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FIRST ACT: THE WITCH




Chapter 1


Ch 1: An Intriguing Order



In this world, Seven Kingdoms stood tall. Each of them, named after one of the seven sins. Each of them, representing one of the seven races inhabiting this world.

This was both a small and a large world simultaneously. A place where war was something all generations went through. But all of this changed a few years ago, during one of the greatest wars that had happened in this era.

A fight between two of the strongest beings and their kingdoms.

A war that ended with the death of many powerhouses.

One of the protagonists of this war was Lustburg. The Human Kingdom. Home of all humanity. This war brought so much destruction and pushed so many kingdoms to meddle in one way or another that after it ended, a seemingly long era of peace came.

One that lasted nearly two decades.

.

.

.

Our story starts in Lustburg.

In a room at the very top of the royal palace of Lustburg, known as the Tower of Babel, a young blonde-haired man could be seen, sleeping soundly in an opulent bed large enough to hold four or five people.

His expression was peaceful, almost blissful even. Sadly, such an expression was soon disturbed by the repeated sound of knocking on the door.

“Your Highness, may I enter?”

His eyes, still blurry with sleep, tried opening at the sound of knocking. The young man yawned and stretched his arms before adjusting himself more comfortably within the silken sheets.

“You may enter.”

Once the order was received, a woman wearing a maid uniform entered the room.

“Your Highness, good morning.”

The brown-haired maid gripped the sides of her skirt and curtsied elegantly. Her perfect movements suggested just how skillful of a maid she was.

She appeared to be in her mid-thirties and wore no makeup, yet she had a somewhat graceful appearance, and sharp features adorned her face.

At first glance, one would think that she was no different from any other woman. At least they would think as such, until they tore their gazes away from her magnificent chest that seemed as prominent as a mountain, and focused on her facial features instead.

Two horns prodded up in curved arcs from either side of her forehead and, paired with the distinctive droopy ears that twitched restlessly, showcased her race— she was a cow woman.

Dressed in a peculiar maid outfit, the upper part of the dress was open, giving him a beautiful view of her cleavage. She was the perfect mix of enticement and elegance.

Her maid uniform was not exactly decorative or revealing, but her entire body gave off a mature sex appeal, thanks to the weighty breasts visible through the wide-open chest, while her long skirt did nothing more than draw the eyes toward her plump butt.

Yawning once again, the young man answered the greeting in a slightly sleepy tone. "Hello, Milia. It's rare for you to come and wake me up. You are the head maid, after all. What happened?"

Despite him being the sole heir of the kingdom, he never put on an air of superiority when in a private setting and always treated the staff in the best way possible. This was even more so for this woman. After all, she had been his wet nurse for as long as he could remember.

"Fufufu” she exclaimed. “Your Highness’s sleepy look is so cute. Perhaps I just wanted to take a look?"

He simply smiled charmingly at her teasing words.

It might have worked at first when he was younger and less used to her charms and behavior, but it didn't take him long to adapt.

However, he had to admit that it wasn’t easy. After all, despite her clothes being completely respectable, albeit a little short, her voluptuous body made the gown very alluring. This became even more so when combined with her motherly aura, which appealed to him immensely.

The head maid, seeing that her antics were useless, pouted a little. Dealing with Sol was one of the few joys in her life and his reaction was a shame. She wondered if she should change her uniform to something more…risky.

"Your Highness has matured so much. I miss your blushing and flustered look.” She released a playful sigh, “Well, look at me being all distracted. I come bearing a message. Her Majesty wishes to see you."

"Lilith? Hum… alright, I will prepare myself."

Normally he should have gone to his training at this time, but he was sure that wouldn’t disturb his schedule for no reason.

“Understood, I will go prepare the tea in the meantime. The meeting will be held on the lowest floor.”

Hearing the place where the meeting would happen in, he couldn’t help but take the situation more seriously.

The lowest floor, or the Floor of Secrets as some of the maids loved to call it, was a place that was only accessible to the royal families and their closest confidants.

I wonder what brought about this sudden call, he thought.

With that, Sol performed his morning ablutions and put on his clothes. He then made his way toward the place of meeting, contemplating the upcoming event.
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This world, despite being medieval in appearance, was surprisingly advanced in many parts that made no sense in his mind. A mismatch of anachronisms all over the place.

But Sol did not care. He was not a historian and had no reason to wonder why. He was simply enjoying the results. Such as flowing hot water and indoor plumbing.

As he walked down the seemingly endless corridors, he could see portraits of the past Kings and Queens of Lustburg. If there was one thing to note, it was the fact that they all had similar features.

Blue eyes and golden hair. The uncontested sign of the royal family, something not even the greediest noble could refuse nor die to fight against.

‘I wonder what this is all about.’

Nodding and smiling at the bowing maids along the way, Sol wondered what could be the reason for calling him so urgently. Though he more or less had an idea. He was about to reach maturity and this would mean many things.

A little too many.

Sol groaned; suddenly, he did not want to continue, his instincts telling him that he was about to hear some very outlandish and unwanted things.

But he continued walking, knowing full well that leaving now would change nothing.

[Lowest Floor]

This level of the Tower was sparsely populated, as only the battle maids under Lilith’s orders and a few other select individuals had access to this place. There was no place he could not go, but he simply had no reason to come here, most of the time.

Finally, he reached the office and was ushered in.

“Sol. How have you been? Take a seat.”

Sol nodded and sat on the chair on the other side of the office table. The light illuminating the room was composed of many floating little balls, hovering overhead.

A result of magical and scientific evolution, like so many other such gadgets.

“I am well, truly. Just curious about why I was called so early.”

“It’s time for you to find a fiancée.”

His question was answered with utmost abruptness. "I beg your pardon?"

He couldn’t help but frown as he gazed at the purple-haired woman who sat behind the desk, facing him. She pushed away the mountain of paperwork that never seemed to decrease.

The current Regent Queen, Lilith Luxuria, a woman so beautiful and enticing that he could only say that she was worthy of her enchanting name and a woman bathed in mystery. Lilith’s origin had always been mysterious. The maids in the tower would only speak of it while hushed voice but from what he knew, Lilith was of unknown origin. Her feature did not match much those of the Luxuria family and no one knew when she was born as she appeared in the castle alongside his Grandfather when she was a teen.

For some, Lilith was an adopted girl by the King who noticed her talent back then. For others, she was an illegitimate daughter of the King, one born out of wedlock. Some other even argued that she might not even be human because of how strong she became and how her feature were similar to that of the royal family of Envilya, the kingdom of demon. The most likely theories was that she was born from a Branch family of a loyal knight who had some tie with the Luxuria family one thousand year ago.

In the end though, all this had no importance in Sol’s eyes. As a reincarnator, he barely saw any of the people here as actual family. So if Lilith ended up not even being related to him, it would not particularly shock nor surprise him.

If Milia was a woman with a motherly feel, then Lilith could only be seen as a woman who could make a monk give up on all his vows. It didn’t help that she wore a long dress with such a low cut that her breasts seemed ready to spill out of it at any given moment.

Lilith, observing his reaction to her declaration, asked with a bewildered face, “You do not seem very interested. What might be the problem?"

“I’m just thinking that this is quite sudden. Moreover, while it pains me to admit it, I do not have any particular target, since I have only met a few people outside of this place.”

“This is indeed so, but what can we do? We cannot take the risk of not having an heir should anything happen to you. You should already have a fiancée. But, I decided to first wait for you to reach maturity and approach your awakening."

He could only hide a wince at her remark. The fact that he was the last heir of the kingdom was a heavy truth. Indeed, if anything happened to him, the kingdom would fall into turmoil.

Lilith tapped the table with her finger. “I believe, rather than rushing toward finding a fiancee, you should first develop more experience. What do you think?”

"Do you mean that you wish for me to become some kind of playboy?" He asked incredulously, not believing the implications behind her words.

She gave a wan smile.

"Not exactly, but something close to it. Just make sure to discuss it with Milia, no matter who you choose. I don't want you to be ensnared by some strange, unsuitable woman. One of the main goals of this endeavor is to make you more resistant to women and honey traps.”

He frowned again, this time a bit more deeply. He could feel that there was more to the matter, though he could not understand what it was.

"I’ll properly consult with Milia and not cause you grief."

He didn’t need a babysitter just to pick up girls. He was the future king of this Kingdom. Women would throw themselves at him if he wished. But, she was right. It was important to be careful.

It would be quite sad if he were to die in bed with a spy because he chose the wrong person.

Lilith sighed in relief at those words. Though she served as a substitute mother, she had no real power over Sol. Or rather, she could not force him to do something he didn’t wish to.

Thankfully, Sol had always been a mature and thoughtful young man. "Very well. I’ve already explained everything to Milia. You just need to discuss it with her."

"I see. If that is all, I’ll take my leave."

Just as he was about to stand up to go, he was stopped by Lilith’s abrupt words.

"Finally, let me give you some advice…"

A beautiful and gentle smile bloomed on her previously stoic face as she spoke, “You can do whatever you want with whoever you want. Just, please, never forget who you are.”

As a man, as a prince, and as a future King, it was important for him to understand that he should never let his dignity go.

“I will remember.”

Nodding silently, he left.

Lilith, now alone, groaned quietly and dropped her head into her well-manicured hands. She did not know if she was doing the right thing, but she knew that Sol needed to develop some immunity to the charms of women. She refused to let the same calamity happen twice for the same reason.
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After leaving the office, Sol felt like he could finally breathe again. The corridor was certainly more refreshing than Lilith’s stuffy office.

If he had to be honest, he was quite thrilled at the idea that she had proposed. He doubted many other people would be in his place. But he was curious—why now?

‘Well, I simply have to ask later.’

He would not hesitate, and he never wanted to hesitate. Doing so once in his life was already enough.

Life was always full of regrets. If only I could start all over again...if only I could have a second chance.

Who never had such thoughts?

He didn’t believe that there was anyone who did. After all, humans always lived with regret.

In the past, he had just been an ordinary young man who could have been found anywhere. He did not have some tragic backstory. Nor did he have a cool, heroic setting, like dying after saving someone else from death's grasp.

He had just been an ordinary teen, having ordinary shitty teen experiences. Losing his virginity in a very shitty way. Having a hard time finding a girlfriend. Inevitably breaking up with said girlfriend shortly thereafter.

A simple and ordinary life, full of regrets and wantings.

He had no memory as to how he died. He did not even know if he really had died. His last memory on Earth was of getting dead drunk at some party and taking the last train home.

Yes, he wasn’t on Earth anymore. At first, he had thought that he had been reincarnated into some medieval time period. However, one look at a beast woman was all he needed to understand that this wasn’t the planet he once called home.

Now, he was the crown prince and sole heir of the kingdom of Lustburg, as well as the son of the man who saved the world, Mars Luxuria.

He was Sol Dragona Luxuria… The son of the hero king.


Chapter 2


Ch 2: First Night



What was the life of a prince?

This was something Sol had always wondered about in the past. But now that he was one, he realized one thing.

It was a far more monotonous life than one might expect.

He truly only had two things to do. Study and train.

[Black Knights’ Training Zone]

The Black Knights were one of the finest, most-elite groups of soldiers who served the Kingdom. They had once been Lilith’s guard, which she had built from the ground up as she roamed alone on the battlefield after her awakening.

Now though, after nearly twenty years, it was a far larger force with new blood. They might not all have set foot on the battlefield, but they were all experienced and certainly talented knights.

As the sun steadily rose in the sky and signaled the start of the day, two shadows were crossing each other and moving back and forth across the training ground.

The sounds of heavy swords clashing together rang in the ears of the knights who were busy cheering and whistling.

Sol loved this place, as it was one of the rare moments when he left the vicinity of the Tower of Babel.

Blocking an overhead slash coming at him, Sol sighed quietly while remembering what happened not long ago.

What a weird conversation…, Sol pondered to himself.

Discussing with his Lilith about losing his virginity was indeed rather weird. But well, it didn’t matter, not anymore anyway. He was already used to such embarrassing conversations by now.

Whoosh! Clang!!

Instinctively blocking the incoming sword strike, Sol took a sliding step before pointing his sword at the throat of his opponent.

“Sneak attack? I thought better of you.”

Raising an eyebrow, Sol sized up the brown-haired young man in front of him with a slight grin.

Truth be told, he didn’t actually know his name. He had a weird relationship with the knights, one that was both close yet distant at the same time. More than once, Sol had remembered a knight’s name, only for him to vanish as he was sent to the battlefield, never coming back. He had learned to keep his distance a little since.

The first time it had happened had been quite the shock for him, and it took him a while to recover.

But now was the time to slowly break through his fear. After all, one day they would all be his subjects to rule and his soldiers to lead.

“Haha, that was extraordinary, your Highness! I thought that I could finally win, while you were out of it? As for sneak attacks…, heh…” The young man shook his head, “There is no such thing as a sneak attack in a fight.”

Sol smiled as he lowered his sword and let out a cough, “You are right. I guess I still have yet to assimilate this truth.”

“It will come with time, your Highness. You certainly do not lack the talent to become one of the most renowned fighters of this era.”

“I did not even have my…”

He wished to continue, but stopped as he saw the hopeful eyes of the other man. These soldiers did not need him to humble himself.

“Well, I believe I should have enough capacity to contract with a S rank.”

“Hahahah!”

The two of them shared a knowing look before exploding with laughter. The other knights who were training watched the scene with heartwarming gazes and cheers for the bold words of their prince.

How could they not?

In this world what was needed, more than even a benevolent King, was a powerful King. Sol’s genetic pool was good enough to bring unexpected results.

“Still, you are truly formidable. Your skills are still somewhat lacking, but even using mana, I’m having a hard time keeping up with your speed and strength.”

“Don’t sell yourself short. Had you brought your partner, I’m sure I would have lost horribly.”

This was the truth. Humans had many shortcomings, but for those who awakened and were able to sign a contract, everything changed. Not all humans who awakened had the capacity to sign a contract, especially a high-level one.

The young knight gave a slightly bitter smile and shook his head. He knew that Sol wasn’t being unkind to him by saying it, but the simple fact that someone at his level would need to team up with his partner to beat Sol showed how strong and talented the boy was.

“When he awakens, I don’t think I will even be able to see his dust,” the knight muttered to himself.

This was why the only one who could regularly train with the prince was Setsuna, Sol's knight and personal sword instructor.

Normally she would have been hovering around them like a mother hen. However, it seemed that she had some other work to deal with, and so he had no choice but to sacrifice himself.

Few knights liked fighting Sol.

Winning against the prince and potentially wounding his self-esteem was a constant worry. But at the same time, losing against someone without mana was also shameful.

Thankfully, since nearly all the young soldiers had been beaten by Sol at one time or another, no one laughed anymore.

While the truth was bitter, the knight showed no resentment at their obvious differences in talent.

Why should he? Sol was the future leader of his kingdom. In this world, where might made right, serving a weak ruler only meant that your kingdom would have to go through different kinds of humiliation.

As such, the more talented and powerful Sol became, the more secure everyone else would be.

“So, another bout?”

Just as Sol was about to agree, a voice broke in.

“Your Highness. It’s time for your next lesson.” A maid had come out to the grounds and interrupted them, bringing an end to the training.

Sol frowned a little, as he did not like most of the theoretical lessons. He knew that all he had to do was to refuse and that would be it. At the end of the day, no one in this Kingdom could order him around.

But doing so would be shortsighted.

At least I shouldn’t reject knowledge.

Knowledge was power. He didn’t know if he would make a good or a bad king, but he at least knew that he wouldn’t be very good if he didn’t make the effort to learn more about governing and politics.

“Well then, later.”

The knights all bowed in salute until Sol left the training ground.

.

.
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The rest of the day proceeded much as Sol expected, going to lesson after lesson. From history and geography, to lessons on politics and even mundane things such as chess and other social games, before finishing with dance and oratory lessons.

All of this was necessary for him to become a good ruler, as well as someone who would not be humiliated in high society.

In the end, with a tired expression, Sol finally went back to his room.

“I am beat!” He sighed, rubbing his tired eyes.

He was so exhausted he almost considered skipping a shower and going right to bed, to refresh himself and release some of the accumulated fatigue. Truthfully, he would’ve very much preferred just dozing off in his cozy bed as soon as he entered the room, but the smell he had piled up all day made him think better of it. Thankfully, now after making himself reinvigorated with a good shower, he could finally rest….in peace.

After wiping off the water droplets left on his body and hair with a towel, Sol jumped on his bed. He released a sigh of contentment as he felt the comfy softness of his silk sheets, healing the soreness of his fatigued body, and gradually refreshing his equally exhausted mind.

Today had been a little rougher than usual, which was understandable, considering his distraction after that remarkably bizarre exchange with Lilith, at the start of this day. The contents of the conversation and the ominous ending still persistently resonated within his mind, making him feel restless with a tumultuous future ahead.

However, just as he was about to enter the realm of dreams and serenity, away from all his worldly troubles, someone knocked on the door of his room, interrupting the chance for serene slumber he wished to achieve.

Huh? Who would come to my room at this time of the night?, he thought.

"The door’s open.” He called. “Come in."

“Excuse me. Sorry for interrupting your sleep, your Highness.”

“Oh, it’s you…”

He immediately recognized that it was Milia, the palace’s head maid, one of the few people for whom he truly cared for in this place.

“Oh, what do you want, Milia? Any particular reason for coming to meet me at this ungodly hour?” He nonchalantly inquired. He sat up in his bed, eyes still droopy and slightly limpid, both from the lack of sleep and the previous preparation of trying to enter a slumbering state.

“Her Majesty informed me about the discussion she had with you this morning.”

"Ah…I see. So that's the case. Well, Lilith advised me to consult with you, specifically, about…courting women, I suppose. According to her, there aren’t any restrictions, aside from noblewomen.

"I'm a little embarrassed to say this, but I'm honestly lost as to what to do now. You are already aware of my rather…limited interactions with people. So…do you have any good ideas in mind? Where to even start? How to approach…this…whatever this is? Help me a little, will you?"

Seemingly waiting for those exact words to escape Sol’s lips, Milia walked slowly towards him — a seductive flair added to her formerly refined gait. A large, almost sinister, smile stretched across her beautiful face. The sudden change of her aura left him befuddled.

"I indeed have many ideas for you to get more interaction with women. But, for your first time, Her Majesty specifically asked that you would have intercourse with someone … more experienced."

A growing suspicion, lingering and rising from the depths of his heart — since the very start of this chat — suddenly bloomed into reality as he was pushed back on the bed by one of her surprisingly strong hands. His vision shifted to the ceiling of the room as he flopped back on the bed. However, it didn’t stay there for long and he quickly focused on Milia, an astonished look on his face.

"Or...is your Highness not willing to lay down with an older woman like me?"

Sol gulped audibly in nervous anticipation, thinking of the ensuing events. He would be utterly lying if he said that he had never harbored any perverted thoughts or carnal fantasies about the buxom head maid.

Admittedly, Milia had been more of a mother figure to him in this new life. For reasons unknown, however, she had also been the primary cause for a lot of unspeakable, lecherous scenarios blooming in his mind every now and again, scenarios he was ashamed to even imagine conducting in reality. The allure of taboo pleasure was just so much more captivating.

“You must be exhausted after such a long day, so I am here to give you a massage, your Highness.”

“You don’t have to do that, Milia….”

Even though Milia was beautiful, and he indeed had some questionable desires for her, he would never want to destroy their current relationship by forcing her to do something she didn't wish to.

Milia, fully understanding what he meant by those words, smiled and almost chuckled, as she corrected his misunderstanding of her intentions.

“You are my master, and it is a maid’s duty to show her utmost devotion and willingness to serve her master. What’s more, I really wish, from the bottom of my heart, to give you an evening massage to soothe away the day’s weariness.”

The bewitching smile etched on her mature and charming face hid no illusions about the kind of massage he would receive from her. The aura surrounding her transitioned to a seductive one with each passing second.

She resumed her provocative gait, almost teasingly reaching towards the bed he laid on. The moment she reached him, she halted, then slid up between his legs and crouched on that position.

The following moment, the charming maid reached out her delicate hands and began rubbing his crotch, sensually, over the thin fabric of his night trousers.

Her slender fingers and soft palms felt inexplicably warm even through the fabric, and the rapturous sensation quickly brought his member to a partial erection inside his already-snug pants, further tightening the constraints.

He had to hide a shudder of ecstasy from running throughout his body at the carnal pleasure he was experiencing from her touch alone. Even though he hadn't been a virgin in his previous life, it was difficult to claim that he was experienced in the sexual department. His plight was enhanced by the fact that his current body was still that of a virgin's and completely in the middle of his teen years, at least in human terms.

Expertly, Milia removed his pants and underwear, as if it was the most natural thing in the world to do in this situation.

The moment she lowered the fabric past his thighs, his now fully-hardened member rose up abruptly in a curved arc. Freed from its rather tight restraints, gradually growing even harder and larger, before settling in a stunning length and girth.

"Oh, my! This is indeed something an inexperienced woman wouldn't be able to handle easily."

Masking a deep surprise at the towering size of Sol's manhood, Milia placed her hand on the hot throbbing shaft. As she looked at him, her face upturned, she began to slowly stroke it up and down at a steady rhythmic pace.

With the troublesome fabric out of the way, her ridiculously soft palm directly wrapped around his girthy penis. The wonderfully smooth and pleasantly warm sensation of her fingers aroused him, making him almost groan out of instinct.

Luckily he still had some self-control; he couldn't let himself get lost in pleasure. He still needed to speak his mind, to completely clear away all the doubts and uncertainties about the perverted act they were about to perform.

“Milia, I want you to know in advance that I don’t want you to do something you don’t genuinely want to do…You can stop if you're forcing yourself to do this…”

“But I do want to do this. I am not forcing myself. I've always wanted to do this with you, for far longer than you can imagine. Even though I know it’s wrong for me to have thoughts like that towards you, I just can't help it,” Her deep black eyes stared at Sol with a serious expression on her face, devoid of the seductiveness they once held, trying to convey her sincerity to him. “Or is an unattractive woman like me not to your liking? If you are dissatisfied with me, I could call in one of the other maids. As unfortunate as that would be…”

Her face sank into deep sorrow as she earnestly pleaded for Sol’s affection. Her once lively and alluring eyes started losing their light, ever so slowly shifting to a depressed state. Dangerous thoughts started revolving in her head, as she contemplated being rejected by Sol, of not being attractive enough to win his favor.

Sol felt a twinge of guilt ache in his chest when looking at her dejected expression. His intentions were to make things clear between them, so that there was no room for any misunderstandings in the future. It was never his purpose to reject and undermine her, to make her sad; in fact, seeing her saddened look pained his heart and soul. He hastily replied to correct her.

“No…I would be a fool to be dissatisfied.”

“Then please, allow me to comfort you.”

As if her previous dejected state had been an illusion, a bright smile bloomed on her face, replacing her previously lifeless look. Her hands reached for the blouse of her maid’s uniform and swiftly pulled it down.

The fabric covering her massive breasts was removed, and their wonderful shape was fully revealed for his gawking eyes.

‘The breasts of cow women are truly on another level.’ He marveled in delight.

The giant breasts defied gravity, sticking straight out towards him before settling into a round shape. The cherry-colored nipples were already hard and pointed, as if hoping to draw his eyes toward them. Apparently, she was already aroused from their previous interactions, the erect tips of her firm tits being a perfect indicator of that fact.

Milia blushed slightly in embarrassment, her cheeks becoming slightly rosy, when he stared at her breasts with such focus and intensity. But she kept her back straight and her chest stuck out, as though asking him to pay more attention towards them and in turn toward her.

The brown-haired maid gently lifted her massively rounded breasts with both hands. She inched closer towards Sol, and pressed them together, with Sol’s fully-erect manhood smothered in between their lovely shapes.

“Ohh~!”

The smooth, unbelievably soft, and springy texture of her shapely breasts surrounded his heated shaft, making it pulsate in anticipation. The warm and firm titty pressure was so arousing that he could not help but moan out loud, losing any semblance of self-control.

“It has been rather long since I participated in such a carnal act. Do you like it, your Highness?” Her voice was breathy with desire.

She pressed her breasts together firmly and began stroking his hard throbbing rod, while turning her pitch-black eyes up toward him, making way for an unbelievably seductive scene, all for Sol to witness and relish.

“It feels…really good…”

“Does it…? Then please enjoy it even more…”

Sol, entranced by the sight, could not avert his gaze away from the beautiful maid and this attention was something Milia relished immensely. Happily, her eyes narrowed into a crescent shape, but her dignified features remained unchanged and her expression was locked in a calm alluring state of a mature enchantress. However, her cheeks looked a bit flushed, and she seemed to be breathing a little heavily, her breathing getting more erratic with the passage of time.

And as she expertly moved her boobs up and down, and gyrated them in different ways to stimulate Sol further, small trickles of milk seeped out from her fully erect cherry-colored nipples.

“Ah, Milia, your milk…”

“Ohh, it comes out when I massage them hard enough…but the addition of milk should serve as a good lubricant…”

He recalled hearing that all cow women began to produce milk in their teenage years. It was a genetic trait of theirs, inherent in every female of their race, which made them an excellent choice as wet nurses and nannies.

It was reliable enough that a girl’s first lactation was considered as much of a coming-of-age milestone as her first period, so it was not at all strange for milk to seep out from the breasts of a beautiful adult woman like Milia.

‘To think that I was fed milk from those same boobs when I was a child.’

The thought brought along with it a nefarious taboo pleasure that further stimulated his throbbing member, making him groan louder. A sweet aroma rose from her milk-wet breasts and the speed of the titty friction rose as the milk acted as a proper lubricant. The breasts bounced nicely atop his crotch, rubbing the rod between them all the while.

The sensation of the wet boobs was too much for Sol's virgin penis, so his hips began to tremble with immense pleasure, his balls aching for release, but he held it in just to feel this insane pleasure for even a moment longer.

Each time Milia shook her breasts with force, warm milk endlessly flowed from them, wetting his pulsating shaft and furthering his pleasure… and maybe even hers.

The sight of the cool and composed woman giving him a heated look while working hard at a titjob was immensely enticing to him. It greatly stimulated his male instincts, the powerful pleasure ruled all five of his senses, and he could only think about the rubbing friction of the maid’s tits on his long manhood, giving him the taste of the greatest pleasure of his life.

The pleasure provided by someone else was very different from masturbating. He already felt the urge to ejaculate rising within his pelvis even though not much time had passed since the start of the enchanting maid’s ‘massage.’

Milia held her mouth shut to restrain her sweet voice from crying out, but she could not stop the occasional shuddering hot breaths from escaping her quivering lips. This sight only aroused him further.

He wanted to experience this pleasure even longer, but he also felt an urge to expel all of his desire right away.

All the while, Milia continued to attack his manhood mercilessly with her milky breasts.

“If you keep rubbing like that, I really will cum!”

“Ohh, go ahead, Sol. Please cum… Cum all over my milk-soaked tits!”

He grabbed the sheets tightly, wrinkling them between his balled fists. He tried to hold back the ejaculation, but his limit was approaching at breakneck speed. The stimulation was simply too great.

“I-I’m cumming!!”

He was unable to restrain the desire to ejaculate as it forcefully rose from deep within his crotch and he reflexively thrust out his hips.

The swollen head poked out from between the crevice of her massive breasts, and then an explosive stream of white-hot cum scattered all over Milia’s body.

“Ahh, i-it’s so hot!”

Milia accepted the ejaculation with an enraptured expression as it sprayed all around, covering her face and breasts.

The buxom maid scooped the semen from her body and licked it from her fingers, before inching closer to his shuddering manhood. She had her tongue crawl along his penis to lick up the rest of the cloudy white liquid, kissing and stimulating his girthy shaft, squeezing more semen out of the bulbous tip.

“Are you satisfied, your Highness?...”

“Yes, very much...”

“I am glad to hear that. However, you are still nice and hard down here…”

Despite having just ejaculated, his penis had not gone flaccid for even a moment. It retained its full hardness, and proudly stood up toward the ceiling.

She grinned as she looked at him with an almost hungry look as though ready to devour him whole. It was the look of a predator finally meeting its prey.

“Perhaps it’s time to pass to the main event.”

Looking at her heated smile of passion, Sol couldn’t help but have a feeling of immense anticipation. He knew that this night would be really memorable.
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Milia's right hand, still wrapped tightly around Sol's sticky rod, never left its place as she slowly crawled up over to his manhood. Her hand sensually pumped his throbbing shaft, readying it for their carnal act. She finally lined the mushroom-like head of his penis with her gushing entrance.

The elegant maid placed herself— full of lustful allure— over his large penis and slowly, ever so slowly, began to lower down. Sol’s breath got caught in his lungs as he eagerly anticipated the ensuing sensations of pleasure.

Her milky white thighs gradually sank down, resting on his manly legs, full of vigorous muscles, and her slick labia slowly sucked in the engorged head of his towering penis.

"Nn~!"

Surprisingly, Milia was the first to raise her voice, her tone one of lust and bliss. The tip had not even fully entered her pink slit yet, but her thin eyebrows twisted and furrowed in an overwhelming torrent of pleasure, while sexual moans escaped intermittently from her luscious lips, paired with heavy, shuddering breaths.

Sol, on the other hand, could not say anything at all. Hell, he couldn't even make a sound. He was utterly spellbound by those well-formed and shapely hips, partially hidden by the extremely tiny skirt, sliding up and down over his pelvis with the head of his penis caught within its blissful crevice.

She was almost desperately trying to make his manhood line perfectly up with her— extremely tight— inner canal.

The fact that the mini skirt of her modest yet alluring maid’s uniform hid everything that was happening below was particularly erotic to his eyes. It heightened his sensitivity to an extreme degree, making every sensation feel much more intense and blissful.

Finally, the mushroom-shaped head lined up perfectly with her secret inner entrance as she began to sink down further, massaging Sol's shaft along the way with its extreme tightness.

He felt a tight ring of soft and pleasantly warm flesh wrap around his throbbing shaft. His highly-aroused manhood's nerves received intense pleasure from the heat of the soaking wet woman currently mounting him.

As their union slowly grew deeper and deeper, Milia's lovely body abruptly arched backward. Unable to wait even a moment longer, she swiftly lowered her hips down his shaft, fully enveloping his manhood as her hips touched his pelvis, prompting him to grip her waist with his hands and arch his own hips, lifting them to go even deeper inside, to feel even more of this carnal pleasure that was slowly taking over his mind.

Her beautiful pink vagina squeezed tightly, intensifying the already tight pressure that surrounded his pulsating rod, tightening their bond. Sol had already cum once and, even though that left his dick even more sensitive than before, he knew he didn't have to fear cumming too soon, at least not enough to be labeled as a quick shot. He'd rather die than be labeled with such a demeaning title.

"Milia…"

"Hah~! Maybe I got a little too worked up after experiencing this pleasure after such a long time. It feels way too good. I almost lost control there."

Her tone was a joking one, but a look of longing mixed with lust and passion was etched on her mature and elegant face as she placed her dainty, slightly shivering, hands on Sol's well-sculpted abs and adjusted the depth of her sitting position.

Her body, beaded with sweat and glistening in the pale moonlight, occasionally trembled as though suffering from small jolts of electric shocks. They were undoubtedly delightfully pleasurable, and he could tell just how strongly the pressure was building up inside her.

Her beautiful breasts, defying gravity, were sandwiched between her upper arms as she placed her hands on Sol’s abs. They vibrated with each quiver of her body, and her wavy brown hair fluttered through the air, reflecting the moonlight streaming through the windows.

His manhood slowly went deeper and deeper, prompted by the charming head maid’s vaginal muscles sucking him in desperately, not willing to part with it even for a moment.

When the engorged tip finally reached the deepest depth of her honeypot, a new type of stickiness, not unlike viscous honey, wrapped around it, almost gluing the tip within her depths. Her cervix sucked in the head of his dick like a vacuum and mercilessly aroused the bundle of nerves on the tip of his blazing hot rod.

“H-how d-do you f-f-feel?”

She gave the blonde prince a sloe-eyed, almost dreamy, smile as she looked down at him. Her knees were firmly planted on the bed, her hips glued to his crotch, and her hands playfully rubbed the muscles of his chest and abs, carefully noting the sensitive spots present throughout them.

Still, Milia was breathing so heavily, with convulsing shudders accompanying every gasping breath, she could barely ask the question.

She had never felt so full before in all her life. Both the size and girth of Sol's rather intimidating manhood had left her panting for breath as they widened her pleasure hole and reached its very depths, depths nobody before him was able to reach.

'Ah, even my husband was never able to reach so far.'

Discarding the pointless thoughts of her late husband, thoughts that would inevitably sour the sexual atmosphere that was radiating between her and Sol, Milia refocused on the young man she had cared so much for through the years.

She had brought him up, she had breastfed him; thinking about that made her feel debauched. A shiver of taboo pleasure ran along her spine, further heating up her body.

The carnal act continued. Each time the head of his heated dick pounded into her deepest spot, her ample and heavy breasts would shake and bounce. Her body and soul writhed in pure ecstasy, whispering to let herself become lost in the sensation. But she still remembered her position as the older and experienced one of the two. She couldn't let herself be swept away in the waves of pleasure… not yet, at least.

“It’s the best thing…I’ve ever felt in my life, Milia.”

“Really? I am so glad to hear that.… Oh, your penis is so hot it feels like it's going to burn my pussy.”

She let out a sensual sigh and smiled seductively at Sol; there was also a note of warmth mixed in, as her lips curled into a delighted grin. She kept her round, shapely hips rooted in place as though to savor the sensation of the pulsating and scalding hot manhood tightly hilted inside her wet snatch. It had been so long… so very long… more than a decade even, maybe even more. In all those lonely bygone years, she only had her hand to console herself during the night, to satiate the burning lust that stirred within her lately, whenever she thought about Sol.

She couldn't help but relish the pleasant heat that was pervading her whole body. Masturbation was nice and all, but surely nothing could beat the feeling of the connection of penultimate intimacy between two people, the passionate embrace that locked two souls in a world of pleasure of their own, rendering everything else irrelevant for them. They would be helpless and lost in each other for the duration of the passionate act.

Sol, finally breaking out of the lustful haze of pleasure, sensed that he was the only one being tended to in this act of duality. He didn't want that to be the case.

He knew that it was his first time in this life, and also understood that Milia wished for him to do nothing and only enjoy the sensations as she would do all the work in their stead. But, from the depths of his soul, he also wanted to do his best, so that this act of pleasure could also be enjoyable for his partner— the beautiful and elegant maid who loved him so much.

So, he reigned in the pleasure that almost made him go numb and stopped holding himself back, and began to work on his hips as he thrust up abruptly, fully sheathing himself straight into Milia's twitching and nearly convulsing vagina, pounding on her cervix.

"I'm so happy I could do this…with someone as enchanting and beautiful as you."

Those words, filled with sincerity, innocence, and affection, brought a happy smile to her face, blooming like an alluring flower.

"Ara~! I wonder how many girls will fall into your lustful clutches with that sweet mouth of yours, muttering those heart-pounding words with such sincerity. I'm really looking forward to it."

Chuckling a little to herself at the thought of Sol being pestered by girls left and right due to his careless but affectionate words, she brought her face close towards Sol's, making his breath hitch in anticipation. He was expecting her next actions so much that he even forgot to thrust his hips into her, which left Milia to do all the work again. Before their lips could meet, however, she took a turn to the right as she moved and placed her plump lips to the side of his face.

She then proceeded to start licking the tips of his ear— they were hot and blushed red in deep arousal— probing for any reactions he might have in response to her playful actions.

"Ah! M-Milia…that tickles a little."

"Oh? Fufufu! So your ear is one of your weak points? You are so cute~!"

Ecstatic at being able to find another way to tease Sol, and elicit those cute reactions out of him, she proceeded to torment him some more— prompting more cute reactions out of him for her to relish in— before proceeding to check for more of his sensitive spots.

With the next target set in her mind, she started planting a trail of soft kisses— each kiss delicate, but also teasingly stimulating that delivered Sol a new sense of pleasure— down his lower jaw to his neck, trailing down lower to his chest and only stopping after her lips reached his nipples. As soon as she reached his nipples, however, her soft kisses were replaced with teasing bites and probing licks as she playfully bit on his nipple and started stimulating it with her tongue.

She knew for a fact that men were similarly sensitive as women in that area, so she thoroughly planned to stimulate those bundle of nerves to deliver new heights of rapture to his being, to thoroughly cement the pleasure he would receive in this session, so as to make his first time a pleasant memory that he couldn't forget even if he wanted to and in turn couldn't forget her. She wanted to cement her position in his mind.

"Kuh~!"

Her playful actions did wonders on Sol as he groaned out with rapture, his mind fuzzy from the assault of pleasure. But he was not someone to be tormented and so his hands, faster than he could command, subconsciously reached out to fight back and deliver to her a taste of her own medicine.

His rough hands grabbed onto both of her heavy, voluminous yet wonderfully soft breasts— which by some fantastical means didn't sag even with their tremendous volume— and pressed them against his chest, massaging them thoroughly, making sensual breaths escape from her lips and onto his chest as her tongue kept on assaulting his nipples.

Milia did not stop Sol, letting him play with her voluptuous bosom as she carried on her teasing task, she even used her other hand to encircle around his untended nipple, doubling up the pleasure for him. In midst of all the teasing and kisses, however, her hips didn't stop their movements even once and her plump round buttocks kept bouncing up and down, gripping his manhood and keeping up the task of providing pleasure to his aroused dick.

This range of carnal motions repeated for some time until the brown-haired maid noticed that Sol wasn't able to get a good hold of her breast due to her position.

Understanding her slight blunder, due to having too much fun teasing him and watching his reactions, she immediately stopped licking his nipple and straightened herself— hands resting on the bed now, positioned to either side of Sol's neck to make leaning onto him easier— as she hovered above him again in order to give him better access.

Her ample breasts jiggled magnificently, dangling down above his face with his hands resting on their sides, squeezing them lightly. Her milk-seeping nipples danced erotically before his eyes as her hips collided vigorously with his thighs. Sol too resumed his thrusts, meeting her halfway. He bottomed himself out on Milia's tight and gripping pussy poking into her cervix with each thrust making her moan and gasp.

Their thrusts continued in rhythm as both of them tried their utmost to bring more delectation to the other. Meanwhile, an obscenely sticky sound resonated throughout each time they united— a by-product of Milia's love juices gushing and staining Sol's pelvis, thighs, and the sheets, soaking everything

“Ahh, nhh…y-yes. Sol, please suck on my breasts. Drink my milk~!"

She earnestly pleaded as she leaned down while keeping her hips moving up and down— intermittently gripping and releasing his dick, stimulating and massaging his blazing manhood, and gyrating her hips to more accurately pressure all the sensitive spots of his shaft and tip— never breaking the steady rhythm. He couldn't take much more of this, so he obediently grabbed the heavy boobs dangling and bouncing in front of his face and gently sucked on the erect cherry-colored nipples.

“Ah~! Yes! Suck them harder!”

Milia cried out in rapture as soon as he started sucking out the seeping milk from her breast. The intense arousal had made her nipples hypersensitive and, paired with Sol sucking out her milk so lustily, she was having a hard time breathing, her climax approaching at breakneck speed.

The ringing slap of flesh on flesh and her sweet moans echoed through the otherwise-silent room, which only increased his ever-growing lust, prompting him to up his tempo, both on sucking her delicious breasts and thrusting vigorously into her dripping snatch.

The breasts of a cow woman as a whole become particularly sensitive during sex. It was a mechanism that was purely intended to intensify the pleasure and lust permeating during a sexual session. Truly, she became a being of lust. Sol couldn't even hope to imagine just how much pleasure he was bringing her merely from the simple act of sucking her breasts and licking her areolas with his slippery tongue.

"Nn… Ahh, Sol… You're such a dirty boy."

"Milia… The way you wiggle your plump butt is just too lewd."

She just smiled seductively as her butt started wiggling even more, putting on a show for him, gyrating around in circles all on its own. Just as it seemed to be moving right, it would turn left. Meanwhile, her inner flesh continued to gently constrict, stroking the manhood of the brazen younger man inside her.

The creaking of the bed grew louder and louder as they both reached the height of pleasure, both of them were close to their individual climaxes.

"Ahh… Milia. I'm cumming again… "

"Fufufu~!" She tightened her hold on him further with her gripping snatch as she began to accelerate, her eyes shining with unconcealed anticipation. "Go ahead. Just let your desire flow…"

Her hair danced wildly around her head. Her hips bounced swiftly, almost a blur, trying to hasten the advent of their climaxes.

The pressure around Sol's penis was simply too great as she continued to tighten and gyrate herself to increase the stimulation. He gave one last mighty thrust and buried himself to the hilt in her vagina, hitting her cervix and poking it open for his cum to directly enter her womb.

"Ah~!!!!!!"

The wonderful shock was so great that a low moan of absolute rapture left her throat.

Her entire body was wet and shining with sweat as she tensed up like a beast, her whole body shaking and twitching in pleasure, and breathed out her sensual moans of pleasure accompanied by shuddering breaths in between.

Her beautiful breasts jiggled boldly before his eyes and milk squirted out in a rainbow-like arc. The warm milk splashed onto his body and face, coating him in a sweetly delectable scent, so it felt like receiving a milk shower.

"Ah. Milia… ."

"Do it! Paint my insides with your sperm. Mark me!!"

In addition to her sweet moans, her sweet gripping hole begged him by sucking him in, her womb aching for his seed, so he let go and sprayed his carnal desire inside, painting her womb white with his cum.

"Ah!!!!!"

His second load of juices was no less impressive than the first, as he fired it into her womb like a bullet, almost filling it with two shots alone.

They continued pounding and grinding, intertwined together, until he had expelled the very last drop of cum out of his shaft.

"...Ahh… "

'Sex is really amazing. I feel so full right now.'

Milia seemed to literally become a blazing inferno of pleasure. A switch ostensibly flipped inside her being, as a large grin full of lustful debauchery covered her once elegant face, making her look like a hungry beast.

"Heheh~! You can keep going, right?"

A shiver of nervous anticipation went down his spine. Her predatory eyes seemed as if she was about to devour him and frankly, he wished to be devoured by her and the pleasure she would bring along.

