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Chapter 1: Food corps

Dracon awoke to the sound of the rain hitting against his tent as he waited for the upcoming battle. There were thousands of other tents with similar soldiers waiting for their fate on the rise of the morning sun. It would soon be determined whether he lived or died, and, perhaps, if he were lucky, earned the right to proceed to the next battlefield.
The winds started to pick up as he stared out at the moon in the sky, trying his hardest to sleep as the minutes turned to hours. He held a small shinning sword in his hand just so he could sleep without fear of being killed in the middle of the night. Unfortunately, he remained awake the entire night, feeling the adrenaline pumping through his veins as the sun started to rise like a call to action for all of the troops.
I will be the last man standing today even if it means killing those whom I used to love. Dracon thought about the upcoming battle, I know that the people chosen for the other side of the battlefield were randomly chosen from the other villages. However, if I don’t kill them, they’ll kill me…
The sun finally reached the top of the clouds as Dracon got into the orbit of the marching shoulders. He had a small sword in his hand that he’d picked up in the brambles and thicket of the last battle. It was much better than his previous sword, and gave him minor confidence as he looked at the crystal in the center of the hilt.
Blacksmiths often made swords with slots, and the weapons usually had fairly good stats if they knew you were in the food corps, however, an imbued sword meant he’d at least have some sort of stat boost. Unfortunately, he wasn’t able to evaluate the sword since he’d yet to learn the skill.
Status… Bill… You there?
“Status activating Dracon… You ready for the battle?”
“I’m as ready as I was yesterday and as ready as I was the day before… This is ridiculous though… How many more people must die until I get to stop fighting?”
“We can debate why the battle happens another time,” Bill said, his AI device, called a Theta, replied before a screen appeared in front of him.
Name: Dracon
Level: 1
Race: Human
Age: 18
Exp: 97 / 100
Health: 100 / 100
Force: 150
Endurance: 120
Acceleration: 180
Trickery: 100
Stealth: 50
Skills: None
~~Three more kills until you level up – one experience point is equal to one kill unless you kill someone of a higher rank.
“Well… that’s not looking too bad… Three more kills and I finally reach level 2, and can earn myself a few extra stat points… However, Let’s just go over this again… Force is how much damage I can do and--”
“Endurance is how long you can last,” Bob replied, sounding a little agitated like he normally did “Acceleration is your speed, trickery is related to your intelligence and craftiness while stealth is your ability to remain unnoticed in the midst of battle. “
“Let’s hope that this battle is a little bit different then last time… How much longer will we be marching?”
“The battle is going to happen in the mill… An old abandoned farm lot that hasn’t been used since the apocalypse will be used to hold the battle… I hope you didn’t forget how to hit and run…”
The battles usually involved thousands – if not hundreds of thousands - of people rushing onto a field and killing each other while the monsters stayed behind them watching their development. The humans that got too strong, or made too much progress, would be transported away by the monsters that oversaw the food corps…
The monsters were usually the orcs, demons, and other nefarious beings that entered into the human landscape a hundred years ago during the golden age of humanity. They had, basically, taken over the human race and made humans reproduce only to have all the third born children of every household fight to the death.  
The ones who grew the strongest, thanks to the mana in the world, would either be sacrificed or turned into a soldier for the nefarious beings that had taken over Earth.
Dracon couldn’t help but think about his two older brothers, at this moment, as the soldiers made it to the line. They’d been treated like true human beings, while he’d been raised only to fight and kill. As long as the demons and orcs and kobolds, and the other races he wasn’t even privy too, kept a supply of humans to be eaten the other generations of humanity got to be happy.
Dracon held his sword close to his chest and prayed that no one important to him would end up getting cut by his blade.
A few unfamiliar faces lined up at the vanguard across from him, meaning that they too had killed over 90 individuals. The more kills you had, the further up the line you were organized, and Dracon knew it was a moment of either his death or their life.
I promise… If I’m able to kill three of you, I will pay back the demons with a thousand times more of their own blood! If I can just somehow get to be a soldier for the dark armies, I promise to turn on them as soon as they let me close.
Dracon pulled out the jewel covered blade and sighed, marching after the man in front of him as a large boulder shot over his head. It crashed into a bunch of humans on the other side, making blood shoot into the air.
“Go… go my wretched humans! Kill them, or become my feast!”
A large gargantuan orc said as Dracon wiped the blood off his eyes and prepared to slash into the human coming towards him.
Dracon grunted and let his killing intent burn as a sword glided towards his face as his opponent screamed. Still, for some reason, his confidence soared, and he replied by parrying the sword with the gauntlets on his wrist.
The opponent facing him slid back, looking down as Dracon stabbed forward with his sword. He pulled up the blade and cut through his chest and blood shot out onto him before he kicked off the poor man.
Turning to look to his right, another two soldiers were charging at him, boiling with rage as he slid on his right foot and slashed outwards.
“Two more to go… You just gained one experience,”
Bob said, interrupting him from his blood thirst as a hand shot into his back, pushing him onto the ground.
Dracon immediately felt his body go numb as a sword stabbed into his shoulder, causing him to scream out in agony.
-          30 health [70 / 100]

Dracon pushed off the ground and flipped, tossing a small dagger from his corner gauntlet as blood dripped out of his shoulder. The dagger went straight into the eye of the man who had stabbed him, causing him to instantly fall down and scream.
I’m sorry, but I only have two more experience to go, and I can’t give up now… My entire life of suffering just to not be food cannot end like this… I was not born just to be put on someone’s plate!
Dracon pulled the blade out of his shoulder, and spit out some blood as more and more shrapnel shot into the air. Goblins, on his left and right side plucked out the dead bodies and brought them to carts as the humans kept fighting trying to survive.
Dracon ignored them, and stabbed forward into the man’s chest that had stabbed him, causing blood to burst out of his neck… He slashed three more times into his chest, making sure that all chances of his survival were cut off…
“Well… you look like a good opponent,” Dracon laughed, staring up at someone approaching him with a large spear. “How much more experience do you need to reach level 2?”
“You mean… get tossed to an even worse hell?” A large bald man replied, having nearly a dozen scars on top of his head. “I… I have three kills left… How about you short stuff?”
“One… one more kill… I’m sorry, but it’s either you or I die, and I didn’t suffer my entire life just to lose here…”
“Heh… I’m sorry, but I don’t fight someone with that look in their eye,” The man replied, turning and stabbing his spear into the person on his left. “Here… Kill him and level up… If you see me on the battlefield in the future, my name’s Jorge… I just almost killed my comrade, so you better remember this for me…”
Dracon sighed and walked over to the man he’d stabbed, cutting his throat with his knife causing a large light to shimmer around him. At the moment, a few individuals turned to him with jealousy as he rolled to the side to avoid the incoming attack.
Jorge scoffed as he looked down at him, missing barely with his spear as Dracon felt a strange feeling rising up inside of him.
What was going on?
His blade slowly started to glow as he noticed an electricity beginning to well up inside of him… Was it possible that this weapon had a skill?
Does… does this have an imbued skill, Bob… If it does, can you please tell me what it is?!
“You’re in luck kid… You just gained 5 mana for reaching level 2, and can barely use the skill in the sword,” Bob said, causing his voice to raise in pitch as he pretended to smack his lips. “It has a basic transformation skill… It looks like you can turn into a goblin…”
“A goblin? Doesn’t this mean this is a banned weapon?” Dracon turned to look at the orc approaching him with his arms crossed, holding two axes over his head as he tried to figure out what to do. “What should I do? If they find out I have this skill, won’t they kill me on the spot?”
“Just go with the orc, and be happy you survived… Maybe when you’re back at base you can cause some havoc, and earn some experience while no one is looking,” Bob replied, minorly excited that his boy had finally received something worth his time… “Luckily, my connection to the mainframe is broken, so I don’t have to report it…”
I hope this means that going forward that I’ll be able to get revenge for all the people they made me kill… If I really have such a useful skill, I promise to use it and kill as many demons as possible!
Dracon was brought out of the battlefield, at this time, looking at the large orc standing nearly two meters tall. He got patted on the head before getting placed in a cart with another 50 individuals…
“You’ve all made it to level 2… I guess that means your taste and value has gone up a little bit… However, as promised, if any of you make it to level 5, I promise to make you into my personal soldiers…”
“You’ll get all the food you can want, and I’ll even let you wander the tier 2 towns you’ve all heard so much about… Now… remember, it will take a thousand kills to make it to the 3rd level…”
“Take them away…” The large orc said, patting the small goblin on the front of the cart as he hissed underneath his breath. The goblins were treated almost as horribly as the 3rd born of humans, and could only mutter under his breath as the orc went over to his pile of dead.
They literally butchered all the humans that died on the field, and packaged them away in bags. Since they were level 1, they were actually sold for cheap to the demons that had taken over Earth.
Dracon sighed and looked down at the chains on his hands… He’d gotten so used to being enslaved that he’d put them on without thinking…
However, he couldn’t help but think of what would happen if he took over the role of that goblin currently managing the cart. Would he be able to wreak havoc, and escape?
If I use the transformation Bob, do you think I could trust these 50 individuals? With the mountains on the horizon, if I kill the goblin right now… I’d be able to escape…”
“I’m not sure kid…” Bob said, replying with uncertainty in his deep voice, “I want to encourage you because I like you kid… Ugh… Sure, why don’t you give it a shot… the chance of you making it to level 5 are over 1 in 100,000 anyway, so you might as well choose another way to level up…”
Dracon gripped the hilt of his sword, trying his hardest to activate the mana he’d just earned. As a child, they’d invested time in teaching him how to meditate. That was, of course, when he wasn’t getting beaten or forced to do slave labor on the fields.
Some fields were only watered with the blood of humans, and for years he’d worked on top of body parts and had seen the most horrible sites when he wasn’t training… It was all to grow the crops that the demons could eat, and he couldn’t help but smile as he activated the imbued skill. His hands turned green and his wrists shrunk as his 5 mana turned to zero. He’d finally gotten a real skill, and everyone on the wagon stared on with surprise and shock as the goblin manned the horses…
Dracon immediately took his hands out of the chains, and raised his finger to tell the other humans to shut up… Even though goblins were small, they actually were usually level 5 on average. The only chance he had of killing him was if he was silent and deadly and careful in his approach.
Luckily, regardless of level, getting beheaded meant instant death for anyone under level 100. He slowly inched forward as the goblin sung a sung will drinking a flask of wine…
“Watch out!” A man screamed, raising his voice as Dracon appeared behind the goblin. Instantly, he slashed out, cutting off the goblins head from his neck and causing it to roll down the hill…
He instantly took a deep breathe before turning around and looking at the small man with black hair who’d just raised his voice. His eyes looked petrified as the horses slowed down and stopped by the side of the road.
If I kill all of them, they’ll never spill my secret… However, perhaps if I release them, it will give me enough time to escape.
Dracon dropped off the wagon and plucked up the goblin’s head before tossing it at the man he’d heard speak. He pointed the blade he had at the man’s head, snickering as he spoke for the first time in this different form.
“Heh… you must have thought the goblin would repay you for telling him about my attack. However, I’m now going to give all of you two choices… Escape, and run away as far as you can, or get killed by me right now?!”
“You… you shouldn’t have done that,” The black-haired man said, shaking his head as he looked at the corpse of the goblin. “All humans that escape are dealt even worse deaths than on the battle field… At least on the battlefield we stand a small chance at a future!”
“Idiot… That’s just a lie,” A red haired man sitting next to him said, crossing his arms as he looked up at Dracon. “They just tell that to us as kids so we don’t try and escape… I’ll choose to be set free if you don’t mind… However, how the hell did you turn into a goblin?”
“Tell anyone about this skill, and I’ll kill you in your sleep,” Dracon replied, tossing the red haired man the key… “I’ll be taking one of the horses and heading wherever the wind takes me… If you don’t mind, I wish you all well..”
Dracon turned around before he paused and tossed a knife out of his sleeve, thrusting it into the black haired man who’d tried to rat on him. He died instantly as blood shot out of his head, leaving Dracon with just the lone sword in his hand.
“He had to die…” Dracon jumped on one of the horses, cutting the intertwined reins connecting it to the wagon. “I’ll hopefully see you all never again. If you do escape, I hope you have a good life.”
“I hope you survive too…” The red-haired man, Tor, said as he got up and looked up at the mountains. “However, you stepped from one shithole to the next… Being  a goblin isn’t much better than being a human…”
“I’ll find out…” Dracon pointed the horse to the one city he remembered before he got sent to war. “Try not to die before nightfall… I want a chance at surviving…”
“You’re green ass will die before mine,” Tor smiled, and then waved before he jumped over the side and ran away. All the other individuals fought over the key as explosions rang in the surrounding fields. Hopefully, soon, things would turn better for him.




