supposed to be rare? Or was that only in my original world? Could Siders pop up in every world?
After everybody recovered from their shock, they walked towards the courtroom again. Jonathan assumed the number one courtroom was at the end of the corridor since they passed by two doors on each side of the corridor; the numbers on the doors were counting down.
The corridor was over 35 feet wide. It was big enough to allow six people to walk side by side with room to spare, benches on both sides of the walls for people to sit and wait. The guards at the front of the formation cleared the corridor of any people as they travelled through. Adam made sure nobody besides those assigned to escort the prisoner came within a hundred feet of him. He ordered a few guards to stand at the entrance to the corridor to stop anybody from getting through. The rest of the men, he had lined up next to any door in the corridor.
This Adam is a professional at what he does. He’s got all his bases covered. If I get out of this iron maiden and escape, I must make sure it’s after he leaves. Cale, on the other hand, is spineless. If I escape, he’ll run the opposite way faster than I can run. The judge is too weak to do anything and could be the best hostage candidate around here, but that’s if he’s needed.
I wonder what the difference is between Adam and Cale, though? They’re both Rank 9, but does that mean their strength should be equal, too? That can’t be right… It’s more likely that I’ve been lucky and haven’t met a genius who could kill people of the same rank like it’s nothing. If I met a genius Rank 9, I’d either die within a few seconds, or escape by the skin of my teeth.
It makes more sense if the Rank 9’s I’ve met so far were those who only cultivated using resources, meditating rather than having to fight for survival. A Rank 9 who isn’t a genius but instead has been through millions of battles to reach where he is will more than likely kill me faster than a genius. I’m guessing within a second because they won’t show mercy.
Those people who fought for everything will not look down on people like what Cale and his teammates did. They will not underestimate an enemy. They will not feel it’s below them to kill a Rank 5 like me either. At most, after they killed me, they will feel like they wasted a second of their time.
While he was thinking about how to avoid Rank 9 people from now on, Cale pushed him through the brown wooden door leading to courtroom number 1 at the end of the corridor.
As he passed through the door, Jonathan’s eyes took in the room around him. To his left and right were simple wooden benches like those inside an old church back on Earth. There were a few cushions left behind from previous crowds of people. The benches on both sides went all the way to the end of the walls which were over 30 feet away from him.
Jonathan was pushed further along, passing rows of benches. After about 40 feet, they stopped at a wooden railing with two gates attached.
So the benches are for the public, while this railing is only for the judges, lawyers, barristers, the prisoner, and anyone else involved in the court proceedings to cross.
Past the gate, were two big desks on the left and right where the defendant and prosecutor would sit or stand while going through the paperwork or presenting their case. About 20 feet in front of the two desks was a huge wooden structure. In the middle was a raised seat, upon which Jonathan assumed the judge would sit. To the left of this raised seat was a shorter one; Jonathan assumed this was where witnesses would testify.
However, there were no seats for a jury. That meant it was the judge who found the defendant guilty or innocent. Judge Grant had already called him a criminal before the trial even started, which wasn’t a good sign.
Cale pushed Jonathan to the desk on the left.




Chapter 48
The Trial
After Cale pushed Jonathan to the desk, he walked back through the gate and sat down on the bench. Adam had all ninety-nine other security personnel enter the courtroom and stand along the walls, while Adam himself stood near the judge’s seat and in front of Jonathan.
When everyone was in place, Grant walked around the wooden structure, up a few steps, and sat on the raised seat in the middle of the structure. Looking down, Grant could see the top and left side of Adam’s face as he spoke.
“Do you think it is secure enough for an audience?” the judge asked in a hushed voice. “We need witnesses to a fair trial so he can’t complain.”
“Yes, sir.” Looking up towards Grant, Adam nodded. “I am satisfied with the security for an audience, but if anyone crosses the gate without permission, I will personally dismantle them. Is that fine with you?”
Grant nodded, then asked one of the security guards near the door to the corridor to fetch a barrister and announce that the trial was public. They had to wait for a while because Grant was a bit too eager to start the trial. No barristers had been assigned or informed about the case. When a barrister was finally assigned, he was handed the report, the original ‘wanted’ parchment, and all the information available. When this barrister read everything, he concluded two things:
First, this was a high profile trial; win or lose, he would probably get a promotion or at least a salary bump.
Second, if the criminal was sent to prison but escaped, the prisoner would come for him and everybody involved.
He took on the case anyway. It was worth the risk, however small of a risk that was.
An hour later, Jonathan was tired of staring at Adam and Grant. He couldn’t see behind him because the Scan didn’t work with the life cuffs on, but he could hear people talking. Inside the iron maiden, he could turn his head around to the right by a mere 90 degrees and could see people sitting on the public benches.
Finally, he heard Grant speak.
“The barrister is here,” he announced. “As soon as he’s ready, let’s begin.”
The room got quiet, and Jonathan could hear the gate being opened. He turned to the right again and saw the barrister walk to the right desk with a stack of papers in his hand.
On the Sword Sect’s planet, papers were classified as a luxury item according to Sarah. Yet here they have it in bundles? Is it because of the Sider that Grant mentioned?
Looking at the barrister, Jonathan committed his appearance to memory. He was wearing a brown robe in the same style as Grant’s robes. Brown hair, straight nose, full lips, and a square jaw. He had an interesting face. Jonathan knew he could pick him out in a crowd.
“I’m sorry I’m late, Judge Grant.” The man did a slight bow with his right hand over his heart while he spoke. “I was getting up to speed with this case.”
“Of course.” Grant nodded. “Barrister Harry Barker, I haven’t seen you in my courtroom for a few years. It will be a pleasure working with you again. The man below me needs no introduction, I hope?”
Standing up straight, Harry looked at Adam.
“No introduction needed, Your Honour. It’s a pleasure to see you Deputy Commander Adam.” He did a small bow to Adam, too.
“Good.” Grant nodded once again. “Adam is here with the security department’s other members because of the report. I hope you have read it?”
“Yes,” Harry replied. “I did, Your Honour.”
“Brilliant!” Grant picked up a small hammer and knocked it against a round piece of wood in front of him. “When you’re ready, we may begin the trial.”
Everything here is like what I saw on a TV drama once. The only difference is these people have no wigs and the barristers are wearing brown robes. Lawyers might wear a different colour of robes, too. Was there a Sider who created a legal system for the Adventurers Guild as well? The Sider that Grant mentioned wouldn’t have been here long enough to set this all up.
Wait, he didn’t mention how long ago the Sider showed up! Maybe it is the same Sider? They could have given them the Lady of Justice statue’s design only recently. I still have the mentality of a mortal and keep thinking that they won’t live more than a hundred years. If a Sider created the legal system here, he or she could still be alive.
While Jonathan was lost in his thoughts, Harry was sorting out his files on the desk. When he was finally ready, he cleared his throat and picked up a single piece of paper.
“What is your name?”
“Jonathan.”
DING.
“So, Jonathan, is it true you killed eleven first class enforcers?”
“Yes.”
DING.
The crowd gasped and whispered.
Grant picked up his gavel and repeatedly hit the small wooden part while shouting for silence. It still took over two minutes for the crowd to quieten down. The noise of the crowd gave Jonathan an estimate of how many people were in the room. There were a lot.
“Okay.” Harry tried to sound as nonchalant as he could. “How old are you?”
“A hundred and ten.”
BUZZ.
The noise the iron maiden made was like the noise a security door made when somebody buzzed another person in from the other side.
“I, Jonathan, am only six months old.”
DING.
“Now, you don’t know what’s going on, do you?” Jonathan laughed.
DING.
Technically, I’ve only used this identity for around six months total. With my wording, I’m telling the truth.
Jonathan was right. Everybody in the courtroom was confused.
“Right... “ Harry carried on like nothing happened. “Let’s move on. Why did you kill the eleven first rank enforcers?”
“Oh, that’s easy,” Jonathan replied. “They didn’t ask me to come with them nicely enough. No ‘please’ or ‘thank you’—only orders like they were kings.”
DING.
As the crowd was whispering, Grant rose his gavel again but Jonathan spoke up.
“The sole survivor, Cale, already knows I speak the truth. I told him after the fight. You know, after he tortured me.”
DING.
Jonathan smiled.
Tortured is the key word there. Even though Cale didn’t touch me, he was already torturing me in a way. Adam walked in before the first punch, but it was still technically true.
Cale stood up and bowed to Grant, Adam, then Harry.