She didn't wait for him to answer as she resumed swinging her hips, bringing him more pleasure.

"Let's continue. This time, I will show you how it's done."

That night, Sol got carried away and came inside Milia three more times, before falling asleep from excessive exhaustion, with Milia wrapped in his arms since she was just as exhausted. Both of them had blissful smiles etched on their faces as they went to the land of dreams with their bodies and hearts intertwined.


Chapter 3


Ch 3: Wolf Girl



Having cum thrice from Milia's passionate and meticulous attentions, Sol had fallen asleep almost immediately. The day's activities and the exertion of the pleasure he had received, coupled with the strain of the passion-filled exercise, was just too much for him to do anything but immediately shuttle to the realm of sleep.

However, as the light of the sun filtered through the curtains, shining on his closed eyes and rousing him from his deep sleep, he felt a wet and warm sensation surrounding his lower body—specifically his hardened meat-slab.

“What is happening?”

Slowly rubbing his heavy eyelids, still drooping with sleep, he looked down at his crotch. Immediately, he identified the source of the pleasurable feeling originating from his manly organ.

“Good morning, your Highness.”

Milia looked up at him with a slightly lecherous smile. He found that his underwear had been pulled down to his knees, and his morning wood was held firmly in her dainty hands, shining wet with saliva and other fluids.

“Right…good morning… AS IF!!! What in the name of Luxuria are you doing right now!?”

“My, why the sudden outburst? I'm giving you a blowjob, of course. I came to wake you and found out you were already hard again after last night. So I thought… Why not?”

Milia's act made it look like giving a blowjob was a perfectly normal thing to be doing as she took the engorged head of his penis into her mouth. Her warm saliva and rough tongue wrapped around his penis, and immediately after, jolting shocks of immeasurable pleasure ran all over through his sleepy body.

“Ahh! S-seriously…?”

His blazing rod was twitching with wanton pleasure. It was soaked with her saliva and his precum, so she must have been sucking him off for a while already.

Being woken up by a blowjob from a beautiful maid was the kind of upper-class luxury that Sol could only have dreamed of in his past life — never to be enacted in reality. He did wonder if he was, in fact, dreaming this or not, but the sweet, addictive tingling assaulting his lower body was very real and very stimulating — sensations that would be impossible to be felt in a dream, so he had to take the events for what they were: reality.

“Nh~! You are so hard this morning...*slurp*...And it’s twitching too...such a fantastic cock you wield, your Highness…”

Her plump pinkish lips trailing up the shaft, the puckered lips intensely sucking at the sensitive head with intermittent rhythm. She seemed to have been trying to milk the cum right out of him with her oral technique. Sol writhed on the bed from the unbearable pleasure that continuously emanated and spread throughout all his senses.

Partially because it had been so unexpected for him, he could not fight the urge to ejaculate as scalding pleasure took over his entire body, making his body hot and bothered.

The tip of her ravenous tongue slowly, sensually, crawled from the base to the head as though licking off the precum flowing from the tip, an obscenely wet sound simultaneously rang throughout the room as she resoundingly suck at his top, his precum mixing with the saliva in her mouth.

“Please cum whenever you are ready… ”

His reactions must have told her he was close because she looked up at him with damp black eyes prompting him to ejaculate.

“I’m cumming!”

The passionate tongue caressed his penis, being so soon after waking up it brought him to climax quite easily—easier than he thought possible. Overcome by pleasure, he grabbed the little curved horns peeking out of Milia's head and used them as a handle to make her take his full length down her strong throat.

The maid’s eyebrows shot straight up for a split moment, only to relax the next as she composed her expression. Then she audibly swallowed all the semen filling her mouth, as if that were the only acceptable option given this scandalous situation.

“This really feels great.”

Even after he had finished ejaculating, Milia diligently sucked at his rod to take care of the cum remaining in his urethra as if it was the sweetest thing in the world.

He had cum so much last night, but she had just milked out even more this morning, and the look in her eyes told him that she was up for milking out some more, making him sweat in anticipation.

———

After she thoroughly cleaned his rod with her tongue, Milia got up and looked at him with her usual mischievous smile,

“How was it? Did you enjoy my mouth?”

She then tilted her head in wonder as she saw his cock slowly hardening again.

His stamina is really something else altogether, she thought to herself.

“Was that not enough to satisfy you? In that case, how about I use my breasts, like I did last night? Or would you prefer my vagina?”

He was only a little bit exhausted, given the deep sleep he had been able to get; however, Milia misinterpreted his relaxed and mute reaction as silent acceptance and grew overly-excited as she began to frantically remove her maid uniform.

“It felt good! It felt really, really good!” He protested, raising up on his elbows.

“Really? Then tell me what it is that you would like me to do.”

Milia must have thought he was simply too shy to say anything, because she was already beginning to bare her breasts to smother his penis between them.

“I appreciate the thought…but I really think we should stop…at least for now…”

He was really happy that she wanted to pleasure him that much. It was an attractive offer, but sadly he had to refuse, fearing he would drown himself in those blissful delights and forget about everything else. After all was said and done, there was an optimal time for everything — which sadly for him, wasn't now.

Milia looked somewhat disappointed and slightly gloomy, her lips curving in a small pout, but otherwise didn't insist. She knew that she would have many occasions to have another night of unrestrained passion with him. Meanwhile, Sol swiftly pulled his underwear up and searched for some of his training clothes.

“I see… As you wish. Now, your Highness, Her Majesty wishes to have breakfast with you today.”

"Is that so? I guess we haven't had time to meet each other lately. "

Even though he was the crown prince and his aunt was only the queen regent, he had a tremendous amount of respect and admiration for her.

This was a given since, like his parents, she was one of the heroes who had saved the world from the catastrophic disaster that had been about to ravage the world and everyone that lived on it.

"Tell her that I will be happy to join her. For now, I need to meet Setsuna for our morning training or she will skin me alive. That girl is way too brutal."

"Fufufu!" Milia immediately covered her mouth as she let out an elegant and somewhat enigmatic laugh. She knew that even though Sol was complaining, Setsuna was one of the few people he really trusted and cared for — and people like those could be counted on just two hands.

"Your sword and training gear are already prepared. Setsuna should be in the garden now, waiting for you to begin today's training session."

Though Sol would sometimes go down the tower and train with Setsuna and the other knights, most of the time, he would simply go up to the hanging gardens and train alone with Setsuna. This had been the main source of his growth to date.

"Thanks. Please tell the maids to get ready to heat my bath and prepare some oil for a massage afterwards—I am sure I will need it."

He let out a rueful laugh before changing into his training attire. All the while Milia stood and looked at him with a teasing smile, but Sol didn't mind.

He had thought that their previous relationship was already as close as it could get. After last night, however, it had become even closer; crossing boundaries that he had merely dreamt about for a long time. It would be pretty stupid to still be embarrassed about being seen naked now that they had been so intimate.

"Okay. I’m heading out."

Milia stood in the room as she watched Sol depart for his training. She knew that she should have told him to take a bath but at the same time, she thought that this would serve as a boost for a relationship that should have bloomed ages ago.

What’s more, it would serve as a lesson for him.

"How could he forget how sensitive the nose of a beastkin is? Fufufu! I wish I could see the look on her face when she sniffs the scent coming from him right now."

Laughing teasingly, her current form would've been enough to make Sol frightened and anxious, given the future awaiting him.

———

Not knowing that he had forgotten something very important, Sol rushed up the tower of Babel.

If the lower floor was used as an office for Lilith, the upper part was more of a recreational zone for him, and also the place he used for his training.

It did not take long for him to find his instructor, Setsuna, as she was already present and swinging her sword in practice strokes.

Setsuna, like Milia, was a beast woman. A wolf, to be more precise. Even now, her tuffy tail was swinging around lazily, and her ears twitched when she felt his presence and turned to greet him.

“Your Highness.”

“You know you can call me Sol when it’s just the two of us.”

Setsuna, the ever-stoic woman, gave a small smile. Her relationship with Sol was a very odd one in many regards, but this was something they were used to.

She approached him, but as she did a faint whiff entered her nose, causing her to stop.

“Setsuna? Something the matter?”

“No. Nothing. Let’s start the training.” She smiled brightly but for some reason…Sol had many doubts concerning this smile.

A few hours later…

The sun shone, scattering its blinding brilliance on the lush trees scattered about the hanging gardens. Birds chirped the rhymes of nature, twittering upon various branches of the evergreen trees. Cute, tiny squirrels plucked fruits from the saplings and scurried into the bushes.

This was nature in all her humble brilliance — a mesmerizing sight only visible in this unique place — the hanging gardens of Babylon.

In the center of such a lively garden, two people could be seen standing, wearing training gear. One of them was frantically swinging a sword, while the girl beside him was counting each of his swings, the scowl on her face indicating that she was in a very, very bad mood.

“450. Do it again.”

He had thought that he would only have to suffer a little bit, given the slight offense he had committed, unaware of the scent leaking off him…

“450. Change your posture.”

He had already imagined different situations and ways to cope with them in his mind, he felt confident…

“Study your opponents and find their weakness.”

However, it seemed like he had seriously underestimated how angry Setsuna would be. Little did he know that the real reason was still unknown to him…

“455. I know you can do better… come on, swing harder…”

Still, he didn't stop changing his posture as he continued swinging his sword to the perfect rhythm of the sword forms. He had to, for he knew more than anyone else, that this world wasn't just some happy dream with him being a carefree prince.

"455. Your swing was too weak. It doesn't count. Do it again… Come on!!!"

He knew that this world was a very dangerous place, where life and death could be decided at the drop of a hat. Ultimately, there was a reason why he was an orphan even after being the son of the hero king — the greatest human to ever exist in all the eras combined.

Even a hero king and his dragoness wife can get killed. Who can avoid this fate? Death does not care about how noble or invincible you are supposed to be, he thought to himself as he trained.

As such, even though he knew Setsuna was simply blowing off some steam, he didn't stop or chastise her for her unfairness. Instead, he put all his mind and focus on swinging his sword again and again. Until he perfected it, until he couldn't anymore, until he went beyond his limits… The inhumane and torturous swings continued for about 30 more minutes.

"990. Just ten more and your third set of 1000 will end."

His arms felt like they would fall off at any moment. Still, he did not stop, and gave his all to perfectly perform the finishing swing.

"and...1000."

Those sweet words of release reverberated in his heart like the melodious voice of heaven forgiving a sinner of his eternal damnation.

He stood shakingly as his body was literally bathed in his training shirt, sticking like a second skin to his body. His gait was unsteady and his mind blurry.

"A-Are you alright?"

From the side, the worried voice of Setsuna, his beast trainer, sounded almost like an afterthought.

"Sol!!"

Finally, he felt his vision darken as he fell into the embrace of mother nature.

———

What woke him up this time wasn't a wet sensation on his crotch but rather a dainty hand caressing his sweaty forehead. He could also feel the back of his head resting on something pleasantly soft.

'A lap pillow.'

It was such a pleasant sensation that he wished he could stay like that for all eternity.

"Are you awake?"

He would have tried to fake his sleep, but he knew that someone like her would be able to feel the change in his breathing rhythm.

He opened his sky-blue eyes and looked at equally blue ones that were fixed on his face. Her beautiful angular face, which was generally fixed like a cold mask, was now wrought with anxiety.

He tried to speak but she beat him to it. "I am sorry!"

He stopped short. He could see her face contort and her body quiver as she tried to keep the tears from falling. "I should have realized that you were past your limit. You still haven’t awakened. Doing something like that could only be harmful to you."

He let out a bitter smile at her sobering remark. Indeed. Humans were innately different from the other races in this world because they could only have access to mana after their awakening. This was why it was such an important milestone for them.

Even though Sol was already much stronger than most normal humans pre-awakening, he wasn’t above this restriction.

"Don’t worry. Even though I haven’t awakened yet, I am not weak either. I just didn't want you to stay angry with me."

Those words, more than anything, made her flush completely and hang her head in shame; her large fluffy ear also did the same, drooping downwards. "I am the one who should apologize. I shouldn't have made your training harder because of my jealousy."

Her words might have come off as a murmur, but he was close enough to hear her.

"Jealousy?" He looked at her quizzically before everything finally clicked in his mind.

Fuck. I forgot she was a wolf.

Everything had happened so fast. He had forgotten that beastkin possessed an incredibly sensitive sense of smell. Even more so for a blue wolf like her. Coming to her training, with the scent of sex with someone else radiating off of him, must have been like a slap to her face.

Her face flushed even more when she understood he got what she meant.

An awkward silence fell between the two of them. Finally, Setsuna simply sighed and spoke out. “Anyway, me being angry doesn’t excuse the fact that I made you push yourself more than you should have. I will do anything to have you forgive me.”

Sol, who was about to tell her not to worry about it, stopped short at her words as his thought process crashed.

Few words held more power than those uttered by her. He slowly got up and took her hand before pulling her further into the garden, which could also be called a forest.

Once he reached a place far enough, he asked again, just to be sure. “Setsuna, did you say that you would do anything?”
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Ostensibly startled and taken aback by Sol’s sudden actions and subsequent query, Setsuna floundered briefly. Immediately afterwards, she nodded, a serious expression crossing her face. “Of course. What do you want me to do?”

“Then...could you do it to me with your chest?”

Hesitating briefly before mustering his determination, Sol uttered those scandalous and hasty words. Following the night of passion he recently spent with Milia, he had to confess that having his dick sandwiched between two large breasts was an incredible feeling to experience.

Setsuna gave him a look of pure astonishment before tilting her head a bit in contemplation, trying her best to decipher Sol's request. Moments passed and finally it clicked; her face blushed like a fully ripe tomato, down to her neck, once she realized the hidden meaning behind his words.

“S-so there is such an act too?... I have studied a bit about the subject in preparation for that fateful day, but… I have never heard about it… I see, that's how it is.”

Did Milia do it for you… last night, I mean?"

Hesitation briefly brewed in Sol's deep blue eyes. Musing on how to reply to her difficult question, Sol found himself floundering. Finally, he composed himself, answering her with a calm smile on his handsome face, arriving at the answer that he found resonating the most with his thoughts.

"What I did with Milia is something private that I can't share without her consent. Moreover, I don't want you to accept my requests just for the sake of competing with her. If you don't like it, I won't force you to do it…ever. In the end, you should already know that I would never ask you to do anything that you would have an internal struggle against."

He knew about her extremely competitive nature, and thoroughly understood that he could have easily coerced the sexy wolf girl into giving him what he wanted if he pulled all the right cards in his favor. However, what would be the use of such a meaningless action? Any sexual activity should be something enjoyable for both participants, not something for one to force upon the other.

More or less understanding the thoughts running along his head right now, Setsuna could only feel complicated emotions of intertwined jealousy and helplessness coursing in her mind, unable to obtain the information she wanted. Nevertheless, deciding to let go of the matter, she could only sigh in resignation. Although, somewhere deep in the depths of her heart, she was also happy Sol answered to her honestly and rebutted her, instead of making use of her contradicting feelings against Milia.

“I may be inexperienced, but I will give it a try, just for you…of course.”

Having said those words, softly laced with beastly lust, embarrassment leaking out of her quivering voice, Setsuna grabbed her clothes with a determined look.

“I’m ashamed, but …”

And thereafter, proceeded to expose her chest in one swift motion.

Initially wearing clothes that showed her sensual cleavage to a dangerous degree, they slipped out of their constraints with almost planned ease. Still, it was a blessing in itself to be able to see her naked chest without any obstructions barring their magnificent glory. Mesmerized at the wonderful sight, Sol couldn’t help but voice his admiration.

“They are beautiful.”

“That’s… what you must have said to Milia, too.”

“Though I am guilty to say so, I can't deny that allegation. However, you must know that I am speaking the truth. Your skin is wonderfully white, it has a beautiful pink color on the tips. It's truly beautiful and mesmerizing.”

“It is shameful to be able to hear praises about your own body.”

“You should get used to it right away. Because I will always praise you. There's nothing shameful about the truth.”

Setsuna blushed heavily at his unimaginably brazen and blunt remarks. Since she already discarded her top, it was easy to see her blush cover her cheeks and even down to the tops of her breast. They weren't as big as Milia's but they were still relatively large and had a nice and firm shape.

*Gulp*

Shyly advancing towards Sol, she knelt in front of him before putting her hands on his belt and removing it from his training trousers.

When she took off the hook, she pulled it down along with his underwear and exclaimed in unrestrained awe.

“It's much bigger than I remember… ”

Sol chuckled at her words. The last time they had seen each other naked was when they were respectively five and eight.,Setsuna being three years older than him.

“Are you scared?”

“A little bit. Do you remember when we used to take a bath together when we were small? At that time it was only the size of a thumb.“

“Hey, don’t compare it with me when we were still small.”

“I, I’m sorry … but there was nothing else to compare it with.”

He, of course, already knew, but hearing her say it, still made him feel rather prideful of his growth in that department. Anyone would have the same reaction after hearing those words. He, of course, had nothing against non-virgins.

As long as they were loyal during each of their relationships, girls who fucked a lot of guys weren't sluts. Still, he had to admit that being the first and sole man for a girl gave a special feeling of conquest that was simply unequal.

“Would you sandwich it between them?"

“Yeah… Because it is my role to take care of you. I will not let that thieving cow take you away from me anymore.”

Saying so, she lifted her relatively large breasts and sandwiched his throbbing penis between their firm and smooth snugness.

His excitement went up a notch with the addition of the soft and smooth touch that seemed to melt him in a moment.

“Sol’s…it’s very hot...”

“The elasticity, it’s soft enough to wrap everything up… Good grief, with such a nice woman in front of my eyes, I’m surprised that I’ve been able to hold back this long.”

“I’ll accept that as a compliment for now, Sol.”

Uttering those words, laced with both embarrassment and growing excitement, Setsuna drew her chest closer to his legs, wrapping the throbbing shaft fully in their warm embrace.

Although she did not move yet, he felt pleasure in the smothering pressure of her jouncy milk jugs, and his body was already slightly shivering in anticipation for her following actions.

“I was quite scared because it is so big, but if you look closely, it's quite pretty.”

“I’m glad you like it.”

At least she didn't call it cute. Please, never let anyone call it cute…

“I only have to move this way, right?”

“Ooh…like that…Can you apply a bit more force?” Maybe because he was craving sex right now, his penis was already producing modicum amounts of precum, different from the amount he had produced this morning during his session with Milia.

Doing a gentle service all the way, moreover with a virgin as your partner, sometimes psychological pleasure was much superior to the physical one you would get during intercourse.

Titjobs, by themselves, weren't that pleasurable. Of course, a little bit of lotion could do the trick of smooth movement. But then again anything with a little bit of lotion could feel good. Many people deeply in love with their hands would agree with that statement.

What made boobjobs so special was the sensation of supreme bliss you received from watching a girl go down on you and sandwich your dick with those magnificent globes.

As he looked down at the blushing form of Setsuna, working on his blazing rod with an entranced expression, he couldn't help but sincerely pray in his heart, Whatever deity who brought me into this world. I can only say, you are the fucking best!!!

*Giggle*

'Hum?' He could swear that he heard the soft bell-like giggles of a girl, a mature one, ringing in his ears.

"Setsuna, did you hear something right now?"

Setsuna, who was giving her full attention to her task tilted her head in abrupt wonder.

"What are you talking about?"

"Forget it. Please continue."

"...Okay." Though with a bit of apprehension with his sudden question, she returned to her earnest task.

If Setsuna with her beast senses didn't hear the giggle, then it could have only been his imagination. Discarding the rather useless thoughts for another time—or never, for that matter—he focused back on the glorious scene of depravity that was transpiring before his eyes.

“I’m going to move again, okay?”

Setsuna, without waiting for his answer, began to guide her chest up and down around his long schlong.

The soft meat wrapped up the leash and stimulated the whole. The glans appeared and disappeared from the valley of her bountiful chest as she stared at him with upturned eyes glowing with affection and lust.

It was almost too much.

Setsuna’s cheeks became even redder, as her breathing became rough, coming out in low gasps and pants. Her wolf-like ears were twitching, flopping around erratically, mirroring her aroused emotions. It made Sol want to caress and play with them.

“It’s amazing...It’s getting hotter... and bigger.”

“Good, Setsuna. Please keep doing that.”

The up and down movement accelerated, as her breasts were squashed in indecent shapes, stimulating his desire for her.

Sol was without a doubt obtaining great pleasure. Still, something was missing.

“It’s not slippery enough?” As if reading his thoughts, Setsuna spoke out loud.

“Setsuna?”

“Sol, would you like it if I went faster?”

He hesitated a little before nodding to her, as her words mirrored his feelings. He understood that she was right. What felt lacking was that slippery feeling. Milia had her milk as a lubricant, while Setsuna did not.

“Then I’ll make it more slippery. But before this, please forgive me for my graceless behavior.”

Uttering those words in a shy tone, Setsuna opened her mouth marginally. She put out the tip of her tongue softly, dripping out a stream of saliva into her valley.

His heart fluttered at the thought that such a pretty and serious girl like Setsuna put up with her embarrassment just for him.

The usual strong and stoic Setsuna can also look this lewd.

While making naughty and sloppy noises, the titfucking became more intense. From the root to the tip, she stimulated every part of it deliberately, and the urge to ejaculate gradually became more and more apparent..

“Ah~! Sol..something is dripping from the tip...”

“It’s called precum. It comes out when I feel really good.”

“You feel good with me, right? Better than with Milia?”

“It doesn’t matter who is better now, does it? I already said it once, I don’t want you to compete with her. You two, both of you, are incomparably precious to me.”

She gave a knowing smile to his off-handed remark, obviously seeing through his attempt to skirt around her question. Still, she didn’t pester him more and continued to apply more pressure.

“Ahh...It will come out soon, Setsuna.”

“!? What should I do?”

He hesitated a little before asking.

“Could you drink it for me?”

“Y-yes. If it’s for you, Sol… !”

“Good! Now…forgive me for this bit…”

Unable to hold back anymore, Sol simply let go of all restraint. “Kya!”

She was surprised at first, and some globs of cum landed on her face, but she came close with haste and wrapped her mouth around the engorged head.

Sol felt like if there was heaven, then he was there right now. Finally, once he finished, he pulled his cock out of her mouth.

“Don’t swallow yet. Please show it to me.”

“Ah~!” She opened her mouth wide without hesitation and showed him the white cloudy liquid in her mouth. Embarrassment had gone out the window long ago for her, and she just did everything he asked instinctively at this point.

“Now you can swallow.”

*Gulp* *Gulp* “Ugh! It’s a little bit bitter.”

Seeing her throat bob up and down as she swallowed his cum before opening her mouth and showing that she had indeed drunk it all was truly an erotic sight that itched his heart and stimulated his instincts.

"Good job. You really are a good girl, Setsuna."

He patted her head affectionately and enjoyed the vision of her fluffy tail wagging all over in happiness while she closed her eyes and showed a happy smile. The trickle of cum on the side of her face made for an incredible composition between cuteness and eroticism.

After a while though, Setsuna's expression slowly went from calm to aroused. Her breath shortened to a hitch as she let out intermittent hot sighs.

“Sol~!”

“Hmm? What’s up, Setsuna?”

“I... I too... I cannot stand it anymore...”

Setsuna stood up, before showing her back to him as she used a nearby tree as a crutch and stuck out her butt to him before looking over her shoulder. Her face was rosy and her eyes vacant, glazed over with bestial lust, as if she couldn’t control herself anymore.

Even though he had just ejaculated, he couldn’t help but become hard immediately.

Rather than her breasts, the most attractive part about her body was without a doubt her beautifully-toned butt. He slowly walked toward her, before gently pulling her towards him.

He wanted to make love to her. He really wanted to. Still, it was too soon. He couldn’t waste everything just for a few hours of happiness. The contract they needed to sign to become partnered after his awakening would need her virgin blood to be complete.

“I am sorry. You know that we can’t do any form of penetration before the bonding ritual.” The hazy look in her eyes faded as she was brought back to reality. Still, seeing her downcast look, Sol couldn’t help but feel a little guilty. As such, he asked, “Do you know about cunnilingus?”

He let out a naughty smile at her look of wonder and confusion.

Ten minutes later, Setsuna was reduced to a quivering mess as she twitched like a vibrator, her thighs completely soaked with her juices.

Hehe... seems like all those studies back then helped.

In his past life, he wasn’t as good-looking as he was now, nor was he as well-endowed. He wasn’t particularly rich, either. The best way for him to make a woman happy was to use his tongue and his fingers.

Hum...Next time I will give some payback for Milia, He thought, as he took Setsuna into a princess-carry and exited the garden with a reinvigorated look.
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After leaving the sexually-overdosed Setsuna, Sol now lay in the warm water of his bath, prepared for him to relax and blow away some of his fatigue. His body was being scrubbed clean and tended to by five maids, with luscious bodies that would make any man drool at their mere sight.

Even though he was originally from the world of modern times, he didn't feel the slightest bit uncomfortable being tended upon by the skilled and dainty hands of his maids—in fact, he relished it. Any man would enjoy being tended to by willing women, with said enjoyment increasing proportionally to the beauty of the women involved.

His bath was more akin to a large swimming pool full of hot steaming water, rather than the traditional bath usually found in the empire's nobility. The maids bathing him were wearing a mixed assortment of white and black micro-swimsuits, of his own creation, that barely covered any of their womanly parts. It made their sights even more tantalizing than them being fully naked.

Glancing at their half-naked and tantalizing forms, his dick couldn't help but slowly become erect with anticipation of a quick romp. One would need to be a eunuch — or, perhaps, in full control of their mind — to not get a hard-on in such a situation. Never mind that he had already cum five times since yesterday.

Still, simply opting to close his eyes, he paid no further attention to his now aching groin protesting for some much-desired action. It wasn't his first bath nor his first time getting a hard-on during such baths. Usually, the maids would just ignore it with a professional smile and finish bathing him, ending their task of the day.

Today, however, proved to not be a usual day, it seemed…

Feeling a soft hand gingerly caressing his shaft, making it throb, he opened his slightly perturbed eyes and looked quizzically at the maid who was so bold to manhandle his little brother.

The figure of a maid with a rather petite build entered his gaze, only answering his queries with a coquettish smile devoid of any fear as she became busy handling his meat slab. He never really tried to remember their names, since they always rotated their shifts for his bath time.

Feeling his questioning gaze drop on her, the maid froze, then looking at him she let out a bashful smile.

"Your Highness. Would it be alright for us to… take care of you today?"

Understanding the hidden meaning behind her query, Sol raised an eyebrow at her bold and brazen remark. He had never used his authority to make the servants serve him sexually, or in any other way, for that matter, against their own consent and interest.

The way he was now, in this new life of his, he could be said to be many things — a rapist, and a tyrant surely weren't among them, and he did not think that anything was exciting about having a quick shag with an unwilling partner.

"What brought on this question? This is rather sudden and unprecedented."

The maid began to giggle at his statements as another one of them, a catgirl, voiced out a response, an impish smile hanging on her luscious pink lips.

"We always wanted to do it, Nya~!..."

"We just thought that your Highness wasn't interested in lowly beings like us." Another one, with the pointed ears and the shaded skin of a dark elf, continued while licking her dark ruby-colored lips.

"But yesterday…"

"All the maids heard the sweet moans coming from your room and..."

"Our suspicions were proven correct after seeing Setsuna's state today..."

"So, we thought we would take our chances."

He was as equally impressed and bewildered by their synchronization as he was about their scandalous proposal; they neither hid nor had any intention to mask their desires towards him.

Five maids. A cat, an elf, and three humans. All of them were rather beautiful, with well-developed bodies. He nearly gulped in anticipation, but he refused to show them weakness, preserving his stoic demeanor in front of them.

Seems like I will get to realize one of my dreams. Having an orgy.

He let out a charismatic smile, affirming them of their wishes…

"Alright."
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Done deciding on a suitable order, they synchronously moved towards the part of the bath where the water was shallower than the rest, shallow enough for them to enjoy a depraved session unhindered.

Lining up in front of him in practiced order, they got down on all fours, and stuck their butts out towards him, eagerly waiting for him to appraise their derriere and do with it as he pleased.

A mist of steam filled the room, and floating lights, held and woven together using magic, illuminated the scene. Sol saw a lewd assortment of a white ass, a brown one, and a beastly ass, a protruding tail from the girl's tailbone, flickering above her smoothly toned butt with mischievous dexterity.

Unsure in his mind whether he should call the sight fantastical or breathtaking, he stood mesmerized as the beholder of the hedonistic sight. Of one thing he was sure, the dreamlike scenario was more than enough to stir up his animalistic lust.

Caressing the gals’ bodies to his heart’s content, he inserted his finger in their wet honeypots, enjoying the subtle differences in their makeup and the variances in their reaction to his touch.

A few moments achingly passed. Soon he was holding on to a chocolate-toned ass and pumping the beauty, of dark elvish origin, from behind like there was no tomorrow.

His penis, oozing with both of their bodily fluids, was still going rhythmically in and out of her salmon pink vagina. It was an unbelievably obscene sight. The other girls — hot, naked, and bothered, reeling in the depraved sight — were all watching the scene in front of them with feverish eyes, quietly whispering amongst each other.

"A-amazing…..! She is usually such a quiet girl, but now she’s letting out those kinds of sounds…"

"Is it really that good?"

"I mean, just look at it, it’s so thick and sturdy… "

"Ahh… T-the sex is so indecent it almost seems like two animals are copulating with wanton abandon!"

"If my insides got stirred by such a thing, my stomach would likely tear… How delightful!!!"

Sol didn't pay attention to their murmurs, solely focusing on the unceasing moans of the dark beauty under him.

"Ah~! Please, more!! I-It’s reaching, it’s hitting me so deeply!"

Holding her intensely as he pumped smoothly from behind, he made her shiver and tremble as she experienced a violent surge of pleasure along with her first-ever internal orgasm, the dark elf’s vagina was convulsing erratically as he finally spurted his thick semen right into the deepest depths of her core.

All the girls synchronously swallowed their saliva as they eyed him with a mix of curiosity, fear, and…desire, as he pulled his still hard and throbbing penis out of the dark nude body. A mixture of bodily fluids immediately began to flow out of her still-quivering snatch, her body probably still being rocked by the throes of her repeated orgasms.

He sported a rather confident grin as he asked them the question they all were excruciatingly waiting for.

"Now then, who's next?"

Getting red in the face and quickly averting their gazes, the girls eyed each other before one of them finally gathered enough courage to step ahead and go to him.

Sol didn't urge any of them. Sex was a willing act of pleasure between two or more people. Forced sex shouldn't exist.

He boldly embraced the slender body of the one that proposed herself. He massaged her rather modest breasts with one hand, while his other hand trailed downwards before stirring up her insides.

It was already quite obvious that she was hoping for such a development as her sweet moans leaked out and fear was quickly replaced by a growing sense of pleasure.

Several voices whispered together in an entangled note, all pointing out in an envious tone their desires to replace the girl ahead, as the rest of the girls could only patiently wait for their turn.

What followed was a pure storm of relentless lust. As he went all out and vented as much as he liked.

The girls didn't mind either. Even though he vented, he still cared enough to make them feel as much pleasure as he could possibly deliver to them. He used his tongue and fingers to bring them to the height of happiness.

It wasn't long before they were piled up in a total mess of quivering flesh and echoing moans.

This time Sol wasn't behind them but was rather laying down on a mattress especially used for bathing purposes.

They straddled his arms, legs, torso, and face. They used their own fingers to spread their pussy lips and pressed them against him.

Then, they all began moving their hips.

“Ahh!!” Moans and ecstatic shouts echoed in the wall of the bathroom.

Girls straddled Sol’s face, limbs, body, and dick, and they all rubbed their wet pussy lips against him.

The girls were essentially latching their sensitive flesh against his body to masturbate.

Their juices had already started overflowing as they waited for Sol to stick his manhood inside each of them in turn.

They produced plenty of love juices, so they quickly smeared his entire body with their shameful nectar. He almost felt like all of the bathwater had been replaced with the girls’ love juices.

“A-ahn~! Yes! amazing! ” The girls’ voices echoed through the bath. They were likely aroused by this perverted group masturbation session.

They seemed to be enjoying themselves even more than one would normally expect as each one’s pleasure amplified all the others. It was difficult to believe that those girls were all virgins just a few moments ago.

'Ahh, I feel like my entire body is wrapped in wet flesh… It’s like I’m inside a giant pussy…'

Though disgusted at his own imagination, it was indeed the only way to describe his current state. His naked body was entirely surrounded by the girls’ bodies. He was soaking in feminine flesh more than the bath.

In that world of utter perversion and unending depravity, his entire body twitched as he felt pleasure from all sides and nerves.

His penis throbbed violently — a milky liquid erupted from the tip as he filled the cat girl that was straddling him with his copious spunk.

"Nyaa~! A-Amazingg~!! This is, this is sex…? Having sex with a human male feels this good?!"

The girls watched in utter fascination as their friend twitched and moaned like a deranged mess, her eyes rolling up in their sockets, a sign of her immense pleasure, before one of them yanked her out and hastily replaced her.

The cycle continued like that again and again in endless loops.

In the end, the girls could only beg for Sol to stop.

Sol stood naked, his dick hanging freely, covered in bodily fluids of too many different origins. The girls were also covered in his semen and their mixed juices, laid on the floor with hazy expressions and smiles full of bliss. Sol only had one thought in his mind, at this depraved sight.

I friggin' love this life.

As he went to leave the bath with a towel rolled around his hips, Sol let out a sigh of deep satisfaction. It was truly an exciting and spiritually relaxing event.

In the bathroom, what was left were five completely exhausted women covered in a veritable shower of semen from head to toe. This was such an erotic sight that he almost went for another round, but remembering that he still had to attend breakfast, he left reluctantly, but not without speaking out some words,

"I am really satisfied. We need to do it again another time."


Chapter 4


Ch 4: Discussion



Having changed into trousers and a shirt, Sol began to calmly advance towards the dining room. It was time for brunch with his aunt.

Along the way, maids of different races and origins bowed and curtsied to him with respect etched deeply into their bones.

The Tower of Babylon was divided into four vertical sections: upper, middle, lower, and the illustrious underground section.

Only the closest confidants of the royal family could enter the underground area and the upper part; furthermore, in all of the upper parts, Sol was the sole man in residence.

From the guards to the cooks and even the servants, each and every single one of them was a woman. Most of them were from different races.

With the enchanting presence of mana encapsulating the world, the difference between genders was practically nonexistent. A dainty little woman could have enough strength to shatter a rock, while a muscular and rugged man could be unable to even put a dent in the same.

All the feminists on earth would kill to live in a world like this one.

Discarding those humorous thoughts about his old world, Sol paused once he reached a large door, decorated in lavish arcs of gold and silver, etchings of ancient aesthetics.

Despite the lavish expanse, it was in no way gaudy. The royal family had to keep up appearances. As a noble, being modest wasn't a virtue, it was a plain display of weakness.

Humbleness was a taboo in the world of nobles, from time immemorial till the eternal end. Thinking so, he finally opened the door to the dining room.

It was a large room, with only a single table situated in the center. The ceiling was painted with what looked like a map of a star-filled sky; the stars were shining thanks to a complex array of spells created by the court witch.

Scanning the room, marveling at the wondrous sight, his eyes went past the maids standing close to the walls before stopping on the sole woman seated at the far side of the long wooden table.

She was as beautiful as always. Her long purple hair, combined with her black dress, could only emphasize her eternal elegance and enchanting beauty. She was overflowing with the thick pheromones of a mature woman, in the prime of her life.

As if that wasn't enough, the dress’ chest was kept boldly open, exposing the lovely curves of her bountiful cleavage. The two large and soft-looking white mounds of flesh looked on the verge of popping out of the skimpy dress.

This was truly a woman of sin. This sinful woman who was his aunt gave a swift order after seeing him enter.

"Girls, you can leave the room. I need to discuss some private matters with my dear nephew."

"Understood, your Majesty."

The maids all bowed in unison before walking out in perfect synchronization without making the slightest bit of sound.

Once alone, Lilith finally let out a faint smile as she indicated with her hand toward the seat on her right.

"Why are you still standing? Come, take a seat."

His face mirrored hers, with only a smile marginally broader than Lilith's sitting on his face. He elegantly walked, sitting next to her once he arrived at his seat. Everything from his posture while walking to the one he adopted while seating was visual perfection. The results of years of training in martial arts and etiquette were evident in his every action.

He took a look at the table full of beautiful but light dishes before asking with a solemn tone. "My dearest aunt, before eating, I believe it's time for you to explain to me what's happening here.”

He really wanted to understand why she was in such a hurry. Throwing so many women at him as she did was very suspicious. Setsuna and Milia aside, those five maids had clearly been given orders, even if they pretended otherwise.

Too weird. Too abrupt. Too…fake. He, of course, knew that he was about to awaken. But it seemed like he was still in the dark about some important information. Information that was fundamentally tied with his origins and his future.

Hearing his sudden question, Lilith, who was about to eat her meal, narrowed her eyes to slits. A myriad of emotions filtered through them before she elegantly put down her fork and knife, resting her gaze at a serious Sol, more serious than she had ever seen him before.

She knew for a fact that this question would be coming her way sooner or later and in fact, was surprised it took so long.

Silence settled between the two as Lilith searched for the right words to answer Sol, to explain what he desired to learn. She wished for nothing more than for him to understand her woes and the grounds behind her actions.

Before getting pregnant with her daughter, Lilith had never been interested in motherhood and she believed that she was far from the perfect example of what a mother should and could be.

Her life was a battlefield and she was a warrior. Motherhood never came close to the nature of slaughter and destruction she cultivated throughout her life.

Thus, the inevitable happened when her child was born — her relationship with her daughter could only be called ‘strained’ when put gently, but near-freezing cold when told truthfully. Her daughter hated her, and everything she represented, to her core.

In Sol's case, however, Lilith tried to always be a little more partial and gentle. However, distances were always drawn between them, distances created by her and kept for reasons she only knew.

She knew, deep down, that Sol’s growth as the fine man he had now become had very little to do with her upbringing.

However, for that very reason, if not anything else, was why she had to do it — tell him what she's been hiding and enlighten him of the things that were his right to learn.

“I understand that my orders might seem a little incomprehensible to you, and truthfully speaking, perhaps I am reading too much into it, doing things for nothing in particular. Still, I have to do it because I believe this is a necessary step you must eventually go through. At least, I hope for you to know I have your best interest at heart…always.”

Sol merely nodded at her words. He had never distrusted Lilith; that notion never entered his mind. Lilith was the Queen Regent of the nation of Lustburg — the queen of humanity. Even though she did not possess any legitimacy since she was not a Blessed, there were many alternatives she could've found or methods she could've created to keep the kingdom under her control or change him into her puppet.

But she showed no such actions or intentions. Lilith had always taken his well-being as the first necessity.

Gently taking his hand in hers, Lilith began to explain herself, her woes, her difficulties, and the basis of her decisions.

"Sol, every time I look at you, I see the shadow of my elder brother. Be it your tall and muscular frame, or your long golden hair and beautiful crystal blue eyes. There's absolutely no mistake about you being his child."

Speaking those words in a doting tone, she slowly caressed his hair with a loving look on her face.

She missed her brother. She really did. He was her rock, her shield, her light. The one who gave meaning to her life in this cold and merciless dog-eat-dog world. Sadly, she would never be able to see him again - one of the many many reasons why Sol was so important to her. He was the last memento of the brother that she dearly loved, perhaps the only person she had ever loved…

"Sol, you are frankly everything I could ask for and so much more. You are handsome and hard-working. You are smart and full of interesting ideas. But…"

Stopping in a trembling hitch, she looked down, down at her free hand, a hand coursing with power, yet not enough to be able to protect all she loved. Clenching it hard, hard enough that her nails dug into the skin of her palm, she delivered to him the painfully bitter truth that made it hard for her to sleep at night.

"It isn't enough. Like your father, you lack the single-minded drive to become stronger, despite your immeasurable talent. The all-consuming desire to stand above the others no matter what. The desire to stand in front of everyone and shadow them with your wide back."

Ambition- a feeling, a drive that drove humans toward greatness, fame, and absolution. In order to realize their ambitions, humans could reach new, never-before-seen heights and break all limits and surpass themselves.

"Sol, Mars Luxuria was known as the strongest man ever born. A natural hero. A supreme being that made all the seven kingdoms and their powers tremble at the mere utterance of his name."

Mars as a Blessed was born inhumanely talented, to the point that some still believed that he had no limits — Lilith being one of them. But his case was a very extreme instance. Everything for him was always smooth sailing. There was nothing he could not do and his growth seemed to have no known limits.

In the last years of his life, he had reached a level of power no known human had ever managed to reach, and helmed the coalition during the last war against a very powerful enemy.

Lilith gazed deeply into Sol's eyes with a fervor dominating in hers. So much so that Sol nearly leaned back at the intensity he could see brimming in those beautiful eyes of hers — almost scaring him at the frightening emotions that reigned in them. It wouldn’t be wrong to call them an almost fanatical glow…

"Sol Dragona Luxuria. You are the heir of this kingdom. You are the future king of Lustburg. More importantly, you are the son of the hero king. The man who saved this world. The man, the hero, who immortalized himself with his deeds. Never forget that. This title isn't just a boon for you. This is also a curse. A weight. A burden that will try to crush you at every moment of your life."

The fanatical glow in her eyes dimmed before changing into a sad melancholic light, a light that spoke of the tiredness, the helplessness, and the pain their wielder held.

"All your life, you will be compared to your father. It does not matter what you do. When you succeed, they will see it as normal and when you fail, they will mock you for being a disgrace.

"While children are praised for passing grades, you will instead be mocked. They will never care for your struggles and will chalk everything up to your talent and circumstances. They will never accept your merit, as they will think that it was to be expected.

“Sol. I have protected you all those years from the outside. I have hidden you from the world because of my fears of losing you as I lost your father. Even then, I believe that I managed to give you a happy childhood. One even happier than the one I was able to give to my own daughter. But… all of that is about to change.”

Lilith took a deep breath, before saying the final piece.

"After your awakening, I will not be able to hide you anymore without being accused of trying to steal the throne or manipulate you. Soon, you will have to face the world by yourself. A world that will be full of expectations for you but, at the same time, a world that, more than anything else, will wish to see you fail and make a fool out of yourself.