Chapter 2: river crossing 



Dracon’s horse lasted for three days and three nights before it fell from dehydration. The city that Dracon remembered was much farther than he anticipated in the vast green tundra, and all that seemed to be around for dozens of miles was battlefields on grasslands.
He now had no choice but to go near one of the rivers which were usually guarded heavily by the nefarious factions. He left the tired horse behind him as he walked over the hill and saw the famous river towers, he’d heard so much about.
The demons, somewhat like humans, separated all their territories by the lines made by the rivers. If his disguise was somehow able to get him past the river, he’d be in a different territory where demons reigned supreme…
Just the thought of him even getting close to that river made all his training surface inside of him. They’d spent years instructing him not to cross the river, yet here he was walking towards it in the form of a goblin…
If I’m not mistaken, there are usually hobgoblins guarding the river and a few orcs… The hobgoblins look down on goblins just like vampires look down on orcs… If I want to make it across, I have to be very respectful.
Dracon made it to the river’s edge, and bent down to get some water for his flask, drinking as much as he could while a few hobgoblins walked towards him.
He immediately shivered, seeing their red skin getting closer to him underneath the bright sun. He’d only seen several hobgoblins his entire life, and bowed to them as he’d seen other goblins do in his former city.
He’d grown up in a third-class city, which was reserved specifically for third born and fourth born. He’d seen this site of bowing goblins many times as hobgoblins walked into town, and tried to emulate it as best as he could.
If they are able to tell I’m human, I’ll surely be killed! Hobgoblins on average are level 10! I literally must not make any mistakes or they’ll kill me where I stand!
Dracon’s face touched the ground as the two hobgoblins walked up to him and kicked him in the jaw. He rolled into the river as the hobgoblins laughed, finding the tide pulling him down stream.
The hobgoblins merely laughed as he fought and struggled to move his hands and feet… Goblins were not known for being strong swimmers, and he found out this was true more and more as the tide sucked him underneath.
He could hear the hobgoblins laughing as he went further and further towards whatever was pulling him down the river… He began to hear the sound of water bursting off a cliff, and got pulled under water over and over again as an arrow shot into the stream.
He held tightly onto his sword, and felt his leg scrape into rocks before he held his breath as the sound only got stronger. A second later, his body shot off the edge of the waterfall, causing him to see the sky before his back crashed into the tide below.
“Idiot… Deactivate the transformation so you can swim again… Once you make it to the shore, you can worry about being killed later…”
I… I can’t breathe, I can’t breathe, Dracon thought before he
held onto the sword and tried to channel his mana to activate the spell…
He could see his instructor’s face, Creston, as he stood over him, forcing him to meditate for 48 hours at a time… He did exactly as he instructed at the time – to channel his energy - and soon somehow managed to activate the transformation spell…
His body soon returned to its more pudgy state, allowing him to move his arms and force himself to the shore line. He climbed up onto the shore and pulled himself out, noticing a tower to his left and right.
He instantly reactivated the goblin transformation spell – still unsure of its name – as he spit out water on the river’s edge. He could barely remain conscious as he heard footsteps approaching again.
This time, he didn’t want to stick around to find out what the hobgoblins, or their orc leaders would do. He ran into the forest as quick as he could, seeing the brambles turn to thick trees as he made it into the woods. Luckily, when he turned back, no one had followed him.
I have to be careful… If someone saw a human, I’d probably be killed instantly and then eaten for their supper… I have to take advantage of this opportunity for humanity… Only by killing all the demons will we ever stand a chance at piece!
Dracon spit out a little bit of blood from his mouth before he looked at his hands and then up at the trees above him. Goblins had thick fingernails that supposedly made them master climbers. He stabbed his hands into the bark, pulling himself up to the top of the tree a hundred feet above.
He looked down at his hands, a second later, and noticed his green skin and black hair running down his sides. He could only imagine that his brown eyes had turned the darkest black, which all the nefarious members of the darkness had. He sighed and kicked back on the tree as he stared down at the sword…
“Bob… since you can’t get in trouble anyway… Do you mind telling me what this sword can do?”
“You mean give it an appraisal,” His AI said somewhat domineeringly, turning his head from side to side. “I would… However, I’d rather tell you the good news… You know how much experience you got from killing that goblin?”
“How much?”
Dracon said, waddling his brow as the blade shimmered in the sun. “Status…”
“Ah… Not showing you that right now… The light from the display box might attract attention. Remember, humans have red display boxes while demons have black… You want to get caught, idiot?”
“Tell me, Bob… You’ve been with me since I was 5…” Dracon crossed his arms, looking down at a small hobgoblin walking by in the woods. It had a strange look in his eye, had he been followed?
“Hey… idiot… There is no way you saw a human this far down the river…” A deep voice said, coming out of the shadows towards the hobgoblin… “The two upriver said they kicked a goblin… He’s probably hiding in the trees around here…”
“I know that look…” The goblin replied, slamming his hand into the tree… “That was a human! I’m going to eat that bastard if I find him!”
Dracon gulped, and quieted his breath as he sat above them in the tree, shielded by the leaves that matched his verdant skin. A second later, he found out that he’d gotten 870 experience from killing that one goblin, bringing him almost to level 3 as he shivered in the tree…
“Let’s get out of here… Just a damn goblin… Arta… Now… if you don’t hurt back I’ll eat your food…” the other hobgoblin said, turning back and looking at the river… “If you want to be crazy, I’ll leave you here to look…”
“I’m going to find that human and eat him…” Arta replied, grinding his hand into a fist as he walked in the opposite direction… “Save me some food for when I get back… I’ll be bringing some fresh food to eat…”
The two goblins separated as Dracon turned around and watched the hobgoblin head deeper into the forest. Part of him wanted to try and kill him, thinking about the massive experience boost he’d gotten.
Imagine what would happen if he killed a level 10 hobgoblin?! He might jump all the way to level 5 and be able to enter one of the second-tier cities!
He sighed and jumped to the tree to his right, acting like a squirrel as he followed the hobgoblin towards the river. Funnily enough, he somehow felt comfortable in the trees… Was this weapon better than he thought?
It’s… it’s probably a tier one weapon, meaning it came from a tier one city!  If that is the case, then it means it’s an extremely rare weapon! Does it have any other abilities embued inside of it?
“Bob… does this sword have one or two abilities?”
“I’d tell you if you leveled up… I’m limited without the mana of the mainframe… Unless you want me to suck you dry of course?”
“No… however, I have to ask you… Why haven’t you sucked me dry? Wouldn’t you get a reward when they discovered my dead body?”
“What, and get put in a tier 2 human only to live a life of drudgery?”  His AI laughed, showing that it had developed a unique personality of its own. “Nah, thanks… I’ve come to like you humans even though it wasn’t in my fundamental code…”
“I forgot… My AI is a freak,” Dracon said, stopping above the hobgoblin as he slammed his blade into a tree…
“Ah… damn it! I was sure that I saw a human!” The hobgoblin turned around and sat with his back against the tree, crossing his arms as he turned around and sat. “If you’re out there human! I’m going to find you and eat you alive!”
Dracon gulped and pulled out his blade, looking at the hobgoblin with a killing intent radiating out of his eyes. He wanted nothing more than to decapitate it and suck up all the experience such a kill would net him…
“I wouldn’t risk it, Dracon… If your first attack doesn’t work, then he’ll instantly kill you… You got to remember that demon’s are all about hierarchies… If you attack someone above your hierarchy, it means they can kill you without blinking…”
“So what?” Dracon climbed down the back of the tree… “How much experience will a level 10 kill get me? Why would I not take the risk?”
“You… you’re an idiot, but he looks like one too,” Bob said, snidely as Dracon landed on the floor. He put his back to the large oak tree separating him from the hobgoblin.
“Ah! Damn it! I just heard something!” The hobgoblin got up, pulling out his blade and slashing it into the tree. ‘Damn it! What skill are you using human? How dare you cross into the demon’s territory and think you’ll survive…”
The hobgoblin kept slashing into the tree, causing the leaves and branches to fall off of it before he began to sweat heavily and heave. With his level 10 strength, he almost completely gutted the tree, leaving it nearly falling over as Dracon remained silent.
The hobgoblin, luckily, began to walk off after getting out his rage. He started to whistle a second later, showing just how temperamental hobgoblins were at their core.
They were said to always be angry because of their small stature but big strength. Because of that, they were always underestimated in the other world – the world humans knew nothing about but all demons came from.
Now is my chance… Hopefully, with that idiot singing, he won’t notice my approach.
Dracon slowly ambled over towards the hobgoblin, running from tree to tree as his little feet hardly made any noise. Goblins were really thin, and thus had the highest stealth stat at low levels. He made it closer and closer to the river’s edge before the hobgoblin finally opened a canteen. A red juice poured onto his lips as Dracon tried to remain calm.
A rock was by his side that he picked up and put in his right hand. He tossed it to the tree to the right, causing the branches to shake and the hobgoblin to scream once again.
“Human! I knew you were up there!” The hobgoblin said, pointing his hilt up at the tree. “I’m coming up! I may not be as good as climbing as a dumb goblin, but I’ll get you…”
Swoosh!
Dracon ran swiftly and then cut with his blade, causing blood to gush out of the hobgoblin’s neck as his body fell down from the tree…
Instantly, his body glowed like a bright light, causing all the birds above him in the branches and boughs of the trees to fly off in various directions.
Dracon could only hope that no one had noticed the odd occurrence, smelling a pleasant scent wafting from the river’s edge. It was probably lunch time, he extrapolated, from what the hobgoblins had said, and he could only smile as he looked down at the dead body beneath his feet.
“Congratulations kid… You just did what no other third tier human has ever done before… You reached level 4 in a day from level 2… In fact, how long has it been, three hours?”
Level 4… That means if I can almost make it to a tier 2 city, I’ll be able to download three skills now right? I… I have to find somewhere to hide to check my status…”
“Arta! Arta! Where are you?” A voice came from the trees, making Dracon instantly shiver with fear and panic. He didn’t have time to pull Arta’s body away, and rushed up the trees as that same hobgoblin from earlier came back to the area.
He instantly broke down with tears as he saw Arta’s corpse on the floor, screaming for reinforcements as Dracon remained up in the tree…
What was he going to do?
All his instincts went into overdrive, and he jumped down from the tree, slashing his blade through the hobgoblins arm. Instantly, the hobgoblins arm went flying off as he landed, and he sliced out three more times missing on every successive slash.
“You… you’re the goblin they kicked into the river… You… you’re the one who killed Arta…”
The hobgoblin wiped the tears off his eyes, looking back at his arm flailing on the floor as he smiled nefariously. “Heh… you must have thought you could kill us to level up… However, after I kill you, I’m going to reattach my arm, and then drag your corpse to the sharks…”
The hobgoblin pulled out a long double-edged blade from his back and spun it around several times with just his single hand. Draco could barely remain  calm as sweat started to pour down from his forehead.
“I… I made a mistake, Arta tried to kill me so I killed him instead…”
“So… you should’ve just died,” The hobgoblin said, ignoring the hand behind Dracon’s back as he clutched tightly onto his dagger. “You… you’re just as bad as that human I ate for dinner last night… Complaining and complaining even as you wait at death’s door…”
“I’m sorry! I’m sorry!” Dracon said, bowing his head as the hobgoblin put the blade against his neck… “Please… please forgive me! I didn’t mean too!”
“Heh…. Die!” The hobgoblin smiled, picking up his blade as Dracon spun to cover his head. He closed his eyes as he spun, causing the hobgoblin to smile with satisfaction.
Unfortunately, as he spun, he tossed the dagger out of his back hand, sending it deep into the hobgoblin’s skull. He opened his eyes once again and slashed out, causing the second hobgoblin to die from the slash…
Instantly, a red box appeared in front of him, causing him to smile as he looked at the notification he’d received.
You’ve reached level 5, and have gained the title of second class human! Your mana has increased by + 15… You now have just enough mana to activate the appraisal skill… Unfortunately, you still need a mainframe to upgrade your skills…
“Please… please appraise the weapon.” Dracon said, smiling as he looked down at the blade, which had just cut through the arm of that hobgoblin like it was nothing.
Truthfully, he shouldn’t have been able to pierce the armor of the hobgoblin due to their level difference, however, he was almost sure this was a tier one weapon! If it was, that would mean it could pierce through tier two and three armor!
There was tier zero armor, after that, and that was the extent of his knowledge. A second later, he noticed a small box had appeared hovering above the blade…
Great Demon Decapitator 
Tier Zero
Type: Upgradeable
Force: 50 – 8,000
Weight: 15 kgs
Durability: 1195 / 1200
Skills: Blood absorption, Goblin Transformation.
~Kill one more hobgoblin in order to be able to earn the skill hobgoblin transformation.
Dracon nearly puked as he realized this was a tier zero weapon! What exactly had he found on the battlefield? A tier zero weapon meant that only a high-ranking vampire or perhaps even a high class demon could ever receive it?
What were the chances of him finding it? Not to mention… Since it said upgradeable, that meant it would keep increasing its power output as he leveled up…
I don’t believe it… A weapon that will level up with me from level 1 to probably a 100…. I can’t imagine the odds of me actually finding this weapon in a battlefield. Had someone placed it there so a human could get it just for this reason?
Some demons were privy to human’s desire for freedom, however, it didn’t mean that their blacksmiths would make a weapon to help human’s escape! Could it be? The resistance to the demons was still happening, and this weapon was proof of that resistance movement?
Were there more of these weapons?
He gulped as his status appeared a second later, making him smile as he stood above the two dead bodies of hobgoblins. 
Dracon
Level 5
Race(s) : Human / Goblin
Age: 18
Exp: 150 / 5000
Health: 800 / 800
Force: 450
Endurance: 325
Acceleration: 480
Trickery: 125
Stealth: 400
Skills: None
~~You have four skill points, but have to be at a terminal to use the skill points for yourself… However, you’re now a tier 2 human, and should be able to get into a tier 2 city!
If I go to a tier 2 city, an no one recognizes me, won’t I be killed anyway? Goblins are usually level 5, so if I go to a demon city, it might be safer…
However, how am I supposed to find the demon’s city? They keep them hidden from humans at all costs… Should I just walk in a random direction and see if I get lucky?
Dracon tossed the two hobgoblin bodies up into the trees, and then carefully chose a direction to head in. He began to walk and walk and walk, feeling that even his basic pace had increased by a ridiculous amount!




Chapter 3: Skill Terminal





Dracon walked for two days before he stumbled into the estuary of another river. He hid behind the bushes after crossing and looked at a cloud of smoke rising in the distance… Had he found a demon city? There was a large stone wall in front of him where wagons were being brought in one after another…
He grinded his fist… This was probably one of the cities where they took the bodies from the battlefields. He had no choice but to walk to the entrance gate and duck his head as he walked into the city. At the gates, two extremely tall orcs were commanding goblins where to put the wagons…
“Take that to the butcher’s shop… that’s level 4 meat, right?”
“Yes, just got it from the battlefield… We even have a couple level 5s who died right as they leveled up…”
“Bring that personally to my mansion, and here… a little bit of coin for you not telling anyone about that…”
Dracon walked past the orc, keeping his head down as he kept pace with a wagon. Luckily, goblins with such high level meat usually traveled in packs rather than with just one or two goblins, letting him sneak inside at their snide…
He made it into the city walls, a moment later, where there were hundreds of goblins, hobgoblins, orcs, vampires, kobolds , and other tentacular beings walking on the streets.
He tried his hardest not to wretch as he walked into the town and saw their pristine city streets with pretty houses, bars, and restaurants at every corner. He kept his head down and just kept walking as higher-class demons shoved past him, and pushed him onto the ground.
“Kid… you’re in luck…” Bob took Dracon out of his strange melancholy as he pushed himself off the ground. “I sense a terminal nearby where you can learn skills… Since it’s a demon terminal, you’ll get access to skills that normal humans would only dream of acquiring…”
“How do I know you won’t report me once I learn a skill?” Thanks, but I’d rather just rely on this blade… I’d say the chance of you betraying me are over 90 percent…”
“Kid… How dare you say that about me,” Bob said, burning with rage as Dracon walked over to the terminal keeper. “Do you think… do you think that I was with you since you were five years old just to betray you at the right time?”
“Yes, I really do,” Dracon said as he sighed, looking at the manager of the Theta devices currently on sale… “I think I might as well destroy you and get put in a new unit…”
“Wait! Wait! Wait!” Bob said, the feeling of fear elevating in his voice. “I…  swear…. I swear on everything that the demon mainframe can’t reach the human mainframe! I don’t have the access to send a distress message… I swear on my life!”
“Oh, so why can I download skills from the demon terminals then?” Dracon didn’t want to trust his AI, but usually they had trouble lying thanks to their coding. He sighed and clicked on the mainframe, waiting for Bob to respond as people waited behind him.
“It’s because they never suspected a human would dare come here! They don’t have any skills related to transformations on the human mainframe! Demons are too proud to think that such a thing could ever occur! I promise!”
“If you’re lying, I’ll destroy you before they catch me,” Dracon put his wrist into the mainframe of the computer, causing it to light up and a skill window to appear in front of him.


[Skills available for Goblin – level 5]
 [Skill points available: 4]
[Great Strength – level 5]
Increases your force and acceleration by 30%.
[Mana Arrow – level 5]
Shoot an arrow made of pure mana at any foe that gets in your way in the heat of battle Does 80% of your maximum force to an incoming opponent.
Mana required: 2
Cooldown: 5 seconds
[Silent Feet – level 5]
Allows you to sneak in the shadows, in case you need to catch an escaping human. Makes it 50% harder for someone to notice you while in the darkness.
Mana required: 5
Cooldown: 1 minute
[Blade Kick - level 5]
Kick out with an attack from your feet that deals 120% extra force than that of your normal attack.
Mana required: 3
Cooldown: 5 seconds
[Dark Acceleration – level 5]
Increases your acceleration by 10% in exchange for 10% of your health for a duration of 10 minutes.
Mana required 5 seconds
Cooldown: 1 hour
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I guess I should save up my extra skill points for the off chance that I’m able to kill one more hobgoblin… However, it seems to me that the most useful skill is Great Strength, which is a permanent skill… I think I heard from some demons that all demons usually get that skill so that the humans can never overpower them…
However, what other skill should I get? I’m guessing that mana arrow would be good on a battlefield, but not with assassinations. The only other skill that makes sense is Silent Feet… If I’m silent, perhaps I’ll be able to assassinate one hobgoblin, so I can transform.
Dracon decided to invest in those two skills, and saved the remaining two other skill points for later usage. Luckily, it seemed that Bob kept his end of the bargain, and no soldiers rushed towards him as the two skills were downloaded into him.
A moment later, he glowed with a bright white light, causing a few of the passerby to scoff from seeing a goblin learning a skill…
I… I have to get to somewhere safe… However, I don’t know where goblins are allowed to go in this city… If I walk into the wrong establishment, they’ll kill me for disobeying their hierarchal rules…
The sun was still bright in the sky, so he figured he had a few hours to try and learn what goblins did… Luckily, a few goblins were walking by after dropping off the wagons, so he followed them as they exited the town…
“Excuse me! Excuse me!” Dracon said, running up to one of the goblins… “I… I heard us goblins are supposed to go in this direction…”
“Idiot… We’re only allowed to stay in the city to use the mainframes… The rest of the time we have to stay in the barns watching the humans work…”
“Remember… Tier 3 women and Tier 4 women are forced to farm… Come with me idiot… My name is Borza…”
“Ah, I’m Drack… My parents had a weird taste in names.” Goblins and humans named their children differently, so he obviously couldn’t say his name was Dracon. The man laughed at him and walked with him to the barn.
There he saw over a hundred women in chains in dresses working extremely hard amongst the crops. Some of them looked like they hadn’t been fed in weeks, and looked extremely attenuated as they cut up the stalks…
“It looks like some of these girls are about to collapse… Let’s go get some food and watch…”
“Right,” Dracon replied, walking into the barn.
There were hundreds of large piles of hay surrounded by collapsed frail women. To his right, there was a large staircase that went up to the second floor. On that floor, there were dozens of small beds with a plethora of goblins. A few of them were eating soup that wreaked of blood. Luckily, goblins were usually forced to eat the entrails of pigs and were never given humans to eat.
Still, he tried not to show his rage as he got brought to a small bunk bed in the corner. A single hobgoblin was watching all of the humans down below in the fields from a desk beaming with contempt.
Just what I was looking for… Dracon thought as he held tightly to his sword and sat on the bed. If he got lucky, that hobgoblin might go to sleep and end up as food for this weapon.
“You… you coming?” His new friend said, grabbing a whip and tossing it to Dracon. “You can’t have that sword if you want to come… You’re never allowed to kill the girls, or you’ll get in trouble…”
Shit… I was worried about that… If I put down the sword, won’t I lose my transformation. If I turn into a human here, they’ll kill me faster than I can say dead meat.
Bob… do you know if I can sustain the transformation—
“You… you asshole!” Bob said, speaking directly into his consciousness… “How dare you ask me a question after you made me fear for my life! I spent my entire life taking care of you, and now you want me to answer?!”
If you don’t tell me, I’m sure that we’ll both die when they kill me…
“Ugh… as far as I can tell, it takes one mana to sustain the transformation per minute when you’re away from the sword… However, I’m warning you… If you put this sword down, someone will try and steal it…”
“I… I’ll keep this sword with me and hold the whip in my other hand,” Dracon replied to the goblin as he took a whip and smiled, wrapping it around his hand. “Don’t mind me… If one of the girls fall, I’ll take the risk!”
“You’re stupid idiot!” The goblin laughed, pointing him to the fields as the hobgoblin stared at him like he was looking at garbage. “You… you get us in trouble, and the hobgoblin feed us to the pigs!”
“I apologize, dumb head,” Dracon tried to imitate some of the disses he’d heard goblin’s say in his tier 3rd town.
The goblin simply ignored him and they went down to the field, watching the girls till the land as a few goblins walked around them.
Dracon, at this moment, couldn’t help but feel bad for the girls.
They had even less chances of reaching level 5 then the boys. They got hardly any experience from farming, and only leveled up if they survived to roughly 40 years old.
By that time, if they were able to make it to the a tier 2nd city, it would usually be followed by an unhappy life. Dracon simply stood their watching the girls till the land, trying not to cry as the goblin next to him started to laugh…
“Ha, you’re a sensitive goblin, aren’t you… Can’t help but feel so much joy at these human’s suffering?”
“It’s nice… Can I whip them?” Dracon said, pulling on the line of the whip to cover his ass… “This one isn’t doing enough work!”
“I’ll do it…” The goblin replied, spitting on the ground as he spun the whip back and flailed it forward. He hit the girl three times in a quick burst, causing her to fall onto the floor as Dracon grinded his fist…
She screamed in agony as his goblin ‘friend’ walked up to her and kicked her in the leg, making her scream as all the other goblins laughed…
“Little disgusting bugs… It’s time for dinner,” The hobgoblin said, screaming at the females currently working the land… ‘Go to where the pigs are fed and take their leftovers… Don’t eat anything that’ll make them less fat!”
“Yes… of course!” That same whipped girl got up, bowing to Dracon as she ran past with blood on her back.
She’d gotten so tired that she could barely make it three steps without her leg snapping. When she fell onto the floor, all the other girls instantly looked frightened and turned to her with appalled expressions. They all knew what happened to girls who weren’t able to keep working.
“I’ll take her to the butcher,” The goblin next to Dracon said, rubbing his hands together. “Unless you want to walk all the way there yourself, hobgoblin Invidia?”
The hobgoblin sighed and raised his hand, agreeing to let the goblin pick her up as Dracon laughed with tears in his eyes at the girls unfortunate situation…
He had to do something!
He couldn’t just let this girl die without at least trying to help!
“Hey- hey Borza, I’m new here… Do you mind if I take her with you?” Dracon said, smiling at the goblin as he dragged the girl by her brunette hair.
“Sure, but… be careful with her leg… If we break it more, they might suspect we’ve stolen some of her meat…”
Dracon nodded his head and smiled before he picked up the girl by her two legs, causing her to scream as they walked with her to the city gates. Roughly halfway through their journey there, Dracon dropped her by ‘accident’ causing her leg to crash hard into the ground…
“Ah! I’m sorry! I’m so sorry!” The girl screamed, finally trying to crawl away as she got closer to the city.
Borza grabbed her arm and pulled her up, turning to Dracon with an incensed expression on his face…
“Idiot! Idiot! Idiot!” The goblin said, hissing as he looked at Dracon… “Damn it! I might as well kill this girl now! She must have been moving right?”
“NO… NO please… I… I can still work!”
Dracon sighed and held onto his sword, nodding his head as the goblin bent down and put the blade against her neck. He knew that if he killed the goblin, it would be almost impossible to save the girl permanently.
However, he couldn’t not do something as he watched her writhe in panic. His arm seemed to move by itself as blood drizzled onto the body of the girl beneath him. Her amber eyes and brunette hair were soon covered with the blood of a dead goblin.
Its head rolled into the forest as Dracon got covered as well with the blood from its flesh.
“Can you crawl?” Dracon asked, looking down at the girl… “Do you think you can go to the forest on the opposite side of the river?”
“Yes, but… are you going to kill me?” The girl said, staring up at him with a confused expression. “I… I really can work again… Please… please don’t let them kill me…”
“I want you to go into the forest and crawl until you find a place to hide… Tomorrow… if I’m able to find you, I’ll take you with me to the next place I travel… What’s your name?”
“They… they used to call me Waal before I ended up here on the farm… Can… can you at least get me to the forest’s edge…
Dracon nodded his head and grabbed the girls arm along with the goblins, dragging them into the forest before he looked down at her eyes.
He couldn’t do anything but this to help her, and sighed as he looked back at the farm. Luckily, there were hundreds of planted stalks blocking the view of the orcs who stood by the gates… Behind those stocks were the forests he’d come through, and he left the girl there before giving her his dagger…
“Here… if you get attacked, use this…” Dracon hoped he wouldn’t regret giving up his knife. “Leave a trail from here to wherever you go… Make it as discreet as possible…”
‘Thank you! I can’t believe you’re doing this for me?! Are you a goblin with the resistance? If that’s true, why are you giving up your position for a wretch like me?”
“You’re not a wretch, Waal… Now go into the forest and hide as best as you can… I don’t think they’ll care that this goblin died…”
“Wait, but are you part of the—”
“No… I’m not, but I can’t tell you anything else,” Dracon said, wiping the little droplets of blood off his sword as the girl scrambled to her feet. “I’ll see you later… Expect me to be a hobgoblin if I don’t fail…”
I really hope this is the right decision,” Dracon turned to the field and walked back to the barn, passing a few dozen girls who were frantically either reaping or planting the crops. He kicked one of the girls – having to keep up his front - as he walked into the barn, smiling as the hobgoblin turned towards him.
“Where… where did the other goblin go who was with you? Did he take her to the butcher?”
“An orc requested him to bring her to supper,” Dracon said, remembering what he’d heard at the gate. “He said if I tell anyone, that I’ll be eating hay for the rest of my life.”
“Damn orcs… Go eat you stupid, filthy goblin… The food is up here on your cot…”