Harry then asked Cale to stand in as a witness. The Rank 9 followed as ordered, taking a seat on the left of the judge. He then explained what had happened, how the fight went, how he didn’t touch the prisoner afterwards which Adam could testify to. He also repeated what Jonathan said about accusing him in front of everyone in the auction hall.
Grant looked at the crowd after Cale had finished and noticed some people had their brows knitted, meaning they disagreed with the way the enforcers had gone about their jobs. Harry dismissed Cale.
“Jonathan,” he started. “Why do you think they were there to question you?”
“Why?” Jonathan frowned. “Are you stupid? They told me why they were there before demanding I go with them.”
DING.
“Ah, no, you misunderstood me.” His answer embarrassed Harry as he misspoke the question. “I meant, do you know how they got the evidence to suspect you?”
“I, Jonathan, have no idea.”
DING.
“Okay, well,” Harry said with a small twitch in his nose. “I can’t divulge how we got the evidence because it concerns the safety of the people. But my next question is, did you know the people from the Anti-Assassin Sect?”
“Yes,” Jonathan answered. “I did.”
DING.
“They were a bunch of criminals,” he continued on speaking. “Just hiding in plain sight. Preaching how all life was valuable, but in the shadows, they killed more people than the assassins themselves. That sect did more horrendous things than most of the criminals this whole courthouse has sent to prison combined.”
DING.
The crowd went into a frenzy as they could not believe what he had just spoken to be true. Grant broke his gravel trying to silence the crowd. He became angry and asked Adam to shut them up. Adam pushed Life Power in his throat and shouted.
“SILENCE!”
Everybody put their hands over their ears, trying to stop the pain.
After a few minutes, Harry finally continued.
“The iron maiden only tells us if you’re speaking the truth, but if you don’t know the truth yourself, then we cannot take it as a fact.”
“Easy,” Jonathan replied. “I’ve witnessed their sins.”
DING.
Wording again. I didn’t see them commit the crime, but I’ve seen their sin number through the Immortal Eye skill.
Taking this chance to drag the Anti-Assassin’s name through the mud is my final revenge. As word spreads, any remaining sect members will be hunted down like the criminals they are.




Chapter 49
Sentencing
“Nonsense!” Harry shouted out. “I knew some Anti-Assassin Sect members before they died, and I know they were upright people and not criminals!”
“Ha! Nonsense?” Jonathan could only laugh maliciously and shout back. “I was in love with the sect master’s newest disciple, Sarah Hughes, before she died. She died because her master tried forcing her to marry one of the elder’s sons, and she made a deal with her master to void the marriage. Because of this, I sought more information on them!”
DING.
“But why are you yelling at me?” Jonathan’s voice lowered as he played coy. “Isn’t there something in the rules about being biased? This Harry guy admitted he knew them before they died, and he even thought that they were decent people! Doesn’t that mean he has a personal vendetta against me, based only on these accusations? The iron maiden told you I’m speaking the truth yet he questions it!”
DING.
Wording again. Sarah Hughes technically died when she changed her name after I helped her run away. She was also only there because I was going to help her with the arranged marriage. I can also say I loved her before she died because I love Sarah now, including who she used to be or will become in the future.
The crowd was getting riled up. They began to agree with Jonathan. Before Grant could ask Adam to quieten the crowd again, Harry shouted back.
“I am biased!” He stood from his seat. “I knew the people and thought they were upright people, but it’s not like we were family and grew up together.”
“So you openly admit it like you’re proud?!” Jonathan resorted again to shouting. “How can we all know what you speak is the truth? How about you come and take my place inside this iron maiden and have a lie detector attached to you?”
“If that’s what it takes, then fine!”
He took a step towards Jonathan but before he could take a second step, Adam stepped in once more.
“SILENCE!” His voice boomed. “Take one more step and I will have to kill you, regardless of your position!”
“This barrister is an idiot!” Jonathan laughed. “Where did you get him from? Surely, he’s not trained or educated.”
“You’re calling me an idiot?” Harry’s face was beet red. “Killing the Adventurers Guild’s enforcers over how and where they spoke to you and the usage of demonic techniques to boot! YOU are the idiot here, Mr. Jonathan!”
“Demonic techniques?” Jonathan scoffed. “Can you say the Adventurers Guild has every technique in the universe? What they don’t know is ‘demonic’? I created the techniques I used that day! Are you implying that the Adventurers Guild is the ruler of the universe and what it doesn’t approve of is deemed demonic?”
DING.
“If I yelled that you’ve committed a crime so horrendous that you should get locked up for eternity, wouldn’t you become angry at me for spreading false rumours?” John’s scoff turned into somewhat of a snarl. “Even if you were later proved to be innocent, people talk. That’s how lives are ruined!”
DING.
Some people in the crowd were not staff members from the Adventurers Guild, and it was these people that stood up and shouted that Jonathan was right. Other staff members who were in the crowd doubted the Adventurers Guild’s rules, or at least it crossed their minds that they should update them.
Grant looked at Adam, who nodded and shouted once more.
“SILENCE!”
After a few moments of uttering, silence fell upon the crowd. Grant then addressed them.
“What he says is reasonable. No organisation can have all the information in the universe, and some techniques will baffle or look demonic to us without us knowing otherwise.”
He then looked at Jonathan, a haze of disgust sweeping across his face. “However, eating a soul is different! While we don’t know if there is an afterlife and we only know of a few Siders who were reincarnated, we don’t know what happens to the rest of us after dying. That means if that person had any chance of reincarnating, eating the soul would kill that chance. And taking that chance away from anybody is a demonic act itself.
“Our first class enforcer, Cale, has reported that he only saw you attempting to eat it, but the team leader managed to stop you, so the only thing we can do is assume you were going to eat it. However, because you didn’t deny it at the time and neither can your actions be explained in any other way besides attempting to eat the soul, I will carry on with sentencing in accordance to you being guilty of this crime.”
More hushed voice came from the crowd, but they quickly died down as Grant began his speech again.
“You said you created the technique yourself. I hope you didn’t teach it to anyone before this and I hope you won’t in the future. For now, because you can kill first class enforcers, I am sentencing you to one hundred years in the maximum security prison for the act of eating souls.”
Jonathan’s eyes widened.
“While we don’t have enough proof to charge you with the destruction of a planet, I am also placing you under the special class of criminals. A Rank 9 will constantly monitor you in the room while you stay inside the iron maiden. You should feel honoured as there is only one other person who is in this special class. He, too, destroyed a planet.”
There’s… another one?
“When we have enough evidence, we will bring you back to court to continue with the trial and remove any doubt that you committed the crime. Once we’ve done this, you will be charged with the destruction of the Anti-Assassin Sect and the death of millions of innocent people by destroying the planet. If there isn’t enough evidence within one hundred years, then you are free to go. This court is adjourned.”
“Wait!” Jonathan’s tongue felt numb as he tried to speak out.
Grant ignored him, stood up, and walked towards the exit of the room. He thought Jonathan would complain about the sentence.
“I said wait!” Jonathan called out. “The barrister never asked me if I did it! He only asked if I knew them!”
Grant, Adam, Cale, the barrister, and the crowd all paused their actions to look at Jonathan.
The barrister cleared his throat once more and addressed Jonathan one last time.
“Did you destroy the Anti-Assassin’s planet?”
Jonathan nodded his head.
“Yes.”
DING.
“But everything I said about the Anti-Assassin Sect’s members is true.” He then continued, narrowly avoiding the uproar that was about to ensue. “I’m a criminal for destroying the planet and I have accepted the fact that I’ve got to take responsibility for my actions, but they’re criminals worse than I am. The members of their sect need to be hunted like the animals they are. If they’re left alone to roam the universe, more people than the amount I killed will suffer at their hands, if they haven’t already.”
DING.
“And there you have it.” Jonathan looked at the ceiling and smiled. “I feel relieved after confessing. It’s like a weight has been lifted off my shoulders. It’s surprising.”
DING.
As soon as he finished speaking, all hell broke loose. Some of the crowd cried out for the Anti-Assassin Sect members to be hunted down. Some people even shouted for the release of Jonathan. Since it wasn’t his courtroom, Adam didn’t silence them without Grant’s permission. Grant was too stunned to utter even a word.
Cale’s face went pale. A thought had suddenly entered his mind. If he’s able to blow up a planet, could he have destroyed the Adventurers Guild’s public planet to escape the fight?
Recovering his composure, Grant walked back to his judge’s seat and asked Adam to silence the room again.
Looking at Jonathan, Grant spoke slowly but calmly.