"After you awaken, you will become a man. You will have to fight for your authority. Fight for your life. Fight for your rights. For your kingdom. Your friends and your lovers. Let me ask you… Are you ready?"

Sol clenched his fist when he heard her utter that question — a question that seemed to hold the burden of the entirety of humanity.

Was he ready?

Sol wanted to say he was. He wished to say that she had nothing to worry about, and that he would be able to handle everything alone. However, while his pride wanted to take control, the colder, more pragmatic, and calculating side that he cultivated over the years had already reached an answer, far before the prideful side of his could take reign of his emotions.

“No… I am not.” Softly, he spoke, hanging his head low.

He had been training since he was young. Learned everything from politics to warfare to hand-to-hand combat His theoretical knowledge was at a level few could ever reach.

But that was all it was. Theory. Theory and practice would always be different.

He didn’t want pride and arrogance to be his downfall.

Hearing him answer thus, Lilith showed a smile for the briefest of moments. She had no doubt that Sol would become a powerhouse. He was full of talent. But in this world, innate talent alone was never enough. The mindset was even more significant than any talent ever could…his father was an exemplary proof of that statement.

"Sol, I wish to see you stand at a height so high, that no one would ever compare you to your father again. I wish for you to live a life your father never had the chance to live. I wish for you to live in happiness. But more than anything," her face clouded with immeasurable sadness and unreadable grief as she whispered the last painful words, "More than anything...I wish for you to never make the same mistakes your father did."

"Mistakes?"

"Sol. Do you know why your father, a man so powerful that all the seven kingdoms feared him, a man who could saunter in and out from the spirit realm as if it was his own backyard, a man who even the goddess acclaimed, died?"

Sol gulped heavily, hearing her question. This was a blank point in history. Everyone knew his parents had died during the war against the Chimeras while sealing all of them in an alternate dimension.

But no one knew why Mars had died… The war was going so well that his death shouldn't have been necessary, even more so with someone as powerful as his mother by his side.

"All of this happened because of his naivety. All of this, because he trusted the wrong person… The almighty hero of the mortal world, died because of a woman."

"A woman?" He echoed out loud in absolute bewilderment. “What do you mean?”

From the situation, he could guess what she meant, but he wanted to hear her explain it, without that there was no way he'd be able to believe the presumptions his mind reached on its own.

A sad smile, full of melancholy and pain, formed on Lilith’s face; saddening further seeing his incredulous look.

"Do not underestimate the means of a woman. Do you know the saying, ‘beauties are the bane of heroes’?”

Lilith didn’t dare to enter into details; just thinking about this wretched memory made her heart hurt, and made it hard for her to breathe.

"I do not wish for you to meet such a stupid end like your father. Your father was very poor at handling women. How to say this… He was too dense? Too easily flustered by women? I never understood why, despite all his power, he became a total mess when facing a person of the opposite gender."

She sighed sadly, remembering about Mars and his foolish attitude when it came to women. She continued her explanation, “Since your father’s demise was because of such a stupid reason, there’s no way I would let you commit the same mistake.”

The pain she was feeling was apparent in her every action. She took a deep shuddering breath, then followed with several more, making her tantalizing cleavage rhythmically move up and down in the process. “Either way, accustoming yourself to women and their charms is an essential part of learning to become a King. Since ancient times, many kings have met their downfall through their lust. You must have a thorough knowledge of female sexuality. Please think of women as nothing more than a decoration for your bed.”

“But…”

Sol tried to protest her words. It was one thing to have a night of fun with women, it was another thing altogether to treat them as nothing more than tools for his pleasure, tools for him to use as he pleased.

Raising her voice further, with a chillingly calm tone, she cut him off.

“First of all, as the future King and the only Heir to the throne, it is your duty to sire as many children as possible in case anything happens to you. Do you now understand why I have so many beautiful maids all over the palace? All of them are for you to use as you wish.”

Sol cringed a little at the way she worded that point. However, there was nothing he could say against those harsh words; they contained nothing but the truth.

This wasn’t earth. The law and the way people thought here were starkly different. This world was in no way safe and anything could happen at any moment. The royal family was only composed of Sol, Lilith, and her daughter, with neither of the last two being Blessed.

If anything were to happen to him, the Kingdom would fall into a long period of unrest. They would most likely be invaded by neighboring countries, like their sworn enemies — The Wratharis.

“I understand. I believe everything you say. But…”

He quickly got up from the table and picked up a slice of toast. As he turned on his heel and walked away from Lilith, he said over his shoulder, “...I also know that you are still hiding something from me.”

With those words spoken, he left the dining room without turning back, his steps resounding across the floor.

He already got the answer he wanted and though Lilith had slightly changed the topic, she still gave him much to think about.

The very moment Sol left the room, a shadow converged and appeared out of nowhere before standing behind Lilith.

“Your Majesty, was that wise?”

Lilith nodded without turning, betraying her awareness of the shadow all along. “Hiding everything would be detrimental. I do not wish to lose his trust while trying to protect him. Also, he is a smart young man. I believe that even if I don’t say everything, he will discover the truth sooner or later.”

“Your Majesty…”

“I know, don’t worry, I would never play around with the life of someone so dear to me, especially Sol. If he is unable to handle the waves that are coming, then he isn’t fit to be a King. And if that happens, I will simply take the throne from him and allow him to live the remainder of his life in such luxury that even the greatest kings would be envious of him.”

Lilith did not care the slightest about the stability of the kingdom. She had already lost her brother because of his desire to uphold his responsibilities as a King. She would be damned if she let the same thing happen to Sol.

“Those are traitorous words you speak, your Majesty.”

A sickening chill spread through the room, as the voice of the shadow woman changed from apathetic to outright ferocious, and the shadows began to move erratically, ready to devour Lilith whole.

“Traitorous?!”

The chill was immediately drowned out by an even larger pressure, freezing the shadowy figure in place, unable to move. Still, the figure emanated no fear.

“You have been serving the Crown's Shadow as one of the Fingers for as long as I can remember. But never, and I say never, again underestimate my love for Sol. This kingdom can burn for all I care. But I will do my best for Sol to live in happiness.”

The shadows stopped moving and the hostility in the air dissipated.

“Understood.”

A large, slightly insincere smile formed on Lilith's face, replacing the cold look she had just worn. “See? I knew we could understand each other.”

Two-faced bitch.

“Heh. I am sure you must be cursing me inwardly, right?” The shadow's face twitched as her thoughts were echoed out loud by Lilith.

“How could I?”

Lilith looked at the shadow coldly, but even though she knew she was the stronger power, she didn’t act in the end.

Her relationship with the group known as the Crown’s Shadow was cordial at best. Ultimately, most of the current higher-ups were people saved by her brother from the hell that was their world.

Right now, rather than saying that they were loyal to the crown, it was better to say that they were loyal to Mars and, by extension, to Sol.

Lilith ground her teeth in frustration before forcing the thoughts away, refocusing on the shadow kneeling before her instead.

“So? I assume you didn’t disturb me just for that. What’s the problem?”

“The Supreme Daughter of Castitas is on the move. It seems like she grew tired of you finding excuses to keep her separated from Sol, and gave you an ultimatum.”

The shadow immediately vanished after stating the news. They didn’t wish to be in the same room as this woman after delivering this message.

"That woman again…!" Cried Lilith, smashing her fists on the table top with a grimace.
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Sol was now on his bed, staring at the regal ceiling of his bedroom, lost in thought. He still had a long day ahead of him, but he didn’t have the drive to move anymore. In his mind, the whole conversation between him and Lilith was replaying over and over in a loop.

Did I take to this world too easily?

He frankly didn’t know. But even if he had, who could blame him?

He was both handsome and talented. He was born into the royal family and he was the crown prince.

He had no evil relatives and was supported by all those he met, aside from one heinous exception.

His father was this world’s savior. His mother was a friggin' dragon.

Who wouldn’t think that they were some kind of chosen and that everything revolved around them? The so-called protagonist of the world.

However, he finally confronted his current situation.

Until now I was just a noob playing the damn tutorial.

He was just a new player, learning the basics and fighting rabbits, thinking they were werewolves. Now, he had finally reached the necessary level and would soon face the true wolves.

“Your Highness, may I enter?”

He immediately recognized the voice, and a smile crept up his lips.

“You may.”
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Slowly opening the bedroom door, Milia entered the room, her steps etched with a grace born from years of training.

"What brings you here?"

Milia responded, a beautiful smile formed on her lips, her head tilted, a mischievous glint flickering in her calm gaze, "You mean aside from wanting to meet you?"

Blushing a little at the blunt words spoken, Sol floundered to find an answer to her teasing. Milia could be incredibly forward sometimes and in those rare moments, he would get flustered by her affectionate remarks, no matter how used to her flirtatious antics he had become over the years.

"Fufufu. It makes me happy to still see you blushing like that. I was worried⁠—"

"Worried?"

"—No, it's nothing. As for your answer, while I indeed wished to see you. My main purpose in coming here was to remind you that Lady Edea expects you at her library for your lesson."

Abruptly gasping in panic, Sol's back drenched in cold sweat as he was reminded about the appointment with his teacher—he almost missed it. With the revelation from his aunt, he had totally forgotten that he had to meet his magic teacher every two days for his regular magical lessons. A grateful smile hung on his lips, as he looked at Milia, thankful for reminding him, or else he would’ve been in huge trouble.

Befitting her title of the Witch of Time, Edea Asmodeus, also sometimes referred to as Edea of the Ouroboros, was incredibly strict about time, favoring punctuality above all else. She hated it when her schedule was disturbed by any means or by anyone.

Sol was about to get up and prepare his book for the upcoming lessons when a dainty hand touched his chest, stopping him completely in his tracks. He looked up to see Milia, a rather enchanting smile on her face, as she seductively coaxed him, lascivious intent oozing out of her actions.

“You don’t have to go for almost an hour. Why don’t we use this time to make you more…relaxed?”

Sol hesitated briefly, wording out a tentative rebuttal, “I-”

“Shhh, listen to me.” A finger placed on his lips stopped him from finishing his refutation. Using the palm of her hand, she pushed him back on the bed. She cooed with a bewitching smile as she mounted him the next moment, still clad in her maid’s attire.

“You don’t have to do anything. Simply lay down, relax, and let me do all the work. Just enjoy the service, Your Highness.”

Saying so, her nimble hand dexterously entered his pants as she fished out his now-hardening mast. She adjusted her position over him, slowly lowering herself down onto his shaft..

Since she was still wearing her attire, it was impossible to see what was happening under her skirt. Somehow, that single restriction made the situation far more arousing than it could have ever been. Once she finally reached his dick, he was surprised to feel no obstruction barring his penis from feeling up her dripping snatch.

Milia smiled coquettishly. “Fufufu~! I was in such a hurry that I forgot to put on my panties.”


Chapter 5


Ch 5: The Witch



Sol felt a little weak in the knees, walking down towards the private zone reserved for his magic teacher. He couldn’t help but wonder if Milia wasn’t a succubus with how she had completely squeezed him dry in the span of an hour.

Well, I should focus now, he thought to himself.

He knew he would shortly be before Edea Asmodeus, the Witch of Time, also known as the Witch of the West.

Edea was his teacher in magical studies, though he couldn’t use mana until his awakening. Even then, her teachings weren't something he could use; he wouldn’t be able to learn witchcraft, for it was something only witches themselves could do. It was an inmate talent of theirs that set them apart from other humans. Still, he was glad to have her as his teacher, as witchcraft wasn’t just based on innate senses like other magic, but on the sciences and an understanding of the world. Something that was necessary for all paths, including his.

After all, all roads led to Rome.

The distance between his resting quarters of the upper floors and Edea’s domain was quite far, so it took him a while to finally reach it, walking at a steady pace. It didn’t help that he was slightly exhausted after his earlier sensuous moments with Milia.

When he finally stopped walking, he was standing in front of a very ordinary-looking wall, so ordinary that one might be confused about his next actions. Taking a deep breath, he slowly knocked on the wall three times with a certain rhythm — a secret code shared between master and disciple. Anyone looking at his actions would have wondered what he was doing. But for Sol, this was nothing more than an old ceremony that he had to perform every time he came here to study or spend time with his teacher.

The moment he finished knocking, a dim turquoise light scanned him from head to toe, before it transformed into a black door.

A motif of a scarlet snake eating its own tail was meticulously engraved upon the door—the insignia of a certain God beast, the representation of Asmodeus, one of the fourteen divine beasts of this world. In this country, he was a respected entity as the representative of the Goddess Luxuria.

“How long do you plan to stand there like a dunce? Come in!”

A sweet but commanding voice pulled him out of his contemplative musing. He knew that he had already made her wait and one shouldn’t mess around with the Witch of Time. Straightening his clothes and mustering the brightest smile he could produce, he pushed open the door and entered his teacher's private space — or world, as she liked to call it.
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Unlike what one would expect, the door did not lead to an indoor room but something vastly different, something that tugged at the deepest fantasies of the mind.

Every time I see this, I can’t help but marvel at the wondrous sight of it.

On the other side of the door was a large green pasture, seemingly unending as it stretched beyond the horizon…

The wind stirred gently, and the sun shone high above in the dreamy blue sky. A little further away, seated at a white table and sipping tea from a delicate teacup was what looked like a teenaged girl, not unlike Sol. If one had to choose two words to describe her, it would be white and black, or monochrome if they were to keep it down to one.

Even from here, the view felt like it was directly taken out of a fairy tale. Of course, like all fairy tales, the outward beauty was in fact hiding a much darker side.

Her youthful appearance and gentle manner would make one mistake her for a sweet and helpless girl, but there was nothing further from the truth. In reality, she was far older than the very Kingdom of which he was the heir; in fact, it could be said she was one of the founding members of the nation of Lustburg.

But for Sol, all those titles did not matter. All he cared for was that she was his dear and irreplaceable teacher.

“My, my, are you still going to stand there and gawk at your teacher?”

The moment she raised her head, Sol was startled by her gaze. If people were asked what was her most striking feature, some would answer it was her jet black dress, which seemed to be made out of pure darkness itself, sucking the light out of everything surrounding it. Others would say it was her long white hair that reached down to her feet, and seemed to reflect all light in its purest form.

But for Sol, what stood out the most were her eyes. Heterochromia, it is called: one of her eyes was as red as a sea of blood, while the other eye was shining gold, reminiscent of the sun.

As he walked towards her, he slowly genuflected and took her outstretched hand in his as he gave a kiss to her bent fingers.

“Of course, Teacher. You know well how legendary your beauty is.”

A small enigmatic smile formed on her youthful face, as she spoke in an amused tone.

“You are such a flirt, you really remind me of your ancestor. It was how he tricked me into this tower.”

Sol let out a bitter smile at this accusation. He knew that, even though she seemed dissatisfied, she didn’t hold any particular animosity against him. He didn’t understand why though. After all, in her place, he would have most likely gone crazy if his loved one betrayed him after promising him everything.

“Fufufu~!! Don’t make such a face. You know very well that I do not see Jupiter's actions as a slight against me. I have never regretted giving everything I had to him.”

“But-”

“Enough about that, I shouldn’t have brought this up in the first place. The weather is pleasing today, why don’t you have some tea?” She chided him gently as she pinched his nose with affection.

Sol frowned a little, sighing as he moved toward the chair she had indicated. As she looked on lovingly, he took his place across from her.

“Each day as I look at you, it fills me with joy. You are growing so well. You are already a little taller than me. I still remember the little boy who entered this zone by accident with his servant, how stubbornly he looked at me as he protected her.”

“Teacher! Please, stop. No need to remind me of that embarrassing day.”

The door that led to this world could only be opened by the blood of the royal family and no one else. Back then, Sol and Setsuna were playing in this part of the tower when she had accidentally wounded him with her protruded claws; young as she was, she didn't have full control of the more beastly side at that point.

It was nothing but a slight accident, something that had happened regularly as far as he could remember. But on that day, that little accident changed everything, as droplets of his blood splashed on the invisible door, opening it, against the wishes of Edea.

Back then I thought I would faint from fright.

Meeting Edea had been quite the shock. After all, at her level, she was already outside of what mere mortals could understand. Since she had been surprised by their sudden appearance, she had no time to rein in the natural pressure she emanated just by living and breathing — a trait of all the existences that stood at the very peak of this world.

For Sol, it had been like facing a giant and horrible monster in the dark, with nothing and no one to protect him. Thankfully he managed to not make a fool out of himself in that situation. Though, to be honest, had he been alone, he would have cried and begged for his life without hesitation. Sol could only marvel at how strong not wishing to look uncool in front of your crush could make some people become.

Unaware of Sol’s comedic thoughts on the incident, Edea continued the discussion. "So, tell me, it seems like the last two days were particularly busy for you."

Sol nodded without bothering to try hiding anything. If it wasn’t evident by now, Edea was, in reality, not a guest in this place. In fact, initially, the tower itself wasn't created to serve as a castle but as a prison — a prison that the First King used in which to seal Edea.

Thankfully, Edea wasn't just any witch. For one thing, she could have never been sealed in at all, if not for her refusal to fight back when his ancestor had betrayed her. The proof was that she had managed to change what should have been a prison into her very own witch’s lair. She had full control over all the defense systems, and could also see everything going on inside the tower if she so wished.

The discussion between the two of them continued in their vein until Sol posed a question that had been tugging at his mind.

"Teacher. Tell me, what was my father like?"

He had never really been curious about his father until now. On one hand, as someone from another world, he already had parents and didn't really see Mars as his real father. On the other hand, since his parents on Earth had also died, the ones who actually raised him were Lilith, Milia, Camelia, and in a certain way, Edea.

Sol knew how Lilith had seen his father, but he also knew that she had been totally crazy over him. As such, he wanted to have the opinion of others who had spent time with him.

Edea stirred her tea as she crossed her legs. Her thigh showed a little hint of skin through the slit of the gown she was wearing.

She wasn’t really surprised by Sol's sudden question, for she knew what had happened with Lilith earlier today. She wondered how she should approach this matter.

She had many fond memories of Mars, but she knew that Sol didn’t want an embellished version of the truth about who his father had been.

"Your father… If I had to say, your father was a charismatic idiot."

As she spoke, she looked up at him with a large smile, very uncharacteristic of her usual elegant demeanor.

"Mars was also a student of mine, as you know. But the way he found me was a little different. The one who actually brought him here was little Lilith. She was curious and didn't believe in the legends about me. So she brought him here and opened the door."

It was clear that she could still see the scene play in her mind. Her smile was so dazzling. The fact that Edea was still sealed in the tower was a fact few knew even to this day. For others, her existence was more akin to a legend or a tale told to children as bedtime stories.

Of course, as a witch, she was rarely the good guy in those stories.

"When they entered, they reacted the same way that you and Setsuna did. They were frightened, but Mars didn't hesitate to stand in front of Lilith to protect her, though his legs were shivering with fear. Fufufu~! Just remembering this scene makes me laugh so much."

She liked how both son and father reacted the same way and tried to protect the ones they cared for. It was a heartwarming vision for her as someone who had been betrayed. This helped her believe that not everyone had an ugly heart behind a kind facade.

"The moment I saw Mars, I immediately understood that he was different. Even though he was far from being 18 years old, he could already use mana, albeit unconsciously.

"At 18, he did something that hadn’t happened since the era of Jupiter: he managed to contract with a mythical beast. Your mother — Blaze Dragona. As if that wasn’t grand enough, Blaze wasn’t just any dragon. She was the direct and most-cherished daughter of Tiamat, the divine beast of Pride."

Sol nodded. His being half-dragon was one of the reasons why he was so much stronger than normal people, despite not being awakened yet.

Speaking of Blaze, Edea's tone became a little more excited.

"Blaze was a true monster. With her pedigree, the fact that your father managed to make a contract with her was seen as legendary. But it didn't stop there. A few years later, he was already recognized as a King-ranked being. Finally, at 23, he was crowned as the strongest ruler in all the history of Lustburg."

Sol’s hand shivered at those words. He could basically see the trail of what could only be called a true legend. In five years, Mars walked a path most could never hope to reach. In fact, for most beings in this world, reaching the Legend-class was already a feat worthy of acclamation. It was only after reaching that level that one walked out of the gate of Mortality.

"But in my opinion, his greatest quality wasn’t his talent, but the way he pulled people towards him. It was honestly scary to see. In a few words, he could change an enemy into his best friend. He was loved by all the populace and no one dared to defy his reign.

"The same applies outside the walls of our kingdom. He had friends in all the six other kingdoms. Princes, princesses, religious leaders, generals. He was also the only man who was able to travel the Astral realm as he wished."

The Astral realm was a zone where all divine beasts and special creatures outside of the six main races lived. Humans in the mortal realm could only enter that realm once in their entire lives, and it was the moment they needed to bet their everything to find a suitable partner.

But this rule didn’t apply to Mars. After all, the moment he surpassed the Mythical level, he wasn’t really a human anymore.

"Sol," Edea uttered, her eyes blazing with conviction, "Your father was a true monster. If he was still alive, there was no doubt Lustburg would have stopped being a kingdom and would have transformed into an empire. Perhaps it would've ruled the entire world."

This was the truth of Mars Luxuria.

"Despite all of that, however, he was such a kid when facing women, especially the more-forward ones. When they approached him, he'd start stuttering, like a child getting caught doing something bad by his parents. Fufufu~!"

Her smile changed into a teasing one as she continued.

"Frankly, I'm more convinced it was your mother who proposed rather than your father. I just can't imagine him being proactive with women, when they could so easily lead him around by the nose."

Sol gave an awkward smile. It was really sad how, whenever Mars was praised, they would inevitably pull out his checkered history with women.

All the great images he was etching in his mind of his legendary father, all of them, broke like shattered glass with just one declaration. He could only lament at that thought.

So, basically, my father was the stereotypical archetype of the main character in Japanese isekai novels.

He knew for a fact that the story couldn't be that simple, there were still many little things—crucial secrets—he hadn't been told. However, it didn't matter to him. His father's past wasn't an issue Sol wanted to muse on for the time being. He had other, more pressing things to handle.

"Teacher, what do you think I should do?"

Yes, this was the crux of the matter. When you don't understand, simply ask someone knowledgeable, seek and request solutions, or a path you could tread. Discussions always lead to the answers you seek — it’s been that way since time immemorial.

It was a rule — a rule Sol lived by throughout his life. Be it in this world or in the previous one, that was his motto.

Edea, hearing his question, simply smiled a heartwarming smile, knowing that she was someone Sol could lean on when deliberating on a matter. Hence, she presented him with her perspective.

"Sol, I was observing your conversation with Lilith, and she was right about some things. Your life is destined to be one full of immense pressure and burdens, things placed on you by others — the burden of sky-high expectations.

"You will most likely never be praised for your success, since it will be expected from you, and your failure will only make you a laughingstock even if it is minor. This is your reality. This is your truth. But…So what?"

Instinctively, Sol could sense the deep feeling of utter disdain contained within each of her words, as she spat them out to him.

"Sol, you aren't Jupiter, nor are you Mars. You are you. You are Sol. So what does it matter if the masses never praise you? As long as your loved ones do so, it will be enough. So what does it matter if the world shuns you at the slightest failure? As long as you get up and continue to fight, you will be alright.”

"You are destined for greatness, of that I have no doubt. Do not let common sense bind you. Being the king? Saving the world? That is indeed good. Extremely good, even. But what does it matter in the end? Riches and honor are nothing more than ephemeral clouds in front of the power of time. What really matters is how happy you are. And how can you obtain more happiness?"

"By striving to become a little better every day."

"Umu, that's my boy. Do not compare yourself to anyone. Your goal shouldn't be to become better than someone. That kind of goal is just too sad. A power that can only be said to be strong when compared to someone else is meaningless. What you ought to strive for should be self-improvement. Do everything in your power so that the you of today is better than the you of yesterday."

Finishing her monologue, she waved her hand and a decrepit book appeared in front of her. Like the door, the cover of the book was also illustrated by the motif of a snake eating its own tail.

"This book is as old as I am, as you're already aware. It was gifted to me by my teacher a long time ago, when my sisters and I went under her apprenticeship. We, along with Mother dearest, began to be called the Five Directions, as we were the first five witches. The witches of the Beginning"

She spoke, a bit weakly at the end, a sad almost melancholic smile hanging on her lips.

"Time, Space, Life, and Destruction. West, East, North, and South."

Four witches, four cardinal directions. Dominion over the four cardinal forces making up reality.

However, Sol couldn't help but frown. What about the fifth?

Seemingly already aware of his silent thoughts, Edea answered a beat later, revealing the fifth and prime element of the witches. The strongest of them all.

“Origin. From when it all began, to when it all shall end…"

She chanted, goosebumps filled Sol's body, his mind reeling, hearing the odd chant. But before he could voice his astonishment, his teacher continued, not minding his state.

"Origin. My teacher, my mother, the central direction — where all originates and inevitably returns to. This is her power. Simply put — she is the one who developed the initial form of all the magic we know. That isn't all. All witches of all times have a grimoire bound to them where their spells are automatically noted. All those grimoires are also bound to the grimoire of Origin that my teacher possesses."

"That-!!"

"Yes. My master's power knows no limits. As long as the witches continue to grow stronger she will be the same. Sol, my master is a true monster, a being who defies all logic...not unlike your father. You may wonder why I spoke about all that. It's simple, really. Your father isn't the sole monster to have existed. Before him, monsters defying all logic existed, and even after him those beings will still exist."

A teasing smile formed on her face as she uttered her following words.

"Sol. Are you interested in becoming a monster like them?"

Sol simply smiled in response. Some words, once said, were only cheapened. Sometimes, silence was the best answer to a question. As a man of great aspirations, he didn't wish to live under the shadow of his family all his life. He wanted to be his own person and create his own future — a future not influenced by others.

"Fufufu~! Now that the pep talk is finished, let's go back to more pressing matters... Your awakening… Sol, give me a summary of what you know about the awakening."

Sol slowly stirred his tea with his spoon as he mulled over his thoughts, organizing the information in his head in the most concise way possible, before finally answering.

"Humans are the sole race in this world unable to use mana from birth, and also the sole race unable to use magic naturally. This situation can only be resolved once they reach their eighteenth birthday and go through a ritual collectively called the awakening. From that moment on, they can use mana. But only mana. Not magic."

"What is the difference between mana and magic?"

"If I had to make a simple analogy, mana is a source of energy and magic is one of the results of the manipulation and transformation of said source. Once a human awakens, they can only use mana in its rawest, purest form. Manaless as they were before the awakening, their body didn't grow in a way to let them manipulate the mana now coursing through them into the shapes of magic; hence, they could never use magic the traditional way, post-awakening, of course."

"But…?"

"But, there's a way to circumvent this situation: the contract, also called the pledge. Once a human awakens, their talent is calculated based on two measurements. Firstly, the amount of mana they hold, and secondly their capacity."

"Be more precise."

"Capacity is simply a measuring stick for how many contracts one can make. The higher the capacity, the better it is for the wielder. Humans can make a pledge with any being outside of their race and gain some of the abilities of the individual they pledge with. If they are lucky, they can even get the ability to use any element of the one they have contracted with."

Edea nodded with a smile. It was the basis of the world for humans. The contract. The only way for humans to gain true power. Of course, it wasn't impossible to become absurdly strong without a contract, but it was without a doubt much, much harder.

"How do you know how much capacity is needed for one contract?" she asked idly.

"Quality. If a human is judged by their mana and capacity, then the other races—magical beings as we call them—are judged by their mana and their quality. The quality ranges from E to S, with the capacity required increasing greatly with each increase in class. One needs only a capacity of 10 to contract with an E-class magical being, but they need a capacity of 100 to contract with an S-class individual."

"What is the probability for one to be born with 10 points in capacity?"

"10%"

"What about being born with 100 points?"

"...0.0001%"

Even as he breathed out those words he couldn't help but shudder at their implications. Even the worst of the worst capacity could only be obtained by 1 out of 10 people. As for S-class? Only 1 out of 1000000 could hope to be born with such capacity.

"Exactly. Sol, you must understand. This world is unfair. One's hard work is without a doubt important. But the blessings one receives at birth are even more so. Take me, for example. I was born with a capacity of 5. Barely enough to make a contract with an E–class being. Why am I so powerful, then?"

"Because you are a witch."

"Good… What is a witch, then?"

"The witches are niché beings amongst the humans, also known as the wives of Asmodeus — The divine beast of Luxuria. Divine beasts and goddesses can make contracts irrelevant to their capacity. But among all the fifteen divine beasts, only Asmodeus was given the right to contract with a large number of humans."

"Continue."

"A contract with Asmodeus allows humans to use magic, but they have to pay certain prices. The first being the curse of eternal youth. Even until their death. A normal witch will never look older than a prepubescent girl. The second being the curse of love. All their relationships are doomed to fail one way or another. The third one… "

Reaching here, he fidgeted, as was the case each time he had to talk about the witches. The third class was just... special, in its cruel aspects. He knew that the first curse wasn't really a curse, as it didn't bother most witches. The second one was a little harsh, but then again it was an acceptable price, but the third one…

"Do not hesitate. Go on." Edea’s face was expressionless, her voice remote.

"The third curse is the curse of infertility. A witch's body is cursed to never be able to bear children."

"Yes." A melancholic smile, sadder and more painful than any of the ones she showcased before, appeared on her beautiful face — a face full of loneliness, of unending times — as she painfully acknowledged his words.

"Asmodeus is really a wicked being. Each of those curses, when taken alone, isn’t a big deal. But when taken together? It's like saying, 'Since you wish for power. I will give it to you. But in exchange, I curse you to live an eternal, miserable life full of absolute solitude. You will never be able to love and you will never be loved in return.'"

Truly, it was a life not many could muster the will to take.
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The words coming out of her mouth surprisingly didn't chill the warm atmosphere between them. Sol's expression didn’t change, nor did he speak anything to comfort her. It wasn't his style.

Feeling pity for her? Saying that everything would be alright?

Those kinds of words and actions, with nothing to back them up, were nothing more than pure hypocrisy.

"I really wonder. Generally, people at this moment always have an awkward expression and become very uncomfortable or try to comfort me. But, the same has never happened in your case, even after I explained what being a witch truly meant." She mused thoughtfully.

"If you don't share someone's pain, you can never come to understand them. But just because you understand someone doesn't mean you can come to an agreement or realize their feelings. That's the undeniable and bitter truth."

"...Oh?"

"You have lived for a very long time. Saw more than I have ever seen or can even imagine witnessing, and experienced more than I’ll ever experience. Your pain is yours and yours alone. Trying to act as if I understand its magnitude would only be the height of arrogance on my part, as well as pure vanity."

With his words, a smile began to form on Edea's face. It was a truly logical reasoning, and she was about to put an end to the subject.

"But…" He continued, then paused.

Stopping herself from speaking out loud, she looked at Sol curiously as she waited for him to continue his words. She was immediately struck by what she saw. A bright smile, reminiscent of the sun that removed all the shadows of the world, was etched on his face. Words smoothly flowed from his lips, giving Edea something she desperately needed.

"It doesn't matter how much pain you have. Nor does it matter that I am unable to understand your sufferings. No matter what happens, I will always share everything with you. Master, you know. I really really lo…"

"[STOP!]"

The world suddenly halted. The sound of insects chirping ceased. The flow of the breezing wind stilled. The vibrant blue and green colors faded entirely, giving way to a world without colors, of a monochrome world full of black and white. Like a movie coming to a halt, dyed in the shades of gray, the scene froze.

This was Edea's most powerful skill: Temporal Pause. This world was basically part of her domain and as such, in this space, her control over time was absolute. In this space, she was the one and only God.

She was the Witch of Time, one of the first five witches, a being so powerful that countries trembled at her name.

She was breathing hard, trying to slow the heavy blush climbing up her cheeks. After some time passed, she sighed heavily, slumping over in her chair, all the strength leaving her lithe body while she covered her face with both hands.

"I am really way too easy."

Wearily, she chuckled in self-deprecation. She knew what Sol had been about to say. She wasn't inexperienced in love. But this was even more so because…it wasn't the first time she had to stop time because of his potential confession.

"I can't let this old woman drag him down."

The true effects of the curse manifested only while doing anything sexual in nature. But, even the acknowledgment of loving feelings between the two was enough to bring some bad luck — bad luck she was never willing to inflict on him.

On this subject, he is really different from Mars.

Like Sol, Mars had also developed a crush of sorts for her. But he was way too shy, and never managed to gather the courage or resolve to even try confessing to her.

'Hahaha! It was rather cute seeing him stammer as he tried to find the words before ultimately giving up.'

She had always found Mars to be a cute child she was taking care of, and even if she could have developed any feelings for him, his personality and her curses made it extremely difficult for it to happen.

But, Sol was different from his father.

Perhaps I should try to distance myself from him after his awakening?

She was rather susceptible to the straightforward-type of man, and she didn't wish to destroy Sol's future by making the mistake of really falling in love with him.

"Well, it's time to go back then... [REWIND]."

Once again this whole dimension was her world, her domain. A pocket dimension created by her sister of the East, the Witch of Space. As such she could manipulate time as she wished while being here, without incurring any backslash. Rewinding the discussion to a few minutes ago was nothing for her.
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"The third curse is the curse of infertility. A witch's body is cursed to never be able to give birth."

Edea smiled weakly as she heard those words once again.

It wasn't the first time she had rewinded time because of Sol and with the way he was; it would most likely not be the last time either. She, however, couldn't have that for long.

"Beautiful summary. Now, we will study the difference between magic and witchcraft."

No matter what, passing time with him was always an absolute delight for her.
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Once the lessons finished, Sol left through the secret door and watched intently as it changed back into a simple wall.

He always felt a sense of incongruity when entering and leaving that place. The time axis in that dimension was totally messed up. Sometimes it would be faster and sometimes slower. He was never told the exact ratio either; he stopped trying to guess it two years ago.

"How long did it last today?"

He had a far better way to get the accurate time.

"Just about one hour, my prince."

A shadow appeared next to him before revealing itself.

Even though it was impossible to discern her features because of the ninja-like clothes she was wearing, the same clothes gave away her identity as a woman—and a quite buxom one at that.

"I see. An hour. Hum. I am a little tired now—do I have any other appointments today?"

"Yes. The next one is your study in history and other scholarly subjects. Once finished, you have an appointment with Lord Gerald at the training barrack for your weekly horse-and wyvern-riding lessons. Once finished, you will have the rest of the afternoon free. Finally, in the evening, you have a dinner appointment with the Supreme Daughter of Castitas."

Sol pinched the bridge of his nose. Being a prince was great and all, but it was also incredibly taxing on both his body and his mind. He didn't even dare to imagine how it would be to become a king. He always admired his aunt for that—for being able to handle all of this, even though it wasn't her responsibility.

'Well,” He sighed resignedly, “complaining serves no purpose. I should just go at it.'
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History was boring, but still necessary. Sol never underestimated something that was necessary. After all, knowledge was power. No matter which world, that is deemed to be a Cardinal truth.

His lessons mainly centered around the details of the past kings, as well as a range of diverse important world events.

"One of the laws of the kingdoms is that all crown princes or crown princesses must wear a name related to a star or a planet. His majesty Jupiter was the first king. After him were Pluto, Venus, Mercury, Saturn, Uranus, Neptune, and finally his Majesty Mars, the eighth king."

Sol listened to the information attentively. After all, this information revealed something incredible.

The solar system and the arrangement of stars in this world is the same as the one in mine. Does that mean that I am on Earth?

It wouldn't be impossible. He had always heard of multiversal theories.

This was even more so when he associated the diverse myths of this world. Asmodeus, for example, was one of the princes of hell and represented lust on his old world. Here, meanwhile, he was the beast representing lust.

Well, not like it really matters in the end.

Discarding those faraway thoughts, he put his attention back to what his teacher was saying.

Thankfully, the lesson didn't last long, and he left the room to go toward the ballroom, where he took his regular dancing lessons.

Once finished with that, he continued with his lessons on the ways of the nobles and their multiple untold rules.

Finally, he ended his busy schedule with political studies.


Chapter 6


Ch 6: Busy Night



Finished with the boring yet necessary lessons for his future role as King, Sol was now free to do what he really wished to do all day, as was the case for any day for as long as he could remember.

Walking, then sprinting towards the stables while still keeping his noble appearance intact by some measure, Sol barely managed to hide his excitement, until he found himself face-to-face with his next instructor.

"Prince Sol, I am happy that you took time from your busy day to come and learn from this old man. I hope you had an excellent day today."

Smiling at the words of the white-haired old man who was bowing before him, Sol wanted to answer casually, but remembered where he was.

He was on public view, and he needed to present a respectable, princely appearance anytime he was outside of the Tower.

"Do not worry, Lord Gerald. You are a man I respect very much, and taking lessons from you has always been a pleasure."

Having finished his piece, he began to walk towards the office building with elegant steps, while Gerald always remained half a step behind him as he followed Sol's pace.

Once they entered the office building, however…

A laugh escaped Gerald, "Little Sol, I must say you are acting more and more like a true prince with each passing day. I still remember the snotty brat who was looking at my horses with stars in his eyes, eager to ride them."

Feeling his shoulders relax, and his heart noticeably lightened at the old man's quip, Sol smiled at Gerald's nostalgic remarks, glad to be able to converse with the wise and benevolent old man.

"Uncle, I already told you that I don't mind if you treated me more casually even outside."

Shaking his head in response, Gerald denied him of the suggestion, chastising him for even making that remark. "You know I can't do that, Sol. I represent the previous power. It doesn't matter what people know. As long as we are in public, I must treat you as the prince you are; otherwise, I would be seen as trying to grab more power than I should dare to wield."

A disgruntled sigh escaped Sol's mouth. Politics, politics, and more politics. He knew it was necessary, but it didn't mean he had to like it a single bit.

Gerald wasn't really his biological uncle. He was one of the many retainers of the previous king before Sol’s father, Mars — King Neptune — who remained on staff at the Tower. Still, Sol really respected him, and always felt uncomfortable seeing someone the age of his grandfather bow to him, even though he knew this was how things were around here.

It didn’t help that Gerald didn’t really need to bow to him. He was a member of the Highland family, after all — one of the four Ducal Families — and while Sol was the crown prince, his position wasn’t absolute enough by itself to command such respect from the members of the Ducal households. A certain annoying woman had already made that clear to Sol years ago.

Gerald gave an encouraging smile, as he understood and appreciated that Sol was trying to placate him. One of the many reasons he liked the young lad was the humbleness he demonstrated toward others, and his respect for the old and wise. Sol was the sort of guy who didn’t let his title get to his head, like so many of the other young shitheads from noble houses these days. Truly, these were troubling times for the next generation of the empire.

"Enough chit-chat. You should already be rather tired after the day you had. So, let's get this done quickly. You’ve already grasped the basics, you just need more experience now. Which mounts will you choose this time?"

"My usual ones. The black and the white."

"Hahaha~!" Another loud laugh escaped Gerald's lips as he chortled, "Those two are basically your private property now. They never let anyone else mount them."

Sol smiled at his comical accusations. White was his horse, a rare breed of nightmare horse, a rank-D species. Black was his wyvern, a rank-C species of the Draconic branch.

Wyverns were an extremely devolved form of Dragons. So much so that in the legend, dragons saw the wyverns as inferior creatures, not unlike how humans saw apes. Still, they were cool, and since Sol was half-dragon, all dragon-related species always obeyed him without question.

"You’re right, Uncle. Let's go."

Riding was one of his favorite lessons. Partly because of the coolness of the act of riding, and partly because he was able to interact freely with the man he regarded as his dear uncle, akin to the father he didn't have.

“Now that I think about it, how is your family?”

While Gerald was his surrogate uncle, in a sense, he was the real grand-uncle of Athena and Ares, the heirs of the Highland family. Sol didn’t have much contact with them, but he knew about them.

Normally, they should be present during the training sessions, since the two of them were already active in the army.

Sol’s question prompted Gerald’s face to darken. Something wasn't right…

“The situation on the border is quite tense. Wratharis is causing problems again. They are trying to test the limits of our defense system. It's just a harassing technique, nothing more, but it doesn't bode well for the future.”

Out of the seven countries with which Lustburg had waged war, their most-recurring enemy was Wratharis, the country of Beastkin, from which Setsuna and technically Milia were both from.

The current leader of Wratharis seemed to be quite belligerent; he was basically a real pain in the ass for humanity.

Unlike Sol, who had yet to awaken, both Athena and Ares had already done so long ago, and were members of the army thanks to their high talents. Athena in particular was a great force on the battlefield because of the special skills of her contracted magical beings.

Sol sometimes wondered if the names of people in this world could affect their personalities.

“Well, we are here. Take your wyvern.”

The rest of the time was spent with Sol riding in the air and relaxing a little.

When Sol finally went back to the Tower, after a fun riding session with his favorite mounts and his ever-cheerful uncle, he began preparing himself for the oncoming night out.
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Sol stood before a floor mirror — made from the finest crystal, clearly reflecting his features — and scrutinized his attire for the ensuing event.

A white tailored suit jacket, with buttons made out of gold — yes, gold. The general metals found on Earth also existed here, with a blend of fantasy metals to add to the list.

On his hands, he wore a pair of white fingerless gloves that had the motifs of both the royal family and the church etched on either of them. His right glove had the royal family’s insignia of a vermillion phoenix embedded on its back, while the insignia of the church’s dark-as-night snake was stitched on the back of the left glove.

Chastity and Lust — two opposing elements, for two similarly influential powers. Virtue and Sin, hand-in-hand, that's how the kingdoms of this fantasy world were run.

To finish his formal party attire, he wore matching white formal pants and a pair of regal white shoes. Every part of him oozed grace and nobility, fit for the prince of a kingdom.

When you added his handsome looks, his golden blonde hair, and his deep and vibrant blue eyes into the mix of regality and elegance, Sol was truly a wondrous sight to behold.

"I always feel weird wearing these classy clothes."

"Your Highness, this is necessary. Normally, it wouldn't have been a problem to meet up with the Supreme Daughter of the Church while wearing more-casual clothes. But it seems like Duchess Milaris got wind of your meeting and decided to participate with her cohort."