Chapter 4: hobgoblin



Nightfall came as Dracon held onto his blade, looking at the moon rising in the sky. The hobgoblin was still sitting at the desk working as the girls remained in the field. They were expected to work 20 hours a day and ate two meals if they were lucky.
He really hoped that soon the hobgoblin would give him a chance to strike. Unfortunately, as he sat there, three hobgoblins walked up the stairs and into the room. making the matter more complicated as dozens of goblins slept around him. The hobgoblins, in turn, grimaced at all the goblins before tossing a tied up bundle onto the floor.
“This is for your damn birthday… You ready to celebrate your horrible life, Invidia?”
“Eh, I want to work on my birthday, and watch these humans suffer… If you’re feeling daring, why don’t you take over my shift so I can go spend a night on the town…”
“We don’t like you that much,” His two companions smiled, untying the bag and revealing what looked like an entire cow’s leg. “We bought you some of the freshest beef we could… You don’t have to eat like a goblin tonight…”
Invidia smiled and held out his hand, sending out a fire ball that lit a small stack of hay on fire. He tossed the cow leg on top of it and smiled as his three hobgoblin friends peered out at the girls.
One of the girls was working extremely slowly, and one screamed “Get back to work” as Dracon tried to remain calm. Some hobgoblins were extremely sensitive for feelings of hostility, and he didn’t want today to be his unlucky day.
“You’re trying to do the impossible… I applaud you but you can’t save every human.” Bob interrupted his thoughts, “You already are able to turn into a goblin… Why don’t you live a good life and just let the demons kill whomever they please?”
“I can’t do that… this sword was planted on the battlefield for a reason, and I plan on using it until I can no longer help humanity regain this beautiful planet…”
“You mean Earth?” Bob laughed, sounding pissed a second later. “This planet was brought to the brink of destruction, and because of that the demon’s were allowed to invade… If you humans were a better race, this wouldn’t be happening…”
“I don’t trust anything the demon’s taught me unless it doesn’t benefits them… Sorry, but that’s bullshit… Humanity is truly good from what I’ve seen… The demons simply came because they were hungry, and not because we made them come…
“Ah, so… you really think that way?” Bob asked as the hobgoblins started to feast on the leg – they only liked their food a little bit cooked. “Well, there is nothing wrong with keeping your head in the dirt like an ostrich…”
“I don’t even know what that is,” Dracon shook his head and turned over, choosing to go to sleep rather than try to assassinate the hobgoblin tonight… ‘Maybe if we’re lucky, they’ll get drunk and I can kill all four of them…”
“Heh… you’re right… You’re a wolf in sheep’s clothing, making you one of the few humans who can officially get payback against the demons… However, again, what if they catch on soon?” Bob seemed to be implying something sinister as his intoned dryly. “Do you think the vampires want humans getting stronger when they make such good food? Shoot, why don’t you… better yet, escape to a tier 2 city and make a family!”
“I’ll… I’ll show you Bob… They’ll suffer for what they did to humanity…” Dracon turned around, looking at the hobgoblins one more time as he heard them laughing with cheer. He closed his eyes and went to sleep, praying that in the morning things would be different.
~~~
Black-Stone Mountain, Black-Rock Village, daylight.
In the dungeon of a large manner in Black-Rock Village, over twenty humans had been gathered in front of an orc that had an extremely annoyed expression on his face.
That orc, Mactrid, couldn’t help but grind his fist as a few more humans were brought and hung up in punishment for escaping from their cart just a day ago. They had turned level 2 a few hours before, and yet now they were all going to die for trying to run away.
Mactrid wanted to scream at the loss of meat as he looked over at his strongest hobgoblin, Juarez, currently cutting down one of the humans that had just died a few moments ago. 
“We still haven’t found 10 of the humans that escaped… It’s so strange, though, a goblin’s footprints were left behind at the site… Could there be a goblin that was hiding in the wagon?”
“I’m afraid so,” Mactrid replied, looking down at Juarez’s red skin and the strange dimples on his cheeks as he bowed before him…
“They must have been part of the small human resistance… Still, why would the resistance waste their time on saving level 2 humans?”
“Maybe because they know of your greatness, Mactrid… They’ve probably heard of your glorious meat that is touted as the best in all the slaughterhouses on Earth!”
“I’m guessing it was sheer chance… They don’t care about my meat,” Mactrid spit on the floor, sighing as another human was strung up and hoisted over the branches of a white flowering tree… The man had red hair and blood shot eyes, having been caught just before he made it to the ocean and got his chance to sneak aboard a demon’s supply ship… Unfortunately, that was his only chance to get to his tier-one homeland, and he’d ruined it when a goblin found him and brought him here.
That man who’d been caught was Tor that Dracon had left in the wagon as he galloped off towards the river.
At this moment, Tor could barely see, but knew that because he was caught things were now over for him.
He had some hope before he got caught that his family might pity him, and let him hide in their mansion, but now… now all he could do was try and earn a second chance at the battlefield…
“Ah, sire… I forgot… This one was muttering something about the goblin…”  the hobgoblin said, smiling as blood started dropping out of Tor’s eyes – his lips barely moved as his skin paled and his hands pulled at the rope around his neck.
The orc immediately sighed and tossed a blade out of his sleeve, causing the rope to immediately get cut as Tor rolled on the ground. His pale skin had turned so white he looked like a ghost, but it only got worse as he got dragged along sharp rocks…
“You’re death could either be fast or slow, muttering human… Tell us what you know about the goblin and I’ll maybe let you die instantly…” Mactrid said, pulling him further down the lines of rocks as he took out a blade…
“Please… please let me go back to the battlefield,” Tor coughed out blood, covering as many wounds as he could on his right rib as a blade touched against his chin. “If I tell you about the goblin, please… please give me a chance to fight again…”
“Heh, you really want to fight? Sure… tell me something I want to hear… However, if you don’t, I’ll drop you into that oil and watch you burn alive, okay?”
“I’d like that!” Juarez said, laughing as he looked at Mactrid ring Tor’s neck and hoist him up in the air… “However, he can’t talk if you squeeze his throat…”
Mactrid tossed Tor onto the floor after making sure he understood the seriousness of lying to him, and made him skip against the rocks before he jumped and landed by his side.
A few white leaves fell down onto Tor’s head from above as he tried to get to his feet. He pushed into the sharp rocks and forced himself to stand a blood dripped through his fingers that had just gotten pierced. As he looked up, though, all he saw were 15 of the humans that had tried to escape from the wagon with him hours ago…
His instincts had mostly told him to stay behind, but was this really that much worse than the battlefield!
He’d been turned into a monster after almost two years of killing people!
Tor grabbed at his neck and coughed out blood as he leaned against one of the black boughs of the white flowering trees, seeing a man kicking above him as he looked up and sighed..
Mactrid appeared right in front of him as he tried to figure out what was best to say in response to the orcs previous question…
“All I know was that there was a human with me with black hair and blue eyes… He was the last one you put into the wagon, and had a large scar on his chest from the battle… he had a strange ability that I’ve never thought possible for a human to possess…”
“Go on…” Mactrid replied, crossing his arms as Tar fought for his breath… “Tell me, what does the goblin that snuck into the wagon have to do with that human with the scars?”
“He… he forced us to run away after he killed the goblin…” Tor said, coughing out blood… “However, his ability is extremely strange… If I tell you what that human was able to do, can you please let me heal before I go to the battlefield…”
“You don’t make demands to me, human,” The orc replied, pulling him up by his red hair and spinning him in the air. “I’ll give you one chance to live tomorrow at the level 3 battlefield if you help me find that goblin… You’ll at least have a small chance of surviving…”
“No… please… please… please give a fair chance,” Tor started crying as he tried to hoist his hands in the air. “I… I really have good information… Please… please don’t put me there…”
“Master… He’s bad meat anyway… Don’t put him with the level 3s… He might ruin their quality that we sell at the town’s meat shops…”
“Stop it Juarez…” Mactrid sighed as he softened up his touch around the human’s neck… “Five seconds before you can no longer speak… Now tell me what that human had to do with that goblin!”
“It’s… it’s a transformation… The human transformed into a goblin… I- I can’t breathe…” Tor put his hands on his throat, trying to get in a morsel of air as he kicked in the air… “That’s-that’s why…. Why he’s so hard to catch! He must have been waiting for the day he turned level 2 to activate that ability!”
“Heh… Well, that’s a stretch… Did he have a weapon on him? He probably found a weapon with an ability we got from our new stock from overseas…”
“It was a sword…” Tor coughed out, covering his chest as more blood started dripping down his legs… “Please… you can corroborate what I said with the others you catch…”
“You…. You can go back to the level 2 battlefield in a week after you recover…” Mactrid tossed Tor over into a pile of white leaves, turning around and walking towards the exit… “Jaurez… if what he said is true, then it looks like we know what happened at the river… It looks like we have a minor rebellion on our hands…”
“Sire, but how would he transform? What kind of sword would allow him to transform?” The hobgoblin replied, scratching his head as a few more humans were carted into the room.
They looked extremely tired and worn out, and some even had spears sticking out of their bodies from the goblins that caught them…
Mactrid had not been kind to those who’d escaped just like he told the humans in school when he raised them to fight…
He reflected then on all the weapons he’d received and suddenly remembered one blade that had caught his eye on the last shipment with a jewel on it… Could it be? Was that the weapon the black-haired human had gotten and used on the battlefield? He grinded his fist as his eyes burned with rage…
“We- we got a new shipment of weapons five days ago, and I left some on the battlefield that happened two days ago… I… I even gave the best weapon we got sent to that boy with the black hair… He’d been the best in his camp… However, I knew it felt a little heavy for a tier three weapon!”
“Ugh, we don’t know how good that weapon is and we don’t even know who the blacksmith who made it is! If it’s a tier zero weapon, the sooner we catch him, the better the chances we have of this not getting worse!”
“He… he went towards the river,” Tor said, getting up and propping himself against the tree as he did everything he could to survive… He knew that Dracon would probably do the same thing if he was in a similar situation, and didn’t feel bad at all spilling his guts… “I’m only telling you this because I realize how much of a threat, he is to the demons…”
“Heh… you’re not a stupid human, are you?” Mactrid crossed his arms, walking towards the exit as a few other humans were brought in and dragged against the rocks… “Well, if you’re right, I might as well let you kill the humans that escaped to let you recover a little bit…”
Tor got up and bowed, putting his head deep into a bed of rocks on the blood covered floor as Mactrid turned to a weapon’s rack on the wall. There were dozens of weapons including swords, knives, cutlasses, and a few guns that were in glass cases.
The orc took a large black sword and tossed it to Tor, leaving the room as he heard humans screaming behind him…
He didn’t have to say anything because he was pretty certain Tor would kill almost anyone to survive. Mactrid smiled and preceded to his horse, planning to head to the nearest city to request some help from trackers…




Chapter 5: twilight

Dracon woke up the next morning, finding four hobgoblins lying on the floor wreaking of alcohol.
He sighed as he noticed hundreds of goblins pacing around the bunks. To his right, out of all things, an orc was standing their with an axe walking towards the two hobgoblins.
“Invidia… how dare you sleep on the job!” The orc said, huffing out of his large green nostrils as he walked over and kicked him on the floor… “Do you realize how many times I’d have to kill you if one of the girls escaped…”
“Sorry, sorry…”Invidia coughed, getting up and pulling himself off the floor… “I’ve gotten so used to Earth that I started celebrating my birthday… I… I got ahead of myself and drank a little too much last night…”
‘Well, look at the field… There are three girls that fainted because you never told them to stop working! Go drag them out of the field and see if they are still alive… If all three of them are dead, I expect you know you won’t get paid…”
Invidia coughed and bowed, running off down the stairs and into the field before he screamed at the girls…
Dracon tried his hardest to remain upbeat as he got up and walked down the stairs with his head down. All the other goblins seemed to be leaving, and he had heard that goblins could only stay in this barn for a day…
He’d always seen goblins enter and leave cities after staying a single night. Because of the hierarchy, they were always bossed around by the orcs and hobgoblins and had to do whatever they were asked.
Beings like vampires would never even stoop to talking to them, making them about the same value as worms to those above the orc rank…
Even ogres, who liked to live solitary lives, were completely superior to goblins in every way. Dracon made it to the field and passed by Invidia as the hobgoblin checked one of the girl’s pulses…
His face had turned completely cold as the girl laid lifeless on the floor.
“Take her away goblin!” Invidia turned to Dracon as he walked past and tried to leave… “She’s barely alive! Take her to Grande City and have her get healed! If she doesn’t come back alive, I’ll take off your leg!”
“Yes! Yes! Yes!” Dracon did his best imitation of a goblin, putting the girl over his small frame and turning to look at the orc. A strong feeling of contempt was emanating out of the orc’s eyes, making him feel more inferior then the shit in the grass.
He turned and started walking back to the town, with the girl on the back, bowing his head as he clutched the sword in his right hand.
He really needed a sheathe for the blade, and had no choice but to hold the weapon as he carried the girl. What seemed like ages later, he made it into the city gates where two orcs were standing guard… After telling them what happened, they laughed before pointing him to the right…
“The only human healer we have in this village is in that small house… Still, remember to respectful to the healer goblin… Not all humans are our food, remember?”
“Yes! Yes!” Dracon said, bowing slightly as he waddled off with the girl, trying his hardest to not drop her on the ground. Her breath was beginning to seem shallow at this moment, and he hurriedly ran through the city.
Along the way, he couldn’t help but get pelted as he passed by a few restaurants, butcher shops, and weapon smiths… A goblin was bad enough, but a goblin trying to save a human was considered worse than swine in these parts…
Luckily, he made it to a small wooden house where there was a medical sign by the door. He opened it up and walked in, finding a man standing by the window with a stethoscope around his neck…
“Put her on the bed, goblin…” The man said, sighing as slammed down a glass… “I’ll try and save her… You can come back in an hour…”
“Can I stay?” Dracon instinctively asked, trusting almost no one in a demon town, even humans. “Would that be alright?”
“Ah, you mean so you can scowl me you little shit? I’m a tier one human… I hope you know that means if you talk down to me, I can talk back?”
“Yes! I stay!” Dracon said, dropping back in the chair in the corner as he crossed his arms.
The human laughed at him and put his hand against the girl’s forehead, sighing as he looked at her pale body and abnormally thing waist. She had become dehydrated by all the hours of constant working, and he had no choice but to give her an iv and pump her with fluid…
The apocalypse had happened in the year 2032 and had come at a time when humanity was at the risk of destroying earth. Now, three hundred years later, the only technology of humans that remained was their medical techniques and a few basic amenities like lightbulbs…
The rest had been destroyed by the demons after they fought a hundred year war against humanity, or had been turned into antiques… All war machines like tanks had been destroyed after they’d lost out to magic except for a few basic weapons like flash grenades and smoke bombs…
“So… so little goblin… You carried her rather gently… Is there a reason for your kindess” The doctor, Jase, said, patting the girl on the head with a wet washcloth as she started to brighten up little by little… “Did… did you find a human girl you liked where you grew up?”
“I… I don’t know… she suffering so I help… Where you from?” Dracon said, spitting on the floor as he looked at the human… “You… your fingers look like they’re dirty and disgusting… Did you farm as a child?”
“Heh… observant… I’m one of the few humans to make it to level 10 by fighting on battlefields… My name is Jase… Not that you would care what a battlefield is…”
“I know what it is,” Dracon replied, nodding his head… “That’s where we get our meat from! Humans fight and kill humans to level up or feed us! I… I never got to taste, though, because those orcs are selfish…”
“Orcs are only level 22 at most… Their bodies don’t allow them to level up further… In my day, the vampires still bothered managing the battlefields, and they were quite a bit more frightening,” Jase continued,
“They can make it to level 40 or 50 depending on their bloodline… There are only perhaps 20 other races above them in the realms of darkness… Were you born here or somewhere else?”
“I was born here,” Dracon said, taking what he’d overheard from a goblin a few years back, and running with the tale he heard about his family… “My mother had fifteen kids and I was the youngest… Hence, I’m even less valuable then most goblins…”
“Ah, so you must pity these fourth tier humans… Well, I don’t… My wife worked on a farm until she was 33… She used to sleep only two hours a night because she was addicted to improving her farming skills… I think eventually, all the bad humans will get plucked and us stronger humans will earn our place in demon culture…”
“What about humans killing all demons in revenge…? Won’t humans do that if we peacefully coexist” Dracon raised his brow with a trace of seriousness in his voice. “I had nightmare about that… Aren’t they monsters? They… They have no limits on leveling up like demons!” Dracon tried his hardest to not sound amazed by humans, but couldn’t keep it all back… “I mean… if you trained, couldn’t you get to level 100, and kill even orcs!”
“Heh… I could, but that’s only because of the mana you demons brought with you… However, I wouldn’t dare kill any demons because I’m truly afraid of them… Now… tell the hobgoblin you’re under that this girl needs three days to recover…” Jase continued,
“If he doesn’t give her three days, might as well send her to the butcher now…” The doctor finished, putting his hands in his white coat as he smiled at Dracon.
“You… you no care about her getting butchered… You human?” Dracon replied, “why no care about her going back so quickly?”
“I’d kill her myself if it meant me and my wife would be left alone… I’m a doctor not an angel… By the way, you’re interesting little guy… How come haven’t spit at me yet like all the other goblins?”
“Ah! I… I—I just tricking you!” Dracon spit onto the floor and slammed one of the books down a second later. “Eh, I hope you reveal yourself so I can tell orc!”
“I’m not a goblin, however, you’re doing a horrible job pretending to be idiot. You’re also a horrible liar Goblin because I know you had a human friend in the past… Remember 3 days for him to pick her up!”
“I go! I go!” Dracon got up and exited the door, walking out of the village as the moon started to rise in the sky. He suddenly felt a strange sensation passing over him as he walked into the village. Was this that time of day that the demons always celebrated, twilight?




Chapter 6: supreme



All the demons were bowing around Dracon as he exited the doctor’s office, causing him to just stand there in complete confusion as he tried to recall what was happening and why they were bowing as their shadows started to move behind them…
Wait, was this what Dracon learned about in school, the thing called twilight hour?
Wasn’t there a rule for all demons during the time of twilight that none would move or there would be a risk of disturbing one of the great demons called the supreme demons…
These… yes… these were demons he’d learned about that flew in the sky and had reached past level 100… It was a hierarchical rule that required all classes below the supreme demons to give them twilight to travel freely and quietly through the sky. Apparently, this was a tradition that originated from the world of darkness where they also had a sun and a moon orbiting them during the cyclic calendar…
Some of the demons even had said that Earth was just a copy of their world, but with an alternate history and different races… Did that mean orcs were just a different outcome than humans? Dracon thought that was ridiculous as suddenly a sharp wind passed by him.
Before he could blink, a large man had appeared in front of him with three large wings on his back and an axe in his hand. His eyes were red and he had two extremely long arms at his side as his cape billowed behind him…
How… how had he appeared so fast?
“Why… why aren’t you bowing goblin?” The supreme demon said, putting his hand out and pointing to all the demons currently bowing around him… “Where did you grow up you bumpkin… get on your damn knees!”
“Yes! Yes!”
Dracon said, immediately prostrating himself before the monster as he smiled and tapped him on the head…
The most horrifying terror swept over him as the man walked off as three other beings appeared holding what appeared to be a girl in their hands… Dracon couldn’t help but nearly puke as a feeling of dark mana suddenly made him want to vomit… The touch alone from that being nearly killed him instantly, but somehow, he survived…
“I heard that you served of the best wine in the entire continent,” The supreme being walked up to a vampire who was currently half bowed to the supreme demon, finding his red eyes shinning into his own. “I give you permission to move vampire…”
“It’s nothing compared to the wine you have at your mansions,” The vampire got up, and opened the door to his shop, letting the vampire in after him as everyone in the town panicked…
A supreme demon, a level 100 or over existence, had chosen to enter into their city to drink some of their wine!
Dracon couldn’t help but feel a sense of terror inside of him! They’d definitely found out about him and this blade in his hands! He had to flee immediately if he had any chance of survival!
In his entire life, he’d only heard of supreme demons when he used to work on the farm from some of the hobgoblins that ran the place. Supreme Demons were single handedly enough to cut a mountain in half, and had been able to destroy jet fighter planes when they still existed during the times of war…
They were the entire reason that humanity seized to win that apocalyptic battle 300 hundred years ago, during the golden age of humanity. Dracon took a deep breath and got up slowly as everyone in the town remained bowed with their eyes closed…
He had to leave now!
He had to leave before he was killed, and his chance of saving humanity perished along with his chances of survival!