“I have to admit, I didn’t expect you to confess to the crime.” He took a deep breath and the crowd hushed down again. “In respect to that, I will have the lawyers look into the crimes of the Anti-Assassin members with a fine-toothed comb. If it turns out that what you’ve said is true, I will personally order the hunt for every member!”
Jonathan’s eyes gleamed.
“As for your sentence,” Grant continued, “you will still go to the maximum security prison and you’re still to be labelled as a special class. However, the time of the sentence will increase from one hundred years to your death. As a Rank 9, this is usually eternity.”
Grant picked up the hammer end of the broken gavel and slammed it down.
I’m not a Rank 9, though.
As Grant walked down the steps and headed for the exit again, Adam got his security team to clear the people out of the room. Jonathan looked up at Adam and raised an eyebrow.
“How long will it take to get to the prison? Where is it anyway?”
“In respect to you confessing and maybe uprooting a sect full of criminals, I’ll answer your questions.” Adam looked down at Jonathan. “It will take around nineteen days to reach the prison from here. We can’t use the public transport system, so we have to use our private system.
“As for the second question, it is on a private planet that the Adventurers Guild owns, and they allow only a few people to know its location for security reasons. I’m not one of them as I only deal with the security of the headquarters here.”
Adam then tasked one of his members to push Jonathan while the rest did crowd control and escorted him towards the private teleport system.
On the way towards the teleport system, Jonathan’s head was reeling.
I didn’t know the Adventurers Guild has a private teleport system like the Nobody Sect. Adam gave away that piece of information without realising he’s speaking to an enemy.
Like Adam said, it took nineteen days to reach the maximum security prison’s location.
A prison guard pushed Jonathan through the prison doors as he explained how the prison had ten floors. One floor for each rank, and the basement’s tenth floor only had one prisoner until Jonathan’s arrival. He was the second person to have a permanent residence on the B10 floor.
Jonathan smiled.
“Lucky me.”




Chapter 50
Prison
As soon as he passed through the doors, the system went off. Opening the system, he found Maximum Workers had levelled up, so he placed all Idlers into Maximum Idlers with a time of 1mo 25d showing.
The guard pushed him towards a giant, black coloured, metal round door with a round handle in the middle. Another guard walked up a ramp towards the round handle, turned it to the left and then the right in a precise order, then hit a button in the middle of the handle. The guard then ran down the ramp while other guards moved out of the way. That was when Jonathan saw the door opening.
It was like a bank vault, only much bigger. It was at least 40 feet in diameter and as it swung open, he could see it was at least 10 feet thick. Across the vault door were ten giant metal poles, and when the door was locked, the poles would stab into the walls on both sides.
All the guards escorted Jonathan inside the vault. To Jonathan’s surprise, it was an elevator.
“Does this take us to the tenth basement floor?”
“No,” the guard who pushed him answered. “This only goes to the B9 floor. To get to the B10 floor, you need to pass through a door like the one we passed, but they made that door from a special metal. You then walk down a ramp rather than another elevator. Along the ramp, we have even more guards to make sure you’re not getting out.”
The elevator moved as they descended further into the earth.
After a few minutes of silence, the man pushing Jonathan spoke again.
“They assigned a guard to watch over you. His name is Miles Homolka.” The escort had a peculiar look of interest on his face. “He’s a Rank 9 Level 9 guard who’s worked for the Adventurers Guild even when he was a mortal. My name is Orvo Anttila, a Rank 8 guard who’s worked for the Adventurers Guild for less than a hundred years.”
“Oh?” Jonathan smiled charmingly. “Nice to meet you, Orvo. My name is Jonathan.”
DING.
“Uh…” Jonathan frowned at the iron maiden. “Is there a way to turn the noise off? I’m not in court and I already confessed to my crimes so…”
“Sorry, there isn’t,” Orvo said with a shrug. “Even if there was a way, I wouldn’t be able to do it without breaking any rules.”
The rest of the elevator ride switched between either silence or casual chit-chat.
When the elevator stopped, the doors opened and Jonathan could finally see the prison. There were big metal doors with metal bars all around it that reached the walls. The walls were a light blue colour with monster core powered lamps and other light sources trailing along.
Orvo pushed Jonathan up to the metal door and hit a button to the side. A guard came out from around the corner and opened the door.
“This a checkpoint?” Jonathan asked.
“Yes,” Orvo replied. “Anybody coming or going from here needs to be checked for any weapons, storage bags, runes on their body, or anything else that could help a prisoner escape. Guards are no exception either.”
“Damn.” Jonathan laughed. “At least the Adventurers Guild takes prisoners seriously.”
It took over thirty minutes for the guards to go through the checkpoint. No guard would touch Jonathan in his iron maiden. Orvo was standing next to Jonathan and explained.
“This prison has millions of runes installed all over the place,” he said. “One of the main functions of the prison is to stop Life Power and runes from being activated. However, it can only do so much. A Rank 9 can overpower the prison runes alone. That’s why the prison, iron maiden, and life cuffs boost each other’s powers on the prisoners.”
But the prison, iron maiden, and life cuffs put together can’t overpower my nano helmet. It’s no wonder the transcendents use it for their armour.
Orvo pushed Jonathan again. They went through the entirety of the ninth floor, which was all made from the same light blue coloured material. There was more than one checkpoint along the way, too, and each time they had to be searched.
It took over three hours before they came to a door similar to the bank vault door on the surface—only this door was much thicker. As it opened, Jonathan could see it was at least 70 feet thick. The door’s surface was a dark copper colour, but the middle of the door was purple.
“So, what metal is this made from?” Jonathan stared wonder-eyed at the door. “It’s much thicker than the first door, but I can’t tell the difference other than the colour.”
“They call the material Osmium,” Orvo replied. “It is one of the densest and strongest metals we know of. Even a Rank 9 punching it with everything he has won’t put a dent on it. But that’s only if the door is over 30 feet thick. The Rank 9 could put a small dent on it if it’s between 8 feet and 30 feet thick.”
Before Jonathan replied, he saw a man walking towards him from the ramp behind the giant door. The man looked to be in his late fifties with thinning black hair. He was clean-shaven, tall, and brawny. Jonathan could see a few scars on his face. This person had been through his share of life and death matches.
Jonathan looked at him with his Immortal Eye.
Miles Homolka
Rank:9
Level: 9
Sin: 29
Miles walked up and stood in front of Jonathan, but looked at Orvo and spoke.
“Thank you for your service. I’ll take it from here.”
Orvo nodded.
Jonathan knew he was leaving so he called out to him. “Thanks for talking with me!”
He didn’t get a reply, though.
Miles walked around Jonathan and pushed him down the ramp. Jonathan saw Rank 9 guards standing with their backs to the wall. There was a guard posted every 200 feet, which Jonathan calculated with precision. The ramp was made of the same light blue coloured material as the walls, but there wasn’t as much lighting leading down.
“So, I’ve heard I’m the second person to gain residence on this floor.” John broke the silence. “Since you’ll be guarding me for eternity, let’s start off on the right foot, shall we?”
A few seconds passed but Miles didn’t reply. He was about to say something else when Miles finally opened his mouth.
“I don’t talk to criminals.”
Jonathan smiled. “You just did.”
“No,” Miles said. “That was to tell you I don’t talk to criminals.”
“Oh?” Jonathan replied. “Then what was that second sentence?”
“To explain to you that I don’t talk to criminals.”
Jonathan thought it was funny so he kept going, but he didn’t hear any more replies.
At the bottom of the ramp, Miles pushed him to the right and through another metal door checkpoint, but the door was over 30 feet thick, too, making Jonathan believe it was made of the same metal as the giant vault door.
Miles pushed him into a room which was about 900 square feet. As he was pushed through the door, Jonathan took note of many things. The most important detail was that there were two guards stationed outside the door and the door was too thick for any noise from inside to be heard. The second most important detail was a couple of small monster cores inside the room, one in each corner.
When his chair was pushed to the middle of the floor, Miles spun him around. Jonathan spotted another set of monster cores in the other two corners of the room.
They must be like surveillance cameras inside the prison cells.
Looking at the walls and floor, they were the same light blue colour as the floors above him.
Miles walked around the iron maiden wheelchair and walked towards the door. He stood in front of the door and turned around to face Jonathan.
“So, for eternity, this is where I’m staying? And, for eternity, I’ve got to see your ugly mug staring at me?”
Miles didn’t reply to him; he only stared unblinkingly.
After a day of silence and complete boredom, Jonathan had had enough.