With a calm tone, Milia informed him of the Duchess' last-minute participation, while inspecting his clothes and making some small adjustments. Sol, hearing her words, scrunched his face up in distaste, disgruntled at having to come face-to-face with the duchess.

"That woman..."

Mirth was evident in Milia's face as she heard Sol's bleak response to the mere mention of the Duchess, but she didn't continue the discussion. It wasn't her place as a palace maid to insult nor judge the leader of one of the four highest noble families aside from the royal one.

"Now this is good. Perfect."

Sol inspected himself in the mirror for the final time before nodding in satisfaction. He turned and took Milia in his arms, giving her a soft, loving kiss on the lips — a surprising action coming from him. And right on cue, Milia's eyes widened slightly at this abrupt action of his, before her mind took the backseat, instincts taking its place. Her eyes closed as she seemingly melted in his arms, fully relishing the kiss, and cooperating with some tongue action midway.

The kiss lasted mere moments, but an eternity filled with love seemed to have passed for the loving couple. Driven by the feelings she held for Sol, Milia's face flushed red in ecstasy from the sudden yet welcomed act. Meanwhile, Sol had a confident smile on his face, looking lovingly at the charmingly cute face of a flustered Milia.

"Thanks for everything you do for me." Expressing his heartfelt gratitude to Milia, he didn't wait for her reply and began to stride away from his chambers.

The room he was now venturing towards was rather special. The fact that two silent guards stood in front of its entrance just emphasized how important it was.

Once he reached the door, he smiled at the two stoic women standing guard and entered.

The room was very sparsely decorated. No, even saying sparsely was too much. It was basically empty. The only form of decoration was a magic circle drawn on the floor in the very middle of the room. Next to it stood an old woman, clad in a white robe with a crow perched on her shoulder.

A Nightmare Crow.

It was a special type of beast, among the many magical beings of the beast category, with a quality of C-rank. It wasn't particularly strong, but it specialized in spatial relocation, aka teleportation, so it was a very useful species for traveling. For that very reason, anyone able to contract with the beast had a good chance to obtain its power and also land a lucrative position. They would be sought out by many powers — especially nobles and royalty.

The old hunchbacked woman wasn't the only one present in the room, though. Next to her stood a young blue-haired and blue-eyed girl, her face devoid of any emotion. It was Setsuna, his beautiful childhood friend. Though, now he could say they were far more than just friends.

She was wearing a long, black kimono, with an armor plate covering her chest. Two arm black guards rested on her upper arms. A bluish-black obi was wrapped around her waist. Seeing her, it was like he was facing a samurai girl, which he believed was the image she was trying to project. A stoic samurai warrior.

He gave a small smile to her but otherwise did not speak before facing the old woman again. She inclined her head to him respectfully.

"Good evening, Your Highness, I hope you had a good day. Forgive me for not being able to give a full bow. My back is causing me some problems as of late, you see."

The woman wore a slightly embarrassed expression behind her hood-covered robes, explaining the cause of her rudeness to the heir of the empire.

"Gatekeeper, please, I do not mind. How could some silly tradition be more important than your health? If it wasn't because of how weak I am, I could have simply made the trip myself. Once again my doting aunt is doing too much."

The distance between the church, where the meeting would take place, and the Tower was only about three or four kilometers. It was such a short distance that it seemed incredible to him that they were going to use a dimensional portal to reach it. It was a luxury, and an unnecessary one.

"Ohohoh~! Your Highness, please do not worry. Her Majesty is only doing so for your own good. As the last heir of the royal family, your security is paramount to anything else. Tiring my old bones for your protection is in no way a waste."

Sol's lips tugged to form a wry smile and he left off from complaining. The old hunchbacked woman was from the same generation as Gerald, making her old enough to be his grandmother, to say the least. Her position as a gatekeeper was also extremely important. She was responsible for the space protection of the kingdom, after all. Apart from the usual space abilities, she was rather special among the space magic users. Hence her responsibilities were many and stressful.

"Now, Your Majesty, step in the magic circle with your bodyguard, and I will send you to the coordinates. At the end of the party, you simply have to step on the identical magic circle that is present there, and ask your bodyguard to fill it with her mana. It will promptly activate and transfer you back to the Tower."

Nodding curtly at her instructions, Sol proceeded to follow them to a T, standing in the teleportation circle and preparing himself for the headache to come, both literally and figuratively.

"Now Your Majesty, I hope you have a safe trip and a good evening."
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Stifling a groan, Sol reeled from the sudden headache he felt while looking around at his new surroundings. Terribly upset from the spatial shift, his stomach grumbled and bile rose to the base of his throat. He managed to swallow it down, saving himself from embarrassment. Although, it wasn't like he hadn't embarrassed himself plenty of times before, with all the stomach cleaning he’d done during previous spatial travels.

"Your Highness, are you alright? Here, you should take your medication."

"Thanks."

Taking the pills Setsuna gave him, he swallowed them down. Finally, the urge to puke passed.

"Undergoing dimensional travel without an ounce of magic is really bad for my health and my dignity."

"Fufufu. At least your Highness didn't barf on Her Holiness’s robes this time."

A light shade of red crept up Sol's face as he remembered the embarrassing memory, one of the many he had shared with the Supreme Daughter.

The barely-hidden laugh from the nuns standing around didn't help him, either.

If asked where Sol had spent most of his time a few years back, the answer wouldn't be the Tower of Babylon where he resided, but rather the church in which he now stood. The church of Castitas was for the goddess of Chastity and was like his second home. He had many embarrassing and emotional memories here, full of nostalgia over the years, memories he held dear to his heart.

"How uncouth of you to shame His Highness in public. Or is this how His Highness raises his slaves?"

A soft, scathing voice of ridicule broke the harmonic atmosphere. A black-haired woman made her appearance, seemingly out of nowhere. Behind her stood two young boys about Sol's age, as well as another girl. They were also accompanied by three bodyguards, and one handsome man attired in the uniform of a butler.

Shadow walk.

Nightmare Crows weren't the sole beast able to use the power of teleportation.

There were also Dark Phantoms — higher-tiered magical beings.

Sol's gaze settled on the raven-haired man, standing with a smile next to 'that woman.’

He was a member of the demon race, one of the races of this world, and he was quite highly ranked too, with a quality of B+ rank.

I had hoped that I wouldn't have to meet them so soon. Just my luck, she and her odious crew are here to greet me at the entrance.

"I am sorry for the display my servant showed. I will be sure to discipline her at a later date." Sol answered smoothly, while ignoring the nigh-perpetual scowl of the woman who was taking the lead. That scowl, however, couldn't do much to hide the mesmerizing beauty she held.

Duchess Arachne Milaris, of the Milaris family. She was truly a beautiful woman, in her dark-as-night evening gown, despite her clear lack of womanly assets. To quote a sage of culture, flat was justice.

However, beauty equated to half the reason for her fame. For she was equally as powerful as she was beautiful, both as an individual and as a noble. She was like a rose — one covered with thorns.

Despite being unmarried, she was still respected and feared because of her prowess and talents, be it on the battlefield or as a renowned artist.

While Sol was quite sheltered, he still had to meet the members of the four great families from time to time. The other three weren't much trouble.

But the Milaris family was a little bit different. They weren’t outright enemies, but the relationship between that family and the royal family was quite awkward and bitter.

The reason?

Well… Arachne Milaris was originally the fiancée of his late father and the fact that she was neither his mother nor his stepmother gave the answer to how that engagement ended up.

I feel like tonight will be quite an eventful evening.

He sighed for the third time today, as he prayed to both Luxuria and Castitas to give him the energy to get through this night with a sane mind.

———

[In the Church.]

"Your Holiness, they have come."

A nun bowed, conveying the news of the arrival of the guests with an expression of barely-contained awe.

If one was asked who was the most influential or powerful woman in this kingdom, the opinions would vary, without a doubt.

But if one was asked who was the most beautiful, they would receive a unanimous answer.

Camelia Castitas. The Supreme Daughter of the Goddess Castitas.

Seven churches existed in this world, correlating to the seven virtues that held dominion. Those churches all prayed to their respective twin goddesses.

Camelia, as the Supreme Daughter of Castitas, was the highest authority in the church, with absolutely no one to contend against her.

As the leader of the church, her power was in no way inferior to the royal family. In fact, you could even say that she faintly surpassed the royal family because of the current dismal situation the royal family faced, being without a true leader.

In any normal state, this dissonance would have been quite dangerous, and the royal family might have tried to keep the church in check. But this was not the case for Lustburg.

The reason?

"Hehe~! My little Sol is finally coming to see me. It has been such a long time! I was beginning to think he had forgotten me. This must be that woman's fault. Lilith is always such a worrywart. Always hogging him all to herself for nonsensical reasons. Don't you think so?"

Camelia was what one could call a ‘fangirl.’ And she was head-over-heels for Sol Dragona Luxuria, the heir of the empire.

The nun could only awkwardly shuffle around. On one hand, she was already used to the eccentric antics of her mistress. What's more, she had to admit that Sol was really cute and partially agreed with Camelia’s declarations.

He was basically the mascot of the nuns at this point.

Finally, the other reason was that even though there were only the two of them present in this room, she knew that she wasn't the one Camelia was really talking to.

Bitter at the eccentricity of the Supreme Daughter, she opted to bow her head, close her eyes, and wait for the delirious leader of the church to get out of her fantasies and invite in her guests.

I hope the future of the church isn't doomed.
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The gentle, calming music of a harp echoed soothingly in the large dining space. In the middle of the pristine white room, guests of today's event sat on either side of the relatively large white table.

The stirring notes of gently plucked strings, resounding like the angelic hymns of heaven, were also the sole source of noise in the eerily quiet room. Even though the group currently dining was quite sizable, they ate in perfect and utter silence.

At the head of the table sat Camelia, resting on her comfortable seat. On her right sat Sol, and on her left the Duchess Milaris dined with elegance, the scowl never leaving her otherwise-glorious face.

The rectangular table was clearly divided into two camps, two sides at a silent war of stares, with Sol's side of the camp being quite empty. Still, this did not seem to bother him in the slightest.

The table was filled with delicious but light food, befitting their noble and pompous status. It wouldn't be a mistake to say that if converted into money, the food put on this table was enough to feed a commoner family for three months or more.

One would think that with the obvious dislike the Duchess had for the heir of the kingdom, the table would be filled with a heavy atmosphere, the smell of gunpowder pervading everywhere. And they wouldn't be wrong to think so; the past clashes of the two sides had enough reasons to warrant that thought. However, a singular yet significant difference marked the reason for the current ‘ceasefire’ among the group — the presence of the Supreme Daughter — Camelia Castitas.

If Arachne's dislike for Sol was known throughout the kingdom and even in some parts of the outside world, then the same went for Camelia's indiscriminate love for him.

Some rumors even stated that Camelia was most likely Sol's true mother because of how much she spoiled him, and the time they spent together, being much more than the time he spent in the Tower of Babylon. But of course, rumors of this magnitude only circulated among the common populace. Nobles wouldn't dare repeat such remarks, less their heads were lopped off the next day by the church's forces.

Once the dishes were finished by both sides, the Duchess cleared her throat as she directed her languid stare toward the Supreme Daughter.

"Your Holiness. I thank you for this sumptuous feast. The reason I sought you today was somewhat sensitive. Would it be too much to ask for a private meeting? We could let the children chat between themselves in the meantime, what do you say?"

*Ping*

Even the nun playing the harp missed a note and grew flustered at her remark, the performance brought to an ignominious halt as shocked silence descended on the room. The previously calm atmosphere suddenly became chilly, as an overbearing aura of glowering intent drenched the peacefulness once settled between the two sides.

"Setsuna. Stop."

Sol, who was previously minding his own business, raised his hand to stop his guard from unsheathing her blade. To say nothing about drawing blades, normal guards weren’t even allowed to bring weapons in such a holy place. However, Sol, being the exception he was, wasn't included in the rule.

Once he stopped Setsuna from acting rashly, Sol elegantly wiped his mouth with a napkin and then calmly asked her a question.

"Duchess. Please, could you tell me which authority allowed you to decide anything for me in my stead? More so, when I myself am present?"

"Oh? I see, I am terribly sorry for my oversight in that matter. What of it?"

He had to desperately hold back the urge to not punch her almost-smug face.

This sentence of hers was nothing more than naked provocation directed at him. No matter how powerful she was as a duchess, Sol was still the crown prince of the kingdom. His position wasn't something that should be challenged so blatantly.

"I am terribly sorry. But the truth is that you are indeed a child. What's more, I did not think that you would be so petty as to not allow an old woman like me to treat you as such. I heard that Lord Gerald and you were rather close. Could it be that you discriminate against me alone?"

Of course, bitch. Why the fuck would I put you at the same level as my beloved Uncle Gerald?

Even though he kept a gentle smile on his face throughout the ordeal, Sol was inwardly quite furious. Sadly, as a noble, showing your emotions meant you had already lost the battle before it could even properly start. He had to always act calmly, even when he didn’t want to.

He was about to continue trading veiled insults with Arachne, when a fair hand fell atop of his own. A soothing aura instantly calmed him, the gentle voice reeling in his agitated psyche.

"Sol Luxuria is the crown prince and the future king of this kingdom. There's absolutely nothing I have to hide from him. Duchess, if what you want to speak about is particularly urgent, I can find a private space for the three of us to discuss it. What do you think about that?"

The atmosphere tensed as Arachne and Camelia stood in a deadlock. Finally, an enigmatic smile emerged on Arachne's face.

"...I see. Then I guess I will take my leave and come at another time. This dinner was truly an eye-opening experience for me."

Then, without further ado, she stood up and turned on her heels while her cohort silently followed her. She had no fear of the church or the royal family, nor did she have any reasons to. After all, she was still a loyal subject to the kingdom. Her achievements were open for anyone to see.

Once she reached the door though, she stopped short before glancing over her shoulders to address Sol.

"Your Highness, let me say this at least. If you do not want to be treated like a child, you should at least leave the skirts of your aunt. As you are now, you aren't even a hundredth of the man your father was at your age."

A shadow swallowed her and her group when she finished her statement. Their smirks were the last thing he saw.

———

Somewhere far from the church, in a remote castle, the shadows around the room squirmed before slowly stretching out as two silhouettes walked out of them.

It was the Duchess and her butler, who also served as her newly-contracted partner. Her family members were nowhere to be seen.

"Mistress, was it wise to antagonize the heir so openly again? If he has even half the talent of his father upon his awakening, he will without a doubt become a powerhouse. In the first place, is it possible for a Blessed to not become powerful?"

Arachne scoffed, “Neptune is the perfect example that such a thing is indeed possible.”

Neptune, the puppet King, was Sol’s grandfather and was officially recognized as the most pitiful king in the history of Lustburg.

A smirk of derision and mockery formed on the duchess's face, thinking about that unfortunate and loathsome man.

"What's more, so what if he has the talent? What would it matter to me? Do you think he can do anything to the house of Milaris in this generation? No matter what, I was still a member of his father’s party. I am a hero, you know."

"His father was already a monster at his age…"

"So?” The smile on her face slipped and was replaced by a scowl. “He isn't his father. And he never will be. There was only one Mars. Never compare him to that child again.”

Sighing, she walked deeper into the room while dismissing him, “Now, please make me some tea. I need to reassess the situation and plan accordingly."

"Yes, my lady."

As he walked, he took a look at the wall behind the duchess, where the pictures of a man with long golden hair and sky blue eyes were displayed proudly. It seemed like an older Sol. This was without a doubt Mars.

She is truly a poor woman…

He of course did his best to not look at all the other portraits of the same man that lined the room.

...But still crazy as fuck.
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"THAT BITCH!!!"

"No need to be so angry. It isn't like I really care about that. Also, I am already used to being compared to my father." Sol signed resignedly.

After the duchess and her cohort left, Camelia wasn't in the mood anymore and dismissed everyone. Setsuna was given the room that she usually used when Sol visited the church. It wouldn't be wrong to call it their second home, after all, so their accommodations were already prepared.

Hearing Sol’s words, all anger vanished from Camelia’s face. She approached Sol with a worried expression marking her beautiful features.

"Oh, my poor baby. Don't worry, I am here. I am sure you will show them what you can do once you awaken. This will shut up some of those bastards."

Camelia reached for Sol, who was sitting on her bed, and pulled him into a tight hug. Her bouncy breasts nearly robbed him of his ability to breathe as they smothered him in their cushiony softness.

A bitter smile spread across his face at her words.

In his life, Sol had three great influences.

Milia, who was basically like a mother to him. She was the very first person he had seen when he woke up in this world.

Lilith, who played the role of the strict aunt. She never displayed any form of blatant outward affection to him, but he knew how important he was to her.

Finally, there was Camelia, the doting aunt. The one who always treated him like a child no matter how old he became, and embarrassed him without even meaning to.

This made things really awkward for him. The worst was that he couldn't even hate her because he knew that she didn't mean anything bad. She just liked him… a little bit too much.

Moreover, she was sexy as hell. It helped a lot in coping with his indignations. In terms of figures, she didn't lose out to Milia or Lilith. And those hips, oh dear lord! He had to admit that rather than being a sucker for the well-endoweds, he had always preferred a perfectly cushy butt.

Setsuna’s butt was firm and toned from years of training. But Camelia's was soft and large without disturbing her curvy body line.

"Please Camelia, could you let me go? I am not a child anymore."

"Oh~? Oh my. Who would have thought that little Sol saw me in such a way? Or did perhaps doing it with Milia awaken the beast within you?"

'Huh?'

"Fufufu~! Don't give me that shocked look. I have my ways. What's more, I must admit that I had been waiting for this for so long."

Sol hid a shiver of anticipation. It couldn't be, right? Perhaps he wasn't understanding what she meant.

"Say, Sol. You do know that even though we are known as the church of Castitas, we do not preach to our believers to never have romantic relationships? As long as it does not transform into promiscuity, they are free to do as they wish. Love and lust are two sides of the same coin. As such, even the nuns are allowed to marry whenever they wish to. But…"

Letting her words trail a bit, she straddled him and locked his blue eyes with her own.

Camelia was truly a beautiful woman. Long golden hair and sky blue eyes akin to Sol's. Those features weren't just random. Only people blessed by the Goddesses could have golden hair.

In this world, fifteen Goddesses existed. The ones that humans believed in and venerated were Luxuria and Castitas.

"...But, the Supreme Daughter is different. We can only marry either after we finish grooming a new successor, or if the one we want to marry is from the royal family. I don't need to explain more to you, right?"

He could only gulp audibly as an answer.

Not dense, unlike your average harem protagonist in the novels back on his Earth, Sol was aware when he was receiving an invitation for a steamy session of carnal indulgence.

In fact, perceptive as he was from a young age, he always had the nagging feeling that Camelia's love for him was slowly morphing into something less than platonic. The only thing stopping her previously from taking any sort of action was that he was a minor still, a child.

However, with him nearing the demarcation age of eighteen, he could already be considered an adult by this world's standards, in every sense of the word. His having a couple of nights of passion with Milia, and his other trysts with the maids, also helped her to make the necessary step. Everything incorporated, Camelia was now ready to take their relationship to the step she was waiting for, for ages.

Feeling bold, he casually stretched out his hands, brazenly groping her ample breasts through her white dress. Feeling them up, he instantly felt her momentarily shiver under his brash touch.

Delighted by her reactions, Sol thoroughly toyed with the globes in his hands, letting go of the last few emotional restraints that were holding him back.

“Nn~!...”

The Supreme Daughter, being the holy woman she was and considering what she represented, had never built up a resistance to pleasure. She never had to, to be exact.

As his strong hands fondled her ample breasts, playing with them and teasing them, she grew weak and was putty in his hands.

Seeing her gradually intensifying reactions to his shameless touch, Sol leaned close to her, whispering sweet words in her ear, his hands continuing to possessively grope her sizeable tits.

“You know what? I’ve learned a few things from my life and the people I have met.”

“A-and what…is that?”

Giving her a rare indulgent smile when she politely responded, while progressively growing limp, Sol spoke in a clear tone. “That there are people like you who will usher me with love for nothing in return. That's why even though you play the ditz, you will always have a large place in my heart.”

The ensuing events to come weren't just about lust. Already disillusioned with the facets of simple fucking without feelings, Sol knew that if he just wanted a simple fucking session, he could just go back to the Tower and call the maids there to attend to him.

No. The place Camelia had in his heart was in no way inferior to that of Milia. Once they crossed this line, their relationship would irreversibly change. Hence, it was absolutely necessary to tell her the feelings deeply rooted in his heart.

Equally embarrassed and delighted by his heartfelt remarks, Camelia’s cheeks reddened as she buried her head against his chest.

"Don't you think I am a shameless woman who is lusting over someone so much younger than me?"

"Of course not." Raising her chin with his hand, staring at her quivering blue eyes, he kissed her on her plump and inviting lips.

"Nn~!!"

He could feel her resist instinctively at first, before immediately stopping her struggles and slowly trying to reciprocate his advances.

It was weirdly cute and endearing to see a grown woman show such a lack of experience.

His lips now pressed down onto hers, she closed her eyes shut, her mouth also closing from nervousness. He lightly kissed her tightly-closed mouth a few times and then gently sucked on her lower lip. He pulled away for a moment.

“Open your lips.”

He commanded in a low, deep voice. She swallowed a breath in further nervousness and anticipation; her throat hurt from the tension. Her face was tinted a pink hue as she hesitated briefly, but in the end, she let her lips fall open, parting them as he commanded. His eyes seemed to laugh and twinkle at her cuteness but soon, his lips were firmly pressed against hers and a soft piece of flesh entered her mouth, burrowing and twisting in her mouth.

‘Ah…’

His tongue smoothly ravaged the inside of her mouth, not sparing any corner. He slowly made his way around her teeth and the sides of her cheeks, relishing her to his delight. She felt a jolting sense of pleasure whenever his tongue met hers. As their lips parted the tiniest sliver, he spoke endearingly.

“You taste like wine.”

Camelia felt her blush burning through her cheeks; his words had a radical effect on her psyche. Adjusting his position, he locked lips once more, eager for round two. Just as he’d remarked, their kiss tasted like wine, dizzying her with rapture, intoxicating her in its sensations.

Their tongues wrestled while their saliva mixed in a hedonistic show of passion. He was focused on exploring the insides of her mouth through his ardent kisses. His tongue twisted, his lips sucked, then let go of hers for a much-needed break for both.

“Hu…..”

A moan escaped from deep within her throat. The soft kisses gradually heated up. His gentle tongue suddenly pressed firmly inside her mouth, and when he continued to massage a sensitive spot, she unconsciously ended up firmly grasping the bedsheets. He kept making her breathless until she reached her limit. Then he parted his lips from hers, and after letting her catch her breath, he started once again.

Their kissing continued that way for many more rounds. Camelia’s shoulders, which had been stiff from nerves, gradually relaxed. His kisses were sweet and soothing, relieving her of any tension she previously held. When he parted from a particularly long kiss, Camelia lightly gasped for breath. With only this much, it felt like they had done more than enough already.

Their short breaths echoed slowly in the closed room. Her deeply flushed face and her vacant eyes stroked his slowly-growing ego immensely.

Sol, deciding that he shouldn't let her cool down, brought up his hand to her dress and swiftly tugged it down, undressing her with smooth motions.

In just a few seconds, Camelia was left in just a pair of black undergarments. The contrast between her pale white skin and the deep black tint of her underwear was truly a sight enough to make a monk give up his vows of celibacy.

"You are simply a work of art."

"Ara~! Is that so?"

Despite her confident snide, Sol could see bits and pieces of her nervousness dancing in the depth of her mesmerizing eyes, slowly leaking out of her calm front. Indeed, Camelia was feeling shy. She was in no way as bold as Lilith, and usually wore conservative clothes. It was the first time a man had seen so much of her skin.

There's no need to rush. I should take my time with her. The thought passed the young man's mind as he read the hesitation in her eyes.

With emboldened thoughts Sol yanked the bra off her, making her gasp in surprise at his abrupt act.

The breasts that spilled out were larger than Setsuna’s own, but slightly smaller than Milia’s. When you remembered that Milia was from a race famed for their large breasts, it was easy to understand that Camelia was way above average in that department.

The breasts reminded him of large melons, tantalizing cantaloupes. They were well-formed, white, and undoubtedly alluring to the opposite gender.

Impressed, Sol grabbed them and found they had a smooth and youthful texture. Despite her age and how heavy they were, no sagging could be felt as they rested in his skillful hands.

The nipples looked like camellia petals blooming on her white skin, and they were already erect from the kissing session that ensued before.

When he pinched them between his middle and ring fingers, she gasped aloud.

Camelia let out a startled but sensual moan as her back arched in pleasure. Since she was still seated on his lap while wearing nothing more than a pair of panties, Sol’s already-tight pants tightened further as his dick throbbed in pleasure. But he didn't pay attention to it.

He pecked her lips a few more times and gradually moved his kisses to her cheeks, trailing them to her ear. His moist lips kissed behind her ear then moved down her neck slowly letting out a trail of kisses as he traced his lips from her neck down to the vicinity of her breasts, and began to suck on the nipple poking stiffly out from the soft left mound.

“Ah!”

A jolting pleasure from her breasts forced Camelia to let out a short moan. He took a mouthful of the sensuous piece of flesh and sucked on it. As if milk was coming out of her breasts, he licked her nipples meticulously.

"… stop, don’t…"

Ignoring her plea, he persistently rolled the nipple around with his tongue and sucked even harder.

“Ahh, n-no…ahhh…” Camelia wrapped her arms around his head to cope with the sudden influx of overbearing pleasure.

He let go of her breast, which was now wet with his saliva, and moved to caress the other one. He licked, sometimes lightly biting and from time to time sucked with great force. Whenever his tongue moved, a tingling sensation would travel up her spine, shooting jolts of numbing pleasure directly to her brain, and she couldn’t help but moan out loud even though she wished to bottle those shameful sounds.

He lowered his right hand and slipped it toward the source of heat gently emanating from between her thighs. Embarrassed and ashamed, she quickly tried to close her knees, but it was too late.

He rubbed up against her plump and soft inner thighs, making her loose her tight hold, and swiftly reached his destination.

Her panties must have been made of the same material as her bra. The smooth silky material felt good on his hands. He softly pressed against the fabric with three of his fingers and began his work on the outskirts of her honeypot.

“No, stop! Ahh… ”

She seemed to feel guilty about the pleasure and desperately tried not to feel anything. However, the more she tried to hide it, the more sexual appeal she was inadvertently giving off.

Her cute, breathy moans made him wish to please her even more.

He groped one breast with his left hand, sucked at the other nipple with his lips, and roughly rubbed against her crotch with three fingers of his right hand.

He could feel moisture through the thin material. This perfectly plastered the thin panties to her pussy and the shape of the contents showed through the dark material.

Sol shut his eyes and felt through her panties until he touched a small bump.

“Hh.” With a quiet groan, a tremor ran through her slender body, making her quiver all over in pleasure.

He looked up at her, with her nipple still in his mouth, and saw her white face had grown tinged with a deep hue of pink.

Her long eyelashes were fluttering anxiously. This gave him all the answers he needed.

Having found the holy woman’s weakness, Sol struck a triumphant pose in his heart and focused on tormenting that small bump over and over with gentle motions.

“Ah…ah, ah… ”

For that sexually-innocent woman, toying with her clitoris through the thin panties must have been the perfect level of stimulation. She was clearly feeling unprecedented amounts of pleasure, pleasure far greater than anything she had felt up to now.

He continued to stimulate her until he felt her clamp down on his hand with her meaty thighs, her hands gripping his clothes and her body shivering as her mouth opened in a soundless scream.

The building moisture he could feel from his hand told him that he had indeed reached his first goal.

Then, she stopped gripping him and fully grew limp. All strength left her body in the process.

But was it enough? Of course not. The night was still young.

Suddenly, a memory flashed in his mind — a devilish idea entered his mind.

"Camelia, shall we play a game?"
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Now utterly devoid of clothes, Camelia, the Supreme Daughter of Castitas, was awkwardly placed on the chair with her hands shackled behind her back, her legs spread, and her hips pushed forward in an exhibitionistic display that teased the heights of shame. The creator of such a brazen display, Sol, the shameless prince, narrowed his eyes lovingly as he viewed her in all her naked and depraved glory.

Despite her growing age, her pussy was tightly shut and devoid of any pubic hair. The glistening trail of clear liquid slowly trailing down from her closed snatch was truly an enticing and erotic sight.

The holy woman, truly embarrassed by the position she was now bound to uphold, couldn't help but ask with a trembling voice.

"Hmmm…Sol? Why am I being bound so?"

"Of course, it's because you wish for it, don't you?"

"...?!"

"Heh, you shouldn't be so surprised, no? I remember some of the books you have in your collection. Well, most of the books. After all, they all follow the same genre."

BDSM.

It would seem that, no matter which world it was, humans were a depraved race that always thirsted for more and more depraved forms of pleasure.

"N-no… I…"

"No need to explain yourself. The way your breathing got hurried while I was binding you, and the fact that you didn't resist a single bit shows that I am telling the truth."

Downright marveling at the work of art he created, Sol now pondered on how to continue from then on.

BDSM plays had varying levels to them, the levels changing with the inclusion of people involved in the act. Some were submissive and liked to be put in positions without a shred of power. However, the limits of their tolerances were reached.

Some people higher in the perverse spectrum of things left the level of submissiveness and became downright masochistic and even at that level, there were different types of the deviants.

Long story short, it was a deep and broad subject that demanded the attention and plentiful time of the readers of said subject. He couldn't just begin to swing a whip on her and expect her to feel pleasure from it now, could he? Until the limits of her tolerances were probed — surely only by him — he needed to go at a slow and gradual pace. Unfolding her limits was a treat on its own that Sol couldn't wait to uncover.

"Never forget this. No matter what you say, I will only stop if you say the code word. Hum let's go with ‘Lustburg.’ If you say ‘Lustburg,’ I will immediately stop with the act."

Camelia shouldn't simply be a sub. From her books, it's clear that at the very least she should be a light masochist. Hum. Let's tread carefully for now. A code will allow me to know when to stop.

"Now, tell me. Why is the one hailed as the Supreme Daughter reading such scandalous and perverse books? Do you wish to tell me that you have always wished to be in such a situation all this time?"

"No… Sol…I…"

"Silence." A tone of absolute command, nothing less than that, was in his booming voice, his now steeled eyes looking at her with total indifference. "You will now address me as Sir or Master, nothing else."

"Bu…"

"Do it!"

Uncontrollably shivering at his commanding shout, Camelia reeled back before slowly opening her mouth as she called him with difficulty laced in her tone.

"Ma...Master." Her head hung low, unprecedented shame coloring her face in a carnival of red as she called Sol as he ordered. Sol would have normally felt bad about it but…

“Oh? Would you look at that? So you really are a filthy masochist? Does calling me Master bring you so much joy?”

"Of course not!!"

"Really? Then…" Letting his words trail off, much to Camelia's fears, he came close to her and slowly traced her quivering slit with his finger, bringing it close to her face right after.

"...Then, if I am wrong, could you explain to me why you are so much wetter than earlier?"

Her speechless look was incredibly cute. With that endearing look, a spark seemingly ignited in his heart, propelling unholy thoughts in his mind.

I want to tease her more.

He wanted to see her moan. See her beg. He wanted to completely mess her up according to his depraved cravings.

"To think that the Supreme Daughter was such a dirty woman. Tell me, was it your dream? Did you masturbate while dreaming of the day you would be tied up and humiliated?"

"I—"

"Do not lie to me. If you even speak so much as one lie I will immediately stop all of this and go out, never to return."

The shudder of fear slowly wreaking all over her body showed just how much she didn't want him to stop this provocative act of his. Her barely-raised head dropped down further as she closed her eyes and voiced out in a weak submissive tone.

"Yes."

"Yes, what?"

"Yes, Master. I have always dreamed of it."

"Then, since you are so dirty. Repeat after me — I, Camilla Castitas, am a dirty woman. Please Master, punish me —"

Absolute horror. That emotion was basically plastered on her face, hearing his obscene words. However, seemingly giving in to her fate, she soon gave up any forms of resistance as she repeated his words like a broken record. A depraved tone laced her every word.

"I, Camilla Castitas, am a dirty woman. Please Master, punish me. Nn!!"

The very moment she finished her words, Camelia's body shuddered violently while a greater amount of liquid gushed out from her sacred place. There was no mistake, those words had set her off.

"You came?"

Sol wore an incredulous expression before barking out a laugh full of mockery and derision, still in the prime of his act — deeply engrossed in it.

"Hahaha~! You are truly a dirty woman. To think that even without having to touch you, you would come from humiliating yourself."

Brushing his fingers once again against her soaked vagina, Sol scooped up a large part of her leaking fluid, slowly bringing it toward her heavily blushing and panting face.

"Now, Camelia, lick my hand and experience your own flavor.”

“N, no, stop, …”

Shutting her mouth tight, Camelia shook her head to escape his evil grasp. No mercy was shown by Sol, however.

“Weren’t you taught as a child not to be a picky eater?”

He pinched Camelia’s small nose shut, making it hard for her to breathe. Once she had no choice but to open her small mouth, Sol shoved his glistening fingers inside it. Those fingers pinched Camelia’s tongue, rubbed at her gums, and overall toyed with the insides of her mouth before pulling out.

“Delicious, isn’t it?”

“It is not! Please, stop this already!”

Camelia tearfully pleaded, but he continued to ignore her pleas, the same belligerent smile stretching his lips.

“Hehe~ ! If you insist, I will end the foreplay there. You’re plenty wet, so we should be able to move on to the next phase. Don't you think so? Now beg me. Beg me like your life depends on it."

In a slow shuddering rhythm, the masochistic woman's heavy breasts moved up and down. Drowned by the lust she felt for the first time in her life, in a depraved tone she voiced out her true thoughts, not letting down Sol's expectations.

"Please, Master. I am a dirty woman whose head is only filled with lust and shameful thoughts. Please use me as much as you like."

"Hehe~! Perfect!!"

Laughing gleefully, Sol began to unbutton and remove his suit, his shirt, and his pants in order. It didn't take long for him to be as naked as Camelia was.

Now was the moment of truth. He really wanted to continue the play, but he was hesitating about taking her virginity just like that.

It seemed like Camellia caught on to his hesitation but she neither complained nor used the word. Hence, he decided to press on.

But just as he was about to slam home, clarity flashed in the Supreme Daughter's lust-dazed eyes. Heavily panicked, she interjected in his advance with the code word.

"... Wait, wait! Lustburg."

Without the slightest bit of hesitation, his belligerent stride immediately stopped at those words. BDSM, be it light or heavy, was all about trust. The M trusted the S and the S should never betray that trust or it'd inevitably lead to a disastrous outcome — an outcome Sol wasn't willing to undertake, not when it came to the ones he loved.

"Did I go too far? Are you okay, Camelia? Are you hurt somewhere?"

"No, no, no. In fact I…I loved it. It's just that, I can't lose my virginity right now."

Sol tilted his head in utter confusion. After all this time and all the things they've done, why wasn't she willing to cross the last line?

"*Sigh* I will explain to you later. But I need to be a virgin for the ritual I am about to conduct. But.. Well. Perhaps you could try the other hole?"

Her voice lowered down to barely a whisper toward the end, but he still understood what she meant; his eyes almost popped out at the implications.

'I-I never even thought about using a girl’s butthole…'

Sol had always been satisfied with the vagina, so he had never wanted to try the anus instead.

But now that she was proposing it, he felt a sudden urge to try it out.

'But, wouldn't it be a little dirty?'

It seemed that Camelia caught onto his untold question as her face grew bright red...again.

"I… I already made all the preparations."

"Oh?...ohhhh. You are truly a dirty woman. But you are my dirty woman. So I guess it's alright."

He came close to her before lifting her in her arms in one swift motion.

Once he was sure that he was correctly holding her, he brought her to the bed and put her face down, her hips facing up. Her sexy backside became entirely visible to him.

"I guess first I should use some lubrication."

He held his raging erection and began to press it against her vagina, coating it with her flowing nectar.

I really want to just slam it into her, but there is no need to hurry.

Despite his desires, Sol refused to break the trust she put in him just for a temporary moment of pleasure. Pleasure was a dangerous thing; treading around its edges without care always resulted in disastrous outcomes for relationships.

With sheer will, he forced himself to only coat his penis in the love juices dripping down endlessly from her sopping vagina.

Then he used both hands to spread the soft, white flesh.

Ahh~ Even her asshole is so pink and pretty.

He gently placed his penis against the pink throbbing flower in the center of the two round, thick and cushy parts of white flesh.

“Okay, I’m putting it in.”

This was Sol’s first time having anal sex, so he felt oddly excited and simultaneously nervous about it.

Seeing Camelia's nodding gesture, he waited for her to breathe in deep and pushed his cock inside.

“…!?”

He forced the hard object inside her puckered hole.

Her body flinched slightly as it accepted the intruder.

“Ah!”

“Haa…”

I-it’s so tight!

His hand supported her body while his other hand on the bed squeezed the sheets tightly. A grunting moan flowed out of his mouth, the sensations racking his nerves.

This was it. Her slightly slippery insides wrapped perfectly around his manhood as they squeezed hard. Their point of union fit tightly without any gaps.

As he burrowed his desire into her warm and wet insides, he was filled with a sense of utter satisfaction. Her breasts under him jiggled up and down with the little movements he made.

Her pink nipples, wet from his saliva, and her glossy fair chest were littered with his bite marks. Her taste that had been in his mouth till now excited him immensely.

The tightness was entirely different from that of a vagina. The entire vagina would softly squeeze down on him, but only the anus’s entrance squeezed down with great force.

Even so, the rest of his hard rod went inside much more easily after he got the head inside.

I-it’s in. My dick is completely inside her ass…

“Hgh~! …” he groaned in pleasure.

He did feel some disappointment that he could not stick it in her vagina, but using her ass instead brought a sense of sinfulness, along with the usual sense of conquest. It filled him with a different kind of arousal.

He lost himself in thrusting his hips.

“Ahhh!”

Camelia opened her mouth wide and arched her back as her eyes glazed over in pleasure. Drool dripped from her red lips and soaked the bed.

But Sol could not stop his rocking rhythm.

He felt like his penis could continue forever when he thrust in and felt like her anus would come out with it when he pulled back.

Her now red and engorged anus spread wide as Sol’s hard cock mercilessly pumped in and out.

As this continued, a change came over her pained moaning.

“Nn! Nn! Ah~ !...”

These were now the signs of a woman beginning to feel pleasure.

Her anus never grew wet as he pounded it, but nectar poured endlessly from her untouched pussy lips and soaked her white inner thighs, trailing down and staining the sheets.

Good. It looks like she is liking it.

Knowing she was enjoying it, his last bit of worry vanished.

“Hahaha~! What would the believers think if they saw the woman they respected being plowed in the ass by a man so much younger than her."

Her groan and shudder were the sole answer he got as a response.

The movement of his hips quickly increased in speed, upping his tempo to newer heights, plunging deeper into her core without reserve.

“A-! Aah!”

Her body shook in accordance with his movements, swaying rhythmically with each thrust. Her body twisted and twitched as she mewled out in pleasure.

When he slowly pulled outwards, it felt like her insides were pulling away with him and when he thrust hard, the heavy force caused her body to tingle in jolting rapture.

He held her waist firmly so she wouldn’t move up to the head of the bed and thrust powerfully inside.

“You look like you’re about to cry but your insides won’t let me out. Do you like it that much? Does it feel good, you dirty woman?”

“Ah! Ang!”

“Tell me, do you want me to go deeper? Do you like when I put it this way?”

He didn’t feel embarrassed by his depraved teasing words. Just like he’d said, her insides were actively sucking and wrapping around him. Her sensitive inner walls moved with him as though attached to his penis and the movement excited her immensely.

“A-! Please ! More-! Hng!”

The stimulation was too intense. She felt short of air, as though she was falling from an incredible height. His hard penis ravaged her anus vigorously and when he moved outwards, she felt like she was losing her mind from the dizzying delight.

As though intent on splitting her in two, his heated shaft repeatedly thrust in and out of her. And every time her deep inner flesh was prodded and rubbed, she screamed at the pleasure that filled her brain and turned it into putty.

Her body twitched and gasped at his seemingly never-ending thrusts.

“Haa-! Aak!”

Reaching her climax, Camelia lowered her head and screamed. As her inner walls viciously clamped down on him, a wild roar burst forth from deep within him.

She spasmed in pleasure and he continued to burrow into her. He lifted her buttocks and plunged even deeper inside her.

It was exhausting. But it felt extremely good. His powerful thrusts as he penetrated her, his passionate movements as though he wanted to eat her up, his muscular figure that she could make out through her blurry eyes, his low moans that slipped out intermittently too — she liked them all and they excited her to no end.

Her body had learned the joy of a union with a man. And it was the man that she loved.

His body stiffened momentarily as he released deep inside her ass. Camelia felt a hot fluid spreading and filling up her insides and she shut her eyes. Her vaginal walls clenched and squeezed him tightly as she climaxed again.

His arms shook and a growl escaped his throat while her body twitched and spasmed with pleasure.

“Ah… Ah… ”

His weight came down on her as he stopped to catch his breath. He wasn’t completely leaning on her as he held some of his weight with his elbow but his body moderately pressing down on her gave her a pleasant feeling of comfort and security, along with the endless pleasure that was intent on ravaging her whole.
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In the quiet of the bedroom, the only sounds were of two people breathing rhythmically, gently echoing, only for themselves to hear. The lovely Supreme Daughter's breathing was calming down to an even pace from its previous erratic rhythms. Lowering his head to the pillow, turning the languid Saintess sideways, he placed her in a spooning form. Soon, his muscular hands gently embraced her waist, possessively pulling her into his chest, his face nuzzling her lush, soft hair.

In that position, he simply embraced her, long and loving moments passing with neither of them moving from the comfort of their shared warmth. Soon, however, the charming prince couldn't stand it anymore and began to barrage her lips, eyes, and forehead with soft, affectionate kisses. His longing for her stirred him to act out.

“Ha-ha, that’s ticklish, Sol.”

“Shall I make it not ticklish then?”

Whispering softly in her ears, his gentle tone shifted to a more primal note. He gently bit her neck, growling slightly. Stealthily, his hand slowly crawled from her back to her waist, making its way to her ass. Unfortunately, before his sneaky hand could go any further, she twisted her body and naturally pushed his hand away.