More and more thoughts spread into his mind… Maybe he should just do what Jase did and just settle down with a wife and have kids?
After all, these demons wouldn’t dare harm his first two kids! He could still live a good life if he just learned how to obey the demons!
“You’re out of your mind…” Bob said, sighing as his voice appeared in Dracon’s head. “You’re not allowed to move when supreme demons are inside your city… It’s the entire reason there is a twilight hour! It’s for demons to honor the supreme demons that brought them victory 300 years ago!”
“I remember they were actually surprised by the guns, tanks, and artillery that humans had to offer… However, it was the supreme demons that destroyed all the jets and robots that humanity kept hidden! Don’t you dare move…”
I have to run… If I don’t run, those supreme demons will kill me as soon as they leave that bar… I doubt they came here just for a drink from some level 40 vampire…
They landed right in front of me… I don’t know what continent we’re in, but I doubt they’d be here if they weren’t aware of the weapon in my hand! Aren’t they prescient of the future? If I don’t run now, I’m going to—
“Little idiot… bow you fool…” Jase said, kicking Dracon in the shin as he tried to amble past his shop and escape for the woods. “I don’t know what kind of bumpkin you are, but get on the floor…”
Damn it!
Dracon dropped down onto the floor and bowed, leaving his weapon behind the door as he put his head down. He remained there for ten minutes, praying to himself as the moon slowly started to rise higher in the sky.
For some reason, though, after the ten minutes, and then after an hour, the supreme demon stayed inside the bar. It wasn’t until four hours later that he finally exited the bar.
It felt like the longest four hours of Dracon’s life, and he did his best to remain calm as his mana got closer and closer to zero.
It seemed that he had basically enough mana to sustain 5 hours of his transformation without his blade, and any longer would ruin him, causing him to turn back to a human in front of all these demons…
At this moment, though, an orc galloped into the city and pulled on the reigns of his horses, sweating as he jumped off and walked into the town…
Dracon instantly recognized that orcs’ face, Mactrid, and tried his hardest to remain calm as his forehead covered with sweat. If it wasn’t for all his survival instincts kicking into high gear, he probably would’ve screamed in disbelief…
That was the man who controlled his life back on the battlefield in BlackRock Village. If he wasn’t here to tell about his escape, then what was he here for?
“Ah, we have a visitor?” One of the supreme demons appeared in front of the orc as he just figured out why everyone was bowing. “So.. I see you… like that stupid goblin… wanted to insult me by not bowing in my presence! Well, since you’re the second one to do it, di—”
“Wait, I… I came here because a human escape—”
The orcs head flew into the air, and spun off his body as Dracon shivered in the corner by the medical house. The blood from that kill, however, reached all the way to him as did the orc head which stopped an inch from his eyes as he bowed on the floor… For some reason, Dracon had a feeling that the clean cut and trajectory was intentional, and he couldn’t help but piss his pants as the supreme demon appeared above him.
“You… you’re in luck… little goblin… If you were the third one to piss me off today, you’d also be dead… Freaking orcs, they think just because they’re better than hobgoblins that they can walk in my presence…”
“Now, since I didn’t hear what he said, I suppose I should revive him, so he can continue talking…” The supreme demon picked up the orc’s head and suddenly turned, slamming it back onto the orc’s spine – moving ten meters in an instant - as a dark energy came out of his hand and wrapped around the orcs spine and neck…
A moment later, the orc somehow was reanimated and was able to get up on his feet, however, his face was attached backwards to his head as if life was a joke for the supreme being!
“You… you had something to tell me… If it is worthy of your impudence, I’ll perhaps turn your head around!”
“I’m so sorry wise one! I didn’t mean to offend you!” Mactrid said, struggling to breathe as he thought about that terrifying feeling of watching his head fall off his body. He’d lost the ability to breathe and saw only the sky spinning before everything went dark. Now, though, his head was back on his body, and he could see a trail of his own blood as he tried his hardest to answer clearly and concisely and immediately… “I… I… I heard about a human that was able to turn into a… a goblin! Apparently, it has to do with a weapon he has on his person! We just got a new shipment of blades from the weapons department… Unfortunately, I don’t know what city it was from , supreme--”
“So you think because of some goblin, you shouldn’t use your brain when you walk into a town where everyone is bowing? Did you forget who gave us this beautiful Earth while we lived in that horrible world for thousands of years!”
“NO! NO!” Mactrid cried, trying his hardest to breathe in a deep breath as blood gushed out his nose… “I… I just think it has to do with the rebellion! If the humans find a way to get to level 100, they might be able to go against even you, great one!”
“Heh…” The supreme demon smiled, and turned around Mactrid’s head, slapping him away and into the wooden wall to his right. He crashed so hard against the wall that the sound of cracking bones could be heard by all in the city.
“I trust that you’ll find that goblin since I’m letting you live, orc… I’m not worried about humans making a simple transform to goblin weapon…  ” The supreme demon looked up in the sky before he disappeared, leaving his voice behind as he vanished into the clouds of the night… “I… I liked the wine, vampire… I’ll be back in four weeks to make sure this territory is operating smoothly, and no little human goblins are left remaining…”
‘Yes! Thank you Aril for your efforts!” The vampire bowed before the three remaining supreme demons disappeared into the sky. They were so fast that they left behind a sonic boom, shaking the foundation of all the houses, bars, and hotels on the strip around Dracon and his ‘allies’…
After ten minutes, everyone finally got up again, and continued performing their tasks . A few humans even passed by and headed into the bars to his right…
Those were probably the humans that had reached past level 5, Dracon realized, as he pushed himself off the ground and turned to his side.
He rushed to his sword as fast as he could, huffing as he grabbed it as his mana nearly reached zero…. This was an extremely terrifying situation for him to be in because of his lack of mana! He also basically just learned that he had four weeks to cover his tracks!
“That orc is probably going to need a doctor,” Jase said, patting Dracon on the back as he held onto his hilt to maintain his balance. “Why don’t you bring him here for me before he kills you? Maybe if I tell him you tried to save him, he’ll let you live…”
Dracon had no choice but to obey him, and carried his former boss over to Jase as the rest of the town recovered to its normal vitality… However, he now suddenly felt more terrified then before as he left the orc on the bed…. The orc, Mactrid, would probably stop at nothing to kill him once he found out where he was, and he now had four weeks before the supreme demon was back looking for his head!
Dracon took a deep breath and firmly resolved himself as he prepared to exit the medical house and head back to the barn! He had to kill a hobgoblin as quickly as possible, or else he’d have no way of covering his tracks!




Chapter 7: Concessions



Invidia looked out at the town, and sighed before he turned to look at two of the girls currently fainting from exhaustion in the crop field beneath his desk…
He couldn’t hit them because of the accursed twilight lingering in the sky. That only happened when the supreme demons were around, and he waited impatiently before the clouds above started to clear up, bringing them their usual early night at around 3 pm…
Invidia also noticed that the goblin he’d sent off over four hours ago with a small girl was finally returning… He sighed and picked up the whip before going down to the crop field and putting it against the girls backs as Dracon walked up to him…
“There… there was a supreme de-- Demon!” Dracon said, bowing as he passed by the two girls on the floor… “I’m sorry… I’m sorry I took so long to return!”
“How long did he say till the girl recovers?”
“Three days!” Dracon replied, raising his head… “However, I think the girl only needs two days most to get better! What do you think?”
“I think this is all your fault, Goblin!” Invidia slapped Dracon in the face, knocking him into the dirt and causing him to slide across the barn floor. “All the other goblins have already left for the day, and not a single new one has come to help me because of that long twilight hour!”
There were new goblins every night, but because of the supreme demons landing in the town no battlefields were covered with blood today because no orcs had left town to go to their nearby farms and villages.
That meant the goblins were still all back at their respective orc territories and didn’t need a place to spend the night. Invidia relied on those goblins to help him watch the girls, but now he was here making sure they worked while receiving no food at all to eat!
This was the job of a goblin, and he didn’t want to do it!
“You’ll… You’ll stay here and watch these girls! If… If I find any of them slacking under you, I’ll not give you any food tonight! Do you here me, green turd?!”
“Yes! Yes!” Dracon replied, smiling as he watched the hobgoblin go up the stairs, leaving the whip on the floor. He’d been waiting for an opportunity just like this to kill a hobgoblin, and definitely wasn’t going to waste it…
Still, he didn’t feel good about hurting the girls behind him as they weltered on the floor. However, he also couldn’t save too many of them. He had no choice but to whip them as lightly as he could as they cried beneath him.
A few hours later, night came, and they were finally allowed to stop working. He nearly cried as the girls barely managed to walk back to the small series of cots on the bottom floor of the barn.
There was a rancid smell in the sleeping quarters of the girl’s first floor space, and he had trouble not feeling bad for them as a few collapsed instantly on the bed.
He walked up the stairs at this moment and made it up to his cot from the night before, finding it still the same as he’d left it.
He held tightly to his fist as the hobgoblin remained at his desk, turning through a book with rage from how his day had gone…
Dracon realized at this moment that there was something strangely human about the anger coming from the hobgoblin…. Was he angry about staying here by himself?
Wait, maybe if I try and be his friend, he’ll lower his defenses towards me… However, if I try and talk to him, he’ll probably just treat me like shit… Is there anything valuable I can give him that’ll at least let me get close to him?
There has to be something around here that he wants? Is there anything that I can do to make him lower his defenses?
“You’re playing with fire… That hobgoblin is level 10 and he always keeps his sword by the side of his desk… However, don’t you have that skill Silent Feet… You haven’t used your skills yet right?”
Would that make it easier to sneak up on him, Bob, or are you trying to get me killed?
Bob’s pitch rose before he replied in anger, “No… I don’t want you to die because I’ve been around for a long, long time… I’ve been around for 150 years, so no thank you! Don’t need to die because I have some crazy person in charge of my theta…”
Dracon sighed and got up, walking down the stairs and to the fields where he could let off some steam. He sighed and looked back at the hobgoblin as he stared at him, paying attention to his every movement…
A second later, something moved in the bushes, and Dracon decided to try and run after it. The hobgoblin instantly got up with an incensed expression, running down the stairs as Dracon ‘chased’ whatever made the nose…
“You… you stupid goblin! Why are you chasing the wind!” The hobgoblin screamed as he got angrier and angrier about having
to work this shitty job… “I… I’m so tired of this! Get out here, and show me your hands! You have to lose a finger for being such an idiot!”
How… how do I activate Silent Feet? Dracon asked in his head, moving through the field as he stopped a few feet away from the hobgoblin… They never taught me how to use this skill at school…”
“Just think the work “”Silent Feet”” and it will activate… Geez… I swear… I thought you humans used to at least try to figure things out for yourselves… I remember my first owner, back when humans first came—”
“It’s not story time now…” Dracon thought Silent Feet and slowly exited the bushes as the hobgoblin stayed by the farm with a blade in his hand. He angrily slashed at the bushes as Dracon made his way around the barn with the skill activated… He had no choice but to go up the stairs and wait for the hobgoblin to lose his patience and return.
Silent Feet only decreased his visibility and didn’t make him invisible. A skill that granted true invisibility would never be a level 5 skill, nor would it be given to hobgoblins, or kobolds, or orcs…. Vampires were the first true species that were considered more than bottom tier demons, which made Dracon somewhat afraid as he planned to jump down and attack.
Five minutes and then ten minutes and then twenty minutes passed as he stood in the corner of the barn… Finally, the hobgoblin walked up the stairs as he rubbed his neck as Dracon waited to count the steps for the right time to jump and strike.
By the time he made it to the third step, Dracon knew it was time to strike, and activated Silent Feet one more time as he jumped in the air…
His blade went through the hobgoblin’s neck, and spun his head onto the floor. Blood dripped down the stairs as Invidia’s head bounced down and rolled around the bar. That same blood, shockingly, turned into a stream that seemed to flow into his weapon…
What is happening? Why is it absorbing the blood into its crystal? Is this… is this how I’m going to be able to transform? Bob… do you know what’s happening?
“I know virtually nothing about anything above a tier 2 weapon., sorry… If you ever let me upgrade in a mainframe, then I promise to fill you in on the information I find about tier 0 weapons…”
“I barely trust you at a terminal… I think your upgrade is going to have to wait a long time…”
Dracon sighed and looked at his experience bar, noticing he’d only gained 3000 experience out of the 5000 necessaries to level up to level 6. He picked up the body of the hobgoblin, at this time, and dragged it up to the top of the stairs, leaving it underneath the hobgoblin’s desk as he looked around to see what items he could take before he left.
He grabbed three knives, a small map, a few jars of pig entrails, and two bottles of alcohol and put it in the bag he found to his right… He then looked at the blood soaked clothes on the dead hobgoblin… They were clothes for a level 7 hobgoblin, so he took them and stuffed them in the bag before turning to look at the forest…
“God… I really hope that girl left an easy trail to follow because if I can’t find her, I’ll have no choice but to leave her to die in the woods,” Dracon muttered as he walked to the first floor of the barn , looking down at the girls currently barely surviving on the first floor.
I’m sorry, but when I grow strong enough… I promise to return for you and make sure that you all survive… Now… how do I turn into a hobgoblin?
“Heh… you’re in luck kid… You indeed have a new skill that’s on your sword called hobgoblin transformation… Still, if you thought it was hard getting the hobgoblin form, imagine trying to kill orcs! It might be better to go after kobolds first…”
“I’ll do my best…” Dracon wrapped his hand around the bag on hi s back and then pulled off a satchel he found on the hobgoblin’s waist along with two knives he’d almost missed hidden in his pants. He put the two basic knives he’d found in the bag as well, and then walked through the bushes going towards the forest…
The night had darkened the field so much that he could barely see with his goblin eyes… He knew he now had to transform because a hobgoblin was allotted much more freedom than a goblin. He grabbed tightly to the hilt, and muttered the words hobgoblin transformation as he moved through the stalks of growth.
He turned into a hobgoblin a moment later, watching his skin turn from green to red and his height to increase to almost 5 feet.
His eyes also started to clear up and he began to notice that the stalks looked more and more like the corn he’d seen growing earlier in the day. Five minutes after that, his vision was almost perfect, and he could even make out his fingers…
“Status” Dracon said with excitement from that change to his eyes, walking further and further into the field before he finally made it to a safe place.. After making it roughly ten meters deeper into the field, a red lacquered box appeared in front of him.
Dracon
Level 5
Race(s) : Human / Goblin / Hobgoblin 
Age: 18
Exp: 3050 / 5000
Health: 950 / 950
Mana: 60 / 60
Force: 600
Endurance: 425
Acceleration: 450
Trickery: 300
Stealth: 420
Skills: Silent Feet, Great Strength, Night Vision (HG), Basic Tracking (HG)
~~ Night Vision and Tracking are skills that all hobgoblins are instinctively born with, so they are better at seeing in the night…
Dracon closed his prompt as quick as he could, noticing that most of his stats had been boosted after his latest transformation. However, still, he was extremely worried about taking a human girl with him… He had to think of some type of cover so they wouldn’t get caught on their journey across the landscapes of Earth…
He walked into the forest, and noticed two pebbles by the tree before he picked them up and rolled them in his hands. He’d told the girl to leave a trail for him, and as he focused on them he tried to activate ‘tracking’. It caused two sets of foot prints to appear as he looked down at the ground… Luckily, he’d picked up the stones and was able to catch her trial….
However, he now began to ponder about the hobgoblins by the river as he walked further down the path off the footprints…
No wonder those two hobgoblins were able to get onto my trail… They were probably using tracking to follow me to the trees… However, maybe that’s why orcs always keep hobgoblins with them at their base as their right hands… They probably use them to capture any humans that get away…
Dracon followed the footsteps further and further into the forest before he came across a large series of fallen trees. The footprints ended there, and he sighed as he pushed away one of the trees revealing the blonde girl, he’d let go just the day before…
Her body had healed somewhat after just one day of being alone it the forest. He leaned down and pushed gently against her back, causing her to scream and rise to her feet as he put his hand against her mouth…
“Vampires have very good hearing, remember, and werewolves are even more discerning” Dracon said, putting his hand against her mouth. “If you want to get us killed, I dare you to scream…”
‘Please… please hobgoblin… I… I didn’t mean to esca—”
“It’s me! The goblin that saved you…” Dracon turned around and sighed, activating his human transformation as the moonlight shined down on them. “You… you see! I’m a human just like you… Now… we need to get out of here now okay? Do you know any of the towns around here that we can go too?”
“Then tell me my name…” The girl replied, “I told you my name! You could be a werewolf! I… I don’t know what you are!”
“Waal… Stop it!” Dracon said with a loud whisper, hugging her and putting his old shirt over her fragile body… “We’ll be going now, okay, to a safe place where you can eat? I… I have something for you to drink, and a little bit of food on me that you can eat when we’re in a wagon…”
“Why? Why are you risking this for me?” Waal asked, shaking her head as she grabbed at one of the trees. “Leave me here in the forest and go help someone else! I… I’m not the person who needs your help the most!”
“Stop! You’re not beneath anyone else! You’re a human being!” Dracon pulled her off the ground and transformed back into a hobgoblin, holding his sword with his other hand…
He still had to get a wagon from the barn before he left, and take the hobgoblin’s body with him.  If he was lucky, the dead body was still underneath the desk where he left it…
After an hour of walking, he made it back to the barn.
~~~
Mactrid looked at himself in the mirror after the doctor finished patching him up. He needed over a hundred stitches and over one hundred basic healing spells to get to full health.
He sighed and got off the bed as he looked at doctor Jase, trying his hardest to remain calm as he thought about the difficulty of the mission ahead.
He had to find one goblin out of hundreds of millions of goblins, and only knew that he had a tiered weapon with a jewel imbued on it. Even worse was that when he tried to hire trackers – hobgoblins – the tracks had disappeared in the woods by the Black Heart River. He must have climbed into the trees, making it nearly impossible for them to relocate his trail!
However, he still had hope, and remembered of a werewolf that lived nearby Grande City a few miles away from where he was currently. Their tracking skills were much more advanced than hobgoblins, and he luckily had just enough money to pay for his help…
“You don’t have to say thank you, but if you don’t mind you can pay me,” Jase said to Mactrid as he sat on the cot… “There was also a little goblin that helped you… He deserves your thanks as well…”
“If I could, I’d kill that goblin… You said he’s the one who didn’t bow? What kind of bumpkin would make such a stupid mistake around supreme demons…?”
“I don’t know, but you’re mostly back to normal… Your health will take over 3 weeks to return to full, so right now you’ll be like a walking level 10 if you get in a fight…”
“As long as you don’t have to fight another orc, though, you should be fine… Jase wiped back his white hair, and then walked over to the girl who had barely recovered on the cot across from Mactrid…
Even with the Iv, if she didn’t recover in a week she’d have to go to a butcher, and he’d have to send her there according to the rules… However, her constitution was so frail that he wasn’t sure if they’d even get meat off her bones… Plus, even if he used a healing spell and broke the rules, she probably would be dead in a month at most unless a miracle happened…
Doctor Jase turned to look at the large orc who had probably just suffered what some could only imagine as worse than death. The orc got up and walked out of the small hospital, leaving behind what looked like a brown money satchel on the bed…
“Here… I’m giving you 30 sterling because you didn’t kill me when you could’ve human…. That should be more than enough to cover it right?”
“Yes, you’re surprisingly generous… However, judging by that mark on your arm… You own a farm? I always wanted to ask this… Why do you demons not mind eating humans? Don’t you find it weird eating something that can talk?”
“We’re from different worlds… “ Mactrid replied, “We find it weird you humans eat vegetables, and you find it weird that we eat you… However, the truth is we value sustainability more than you idiots… If you guys didn’t ruin the world, we wouldn’t have been drawn here in the first place…”
“So, basically, it’s our fault,” Jase said, laughing as he tossed back the bag after taking out 10 sterling. “I don’t need your pity orc… That conversation was just worth a 100 sterling to me…
“Enjoy your day, human… You’re lucky to have it,” The orc pointed at the scar on Jase’s hand as he exited the door. “If there is one type of human I respect, it’s you… Someone that’s been to a thousand battlefields, and killed hundreds of his own kind… Without you, actually, I’d probably not have eaten at least three meals…”
Mactrid left and walked towards the mountains, heading towards the werewolf as he held a small pair of handcuffs that he’d gotten from the wagon. Thanks to Tor, he was able to find out which pair of handcuffs belonged to the goblin, luckily, after investing the trails of his movements with the trackers…
It was strange, but because Mactrid had almost died, he felt more alive than ever, and took his time as he walked into the forest, heading towards a place of werewolves and demons.