“Hey!” Jonathan cheerfully started the conversation off. “Do you know about stories people make? The ones you heard growing up? There are loads of them that teach different lessons to children and even adults. But I’ve got a question for you.”
He paused for a few seconds. Miles continued to stare, but Jonathan could sense his longing for an answer.
Jonathan then spoke again.
“What do you think makes a great villain in a story?”




Chapter 51
Explanation
Miles looked at Jonathan a bit differently. He was interested in listening to Jonathan, but that didn’t mean he was going to answer back.
However, this question did stump him somewhat. What did make a great villain in a story? He’d seen villains inside this prison for years, but that was real life and not a made-up tale. You wouldn’t want to tell children about their deeds, and adults could only learn by example.
Did being a great villain mean getting away with their crimes? Was it a reference to their actions before getting caught? Or something else?
After more than ten minutes of thinking, Miles looked at Jonathan and spoke for the first time since closing the doors.
“What’s the answer?”
“I knew you’d bite.” Jonathan’s smile seemed innocent enough. “There’s more than one answer and different people think one answer is more important than another. Some people in a country I know called America think they need a British accent to be a villain. Others think the villain’s gadgets or clothing styles make them a great villain.”
Miles was slowly losing interest, so Jonathan picked up the pace.
“But if a villain has the right aesthetics but not the right substance, the audience won’t be pulled in, right?” It was a rhetorical question, as he knew Miles wouldn’t answer. “I believe they need an extraordinary plot with a twist to make a great villain. Even if they have all the gadgets in the world but they waste all their time away sitting inside an office doing paperwork, the story won’t be interesting.”
BANG!
The four monster cores in the four corners of the ceiling exploded at the same time. Miles swung into action, mostly by reflex. He drew his weapon, ready to charge at any intruders. However, he soon froze.
The iron maiden before him was melting from the neck down the middle. As it melted, he could see more of Jonathan’s body underneath. Jonathan was smiling enough to show the whites of his teeth.
That smile sent shivers all over his body.
Jonathan got out of the iron maiden and stood up.
There were no life cuffs on his wrists.
“Before you say anything,” Jonathan began, taking his time as he stretched his limbs, “the cuffs were put on me and I really couldn’t use Life Power at all. Unfortunately for you, the guards, and the prisoners here, I don’t use Life Power as my main source of strength.”
A single thread touched Miles. He used his Memory Manipulation skill on him.
As the technique completed, Jonathan made his mask change back to an earring. For the first time in so long, he revealed his original appearance.
“Close your eyes and mouth.” John used his Memory Manipulation’s Voice skill. “Don’t move. Don’t make a noise. Don’t alert anybody in any way or use Life Power at all.”
Miles stood there, paralysed and terrified as he witnessed Jonathan’s transformation into John. The guard’s body forced him to close his eyes, following the command.
“I remember a talk with my wife about how in stories, the villains brag about how they did things,” John continued casually as if nothing of significance had occurred. “I didn’t understand it back then. But right now, I understand it as I have a huge desire to explain to you how it all worked out for me.”
Miles stood in the dark, horrified. John chuckled.
“Otherwise, how will people listening to the story know what happened?”
John took out some nano metal from his Storage Space and made a helmet. He had five spare shapeshift runes he had purchased back in the Sword Sect, and this was the time to use them. He placed one shapeshift rune inside the new helmet, tinkering with it for a moment.
He made his threads lift Miles up and settle him in the iron maiden wheelchair. With ease, Jonathan placed his right hand onto the cool iron maiden and used his metal element to return it to its undamaged appearance.
Once Miles was strapped into the chair, John placed the new nano helmet onto Miles’ head. He placed his index finger onto the forehead and pushed Toxin Power inside. The helmet changed shape and when it finished, Miles looked exactly like Jonathan.
And now, it was his turn. Grinning like a mad man, he made his nano helmet change his appearance into Miles. The new Miles smiled—something that the real Miles never did.
“Where to begin this story?”
The reason the Adventurers Guild even found out that John had destroyed the Anti-Assassin Sect’s planet was simple. He’d written a letter telling them he did it.
He signed it with the name Jonathan, detailed it with his appearance, and topped it off by telling them he would be at the next annual auction. Since he couldn’t walk in and hand the letter as himself, though, he had to get somebody to do that for him. That was where Patrick’s spy came in handy. He was right, too; the spy was promoted right after delivering the letter.
But one of the hardest parts of John’s plan was acting. He had to act like killing only eleven of those enforcers was his limit. He even had to stop a part of his cultivation technique called ‘merging’ so he could spit out blood. Twice. It took that much effort to make the coward he was fighting use the Life Cuffs on him.
Then he had to act like he’d been knocked out for a long time, which was boring as hell. He didn’t sleep to pass the time because his wife said he snored; if he snored, then the plan would fail.
“Life cuffs, I admit, stopped some of my techniques from working.” John-disguised-as-Miles snickered. “So just in case I got in trouble in court, I destroyed the cuffs before I entered the courthouse. How, you ask? Simple.”
He explained how he’d used his metal element with his Toxin Power to destroy the cuffs. He did it in the most discreet way he could; he didn’t want to melt the cuffs because it would leave a nasty smell and alert the guards. With his metal element, he was able to warp the metal away from his skin with no trace. Even with the cuffs gone, though, he still had to act like the cuffs were on. He avoided using any techniques that could potentially give him away.
During the trial, he wanted the people to side with him, but he still wanted to be sentenced to prison. His goal was for the Adventurers Guild to hunt down any of the Anti-Assassin Sect members left alive. When the judge said that he was a special class and would be under the guard of a Rank 9 person, he altered the plan last second and confessed.
The original plan was to abduct a prisoner and make him take his place. This way, nobody would know if he escaped the prison since Jonathan was still there and locked up. However, when he heard that there would be a scapegoat in the same room, he confessed since he didn’t want them releasing the prisoner in a mere hundred years.
There were a few scares in the plan. He didn’t know the Adventurers Guild had something like a mask detector, but luckily his nano metal mask could not be detected. He managed to slip through, which saved the lives of millions of people on the headquarters’ planet because he didn’t have to escape by fighting.
“You might be thinking, ‘Why did you go through all this trouble to break into a prison?’ Right?” ‘Miles’ was all too excited to continue his speech. “Well, that’s simple, too! I’m here to kill all the prisoners!”
John-as-Miles laughed darkly, voice echoing around the room.
“What better way to earn sin points than to kill all the criminals of the universe being kept in a single prison!” He couldn’t stop laughing. “The only problem was that no matter where I looked, I could not find any information about the location of this prison. But with the Adventurers Guild transporting me, I didn’t have to ask for directions anymore.”
Miles-disguised-as-Jonathan was as pale as a sheet.
“Killing prisoners is like a feast for me. This is an all-I-can-eat buffet and I’m starving!”
The new Miles who stood before Jonathan had a horrifying expression of demonic greed on his face.
“I’m also interested in the other special prisoner on this floor.” He chortled. “If he destroyed a planet as I did, and if I could kill him, then I might get the same benefits I got when I blew up the Anti-Assassin Sect’s planet. That in itself would make this plan worthwhile.”
The new Miles made the nano mask change his voice to how the original Miles sounded. He waited patiently for any guard to come down to check on what happened. Destroying four monster cores with his threads before would definitely draw their attention. Only three minutes had passed before somebody knocked on the door.
“All clear!” Miles shouted out at them.
The door opened and Miles could see over twenty people were outside with weapons drawn.
“I don’t know what happened but all four of them were destroyed at the same time.” Miles pointed at the corner of the ceiling. “I made sure the prisoner was still locked up and waited for backup to see what happened.”
He let the guards come into the room to inspect everything; they even lifted Jonathan’s face up to make sure it was the same person. Once everything checked out, they all left to report the incident.
Miles smiled as he walked away from Jonathan.
“Time to eat.”




Chapter 52
*Spoiler*
‘Miles’ cultivated again with four parts of his mind. He then walked up to the door and knocked on it. With his Scan, he found the two people returned to standing on the other side with their backs against the wall. They seemed to be positioned strategically as if the person who emerged would be their next target.
After Miles knocked the door, the person on his left turned his head clockwise and looked at the door. With a drawn-out swipe, he opened a latch and drew open the small window inside the door.
“What?” His voice was cold.
“I’m telling you in advance that I’m opening the door,” Miles said calmly. “I’m not the prisoner. Do not attack.”
As he was speaking, he created two threads and sent them crawling through the opening. Miles used the Memory Manipulation skill, prepping the guards for manipulation. After opening the door, Miles checked them both out with Immortal Eye.