The smooth supple sensation of her skin disappeared from his palm, stubbornly, making him reach out and grab her jouncy butt instead. Camelia would have none of it, and this time, pushed herself away from his chest, looking at him with a serious expression.

“We can’t, Sol, not now at least. I have a lot to do, so I have to get up early tomorrow morning.”

“What do you have to do?”

At his words, Camelia gently caressed his face, a loving look entering her eyes as she laid out to him her circumstances and reasonings.

"The ceremony for your awakening will happen in the tower, but the yearly entry to the spirit realm is organized by the church. The time is nearing and I have to put everything in order."

"I see."

Understanding as he was, Sol didn't push her more than that. Knowing Camelia as he did and her current state of mind, he could see that she would have definitely caved in if he insisted a bit more. However, he didn't want her to miss her duties because of his tactless interests. A person of great conscience, he never wanted to be the person to actively inconvenience his loved ones for his selfish desires and wants, not unless those also held their interest underlaid in them.

"Then, how about we sleep together for now?"

At his words, the smile that illuminated Camelia's face was so bright that it nearly blinded him with its holiness. Warming his heart with a soothing gentleness was the thought that a simple childish remark from him could make his loved ones smile so enchantingly.

Blessed — utterly blessed he was, was the thought rocking his mind, as he gently laid by her side, holding her tightly in his arms again, never willing to let this woman go from his side.
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[Tower of Babel]

"So, he decided to spend the night in the church?"

Carefully bowing her head, Milia took all measures possible to avoid crossing the piercing gaze Lilith directed toward her.

The relationship between Lilith and Camelia couldn't be said to be bad, per se. In fact, strictly speaking, both of them could even be referred to as friends — at least the people who knew them intimately would claim so. However, with every story of two women being best friends, there was a catch — a rivalry. A deep-seated background of uncountable conflicts lay between the two.

These conflicts had a reason, a singular reason, which for most who'd hear of it would label it as downright childish. Others would probably understand and empathize with it; however, they would also be called stupid or naive by more sensible peers.

As the Supreme Daughter of the Church of Castitas — though back then she was just the Holy Daughter, a Supreme Daughter-in-training — Camelia had the option to end her service to the goddess by marrying Mars — the then-crown prince of the nation.

The title of Holy Daughter was one equal to that of the Crown Prince in all meanings of the word. Specifically, the time when Camelia was introduced as Holy Daughter, the position held more significance among the two — the reason being the controversial and horrendous state of the royal family of that time. Neptune wasn't someone who could be referred to as a fine king, after all.

Moreover, to add to her worth, Camelia was without a doubt the most talented Holy Daughter to be ever appointed the titular role in Lustburg; she was the pride of the human race. Meanwhile, Crown Prince Mars wasn't too shabby himself, being the most talented prince the nation had ever seen — a gem strictly on par with Camelia, the Holy Daughter.

For that very reason, alongside Duchess Milaris, Camelia was one of the few women who could have become the official wife of Mars. In fact, truth be told, she was ranked higher than the Duchess in the extremely narrow list of 'worthy' candidates. Such was her popularity that the people of Lustburg were already preparing for the marriage between the two, gossiping about the holy union they would forge and the strong future they would be able to unfold for the kingdom.

However, the day Camelia first set her eyes on Mars, she walked up to him and politely declined him, even before anyone had the chance to bring up the subject of marriage. So thorough was her reaction that she even made sure to clearly state that he simply wasn't her type, completely rejecting him.

This action of hers brought an uproar in the whole kingdom. For a time, people were even wondering if the church and the royal family would have a fallout. After all, this union was simply too perfect and in the minds of many, the only reason for refusal was the growing tension between the two camps.

However, Mars, being the ever-charismatic individual he was, never particularly cared about being rejected by Camelia, and the two of them even became good friends after this turbulent encounter. However, Lilith never took it well, making it her personal vendetta to oppose Camelia till the end.

A snicker nearly escaped Milia's lips, before she disguised it as a cough.

The Lilith of back then had been really cute.

Lilith, who would have surely unsheathed her sword if she knew of Mila's thoughts, frowned at the clear sound of a snicker she heard before finally letting out a tired sigh, unwilling to bother with the maid.

"Well, I guess this isn't bad. Did you do what I asked?"

Milia's hidden smile completely vanished at Lilith's question, replaced by a serious expression as she responded to the queen regent's query.

"The Crown's Shadow acted and tried to gather intelligence, but they found nothing. That woman is completely clean."

The sound of Lilith's fingers tapping on the table was the sole source of noise in the otherwise-silent room, taking on an eerie hue.

After a while, a sigh of relief escaped her.

"Let's end this now. As long as she doesn't step completely out of the line, I will not act, despite her disrespect to Sol. But send her a message…”

Though they didn’t see eye-to-eye, Arachne was still someone with whom Lilith had fought side-by-side with during the last war. She had been a dear companion, and many of the armors that saved her life were personally created by Arachne.

As such, she owed quite a heavy debt toward that woman. Still, there were limits that shouldn’t be crossed, no matter what.

“This will be the last time. I refuse to let that woman throw her bitterness at Sol. Now you can go."

Milia simply nodded and gave a last courteous bow before leaving.

Once alone in her study, Lilith leaned on her chair with a tired expression as she pinched her brow.

I need to relax a little.

Thinking so, she began to walk towards a long rectangular black case on which the motif of a black snake — the beast of lust — was marked.

Opening the case, she became lost in thought as she stared at the object inside it.

It was a pristine sword, ninety centimeters long and twelve centimeters wide; the letters of a long-unknown language inscribed on it.

Calling the sword beautiful would be an affront to the otherworldly weapon. for it represented the form of perfection.

It was a holy sword that had brought salvation, but it could also become a demonic one that could wreck utter destruction. Everything depended on the wielder's whims.

This weapon was also the only sword that the king officially recognized as one that could be wielded by the goddess.

As she gazed at that sword, memories of a distant past began to appear in her mind, and a sad smile formed on her face.

You were really a big idiot.

Right here, right now, she wasn't a queen, she wasn't one of the most powerful women in the kingdom nor was she a war-hardened warrior.

No, she was just a woman weeping over the death of her most beloved one.

Tears began to gather in the corners of her eyes as she choked back a rueful sob.

“Big brother, you know being a queen really isn't easy. I don't even understand why you wanted the throne so much.” She murmured, with a voice full of emotion and nostalgia.

"Big brother, tell me — are you proud of me? After all, I am not a crybaby anymore, right?"

"Hey, big brother, can you see your son? Hehe, he really grew up splendidly, don't you think?"

"Fufufu, can you believe it, he even managed to make the woman who never fell for your charms fall in love with him. He is pretty good, right?"

"I can already imagine you calling him a womanizer for having so many women."

"Tell me, I did well, right? I raised him well didn't I? Once I pass the throne to him, I am sure that he will do a magnificent job."

"Big brother— I am so very tired. You must be lonely there, right? Or perhaps Blaze is still pushing you around, even in heaven? Hahaha, I can practically see it."

Her eyes seemed to lose their shine as she murmured mechanically while caressing the hilt of the sword, her emotions overflowing as they craved the culmination of her road…

"Soon, big brother, I will also be able to rest. Soon... very soon, I will finally be at peace."

The peace at the end…


Chapter 7


Ch 7: In The Darkness



Where there was light, there inevitably lay the presence of darkness. A kingdom, no matter how strong or how lawful, can never be without its own form of darkness and malice. Born out of the malevolence of the privileged few, who think that they are entitled to everything as if it was their birthright, the rotten underbelly of a kingdom can form.

The old slavery system was a thing of the past. A thing of such horror, it was hard just to even look back and reminisce about the state it had imposed on society. Thankfully, the horrible system had been reformed by the hands of the hero king.

Mars, during the full length of his life, gave his all to slowly but surely improving the conditions of the slaves, the cursed reality they found themselves in.

Nowadays, all slaves were the shared property of the kingdom and as such, hurting or killing them was equal to damaging the kingdom's property and honor. An offense of this magnitude was punishable by death.

Alongside some other such laws, Mars had truly managed to change the horrifying title of slave into something more akin to a public servant. For the slaves who were concerned, this was heaven compared to the fate they were subjected to before the laws were put in place.

In theory, they received pay, they were cared for, and each year they received checkups and other privileges. The true icing on the cake, however, was the fact that the children of the slaves were freed from the fate of a slave. They were free citizens by birth, and didn't have to take on the cursed mantles of their parents.

This was without a doubt a fantasy outcome. This was without a doubt incredible, but…was it really enough? Everything was perfect, in theory only. If only everything were to run according to theories, the world wouldn't have been as bleak of a place as one found it to be.

As always, reality was often disappointing.

***-

The Imperial city of Lustburg was divided into five great districts.

The Central District belonged jointly to the church and the Tower of Babel.

The District in the North was under the supervision of the Highland family.

The South, under the Milaris family.

The West, under the Travers family.

And finally, the East belonged to the supervision of the Gorfard family.

Four Ducal families, one Holy Church, and one royal family. Powers, organizations that stood at the very apex of the Lustburg kingdom.

Despite having their own territories, each heir of the Ducal families had the obligation to live in the Imperial city until they took their obligatory position as the head of their household and officially replaced their predecessor.

Officially, it was a way to help them have close contact with the different nobles comprising the kingdom's nobility, but everyone knew that in fact, it was a way to keep them as hostages.

In the Eastern district, the highest castle in all of its surroundings naturally belonged to the Gorfard family. Of course, it paled in both aesthetics and structure if compared to the Tower of Babel, but still, it was without a doubt a castle worthy to house a future Duke.

This castle was inhabited by Leonard Gorfard, eldest son of the Duke Gorfard, and heir to his title and territories.

If one were to be asked to describe Leonard, they would give you a list of all of his good points and merits. A list so long and exaggerated that you would wonder how such a perfect human being could even exist. And you would be absolutely right in your doubts. Perfection, along with other things that were absolute, never truly existed in the realms of reality.

Leonard was many things, most related to the benign and wretched, but his friends and confidants would describe him with only two words: arrogant and lustful.

Currently, in the shades of his room, he was pressing a woman face-first down onto a chiffon-veiled bed.

He grabbed her fair white neck from behind and pulled it up, enjoying the grimace of pain that flashed across her beautiful face. His grunts and her moans intertwined together into a harsh melody, as he lost himself to the bliss her lithful body exerted on his senses.

“My... my lord, please, please forgive me…”

“Hmph~! Is this all the famed blue wolf can do? I’m sure you can make better sounds than that. Moan for me, bitch.”

However, as he looked down on the wolf girl whose body was already twitching as she struggled not to pass out, Leonard slapped her buttocks with a “Hmph!” and dumped her onto the bed like a used toy.

The white-skinned woman rolled off the bed like a broken doll. The impact returned her fully to consciousness, and her body shuddered in disgust and pain from the previous torture enacted on her fair body by Leonard.

Her hair was as blue as the ocean, and two fur-trimmed ears stuck out from either side of her head. However, her flawless white body was now marred with bruises, bite marks, and many other signs of wanton violence.

“If you pass out from just that much, you won’t be able to satisfy me…”

“Please, forgive me…” the woman moaned in a small, trembling voice. Her eyes looked over to him as she climbed off the cold stone floor and back onto the bed.

“Try harder, then. Your fate depends on it.”

“Please, show mercy!!”

“Enough! Go back and be ready for the next time!”

Leonard did not even bother to answer her as he turned his muscular body away and ordered his attendants to dress him.

The wolf woman sobbed as she rose, naked, from the bed and wrapped herself in its sheets. Then she slowly limped away, supporting herself against the wall as she left the accursed man’s room.

Leonard clicked his tongue in disappointment, seeing her haggard display. “I’m getting sick of this toy. I wonder if I should find a new one.”

A voice responded to his muttering with a warning note.

“My Lord, even if it’s for fun, you shouldn't entertain such an idea. It would be bad if the royal family were to find proof of your misdeeds.”

"Tch! Don't talk to me about those holier-than-thou bastards. Slaves and commoners are nothing more than lowly playthings that should bow before us. Why make it so troublesome?"

The one who was speaking to him was an elderly man wearing a butler’s uniform. Despite the scene that had previously happened, no expression could be seen on his stoic face.

"Indeed, this is so. But the reality is in front of us."

"*Sigh* I get it, I get it. Enough of your yapping, it’s ruining my mood. Speaking of which, why did you come here today? Peeping? Or do you want her despite your age? That’s fine, too. She might be a bit dirty now, but she’s pretty when she’s cleaned up.”

After Leonard was dressed, his attendants left the room. Now only he and his butler remained in the silent confines of the room.

"I am afraid I will have to decline. My old body isn't what it was anymore." While speaking, he bowed and presented a letter sealed with the insignia of the royal family. "We received this letter just now, it's an invitation to participate at the ceremony in the Colosseum."

"Kekeke~! That sissy bitch living in a golden prison is finally showing himself? Who would have thought."

Leonard smiled derisively and took the letter from the old butler's hands. Malevolence shone in his eyes.

"So he finally reached that age, hu?. I guess it was about time. Are the preparations ready?"

"Indeed."

"Oh? Good, good. It's necessary to act fast now. It would be a shame if we missed this perfect timing."

The event in the Colosseum was a sacred ceremony, and was the coming-of-age ceremony that all crown princes and princesses had to go through. Messing around with it would be quite interesting.
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Elsewhere, in an unknown place, an elderly man was kneeling in front of a bed while facing a beautiful young girl, who seemed to be in a state of deep sleep.

At least she would have been beautiful, if her body wasn't marred by purple vein-like marks that throbbed rhythmically.

Despite those marks, the old man's gaze held no disgust nor fear, only deep affectionate love, and unending sorrow.

"My child, I am so sorry for everything you have to endure. Your grandfather is truly a useless man. But you know, I have found it. I have found a way to cure you of your pain and suffering. Soon you will be able to laugh and run as you did in the past."

He lovingly caressed her face and closed his eyes in order to hold back the tears that were threatening to fall.

I am sorry, I am so sorry for what I am about to do. But this is the only way to save you. For that, I am willing to become a devil if necessary.
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Time waits for no one. As the gears turn and machinations fall in place, time inexorably advances to an unknown future.

Would that future be good or bad for the ones that are concerned… That too, only time could tell…


Chapter 8


Ch 8: Training



The grating sounds of sword clashing against sword resonated deeply in the hanging garden of the Tower of Babel. Sparks flew, and exchanges were made.

In the middle of the clearing stood a ring, in which two people were fighting. No hesitation was reflected in their moves, matching speed, strength, and skills in a powerful display, trying their utmost to best the other and emerge triumphant.

One of them, a young man with golden streaks in his blonde hair, was sweating profusely due to the unceasing combat. An extremely focused expression persisted on his handsome face, his body precisely evading the blows and murderous slashes of his opponent. Still, he didn't stop there, answering his opponent's relentless strikes with equally-brutal attacks of his own.

The other person, a young woman with sapphire blue hair, perhaps slightly older than the man, had a much more relaxed expression and body language during the length of the exchange. Still, her posture was focused, and her strikes unyielding and precise, aiming for the man's vital spots.

Outside of the makeshift ring containing their fight — though it was just a circle drawn on the ground — girls wearing maid’s uniforms were observing the fight with a variable range of entranced and enamored expressions across their faces.

Normally, such actions would be deemed uncouth — they had their respective duties to attend to, after all. But Sol, being the charming and lenient individual that he was, very rarely punished them for such little mistakes.

An astute believer of earthly principles, he knew that an even ratio of stick and carrot tactics should be used to deal with one's subordinates. There needs to be a balance between everything. And said balance leads to the formation of competent and loyal servants.

On the other hand, the gathering of clamoring maids weren't really entranced by the amazing display of swordplay being put on in the hanging gardens. Even if they could wield and weave mana, it did not mean that they could fight or even had any interest in said subject to begin with.

Though, they all still retained the basic ability to defend themselves — a requirement for being maids to royalty, especially in occupying a position at the top level of the Tower.

The reason for their entrancement, what held their collective attention was the steamy display of the sweating, incredibly-toned upper body of their charming young master.

Born with aesthetics to fit his position as the future king and representative of the human kingdom, it wasn't an exaggeration to say that Sol's body was perfection incarnate. Neither scrawny nor bulky, his muscles were perfectly streamlined and his overall toned figure was the literal wet dream of many women, quite a few of whom were present at the scene. Not many had been fortunate enough to see him in person, a situation that would surely come to an end…perhaps soon?

Ever since the day of his orgy with the five maids dedicated to bathing him, those five never missed an opportunity and unceasingly bragged about how good and attentive he had been during the debauched act they shared and enjoyed together.

Raunchy details of the act, especially the part of their enjoyment, brought great surprise to the more-experienced ladies in the castle.

The surprise originated from the fact that, in this world, sex was more of an act where a man let out his primal urges by using a woman for his convenience. It wasn't quite as animalistic as it surely sounded, but the men of this world didn't see the pleasure of their partners as their first priority, or any priority for that matter.

His popularity in the castle went up by several notches after the explanation of his exploits and now, wherever he went out, the maids all stared at him as if he was a piece of fine meat on a chopping block. Ready to devour him at the slightest chance.

Moreover Lilith, being hellbent as she was on not missing a chance to throw any woman at him, promised a rather-substantial reward for the girls he would invite to his bed, which would worsen his predicament quite a bit.

The heated duel was now approaching its zenith. The climax of the practice combat sparked when Sol, who was approaching his limits, failed to avoid a hit on his shoulder. He gritted his teeth hard in order to hold back the cry of pain that almost blared out of his throat. That strike had really hurt, but he wasn't about to relent so easily.

This time, avoiding another blade, he rushed in, deciding to put an end to the match with a rapid thrust of his blade to his opponent's vitals. However, the sword stopping close to his throat told him that his movements had already been read and countered with practiced ease.

Rough sounds of breathing echoed through the grounds. Finally, the tired prince lowered his shaking blade, admitting his defeat in the duel. His body was exhausted, his mind expanded to its very limits.

"I lost again."

A bitter smile tugged on Setsuna's beautiful lips, her eyebrows knitting into a tight frown. She completely ignored the scream of the girls in the background as bitterness welled up in her mind.

Bitterness, because she knew that those dastardly girls were basically in heat and were waiting to help Sol bathe — meaning they were just eager to spread their legs shamelessly for him to pound them with the sweet taste of heaven and beyond. It was so very frustrating for her to not be able to cross the final line with him, teetering around its edges was the only way left for her. Each and every single time, she had to remind herself that soon she would be able to forget all restraint and truly be one with the man she loved.

It wasn't the sole reason, however. Another glaring reason for her bitterness, and the primary one at that, was the dejected expression hanging on Sol's handsome face, his aura gloomy at the loss he had just received. Each time she saw him sulk like this, she had to hold back the urge to rain down on him with relentless punches.

Her skills and experience aside, she was a beast woman from the blue wolf race. Even without the usage of mana, her strength and speed weren't aspects that a young human should have been able to match in the slightest.

Sooner or later he will understand how much of a monster he is.

He was growing exponentially, at an extremely rapid and unbelievable pace. Soon, she would have a hard time holding back against him and would have to use her full power to restrain him.

It wasn't like she didn't understand why he wasn't satisfied with his current strength, however. Sol’s common sense was rather skewed because of the way he had been raised. This uncommon upbringing made way for the fact that he didn't have a good understanding of what could be termed as ‘average’ in this world.

Even now, because of Lilith's order, Setsuna couldn't tell him everything and praise him wholeheartedly for his efforts and talents. After all, she was still officially a slave of the royal family.

It does not matter. Soon, I will answer only to him and no one else.

Still, she remembered the time, all those years ago, when she was toiling in the gladiator arena. A mere gladiator, she worked hard to hone herself in combat, till one day, a young, blonde-haired boy looked at her with sparkling eyes full of awe and wonder.

He did not have the greedy gaze, full of sick lust, that the other spectators usually directed towards her, despite the terrible strength and aura she wielded after years in the gladiator arena. Rather, only admiration and curiosity rippled in his beautiful sky blue eyes, eyes that seem to hold the vast skies' brilliance in them.

The moment he bought her, and immediately tried to break the slave contract, she opened her heart to him completely and became his friend.

The day he stood in front of her, trying to protect her from who they thought to be a monstrous witch, always stood out in her mind. While she cowered, gazing at that trembling, but oh-so-reliable back, he had tried to shield her without taking his own safety into account. That day, she swore to give her loyalty to him and him alone.

She knew that in the grand scheme of things, he had done nothing particularly special. He wasn't the only one looking at her with admiration in the arena, and if the witch had truly been hostile, his sudden act of protection would have been useless.

But, did it really matter? She didn't need more. Especially at a time when she had no one there to support her but him.

When she stood in front of him, she could feel a fuzzy feeling welling up in her stomach. Her heart beat erratically, and her face heated up with affection and love for the wonderful boy who had showered her with the adoration she so desperately sought.

"Setsuna, you were as wonderful as always."

Watching his dazzling smile as he praised her without the slightest negative feeling, a simple thought formed once again in her mind, like an endless, everlasting echo. An absolute truth that she had already determined so many years ago, that still held true, and she surmised would remain absolute till the end of times…

Ah, I really love him.
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After taking a refreshing bath — though, to the dismay of the maids, a simple one without any lustful acts thrown into the mix — Sol was on his way towards the lower floor, since he had some things to discuss with his aunt.

Despite having been bruised in his last round of sparring, he could already feel his wound slowly heal up, bringing his body back to peak condition.

I am changing, aren’t I?, he pondered to himself.

It had begun not long ago, just after his first time with Camelia. He was slowly becoming stronger, faster, and overall better in all aspects of combat.

Since then, the change would become greater after every act of passion with her, though until now — two weeks had passed after their first time together — Camelia still refused to give him her virginity.

Sol wasn't dumb; he knew how to connect the dots. Whatever ritual she was going to enact was without a doubt related to the change he was currently undergoing.

Well, let's just wait. She said that today would be the day.

He was truly curious. What would the ritual entail? Well, he would learn about it soon enough, so he didn't let that thought plague his mind anymore and simply discarded it.

He was in such an absent-minded state because of his contemplation, that he reached the door to Lilith's study before he even knew it.

“I am here."

"You can enter."

Getting her permission, he opened the door and was once again awed by her beautiful sight.

It would be so much better if she smiled and laughed more.

He rarely saw her give a true heartfelt laugh; there were always smirks, or masks she put on as a pretense. The most she would give was a small, measured smile.

"Good morning. I hope you slept well."

While Sol was awed by her beauty, Lilith's heart always brimmed with pride whenever she looked at him.

In her life, full of shades of grey, he and her daughter were the sole sources of joy that would illuminate her surroundings in a kaleidoscope of blooming colors.

Hearing his question, she ignored the lingering thought that she hadn't truly had a good night of sleep in years, and always had to use sleeping pills just to help her rest.

"Sol, you should know that your awakening will happen in about two weeks. Do you know the ceremony that the prince must undergo on the day before?"

"Yes. The fight in the Coliseum, then a formal visit to each of the four Dukes to receive their allegiance."

"Indeed, the king doesn't have to be the most powerful, but he must be able to pull his own weight." As she spoke this line, in a solemn tone, she couldn't help but sigh before continuing. "The fight in the Coliseum before and after the awakening is a tradition. Before awakening, you must fight at least ten times in a row and win. Nothing will happen if you can't, but your reputation will take a massive hit. After your awakening though, you will have to fight the king or queen of the Coliseum."

Being from a different reality than the one of this world, Sol didn't really understand the need for such a display of prowess, but he guessed it had its uses. However, it didn't matter to him. He clenched his hand, forming a fist at the thought of the ensuing fight.

The fight against the strongest gladiator. Even if he wasn't expected to win all the other matches, he still had to win that match, no matter what. An inevitable conclusion, since the current strongest gladiator was…
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As always, his discussions with Lilith were a little stiff and straightforward.

He didn't mind it, to be honest. He just missed the days when she would hold him and smile and laugh when he was still young.

I need to make our relationship a bit better.

I am truly blessed in this life. Once again, whichever god or goddess sent me here, thank you from the bottom of my heart.

This time he was sure it wasn't just his imagination; he knew he heard the laughter of the deity he was praising.

"Sol?"

Focusing once again on Lilith, who was throwing a questioning glance at him, he shrugged lightly before changing subjects,

"Can you make a little time for me? What about some light sparring? I have some time before my next lesson with my teacher."

Since he wanted to strengthen his relationship with Lilith, he had to work hard. Someone had to take the first step after all and Lilith was clearly a little too awkward when it came to this.

Besides, he didn't mind doing some training with his aunt.

"Oh…" Lilith hesitated a moment, before finally nodding, "It has been a few years since I held a true sword. Don't laugh at me, okay?"

"Of course."

He had heard about her legendary skills, but had always wondered how strong she truly was. At least he could see it for himself now.
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Sol stood transfixed as the huge, two-handed heavy sword stopped just an inch before his face. The air pressure was so powerful that everything behind him was completely blown away.

'Okay...What. The. Fuck?'

This fight had been so short, it simply couldn't even be called a fight.

'Man…That was….that was so fucking awesome!!"

He couldn't help but shout aloud in excitement. Seeing his beaming eyes, full of awe and trained on her, Lilith, who was about to correct his usage of uncouth language, swallowed back her words.

It had been a long time since she had been so sincerely complimented. After all, the men of this world did not really take it well when a woman was stronger than them.

"This is nothing. You should be able to do as much, if not more, with sufficient training."

No way. Is she embarrassed?

He had to hide a cheeky grin forming on his lips. It was the first time he saw her so flustered. Still, his compliments were heartfelt. Seeing a woman with such a lithe body holding a sword so large with only one hand was truly a sight to behold.

"So, how did you do that?"

Lilith twirled her sword a bit, creating a small whirlwind in its wake. "This is a principle of extreme control. Wielding a sword isn't just about swinging it wildly or using fancy skills. My style of fighting is based on absolute micro-controls."

At the end of her explanation, he saw her flick her wrist a little then, following that movement, some of the flowers around her were immediately sliced apart at the stem.

How can such a delicate movement be executed with such a large sword?

But there was a question nagging on his mind,

"Why use such a heavy sword? Wouldn't such a style fit a one-handed sword far more?"

The sword she was currently holding was a large broadsword, as tall as a fully-grown man, shaped like a butcher knife. The handle was also rather long and stretched up to the middle of her forearm.

This sword wasn't for games and jokes, but rather a true sword geared towards death. Still, for someone who used such a precise style, wouldn't a lighter sword be better?

"This is where you are wrong. Or rather, I should say that you lack enough information," She lovingly looked at her sword as she continued. "This sword was created specifically for me. Despite its weight, in my hands it's as light as a feather. This, plus my fighting style, allows me to use both strength and speed. It's the perfect sword for me."

"The perfect sword, huh?" Sol eyed his own sword with a certain amount of doubt.

"Do not worry. Once you awaken, you will have your own sword."

"The holy sword?"

"No!" Her outburst surprised and startled Sol, but even more so herself.

"I am sorry. I mean, the holy sword indeed belongs to the king. But he can only use it when fighting things that threaten the kingdom. Otherwise, the sword will not answer his call." Said Lilith, after clearing her throat.

"...I see. Anyway–" He was rather suspicious about why she reacted in such a manner, but didn't let it bother him, "–why don't we continue? Your move was too fast for me to glean anything from it. We still have an hour to ourselves."

Saying that the training gear Lilith wore was revealing was an understatement. She wore a variation of Chinese Qipao, but the slit on the two sides reached up to her butt. She was totally unrestricted but it also revealed her amazing thighs and wide hips. He truly wondered why people wore such revealing clothes.

But he understood that with the use of mana, armors in themselves were pretty much useless and clothes that freed movements were more prized.

What followed was more of a light sparring with Lilith holding back a lot. Still, each bout ended with Sol learning more and more, slowly but surely changing the way he held his sword.
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Sol laid down on the grass, his entire body bathed in a thick layer of sweat.

"At this level, I guess I may really never catch up to him." Murmured Sol in a quiet tone. He had never really felt inferior to his father, Mars. But always being compared to someone else had its adverse effect.

This workout was even more intense than the one he usually conducted with Setsuna. Lilith, on the other hand, had barely worked up a sweat.

Looking at Sol, laying like that with unfocused eyes, she couldn't help but think back to the past. Though at that time, it was she who had lain down in the grass gasping, while her brother looked at her, totally unscathed. She remembered how frustrating it was.

"Sol. Do you want to hear a story?"

Her words brought his attention back to reality as he looked up at her, "A story?"

"Yes… More precisely, my story."

Lilith smiled quietly. There were so many things she wanted to tell Sol. About who she was… and what she was. She had so many secrets that sometimes even she lost track of them.

“You could say that I was born blessed and cursed at the same time.

But, in this kingdom, women could still be influential as long as they had enough power. I had thought that I would reach the summit once my awakening happened. After all, I was…Well, I was supposed to be that way.”

She shook her head, “My dreams were shattered on the day of my awakening. My capacity was zero. Something heard only in literature, or in comedies. You could even say that my lack of talent was so staggering that it was simply legendary. I was mocked, despised, humiliated by the populace and cast aside by my creator.”

Sol found the way she referred to Neptune — technically his grandfather — pretty weird. Shouldn’t she call him ‘Father?’ He decided to save that question for later. It was rare for Lilith to share her past and he didn’t want to push her too much now.

“But despite everything I was subjected to, I held on.

I didn't care about how other people saw me.”

Never cared and never would.”

When people mocked me, I trained.”

When they despised me, I trained.”

When they humiliated me, I still trained.”

Ultimately, even though I was cast aside, I never ceased to train.”

But this wasn't nearly enough, so I joined different battlefields, becoming a mercenary. I fought and fought. Day after day. Battlefield after battlefield.”

I fought so much I forgot the number of times I thought I would die. And in the process, I reached my goal. I became one of the strongest women in the kingdom and even in the world. I was respected by everyone.”

What about those who mocked and insulted me? They were now working with me and always had to wear a smile, even if it was blatantly false, to make me happy.”

Their faces, as they had to bow and scrape towards the one they had previously considered to be useless, were perhaps some of my best memories.”

She gave a laugh full of disdain, “Sol, please listen to me. Your life will likely be more difficult than mine. Few expected anything from me. But everyone is expecting so much from you.”

I won't lie, and tell you that I am different, and that I don't expect anything from you. This is the truth, this is reality. Right now, in the eyes of the world, you aren't Sol. You are Mars’s son. At least… until you prove yourself otherwise.”

She ruffled his hair, “So never crumble, never give up. No matter how tough or bleak the future may seem, always walk forward with your head held high. Show all of them — all of us — that you aren't just the son of the hero king. Show us that you are you and no one else. That you are Sol Dragona Luxuria! The day you can accomplish that… I will finally be able to rest… I will finally be at peace.”

Sol was still in a daze after listening to Lilith's story. Still, it didn't last long, "I understand." He answered simply, with a smile full of confidence.

Whining would change nothing. If he had the time to complain, then he should just use it to become stronger.
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Sol walked down the stairs towards Edea's, wearing a weird expression on his face.

It was a mix of disappointment and relief; disappointment because nothing had happened, and also relief because nothing had happened. Her expression still filled his mind, and he feared understanding what she meant by being at peace.

I never thought that I was such a coward.

He swore that the next time they had an important discussion, he would push to better understand her.

By the way, I wonder what happened to her husband?

All he knew about the man was that he was from the Gorfard family, but he had mysteriously died a few weeks after their wedding.

Mysterious accident?

Everyday, he was learning more and more secrets.


Chapter 9


Ch 9: Awakening



"Your conversation with little Lilith was particularly interesting."

Sol's face was deadpan while he looked at Edea, at the way his teacher brought up her eavesdropping habits to him.

Still, he nodded. He was rather happy about his discussion with his aunt, and every time he managed to learn some new things he didn't have a complete grasp on.

Edea smiled before waving her hand in the air, mana gathered at the tip of her fingertips. Soon a spherically-shaped holographic map was slowly formed in front of him.

"But she is right. It's necessary for you to always have a better grasp of the world."

It wasn't the first time he had seen that map. After all, it was the map of the known world.

"As you know, our world is a body made out of 30% land and 70% water. We have a worldwide population of nearly 2 billion, and a ratio of 3:7 men to women."

Each time Sol saw the map, he couldn't help but fall deeply in thought. Even though the formation of the continents was a little different, this map really made him think of Earth.

No, this is more like Earth's Pangea map with the continents already a bit away from each other.

He could already roughly recognize the shapes of Africa and North America. This was one of the reasons that made him think that this world was either an Earth of the past or, more likely, a parallel Earth in an alternate universe, conforming with his multiverse theory.

"The living places are divided into seven countries, with each of them taking a huge chunk of the habitable lands."

On the map, the number of places where living and farming was possible was highlighted in green, while the uninhabitable areas were highlighted in red. At a glance, it was clear that the green parts were significantly smaller than the red ones.

"Our country, the kingdom of Lustburg, is headed by the Luxurian royal family and the Castitas Church. We are one of the largest countries, with an area of more than three million square kilometers. The largest country being Gluttony Foss, with 18 million."

Sol and Edea shared a grimace at the mention of Gluttony Foss. The royal families and church of Gluttony Foss worked differently than the ones for the other countries. Since one woman held power over the two structures, the Temperantia church, and the Gula royal family, she ran the country with total impunity.

Echidna Gula. Also known as the Mother of a Thousand Monsters.

She was a being only slightly younger than the fourteen divine beasts. Some even called her the fifteenth divine beast.

That woman was the stuff of legends and nightmares. Mothers used her name to scare their children.

But this wasn't the actual problem. It wasn't like there weren't a bunch of old monsters in this world, aside from Echidna already. No, the problem was that, for some unknown reason, she would regularly wage war on a random kingdom every few decades or centuries.

No one knew her goal, and no one could understand her reasoning.

She was in no way interested in conquest. The fact that the world still had seven kingdoms was proof enough of that claim.

She wasn't interested in resources. The part of the world that she held control of was rich with minerals and cultivable land. Her kingdom was completely independent of any form of trade outside of its natural borders.

She wasn't even interested in slaves nor manpower; the population of her kingdom was all-powerful entities, who had no need for such.

In short, Echidna was an enigma, and getting her attention was synonymous with inviting calamity. She was the personification of Pandemonium. The last time she waged war…was nearly two decades ago, against the kingdom of Lustburg.

The result? Overwhelming losses; the death of the majority of the men who were sent to war, making the male/female ratio of Envilya very unbalanced, and; the death of the hero king and his dragon wife, Mars and Blaze.
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A depressing atmosphere settled briefly between the two.

Sol clenched his fists tightly in frustration. In this world, Echidna was no different from a natural calamity.

No, that wasn’t a viable analogy. At least with magic, you could stop an earthquake or a tempest. But no amount of magic was enough to stop Echidna.

At least this was the consensus… until Mars had appeared.

A man of miracles.

No matter how pathetic he was with women, my father was truly powerful.

He didn't know much about this part of the story. No one around him was forthcoming with details about what had occurred, and there was no exact record of what had happened either.

The only thing that was known was that, at the price of his life and that of his dear wife, Mars managed to create a barrier that sealed Echidna within her castle, and would slowly but surely weaken her for each year she was inside that seal.

Moreover, he inflicted such severe losses to the chimera army that it was simply unbelievable and unprecedented throughout history.

Mars Luxuria was a hero. He was the Hero King, the man of unending miracles, and yet… he was also dead.

Should he feel proud of having such a father?

Sol didn't always think so. He would rather sacrifice the world than to sacrifice himself or, more than anything, his loved ones. He knew this was selfish, even stupid in the eyes of many. But he had never been one to be a hero.

If he was honest, if the right to become a King wasn’t dependent on the existence of a Blessing, he would gladly give up his throne officially to Lilith, and leave to explore this world.

He didn't hate his father, per se. He didn't have the qualifications to hate him, nor did he have enough memories about his parents for them to be anything more than strangers. His memories of his previous world stopped him from seeing Mars or anyone as some parental figure.

But if Mars was the hero in people's minds, in Sol’s opinion, Mars was also a man who murdered his wife and died alongside her, effectively making their only child an orphan. The world acclaimed heroes, and only the family cried for the loss.

"Master, let's continue with our lessons."

Sol wasn't one to normally dwell much on negative thoughts; there were simply too many other things he could do than to waste time worrying, or brooding over things of the past or events he had no control over.

Edea cast an approving glance at her disciple before continuing,

"This world’s structure is rather simple. Fourteen goddesses, fourteen divine beasts, seven kingdoms, and seven churches, and at the very peak of all that–."

She made another hologram appear between them, this time in the form of a pyramid. She lightly touched the very peak as she continued her trailing words,

"The Mother Goddess of Order."
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This was the genesis of the known world. The Mother Goddess had created the world. She was an all-powerful being, but she wasn't satisfied. She felt alone and isolated. And so she decided to create people to surround her.

Those people were her fourteen daughters, each of them born from one of her sins or virtues.

Each of her daughters was born as a pair, making seven pairs of twins.

For a time, a long, long time, those fourteen lived together in relative harmony. But then, the daughters also wished to create life as their mother had.

The very first of their creations were the fourteen divine beasts. But those creations weren't enough. Or rather they were too perfect. So perfect that they had no way to grow or change.

So, the fourteen daughters turned their attention towards the uninhabited world.

"What if we created life on this world, void of any life?" asked one of the sisters.

"What if they were granted imperfections, so that they could grow and change?" another said. No one knew who it was. Her figure remained shrouded in mystery.

And soon they reached a joint consensus and created living beings. Each pair created one race.

This was the reason why nowadays all of the seven races created kingdoms and churches following their respective goddesses.
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Edea finished her tale as she smiled, "We won’t talk about the veracity of this Genesis. The goddesses exist and that’s a fact. Of course, I don't need to ask you which of the fourteen goddesses created humans, right?"

She didn't wait for him to answer as she continued.

"The same happened to the divine beasts. They followed the goddesses who created them, and became the symbol of their respective kingdoms and churches that were created."

Another image appeared, that of a bird. No, more precisely–

"The sacred Phoenix of Chastity, Gabriel and–"

A second image appeared close to it,

"–The sinuous Snake of Lust… Asmodeus."
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The lesson continued for a while in the same vein.

"By the way, teacher. Don't you have something to explain to me?"

"Hmm?" Currently, Sol was reading a rather thick, leather-covered book titled Dangerous Zones of the World.

It was a rather interesting book, written by one of the angels living in Slothstein.

Edea meanwhile, was elegantly sipping her tea when she heard his abrupt question. Intrigued, she put her cup back on its saucer and threw a questioning glance at Sol as she queried for him to elaborate. "What do you mean?"

"I mean, what kind of spell do you always use to make me forget about confessing to you?"

"[Sto–]"

"By the way, I wrote a memo about me asking you this question today. If after reading this I remark that I have not asked about it, I will understand that you did something to me."

An awkward silence fell between the two. Sol didn't even bother lifting his head from his book as he flipped another page.

Still even though Edea couldn't see his face, she could feel that he was quite angry with her.

'This is the first time, right?'

She was quite surprised then incredibly flustered. Sol never got angry with her. He could be awkward, shy, or bashful, but she had never seen him get angry, no matter what she did to him.

This realization flustered her quite a bit. She stammered a little, but still couldn't properly express herself. None of her usual poise was present at the moment.

Finally, she simply sighed as she lowered her head,

"I am sorry. But I didn't… "

"Please do not try to explain anything when saying sorry. Apologize for what you did wrong. Do not add arguments. This was something you always taught me. Adding things like 'but' and 'I couldn't help it' changes apologies into excuses."

It was rather a surreal scene to see a hundreds-of-years-old witch being scolded by someone so much younger than herself. But Edea couldn't laugh, even more so since it was her own words that were being thrown back at her.

"I–I am sorry."

Sol let out a tired sigh full of frustration, as he closed the book he could non longer concentrate on. He briefly entertained the thought of simply getting up and leaving, but that would be stupid. It would just cause him to lose the advantage he so desperately managed to grasp.

"Later, we will have to talk about how turning back time to avoid a confession is a pretty big overreaction. For now though, I don't really need you to explain me why you did it. After all, I know why. I am also truly thankful because I know that you are simply thinking about my own wellbeing. But…this does not make it right."

"... When did you find out about it?"

"Hum. Nearly since the beginning?"

Edea raised her head so fast it looked like her head would snap off her neck. "What?"

"I mean, please don't underestimate me. I may not be the smartest but I am not stupid either. I know myself. I remember that one time I swore to confess to you, but weirdly enough I didn't. Back then I chalked it up to forgetfulness or shyness. But once it happened twice, thrice at every single instance, I seriously began to doubt."

His mocking smile was rather grating, but Edea could do nothing more than simply stare at him in guilt. "If you knew, why wait until now?"

"Because soon I will have my awakening. You remember that as a prince I can make one request to Luxuria right?"

"NO!! ABSOLUTELY NOT."

The vehemence in her voice, as she leaped up from her seat and slapped the table with her small hands, was a surprise both for him and for her.

Taking a deep breath, she steadied herself as she spoke, "If you use your wish for something stupid, like being able to touch me without being affected by the curse, I swear I will close all access to my space."

Her threat was real. Sol could feel it. She wasn't joking. But– so what?

"So? Even if you close it, I will just have to become strong enough to break your jail open. I will never allow you to live your life in this glorified golden prison you call home so this will be two things done at the same time."

"You…" She was struck speechless by how bold he suddenly became.

"... Why are you acting so selfishly? Please, Sol, don't do that. Your wish is something that could empower you extremely, or give you great advantages. Don't waste it on someone like me."

A serene smile formed on his face. Even though he was still seated while Edea stood, she suddenly felt as if she was the one who was being looked down upon,

"Teacher, I wonder. When will you stop playing the role of the tragic princess? Why do you always use those words?"

"What?" Once again his words struck her dumb to her very core. This time though it was followed by an incredible feeling of anger and humiliation. She was just about to blow up when their gazes locked.

'Why? Why are you looking at me as if I am some pitiful child?'