Chapter 8: Werewolf

Dracon was luckily able to get a horse from the barn and took the hobgoblin’s body along with Waal down one of the many roads outside the town. Unfortunately, though, he had no choice but to leave behind the hundred girls who worked on the farm when he left.
At least until an orc came to check on the girls, though, they’d be able to go a few hours without working. All he could do now was take the road and hope that no one stopped him from traveling with a single human, a blonde girl, as he traveled deeper into demon territory.
He looked up at the white tarp over the wagon and then turned over to Waal eating impatiently in the corner. He’d taken some meat before he left that was meant as food for goblins – pork entrails. He’d eaten it a few hours before, and could barley stomach it, but it seemed like Waal had no trouble eating pounds of it.
She must have been through some truly horrible experiences…
Dracon reflected on his time serving on the battlefield, at this time, and at least realized he got to eat a good meal before each battle. His muscles were important for his chances of leveling up, so he got to eat three meals a day as long as he got more than two kills…
His orc, Mactrid, was surprisingly fair as long as you weren’t dead. As soon as you died, though, you were nothing more to him than meat to be shipped to a butcher in a nearby city.
Dracon grinded his fist as he thought about it, looking up at the moon as it started to be replaced by the sun… They’d been on the road for maybe four hours, and he decided to stop at a nearby river to water the horses…
Since he was a hobgoblin, all the guards were actually very nice to him, and didn’t bother him as his horse waited at the ford. He could see an estuary not too far away down the embankment, and took in a deep breath of air before he filled up three buckets with water…
Afterwards, he got back into the wagon and started heading further down the path… The good news about roads, he’d heard, was that they always headed to a city or an important location…
After spending his entire life inside of only two cities, even this road was something nice for him to experience…
“You… you have any idea what we’re going to do when this road leads to somewhere?” Waal asked, waddling her brow as she ate some meat.
“I’m hoping that it lets me go to a place where there are kobolds… I’m hoping to level up a few more levels so I can transform again…” Dracon replied, opening the map and trying to figure it out…
‘You mean… you mean you didn’t used to be able to do that transformation?” Waal asked, spitting out a bone as she chewed on some more pork entrails. “Are… are you sure that’s a good idea? What if they catch you?”
“Let’s talk about what it was like for you as a child first…” Dracon knew what he was doing was risky, but didn’t’ need to hear about it. “I don’t know anything about third tier girls besides they are forced to work at farms…”
‘We… we’re raised until we’re ten with our families… unlike boys, and then… then we’re sent to a training institution for three years…” Waal said, smiling as she thought about those pleasant days… “We… we used to be allowed to eat three meals a day and actually read and learn… Just in case there are any demons that take fancy to us in those three years…”
“Occasionally, a third-tier girl will be picked by a vampire, or a higher-ranking demon and brought to work for them on their properties… However, I… I was never chosen during those three years….”
“Afterwards, I… I was brought to the farm where I got roughly one experience every 3 days no matter how hard I worked… There… my first hobgoblin master was actually much nicer and let me eat three meals a day… That all changed when I turned eighteen… Then, suddenly, if you fail, you get eaten by the demons…”
“That’s sort of like me…” Dracon replied, sighing as he felt the cart shake, hitting some large rocks on the road…  “I was on the battlefield fighting to survive so demons didn’t eat me until I escaped… However, wait… do you hear that?”
“Hear wha—?”
Dracon got out of the wagon’s interior and walked outside, looking at over twenty wagons heading towards him.
They were from a nearby battlefield – he guessed - and judging by the humans walking along the trail and their rough, ripped bodies, they were probably all getting close to level 5.
The battlefields were all held in various areas, but the higher the level you were the better the tier 3 city that you stayed at. Once Dracon made it to level 3, he would’ve been brought to one of those higher ranked cities where he would’ve stayed until level 5.
Looking out at the troops, he was pretty certain this would’ve been where he ended up if he was able to survive and felt a strange feeling welling up inside of him…
“I… I think I recognize someone…” Dracon thought as he grinded his fist, looking at a man walking next to the wagon. That man, the one with the black hair and cold eyes, had trained him almost single handedly at BlackRock City a few years ago. When he’d first gotten to the battlefield training area, before he was an official soldier, a level 2 soldier named Creston had trained him on how to survive in the battlefield.
Seeing him again at this moment made Dracon feel extremely strange, and every ounce of him wanted to save him from his fate as three orcs walked on the troops left and right sides…
The higher grade 4 meat, as the humans at level 4 were referred to by the demons, were protected by stronger soldiers, though, making these thoughts all just pipe dreams. A large werewolf also stood behind them, walking up and passing Dracon as he bowed into the dirt.
“Heh… oh, we have a smart hobgoblin,” The werewolf said, and here I was thinking of eating whatever you had in your carriage… However, I have to ask, why are you heading towards my territory?”
“I… I lost my way at the river… My map was wrong,” Dracon pulled the map out of his chest. He didn’t understand the demon’s language, and passed it to the werewolf. Instantly, it smiled before tearing up the map in his hands.
Dracon had headed to an area completely off his map… The werewolf laughed and pointed Dracon towards his city over the hills in the distance…
“You seem like a nice hobgoblin… I’m looking for someone to help transport the dead bodies of these humans that can’t survive… Go to Alegrove City by traveling up that road and I’ll give you a job!”
“Thank you so much, sir!” Dracon knew he had to respect werewolves much like he had to respect orcs as a goblin.
They were both two ranks above him which meant he had to listen to their commands, based on demon hierarchies, or else risk losing his life.
It wasn’t only because of the level difference that he needed to be respectful, that was part of it, but it was also because of an inherent desire of demons to serve those stronger than them.
He bowed to the werewolf and agreed to help, getting back into his wagon and finding Waal playing dead on the floor. He couldn’t help but sigh and wait nearly ten minutes for the werewolf to be far enough away before he spoke to her.
He also had to be careful with what he said for the next few hours. If the werewolf happened to be close by and his hearing was as good as he thought, almost anything he said could be used against him.
“Waal… I want to only talk about basic things… Do you understand? I just saw the most beautiful werewolf I’d ever seen, and I’m afraid he might be angry if I say anything to offend him…”
Waal nodded her head, instantly understanding his concern as he brought his wagon further down the road. There were hundreds of trees surrounding the mountains in front of them, and he slowed down in the center of some large boulders before turning to Waal.
The sound wouldn’t travel far here around these boulders, and he looked at the thin, attenuated girl with a trace of concern. What was he supposed to do with her now that he was going into a city where humans were nothing but meat or workers?
He didn’t know if they’d allow him to have her there without treating her like shit, and for him to have to disrespect someone he just saved was not going to be an easy task.
“I… I’m afraid…. Afraid of how I’ll have to treat you in that city… Would you please not get mad at me if I’m forced to spit on you or worse?”
“You… you see my leg? I’m level 3, so it’s starting to heal fast, but I’d be dead right now on someone’s plate if you didn’t save me.” Waal replied, smiling and shaking her head at Dracon. “Even if you have to whip me, I’d rather be whipped than be dead.”
“Are you sure? I could try and hide you in these mountains… If you go deep into the caves, the werewolf shouldn’t be able to smell you.” Dracon replied, cracking his knuckles as he looked into her brown, beady eyes.
In just a single day with him her eyes had turned brighter and were pleasant to look at, so because of that he thought of alternatives to bringing her to the city… Could he really just leave her in the mountains, or wait… would he just be able to leave without telling the werewolf? However, if he did try and run from the werewolf, that might cause suspicion and make him its target…
With his scent, even if he changed form, he’d still smell the same unless get got a class with an anti-tracking skill! Unfortunately, he needed to learn more skills to be able to deceive more demons before he thought of trying to flee from this territory.
“I’m coming with you… Just let me sleep 5 hours a night and I’ll make sure I keep working from dusk to dawn…” Waal responded as he finished his thoughts. “However, what do you have to do to turn into a kobold… Also, where are you going to find a kobold?”
“I… I need a reason to kill demons to transform into them, and perhaps in this town I’ll find one that’s an easy kill,” Dracon looked around the mountains before he sighed, lashing the horses forward as the sun started to set in the sky… “However, look… do you see that?”
Dracon made it to the top of the hill before he saw the ruins of an old city a few miles away, full of large skyscrapers, that shattered his illusion that the old world didn’t exist.
He’d seen history books in his classes with demons, filling him with tales of how humans had destroyed themselves and asked for the demons to invade because of their stupidity. However, to him, it was a half fallacy since he’d never seen any remnants of the previous humans…
Now, though, by the ocean a few miles away there were dozens of large buildings and houses covered in sand and full of various lush plants. He turned away from the city, trying to stay calm, as he went further up the hill with Waal by his side.
At the top, surprisingly, only three hobgoblins were in front of the gates.