???
Rank: 9
Level: 9
Sin: 28
Status: Memory Manipulated
???
Rank: 9
Level: 9
Sin: 13
Status: Memory Manipulated
“Which way to the special prisoner who was here before Jonathan?” Using the Memory Manipulation’s Voice skill, Miles whispered his question to the guards.
Both men pointed in one direction.
It was the opposite side of the ramp. When he was pushed down the ramp as Jonathan, he recalled being turned to the right. They were pointing to the left of the ramp where Miles was now headed.
He walked through the metal checkpoint and allowed himself to be searched by the guards. Once done, he passed the ramp on his left and walked down the new corridor. He soon arrived at another metal checkpoint.
Anybody he came close to, he used his Memory Manipulation skill on. He had to make sure no one got in his way.
After passing through the final checkpoint, he came to a replica of the cell he’d come from. There was a single door with two guards outside, and from his Scan, he could see there was another guard inside the room, too.
His threads touched the two guards standing to the sides of the door, so they were no longer a problem. Then, he ordered them to open the window to the cell to allow him space to use his threads.
Within moments, he had complete control over those around him in the cell. With ease, he used his threads to destroy the monster cores in the room. Once it was clear, he simply walked into the containment chamber and approached the prisoner, who was also under his control. The door closed with a ‘thud’ behind him.
Using the Memory Manipulation’s Voice skill, he addressed the Rank 9 guard who stood in the room.
“What’s your name?”
“Johann Berkel.”
Miles turned on the Absorb option inside the system and wrapped a rope around Johann. After only a few seconds, Johann had completely withered away, leaving only a pile of clothes and skin. Miles made his nano helmet change shape to look like Johann, placed the skin and clothes inside his Storage Space, and waited for more guards to come.
This time, as guards came pouring into the chamber to investigate, Johann used his threads on every guard he could see through the Scan. He didn’t need to be so careful anymore.
Ten minutes later, the last of the guards departed. Only he and the prisoner in the iron maiden were left inside the room. The room was a replica of the room they placed him inside.
Johann turned on his Immortal Eye and looked at the prisoner.
???
Rank: 9
Level: 9
Sin: 43.2B
Status: Memory Manipulated
Johann’s eyes almost bulged out his eye sockets.
Damn, I had a little more than 30 billion sin points when I blew up a planet, yet this guy got over 11 billion more. Killing this one man makes this entire plan worth it! The rest of the sins I get from killing the prisoners is only a bonus now.
With his Scan, he could see the Life Cuffs on the prisoner’s wrists in the iron maiden.
If he could destroy a planet, he’s got to be powerful. He might even use a different power source than Life Power like I do. But if he uses a different source, why is he still locked up? He could be staying in the prison for a reason, but that isn’t likely. There’s a better chance that he relies solely on Life Power.
He turned off the Absorb option in the system and used his threads to lift the man’s hanging face up. The man’s hair was too long and got in the way, so he made his threads remove the hair from his face.
After moving the hair, Johann could see the man’s details.
He had a large, creased forehead with a long, fleshy nose. His sunken eyes were open but glossed over, as if he was in another place altogether. He had a triangular face and a pointed chin which was almost completely covered by his wiry beard. The hair on his head was a dull white, going from the top of his head and past the iron maiden, spilling onto the floor with no grace whatsoever.
The man seemed to wake from his spell, blinking a few times up at his guard. In the dim light, Johann thought he could see a pair of light brown eyes, but the shadow cast by the prisoner’s sunken brow was too heavy to be certain.
“What’s your name?”
The man laughed and spoke slowly in a hoarse voice.
“What’s wrong with you, Johann?” He grimaced. “It’s been centuries since we last spoke, but I, at least, remember your name.”
Smiling, Johann’s face changed as the mask became earrings.
“I’m not Johann,” John announced. “My name is John and I’m a prisoner who was sentenced to life in this special prison. My room is a replica of yours.”
He waited a moment for the shock to set in, but the prisoner only held his blank stare.
“If you don’t mind, tell me why and how you blew up a planet.” John tilted the man’s jaw higher to get a better look at his face. “I’ll listen to you. I’m here to offer you your last rights. That means if you have any wish you want to be fulfilled, tell me now before I kill you. I will try to fulfil it.”
The man’s face suddenly cracked into a twisted grin, followed by a dry choking sound. It took John a moment to realise it was laughter. He let the prisoner have his fit. After another minute, the man quieted down and addressed John’s question.
“My name is Iwan Veurink,” he said. “I have lost count of how long I’ve been here for. I only know that it’s been so many centuries. As for my story, I don’t feel like telling it. My last rights? How about you release me since that is my only wish.”
Now it was John’s turn to laugh.
“Sorry,” John replied. “That’s one wish I cannot fulfil. You will die today. Nothing can stop that.”
“As expected.” Iwan closed his eyes. “I have no other wish. Get it over with.”
John nodded. He opened the system and turned on the Absorb option. He then created a rope out of all one million threads.
The rope wrapped around the man’s neck and went upwards, over his mouth, nose, and forehead. With his Scan, John could see the man withering. His nails, teeth, and eyes turned to ash and poured inside of the iron maiden.
John checked his system.
Toxin Pool: 189.5B
Sin: 43.2B
He smiled from ear to ear as he saw the sin number. John walked to the iron maiden in the middle of the room and unlocked it. After it opened, John placed Iwan’s remains and clothes into his Storage Space. He then used his Memory Manipulation’s Voice skill and summoned one of the two guards outside the door.
With his Scan, he watched one of the men walk towards him. John took out more nano metal from his Storage Space and created another nano helmet. He placed it on the man as he entered and locked him up inside the iron maiden. Touching the nano helmet with his index finger, he pushed Toxin Power into it to make the man look like Iwan. He got every detail right, including the length of the hair.
John made the other man come inside next. He made another nano helmet and disguised that man as Johann.
Now, the special prisoner and his personal guard aren’t missing, only the two guards outside. I’m guessing the two guards’ disappearance will not cause as much of a fuss compared to Iwan and Johann. It’s costing me a bit of nano metal, though.
John then changed his mask to look like one of the guards that came in from outside, then he walked out the door and towards the checkpoint again. Once again, every new guard he encountered along his way was put under the influence of his Memory Manipulation technique.
Before leaving, he stopped by his old cell. The final touch was to disguise another random guard to stand in for Miles, which he did with ease. Then, it was time to leave.
He returned to the middle of the corridor, turned left, and walked up the ramp. There were two guards very 200 feet—new victims of his Memory Manipulation technique. His Scan skill could not go through the big vault door, so he assumed it was airtight.
He used his teleport skill to get on the other side, and as soon as he did, his Scan picked up miles of the prison floor. All around him were prisoners shackled with life cuffs as far as he could see.
They were sitting, eating, talking, walking, and going about their lives. All of them had life cuffs with a long chain on their wrists.
Title: Escape




Chapter 53
A Solution?
John checked all the Rank 9 prisoners in shackles. They each had a few million sins, which was just ripe for the picking. Licking his lips, he created threads and used his Memory Manipulation technique on everybody he came across.
It took over a day to walk the entire floor and make sure he didn’t miss anybody, including the guards. He also destroyed any monster cores hanging on the walls and hiding places. Once he was sure he’d thoroughly placed everybody under his control, he walked to the middle of the floor and used his Memory Manipulation’s Voice skill.
“Everybody come here!” His voice boomed, amplified by his Toxin Power.
It only took twenty minutes for hundreds of people to gather around him. On this floor alone, there were 192 prisoners and 85 guards, each a Rank 9. Once all the Rank 9’s had assembled, it was time to begin.
He ordered the guards to go to one side of the room and face the wall. Then he made a hundred ropes and wrapped around one hundred people at a time. It took over twenty seconds for the one hundred people to die, and each of them left only their clothes and skin. He repeated the same action with the other ninety-two people.
After he’d killed every Rank 9 prisoner, he checked his sin count.
Sin: 44B
So 192 Rank 9 criminals sent to the Adventurers Guild’s prison only amounted to around 780 to 800 million sins. If it wasn’t for Iwan, then this trip might not have had the results I hoped for.
There must be different prisons on this planet rather than building a giant one for everybody. This prison must be for those classed as the most dangerous for each rank and those that pose less threat are elsewhere.
It makes sense as they don’t want millions of Rank 9’s together in one place, where it only takes one person to release the prisoners to end everything as the guards would get slaughtered.