"Teacher. I do not and will never understand your pain. Hundreds of years of weeping over the betrayal of your first love is something I simply cannot fathom."

Edea closed her eyes at his words, her fist clenching and her body shivering in melancholy, but Sol acted as if he did not notice.

Seeing her in pain pierced his heart, but he could not stop. This was an occasion of the likes he may never get again. If he gave her time to calm her emotions, nothing he said would reach her anymore.

So, he simply decided to go all out, "Please believe in me. I’ll definitely try to do something about it. Even without my wish, I should still have a way to deal with it."

She shook her head. It was impossible. If he let her do that, he would die sooner or later.

"I’ve already worried about it… I’ve already thought about it. I’ve already suffered… that’s why– I gave up."

"It's easy to give up, but…"

It's easy to give up?

An incomprehensible shock shot through Edea’s whole body the moment those words entered her ears.

It felt like the shock of being struck by thunder from the top of your head. The inability to put it into words took form as an explosion of anger within her chest. Her whole body was ruled over by a sensation that felt like all the pores on her body were open and burning.

"You said it's easy to give up?"

"Teacher?"

"Don’t give me that shit! There's no way in hell that giving up is easy." Her emotions full of unbearable gloom exploded as they bore onto her tongue and were spitted out as curses. She even forgot her usual elegant way of speaking.

"Do you think that I’m giving up, completely discarding everything, throwing everything and anything away, without doing anything and without thinking about everything at all?!"

Her whole body shook as she did her all to hold in the tears that hadn't fallen in hundreds of years.

"It wasn’t easy to give up! It was easier to think that I could fight and do something! But I was helpless. There was no path to take! I couldn’t continue on any path other than the one of giving up!"

Even if she challenged it and challenged it, even if she fought and fought, even if she polished her plan hundreds or thousands of times, even if she entrusted it to others, the only result was an inevitable failure.

"If I could do something about it… even I… even I…"

She also had a maiden heart. She also wished to fall in love again, and to be loved back, to hold the hand of her loved one and become one with him, both in body and soul, to wake up in his arms and later down the line to sire his children.

"Teacher."

Sol called out to Edea, whose head was facing downwards, and he had eyes filled with an amalgam of emotions.

Edea on the other hand was filled with immense shame. She was disgusted by how her shameful side was exposed and couldn’t look up at his face.

"Teacher… It's easy to give up."

"..."

"But…"

The gloom of her innermost thoughts, her dissatisfaction, and her sentiments that seemed like an outburst of anger…

"... It doesn't fit you, teacher."

All of those things vanished when the boy she always cared for made such a straight declaration filled with absolute confidence.

"I don’t know what type of life you’ve been through, or what you’ve done that made you suffer like this. I know I shouldn’t rashly say something, like I understand it too."

"..."

"But… but even then… there are things that I understand."

"..."

"I know that my teacher isn’t someone who could give up on something midway. I know that you aren't someone who can give up on the future."

Edea was overwhelmed by the fierce radiance brimming within his eyes.

Because after all, this couldn’t have been anything but a misunderstanding by him; it was a misunderstanding that was so wrong to the point of it being humorous. It couldn’t be anything other than an overestimation of herself as a person.

Edea didn’t understand just how precious, just how triumphant of a person she was in Sol's eyes, but she knew that she wasn't anything like the version of her Sol imagined her to be.

She was a coward at heart. Despite all her powers, she stayed in a prison she could have left anytime she wanted because she didn't wish to face the outside world.

Even though she was betrayed, she smiled because she did not wish to face the harrowing truth.

Even though she felt alone, she smiled because she did not wish to cry.

Even though she wanted someone to help her, she smiled because she did not wish to break her pitifully snobbish pride.

"Tha… I’m not that kind of person… I―I"

"That's not true. Teacher is one of the greatest persons in this world for me."

Sol stated and continued to deny Edea's resignations.

"What do you, just what do you― just what do you know about me!?"

Her violent emotions that flared up in her chest burst out as a violent scream.

She raised her infuriated voice and the world as if answering her wrath began to tremble under her all-encompassing might. The wind picked up pace and the earth rumbled. Clouds gathered in the sky and a cold wind replaced the previously refreshing breeze.

This was the full might of Edea, known as the Witch of Time. Sol felt so small, so weak in front of her. Just a thought would be enough for her to completely crush him.

But…his gaze never wavered.

"I hate myself."

Edea murmured quietly, but her voice boomed and echoed throughout the world.

"I’m empty. I have nothing inside. No doubt about it……aah, it’s obvious. Of course, it’s obvious! Do you know what I did all the time from the day I was imprisoned in this tower until the day Mars and then you opened this door?"

Sol stayed silent as he let her vent her bottled feelings.

"I did nothing."

She slumped onto her chair as if all strength had left her body. Her eyes were devoid of any emotion as she blankly stared up, and the world that had previously trembled menacingly began to calm down.

"My rotten character was created all because of my powerlessness and incompetence…! I don’t do anything, yet I want to accomplish everything. It’s the height of arrogance, don't you think?"

Hundreds of years passed by idling and mopping, crying over her pain, and acting as if she was the saddest being in the world.

Of course, she did research, she accumulated knowledge and became powerful — extremely powerful at that.

"It wasn’t as if I was trying to become strong or trying to make things better…I was simply taking a clear pose, a facade to show that it wasn’t like I wasn’t trying and that I was putting in an effort. It was simply to justify myself…"

She was abandoned by the man who swore to always care for her and always protect her from all pain.

Even though her teacher, her very own mother, had told her to not believe in him, even though her sisters had told her that he was suspicious.

"Even when I decided to help you with studying, it was just a front to cover up my embarrassment! Deep inside, I’m just a small, cowardly piece of filth who only cares about my appearance. Deep inside, nothing…! Nothing has changed!"

Attacking with a strong voice, blaming others, and finding a reason, a sort of excuse for matters that didn’t conform with her convenience would put her at ease.

She felt at ease without seeing her true self.

She felt at ease without showing her true self.

If her exterior remained unpeeled, she could feel at ease from not being able to see what was inside.

Even after spitting everything out, she still couldn’t get the strong feelings in her chest, which were similar to nausea, to disappear.

Was it not a given that she should feel a bit lighter after spitting out everything that was stockpiled in her chest?

What will he think? What will he say? Will he be disgusted? Disappointed?

"I see. Teacher is truly worthless and slothful, and without any redeeming features."

Ah~! So this is it.

Her heart felt a pain never felt before; even the betrayal of Jupiter didn't feel as painful as the words spoken by Sol.

"But– So what?"

'What?'

She raised her head in shock and looked at the eyes full of compassion of the young man seated in front of her.

"You know, teacher — no, Edea. I do not care about how ugly you think you are or how much you hate yourself. I just wish to know more about you. About the things I already know and about those, I do not."

The unconditional love and trust Sol had for Edea made her feel an unprecedented level of unease.

She cursed at all those wrongdoings, exposed all those unsightly yet true feelings, exposed her facade that was full of lies, and confessed that she was garbage beyond saving. But even then…

"Why–just why are you looking at me, with eyes that are filled with affection? Why? Why are you so insistent about me? I’m weak, small, and cowardly. I hide my weak interior by acting as if I was so full of wisdom. Tell me why? What do you see in me?"

"Why? Do I really need to spell it to you after all this time?" Taking a deep breath, he punctuated his words with a carefree smile full of conviction. "Simply– because I love you, Edea."

He did not add anything, neither did he embellish his words, nor sugar-coat them.

"So what if you think you are worthless and without any redeeming qualities? So what if you hate yourself? So what if you find yourself to be weak and disgusting?"

He spoke in a strong voice full of emotions and conviction, while a deep golden aura slowly but surely began to emanate from his being covering his form.

'Impossible!'

Edea reeled in shock, the moment she saw that aura. It was without a doubt...

Mana? Moreover, it’s with an attribute?

Even Mars only awakened prematurely with attributeless mana. It was the norm. Humans were simply unable to have an attribute before making a contract.

But the moment Sol’s usually sky blue eyes changed into slitted golden ones, she immediately understood,

He had awakened his dragon blood.

Sol, who was about to continue his tirade, immediately stopped as he felt the new source of energy circulate throughout his body.

He looked at his hands. on which scales were slowly growing, and clenched his fists in wonder and intrigue.

It was then, Shit.

He was clearly on a roll, but because of what just happened, he knew the momentum was lost.

I never thought that I would be sad because I managed to awaken.

He laughed bitterly before letting out a strained sigh, but then suddenly had an interesting idea.

"Teacher, it seems that I managed to awaken quite early."

Edea woke up from her stupor and nodded to him with a smile. "Congratulations!"

She immediately began to clap in earnest. Truthfully speaking, awakening earlier than normal didn't bring any particular advantage, but from what she understood from studying Mars, it was more proof that Sol’s mana quantity and capacity were so high that they simply overflowed.

While she was clapping outwardly, inwardly she was letting out a sigh of relief.

This kid really managed to corner me.

She could still feel some heat permeating her cheeks. His last declaration was so straightforward that it was like taking a fireball in the face without any form of protection.

Next time I will have to be care–

"Teacher. What I did was truly unprecedented, aside from my father, right?"

Sol interrupted her inner thoughts, but his question was rather normal, so she simply nodded. Still, she couldn't help but have a growing feeling of worry.

This feeling was confirmed when a sly smile formed on the corner of his lips.

"As my teacher, shouldn't you offer me a congratulatory gift?"

"A gift?"

Indeed, a gift was in order, but why did she feel like she was walking into a well-placed trap?

"Of course. You always told me that an appropriate reward should be given when necessary. So, I want a gift."

Edea, who was still standing up, and Sol who was still seated, with a golden radiance of formless mana enveloping him, locked eyes with each other.

The stand-off lasted for a few seconds before Edea looked away with a pout and Sol flashed a smile of victory.

"What do you want as a reward?"

She let out a defeated sigh as she asked while closing her eyes. But, it was then, she suddenly felt a soft, moist feeling on her lips, while a powerful arm wrapped her waist.

She opened her eyes wide, only to see Sol, who should have previously been seated already up, and kissing her on the lips. She instinctively raised her right arm in protest, but Sol easily captured it with his free hand.

My first kiss!

She was so flustered that she didn't even remember that she just needed to use a little bit of her mana to overpower him.

Her struggles gradually weakened as their kiss went deeper when Sol entered his sly tongue inside her mouth, enveloping hers with his. She, slowly but surely, got lost in the sensation of their lips locking and their tongues dancing.

Sol, who had rather a lot of experience under his belt by now, didn't waste any time in completely making her putty in his hands.

But, Edea who was slowly falling into bliss, suddenly woke up with a start and finally put enough mana to push Sol away with panic evident in her actions

"Please, the curse!" Her face was wrought with anxiety, but soon the anxiety made way for incomprehension as she looked at her hand.

"Impossible."

It was the second time in such a short amount of time that she was shocked senseless.

"Teacher…?" Sol asked carefully, he didn't regret kissing her, nor about not asking her before doing the shameless act. He knew that Edea would have never ever accepted such things. Not because she did not want to, but because a kiss was enough to activate the curse.

Life Drain.

This was the true curse of the witches. Witches were able to absorb the life force of their partners, a little like succubuses. The only downside was that unlike the succubus, they had absolutely no control over the draining.

A simple kiss would be enough for the male to lose a few years of his life; as for sex, from the records he had read, the one who lasted the longest was an Elf from the Northern Pride kingdom. He died after just 50 minutes.

An elf, on average, had a lifespan of 400 to 500 years. A normal human only had 60 to 90 years.

Edea, who heard Sol’s question, covered her mouth and bowed her head.

"Sol, one of the features of the curse is that, even though we have no control over the drain, we know exactly how much life we have taken away."

She seemed somewhat lost as she muttered in a weak voice, "Your reckless kiss should have cost you between a few months to a year of your life force, but…you only lost ten minutes."

"So the curse does not affect me?!" Sol couldn't hide how elated he was at this sudden revelation.

"Rather than no effect, the effect is simply diluted. Anything beyond a kiss would still be too much of a price to pay."

Edea lowered her head and kept asking herself how this could be possible. Even though it wasn't a full immunity, it was still incredible.

Sol had just awakened. Even though the amount of mana he was emanating was rather large for a new mana user, in front of a divine curse no amount of mana should be enough.

It was then that she remembered.

"... You are a hybrid. No, more precisely, you are half-dragon."

"Teacher?"

"Quiet!" She waved her hand at him to shut up and bowed her head again, hundreds of pieces of information filtered in her mind as she recalled everything about the Draconic species as a whole.

Dragons were mythical creatures, all born from the Dragon of Pride Tiamat, a divine beast at the same level as Asmodeus.

From what she remembered, Blaze, Sol's mother, was one of Tiamat's most-beloved children, as between all dragons, she was the closest to Tiamat’s element and origin.

What made dragons so extremely dangerous was their absolute invulnerability to a precise element.

Blaze, despite her name, wasn't a fire dragon but rather a chaos dragon. Meaning, she had absolute immunity against any and all forms of magic, like her ancestors. The same immunity that Mars had also obtained, thanks to their contracts. The singular ability that made him and Blaze the most frightening duo in existence.

Now, what about Sol?

He was born from two beings who had an absolute immunity against all forms of magic. Even if he did not perfectly inherit those traits, he should still have a strong resistance against all forms of magic, right?

Edea could feel her heart shake at this realization. But not just this.

'Dragons don't just have their immunity. Scales as tough as the strongest metal, beings beloved by mana, extreme longevity, and…'

She could feel the heat rise again on her face as she thought of the last trait that made the dragons notorious in all the lands.

... A lust without limits. They say that dragons can impregnate anything and everything as long as it can give birth.

She subconsciously brought her hand over her stomach, while shivering not because of joy, but rather fear. Extreme fear.

She might be one of the first witches and without a doubt one of the most powerful, but she wasn't the sole witch in this world. Nor was she the only one who suffered from the curse.

If her conjectures were proven true…what would happen if those old and powerful witches, who had all wished to have a true relationship and get with child, were to learn of this?

"Listen, Sol, we might have a little bit of a problem."
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"So, if I understand well, Sol might get kidnapped and gang-raped by a bunch of Witches if your conjecture about his gift is proven."

"Indeed."

"I am too old to deal with this shit." Lilith sighed as she pinched her brows while she sat on the chair next to Edea. Sol and Edea hide a snicker at Lilith curse.

They were still in Edea's world, but after her revelation, Sol decided it might be wise to bring Lilith here.

"Okay. I understand. Firstly, " She stopped cursing under her breath before finally raising her head, "Congratulations on awakening. It came a little earlier than I thought it would, but it's alright. Now we just have to test your capacity and then wait for the opening of the Astral realm."

"Thanks. I must visit Camelia tonight, so I will also ask her to test me."

It was impossible to know one's own capacity through normal means. The only way was to use a special device, on which the church had the total monopoly.

No one could replicate it, since it needed Castitas’s divine blessing to work.

"I see." Lilith frowned a little at the mention of the name, but this didn't last long and she nodded, "Then no problem. We will do a special something to congratulate you."

"I understand."

"Also," she gave a rather broad smile, "Now that you have mana, you can train in the true arts, in the art I created, if you wish. I had Setsuna as your instructor all this time because I wanted her to give you the basics. Now you can learn higher-level techniques. You should also get your own weapon."

"I can't wait." He was indeed rather excited. Mana was the key to open the door toward a totally different opportunity. He could now enter the world of superhumans and protect himself.

"Also," Lilith fidgeted a little before speaking calmly, "We need to hide your awakening. It would be best if no one knew that you awakened early. Not even Setsuna or Milia."

Sol narrowed his eyes at this. There was absolutely no reason for him to hide his awakening. Rather, showing off his talent would make the citizens happy and tell the nobles that the royal family was still powerful and that they shouldn't think about manipulating him as they did with his grandfather, Neptune, the fearful King.

"I believe in Milia and Setsuna. Is there a reason why I shouldn't?"

He wasn't naive enough to believe that all those who smiled at him were people he could trust. But he refused to believe that Milia and Setsuna could have any bad intentions towards him.

"This isn't about trust. They are simply not suitable. Setsuna is too straightforward. People would immediately feel the difference in how she treated you if she knew you had mana. As for Milia…" She shook her head, "I simply cannot believe her at 100% for now. I am sure that she is loyal, in fact I doubt anyone is more loyal than her. But…Well, in the end those are just reservations, there will be no losses whether they find out or not."

Sol tapped his finger on the table in deep thought, She is hiding something?

He couldn't believe it. No, he refused to believe that Milia could be in any way possible a traitor. Still… Reality did not care about his beliefs. After all, didn't his father die because he gave his full confidence to someone else?

"I see."

He didn't say whether he would say everything to her or not and Lilith didn't insist either. She would never order him to do anything. He was always free to make his own choice and assume the consequences of those choices. She didn't think that Milia was a traitor either, but she was the kind who believed that being cautious never hurt.

"Enough. Even though there's some small problems, Sol’s awakening is a day that we should celebrate. Not about complaints or schemes," Edea managed to burst the awkward atmosphere that was settling in. "Right?"

"Indeed."

"You are right."

The two easily accepted her words.

"Sol, as Lilith said, now that you've awakened, your training regime will completely change. What's more, we must ascertain just how many characteristics of the dragon kind you have and to which degree. The most important thing is–Did you awaken a core?"

Beasts were divided into different levels of grades, going from E to S and in three tiers. The rank-S was a tier into his own and that for a simple reason.

Lilith, hearing Edea’s questions, shivered a little. That was just how much it meant for Sol.

"A core?" Sol was a little surprised. It was the first time he heard about that. He also never saw anything about a core in the books he had read.

"... Hum." Edea lips twitched a little. "I guess this is my fault. I forgot to explain it to you. Okay. Do you remember the difference between the tier-3 and tier-2 being?"

"Of course." Sol nodded before continuing, "Tier-3 beings who go from rank E to C have their mana veins awakened from birth. It allows them to circulate mana in their bodies. This is the greatest difference with humans like us who can only normally awaken our veins once we reach adulthood."

"Indeed. The mana veins, like normal ones, are connected to the heart. Meaning a stronger body is necessary for having a stronger and faster mana circulation. That's why you received such comprehensive training since you were young. What about tier-2?"

"Tier-2 not only have mana veins, but they can also have what is called a ‘second awakening’ with the emergence of their horns."

"Yes, " Edea let out a smile. " B- and A-rank beings can have horns. Of course, they aren't true physical horns but rather a sort of mana construct. This horn is a kind of booster of sorts. They can accumulate mana in those horns, and they can also boost their physical and mana capacity depending on how strong or numerous their horns are."

"Now tell me. If tier-3 has veins and tier-2 has horns. What about tier-1?"

"I guess it's the so-called core. What makes it so amazing?"

"Hehe. All S-rank beings have a core. This core not only allows them to store an incredible amount of energy but, the most important is, it allows them to absorb mana directly from the atmosphere."

"You mean…?"

"Indeed. In theory, S-rank can fight endlessly."

Sol was completely dumbfounded. The amount of mana one could hold was basically one of the greatest ways to judge power and talent. After all, the more mana you had, the longer you could fight and the more powerful spells you could launch.

Sol could already imagine himself throwing an endless amount of fireballs before snapping out of this dream.

'There's no way it could be that simple.'

Lilith felt pride at how fast the expression of Sol went from elated to thoughtful. She was happy because he understood that nothing in this world was simple. She continued Edea's explanations.

"It seems like you felt it. I was also impressed when I learned that. But your mother told me that it wasn't that easy. Veins, horns, and core. This trinity forms a complete circle. All three have to grow together. Even if you have endless mana at your disposal, how much you can absorb in one go depends on the thickness of your veins. How much you can use it to increase your power depends on the sturdiness of your horns."

"I see… So, how do I know if I have a core and the horns?"

Edea winced a little, "There aren’t many records of Hybrids between an S-rank and a human, but," she fidgeted a little. "Technically, in the next 72 hours you should have no doubt about the existence of those."

I don't like the way she is phrasing it. It doesn't seem like it will be a particularly good experience.

“Please be frank.”

"...It will hurt. A lot." She grimaced while giving Sol a look full of sympathy, "You weren't born with a horn or a core. So your body basically has to shift and create new organs that will connect to the already-existing ones. Saying that it will hurt is an understatement."

She hesitated a little before finally saying everything she knew," From the record of my master, she once knew a Pegasus hybrid, a close friend of hers. When the master asked what she felt while awakening her second and third characteristics, she said that it felt like giving birth."

Sol had never known that this world could be so cold and unwelcoming.
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A few hours later, Edea, now alone in her world, couldn't help but laugh out loud while thinking about Sol's expression when he learned what he would have to go through.

She felt a little bad for him, but she knew that it was something from which he couldn't escape. Using anything to dampen the pain could make the process fail or render it incomplete.

"Still," She stirred her tea with a faraway look, her face slightly blushing, "Perhaps it's indeed time for me to leave this prison."


Interlude 1: Story Of A Witch



XXXX years ago,

She couldn’t really recall, but her oldest recollection was without a doubt the pangs of hunger and the sickening feeling of overwhelming hatred. It was a deep and disturbing feeling, gnawing at her insides, making her unable to sleep or think. 

During this time, at only ten years old, she survived by eating scraps and leftover trash, by fleeing or hiding from most adults, especially males.

Back then, there was no kingdom, nor did there exist a royal family. People of all races fought over their faiths, and tried to indoctrinate their teachings into others. Humans were a prime target for those so-called indoctrinations.

They were used as weapons…. they were used as tools…. they were used as mere toys. 

She hated recalling those times.

Human life was lower than trash then. A bit of food was incentive enough for people to kill each other, and every day dozens of people laid dead in bleak streets filled with darkness.

She didn't remember much about those horrible and pitiful times, and in some ways, she was glad that she didn’t. However, she still remembered perfectly having once considered trying human meat, just to stave off her overwhelming hunger. 

It wasn't as if she’d been the only one with those lingering thoughts — or rather, for many people, it had gone past the level of contemplation.

That's why she had always hidden from others. That's why she had never trusted anyone. You never knew if the person next to you was seeing you not as a fellow human being, but simply as a sack of meat that would help them survive with a full stomach for a few days.

Those times showcased the deep darkness hidden in the very core of every human once pushed into a corner. 

Husbands killing their families. 

Mothers abandoning their children. 

Children being enslaved to be used as meat, or as stress relief for the most depraved or, in some cases, both. 

She saw it all, she observed it all.

Still, even though it was painful to be alive, even though she had to sleep all night with hunger raging in her stomach, wishing incessantly to never wake up again, the next day she would still wake up and fight another long harrowing day for her right to survive. 

She always entertained the thought of suicide. 

‘Why do I have to suffer so much?’ She’d asked herself that question over and over again. 

But never once did she capitalize on those self-harming thoughts, never once did she inflict harm on herself. 

Why? She didn’t know. Perhaps because she felt it would have been a waste to simply kill herself after surviving for so long. Perhaps it was because she felt like dying would be like losing to this shitty world. She wasn’t sure.

Still, that didn’t matter. At the end of the day, the sole, bitter truth was that she was weak, hungry, and full of overflowing hatred. 

In short… She was nothing special. 

For in this world, as a human, hatred, hunger, and helplessness were the most-common things, which no one lacked. 
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XXXX years ago,

She couldn’t remember much of those dark times, nor how many years passed as she fought for her life. All she knew was that she could now use a weird form of energy, and that she could somehow fight.

She became taller, her body fuller. But those changes were not welcomed by the other girls.

After all, she could see it; she wasn't ignorant enough to not notice the shift in their gazes. If the others rarely spared a glance towards her before, now their eyes were always straying in her direction. 

She could practically feel it. Their hunger and lust were only becoming greater the more she grew. The rags she called clothes could barely hide her most sensitive places and budding features. 

'Perhaps I will soon be raped, then eaten?' She wondered idly to herself. 'Will it be painful?' was her only contemplation about the matter.

At this point, she did not really care whether she lived or died. She did not care whether she was raped or not. Notions such as chastity were irrelevant in such times.

Ultimately, she just wanted to die in the most painless way possible. And it was at those troubling times— when the danger of defilement and inevitable death were looming over her head— that she met her. 

"What an untalented and pitiful child. You will suffice though. Tell me, little girl. Do you want to become a witch?" 

She clearly remembered that day, clearer than anything else about those dark times. The snow was falling in an everlasting rhythm and she was using that weird energy circulating inside her to protect herself from the freezing cold.

She always hated this time of the year. It was a wonder how she had managed to survive for so long before awakening that weird energy.

That day, as she had idled about, she heard a beautiful voice, one that was incompatible with this bleak environment.

The sound of footsteps on the snow allowed her to pinpoint the direction from where the person was coming. 

It was a woman. A woman so beautiful it was simply impossible to describe her; even if someone used the most eloquent of words to try and narrate her ethereal beauty, they would find it to be in vain, as no words could do her justice.

Even though that woman had the appearance of a little girl, younger even than she. 

Ah~! This is a superior being.

She did not try to run, nor did she try to fight. Instinctively she knew... this woman did not harbor any ill will towards her.

"W–what. Is. A. Witch?" 

Her voice was hoarse, for she rarely spoke, or had anyone to speak to. 

The woman, hearing her croaked-out question, simply smiled, 

"A witch is someone powerful, someone who can hold their own destiny in their hands. But…beware. If you choose this path, you may regret it later."

The girl could not understand those difficult words, nor did she wish to understand them. Only one word took all her attention. 

Powerful. 

She wanted power, all-encompassing power.

"Will I become powerful if I follow y- ." She talked faster than she should have been able to, due to her hoarse throat, but still did not care. 

The woman looked at her with a gaze full of pity. 

She did not understand then, why she had looked at her with such a gaze?

"You will."

"Will I… Will I be able to eat as much as I wish?" 

"You will."

"I see… Then… Please make me a witch."

A melancholic yet relieved smile formed on the woman's face. "As you wish. Now, follow me, my child."

The girl nodded and began to walk behind her. It was then that the other girl, who was walking ahead of her, asked without turning around.

"By the way. Do you have a name?" 

"A name?" What was the use of having a name? She had no one to call her by it. 

"Then since I can't call you 'Hey' or 'little girl' every day, how about I give you a name?" 

The girl hesitated for a moment before simply shrugging, "Do as you wish."

"Let me see. Since you will become a witch. What about calling you… Medea? That old snake always tells me that it was the name of a very powerful witch who did not exist in this world."

"Edea?" 

"No, not Edea, Medea."

"I see. Then all right."

That day, a witch was born. The witch of the East. The one governing over Time.

That day…

Medea Asmodeus was born.
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A splendid pipe organ was placed on the stage of a small concert hall.

The melody it produced was truly majestic.

It rampaged as if trying to rupture the hall from the inside.

In the lonely concert hall, a fantasia was being played on the famed musical instrument.

In contrast to the gigantic organ, the instrumentalist was almost comically small.

She looked to be no older than a very young girl.

Her hair was purist white. Her dress mirrored her hair. Her doll-like skin, mannequin-like, was also pale. She wore long white gloves, made of satin and silk, that stretched to her upper arms.

Only the color of her eyes, that were a unique combination of deep gold and blood crimson, shone in the dim shadows of the room.

The cool girl was entranced by her own musical performance, watching her delicate fingers cross the keys.

Childishness and expertise.

Extravagance and solemnity.

The melody, created by the girl and the famed musical instrument, perfectly harmonized these conflicting elements, turning them into art.

The audience seats on the first floor were all empty.

In the lonely concert hall, the girl continued her musical performance without paying attention to anything else.

Playing the keyboard of the pipe organ to her heart's content, the girl finished her glamorous musical performance, without pause, until the very end.

She closed her eyes, as if immersed in the trailing notes of the piece she had just played.

At that moment— applause echoed from the balcony of the silent hall.

The girl, startled, immediately jumped up in fright.

Someone had managed to enter this building without her being able to feel anything, or even detect the slightest presence.

She turned, and focused her gaze towards the balcony seats on the second level of the hall. Seeing the source of the applause she asked in a deep and more-sophisticated tone that didn't fit her youthful appearance, "Who are you? Don’t you know it's considered rude to spy on a lady?"

"I was not insensitive enough to make a sound during your musical performance." The man replied from the darkness of the balcony. He spoke in a unique tone.

His voice felt like a whisper, but she could hear him clearly. She couldn't help but ask, intrigued as she was, for this was the first time she played for anyone other than her sisters and surrogate mother.

"I played a simple piece. But please, may I hear your impression of it?"

"Your musical performance was as wonderful as always.

Always — meaning it wasn't the first time he had observed her.

Her face was suddenly flushed in a blistering heat. Was it because she had been spied on so many times and was never aware of it, or was it because she was weak to such straightforward praise? She did not know, honestly.

The man slowly moved to the balcony’s handrail. Then, his appearance was revealed. He was a youthful, stylish individual. His facial features suggested that he was in his early twenties at most. However, his expression was that of a person in the prime of his life, wrapped in bitterness with the slightest tinge of melancholy.

The thin-framed glasses sitting on the bridge of his nose gave him an intellectual appearance, suiting his overall aura.

The three-piece suit perfectly fitted his slim frame.

‘Handsome’ was the first word that came to her mind.

‘Powerful’ was the second word resonating in her psyche.

"May I know how to call you, my lady?"

"My name is Me— No, my name is Edea."

She did not wish to lie, but she did not wish to give her name to an ambiguous stranger either, no matter how handsome and stylish he was.

A small smile formed at the corners of his lips and he eloquently spoke in his low but crystal clear voice,

"I see. Then Edea, I am enchanted to be of your acquaintance. You may not have asked, but I am named…Jupiter."

This day marked the first meeting between the Witch of Time and the one who would become the first king of the Lustburg Kingdom. Jupiter Luxuria, the Conqueror King.

[FORTY YEARS LATER]

"So, it has finally come to this."

Edea looked at the room that had basically become her sanctuary and was now about to become her glorified prison.

"Indeed it has come to this conclusion. I am sorry, Edea or should I call you Medea?"

A bitter smile quiveringly formed on her childish face, as she looked at the man that stood outside of this caged room. Even now, his long golden hair seemed to shine with holy light.

"How many years has it been now? The two of us came so far together. From a simple noble in a kingdom under the control of the elves to the king of one of the seven nations. Everything I have, everything I am, is thanks to you."

"...And yet, you still choose to betray me."

"Indeed, I have."

"Why?" She whispered, lost and distraught, "Did I not fight enough for you? Did I not bleed for you?!! What about our promise?"

"Promise? Hahaha~! Oh, my dear goddess. Are you serious? Are you really that dumb? Did you seriously think that we could have a completely platonic relationship? Why should I torture myself with a woman I can't even touch?"

Each of his words mercilessly struck at her heart. Her whole body shivered as her tears slowly fell on the ground of her prison.

"Why… I could give up everything for you. I even refused to listen to my mother and sisters for you. I believed in you. If it's about your urges, there's no problem. I do not mind you having other women. As long as you stay with me, as long as you keep loving me, I can accept everything. So please. Do not discard me! Please…please... "

She became an utter mess as she vented out her suffocating emotions and crumbled. She bawled her eyes out, whispering, pleading to him to not discard her, to not abandon her.

This blow was simply too great. For her, who had never loved anyone before, the weight of this betrayal felt like a knife plunging deep in her heart and twisting it into a bloody pulp.

The pain she was now feeling was immeasurable.

This was a sight that would have melted even the most-hardened of warriors.

"Pathetic." Jupiter simply sneered derisively in the cruelest way possible.

"I am sorry, but you are an obstacle on my path. My wish is to conquer. That's why I am the Conqueror King. You can discard everything for me, but I will never do the same. Your light is simply shining too brightly, and people are doubting my power. So, you need to vanish."

His words struck Edea dumb; so much so that even her incessant sobbing stopped. She threw an incredulous look at Jupiter as she blankly asked, "... Just because of that? Just because I am outshining your light?"

The light vanished from her eyes as she realized for the first time just what kind of man she had fallen in love with.

“Heh, Haha. Hahaha~! I was truly stupid. Oh so stupid and naive."

Jupiter looked at her indifferently before simply ignoring her mad laughter as he turned to leave, the door slowly closing on his parting words.

"That door will not open before at least 200 years. By then I should have conquered the other six kingdoms. Sit tight. I will free you once I reach my goal."

Edea continued to laugh hollowly without paying any attention to him. It was a burst of shrill laughter full of self-mockery and inner hatred.

She laughed at her foolishness.

She laughed at her naivety.

More than anything, she laughed at the man whose desire for conquest blinded him from the reality of this world.

From a certain point of view, Jupiter wasn't wrong. What truly helped him receive Luxuria's blessings, the assistance of Castitas' church and the independence from the elves was her existence, her identity as the student and surrogate daughter of the first and strongest witch.

Now that she wasn't at his side anymore, what would happen, she wondered?

Only the inevitable, of course...

"I am sorry, Mother. I was truly naive."

Once her mad laughter full of burlesque and sorrow calmed down, she kept her head lowered in shame as she murmured.

Then, from behind her, two arms mysteriously appeared, bending reality and appearing out of the void, before hugging Edea and gently rocking her body.

It was a woman, her features hidden, as she held Edea close to her heart.

"Do not worry, my child. You have nothing to apologize for. A parent has to allow their children to make their own choices and assume the consequences of those choices. But no matter what, I will always always be by your side."
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Fifteen years later, Jupiter Luxuria, the Conqueror King, died on the battlefield against the republic of Wratharis, home of the beastkin.

His son, Pluto, took the throne and became the king at the tender age of ten. He ushered in a new age. He would later become known as the Peaceful King.


SECOND ACT: THE SAINT




Chapter 10


Ch 10: Who Are You?



"Mother, bless me."

Splash~!

In one of the innermost rooms of the church, a ritual was happening.

Despite being completely devoid of any decoration, the room seemed to be covered in a holy atmosphere.

In the middle of the room, standing over a large concentric circle in the form of a pentagram, Camelia could be seen with her arms outstretched, bleeding from the slits on her wrists.

She kept mumbling about a blessing from her "mother" as she bathed the circle, which was drawn in a special chalk, and her own blood.

This blood, even though it was coming from a human, had a slightly golden hue.

Her expression was as pale as a sheet and her breath was getting weaker. Still, she did not stop.

Next to her stood a young blonde-haired girl wearing blue armor and a worried expression. She opened and closed her mouth again and again but still didn't voice her concerns.

She knew that any words from her could disturb the entire ritual. As Camelia had been bleeding herself out to the limit of fainting continuously for exactly seven nights and seven days, she would never forgive herself if she made this ritual fail.

All of this because of that human boy, Sol. Why is she putting herself into such a danger for him?

She clenched her fists as she gripped her surcoat, while a feeling of powerlessness washed over her.

She couldn't understand why this holy woman, who she respected so much, was willing to pay such a price for a boy.

Sol Luxuria.

A name that made her extremely curious.

She had just entered the church of Castitas for a short time to complete her paladin training, and she didn't really understand what was so extraordinary about him.

Why were all the girls in the church and even the Supreme Daughter so enamored with Sol?

Does he even know how much sister Camelia is sacrificing for him?

Camelia wasn't just asking for a blessing from Castitas. By praying for seven days and seven nights, she was making a demand of the fourteen goddesses altogether.

She didn't know what exactly, but it seemed that she was asking the goddesses to bend the rules of the Astral world during the next opening so that Sol had a direct shot at obtaining a powerful spirit.

She was basically asking the goddesses to cheat for Sol.

From the record, it seems that the previous Supreme Daughter did the same for the hero king. Though she had to use her blood, as well as the blood of all Holy Daughters.

"Chloe, come and help me."

The weak voice brought her back from her musings and, with extremely careful moves, Chloe took the cloak she was holding and covered the nude body of Camelia.

"I am thankful, and grateful."

"You shouldn't be. It's my duty."

"Fufufu~! The clumsy Chloe is now a proud paladin in training from the holy order of Industria. Your mother must be so proud of you."

Chloe blushed in embarrassment but was extremely elated inside. During their training, the paladins of all seven churches had to complete their training in another church.

Generally, it was done at random to avoid imbalance, but Chloe, as the top of her class in Slothstein, was given a choice and she didn't hesitate to choose Lustburg.

She grew up hearing the legend of the hero-king and his band of companions.

The Supreme Daughter of Castitas and her own mother had been part of them. Though Chloe was a little disappointed that the son of her hero was nothing more than a womanizer.

"Thank you, my aunt. Mother always scolded me by saying that I would be a funny knight."

Camelia simply chuckled at that. She would never tell this niece of hers just how bad her mother had been at first, before becoming the Supreme Daughter of Industria. Parents had to keep some dignity, after all.

"Now, help me walk towards my room. I need to wash and get some energy potions. I can't let Sol see me in such a pitiful sight."

Sol, Sol, Sol always Sol. Does she have nothing aside from that boy on her mind?

Chloe hesitated a moment before asking carefully, "My aunt, why are you doing so much for a human?"

Camelia gave a wan smile; she understood that this question wasn't asked with ill intentions. "Firstly, I am also a human."

Heat once again covered Chloe's face as she stammered, "S-sorry. I-I didn't mean it like th-that! I just mean–I thought you weren't interested in men like him. Didn't you reject King Mars because he wasn't your type? Prince Sol is basically an exact copy of the king. They could even pass for twins."

Camelia closed her eyes, as she thought back to Mars, one of her most-precious friends, before slowly saying, "When I said my type, I wasn't talking about his looks. For me, who can see farther into people, physical appearance holds little appeal. What initially attracted me was his soul."

As Camelia said this, her eyes took on a vacant and dreamy look, as if recalling the most beautiful thing she had ever seen.
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While Camelia was finishing the preparations for her ritual, Sol was currently lying down in his room, in deep thought. He still had some time before the evening and his meeting with Camelia, but he did not really know how to spend it.

Lilith had canceled all his lessons for the day because she had decided that he needed to rest a little and acclimate himself to the feeling of mana.

He stood up and walked toward the large full-body mirror fixed to the wall of his room.

Once in front of it, he began to take off his clothes, until he was clad only in a pair of boxers.

OK, let's do it.

He closed his eyes and began to look inwardly. Well, not literally, just that he could feel the circulation of mana more easily when his eyes were closed.

His chest rose and fell as he continued to repeat this movement. Using mana was like breathing. As such, it should be an almost instinctive movement. You shouldn't need to "think" about using mana. Rather it should be the most natural thing for you.

Everything was in the rhythm.

Sol, even though he hadn't had mana in the past, was already trained in the correct way of breathing. So it didn't take long for him to grasp the feeling now.

This is it.

A feeling of warmth coursed through his body, as he felt his heartbeat with renowned vigor.

When he opened his eyes, he was surprised to see that they had changed from his usual blue to deep gold. What's more, his irises had a reptilian shape, confirming once again his ancestry.

He could feel his vision sharpening and all his senses becoming stronger. This wasn't just the effect of circulating mana. He knew he was receiving a boost from being a hybrid.

This looks badass and all but I hope this isn't all.

There weren't enough records about hybrids to make an educated guess about the standard changes.

One would think that with all those contracts between humans and magical beings, hybrids would be more numerous. But it wasn't so.

Sol guessed that one of the reasons could be genetic. After all, even in his old world, hybrids between two races could only exist when the difference was minimal.

One example could be the liger, which was a hybrid between a male tiger and a female lion.

Of course, trying to use things like genetics in a world where goddesses, dragons, and other mythical creatures existed was just a waste of time.

Anyway, now, I can truly become stronger.

The awakening was the first step toward his future. He had spent years preparing for it. Endless hours of physical and theoretical training.

By the way, she said I had an attribute, right?

He knew his mother had been a chaos dragon. But that didn't give him any clues.

A dragon title wasn't about the magic or elements they were the best at, but rather the magic for which they had an immunity.

For example, a fire dragon was immune to fire magic but could perhaps be a master of ice magic.

This was what made dragons all the more dangerous. Not only did you have to guess what kind of magic they were immune to, but you also had to guess which magic they had mastered.

Sol thought about all that as he continued to admire himself in the mirror.

"Sol, I wanted to talk to–"

The door suddenly opened to a stunned Milia.

She wasn't just surprised by his rather ridiculous pose, but more because of his eyes as she saw them in the mirror.

"Sol?"

Sol, on the other hand, was also stunned for another reason. He wasn't just doing some muscle-man pose. He was also stretching his senses in the radius outside his room. He could hear all the maids of the Tower walking, talking and giggling, be it under his room or in the halls.

Even though he couldn't clearly hear their words, it showed just how powerful his senses were.

But, just now–he didn't hear Milia’s footsteps.

Sol frowned a little at the fact that she could slip past all his senses.

Perhaps it's because I am still not used to it?

It wasn't impossible. He just obtained mana recently and he certainly didn't have total control of it.

Still, he didn't wish to create excuses for her.

"Sol, you awakened?!" Milia immediately closed the door behind her as she exclaimed in surprise.

"Indeed." He answered calmly with a smile. Now that it was discovered there was no reason to hide it. "I awakened this morning, during a discussion with Teacher."

"Incredible!" Milia walked quickly towards him and took him in a hug as she giggled in happiness.

Seeing her like that made Sol’s suspicions abate a little. He smiled and hugged her in turn.

"Thanks. It also made me really happy."

"Should I reward you?" Milia asked with a sensual smile as she slowly trailed her finger across his chest.

Sol didn't need to be told explicitly what kind of reward she was talking about. He debated a little and simply nodded.

"Well then." She slowly began to lower herself until she was kneeling in front of him. She took off his boxers before giving an appreciative glance at his already-erect dick.

Licking her lips, she took him firmly in her hand and slowly began to pump it.

Following that, she placed her lips around the tip and pressed her warm, slippery tongue against it. Then, opening her mouth wide, she slowly, very slowly, began to engulf it.

Man, her throat has no end.

She took him deep inside her mouth and used her tongue on the bottom of his shaft as she moved her head back and forth.

Sol marveled at the way she took more than half of his dick in one go.

Wait, what the fuck I am doing?

His mind snapped awake instantly. He just realized something suspicious, and now he is getting a blowjob?

Get a grip. His logical mind cried out.

But this is so good. His baser instincts argued back.

Lust and reason fought again and again. Sol literally felt like an angel and a devil were speaking to him at the same time, perched on his shoulders.