Chapter 9: MEss Hall





“Leader Najd just went to his other village… What are you doing here hobgoblin?”
“I just spoke to a werewolf on the way here… He said come here because he needs someone to transport the delicious meat…”
“Heh, you scum bag,” The goblins pointed him towards the large wrought iron gates as he pushed Waal onto the floor. The hobgoblins all laughed as he entered into the city, finding the familiar smell of blood and dirt in the air as Dracon made it past a large series of tents…
These tents were much larger than the tents he lived in previously before he fought in the battlefields, but they were still full of the same cots and the same dreams and the same disgusting scent.
He walked past the tents and towards the large series of buildings in the distance. In his dreams in the past, he had wished to always go to these buildings when he was back in BlackRock City, and now he was pulling his cart into one of them.
“Give me a rope so I can tie this thing up!” Dracon said, pulling Waal by the neck as a few goblins laughed and ran over to him.
He was only level 5, but by being a hobgoblin he’d earned their respect. They all knew because of the hierarchy system that if he said a word to Najd, they could be sent away to their deaths.
The goblin’s showing him to his room in the mess-hall were thus extremely nice, and took his carriage into a nearby barn…
“You… you must be the replacement for the hobgoblin we lost a few weeks ago in the woods. They say he was eaten by an extremely ferocious wolf!”
“What kind of wolf could kill a hobgoblin… Watch your mouth!” Dracon replied, pulling out his sword and putting it against the a goblins neck – it seemed to have both green and red skin… “Tell me where you heard this!”
“It’s because of the the mana that we goblins brought to earth… Some of the creatures high up on the mountains were exposed to more mana than others… Because of that, they are sometimes bigger, faster, and stronger than normal creatures… A few wolves have even tried to attack orcs and kill them!”
So… so the rumors were true… There really are other things out there that the demons have to worry about… Dracon thought as he nodded his head. “Tell me… will I be safe here?”
“Heh… as long as Najd is around, you’ll be fine, however, what’s with the girl? Most hobgoblins would disdain traveling with something they have to feed—”
“I get bored, and she entertains me… Do you see how thin she is? Come here Waal!”
Dracon pulled on the rope around Waal’s neck and grabbed her by the head before pulling on her hair. She instantly looked terrified before Dracon grabbed at her neck.
“You see that look of terror… That’s entertaining!”
“Hah, I like you, but I still wouldn’t keep anything I have to feed… Anyways, I’ll show you to your room.”
Dracon nodded his head and pulled Waal by the string, picking up some food to his side and eating it as all the goblins cleared the way for him.
He made it a few minutes later to a modest sized room on the second floor of the mess hall. It was a small wooden room with just a bed and a sink and toilet. For him, however, it was like a dream come true, and it even had its own bath for him to wash off in any time he wished…
“This is your place… In the morning, you’ll transport all the food that we get from the battlefield to either Grande City or Staverton Hill… Now… would you like us to bring up food, or would you like to come down to eat…”
“I’ll see you tomorrow.” Dracon raised his hand, sitting on the bed as he tied Waal into the corner, wrapping the rope around her neck… “I’ll be down in a few minutes… I want to rest before I eat any meal…”
‘Try not to hurt her too much… If she screams, Najd might kill her in the middle of the night… Also, don’t make any sounds when the moon is out…”
“Does he transform like the tales speak of?” Dracon said, waddling his eyebrow as the half hobgoblin turned to leave the room. “Does his level increase like I’ve heard so much about?”
“It not only increases, but it can double depending on the type of full moon and the werewolf. Once a year, on the harvest moon, they can even get as strong as a level 50 vampire… Most werewolves, however, peek at level 35 max on the full moon…”
Dracon smiled and let the half hobgoblin leave before he immediately walked over to Waal and took the rope off from around her. Her face had turned red from how he’d wrapped the rope around her, and he could only sigh as she coughed on the floor…
He pulled some food out of his pocket and passed it to her, at this moment, trying his hardest to apologize in anyway he could for his horrible treatment…
“You’re being too nice… It’s going to haunt you,” Bob appeared in his head, causing him to suddenly jump back… “If she gains too much weight, they are going to realize you were overfeeding her…”
I can always come up with something else to say when that happens… Now… Do you mind telling me if there is any way you can download a map now that I’m level 5…? I’d eventually like to get as far away from BlackRock as possible…
“You’re sort of screwed… Until either the werewolf dies or you get a stronger master, you’ll probably forced to work here… However, I got an idea… Why don’t you go kill some of those wolves in the forest… They probably give just as much experience as kobolds…”
I don’t know if I want to risk it… I don’t really have anything that the hobgoblin I replaced probably had in terms of weapons, and he still died… The only thing I have is the skill silent feet, which I’m pretty sure hobgoblins can learn…
“You… you need to find somewhere to get stronger fast, though…” Bob replied, sounding somewhat aggravated as he replied to Dracon… “Someone is probably chasing you right now, and you have to be careful…”
“Are… are you okay,” Waal said, getting up and bowing… “If there is something I can do to help you, please tell me now…”
“Waal… clean everything in this room until I can see my reflection in every single part of it… Do it or I’ll hoist you up on the wall and make a sculpture out of your body!”
“Yes! Sorry Drack….” Waal bowed and immediately rushed over to get a cleaning supply, tripping on the way to it and hitting hard against the bed.
Dracon covered his head with chagrin and walked over to her, picking her up and placing her on the bed. He sighed and sat next to her, rubbing her genlty on the head as blood dripped from her skull…
“Sleep and recover,” Dracon whispered as lightly as he could, feeling sure that no one was listening. “When you wake up, however, clean until you can barely move… I promise to give you two meals until I’m stronger…”
“I… I’m sorry… My leg… It—”
“I’m getting out of here now wench!” Dracon got up and crossed his arms, walking to the door and slamming it on his way out.
He sighed, looking left and right, before heading down and exiting the mess hall. When he made it outside, Najd had already returned, and dozens of humans were being put in various tents as he approached. It took Najd just a moment to walk past him, and he smiled as he looked down at Dracon.
“You aren’t eating any humans, are you? I smell their blood on your hands…”
“Ah, That’s just Waal… I chocked her till her blood spilled on me… It’s the least I can do for fun!”
“You’re like me but in hobgoblin form… I love eating the flesh of women… How much do I have to give you to take her off your hands…?”
‘Take her off my hands? What do you mean?” Dracon replied, raising his brow as he looked at the werewolf in front of him and his brown frightening eyes.
“I like the scent of that girl… I smelled her when I passed by your carriage… She has a rare scent on her that I hardly sense on humans… I’m not sure what just happened to her, but— would you mind bringing her down for supper…”
“I…I borrowed her from a vampire that she used to serve… I’m sorry! I’m so sorry, but I can’t give her without permission!”
“I see… well, werewolves and vampires are almost on the same rank… Tell me who your master is and—”
“Sir… come quick… A werewolf is here to see you…” An orc ran over, wiping sweat off his head as Dracon bowed his head… The werewolf sighed and walked away, turning to Dracon as he lowered his head to him…
“That girl can remain yours for a few more months before I find your master and make a deal,” the werewolf smiled and walked off with the orc. “However, fatten her up a little bit so I can enjoy the meal more!”
“Yes, of course! Of course!” Dracon replied, wiping the sweat of his head as a feeling of panic rose up inside of him…. Najd now wanted to eat the one girl he’d gone out of his way to save!
Would he be able to save her? Only if he got stronger!
Suddenly, his fear of the woods diminished rapidly, and he turned and looked at the mountains as tons of horrible outcomes surfaced in his mind… He had his sword in the bag that he’d acquired from the hobgoblin he’d killed at the farm, and latched onto the strings as he took a step towards the lush growth.
I guess you were right Bob… Looks like I’ll be hunting my own meat for a few nights… However, do you think the sword would let me transform into a wolf?
“I… I can’t read anything new about the sword with the low amount of mana you have…” Bob replied, sounding somewhat pissed at himself for his lack of ability. “I… I usually have access to roughly 1000 mana at each terminal… Until you have that, you won’t have access to half of my abilities…”
I’m going to try and see if I can transform into a wolf… That would make it much easier to travel around, right? If I can turn into a big wolf, I heard I’d be able to travel as fast as the wind…
“Are you talking about the tales you learned back in school at BlackRock? Those are all exaggerations to make you scared of the forest… I’m sure that hobgoblin probably just died because he was careless… Either that, or he’s still alive and trapped underneath a large rock…”
Dracon stopped thinking about it, and traveled towards the mountain with large steps. Since he didn’t have any missions from Najd, there was no reason he couldn’t head in that direction and enter the forest…
If someone asked, he could just say the half hobgoblin had told him about this place…. Still, he started to get nervous the further he got into the thicket. A few meters in, he could hear the howls of beasts that were most likely the wolves he’d heard about during that earlier conversation…
I’m guessing there is a reason these wolves are alive… Perhaps because we live in the territory of a werewolf he’s sympathetic to them?
Maybe if I kill them, he’ll end up killing me because of it?
“Don’t worry,” Bob said, making a spitting sound as Dracon walked forward. “You… you think he cares about animals on Earth? He probably just didn’t want to kill anything that would keep humans from escaping…”
“I still don’t trust you…” Dracon said as he passed by more and more trees. In a few minutes, he actually found himself getting closer and closer to the top of the mountain. Because of his sharp nails on his lower appendages, he was able to walk up large hills no matter the inclination.
He made it further and further up the mountain until he finally saw what looked like a large brown beast currently fording a small stream… He gulped as he saw its massive body, standing almost 3 meters tall from head to toe…
What the hell is that?! Dracon thought as it slowly started charging towards him. He… He really wished at this moment that he learned Mana Arrow… He instantly transformed into a goblin and climbed up to the top of a nearby tree…
Turning back into a hobgoblin he looked down at the large beast as he shook in fright… What the hell was that thing, and why the hell was it so fast?




Chapter 10: nature vs pride

Waal stayed in the room cleaning as she heard a knock on the door. She was frightened from the knock, but also couldn’t say a word because that would be disrespectful to Dracon….
A few seconds later, though, she heard a sigh, and a gentle voice entered through the door like a waft from a vase of roses…
“Dear… I know you’re in there… I came to ask you who the vampire you used to work for was because that would mean you’re special to him… I wanted to come and ask why you’re with a hobgoblin now…”
“I… never learned his name… Please… please come in!” Waal walked over and opened the door, trying her hardest to hide her limp as she turned the knob. She leaned back and saw a man standing in front of her that was seven feet tall…
The man had hairy arms and a muscular physique that made him look especially handsome under the setting sun. However, judging by the large amount of hair on his arms, she was instantly wary of him.
Werewolves could transform into humans and were also able to transform into what was called their enhanced state… She could tell he was a werewolf because of the silver and black hair on his wrists as well as his strangely yellow eyes.
Najd walked in a second later, and sat down on the mattress, feeling it and inviting the girl to sit next to him…
The atmosphere seemed to grow only stranger as he took a rose out of his pocket and passed it to the girl…
“You… you smelled like this when I found you,” Najd said, putting the flower by her as she sat down and looked towards him… “This smell reminds me of my childhood… It is one of my favorite smells in the entire world… What would I have to do to get you to come work for me?”
“I… I’m flattered, but I can’t do that… If I do that, my master would be troubled… Now… what else did you come here to ask?”
“Ah, about the reason why you smelled like this flower, and what vampire chose you… I… I was hoping to send a messenger to him and ask about you… I’d normally be able to pick up the scent of a vampire, but I can’t smell it on you…”
“Ah, he gave me to Dracon when I was fifteen after having me for two years… However, as for the flower, I used to pick it in the back of the barn I used to work at… I never told Dracon because it would’ve got me in trouble…”
‘So… It’s all just a coincidence… I actually thought you belonged to this famous vampire that lives by the Baltic sea.  He lives by what used to be called Germany,” Najd brushed back Waal’s hair before he noticed a strange smell pervading the air…
What was that hobgoblin doing?
Was it worth saving him if what he was smelling was correct?
After a moment, he decided it would be better to try and save him, considering finding a good hobgoblin to transport supplies was tough.
“Heh, your boss is fighting a bear!” Najd said, getting up and turning to look at the window… “I’ll be back for you in two weeks so we can talk again about your experience with the vampire… I have to go make sure our new guest doesn’t’ die…”
“Thanks for visiting,” Waal said, getting up and bowing as Najd walked out the door. A moment later, though, she had to hold back her tears as she felt the strange sensation of death lingering around her.
That werewolf wanted to eat her, and he wasn’t hiding it, but at the same time was charming like he wanted to make her happy before she died…
This reminded her of what she used to think about all the time…
Who would get to devour her if she failed? She grabbed onto the pillow and covered her face before turning to look out the window…
She saw a blur heading towards the forest, and could only wonder if Dracon would be okay… What could he possibly have done in an hour to get in trouble?




Chapter 11: level 10 

Dracon remained up in the trees as he looked down at the large beast smashing into the bark.
He’d jumped from three trees, and every tree, one after the other, had been knocked over by the gigantic beast. It’s fur had raised on its ends, and it gave off the feeling of death incarnate…
Its eyes were black, and its large claws were almost a foot long as it slashed again and again into the tree as he balanced on the branches…
He only had once chance, and that was to jump down and stab it in the head. However, what if it moved, and he missed? His blade was sharp, but it didn’t mean that it guaranteed success…
Even if he managed to cut off its arm, it would still be able to kill him easily with a single swipe… He sighed and steadied his breathe as he pulled out his sword and raised it in the air, activating Silent Feet as the tree vibrated more and more from the onslaught…
He had to attack, or else he’d eventually run out of trees to jump to, however, a second later he noticed a large man walking towards the beast.
Suddenly, that man started to grow fur and he instantly moved as quick as lightning, turning into a blur that rushed towards the bear… The bear, in response, howled, and then lashed out at the incoming figure…
Dracon could barely make it out, but soon the bear burst back and skipped into the water…. Najd walked over to the bear and slammed its head into the pond, smiling as he turned to look at Dracon…
“I don’t need the experience… As your welcoming present, and in exchange for a good relationship with you, why don’t you come kill this for me?!”
“You… are you sure?” Dracon said, jumping off the branches in his hobgoblin form, walking over to it with careful steps… “That monster must be at least level 20…”
“It’s level 23… However, you’re only level 5… You’ll at most grow to level 10, which is what I expect of a hobgoblin working for me… I also am doing this for that beautiful girl you have in your room…”
“Yes, I understand… However, I must ask the vampire first about her,” Dracon said, pulling out his blade and spinning it in his hands. He spit on the hilt as if it was insignificant, and then walked over to the bear as it struggled in the water…
He stabbed down into its head three times, and pulled out the blade only to find a dark blood on its hilt. Unlike his blood, it was almost like this blood had something different inside of it…
A moment later, all of that dark blood spilled into the pond, and he walked back only to find a hot feeling traveling through his body…
“Your body can probably barely handle the experience… I remember when I was given my first ‘free meal’…. My father purchased ten orcs and put them in pillory so I wouldn’t have to do the work and could just cut off their heads… It’s a glorious feeling, right?”
Dracon spit out blood as he nodded his head, dropping onto the floor as his body started to literally feel on fire… He’d absorbed a lot of experience before, but this was intense and in a completely different ballpark of pain…
He had to do everything in his power to keep that feeling from bursting his insides and ripping him apart… He focused on meditating like they’d taught him in the BlackRock school, and soon managed to let that energy slowly pass into his body and through his mana spheres – the place where his mana was stored after he got experience…
Experience, basically, traveled from one creature to another almost as if a sort of fated trade for taking someone’s life… All the experience that the bear had to offer went into his body and slowly caused him to heat up hotter and hotter. He had no choice but to focus his energy internally as the werewolf laughed and plucked the bear carcass out of the water…
“You can eat this tonight… You coming?” The werewolf said, smiling as he somehow tossed the entire bears carcass on his shoulder, leaving its feet on the floor as he started to move… “If you make me wait for more than a minute, I’ll have no choice but to kill you…”
“No… I’m coming!” Dracon forced himself off the floor, walking as his muscles and bones cracked… He didn’t want to die for so many reasons, and one of them was definitely to protect Waal.
He’d only known her for a day, but she was one of the first people that was human who seemed to genuinely care about him.
All the people he spoke to in BlackRock, besides maybe his teacher, always treated him like someone they might have to kill someday. He did the same to them, but just Waal and his teacher alone gave him strength to get up at this moment and walk towards the werewolf…
Every few moments, his body began to shine as he walked behind the werewolf and back to the town. By the time they made it to the mess hall, the werewolf turned back to him and smiled at him, looking surprised that he’d managed to walk such a long distance with his body literally burning in agonizing pain.
“You’re something else… When I jumped 5 levels, I fainted and had to be carried back to my room with my dad’s help… However, perhaps it was because I was a little young?”
“I’m sure it was… I wouldn’t dare say that I’m superior to you in anyway… Just have learned to deal pain over the years…
“I hear you… Now remember, tomorrow at 10 o clock… I expect to see you with your cart on the battlefield…”
“Where?” Dracon asked, pushing his arm against the pillar to his right as his bones kept making louder and louder cracking sounds… “Where shall I meet you? Great one?”’
“Heh, I already spoke to that girl of yours, and I’d like you and her to meet me three kilometers down the road… She can help load the dead bodies into the carriage…”
“Thank you! Thank you!” Dracon said, turning and bowing before he excused himself to return to his room. He walked up the stairs and opened the door, collapsing on the floor as soon as he saw Waal in front of him.
Waal saw him collapse and instantly jumped off the bed, running over to him and doing all she could to pick him up without a second of hesitation…