Looking at the guards, he shouted another order.
“Forget what you saw today,” he said. “If you try to remember what happened, you will get such immense pain in your head that you’ll generate the fear of dying. Now get back to work.”
He walked into the elevator and went to the eighth floor.
The eighth floor was the same size as the ninth floor, but there were only Rank 8 prisoners locked up here. Their sin point total wasn’t as high as the Rank 9 total, though. He repeated his actions by using the Memory Manipulation skill and destroying any monster cores he found.
It took another day before he gathered everybody in the middle of the room, and after killing all 328 prisoners, he made sure all 200 guards wouldn’t report what they saw.
Going to the seventh floor, then the sixth, he repeated this pattern all the way to the top floor. After he killed the last prisoner in the whole prison, he took out his leather teleport scroll and placed it on the floor. It was time to leave.
He used his fire element to toss a small ball of fire in the air above him as he stepped on the teleport scroll. After he disappeared, the ball of fire landed on the parchment and burnt it to ashes.
John had no way of knowing for sure if it had worked, so when he appeared inside his room in the cultivation cave, he burned that scroll, too.
He opened the system to check how many sins he’d gathered.
Sin: 50.8B
John laughed at the number.
That should be enough for a while at least. So, on average, I gained about 800-900 million sins per floor. While the lower-ranked prisoners had fewer sins, there were more of them. But all of them put together couldn’t match Iwan. I want to meet more people who have blown up planets! It’s easier than blowing up planets myself.
He went into the fourth tab and looked at the bottom for the transfer option.
50,864,981,600 - Sin 1:100, Time - 17y 6m 7d 3h 36m 56s
Clicking the transfer button, he checked the system again.
Welcome to the Idle System 5.9.
Name: John
Title: Demon
Age: 41
Idlers: 0/616
Skill Points: 5
Life Pool: 1
Toxin Pool: 192.2B
Sin: 51
Time Pool: 17y 6m 7d 3h 36m 56s
Misc List:
Maximum Idlers - Idlers 616/617, +1 Max Idlers - 617/2159, Time - 1mo 14d
Maximum Workers - Idlers 0/617, +1 Idler Workers - 518/2061
He decided not to use the Time Pool for the Maximum Idlers or Maximum Workers skill. He needed to get to Rank 6 and then use it on the new immortality or misc skills.
Walking out of his room, he first paid a visit to Sarah who was still in her coma. He leaned over and kissed her sleeping face, taking a seat alongside her. He told her about his latest adventure.
It’s been almost 4 years since Sarah entered into a coma. If she doesn’t wake up within the next 3 to 5 months, then it isn’t the brain signals keeping her asleep. If this doesn’t work, I have no clue what I can do.
To stop himself from being overcome with helplessness, he went to his farm to do some planting. With a heavy heart, he sewed this year’s batch.
When he was all done, he had a few seeds left over. With an idea in mind, John walked towards the entrance of the cave and flew up a few feet. It was there that he created another drill below him and dug down about a hundred miles. When he was deep enough, he dug out a small cave and created another experimental garden. Three of the leftover seeds found their home there—one of each herb. If they survived and gained more Life Power, he would move the rest of his farm down there.
He dug down for thousands of miles which took a few days to do. He kept hollowing out little caves and planting deeper and deeper into the planet. He eventually ran out of seeds only a few hundred miles away from the outer core where the metal liquid was.
John reckoned if he dug a hole to the metal liquid without closing the gap, the metal liquid could travel up the hole and maybe reach the surface. He wasn’t looking to destroy any other planets currently, so he avoided digging there altogether.
He did, however, teleport the few hundred miles to the metal liquid. All of the skin and clothing of the people he’d killed were deposited and destroyed. The skins belonging to his Rank 8 or 9 victims took much longer to disappear, something he noted with an unexpected knot in his stomach.
Almost a month later, John was playing pool when he heard his system ringing.
Welcome to the Idle System 6.9.
Name: John
Title: Demon
Age: 41
Idlers: 0/616
Skill Points: 5
Life Pool: 2
Toxin Pool: 200B
Sin: 51
Time Pool: 17y 6m 7d 3h 36m 56s
Immortality List:
Strengthening Branches - Idlers 0/617, Indestructible - 0/9
Misc List:
Maximum Idlers - Idlers 616/617, +1 Max Idlers - 617/2159, Time - 16d 18h 24m 42s
Maximum Workers - Idlers 0/617, +1 Idler Workers - 518/2061
*SPECIAL* Sleep Mode - Idlers 0/617, Cultivation 0/1
Share Slots - Idlers 0/617, Unlimited 0/1
Blood - Idlers 0/617, Attachment 0/1
Element - Idlers 0/617, Wind 0/1
Electric Signal - Idlers 0/617, Reboot 0/1
John noticed the *SPECIAL* skill right away but decided to come back to it. When his eyes came across the Electric Signal skill, his heart skipped more than one beat. He opened it up as quick as possible; the five seconds required to open the information panel felt like years.
Electric Signal:
Reboot: Any damage to the electric signals in the brain will reboot back to normal function after 60 seconds.
John stood there, shocked. The next thing he knew, he was jumping about screaming, cheering, and thanking the system.
After a minute, he had calmed down and used his Time Pool on the Maximum Idlers to finished the skill, but as he was about to place all 617 Idlers into Electric Signal, he had a thought.
The skill levels are from Rank 5 and before the reset, meaning if I place those Idlers back into Maximum Idlers, it should level a lot since it should have reset. If I place them into Electric Signal now, I could use more years in the Time Pool to complete the skill. Did the system try to trick me in wasting my Time Pool?
Calming down, he turned the Continue option on and placed the Idlers back into Maximum Workers. Like he’d predicted, the skill had reset. The system had tried to get him to waste his Time Pool.
After 460 levels, the time increased from one second to two seconds, then doubled for each level. John did the same tactic as before and turned the Continue option off when the time needed went over ten minutes. He did the same thing for Maximum Idlers. After 460 levels, that, too, increased in the amount of time needed. It was double the amount he got from Rank 5, and quadruple the amount from Rank 4.
He finally used the Time Pool to get the skill levels in both Maximum Worker and Maximum Idlers to a point it would take over a month to complete. 482 levels for both skills total.
Maximum Idlers - Idlers 0/1099, +1 Max Idlers - 1099/2159
Maximum Workers - Idlers 0/1099, +1 Idler Workers - 1000/2061
John placed all 1099 Idlers into the Electric Signal skill and the time came up as 6mo.
6 months! That would have been 10,990 years!
After coming out of his shock, he walked into Sarah’s cultivation room and sat down. Eyes planted on his sleeping wife, he used his Time Pool to complete the skill.
He placed all Idlers into Share Slots’ Unlimited skill and completed it with Time Pool again. Opening the fifth tab, under Sarah’s name was 25/∞. Finally, he shared the Electric Signals skill, confirmed it, and closed the system.
In his head, he counted down the time.
5… 4… 3… 2… 1!




Chapter 54
Almost Four Years
John stared deeply at Sarah’s eyelids.
When the countdown ended, they began to twitch again.
Is this a sign that she’s waking up?
John moved his hand to hold hers. He stroked her hand with his thumb, unable to peel his eyes away from her face.
Sarah’s eyes stopped twitching.
“Nnn…”
She slowly opened them.
John swallowed his enthusiasm. He wanted to jump for joy, to burst into tears, to hold her close. But he remembered what Luke said about deficits. What if she couldn’t remember him? What if she couldn’t remember her own name? Unable to speak? Fear choked him; he dug deep to speak.
“Sarah?” His voice was a hoarse whisper.
Sarah had a confused look on her face as she stared up from her bed. Hearing John’s familiar voice, she turned to him. A warm smile crossed her face.
“Morning,” she said sweetly. She was in a bit of a daze, but it just made it seem like she’d just woken up from a brief nap.
Unable to speak, John leaned forward and gave her a kiss. He placed his head next to hers and held her close. Sarah lifted her arms for the first time in years, wrapping them around him. They stayed like this for over five minutes as John refused to let go.
“What happened?” Sarah’s voice was muffled, her face still pressed to John’s shoulder.
“Well…” John pulled away slightly, still holding her. “What’s the last thing you remember?”
“The last thing I remember…” She had to think hard for a few seconds. “I went in for the kill on Chris, but then everything went dark. Next thing I know, I’m here with you.”
“You got struck by lightning,” John replied.