Finally, with a mighty kick, the devil won.

Well, fuck it. If I have to find out that something’s wrong here, I should at least get a blowjob first.

Now free of worry, he closed his eyes and grabbed Milia by the hair before slowly accelerating the movements. He was careful to not be too forceful.

The effects of seeing a beautiful woman like Milia kneeling in front of him was always a huge turn-on.

As she continued the skillful movement of her tongue, he felt the pleasure of orgasm spreading through the entire base of his penis.

His rational mind had kept ejaculation away even as the pleasure grew, and that still reduced the amount of pleasure.

But it could not stop the fluid that had begun to flow. His giant stake throbbed as it flowed out into the urethra in the center.

"... !”

“Be careful, I’m cumming.” He groaned.

The head swelled out even further. As his thick semen burst out deep within her mouth, the intoxicated maid's eyes widened in surprise.

Still, she didn't let go, and continued to suck out all his semen.

When the ejaculation finally ended, she opened her mouth wide to show him before slowly swallowing it with a satisfied smile.
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A few minutes later, after he caught his breath and put his clothes back on, he walked toward his mirror and tapped rhythmically on it. Exactly seven times.

It was a code that he had created with Edea.

The Tower of Babel was initially a wide-scale spell used to seal in Edea. Over the years, she had totally taken control of it and was able to see and feel everything that happened in the Tower.

Of course, she wasn't a goddess. She couldn't control everything at any moment.

That was where this code came into action. As long as he tapped seven times in a certain rhythm on any surface, such as a wall or a mirror, then it would alert her.

This message simply means, [obverse me].

He did not believe that Milia was a traitor and neither did he believe that she would harm him in any way.

But…

One should always hope for the best while preparing for the worst.

Once it was done, he could feel a gaze immediately falling on him. Initially, he had never felt it, but now that he had awakened, it was clear to him.

Assured that he was safe no matter what happened, he said, "Milia, I think it's time for us to talk."

He already had a rough idea about who she might be, and he couldn't help but think about how stupid he was to have never thought about it. It seemed so evident now.

Still, it was just a speculation.

"Sol?"

"I want you to be honest with me. I will only ask one time and I will not insist. No matter what answer you give me, I will believe it. But… If I were to later learn that you had lied, then I would absolutely lose all confidence in you."

Milia's confused eyes flickered. Sol, on the other hand, simply asked, "Milia… Would you either harm me or those close to me in any way?"

***-

Silence settled between the two. Milia closed her eyes as she entered deep into her mind.

She thought about what had happened. What could have brought on such a sudden question? Then she remembered his surprised expression when she entered his chambers.

So that was it.

She immediately made the link to his mana awakening.

Did he awaken some sort of super-sense that allows him to separate truths from lies? Did his awakening sharpen his senses? Did he obtain a special power? Did he always doubt me?

Different scenarios went through her mind, but she came to a simple conclusion. It didn't really matter how he knew. What mattered was that he had doubts about her now.

She knew Sol and she also believed his claim. She knew that if, right here and right now, she said she was just a normal maid he would simply believe her.

But–sooner or later he would learn the truth and then — she would lose him.

Well, he’s already awakened. So I guess I don't need to hide it anymore.

Having made a decision, her shoulders relaxed noticeably as she gave a peaceful smile to him.

"I’d sooner die than hurt you in any way possible."

"I see." A bright smile formed on Sol's face, while a sigh of relief escaped from his lips. "I was a little worried, but I’m happy to hear that."

She tilted her head in wonder. "That's it? You aren't curious about my identity?"

The smile on Sol's face became even brighter as he said, "Why would I? After all, you have always been my shadow."

Milia slightly raised her eyebrows but otherwise didn't show any other expression of surprise.

Still, she didn't deny it, and asked calmly, "How did you guess?"

"Well," Sol rubbed the back of his head as she said, "I didn't really have much to go with. I always wondered who my shadow was. Frankly, it could have been anyone. But from the way you walk and move, I simply guessed that, even if you weren't my shadow, you had something to do with the assassin or spy profession."

"I see." She didn't seem overly sad at being busted so easily.

"What I don't understand is–" Sol wasn't finished. There was something still bothering him. Lilith had suspicions about Milia. Why? "–If you are a member of the Crown's Shadow, why does it seem that my aunt does not know your identity? "

Milia walked slowly towards him before taking a knee, a serious, almost religious expression on her face. "I am Milia, One of the Five Fingers, and leader of the Hand Division of the Crown's Shadow. Sol, you and you alone are worthy of our loyalty. You are the legitimate king. Lilith, for all her merits, is only a regent, a substitute. There are some secrets for which she can never be privy."

The Crown's Shadow was divided into three divisions: the Hands, the Eyes, and the Feet. The Feet was the division charged with foreign relations; the Eyes were the spy division, placed all over the kingdom; and finally, the Hand was the assassin division, the one charged with the dirty work.

"I see."

He looked aside. He didn't really like the way she was looking at him. It felt like the way religious fanatics looked in his old world.

Milia, seemingly understanding the reason for his discomfort, calmed her fervor as she lowered her eyes. "I am sorry. But it's just that–I’ve wanted to tell you who I was for so long. Being able to serve you is one of the best things that’s ever happened to me."

Should he be happy right now? No, not really – this discovery made him really unhappy. It created waves in what he thought was one of his most-solid relationships.

“Though I guess having a super-sexy assassin protecting me from the shadows isn't bad,” he conceited with a smirk. "But, we need to table this for now. I think there will be many things we have to discuss, but today I have to meet Camelia. We will talk after that."

Milia looked crestfallen, but simply nodded. "I understand."


Chapter 11


Ch 11: Saint Fall



Sol slowly opened his eyes as he once again appeared in the special teleportation room belonging to the church.

This time, it was a private meeting between himself and Camelia, so he had no reason to wear particularly special clothes. He did make an effort to dress nicely by wearing a simple black-and-white cloak over his white suit.

I didn’t feel sick this time.

A wide smile covered his face. He had always hated this form of transportation because of the resulting sickness. Now it seemed that he didn’t have to worry about it anymore.

"Welcome, your Highness."

Besides himself, there were ten others present in the room. The hair color of one of them, in particular, caught his attention.

Blonde hair and blue eyes? And armor?

Those two colors were the sign of someone blessed. Genetics had absolutely nothing to do with it. Children wouldn't inherit this particular set of colors. The only way to obtain it is to be blessed or recognized by one of the goddesses. As for the armor, it didn't take long for him to understand that she was a paladin, or at least one in training.

But why is she giving me such a weird stare?

He could feel a slight sense of enmity, but more a feeling of curiosity from the way she was looking at him, but he wasn’t really concerned. There was no way an enemy could be standing here so boldly. Not even Echidna would dare. After all, the churches, all seven of them, were seen as special asylums.

"Good evening, everyone. May I inquire, where is Camelia?" He gave a polite smile to everyone while asking calmly, ignoring the blush spreading on the faces of the young pretty girls who were present.

The only one who wasn't blushing was the blonde woman. Rather, her expression warped in a slight frown. This made Sol take another look at her as he asked, "Is there a problem?" He was truly curious. Perhaps Camelia wasn't present? Or something had come up?

The girl's frown tightened a little, before finally relaxing as she let out a sigh. She spoke calmly, in a clearly-reluctant voice, "I really do not like the way you call her ‘Camelia’ without using her title or honorific. But I guess it isn't my place to intervene."

Sol was rather impressed, and also intrigued. From the way the woman talked, it was clear that she didn't take him as being superior to her. This could only mean two things–

She is either fearless, or she is from a background equal to mine.

Sol knew about the paladin exchange program between all seven churches. This girl was most likely either a Holy Daughter being groomed for the title of Supreme Daughter, or the heir of one of the seven kingdoms.

He spoke in a half-joking manner, based on her mostly-human characteristics and her lack of apparently distinctive features. "Hehe… So, are you an angel? I must say that it's my first time seeing one. Happy to meet you."

Her flabbergasted expression was truly a sight to behold.

The exact number of races in this world was difficult to count. For example, take the beastkin; there were hundreds of different subspecies in their group. The same went for the demons.

Still, if one were to group all races, they would find that there were seven grand races, and each race was the ruler of a kingdom.

The angels were the main race living on the floating islands called the Slotsthein Kingdom. They were under the church of Industria and the royal family of Acedia.

Sol did not know if they could be associated with the angels known in his world, but then again, the biblically-accurate angels in his world certainly were not beautiful girls.

Chloe, obviously unable to know what was going through Sol’s mind, made a frustrated expression as the group began to move, and she was forced to walk beside Sol. The small smile on the side of his mouth was so infuriating that she had to give her all to not insult him.

Calm down, Chloe. Calm down.

She was truly stunned by the way he simply guessed where she was from just a few clues. Even more so when he explained to her his speculation while they were walking.

Sigh. I guess at least he isn't just a womanizer.

If there were two quality angels respected above all else, it was diligence and wisdom. Scholars were extremely respected in Slotsthein, to the level that if the crown princess didn't show some talent in any scholarly discipline, it would be nearly impossible for her to be respected once she took the throne.

Thinking about that, an image of a red-haired girl, smiling lazily as she tinkered with machines, flashed in her mind. She let loose another sigh and focused on listening to Sol.

"So, it seems like we still have some time before reaching the place where Camelia is. Why don't you tell me a little more about you?"

Chloe hesitated a little; even though she couldn't read his mind, she could feel the eagerness in his voice. She also understood a little of what he might be feeling. After all, before meeting that redhead–she had also felt a little lonely.

"My name is Clover. Clover Industria. I am the daughter of Iris Industria, as well as a paladin in training and the Holy Daughter of Industria. Those close to me call me Chloe, as it was my original name before being sanctified."

Chloe decided to cast aside her initial impression of him. She still didn't really like him, but it was just because of her seeing Camelia bleed so much during the ceremony. She hated seeing her mentor put herself in such a situation.

Sol nodded at her explanation. All ‘daughters,’ be they Supreme or Holy, had to shed their original names once they received their Title, and take a name related to a flower. He didn't really understand the logic in such a rule, but then again, the fact that all crown princes and kings of the seven kingdoms had names related to stars or planets was also weird in itself.

"You may already know about me, but I am Sol Luxuria, Crown Prince of the Lustburg kingdom. Those close to me simply call me Sol. Happy to meet you, Chloe."

He stretched his hand toward her and Chloe, after a short hesitation, clasped his hand in hers.

"Happy to meet you as well, Sol."
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It didn't take long for Sol to reach the innermost room of the church.

Even though he came regularly to the church, it was the first time he had been to this particular space. Along the way, they had passed many patrols and inspections, showing just how important this place was.

"Here we are."

Sol marveled at the scene carved on the black-and-white gates. On the white side of the gate, a woman stood, with fourteen girls behind her, all of them wearing golden robes. Facing them, on the black side of the gate, was another woman wearing a bright red robe. None of the figures had a face, giving the scene a strange, creepy feeling.

"Mother Order and the fourteen goddesses, standing against Chaos."

Chloe's voice brought him back from his fascination. It wasn’t the first time he had seen such pictures, so he knew what they represented. But he wasn't particularly interested in talking about religion right now.

What bothered him was the enormous amount of mana he could feel from the other side of the gates. He nearly asked Chloe about it before remembering that people shouldn't know he had awakened. Chloe seemed trustworthy, but that didn't matter.

"Forget it — let's go in."

Chloe shook her head at Sol's urging as she said, "I can't enter here anymore. The ritual she’s prepared is already on its last step. Only you can enter now."

Sol nodded and began to walk slowly toward the door. As he was about to open it, she spoke, almost haltingly. "Sol…"

"Hum?" He tilted his head at Chloe's murmur from behind him.

"I hope that you will take care of her." Her voice sounded low and threatening as she continued. "What Aunt Camelia is doing is a supreme and secret ritual — really, it’s a form of cheating. What's more, it seems that she made an even more-outrageous demand. Our world is regulated by contracts and equivalent prices. The price she has to pay for this ritual isn't something you can imagine."

A bad feeling bloomed in his heart as it seemed to miss a beat. He stopped paying attention to Chloe’s words; instead, he opened the door and rushed in.

The door immediately closed behind him.

Chloe, now alone, looked sadly at the door before turning around and walking away. Her presence here was useless and whatever happened, she knew her aunt was ready for it.
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The first thing that caught Sol's attention as he entered the circular room was a strong metallic scent.

Blood.

The second thing that caught his attention was the beautiful naked woman standing on a hexagram drawn on the ground, with magical circles floating all around her.

Camelia.

He couldn't see her face, since she had her back to him, but he was sure that it was her.

He wanted to shout her name but held back, since he feared disturbing her ritual. Whatever she was doing was truly at a high level.

An overpowering and crushing pressure filled the room. Each step was more difficult than the last, and even breathing was difficult. The otherwise short distance that should have been covered in a few seconds, took nearly a minute.

"Hello Sol, I’ve been waiting for you." The weary voice of Camelia sounded in his ears once he was close to the circle.

"How are you?" It was truly a dumb question and Sol knew it; the chuckle that escaped Camelia told him she also knew it, but he didn't know what else to ask.

"I can't say that I am fine, but soon everything will be alright."

Sol frowned, "Turn and face me." He asked with a rather harsh tone. A hunch filled him with dread.

Camelia's shoulders slumped a little before she slowly turned to face him. At first view, everything was alright, but–

"Your eyes…" Sol's voice trembled. One of her blue eyes, the right one, was now a deep black.

Seeing the wry smile on her face, Sol took another deeper look at her. His enhanced senses allowed him to spot other details in the dimness of the chamber.

"Y-your h-hair..."

Her hair was still its usual golden hue, but the roots were now… black.

Golden hair and blue eyes. These were the signs of the innate blessing of the goddesses.

This blessing was the most important criterion to become a Supreme Daughter or a king.

Losing this blessing means losing the qualifications.

"What are you doing?" He exclaimed.

Camelia didn't lose her smile, even in the face of Sol's anger; she kept staring at him with the same look. One filled with love and longing. "Just what I need to do."

Her voice was calm, "Saint Fall. That is the name of the ritual."

"I don't care what the name of that ritual is. Stop it now!"

He wanted to rush in and extract her from the hexagram, but he feared making things worse by acting rashly.

Camelia, on the other hand, completely ignored him as she continued to stand her ground with a smile. The golden color of her hair slowly vanished.

"Sol, the most fundamental law of this world is the principle of contract, and every contract has a price. The most-direct example is a witch who gets power from a contract with Asmodeus, with her fertility and much more as the price."

"Please, you can explain all that later. Now stop this."

Camelia nodded to herself and continued to ignore him. "Nuns can obtain power from the goddess they serve. This is also a form of contract. We do not need to have high capacity like normal people. We just need to be devout. In exchange, we can only obtain as much power as the goddess is willing to give."

Sol knew all this, but he didn't know where she was going.

"The ritual I did, Saint Fall, allows the Supreme Daughter to make a wish to the goddesses. One wish that breaks all rules of this world. In exchange-"

"-You must lose your blessings." Sol finished for her, fists clenched. It didn't take a genius to guess where this was going.

"Exactly. Ding ding ding. Sol is as smart as always."

"Why? You know that the king automatically gets one wish once he takes the throne. You could have waited for it."

"No," Camelia's smile turned wry. "The divine wish of the king cannot exceed the rules. The divine wish bestowed by Saint's Fall, on the other hand, can do it."

Sol closed his eyes as he breathed deeply in and out to control himself. It was useless to keep trying to stop her. Since this was so, he ran his hand through his hair as he asked, "I guess the divine wish of the king cannot help you get back your blessings."

Camelia didn't bother answering. The loss of the divine blessing was the price for breaking the rules. So, how could a wish that was contained within the rules give it back?

A deep golden aura began to emanate from Sol as he once again did his best to control his anger. Today was supposed to be perfect. He had finally broken the wall of Edea's heart, he had become closer to Lilith, and he’d even found Milia's secret. Finally, he had awakened. So why?

Camelia on the other hand showed an expression of surprise before elation showed on it, "Incredible! You’ve awakened! This will make things so much easier."

She finally walked out of the hexagram and took Sol in a hug. Sol, on the other hand, simply closed his eyes, embracing her as a feeling of powerlessness filled him.

"You will lose your blessings."

"I know."

"You will lose your powers."

"I know."

"You will lose your titles."

"I know."

"You will lose everything."

"No, I will not lose everything. After all," she looked up to him and gave him a light kiss on the lips, "I still have you. Or, " A mischievous smile formed on her face, "Would you discard me once I become useless?"

A bittersweet feeling sprouted in his heart as he hugged her back. "Of course not."

What did I do to be worthy of such women?

"Oh, Sol…" A light blush covered her cheeks as she said, "The ritual still lacks one last component. At the end of the day, we are both under Castitas and Luxuria. So…"

"Oh!" The light of understanding flashed in his eyes.

He wasn't really in the mood initially, but now that he had come to terms with her decision, he remembered that he was holding a beautiful and voluptuous naked woman in his arms. This realization was immediately followed by a stiffening of a certain part of his body.

"Hehe! Seems like little Sol is happy to see me. But we will have to wait."

She took his hand and slowly began to pull him toward the hexagram.

The very moment Sol took a step on it, the scarlet hexagram went alight.

Camelia infused her remaining mana in her voice as she murmured, "We need your blood for the final touch."

A ceremonial dagger, inlaid with gold and jewels, appeared in her hand and she looked at Sol with a questioning glance. Understanding what she meant, Sol took the dagger from her hand and slit the palm of his right hand before clenching his fist.

Blood slowly, very slowly, began to dribble from his palm. The wound, to the surprise of Sol, was already showing signs of closing.

With a splash, one drop of his blood touched the hexagram.

"I, Camelia Castitas. Supreme Daughter of Castitas, beseech the goddesses to accept my request on the behalf of Sol Luxuria, Crown Prince and future king of Lustburg."

The hexagram immediately went from a deep scarlet to a deep golden.

A flash of light immediately enveloped them.

The very world seemed to fall silent in the wake of the power. An aura of authority enveloped not only the ritual room but the totality of the capital.

No matter where they were, people could see a pillar of light coming from the church and reaching the sky.

No matter who they were, all bowed in submission in the face of power that they could never hope to understand.

Back at the ritual room, one sweet voice sounded in Sol and Camelia's ear.

{We are listening.}

[image: ]


A seemingly soft voice sounded in the air. But for Sol, it was like being blasted by the biggest stereo from his old world.

He took two unsteady steps before immediately taking Camelia in his arms. She seemed to have fainted. He didn't know why. Even with most of her power gone, she should have been way stronger than him.

A bell-like laugh and girlish giggling reached him.

{"How cute. It's really heartwarming that your first action was taking care of my rebellious daughter."}

The voice, which previously sounded as if the sky was falling on him, sounded suddenly far less dangerous.

Gathering his wits, he began to observe his surroundings, only to be awed by the sights.

He didn't know where they were, but they were definitely not in the church anymore.

The landscape seemed to reach the horizon. Overhead, a black sky full of stars. A soft breeze blowing.

It's like Teacher’s world.

"Please, do not compare my divine kingdom to a simple modified space."

This voice was different from the previous one. If the previous one was kind and soft, the new one was charming and sensual.

Slowly raising his head, he saw that just above him, fourteen thrones made out of silver were gently floating. All of them except one were occupied.

One didn't need to be some kind of genius to understand who they were facing.

So those are the goddesses.

The sound of footsteps brought his attention away from the thrones.

Looking toward the direction those steps were coming from, he saw a woman approaching.

She was wearing a beautiful, form-fitting golden dress that seemed to show all her indecent curves. The skirt of the dress was so short that one would be able to see nirvana with just one gust of the wind. Her steps were full of grace and charm. This vision was of heaven itself.

But the moment he tried to look at her face, his thoughts stuttered to a halt.

Huh?!

He immediately understood that it was a mistake he should have never committed.

People say. "Never look at the sun with your naked eyes."

For Sol, looking at the sun at noon would have been smarter than what he had just done.

All his thoughts immediately crashed down quite literally.

…!!

It was disorienting. His reason broke down, and blood boiled up in his body like a furnace. His thoughts stopped the moment he saw her face.

Her beauty, which was too fatal to be praised as beautiful, pierced into Sol’s eyes. He couldn’t explain the features he was looking at. The sight of her beauty, which was outside the human domain of cognition, was almost like a mental attack.

No, it could only be expressed as a mental attack.

D-Damn, what is with this face…? His eyes felt like they were melting away as he looked at the goddess's features.

An intrigued smile formed on her face as she walked closer to him.

N-no.

His five senses were running wild with desire for her, urging him to let go of his strings of reason. Urging him to lay down with her and forget everything. He wanted to fuck her. Make a mess of her. Cover her with his scent.

I-I refuse.

Something screamed in him that he shouldn't let go of his reason.

That he shouldn't listen to the urges that were burning him.

“Hah… If you keep looking at me with those eyes, I’m going to become shy, okay?” The corners of her mouth raised slightly, seemingly amused by his internal struggle.

The moment he heard her voice, his reason nearly melted away.

He understood.

This was a sin.

This was a goddess.

This was something that stood outside of the human capacity to understand.

No male creature could resist her. Sol’s instincts stopped responding as soon as he realized this fact.

If he persevered more than this, his brain would boil up and he would die.

It wasn't a probability, but a fact. A reality. Her beauty was an authority. Something that could not be defied.

His eyes and noses were bleeding.

The woman looked at Sol’s state before murmuring, "Impressive."

Shortly after that, Sol’s head became as cold as ice, as if doused by a bucket of freezing water.

He nearly fell to his knees, but since he was still holding Camelia in his arms, he remained upright. Even so, his breathing became harried, as if he had just run a full marathon.

What does an ant feel when facing a human?

Sol once asked himself this question.

Back when he did so, he never really managed to reach an answer. After all, no matter what, he couldn't put himself in the place of an ant.

Now though? Now, he could perhaps understand its feelings.

No, it was way worse than that. Even the strongest human couldn't destroy the mind of an ant with a look.

In conclusion, in front of a goddess, he wasn't even fit to be called a bug. It was truly a bitter thought. A sobering thought.

"Fufufu. You are the third man to see my face and not immediately become a slave to your desire. I really am impressed."

Sol wasn't happy in the slightest. But it didn't matter. He lowered his head and spoke calmly. "I am honored to face you. My Goddess."

If he still didn't understand who she was at this point, then he should just kill himself.

This woman was a goddess. His goddess. The goddess of lust. Luxuria.

Thankfully, whatever she did, her voice didn't seem to melt his reasoning anymore and her face became obscured by a sort of veil.

"My, my my~! And you are so polite to boot! And so calm. Not even Mars’s display was as good as yours when he saw me for the first time."

"I thank you for the compliment." He answered as calmly as possible while inspecting his body. It was already beginning to heal, so there was at least one bit of good news.

It seemed that his father was one of the two before him who she mentioned. Well, it didn't really surprise him.

But, this wasn't the time to speak about that.

"Please goddess. Is it possible to cancel Camelia's ritual? I do not know what she asked for, but I do not think it's necessary."

"Oh?" He couldn't see her face, but from the movement of her veil, it seemed that she had raised an eyebrow in wonder. "Are you sure?"

"Yes."

"Even if I tell you that one of her demands was for you to obtain a contract with a direct daughter of the sacred Phoenix?"

Sol's breath stopped short. A direct descendant of a divine beast. That one would be at the same level as his mother, at least in terms of pedigree. If he obtained such a contract, no one would doubt that he could reach a level close, similar, or higher than his father.

He didn't even have time to answer before the goddess continued.

"Even if I tell you that she asked for your bloodline to be refined?"

Thump~

His mother was the direct daughter of Tiamat. If his blood was refined, obtaining a core would go from an uncertainty to an absolute. Even without a contract, he would without a doubt grow into a powerhouse.

"Even if I tell you that she asked for you to have the right to obtain full access to the Astral world?"

Sol was shivering.

Not in joy.

Neither in anticipation.

But in absolute fear.

That crazy woman!!! Sol couldn't help but curse inwardly.

This world was dominated by the principle of contract and exchange.

Everything required a price. Just how much would Camelia have to pay for all those demands?

He nearly screamed in frustration, but took a deep breath to calm himself.

All those things were extremely attractive. Obtaining any of them would be enough for him to wake up in the night and laugh out loud in joy.

But-

"Please. I ask you to cancel it."

He gently put down Camelia's body before kneeling down and bowing, with his head against the ground.

Saint Fall stripped the Saint who used the spell of her blessing, in exchange for the right to make a demand that went above the rules. He didn't know just how much was allowed, but he was absolutely sure that the request of Camelia was above any Saint Fall ever performed.

"I beg you. Please."

Shame? Humiliation? Anger? Sol felt none of that as he repeatedly begged Luxuria.

The women around Sol could sacrifice everything to help him. He could do the same.

"I see…" Luxuria drawled as she put a finger under her chin before tilting her head, mirth evident in her voice as she continued, "But I refuse."

The clear mirth in her voice, as if everything that was happening was just a game in her eyes, gave birth to an unprecedented feeling of anger.

He had never felt so angry in his life. He wanted to simply rush and tear her down. Beat her. Destroy her. Make her pay for her mockery.

Taking a deep breath and exhaling, Sol took care and focused inward, controlling the emotions that were running wild.

I am once again losing control over my emotions.

Sol desperately calmed down the sudden burning Wrath that was birthed in his heart.

Right here, right now, lashing out and screaming was useless and simply a waste of time.

Edea always told him, "Never let your emotions control you. Whatever situation you are in, always analyze it from all angles before making a decision."

I need to calm down and think. I will have all the time to rage and whine later.

His head cooled down a little and he began to think as quickly as possible.

Simply begging was useless, and understandably so. Why would she listen to his begging?

What could he bring-

Oh!

It was like a flash of inspiration in his muddled mind. It was so clear that he couldn't help but wonder why he didn't think of it sooner.

Taking a deep breath, he asked while still kneeling, "If I may ask, what price do I have to pay?"

Everything in this world has a price. This was the rule. The absolute system.

Sol couldn't see it from his position, but a kind smile formed on Luxuria's face when he uttered those words. Her respect for him grew increasingly.

Said smile was immediately replaced by her mischievous one as she said, "You finally understand~! Let's see. Any of the three demands Camelia made was enough for her to lose her blessing. Two of them together would mean paying her life as a price. The three of them together? Hehehe sorry — even her soul would have to serve us for a long, long time. And that's because she is one of the most-devout and powerful Saints ever born. The last time Saint Fall was performed, the Supreme Daughter needed the help of so many others to share the price."

Luxuria, as if not caring about his thoughts, continued, "Let's talk sincerely. Sol, my dear child, you cannot bear the price of saving her. The contract was already formed. The rules are the rules, you see. You will receive what she asked for you, and she–will die."

"What is the price?"

At this moment Sol was surprisingly calm. Now wasn't the time to panic.

"Hum? I see. Let's see. Since she wished for you to get a powerful beast, then you will lose your ability to use magic. Since she wished for you to refine your dragon blood, you will lose all your hybrid characteristics and become a pure human instead. Since she wished for you to enter the Astral realm as you wish, then you will never be able to enter that realm, nor form any contract-"

Her voice sounded calm and full of mockery, as she continued, So? What will be your choice? You always wished to surpass your father right? If you accept those conditions you can say goodbye to your dreams and the throne. You will–"

"I accept."

Silence settled in the scene. Luxuria and the goddesses were clearly taken aback by how fast he answered.

"What?"

"I said I accept all of your conditions. I am willing to lose all my power, all my potential, if it can save her and allow her to keep her power and title. In the first place, she should never have had to pay such a price for me."

"Don’t you feel reluctant?" Luxuria asked in genuine wonder. She could have read his mind, but it would have made the situation boring. She wanted to hear it directly from him.

"Of course," A little heat escaped from his voice as he raised his head and glared at Luxuria. He wasn't a Buddha. He couldn't take everything calmly without changing his expression.

Surpassing his father had always been one of his hidden goals. And as the goddess said, losing not only his mana but also his capacity to contract meant that he was doomed to be a normal person for the remainder of his life.

"I really feel reluctant. But, I do not mind paying this price for her."

Sol would never abandon his loved ones simply for more power. He refused to be such a bastard. He knew that this would go against what Camelia wanted. But he was sacrificing his future while she was sacrificing her life. His future might weigh heavier in the scales for the goddesses, but this was not so for him.

More than anything…So what if he lost his advantages as a hybrid? Sol still remembered his discussion with Lilith. How, with no Capacity, no special power and nothing to her name, she managed to claw her way through the battlefield and stand proud as one of the strongest?

Who said he had to rely on making a contract?

"You are truly different from all the previous kings. Even Mars. Should I say that your mindset isn't suitable to be one?" Luxuria spoke lightly. "A king is the father of the nation over which he presides. He must be impartial and his power uncontested. He lives for his subjects and his subjects live for him. A king must not be selfish. A king must always put the interest of his nation before his own-"

She raised her head and watched the sky. "Jupiter manipulated your little teacher from start to finish to make Lustburg what it is today. His son, Pluto, didn't hesitate to use all his descendants as bargaining chips to calm the deteriorated relationships between Lustburg and the surrounding kingdoms. The most recent one, your grandfather, didn't hesitate to use his daughter to assure the power of the next generation."

Sol's eyes widened as he asked hurriedly," What do you mean?"

Luxuria completely ignored him and continued, "Your father sacrificed himself to protect his kingdom. All of your ancestors had different personalities. Different dreams and different circumstances. But — they were undoubtedly all worthy of the title of King. Not you."

Understanding that Luxuria wouldn't explain to him what she meant about Lilith, Sol decided to ask his aunt directly later. Now though, he had to answer her. Not that he had much to say.

"So what?" Sol wasn't particularly interested in power as a King. "What was wrong with being selfish?"

Sol had no particular attachment to the kingdom of Lustburg or even to this world. He knew a few knights and was aware of his responsibilities but it paled in front of his desire to protect his women.

The number of times he walked outside of the Tower of Babel or the church could be counted on both hands. His sense of belonging was so weak it wouldn't be a mistake to say that it was non-existent.

He knew one thing: the citizens were the most fickle and ungrateful beings in the world. One moment they were singing praises about you, the next they were screaming for your head.

"In this world, only those people close to me matter. For them, I am willing to pay any price and I know that they are willing to do the same."

He didn't even doubt that, should he lose all his power, he would become the laughingstock of the kingdom. He would also lose his rights to the throne and might even be used as a breeding stud to give birth to the next generation.

But, as sure as he was about the kingdom giving up on him at any moment, he was also sure about the fact that the women who surrounded him would never give up on him no matter how low he fell.

As long as they were with him, what did it matter if he lost his power? Sol smiled, more sure than ever, but silently apologizing to Lilith in his heart.

She had wanted to make sure he would not stumble into a pitfall because of a woman as his father had. It seemed like, although not betrayed, his fall would also occur because of a woman.

Even so — he had no regrets.


Chapter 12


Ch 12: Camelia



The silence that fell was long and painful. His heart was beating so powerfully he had the impression it was going to explode. He wondered when the hammer would fall and what decision they would make.

"I see," Luxuria murmured before looking at all the goddesses, who stayed silent on their thrones. "Sisters, what do you think?"

What does she mean?

He couldn't hear them, but he could see Luxuria nod or shake her head from time to time.

Finally, after a torturous amount of time, a gentle voice sounded in the air.

{"We have lost."}

Sol tilted his head, in confusion.

Lost?

Luxuria's smile stretched before she brought her attention to Sol.

"Sol Luxuria, my dear child, in our infinite love and compassion," Someone snickered at that.

"Ira, I heard that.” Someone, most likely Ira, cleared her throat and stayed silent.

“As I was saying, before being rudely interrupted, in our infinite love and compassion, we have decided on a way for you to pay for Camelia's mistakes.”

Sol put everything else aside and focused his attention on what Luxuria was saying.

"Three tasks — one for each wish she made. You will have to carry out a task of our choosing. The time limit and clearing conditions will be decided by us. In exchange, Camelia will pay almost no price."

Sol closed his eyes and said, "For the first part, I am willing to do anything as long as it is not something that will hurt those I care for. As for the second part… What price will she have to pay?"

"Hehe! A life for a life. Since you begged us in such a way, we of course will not kill her, but, the fact is that a life will be paid. Just in a different way."

Sol could feel that whatever was about to happen wasn't something he would be happy about. But did he have a choice?

Sigh, this doesn't seem like Camellia to commit such a mistake. Why did she ask for so many unreasonable wishes?

This was something that was bothering him, as if he was missing an important part of the puzzle.

Well, it does not matter. I will have my answer once we go back.

Looking at the still-sleeping Camelia, a soft smile formed on his face. Whatever was about to happen, the most important thing was that she was safe for now.

"Well, this is it for now. If you are confused, ask Camelia what happened once she wakes up. It was a very entertaining night. I hope you will provide us with as much fun as your father did. Bye-bye!"

Once the sound of Luxuria’s voice faded, Sol immediately passed out.
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This night was destined to be a restless one. While Sol was facing the goddesses, different movements and schemes were forming.

At the heart of all this were the four noble families.

Few people knew, and even fewer understood the significance, of a Saint's Fall.

The loss of power and blessing.

Now that in the mind of everyone Camelia had lost her blessing, they were debating about an important question.

Who would be chosen as the Holy Daughter?

That position had been empty for a long time after Camelia was promoted from Holy Daughter to Supreme Daughter. But now, she would have no other choice aside from picking a successor. They just had to make sure the one chosen was faithful to their causes.
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[A few hours later]

Camelia's eyes trembled a little before she slowly opened them. Her mind was still foggy and it took a few seconds for her to recognize her surroundings.

My room?

She shook her head a little and cleared the fog that covered her mind before being sure that she was indeed in her bedroom.

Her mind immediately flashed to the important event that should have happened. When she saw her still-golden hair, she grinned. A bright smile began to cross her face.

He succeeded!

Joy and excitement filled her heart as she tried to sit up; however, the sound of clanging chains resonated in her ears, and she realized that her body was completely bound from head to toe. It didn't help that the way the chains were wrapped had left her rather indecent.

He succeeded hehe~!

“Interesting. Seems like you have many things to tell me. Don't you, Camelia?"

Camelia’s head turned slightly towards the sound of the familiar voice. Her cheeks flushed in shame and guilt.

"Can you read my thoughts now?" She murmured.

Sol shook his head, “Only surface-level ones. But it seems like those are enough.” He sighed, "You know, I find this to be really weird. You usually aren't reckless, and you should have known that I would have never let you pay such a steep price."

This whole thing reeked of a set-up. It was just that back then, he was too stressed to completely understand.

"Even more so the last part. Luxuria simply said that ‘they have lost.’ But, this begs the question: What did they lose, and who did they lose it to?"

"See, I am really angry now." His voice was still calm, but Camelia couldn't help but feel a shiver.

"Wai-"

"There's no need to explain. Seeing the results I can already guess most of what happened. I am grateful that you bet so much on me, but realize I am still very angry!"

Sol touched his chin as he searched the words.

"I am not angry about having to beg the goddesses for your life. I would do it again gladly, without any hesitation. I am not angry about being manipulated. I know that you only have my best interests in mind, and you are a grown woman making your own choices."

He was indeed frustrated about having been made a fool of, but he was in no way angry because of that. The results spoke for themselves. Camelia had bet on him, putting her life and soul on the line. It wasn't something you could do without an extreme amount of confidence in the person you were betting on.

"Camelia, did you think about how much anguish I felt when I thought you were about to die?"

Yes, this was what had made him so angry. The moment he thought he would lose her forever, he felt as if his heart was about to burst.

Anxiety, fear, powerlessness.

He’d felt as if the very ground under him was about to collapse.

"You know, it really hurt and terrified me. Do you think your life is a joke to me, that it means nothing?"

An ashamed expression formed on her face. He could also feel the chaos in her mind.

"This isn't, as the goddesses said, merely a life for a life. Your life is now intrinsically connected to mine. If I die, you die. Do you think this makes me happy? Do you think I want power so much I’m ready to use your life as a bargaining chip?"

Camelia wasn't just feeling shame now — tears were outright pouring down her pale cheeks.

"I am sorry!" She nearly let out a sob as she said it.

The connection between them wasn't completely one-way. Even though she couldn't exactly read his thoughts, she could feel his emotions. She knew that, rather than exaggerating, he was actually downplaying how upset and frustrated he was feeling right now.

"While I was begging the goddesses to spare you, what really struck me wasn't the action of begging, but the reality that should they have wished for your death, there's absolutely nothing I could have done to stop them."

For Sol, being unable to protect or at least bring a feeling of security to his loved ones made him worthless. Nothing more than a waste of space. How could one aspire to have many women if he could bring nothing to them?

This was one of the reasons he trained so much before even obtaining mana. He wanted to become strong. He wanted to be reliable. He wished to bring security to all those who had taken care of him for as long as he could remember.

But the events of this night had made him aware of how small he really was. Goddesses aside, he was just a newly-awakened, while all the women around him were already powerhouses in their own rights.

"Well, raging and whining is useless. What is done, is done. But," his previously distraught smile changed into a naughty one, "bad girls need to be punished~! I hope you’re ready to be spanked."

Camelia was briefly stunned by the sudden change in track, before remembering that she was still bound in a rather indecent way — and wearing only her underwear.

She could recognize the kind of chain he had used: it was entirely made out of mana.

Camelia was speechless; she couldn't decide whether she should be impressed by the fact that he could already materialize and give form to his mana less than 24 hours after awakening, or the fact that he had used it in such a way.

Sol didn't pay attention to her shock, instead pondering for a while. His expression was intensely focused, as if he was deliberating about the fate of the world.

"Let's go with 30 hits for now."

Sol ignored Camelia's protests as he roughly turned her around, so that her buttocks were high in the air. It was a posture where her upper body lay on top of the bed, while her ass stuck out toward him.

Her curvaceous, delicious, panty-covered buttocks subconsciously made Sol want to caress them. He had to admit once again that she was truly a work of art.

The underwear Camelia was wearing was a beautiful and stainless white. It boosted the charm of her already-pale complexion.

Even though her panties, it was clear to see that her sacred place was moist to the point that there was no need for foreplay. However, enjoying the main dish directly would be too impatient.

Thinking such, he extended his middle finger and covered it with mana before slowly and carefully cutting the flimsy fabric. The hole he made revealed her glistening but still closed pussy and her rosebud.

"Wha-?"

Camelia let out a startled cry the moment she felt a breeze on what should have been protected, before repressing a moan once he traced her defenseless lower lips with his finger. Her shivers and moans were a delight to his ears.

The tender feel, the incredible view, and her moans caused Sol's penis to soar as well as harden. However, it was still too early to put it in. She had a punishment to accept before the fun.

Let her cum once. It should make the pain less once I begin.

Carefully probing the entrance without going too deep, for fear of tearing the hymen,

he looked for a certain particular bump. He aimed for this place, stroking it mercilessly. The effect was spectacular. Her already moist garden was practically overflowing.

Her moan was no longer repressed, as she wriggled and let out continuous hot sighs.

Normally, a virgin woman wouldn't be so easy to please. Just using your fingers in such a way wouldn't be enough, but Camelia's body already knew the pleasure of the flesh.

As his movements sped up, the volume of her moans continued to increase. She was overwhelmed by the sensation of feeling as if something was going to leak out. Sol scooped his finger outwards swiftly, delivering it as the finishing blow as he bent down, and gave a lick to her magic button.

After undergoing continuous torment, this hit summed up as insurance, making Camelia pass over the limit.

"....!"

Her mouth opened in a silent scream as her body became rigid, while her hole became completely drenched. All this while, Sol continued licking, making her already strong orgasm even more powerful.

Once her convulsions stopped, Sol also stopped licking her and admired his handiwork with pride.

His face was currently shining from the liquid that splashed on him, but he didn't care.

With an evil glint in his eyes, he bent down and murmured in Camelia's ear, "I am about to begin. Same rules as before."

He was talking about the safe word they already agreed upon on their first night together — Lustberg.

Once she nodded, Sol smiled before raising his hand up.

"Now, count for me."

Smack!

"1!"

Smack!

"2!"

Smack!

"3!"

Only the sound of spanking and Camelia's anguished voice sounded in the room. This chorus was like a piece of heavenly music to Sol. Of course, even though the sound was loud, he didn't hit particularly hard.

The way her beautiful backside changed form under his heat — the gradual reddening of her flesh, the sensation of striking her soft skin — everything happening was so sensual that Sol felt like he was dreaming.

Smack!

"20!"

Sol was careful and methodical in the way he acted; he didn't just spank her. Each time he gave a couple of slaps, he would tease her backside and pussy with his fingers, or he would gently caress her butt.

This mix of pain and pleasure was driving Camelia insane. Her mind was growing foggy and her pussy was continually releasing a clear liquid. Saliva was flowing from the side of her mouth and her expression was blank, almost vacant.

Anyone who saw her now would never think that she was the beautiful and powerful Supreme Daughter. Right now, she was just a woman in heat, drowning in pleasure.

"This is enough."

"Wha-"

She was ready to receive her 25th slap when Sol suddenly stopped. Her clouded mind immediately woke up and she turned her head to face him while stuttering.

"I mean, this isn't much of a punishment if you are enjoying it, right? So let's stop for now. Look." A sneer of derision flashed in his eyes as he shortly put his fingers in her pussy and took them out, strings of love juices attached to them. "How could it be a punishment when your pussy is so wet?"

Camelia's face reddened in shame as she wanted to explain. She was close, oh so close to another orgasm.

"I…"

"No need to explain," Sol shook his head as he continued, "I think for you, not spanking you is more of a punishment than anything else."

As he said so, Sol began to slowly caress her backside again while teasing the opening of her pussy, but he never went too far.

This slow build-up was causing an aching pain in her loins. She could feel herself close to a climax, but it was as if it was missing a piece. This was driving her mad.

"Please! Just one more!"

She was reduced to begging for a release — she needed it so much! But Sol was merciless.

"Hehe~ !"

Sol looked at her teary face and begging expression, before walking toward the large sofa facing the bed and taking his place on it.

With a movement of his hand, the mana strings that bound Camelia changed from bondage style to a simple collar around her neck.

Tugging a little, he said calmly, "Get up from the bed, and go on all fours before walking toward me like a dog."