Chapter 12: constitution



“Your body is so hot… It must be at least 120 degrees!” Waal pushed Dracon towards the bed, only making it a few feet, as she ran to get a washcloth from the bathroom…
Her worst fears seemed to only be slowly coming true as she watched Dracon’s skin begin to turn beet red as he suffered on the wooden floor… What would happen to her if he died? She had to do everything she could to ensure he wouldn’t be killed by the fever currently sweeping through his body!
“Please… please… please tell me you’ll be fine…” Waal cried out as she replaced the washcloth on his head with another wet towel and massaged it against his scalp… “You’re finally making me feel like I can care about living for a few years… Before you… before you I would’ve never thought of eating a meal!”
Waal did all she could to make him comfortable for the next several hours as the moon slowly started to take over the day…
Dracon woke up several hours later, finding his skin and body in much better shape as Waal rested on the side of the bed.
“Status,” Dracon whispered as he turned to look at Waal resting on his right side… He had just suffered through so much pain, and his body had even spewed out impurities. Luckily, though, his once burning temperature was back to normal, giving him an opportunity to look at his stats.
Dracon
Level 10
Race(s) : Human / Goblin / Hobgoblin 
Age: 18
Exp: 8,000 / 40,000
Health: 1850 / 1850
Mana: 130 / 1300
Force: 1250
Endurance: 925
Acceleration: 1020
Trickery: 700
Stealth: 620
Skills: Silent Feet, Great Strength, Night Vision (HG), Basic Tracking (HG)
~~You have 7 skill points… Perhaps you might want to finally go to a terminal?
Dracon ignored the prompt, and gently waked up Waal as she rested by his side. Instantly, though, she panicked and rolled off the bed, dropping onto the floor like a rock…
“Drack… I’ll… I’ll get back to cleaning… I’m sorry for falling a sleep!”
“Come with me wench!” Dracon said, getting the rope and passing it to her as he opened the door. “Put that around your neck and make sure it’s tight…”
Judging by the sun, it was already early in the morning. He had to make sure he didn’t miss the battlefield or horrible things could happen.
The sun was just entering into the window, and the smell of blood was in the air…
A battle was about to happen, and he had to make sure he was as cruel as possible to Waal on their journey.
He had no choice but to keep putting on this act, and made Waal follow him as he held onto the rope with his hands. Her white dress was in tatters as they walked down the hallway, and her blonde hair was completely disheveled from her worried night…
Still, she almost looked slightly happy as she walked past the goblins and towards his carriage. Even with the rope around her neck, she kept her head up high as they got in their wagon and got their horse out of the stable…
As he grabbed the horse, Dracon couldn’t help but think the horses were treated better than most humans. Demons, apparently, found horses as extremely useful creatures and usually fed them three times a day.
As he walked past the human tents, on the other hand, even though they were fed three times a day, it was by goblins who gambled on which humans would live or die…
Dracon sighed and noticed that his old teacher wasn’t in the tents as he made his way towards the battlefield. Thirty minutes later, he made it to the battlefields down by the hills a few kilometers down the road.
The clouds were overcast and the soldiers on both sides were lining up to form two disparate lines… He sighed and focused on one of the men standing in the front…
His teacher, Creston, was three rows back meaning he was only a few weeks at most from reaching level 5…
This made him feel nervous as he thought about the cost of having to fight your own race to level up. Usually, when you killed someone from your own race, there was a lot less experience given to you in exchange for your efforts.
In fact, it was said killing your own race would give you 100x less experience than someone from a different race… Was this a sort of universal law meant to keep people from hunting their own that only those who understood mana could contemplate?
Dracon ignored these thoughts as a horn blew and large arrows from ballista were fired from the rear of both sides… Dust flew up into the air as all the humans took towards their enemies as the battle started…
Dracon sighed and turned to Waal as he prayed for his teacher’s success… If there was a single person of the thousands who deserved to live, it was him.
“What’s wrong… Do… do you know someone there?” Waal said, forgetting about werewolves for a moment as she looked at Dracon… “I mean… is there someone there you don’t want to die?”
“I… I really hope that they all die… What are you talking about” Dracon said untruthfully as blood started to be spilled on both sides, feeling a small chance that someone was listening in the trees to his right and left…
Still, he watched patiently as a few of the humans that knew skills cast weapons out of their hands like fire arrows and water arrows as other humans charged towards them.
This was not the battlefield he remembered, and his teacher, Creston, used a technique as well. He caused the hilt of his blade to slowly grow branches in three directions that lashed out like whips…
It was a neat skill, but mostly showy, Dracon couldn’t help but notice as the attacks did very little damage to his approaching opponent… A moment later, a small ball of fire was returned at him, skimming past his arm as the two clashed.
Creston used a spear and slashed it into the shield of his opponent before spinning and chopping at the soldier behind him. Creston luckily managed to land one hit on an incoming opponent before a spear was tossed into his arm…
Dracon immediately grinded his fist and got up, praying for Creston as three more attacks slammed into his arm, chest, and torso… However, before he knew it, Creston was left on the floor with a spear in his body as the fight continued…
More and more large weapons shot into the air as Dracon wiped the tears off his eyes… He… he should’ve done something last night like force Creston to be his servant… However, now, now he was getting dragged over to their wagon by three goblins…
Human bodies were repeatedly tossed in the back of the wagon as Waal got out and moved to the side. Entrails of human bodies were left in the back as Dracon tried to remain calm. Creston was one of the last bodies that they placed in the back of the wagon, and they dropped him on top of the load before an orc walked over to him…
“Najd said take that to Staverton Hill… Be back by nightfall, or we’ll eat without you…”
“Of course! Of course!” Dracon replied, smiling as he moved to the front of the carriage, pulling Waal with him as he bowed to the orc.
He quickly got in the carriage, and after asking the orc directions, began his journey down the road further then he’d ever gone before. It seemed that town they were looking for was along the shoreline he’d seen just yesterday when he entered the city…






Chapter 13: Creston



Dracon stopped the cart, and immediately hopped out, jumping into the blood and guts in back of the wagon as Waal remained in the front…
He tossed aside body after body before he found Creston – his black hair and forehead covered with cuts, and his eyelids struggling to open He had a little bit of experience patching wounds, and immediately tore off a part of his white shirt as Creston opened his eyes…
He didn’t have any stints, or medicine, but he couldn’t just let his teacher die! The one who’d stayed up with him a few extra hours each night to help him learn how to wield a sword.
Dracon had no choice, at this moment, but to pull out the two spears in his body – his right and left shoulders. A large shriek came out of Creston as he weltered in pain, holding his hands up trying to protect himself from any incoming attack…
Creston obviously thought he was about to die, seeing himself in the back of the cart that he’d put so many other people in on many occasions. He’d killed nearly 7,000 different humans to almost make it to level 5, and this is what he deserved!
“You’re not going to be killed by me, human…” Dracon said, tearing off another part of his shirt and wrapping it around Creston… “I… I’ll wrap up your wounds, but it’ll be up to you to heal… Then, I can see about trying to get you to level 5…”
“I…  I don’t understand,” Creston coughed, getting up and bowing into the bodies beneath his feet… “If you want to, I give you full permission to kill me!”
“Stop it!” Dracon said, wrapping up one more wound as he turned to look around, making sure that no one was following him… “I… I’m only allowed to give dead bodies to the butcher shop! You’re not dead, are you?”
“No, but this must happen all the time… No living ever returns from their journeys to the butcher shop… If you’re going to kill me, please don’t play games with me…”
I try to tell him that he’s going to live, and this is how he reacts… I’d love to show him my true identity, but if I do that and he gets captured there is a chance they’ll force him to tell about me…
Still, it at least feels good knowing that I’m saving someone who saved me before in my life… Even if it means going against Najd, I owe this man that much…
Dracon grabbed a cup of water from the bucket to his side, and passed it to Creston as he shook his head…
“I already said I’m not going to kill you, Creston… Now shut up and sit in the back until we make it to Staverton Hill… When we get there, I’ll see about helping you level up…”
“Why… why are you doing this?” Creston asked, feeling extremely afraid as he looked at the hobgoblin… “Is this just so you can kill me, and no one can find out?”
“He’s telling the truth,” Waal said, peering through the flap as the smell of dead bodies pervaded the air. “If you keep bothering him, he’s going to be forced to kill you… Do you undetstand!”
“Yes, but… I appreciate it!” Creston still didn’t believe he’d survive, but felt a minor piece of hope welling up inside of him… “However, I have to ask… Why… why do you seem so familiar hobgoblin?”
“I… I visited BlackRock once and you helped me fix my wagon… It be a shame if I killed a person so good with his hands…”
This story was actually true, however, he wasn’t the hobgoblin that had been helped. Both him and Creston at the time had been asked to fix the wheels of a wagon going to the battlefield…
Why did he say this?
He decided to lie so both him and Creston wouldn’t be in danger! The less you knew the safer you were, and he also couldn’t’ travel with Creston!
It was one thing to travel with one girl, and say you liked to watch her suffer, but it was another thing to travel with two humans!
Even if you had a good reason, most demons would probably think of him as a human sympathizer, and that would mean his death!
“I… I’m thankful…” Creston popped in his shoulder, and crawled out of the dead bodies to sit on the side of the wagon, putting his back to the flap as the wagon got further and further up the hill…
They finally made it to the city roughly 2 hours later and found Staverton a few miles off the coast next to what appeared to be some sort of desert.
At the gate, they found a few dozen orcs guarding a city that had a trial of smoke blazing in the background… At the gate, there was a complete absence of any of the normal orcs that stood to protect the entryway to demon cities…
This is strange… Did humans attack? I can’t think of any other reason why their wouldn’t be guards in the front of the city. However, don’t the humans have to fear the supreme demons? Would they really risk it all and attack so close to twilight?
Dracon opened the wrought iron gate to Staverton City, and left his wagon out front before he walked up the stairs to his right to take a look.
There was the sound of swords clanging and clashing as he looked on from the ramparts of the city… A few hobgoblins and orcs were even running towards him, getting chased by what looked like other orcs and other hobgoblins…
Had some sort of war unfolded?
“We… we need to get this wagon out of here now!” Dracon jumped and screamed, looking at Waal as she peered out of the carriage… “Take that carriage to the beach, and wait by the large rock we saw on the way here! Do you hear me Waal?”
“Wait, but isn’t it dangerous?”
“I have to try and take advantage of this battle! Creston… Protect Waal okay?!”
“Who are you?!” Creston screamed, looking up as the wagon started to head down the road… “Tell me… Why do you seem so familiar?!”
“He said help me!” Waal interrupted him, turning the wagon around and beginning to head down the road… “Do you want to insult our great master Drack?”
“Drack? That’s not a normal goblin name… Wait, could he be?!”
Dracon sighed and looked back, hearing their voices dissipate as he pulled out his blade and looked at the mayhem unfurling before him…
There were a few kobolds fighting a few meters away and some orcs and hobgoblins fighting a few meters further next to the hotels of the town. He instantly changed into a goblin and jumped onto the roof on his left side, heading further and further towards the source of the fire…
Screams echoed beneath him as hundreds of orcs and goblins and hobgoblins and kobolds clashed swords… Was there was a reason for all this fighting?  Did demons fight over territories just like they claimed humans did?
He’d always heard that demons always respected each other, and were united against destroying all of humanity. This was something they’d taught him at BlackRock School, however, now it seemed like this was all another trick to make them obedient.
I don’t understand, though, why would demons attack demons? I thought they were only against humans and never fought against each other…
“I don’t know…” Bob replied, interrupting his thoughts, “I’m guessing they’re probably like you humans… When they want a territory, they are willing to fight over it… Perhaps a nearby demon wanted an ocean view so they attacked this base?”
So all that stuff about the demons coming to stop the destruction of the Earth is fake? They are just lying to us to get us to fight each other to the death?
“Kid… if you wanted to control someone, you’d probably tell them just about anything to make them do your bidding… I mean… look how many times you just lied to Creston, and you just met him!”
Dracon hated that Bob had a point, thinking about it as he hoped from roof to roof before he made it to the center of the city. Dozens of small fires had started and were spreading in the circular town square; Dead bodies were around those fires as more and more hobgoblins ran out of shops to join the mayhem currently sweeping through the town…
What… what the hell was going on?
“You… you’re a smart goblin,” a voice appeared behind him, coming out of a six feet tall kobold with green skin… “However, hiding on top of a roof isn’t going to keep me from killing you…”
“I work for Najd… a werewolf… If you kill me, he’ll kill you and probably all the kobolds in your village…”
“I don’t know who that is, but even if I did I would still kill you… Are you not aware that this is a battlefield currently? Anyone foolish enough to walk in here can be killed without asking questions!”
“Now… do you still think your master will protect you…”
Dracon shook his head and sighed, pulling out his blade and grasping it tightly as the kobold walked closer and closer to him. He was still in his goblin form, and figured he had one opportunity to strike if he transformed at the right time…
Basically, if he switched to his hobgoblin form fast enough, he could catch the kobold off guard and take his life…
The kobold stopped right in front of him, and withdrew a large axe from his back, raising it up in his hands as Dracon carefully pulled out his blade…
Transform to hobgoblin!
Dracon spun backwards as his arm turned from green to red and slashed as hard as he could at the handle of the kobolds axe, causing him to jump back and dodge his attacks.
He followed up with three slashes at the kobold and then flipped into the air and slashed down.
Had he overestimated himself?
The kobold blocked every attack easily before it smiled and pulled out a dagger, tossing it forward at a fast speed towards Dracon’s moving form…
The blade instantly burst into Dracon’s foot before he dropped onto the floor, feeling an enormous pain shoot up his spine…
I can’t by any chance transform to something else can I… Is there anything else this weapon can do?
“Hell… I didn’t check yet!” Bob said, sounding completely insane as he tried to examine the swords abilities deeper… “Wait, I found something! There is a skill that allows you to temporary change into something you killed… At your level you can transform 3 times int something you only killed once!!”
Like a bear… Can I transform into a bear? Dracon fell onto his knee and looked up at the kobold approaching with measured steps… Please… please tell me I can transform into it…
“You can, but it can only last 10 minutes! You’d need to kill at least 5 more bears of that type for a full transformation… Do it or you’re probably going to die!”
Dracon didn’t hesitate and thought “transform bear!” as the kobold stopped within a foot of him… His body instantly grew from only perhaps a meter tall to two and a half meters tall, causing his stats to jump way up as he felt his hands turn to paws…
An unbelievable rage burned inside of him at this moment before he struck with his hardest blow into the kobold’s chest…
He instantly went flying and crashing into the tiles on the roof, sliding against it before Dracon charged at him… Since he only had ten minutes remaining, he bit into the kobald’s arm before he even got a chance to get up, slashing his claws into the man’s face as he screamed in pain…
“You’re not a hobgoblin you beast! Get off you monster! Get of--!”
Dracon slammed his claws over and over again into the kobold before he finally breathed his last breath. He felt so strong at this moment as he turned to the city, heaving in his bear form…
I feel so powerful even as a level 10 bear… How… how powerful does that mean Najd is if he was able to kill a level 23 bear of this caliber…
Dracon turned and jumped off the roof, slashing into two hobgoblins as he landed before he pushed down and crushed their skulls.
Everyone turned towards him in the town square as he heaved a large breath, letting the feeling of animal ferocity grow stronger as he found his next target – two fighting kobolds…
He wanted nothing more than to kill every demon here and planned to use this form to the best of his ability. He charged straight for the two kobolds fighting and roared before he jumped and lashed out with three quick claw strokes.
Blood gushed out of the kobolds as they tried their best to block his claws with their blades… He simply was too powerful, though, and managed to smack both of them into the wall…
He chose the one on the left and bit into his arm, pulling his body out before he tossed it with his teeth towards the merchant stall in the middle of the town…
Next, he walked over to the other kobold and found him crawling through the rubble… Was he really able to kill many kobolds with this form? If he was able to do this against kobolds, would he be able to do this against orcs?
I’m getting ahead of myself… However, why… why does this bear form make me feel so powerful! It’s almost like everything in this town is beneath me except for the sky!
I’m… I’m going to kill everything until there is nothing left to kill!
“You only have five minutes…” Bob interrupted as Dracon stomped his claw into the last kobold… “However, this is great, you’ve already gained the form of the kobold! In a few minutes, you might even reach level 11!”