“He could use lightning?” Sarah pulled away even more, now at arm’s length away from her husband. “I didn’t know. And what happened to your right eye? The colour is all…”
“Ah.” He smiled. “After you got hit by lighting, I went on what I would call a mini-rampage. When it was all over, this marking and the black eye formed.”
John let go of Sarah completely and sat back down on the chair next to her bed. Sarah noticed he had tears in his eyes so she lifted her left hand, tracing it along John’s cheek until she wiped away a tear. However, as soon as she did that, the black eye and yellow pupil began to fade. She drew her hand back, confusing John. She quickly told him what was happening.
Taking out a small mirror, John could see his eye had now turned back to normal. The black seven-sided star pattern remained, but the eyeball itself bore no strange colours.
“Do you remember what I told you years ago inside this cave about Dao Companions?” John cracked a smile as he examined the eye. “I also said you would be the anchor to keep me sane and that if something ever happened to you, I would go around destroying this universe. You remember that?”
Sarah nodded, a strange smile on her face.
“Well, when you got hit by lightning and you went into a coma, my mini-rampage resulted to that.” He grinned, showing his teeth. “You coming back has made me sane again!”
“Wait, a coma?” Sarah knitted her brows. “How long was I out for? And how did I survive without an IV drip or a ventilator attached?”
Sarah tried sitting up more, but her muscles were stiff from lack of use. John helped her sit up on the bed and explained everything that had happened.
After John had finished explaining, his wife had mixed emotions. To go so far for her sake made her feel loved, but to kill so many people for her sake made her feel a little guilty.
“That Chris Han is now my fighter puppet since that was a good punishment for him.” John then pointed behind him using his thumb. “If you don’t like the face, I can change it.”
“It is a good punishment for him, but you better change it.” Sarah clenched her jaw, a fire lighting in her eyes. “Or else every time I see his face, I’ll decapitate him!”
John laughed. He made yet another nano helmet and placed it on Chris. He pushed Toxin Power into it and changed his features. While he had the nano metal out, he made another long and short sword for himself. They were replicas of the ones he had used, but he had no runes on him.
Sarah stood up but her leg muscles were shaking. She leaned on the chair and stretched her legs. She saw her helmet on the table next to the bed and saw a note underneath.
John turned around and found her staring at the note, walked over, and picked it up.
“This is to explain that Chris is my fighter puppet in case you woke up and I wasn’t here.” He put the note in his Storage Space.
Don’t want her to read the other side now.
As Sarah continued to stretch her body, John checked the new skills in the system.
*SPECIAL* Sleep Mode:
Cultivation: Gives you the option to sleep while cultivating. There are 5 programmable alarms to wake you up, and 1 programmable cultivation technique to use while sleeping.
WARNING - As long as any of the 5 alarms haven’t gone off, it is impossible to wake up. If something goes wrong with the cultivation technique and an alarm does not go off, then it could cause serious injuries depending on how long you sleep for while cultivating.
Blood:
Attachment: If a body part gets separated for any reason, the blood inside the body will reattach the body part and scab over the ends of both parts long enough for the skin, muscle, tendons, and bone to reattach. The scab will automatically disappear afterwards. If the separated body part gets destroyed for any reason, the blood in the body will generate a new part, already attached.
Element:
Wind: Gain the ability to use the wind element.
Sleep mode, that’s brilliant! To reach Rank 7, I need to enter a closed-door cultivation session to speed up the process by about 8 to 10 years, but while Sarah was in a coma, I wouldn’t risk leaving her. The Blood’s Attachment is a good skill, too. The system listened after I tried testing the Combine skill but got worried about losing a finger.
And then there’s the Element’s Wind. With the wind element, the Combine skill should become much more useful. The special skill counts as 0.5 while the other 4 skills count as 0.1, so a special skill is 1 above a unique skill. Are there other skills that count as 0.6, 0.7 or even 0.9?
He placed his Idlers in each skill before using the Time Pool to finish them off. Each of the three skills came up as 6mo for a year and six months total. Then he turned the Continue option on and placed all Idlers into the Strengthening Branches Indestructible skill.
‘Ding!’
Tooltip - You will not gain a level until you have the required Life Power. For the first level, 2 trillion Life Power is required.
The time came up as 1mo. John noticed that with the Immortality List’s skills, all started around a month as long as he levelled the Maximum Idlers and Maximum Workers up first. One month with the number of Idlers he had, the original time would have been 1,831 years and 8 months.
Closing the system, he saw that Sarah was finishing her stretching. She turned her head to speak to him.
“You avoided the question earlier,” she said with a frown. “How long was I in a coma for? You explained how I survived and what you had to do, but you didn’t answer this question. Do you think I will regret the fight? Think I’ve wasted time and become depressed?”
“No, that’s not it.” John sighed. “It’s just… You’ve been in a coma for almost four years.”
Sarah’s expression didn’t change.
“For cultivators above Rank 6, that’s like a short nap.” She shrugged. “It isn’t as bad as I thought it was. I’m still able to reach Rank 4 soon and when we both hit Rank 9, we can spend an eternity together.”
“Oh yeah?” John smiled. His wife’s optimism was well welcomed. “You’ve now got a Rank 9 bodyguard. Chris is useless to me now. Most Rank 9 fighters, I can defeat on my own. Only the rare geniuses or battle-hardened Rank 9’s could kill me now.”
The two shared a happy chuckle.
“Anyway, I recently got a skill that allows me to share all my skills with you!” John bore a toothy grin. “I doubt you want to go back to sleep again, but do you want the skills?”
“Of course!” Sarah shook her head. “I want them, but I feel guilty. You’re able to give me all these skills and I’m only giving you seven in return. Four of them aren’t even from my Toxic System.”
John laughed.
“You remember Lexis, right? A power user but has almost no speed? We can say that’s your system, too. It needs help to get to the top, but once at the top, it is much stronger than anything else.” The husband placed an encouraging hand on his wife’s shoulder. “My system is more about gaining immunity to everything so I can stand around and be idle while people attack. Your system generates Toxin Power that’s five times stronger than Life Power. If I wasn’t using Toxin Power, do you think I could have killed anyone above Rank 6 when I was just a Rank 3 or 4?”
Sarah’s frown turned into a small smile, and John kept at it.
“In the prison, it was thanks to your Toxin Power conversion skill that I could even escape!” John’s face was alight with enthusiasm. “Plus, when we reach Rank 7, others will need 10 trillion Life Power units while we can make up for the difference in Toxin Power! Then, they’re done, they’ve reached the summit of how much they can store, but for us, there’s still more to go as we can get five times more Life Power stored because of the Toxin Power.”
The couple drew closer together. John wrapped Sarah in his arms and continued.
“When we reach the top, your system will show its true colours and let us become invincible in this universe,” he cooed gently in her ear. “There is no need to feel guilty. Without you, I wouldn’t be where I am today.”




Chapter 55
Sleep Mode
“Anyway, I’ll go ahead and share all my skills with you.” John smiled down at Sarah, letting go of her torso so she could turn and look him in the eye. “It will take a while. I’ll warn you before I push the confirm button so you can prepare yourself.”
Sarah nodded in approval, so he opened the system up. He went into the fifth tab and under Sarah’s name, he placed almost all of his skills into the slot. He only left out the ones that wouldn’t become useful to her, such as the ones that only pertained to his Idle System.
Palm Toughness, Knuckle Damage, Elbow Damage, Knee Damage, Feet Damage, Elbow Joints, Knee Joints, Shoulder Joints, Ankle Joints, Dismantler, Taste Option, Dynamic Vision, Absorption Speed, Absorb Option, Sin, Force, Force II, Threads, Threads II, Memory Manipulation, Atom Defence, Creation, Sleep Mode, Blood, and Element Wind.
“Alright.” John looked at Sarah. “I’m gonna hit the confirm button now.”
With the skills that were already shared with her, there were fifty-one skills total that John now shared with Sarah. What surprised John was that Sarah did not scream in the process. He knew she was in severe pain, but somehow she held herself well.
It took two hours for all the skills to be transferred. Afterwards, they both did many tests to see what helped. Sarah could see sins with the Immortal Eye skill, and could even collect sins herself thanks to the Sin skill. That confused John a little.
That’s the Sin + Idler skill working, but her Toxin system isn’t a part of it. Does the Share skill override things like that?
After all the tests, Sarah got used to her new skills and looked at John with her Immortal Eye. Her jaw dropped and she exclaimed.
“You’re Rank 6 already?! You’ve gained three ranks in four years! I’m not even a Rank 4!”