Chapter 14: meeting

Najd waited in his study as he looked at a werewolf that had appeared before him with an orc. He sighed as they spoke about a single human that had gotten away and apparently turned into a goblin…
However, now they were going as far to say that the human was here after arriving yesterday and inspecting the place… Najd didn’t believe for a second that any human would be able to get past his nose, and grinded his fist as the werewolf sniffed the air…
“I’m insulted that you’d dare think I’d hire a goblin that was a human… Don’t you think I would’ve smelled him before I hired him…”
“We don’t mean to offend you, but he was definitely here…” Mactrid said, bowing to the Najd as he put a pair of chains on the table… “Here… smell this, and tell me if you recognize this scent…”
“I’m not your wolf, and I refuse to smell that… However, I’m surprised to see you’re working for an orc, Damas…  How much money did this orc have to give you to—”
“We’re in a bit of a bind here,” Damas responded, standing in his human form in a black suit with a tight white shirt. A supreme demon visited Mactrid four days ago and told him everything had to be resolved with this human in a month…”
“A supreme demon… Why would he talk to you personally? They… they find it hard to even talk to vampires and werewolves.”
“Please… just smell it… I swear that you’ll recognize it, or you can kill me yourself…”
Mactrid really had nothing to lose, and decided to go all in after Damas tracked the scent here… They’d already found a wagon missing in Grande City, and that led to this place… At this point, they were actually 90% percent sure at this moment Dracon was impersonating a demon and working for Najd…
A few minutes ago, they’d just visited his room, and there were two scents that smelled of the flowers of Grande City.
Who else could it be?
Najd, on the other hand, barely bought any of it, and struggled to pick up the handcuffs before Damas tossed a large bag of sterling on Najd’s table.
“You really want me to sniff these? What if I told you the person you’re probably looking for is already on his way to the grave.... I don’t have to sniff these to smell the scent of flowers lingering from it…” Najd sighed, tossing the handcuffs onto the table as he looked at Damas before he took a deep breath. “I… I’m sure that hobgoblin will be dead actually in less than twenty minutes…”
“Yup, then our biggest problem is getting his weapon…” Najd interrupted, “We have to kill him now and stop him from being able to transform into anything else! Would you mind taking us taking to the city where he’s fighting?”
Najd shook his head…
He couldn’t go there yet because he was one of the people who’d designed the battle that was currently happening! He’d actually talked to another werewolf and had both of them send their troops there two days ago!
Today, the last day of the battle, would determine who won the territory! However, there was also another reason for this battle, and it was to give weak kobolds, goblins, and hobgoblins a chance to reach max level!
Kobolds had a maximum level limit of 15, and because of that there were actually some level 13 kobold’s fighting…  Just like humans, beasts too had to fight for their rank.
Najd continued as he unfurled a map on his desk, showing all the contested territories in the area where the fights were currently happening…
“I don’t feel like heading their early, or it will be disrespectful to the werewolf in charge of Brahler City. In three hours, there should be a few remaining orcs, kobolds, and hobgoblins that will win a vast amount of rewards… Then we can pick up his body…”
This seemed like a full proof plan, and everyone in the room nodded and agreed. However, a nagging feeling remained in Mactrid’s stomach as he thought about the boy that had escaped…
Dracon had been an extremely hard worker when it came to training his sword play as a child, and he regularly stayed up for twenty four hours at a time to perfect his technique…
He was also intelligent, and was always able to get out of fighting people bigger and stronger than him by coming up with a strategy… Even on the battlefield, he soared to the top and reached level 2 before anyone in his age group…
“I’m excited, but what if he’s one of the people that survives… Do you have any way to track him if he does manage to live?”
“He won’t live… There will be orcs there and a level 10 hobgoblin will stand no chance against them…”
‘Wait, did you say hobgoblin?” Mactrid said, waddling his brow as he looked at Damas and then at Najd… “How… how can he be a hobgoblin? He was a goblin when he left…”
“You… you mean he can evolve from killing things?” Damas said, glowering at the moon as it started to rise in the sky… “That’s… that’s horrible! What if he kills a kobold! They… they can cover up their smell!”
“… Well, it looks like we should hurry,” Najd cracked his knuckles, standing up from his desk before he walked towards the exit… “He just earned himself a date with death…




Chapter 15: increasing stakes

Dracon roared and slashed his claw into three more hobgoblins as his last minute slowly came to an end… He killed more and more and more demons at every turn, causing them to run away from him down the narrow streets of Staverton Hill.
He ran forward after them as his black fur shined in a mixture of daylight and moonlight. It was getting closer and closer to twilight, at this moment, and he knew he only had a little bit longer to kill…
His claws, which had been covered with blood, were now completely red as he slashed at one final kobold, crushing its skull before he looked at his mana bar in his lower vision…
When it turned to zero, he knew that his transformation would be over, and he’d lose this precious form that he gained.
“You have just reached level 13! You’re killing them faster than I ever thought possible! Not only that, but you can now transform into a kobold!”
I want to kill more! I want to kill all these demons to pay them back for all the humans they’ve all killed! For humanity, you’re all going to suffer!
Dracon crushed one more demon’s skull before he looked down, noticing that the fur was receding from his body. His hobgoblin form reappeared as he stood in an abandoned street. Clouds of billowing smoke masked anyone from looking at him as he turned to look in a broken glass display.
To his right, there was some armor and old antique weapons that looked like it was a perfect fit for him. He grabbed it and put it on, equipping level 11 armor as the smoke kept growing more and more intense…
I want to transform into a Kobold… Can I do it yet?
“The skill is activated… However, I recommend waiting until your mana is full to use the skill… You won’t get all their abilities unless you wait…”
Dracon sighed and walked further into the store leaving behind all the dead bodies that he’d killed along the way… That six minutes was perhaps the most terrifying of his life, and he’d killed without blinking like a real beast…
Whenever he turned into demons, he felt a similar need to kill, but when he transformed into the bear it was so much more intense… Perhaps, from this perspective, demons and humans weren’t that much different after all when compared to animals…
He sighed and walked into the blacksmith’s shop, entering through the glass as the remaining demons went to try and find someone to kill…
However, he knew that he’d already done all he could…
If he remembered correctly, he’d killed 10 kobolds, 30 hobgoblins, and 10 goblins in the brief time he had as a bear… He smiled as he waited as twilight started to get closer to taking over in the sky…
Ten minutes passed and then twenty minutes, at this time, before everything turned silent and all that remained was the strange darkness starting to pervade the streets. He grabbed two things off the shelves, preparing to leave, before he returned to the corner of the shelves and took a deep breath.
It had once again reached twilight, and he smiled as he sat in the back of the shop, feeling an eerie sensation as he noticed three individuals bowing across from him…
If he wasn’t mistaken, that was Najd, and Mactrid and another werewolf… His heart immediately started to beat extremely fast as he gripped tightly onto his sword! How was he supposed to survive?!
They… they’d move immediately when it was twilight again, and at that point he’d be dead! The only thing he could count on now was sheer luck, and he didn’t have much of that to begin with!
Transform Kobold! Dracon thought, causing his body to slowly grow taller as he stood in the shop, staring out at the two level 25 werewolves, and the one level 20 orc…
How could he survive against them?
His only hope was to run, hoping that their fear of the supreme demons would keep them at bay!
“You… you’re going to regret it if you leave…” Najd said, growling as he bowed on the floor. “I already saw Waal on the way here… You dare leave, Dracon, and I promise I’ll make it to her before you do…”
“I also will promise to visit your family in Eskdale and kill them in their sleep… Do you really want to get up and try and walk away?”
“I think you’re afraid of something I’m not,” Dracon replied, spitting on the floor as he walked out the door, turning into a human before he winked at Najd… “I don’t think your supreme demons care if a human honors their sacred twilight hour… See you all in twenty when you’re finally able to move…”
“You’re going to regret this, little shit.” Mactrid said, grinding his fist as he watched Dracon slowly disappear out the back door of the blacksmith shop! “I… I’m going to never rest until you’re dead!”
“Stop talking… “ Najd said, bowing his head as he felt a terrifying feeling passing up above… “You… you want to get your head reattached to your body twice in the same lifetime?”
Mactrid slammed his hands into the ground and could only wait patiently as the twenty minutes slowly passed by as rain dripped down on his head. If only he’d realized sooner that Dracon was able to transform into a hobgoblin, he’d missed it during the conversation with Najd at least three times!
Even though they came here at their fastest speed, they still had no choice but to watch him leave…  It was extremely annoying because twilight came as soon as they located his scent!
Dracon, on the other hand, was extremely satisfied as his long green legs and spikey body carried him out of the city at a quick speed…
He could only guess that they thought he was level 10 and basked in his new acceleration skill as he moved forward towards the shore.
He quickly decided to take a pause as he overlooked the ocean. 
“Status,” he said, looking down at a wagon and its two steeds.




Chapter 16: remnants of humanity

Dracon
Level 13
Race(s) : Human / Goblin / Hobgoblin / Kobold  / Bear (1 / 5 )
Age: 18
Exp: 77,000/ 90,000
Health: 2475/ 2475
Mana: 180 / 180
Force: 2000
Endurance: 800
Acceleration: 1520
Trickery: 600
Stealth: 780
Skills: Silent Feet, Great Strength, Night Vision (HG), Basic Tracking (HG), Trackless (KL), Burst Sprint (KL) 
~~Burst sprint allows you to increase your speed by 150% for 5 minutes thanks to a Kobolds long legs and slender frame. Don’t forget they’re also a lot harder to track…
Dracon closed the prompt before he rushed over to the wagon against the soft sands of the beach. He had to get Waal and Creston out of here quickly as possible if they stood any chance of survival! Perhaps if he found the right place to hide, they’d all be able to live for another day!
“Guys… we got to get out of here now! Release the reigns on the horses and mount them with me! The faster we travel away from here the better!”
“Guys… guys are you there?”
Dracon turned to look in the wagon, finding no one inside of it. He immediately panicked and activated his tracking skill, looking at the back for any signs of where they could’ve went.
On the beach, there were some marks that led to a cave a few meters away, and he ran towards it before he found Creston inside of the cave with Waal…
Did they really have to leave the wagon?
“Come any closer and I’ll attack” Creston said, propping himself up with a spear as he held onto a blade… “Kobold! I may look injured, but I’m strong!”
“It’s… It’s him… that’s Drack…” Waal said, standing and smiling as she looked at the strong creature in front of her… “Now… where… where do you want us to go?”
“I-- I have to ask you guys something crazy,” Dracon said, turning back to his human form, causing his clothes to fall onto his body… “Would… would you mind if I sealed you inside that tunnel… I have a plan, but you have to be safe…”
“You… you’re Dracon! I knew it!” Creston said, smiling as tears began to fall down his eyes… “Look at your muscles… You look so strong, and you can even transform!”
“WE… we don’t have time! GO AS FAR INTO THE CAVE AS YOU CAN NOW!”
Dracon walked over to the cave and slammed his hand into a nearby boulder that was currently standing next to the entrance of the cave. He tossed his bag inside of the cave, and carefully put what he found in the blacksmith shop by the entrance. With a single push, the boulder  then fell onto the front of the cavern, blocking the entrance but leaving just enough room for air…
He now just had to pray that he could outsmart two werewolves and an orc…
If his plan worked, he’d be able to kill one of the werewolves when they tried to enter into the tunnel. He went to the wagon and pushed it into the water until it was completely unnoticeable at the bottom of the sea…
Luckily, Kobolds were very good at breathing in the water, and he found himself able to hold his breath as he waited patiently in the calming tide rocking above him…
“I smell them here… However, he probably ditched them!” Najd’s voice appeared as he slid down the cliffside overlooking the beach… “Why… why didn’t we just leave at twilight?”
“You really think he ditched them… Look… he hid them in a tomb… He’s probably waiting inside planning to ambush us…” Damas said, pushing on the boulder, moving it slowly to the side.
As soon as he pushed it over, he immediately knew something was wrong.
A gas started to instantly emit from the tunnel, coming what looked like a small bag propped against the wall with a switch by it.
Dracon laughed and took a deep breath as he looked at the over 80 spears laying next to him in the water that he’d taken from the wagon…
In a second, hopefully, once of the devices he learned about back at BlackRock School would completely stun the werewolves enough for him to attack.
Please… please work you damn grenade… please!
This is the only opportunity I have,” Dracon grabbed the spear next to him, pulling it into his fist as the werewolves tried to contemplate what had caused the smoke…
Finally, the second explosion went off, and little shards were sent flying as a blinding light completely blanketed the cavern and the beach.
Dracon tossed a spear as hard as he could as the little rocks shot out of the entranceway to the cave and cut into Mactrid’s legs…
All they could think to do was cover their eyes.
A second later, the spears arrived at the entranceway to the cave in quick succession. Five then ten then twenty spears were tossed as Dracon tried his hardest to hit the stumbling werewolves and the single orc with them.
By the time the flashbang cleared, only one werewolf removed his hands from in front of his eyes… Next to him, there were two dead bodies of both Damas and Mactrid.
How had he been so stupid?!
“A flash grenade! You used a flash grenade and a smoke grenade that you picked up in the blacksmith shop didn’t you!”
Najd ran into the water as he saw bright light after bright light flash, leading him closer and closer to Dracon’s position as he probably leveled up massively…
“However, do you think your little plans matters? I’m still going to kill you and crush you little kobold! You’re still two ranks under me!”
Najd jumped into the air and slashed into the bright light shimmering in the water, causing Dracon to slide to the side as he kicked off the floor in the water…
He had just gotten more experienced than he’d anticipated, feeling a terrifying pain as he reached level 18 in almost an instant from killing the two demons! Luckily, though, his body
somehow endured thanks to the strength of his Kobold form. He was just barely able to keep dodging attack after attack from Najd’s claws as he moved nimbly in the water…
However, soon a slash cut into his chest, sending him sliding back as blood gushed out of his chest. Najd walked towards him closely as he grabbed the hilt of the sword, coughing out blood as his head rose out of the water.
Transformation bear!  Dracon said, suddenly putting all his hope into a final temporary transformation.  His red skin started to grow fur as he went from from 2 meters tall to nearly 3 meters tall!
“Heh… you’re able to turn into the bear that I let you kill…” Najd said, causing his claws to suddenly sharpen as he flexed his fist. “Isn’t that funny… What a sign of thankfulness… You’re just like the rest of the humans… You call us demons evil, but you are the ones covered in blood!”
“RAWR!” Dracon let out all his rage in reply, and charged at his top speed towards Najd as he charged towards him as well…
This was almost the same exact picture that had happened between the bear and Najd earlier in the woods, so Najd felt extremely confident as he charged towards Dracon…
However, there was a couple of difference, and as he slashed out with his claws at the large bear, he expected to smash Dracon into the dirt or send him flying. Instead, however, he felt his body get tugged off the ground, and shot back like a missile into the nearby rock wall…
He slammed into the wall in the distance, and caused a cloud of smoke to billow up before he rolled onto the ground, trying his hardest to regain his balance as Dracon charged towards him….
How the hell had he been beaten back by a level 18 bear! Even if he was fighting a level 30 bear, he didn’t see why he wouldn’t beat it!
Najd pushed himself off the ground and rolled away quickly as he could before he looked up and saw a series of claws slashing towards him. He could only parry attack after attack by switching between his left and right claw as he bent on his knees, finding himself losing his balance as he got hit into the soft sand…
Finally, a claw ripped into Najd’s chest and caused a blood curdling scream to come out of his mouth. More and more attacks followed, and soon he was looking up at the moon as it rose in the sky…
“If it was a full moon, you would have died 10 times over,” Najd said, finding a claw against his throat… “You… you’re something else human… However, what now… You kill me and in 3 weeks a supreme demon will descend to find out where you went? Will you be able to kill him too?”
“I don’t see how that supreme demon will be able to tell who I am after Mactrid dies…” Dracon replied, lifting his right claw into the air as he prepared to attack. “I don’t plan on making the mistake of you demons, and keeping my enemies alive…”
“Heh… you’re on the weakest continent of them all kid… Wait until you see what—”
Dracon crushed Najd’s skull with a fierce downward swipe, and hit him over and over again as blood sprayed out of his head. In three minutes, he finally stopped attacking, leaving a mangled corpse on the beach…
“Looks like you’ve finally reached level 19… You going to do something to celebrate…” Bob said, interrupting him as he walked towards the cavern in which he’d left Waal and Creston. “You… you realize that you’ve practically killed all your enemies, right?”
“Yup, and I’m thinking I’m going to return to my roots…” Dracon said, cracking his knuckles as he looked down at the corpse of Mactrid… I think it’s about time I create a rebellion, and learn a few new skills as well… Do you agree?”
“Heh… maybe you should go kill 4 more bears first, so you can use that neat transformation again… By the way… You realize the only reason you won was because Najd couldn’t keep his balance when your attacks clashed because of your center of gravity…” Bob said, sounding a little bit surprised as he continued as he contemplated the outcome… “Now tell me…. Did you plan for him to lose his balance on the sand, or were you just lucky?
“I planned for the flash grenade and the smoke grenade, but I didn’t plan to actually survive… I guess, for once, I got lucky… Now… I guess it’s time I go see what my family has been up to… After all, they made me, I might as well go visit them with Waal… She needs somewhere to stay as does Creston…




Chapter 17: Towards the future

Dracon got in his wagon after pulling it out of the sea, and brought it to the top of the cliff, releasing the horses he’d taken out from the cave before he lit the frame on fire using some matches he found in the hobgoblins old bag…
He didn’t want any more humans being eaten, so it made sense to burn the corpses rather then bury them. After that, he turned to Creston and Waal, pondering the future as the stars shinned brightly in the sky above them.
“I want to go visit a tier two city, the place where I was born, and see if I can create a rebellion… You guys mind coming with me… Of course, I guarantee along the way I’ll make sure you each reach at least level 5…”
“I’m already thankful to just be alive… Of course I don’t mind,” Creston said, laughing as he looked at Dracon. “However, what else can you transform into? Is there a girl in there that I’m not aware of?”
“Shut up, teacher,” Dracon sighed as he jumped on the horse, putting Waal on his back as her blonde hair shimmered in the wind… “You finally get to see how the better half-lives, and you’re complaining?”
“I’m sure they’re on another continent, though,” Waal replied, scratching her head as they started heading away from the beach and the bloodbath they’d left behind. “I don’t know how to ride a boat… do you? I mean… I thought we got taken to this continent on a boat as babies…”
“I have an idea…. I think there is a demon that is able to fly, and we’re going to find it and kill it… If you don’t mind coming with me, of course, and riding on my back once I’m able to change into it…”
“You mean a lesser demon?” Creston waddled his brows… “You really think you’ll be able to carry us with that small body? Maybe… maybe we should go to a blacksmith first and try to trace the origins of that sword…
“Ugh… I just want to go somewhere to eat,” Waal said, raising her hands… “You… you already introduced me to how good pig tastes, and now I want to eat something better! Can we start with that! So, whatever we do next we are at least full!”
Dracon laughed as they kept heading further and further down the road that led deeper into demon territory… Hopefully, if things went according to plan, vey soon they’d be able to reclaim what rightfully belonged to humans – their world…
~~~




Authors Note

I hope you enjoyed book 1 of the book Battlefield: Evolution (Litrpg), and read book two when it comes out in either December or January!
All I ask is that if you made it to the end, and you aren’t too busy, please leave a review on amazon on the page for this book. Thank you again for reading Battlefield: Evolution, and hope enjoy the next installment.
-Daniel Dragon 
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