“Hey, that’s partially your fault!” John could only laugh. “I went to destroy the Anti-Assassin Sect’s planet out of revenge. Now that you’ve got all those skills and can use sins, you can go destroy a planet, too, if you want.”
“That will be my last resort,” Sarah replied with curled lips. “I’m so close to reaching Rank 4 now, and all those skills should make it easier for me to catch up. I also want to open a medical practice on the Sword Sect’s planet. Huh? What’s with that expression?”
John shook his head with a shaky grin plastered on his face. He rubbed the back of his head as Sarah peered closer at his face.
“Err… I think Fred and Frank are still angry at me,” he answered nervously. “After you went into a coma, I demanded the Anti-Assassin spies inside the sect to come forward. We came to a deal to kill the person who sold us out to convince the rest to spill everything they knew, but I put the rest of the spies in a locked-in patient syndrome. No one knew how I did it, but still…”
Sarah opened her mouth in surprise and John immediately tried defending himself.
“I didn’t break the deal!” He raised his hands as if to defend against a blow to the face. “They were still alive, technically! I had already left before the poison did its job, so they couldn’t prove it was me!”
“Jesus, John…” Sarah shook her head. “Well, let’s forget all that for now. Let’s go home.”
John smiled, turned around, and gave the cook puppet and his fighter puppet new orders before he brought them home. The fighter puppet was to protect Sarah and listen to all her orders. The cook’s order was to only cook dinner when guests came over since he and Sarah no longer needed to eat to survive. It wasn’t long before the whole group was settled in at their home on the Sword Sect planet for the first time in years.
While Sarah and the puppets stayed home to reorganise things, John went to the rune shop and bought more runes to use on his new nano swords. He had to recreate his fingerprint and molecule runes—two of each—when he returned home. A few minutes later, he had two nano swords just like his old ones.
Over the next few hours, he helped Sarah with the beginnings of her medical practice. Once they’d gotten enough of the initial setting up done, the couple decided to relax.
They went on their first date in years, a celebration for Sarah’s awakening. John took his wife to the ocean, where they went scuba diving. Because they no longer needed to breathe, they had no need for any special equipment. They simply sunk into the water, allowing their hands and feet to get crinkly and soft, chasing after schools of brightly coloured fish and swimming with dolphin-ish creatures. John even wrestled a shark-like creature.
Sinking all the way down to the ocean floor miles under the surface, there was complete and total darkness. However, the couple only had to activate their night vision, and soon they were walking on the ocean floor, observing the strange creatures and oddly shaped pieces of coral. It was a calm day of rest and renewal, full of little kisses and ‘I love you’s’ as they spent their time together.
They spent almost all their time together over the next six months.
On this particular day, Sarah was sitting next to John on a two-person patio bench in their back garden. She rested her head on his shoulders.
“Is today going to be the day you tell me what’s bothering you?” She didn’t move her head as she asked her question. “For the last few months, you’ve had this look on your face that says you want to tell me something.”
“Ah, well…” John sighed. “I need to go into a closed-door cultivation session for quite a while to get enough Toxin Power needed for Rank 7.”
“Quite a while?” Sarah sat up and looked at him. “How long?”
“About nine to ten years.”
Sarah’s head jolted up and her jaw dropped in shock.
“It’s just that,” John started, pleading softly, “if I don’t do closed-door cultivation, then the time needed to reach Rank 7 would double. It would take about eighteen to twenty years. But you’ve only just woken up so you can see why I’m hesitating.”
Sarah rested her head on his shoulders again, eyelids flickering shut.
“You need to do it, then,” she said simply. “By the time you come out of your closed-door cultivation, I’m hoping to catch up to Rank 6, at least. I might even be in a closed-door cultivation session at the same time as you. That’s what I’m hoping for, anyway.”
“I hope so, too.” John put his arm around her. “While I’m gone, look after the farm. I’ve planted them further down, too, so find the right depth and move the farm if they get more Life Power per year than the ones I planted years ago.”
Sarah only nodded.
“You still have all the maps from the Adventurers Guild, right?” John chuckled. “Put them up somewhere so I can give you all your stuff back. You’ve even given me your communication device.”
“Before you leave, put all my stuff on the floor and I’ll sort it out.” Sarah could only smile, a light chuckle escaping her lips. “I’ll only use the communication device if it’s an emergency.”
John nodded back.
The next day, John gave Sarah the sect master token for the Nobody Sect. He explained everything to Sarah, including how he found a new Sider called Luke, what to do and say if anyone ever found out he was Jonathan.
When it was time to leave, John kissed Sarah goodbye and left the Sword Sect, not so much as even greeting Fred or Frank during his stay. He headed towards the mortal planet he had used in his experiment by creating wars.
It took over two months to reach his destination. When he finally did, John went directly to the mountain that he initially dug down from. Along the way, he noticed that most of the surrounding villages had been completely levelled to the ground. There were no signs of anybody living but he didn’t think too much about it.
After arriving at the mountain, he travelled down the hole he dug and went through the deflecting metal into the underground world. He went down and found the cave with the Life Power liquid inside it. He took out a lot of nano metal from which he created an airtight shield around the cave and the umbrella shaped deflecting metal he made the last time he was here. He even made a chair out of the remaining nano metal and took a seat.
There was a sixth tab in the system where the Sleep options were. At the top was a Sleep button which would activate the skill. Below it was a chart of five empty lines into which he could program when the alarm should go off. Even further below that chart was the cultivation skill slot to place the skill of his choice in.
He opened the bottom line and thought about the cultivation technique he would be using. To his surprise, the empty line got filled with all the details of his technique. It even included the details of how he didn’t need to use a breathing technique, the four mind parts that would absorb the Life Power, the three mind parts that would merge the Life Power, and also the conversion of these parts into Toxin Power.
Opening the five empty lines, he thought about the conditions he wanted to be awoken for.
1. If there is a creature with enough strength to threaten my life within my Scan’s reach
2. If anything goes wrong with my cultivation technique
3. When I have enough Life Power or Toxin Power to become a Rank 7 immortal
4. If the Life Power in the area drops by 25% of what it was when I activated Sleep mode
5. If my communication device goes off
After making sure he set everything up correctly, he used his communication device to tell Sarah he was going to use his sleep mode. They took another minute to bid each other their bittersweet goodbyes.
After he finished talking with Sarah, he placed the communication device in his shirt pocket. Taking a deep breath, he looked at the Sleep mode button in the sixth tab, smiled, and pushed it. His vision went blank and his head and arms dropped as he sat in the chair motionlessly.
Sarah sat on the couch. She still had her communicator in her hand from her last call with John. With a sigh, she finally moved.
She put on her nano helmet to change it to her silver skull look and walked towards the shed where she planned on opening her medical practice. It was only an hour away from the grand opening.
There were eight single beds on each side of the walls and her desk was at the back wall in the middle. When seated at her desk, she would be able to see all sixteen patients.
It isn’t a lot, but it’s a start.
As she opened the door to her practice, she wasn’t expecting to see her first patient standing there.
To her surprise, it was a familiar face. She recalled a heavyset woman, someone she’d threatened years ago. The woman was holding a sword in one hand, staring straight into Sarah’s eyes. On her face was a nervous smile.
“I’ve finally found you!” the woman cried out. In a flash of motion, she rushed at Sarah, blade in hand.




Afterword
Thank you for reading the fourth book of the series! I hope you’ve enjoyed the story so far.
There are a few things I want to say.
First, please leave a generous review on Amazon or Audible on all the books in this series as that helps me more than you’ll realise and can even motivate me to write that little bit extra.
Second, me and a few friends have set up a website for people who want to read for FREE. Yes, there’s options to donate to support authors who post their work on there, but if you decide not to, then that’s fine.
There’s amateur works, semi-professional works, and even a few professional works on the website, all different genres, too. Chances are they’re going to have at least one novel you’ll enjoy and it’s free!
They have their own discord channel to answer any questions you might have, and even I’m on there quite often so feel free to join.
They’re having a writing contest which should start September 2019 which anybody can join, so if you’re thinking about getting into writing for fun or to make a living, this might be a good way to start.
The website is Moonquill.com so go and enjoy some free reading.
Last but not least, if you enjoy my work then fill in your details on the signup forum (link at the bottom) for email updates from me. The updates will include when the next book is out or if there’s a delay.
I personally hate it when I’m waiting for something to become available only to have no news on when it’ll become available! I would hate to keep you in the dark like that.
Anyway, thanks again for reading.
Hope you enjoyed the story.
Pegaz.
Signup forum - The Idle System
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