A shiver passed Camelia's body as her body began to heat up even more.

She meekly listened to his order. As she stood up, Sol felt his breath get stuck in his throat.

Camelia was just in white underwear. Her cleavage was already a sight for the sore eyes, and her torn panties made the current scene simply incredible.

"Take off the bra."

Camelia simply nodded as she deftly took it off. Her massive breasts, as if insulting gravity, stood proudly.

Sol beckoned her with his fingers and Camelia complied. Her posture was particularly low and she slowly advanced toward him on all fours, hanging her head in shame.

Normally Sol wouldn't ask her to do something like that, but since he was connected to her, he could feel her feelings, and he knew that currently, she was loving every minute of this. So he continued without any intention of stopping.

The distance wasn't that much, so it didn’t take long for her to come to him. The floor was covered by a very soft blue carpet, so she didn't have to worry about hurting her hands and knees.

Once she finally reached him, Sol began to pet her and caress her hair and ears while murmuring, "Yosh Yosh, you are really a good little girl. You are so cute like that."

Once he was satisfied, he pushed her away from him a little before lowering his trousers. His erect dick, still encased in his boxers, could already be seen.

Sol, with his face devoid of any emotion, simply ordered, "Suck it."

Camelia's mind wavered a little before a feeling of euphoria filled her. The more Sol ordered her, the happier and hornier she became.

"Yes, sir."

She was so happy that she called him with an honorific, even though he didn't ask her to do so. It surprised Sol quite a bit, but he fought to keep an expressionless face. He couldn't afford to show surprise and destroy the moment.

Camelia didn't pay attention to his inner turmoil. Brushing back her sweat-slicked hair, she crawled over to bury her face in his crotch. Taking a long whiff, an enamored expression formed on her face as she slowly took out Sol's dick from his boxers.

Her tongue crawled across his rod, which was continuously hardening under her tender care.

She had initially grimaced at the taste, but when she saw the delighted look on Sol’s face, she stroked her extended tongue along the shaft.

"Uhh!" Sol groaned a little. Camelia had no particular technique, but since she could also feel his emotions, she could accurately pinpoint his weak points.

She sometimes started to choke when she brought it too deep into her throat and she was clearly less skilled than Milia, but she made up for inexperience with passion. She was falling into a state of ecstasy, a longing filled her eyes as she sucked the almost bluish-red penis.

"Camelia." He wanted to see her face some more, so he used his other hand to brush back her hair and called her name.

She looked blankly up at him. Her eyes were narrowed as always, so she looked like a sleepy puppy.

Not only was she cute, but she was incredibly erotic.

She belongs to me.

A feeling of possessiveness and love filled his heart as she continued to suck his penis.

Sol could feel himself getting close. Camelia could also feel it and began to accelerate her movements.

"Careful!" Warning her, Camelia moved out of the way at the last moment when Sol began to cum.

White lines were drawn through the air like tracer rounds as the hot liquid spewed again and again from his swollen head. Camelia quickly closed her eyes, but she hadn’t moved completely out of the way, and her face and lovely blonde hair were stained by his fluid.

Sol watched the scene in a pleasant daze. Without aiming the tip away, he watched as his bodily fluid dirtied the face of one of the strongest women in the kingdom.

After releasing his seed, and calming himself, Sol decided to finally go to the final stages. He could spank her all he wanted later.

Feeling the emotions from Sol, Camelia couldn't help but shiver a little in excitement.

She also noted the mentioned spankings for later.

"Let's go."

Saying so, he rose from the sofa and took Camelia’s body in a princess carry. As he did so, he also stopped manipulating his mana, and the mana collar around her neck vanished.

Sol didn't mind S&M play. He quite enjoyed it, to be honest. But, he didn't want their first time together to be just play. He wished for it to be a sweet moment between the two of them.

Camelia understood his wish and shared his sentiments. After all, she was still a maiden at heart. She also had many expectations for her first time with the man she loved.

Once they reached the bed, Sol carefully put her on it before slowly taking off his clothes, and cleaning her up with them.

This time it was Camelia’s to gulp as she watched his body. While it was true that she didn't particularly care about physical appearance, she also had to admit that seeing a handsome boy with a body full of carefully-chiseled muscles was a wet dream for any woman.

Once he finally took off his underwear, Sol’s nude body stood in all his glory, while his large, raging cock stood to attention, as if affirming that simply releasing once couldn't calm it.

Crouching down a little, he began to nibble on her neck as he took a more comfortable position on the bed.

Camelia released hot sighs as she felt her temperature rise differently from the usual one. It was a slower and more calming build-up.

Sol traced his lips from her neck down to the vicinity of her breasts.

“Ah!”

A jolting pleasure from her breasts forced Camelia to let out a short moan. He took a mouthful and sucked on it. As if milk was coming out of her breasts, he licked her nipples meticulously.

“Nn!”

He couldn’t resist, so he began sucking at that delicious-looking flesh. Camelia got breathless as he licked around the areola before sucking on it once more.

“Mm!”

She put up no resistance and just enjoyed the sensation.

He squeezed and massaged them while sucking at the large nipples.

They were bigger and softer than Setsuna's, making them highly gropable. They pushed back at his hand like they were packed full of something.

He continued licking and sucking at the nipples as they grew erect.

“Your body feels really good to hold. And it’s kind of tasty.”

“Mhh.”

Her breasts were soft and tender while being incredibly large. Meanwhile, she was quietly laying down in bed while grasping onto the sheets, but her body would tremble while her hips jolted up from time to time. Gradually, he felt his lower half starting to grow even hotter. He progressively went downwards. He kissed from her nipples to her navel and from her navel to her calves.

He took her breast in his hand and brought his other hand to her abdomen. He slowly let his hand brush down her abdomen and naturally slid it down to her leg, pressing his fingers toward her inner thigh.

At that moment, her gaze locked with his. Camelia was surprised to see that his usual gentle blue eyes had changed into menacing golden ones.

“Ah!”

His long and firm finger slowly entered her. She yelped, not from pain but surprise. When his finger slid out, she sighed in relief. But the next moment, he inserted his finger deeper into her.

As he already suspected, she was sopping wet. So much that it was impossible to make her any wetter than this.

He hesitated briefly before steeling his resolve. Asking if it was okay with her at this level would be too lame. He had to take care and he wished to make it into a beautiful memory she would never forget.

Pulling down the remnants of her panties, Camelia flushed even more, when Sol separated her thighs so boldly. She tried to close her thighs in embarrassment, but he spread them even more instead.

“You’re plenty wet, so I should be able to put it in now.”

“Okay.”

“Put your legs like this.” He said in a low voice. Her long slender legs clumsily wrapped around his hips, bumping here and there through the process.

She nodded and he placed his erect cock against her vulva.

He placed her trembling arms around his shoulders.

“Hold onto me. Don’t be nervous and relax your body.”

Camelia hesitantly wrapped her arms around his shoulders, being careful as if she was touching something she shouldn’t be. His muscles felt firm but flexible. He chuckled and smiled to compliment a job well done, making her heart start thumping loudly.

The contact between their sensitive flesh felt good. It felt like they were melting together. He pushed his dick in as if it were being sucked in.

“Nn!”

Her vagina was spread wide as it took the penis head inside.

“It will probably hurt a little bit.”

He fiercely raised his upper body and centered himself against her, gradually adding his weight onto her. An aching pain shot from between Camelia’s legs, and she furrowed her brows.

If it’s this much pain, it will be bearable.

“Relax. I haven’t even started.”

Not even half of his penis had entered her yet. He had only slightly pushed the crown in, but her body was too tight and it didn’t seem it would be able to stretch out further. The pleasure felt more like pain and it was very hard stopping himself from just thoughtlessly pushing himself into her.

He lowered himself onto her and kissed her. He sucked on her small soft lips, taunting her with his tongue. He squeezed and massaged her breasts with his hand. Once he soothed her a little, her tense muscles relaxed. When he could feel some room to move again, he pushed himself forward a bit more. A sharp pain shot through her body and Camelia gripped onto his shoulders with greater strength, to the point her fingertips paled.

“Ooh~!”

Camelia’s breaths became rough, as if she was lacking air. He kept moving forward bit by bit without pause. He gradually filled her more and more, until he reached a thin wall. Once he broke through that frail wall, he was able to slide himself in with ease.

“…!”

Severe pain. It felt like her body would split in two. It was different from the pain of being spanked, or the pain from a wound on the battlefield. It was a pain all women had to go through. Even Camelia, despite her years of training, couldn't help but grit her teeth at this pain.

Sol furrowed his brows from the sudden ache in his arm. He had been supporting his weight with his arms so he wouldn’t have to put his full weight onto her, but she had bit his arm heavily. Her teeth were lodged onto his thick muscular arm, while tears welled up in her eyes as she glared at him with resentment as if asking how could this pain be only a 'little bit'.

Sol gave a bitter smile but didn't shake her off. Her struggling form was so cute.

This feels amazing...

It wasn't the first time he’d done it with a virgin, but doing it with Camelia was completely different. He wasn't just satisfying his lust, but also his heart.

His firm member was stiffening to its limit and she was squeezing him tightly. He felt very apologetic, but he couldn’t endure any longer. Raising his body, he thrust his hips so that his length could be fully wrapped inside her.

Once he was fully inside her, he stopped a little to give her time to adjust a little bit and lightly kissed her lips.

“Are you okay? Is it less painful this time?”

“Yes, I’m fine. How is it for you?”

She looked uneasy as she asked that, so he whispered back while practically biting at her earlobe.

Camelia’s body twitched from a new-found shocking sensation. He saw her red blood flowing out of the moist junction between her thighs as he pulled out. Her eyes gradually melted with warmth.

“It feels amazing.” He answered honestly. He was sorry for her pain, but he felt incredibly good.

“!?”

A tremor ran through her entire body.

“Thank you for giving me such a gift.”

She wrapped her arms around him and held him tightly.

“Hey, don’t cry.”

“But I’m so happy~!”

He wiped the tears from her eyes while a simple thought occurred to him.

She’s mine and she’ll never betray me.

At the same time, her vagina began to tremble like crazy. It felt so good that he held her more tightly.

“Hey, Camelia, can I move?”

“Ah, ah, go right ahead,” she said this as she grimaced. Sol knew that the only way was for him to simply finish as fast as possible to ease her pain.

Once he had permission, he began slowly moving his hips.

She must have naturally produced a lot of love juices because more flowed out with every thrust and he stirred it up as he pulled out.

She wrapped her arms around him and held on tightly as he gently pounded her. She could not keep her mouth closed, so she continually moaned. It was really cute and made him think of a puppy.

She looked to be in some pain, but her body twitched with pleasure. When he pulled out, she felt a burn from her inner walls, but once he pushed in again, her entrance swallowed him hungrily. Her soft inner walls continuously stimulated his shaft. He felt a surging sensation that was about to burst at the back of his neck.

Blood flowed out from their point of union, staining the bedsheets. His sensitive sense of smell picked up the scent of blood. Half of his rationality was already gone. Wet sounds reverberated through the whole room as he kept thrusting vigorously.

She hung onto his shoulders tightly and her nails dug into his back, creating scratch marks.

It hurts…

It felt like a blazing fire was burning inside her. Her body moved up and down along with his strong thrusts.

It hurt. It definitely hurt, but… Something felt strange. From the tip of her toes to the top of her head, an overwhelming euphoric shock engulfed her body. She swallowed back her scream and let out a low breath.

“Your insides are shaking like crazy.”

He firmly held onto her hips as he bore deeper into her. Her juices, mixed with bits of blood, flowed out from her down to her buttocks. As he continued to thrust, the viscous fluids created a constant moist slapping sound. Their point of connection had residual blood splattered here and there.

Her lips no longer let out cries of pain. Instead, she mewled and moaned in pleasure. He slowly changed the direction of his thrusts as he penetrated deeper. He concentrated on her panting and groaning, and stubbornly hammered into her most sensitive spot.

Her insides squeezed and started to spasm. He saw that she was about to climax and plunged deeper into her.

“!”

Her body froze and she cried out. Her entire body began to tremble. The moment she reached her limits, Sol also let go of all restraint and released himself inside her.

Camelia's body gradually grew limp as something hot spilled into her body. She panted as her chest rose up and down.

Is… it over… ?

Her thoughts didn’t last long. She felt his large hand caress her forehead and just like that, she instantly fell asleep.

That night, Camelia had a dream. A dream of a distant past.


Interlude 2: Birth And Life Of A Saint



Xx years ago. 

She was born into a rather normal family. Her father was a kind worker with few aspirations, and her mother was a simple housewife whose greatest worry in life was cooking and taking care of the house. 

She was born beautiful. 

She grew even more so. 

A beauty of the like that shouldn't exist in such a remote village. A village so far away from the capital that they didn't even see the baron under whom they served. 

She had long and soft black hair, a gentle smile that seemed to wash away all problems, and a soothing voice that could lull even the most-frightening beast. 

She was loved by all and possessed an aura of grace and gentleness that shouldn't have existed in a countryside girl.. 

This aura was so powerful that despite her clear beauty, no boy dared to court her and no girl dared to play with her. 

If there was one problem in her otherwise perfect life, it was that she was blind. 

No one could understand why. Her body suffered from no defects and she was in no way cursed. 

Despite this, her daily life was in no way disturbed. 

People loved her. 

No, people worshiped her. 

As such she never had to work. 

No matter what they were, her wishes were always granted. From a simple snap of her fingers, the villagers were willing to lay down their lives for her. 

It wouldn't be a mistake to say that she was like a goddess and the inhabitants of the village were her loyal believers. 

Thankfully, the girl was kind and so she never made any unreasonable demands.

If there was another thing that bothered the girl, it was that she was bored. 

She was only ten, but she felt as if the world had nothing left to offer her. After all, in her mind, her world was only the village and her surroundings. 

She wanted to go out. 

She wished to be able to see, to explore the world. Eat delicious food, know new people, have adventures, and perhaps fall in love with a beautiful prince. 

She wished to have friends, not the fake ones who only followed her orders, but true friends with whom she could laugh and share her feelings and worries. 

Such was her life. A boring life, full of yearning and unfulfilled wishes. 

But one day, her life was shattered in the cruelest way possible. 

On that day, she woke up to the sounds of screaming and crying, to obscene laughter and mockery, steel clashing and horses galloping. 

She couldn't see, and this might have been a blessing, for what was happening in front of her was simply hell. 

Rape, death, pillaging, humiliation, pain, and sadness. 

This was the ugliest side of humanity. 

The cause of this carnage was surprisingly–soldiers. Deserters. People who had initially sworn to protect the citizens, but had fled during the war, and were now trampling on their vows by doing the very opposite of what they had sworn. 

But the girl had no way of knowing this back then. 

Nor did she need to care about it at that time. 

All she knew, all she could understand, was that her paradise was being destroyed. 

All she knew was the cause of this destruction were filthy beings worse than any demons. 

This girl of no more than ten, who had never once raised her voice, who had never felt anger nor hatred, for the first time in her life, became angry. 

She found those laughs disgusting, those screams disheartening, all those sounds confusing. As such, she screamed, "Silence!"

And silence fell. 

The bandits were confused. They tried to open their mouths but could not. 

Still, no matter how confused they were, no matter how vile they had become, they were once soldiers. The years of discipline and training kicked in as they calmed down and found the source of their predicament. 

"Kill her!" The leader ordered with a sign. He didn't need to speak, for his soldiers understood his signal. 

The girl, who has never been angry nor ever wished to hurt anyone, as if guided by the hand of fate, gave an order she would never forget. 

"All of you–die."

She murmured in a low voice, even regretting giving such an order the moment it left her mouth. But it was too late. 

With an empty expression; with a crazed smile; with a feeling of elation, the soldiers who had been comrades both during their time in the army and during their time as bandits, gleefully, methodically, killed themselves. 

It was perfectly silent. 

In this world where no voices could come out, only the ripping and cutting coming from their swords resonated in her ears. 

And for the first time, the girl who lived all her life in darkness, opened her eyes. 

The first thing she saw, was the blue sky devoid of clouds and the shining golden sun.

The second thing she saw was the fanatical expression on the faces of both the dead bandits and — the dead villagers. 

Her order had been indiscriminate. 

She asked for silence, and they had all closed their mouths. 

She asked for death… And they had all died. 

That day, her long black hair changed to a lustrous gold, and her eyes, always hidden in the past, were of a beautiful blue. 

As tears gathered in her eyes and her mind was about to break, a voice suddenly sounded in her ear, 

{My Beloved child, would you like to serve me?} 

That day, the young and innocent girl, who had wished for nothing more than excitement in her life, died. Her young mind was unable to accept the weight of the crime she had committed, even if unintentionally. 

In her place was born the young girl who would become known as the greatest Saint. 

A few weeks later, the Church of Castitas officially announced the appearance of the new Holy Daughter. 

The news of the appearance of a blessed one swept past all the zones of influence. Commoners kneeled down in prayer while nobles cursed in frustration.
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The news of the birth of a new Holy Daughter came as a shock to all the kingdoms.

It was even more, so since it wasn't one of the potential Holy Daughters groomed by the nobility or the kings.

Her birth name was unknown, but her Saint's name was Camelia. Camelia Castitas.

She was a beautiful young girl; her long golden hair flowed in the wind, and her impassive face gave an impression of grandeur and power.

Camelia never smiled, for she found no happiness in this world.

She was revealed thanks to a divine revelation of the goddess.

Her position as a Holy Daughter was cemented. No one, not even the greedy nobles, dared to try to take over someone who directly had the attention of the goddesses.

It's how she grew calmly and slowly in the church, while learning her current and future duties.

The Supreme Daughter of that time, Lily Castitas, was a kind and beautiful woman with few womanly curves.

If one was asked what was her greatest feature, then it would be her smile. A smile as large and as warm as the sun.

No matter what the situation was, no matter how many problems she had, she always smiled. Not a fake smile nor a forced one, but a true and genuine one full of compassion.

Camelia hated that smile. For reflected in it, she could feel her own ugliness. The soul of that woman shone like the greatest jewel.

It wasn't a metaphor.

She could really see Lily’s soul. It was the gift and the curse Camelia had received on the day she opened her eyes for the first time.

Camelia never smiled, nor could she smile.

Camelia's life was one of atonement. Her days were filled with weariness, and her nights were filled with nightmares.

It was painful. Oh, so painful.

Every day, she would wake up and work methodically without any thought without goals.

Becoming the Supreme Daughter?

This was in no way the goal she wished for herself. She just went through the motions because if she didn't work, she would simply kill herself.

Her life was dull. The colors of the world were gray.

It was in this gray world that she met her — her first rival.

[image: ]


"How dare you reject my brother?!"

Camelia, who was walking away from a meeting with the king, stopped, as she turned to face the purple-haired girl who was screaming at her.

'Who?'

She tilted her head in confusion. It was the first time someone had talked to her in such an aggressive way.

"Excuse me, but who are you?"

"Seriously?!"

The girl's expression of shock was so exaggerated that even Camelia began to feel a little bad.

"I am Lilith. Lilith Luxuria!! Never forget that name."

It was the first meeting between Camelia and Lilith.

They were both 14 years old. Back then Lilith was still the spoiled princess of the kingdom and behaved as such.

Camelia's relationship with Lilith was strange. They couldn't be called friends, but they couldn't be called enemies, either. They were in a weird relationship where they cursed at each other without hesitation.

Lilith's existence was without a doubt the first saving grace for Camelia.

Someone who wasn't awed by her.

Someone who wouldn't bend over backwards for her.

Someone who could speak to her as an equal.

But, more than anything, Lilith’s soul was so beautiful. Just like a jewel of the highest grade.

Her second grace was another woman. A fiery red-haired woman. Someone who was as crude as a sailor and never minced her words.
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"Tell me Blaze, just why do you love Mars so much?"

Camelia was currently soaking naked in the hot water of her large bath, as she asked her sole friend, an incredibly voluptuous and beautiful red-haired woman, who was equally naked.

"Kukuku~! Don't you think he is super-cute? The way he still blushes when seeing me naked is so endearing."

Camelia awkwardly laughed at this. She was on speaking terms with Mars, but she rather hated his indecisive and dense side.

'Just how many women did he harm that way?'

A boy shouldn't go around treating women so well when he didn't plan to return their feelings.

She really hated it. If at least he was doing it on purpose, she could call him a playboy and that would be it. But he didn't even do it intentionally.

She remembered the heiress from one of the four Ducal families. Her infatuation for Mars was so visible it was painful. But Mars never gave her the time of the day. She was pretty sure Lilith and Theresa were also in love with him.

"*Sigh* I don't understand your taste."

Blaze simply smirked without answering. The two of them were pretty close and they could speak to each other without fearing to anger the other.

"Then, what kind of man are you seeking? Perhaps, those like in those books of yours?" Blaze wriggled her eyebrows suggestively as she said that, making Camelia blush heavily.

All the girls in their groups were aware of Camelia's taste in erotic books. It was generally a subject of jokes between them.

Still, Camelia didn't deny it. In her life, what she hated the most was control, and what she sought the most was also control.

That's why she was so loyal to the goddess. She didn't need to think. She just had to follow orders. It made her feel at ease. She never wanted to relive what happened so many years ago.

Blaze's eyes grew sorrowful. She could guess Camelia’s train of thought. Advancing through the water, she reached Camelia and hugged her tightly.

"This is good enough. Thanks." Camelia wiped the tears that were gathering at the corner of her eyes. Then, smiling mischievously, she asked, "So, when did you plan to announce the good news? Should I say congratulations?"

Blaze tilted her head before smiling radiantly as she patted her stomach.

"I guess hiding it from you was impossible."

"Fufufu~! I am really happy for you. Do you already have a name?"

"No. You know that stupid tradition for the crown prince. We were hesitant about which star to use." Then, as if making a decision, Blaze said.

"Camelia, why don't you choose the name?"

"Me?"

"Yes. You are my best friend. So I want my child to have a name chosen by you. Also, didn't you say you wanted to live for something or someone? Then, why don't you live for my child?"

Blaze was making this suggestion totally innocently. But, for Camelia, it was as if she received a divine revelation. A name directly appeared in her mind.

A name that would give meaning to all that she had suffered.

Letting out the most genuine smile she had in years, Camelia softly caressed Blaze's belly as she answered.

"Sol. Let's call him Sol. This child will drive away the darkness from our hearts."

"Hum? You seem pretty sure that it will be a boy."

"Fufufu! Let's just say someone murmured it in my ears."


Special Chapter: Wratharis Republic



The world, Gaia, was divided into seven kingdoms and seven religions. Each of them represented both a sin and a virtue.

Out of the seven, the most powerful was without a doubt Gluttony Foss, under the might of Echidna.

But the one with the most-diverse population was without a doubt the Wratharis Republic, home of the beastkin and also known as the Kingdom of a Hundred Clans.

The national religion of the Republic was Patientia, the virtue of patience, while the royal family was under Ira, the sin of Wrath.

The Wratharis kingdom was both large and rich in resources. Its position close to the sea made it a kingdom that mainly relied on ships for transport and seafood. They were the greatest exporters of seafood in the world. It was without a doubt the second-richest kingdom after Slothstein.
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"Miko-Sama! Miko-Sama! This is incredible! I just received incredible news!"

In the hall of an old temple, a young girl wearing white-and-red Miko clothes was running with an expression of shock on her face.

Her blue eyes and golden hair were particularly glaring, but what really caught the eye were her two long fluffy tails, and the two fox ears that were twitching around as if mirroring her unease.

"Miko-Sama!"

The moment she reached the door of the main hall of the temple, still shouting, another older voice immediately shushed her.

"Silence."

Once silence fell, the voice continued. “Sakura, how many times must I tell you? As my heir and future Miko, you have to always uphold majesty and pride at any moment."

The door opened to show a beautiful and mature woman. She had long golden hair, fox ears, whiskers, and six golden tails; she also sported a monocle. She was wearing a loose kimono that partially showcased her large breasts. In her right hand was a large gourd, containing an unknown liquid.

She was talking and walking with a bored expression, but the grace of her demeanor was unmistakable. Moments later, she took a swig of her gourd and began delicately gulping down whatever it contained.

"But, but, Miko-Sama! I just received a report from the Anbu. A Saint Fall was performed in Lustburg."

The woman was shocked speechless by this incredible news.

"Fucking shit! How many times did I tell you to not give me news like that while I am drinking?" She nearly spluttered everything because of the shock.

Sakura blushed at the admonishment of the woman, whose otherworldly demeanor completely vanished as she spewed curses.

Finally, after calming herself, she ignored Sakura and turned toward the shadow.

"Ginkaku. Kinkaku."

"Ah. Kiku-Sama!"

Two figures, draped in black from head to toe, immediately appeared next to her. Still, even though their features were hidden, it was easy to guess from their figures that they were women.

The Miko, Kiku, sat down roughly on the mat with her legs crossed and took another swig of her sake, gulping down greedily.

"Fuck! That hit the spot!" Her face flushed, and she squinted as she faced her two closest companions and most-skilled kunoichi. "Explain."

One of the kunoichi advanced and knelt, her visage facing the ground. "As Sakura-Sama said, we just received news from our spies planted in Lustburg. We have witnesses that claim that a large pillar of light appeared above the church of Castitas. From the information they have, they ascertained at 90% that the ritual that took place was Saint Fall."

Kiku, hearing this, frowned heavily before sighing. "Did that ambitious young pup receive the news?"

This time, it was the second kunoichi who answered. "Yes. Even though the imperial family was weakened after the event thirteen years ago, Lupus Ira holds tightly to power."

"I guess new skirmishes are inevitable. Fuck!" Taking another swig, Kiku frowned as she continued to curse. "Why did that little girl use that spell? She doesn't even have an inheritor, for fuck’s sake–"

The relationship between the seven religions wasn't particularly harmonious. The simple fact was that all fourteen goddesses were under the Goddess of Order. So religious wars simply had no meaning here.

"–and that spoiled little shit, Patientia. How hard could it have been to at least give me a warning? I am sure it must be another of their sick games. Fuck."

All the other three women simply lowered their heads and ignored the fact that the Supreme Daughter of Patientia, who should have worshiped the goddess, was openly cursing her. Though, from the lack of surprise on Miku’s face, it was clear that it wasn't the first time this had happened.

"Fuck it. Anyway, double the surveillance on the pup. I am sure that arrogant bastard will begin some skirmish with the Lustburg kingdom. We fought too hard for peace to let it be destroyed by some bastard like him."

As she said so, she got up and walked back to her main room.

"Dismissed."

"Yes!"
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The Imperial capital was divided into two halves, reminiscent of the yin and yang. The temple was in the yin part, and in the yang part was the Imperial castle.

The Imperial castle was made out of a special wood that was as hard as metal and could conduct mana very well. Using this wood for construction allowed an easier application of different formations and even boosted their power.

This was something that could only be produced in the elven lands at an astronomical price.

Currently, in the main hall of the Imperial castle, a scene nearly similar to what had happened in the temple was being re-enacted.

Two people, wearing armor and face masks, were kneeling obediently before a seated man. The seat the man sat on was a large and regal throne, made out of gold, diamonds, and mana stones.

The man on the throne currently had his eyes closed in thought. He was a man of average height, with recognizable golden hair.

Even though he was completely silent, the pressure he was emanating was slowly crushing the two warriors in front of him. That pressure vanished the moment he opened his eyes, and a smile formed on his face.

"My dear samurai! I am very pleased. It seems it's time for a new war."

The two samurai were shocked. Even though they had a king, the Wratharis Republic, as the name implied, worked as a semi-democracy. Each of the most-powerful clans had the right to vote, and the two largest clans, the kitsune, and the blue wolf, had three votes apiece and a power of veto.

The king could without a doubt take many decisions without problems, but something like war?

"What? Is there a problem?"

Those simple words froze the blood in their veins. They were forced to remember that they had to follow the orders. They didn't need to think.

They immediately lowered themselves in dogeza.

"Forgive us! Your Highness, your will shall be done."

They sweated while begging in their hearts for him to forgive them. They knew very well what could happen should the king fall into a bad mood. Thirteen years ago, he hadn't hesitated to kill his brother and sell his niece into slavery, all for the throne. Killing two insignificant samurai like them would be nothing.

"Humph!! Be grateful. This king does not want to deal with trash of your kind right now. Go and prepare for the convention. I want to know if that old fox will dare to defy me this time."

The anger behind the voice was real; it was followed by hundreds of golden sparks flying around him. Thankfully, the throne was created specifically to resist and transfer the electricity toward different zones of the castle.

The two samurai hurriedly gave their salutes and left the throne room. They didn't want to test the patience of the king. They would in no way be the first victim of his wrath.

"Wait!"

"Yes, your Highness?”

Are we going to die now?

"I have remembered. My unworthy niece is sheltered by the Luxuria Kingdom, correct?"

"Indeed, your Highness."

"I see. If by now she has still not awakened, then she is not worth my care or concern. Try obtaining more information about her. Anything would be useful."

Fate could be a cruel mistress, and if possible, he wanted to swiftly eliminate his nieces to make sure nothing happened.
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The world was moving. Not just Wratharis, but also the five other kingdoms.

The Saint's all meant the loss of a Supreme Daughter. Each Supreme Daughter was a powerhouse unto themselves who could reverse the flow of a war. Losing her meant a substantial loss of power for the kingdoms.

What will be the consequences of Camelia launching this spell?


THIRD ACT: THE KNIGHT




Chapter 13


Ch 13: Capacity?



At the end of her dream, Camelia slowly opened her eyes, glistening with tears. Slivers of light filtered by her window; it seemed that it was still the middle of the night.

I wonder what expression Blaze would have if she knew about my relationship with her son.

In terms of personality, Sol was truly a blend between Blaze and Mars. She liked that about him. He still lacked experience, but she did not doubt that one day he would awe the world.

"Did you have a nightmare?"

A finger slowly wiped away the tears from her eyes. Sol's gentle voice reverberated in her ears. Smiling from the bottom of her heart, she snuggled up to him and closed her eyes as she murmured.

"No… Just a dream."

"I see."

"Sol…"

"Yes?"

"I really, really love you."

"Me too."
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While such a heartwarming scene was happening, a young, blonde-haired girl was currently panicking in her room.

Her face was red and her breathing erratic. She couldn't understand what she had seen.

What happened?

After Sol had taken Camelia back to her room, Chloe had decided to go visit her and comfort her a little. But what she’d heard had nearly made her mind explode.

Thinking back to the obscene sounds, her blush covered an even greater part of her face.

H-how shameless!!

She covered her face with her hands as she crouched down.

She had never felt so embarrassed in her life. Hearing her aunt’s screams of joy as her new acquaintance banged her was truly a new experience.

So this is why she was ready to pay so much for him.

She had heard the rumors from the various superior nuns, but she simply scoffed at them, thinking that it was just a way to undermine her aunt’s reputation. But now, it seemed that those rumors were true, and even not enough to completely explain the truth.

Standing up and walking toward her bed, she could feel a damp sensation in her crotch. Her panties were most likely soaked. Angels were partially energy-type beings, but they still had normal biological functions. Carnal desires are one of those.

I think I will be busy tonight.

She thought shyly as her hand trailed down towards her crotch. Virgin she might be, but she had some experience with pleasuring herself, and right now, she was so hot she felt like she was going to melt.

…

…

…

The next morning, after Sol and Camelia both woke up, Camelia finally explained what happened exactly.

This whole night was a test, or more precisely a bet, between Camelia and the goddesses.

The stakes were her life and her soul.

If she lost, she would lose her life, and her soul would be tortured in different cycles of reincarnation. But Sol would have obtained the totality of the three wishes.

If she won, she would keep her blessing and her life. Meanwhile, the three wishes would be slightly changed.

The content of the bet was both simple and difficult at the same time. It was a simple question.

Just how far would Sol be willing to go for Camelia's life?

This question didn't have only one good answer. The farther he was willing to go the better.

The conclusion? Sol went way farther than any of them thought and by doing so, Camelia won the bet.

"I am truly sorry. I did not want to lie to you. But I truly wished the best for you."

Sol stayed silent as he thought deeply. They were currently in the main room of the church. They wanted to verify how high his capacity was, so before that, they began to discuss what happened the night before.

Sol knew that Camelia wasn't lying. After all, no matter what was the outcome of this bet, Sol would have been rewarded. Still, it left a bad taste in his mouth.

“I am still angry, but this isn't important now. Let's talk about more serious things while waiting for the measuring instrument."

Camelia fretted a little before acquiescing. She knew that Sol had lost a little bit of trust in her. No one felt good about being deceived, even if it was for their own good. But she didn't mind. She knew it was a small price to pay for him. She was even willing to die for him after all. In her eyes, no price was too much.

Sol could feel her intentions and determination and scratched his head in annoyance.

I am really surrounded by troublesome women.

"So, Camelia. What will you do about your hair? From what you said, everyone in the capital should have seen the pillar. The news should have already reached all the kingdoms by now."

"Simple–I will hide it."

Sol looked at this woman, who was trying and surprisingly succeeding at playing cute, with a stern gaze. He was about to chide her, when he suddenly closed his mouth and went into deep thought.

Camelia was many things, but stupid she was not.

"Is your goal to create turmoil?"

"Not exactly. My goal, and even your aunt's goal, is simply to remove all filth that could threaten your hold of power."

Sol didn't need to be told what she meant by ‘filth.’

"The four Ducal families?"

"Indeed. During your grandfather's generation, the royal family was at an all-time low. Your grandfather was without a doubt the weakest king both in power and influence. This is why your aunt–never mind." She stopped herself from continuing.

I hate when they do that.

Seeing her constrictive expression, Sol knew that he could force her to finish what she wanted to say. But, if this story was related to Lilith, then it was her story to tell.

"Forget it. Continue."

Relieved, Camelia coughed a little, "So, during that time, those who were truly in power were the nobles. Sadly for them, Mars came and destroyed their influence. But now–"

"Now the heir of the throne is just a kid without much power." Sol finished for her.

"Indeed." Camelia nodded. "Out of the four families, the Milaris family is rather ambiguous because of the duchess's relationship with your father."

Sol and Camelia both winced at that. The duchess never really tried to hide her distaste for him.

"The Travers family is only interested in who can bring the greatest profits. So they can swing either way. The Highland family is on our side, and finally the Gorfard family is most likely going to move against you."

Camelia didn't hide her distaste for the Gorfard family.

Wasn't Lilith's husband also a Gorfard?

"Well, long story short, your position is being threatened. They can't take your power away since you are the sole heir and doing so would be an affront to the goddess, but they can try controlling you like they controlled your grandfather. The only reason they tried nothing until now was–"

"It was you."

"Yes." She gave a proud smile. "I may not look like it, but I am pretty powerful. Perhaps not as much as your father was, but I am still a powerhouse. What's more, influence-wise, I am equal to the king. I am a great deterrent. But at the same time, because of that, we aren't really sure who is on our side or not."

"I see. So you want to flush them out by making them think you really lost your blessing."

Sol entered deep in thought when something occurred to him.

"Did you already take all that into account when you decided to do this bet?"

"Te-he~!"

Sol stared at Camelia with renewed respect. He had never looked down on her, but he had to admit that when Camelia acted as if everything was in the palm of her hand, it was rather hot.

"I guess I can reward you a little tonight. Yesterday we didn't finish our spanking session, right?" Camelia's face immediately grew hot and her breathing a little rushed, but just as she was about to pounce on Sol.

*Knock* *Knock* *Knock*

Someone interrupted their moment. Camelia sighed in defeat while inwardly cursing Chloe for her bad timing as her eyes and hair changed to a black color.

"Enter!"

"Oh, pardon me." The large door squealed on its hinges a little as Chloe pushed it.

This time, she was wearing blue armor over a dress with a long skirt. On her hip was her sword, and in her hands was a crystal ball.

The moment he saw the ball, Sol's heartbeat immediately sped up. This device would show his capacity.

Each human had a certain amount of capacity, and said capacity allowed them to make more contracts of greater qualities. For example, a normal S-class needed about 100 capacity points, or CP. Of course, even the absence of a contract didn't mean that one was destined to mediocrity. Lilith was the living example of such.

Still, the reality was that with her talent for the sword and mana, if she had been able to have a contract, Lilith could have been three or four times stronger than she was currently.

Chloe, briefly looking at Camelia's black hair with an expression of grief, sighed before steeling her expression and presenting the device to Sol.

"You just have to put your hands on it and circulate your mana."

Taking a deep breath, Sol did as he was ordered.

The crystal ball immediately began to illuminate the room with a deep golden light. The numbers continued to climb at a very large speed.

Gasp!

Both Chloe and Camelia exclaimed in surprise. The three of them were astonished at the number that was shown.

Capacity was extremely important for any human.

As he looked at the numbers, Sol remembered his discussion with Edea

Mars's capacity was the highest-known in history, reaching a startling 350. The moment this information was known, every kingdom exclaimed in surprise.

But if they were to know Sol capacity, they would surely stumble in shock.

500 CP!

A normal S-class had a capacity of about 100 CP. Sol's mother, Blaze, as the direct daughter of Tiamat, the dragon of pride, had 150 CP.

"Incredible!!" Camelia screamed in joy as she jumped into Sol's arms.

She was in complete exhilaration. Thanks to the bet with the goddesses, Sol had a chance to obtain a Phoenix with a contract in no way inferior to Blaze. What's more, he would still have enough CP for more of the same kind.

Sol hugged back Camelia with an absent-minded expression. For the first time in his life, he had finally managed to surpass his father in something.

He didn't know what to think. Should he be happy? Proud?

He sighed as he controlled his emotions.

His aunt had become a powerhouse even without CP. It just meant that, even though he has a higher capacity than his father, he won't necessarily surpass him.

He couldn't let himself be controlled by some useless pride. This is just the starting point. He still had many things to learn.

But for now, ignoring Chloe's expression of shock, he bent down and kissed Camelia before sweeping her in his arms. From what Edea said, in a little more than 48 hours he would experience hell on earth. So he needed to finish things with Camelia.

After all, he still had some spanking to do.
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While Sol and Camelia were enjoying themselves, Lilith was having a serious headache as she sat in the main seat of the conference room while facing four people.

For some weird reason — which she ignored — Mars had decided that the room where the greatest nobles would gather and discuss should have a round table.

It was truly outrageous, since such a table put the king at the same level as the other nobles seated, but Mars never really cared about the rules of nobility.

Big brother really had many weird ideas.

She thought this idly while listening to the endless reprimands of a black-haired man seated on her left. He was wearing a white-and-gold suit and his eyes were full of confidence.

"My Queen, as you must know, yesterday during the night, an important ritual took place in the Castitas Church. From what happened the last time it was used, we can already guess the nature of the ritual and its consequences. I think that it's necessary to negotiate with the church for the selection of a new Holy Daughter. In the meantime, I ask that the supervision of church be given to Elsmere Gorfard."

"I object!"

The one who was speaking frowned before asking, "Pray tell, Duke Travers, why do you object to my proposal? Elsmere is without a doubt the currently highest-ranked member of the church in the absence of the two Daughters."

The one who interrupted was an overweight man with a rather cunning expression. With a large ,sunny smile, he faced Lilith as he spoke.

"Your Majesty, as it stands now, the most important thing to do is to reorganize the entire structure of the church. I recognize the good intentions in my dear friend Duke Gorfard; I also recognize the rank and authority of Elsmere, but she is in no way a good replacement for the previous Supreme Daughter, even if temporary. What about… "

Lilith didn't intervene as she languidly observed Gorfard and Travers bicker with each other. She wasn't wearing her usual clothes, but rather a long red Qipao that highlighted her impressive curves.

No one was a fool here. and they all understood why they were trying so hard. But she didn't particularly care and was patient enough to listen to this play.

"Enough. Do not show such an unsightly commotion in front of Her Majesty."

An old man with an eye patch, wearing a long white coat, tapped the table with his fingers. Despite his long silver hair and his obvious old age, his bulging muscles were visible through his loose clothes, making him a rather-impressive sight.

He was the Duke Highland, a man renowned throughout the kingdom for his numerous military exploits. He was also the oldest Duke, having obtained this title during Sol's grandfather's generation.

Gorfard and Travers humphed before they stopped arguing. Truthfully, they did not particularly fear Lilith as a monarch even though they knew that she could kill them all without breaking a sweat.

The most important thing in this world for a king or a queen wasn't personal power, but rather the blessing.

This was why the Peaceful King was able to take over after Jupiter's death, even though he was only ten. This is also why Mars's father, Neptune, stayed on the throne even though he was completely controlled by the nobles.

Lilith, for all her power, wasn't blessed and as such could never have complete control of the kingdom. The only reason she could even act as a queen was because she swore to give back the throne to Sol once he matured. Otherwise, she would have literally been killed by a divine punishment.

One of the greatest reliances for the stability of Lilith's power was Camelia and her absolute control over the church. But now–

"Duchess Milaris, what do you think of the present situation?" Gorfard asked with slight trepidation. He could scorn Lilith despite her power because she was sane. Sane people didn't act recklessly and observed the situation first.

The Duchess was anything but sane. She was fucking crazy, and no one knew how far she would go and when she could snap.

Today once again, the duchess was entirely clad in black. Black heel, black robes, black veil. When you added her black hair and eyes, anyone looking at her would have the uncomfortable feeling of being swallowed by darkness itself.

Since the day Mars had died, the duchess rarely, if ever, wore any color other than black. She never explained why, but everyone understood even without explanation.

Despite having her name called, the duchess didn't answer for a long while before finally turning a gaze filled with scorn on Gorfard.

"Do you really think that simply by losing her blessing, Camelia's authority is something you can discuss and share so easily? Tell me, Gorfard, did those years of peace make you lose your cunning? Or were you just always this stupid?"

All the people present, including Lilith, winced at those words while Gorfard’s face reddened in fury.

"You!" He snarled, rising from his chair.

A large amount of mana began to leak out of his body, increasing the pressure in the room. However, the Duchess was unmoved in the face of his fury.

"Me, what?" She sneered.

"Ugh!"

Compared to the overwhelming pressure Milaris suddenly released, Gorfard seemed like a silly child.

The atmosphere in the room immediately chilled, as the usually dark eyes of the duchess changed to a deep scarlet.

"Do you want war?" She asked in the most monotonous way possible, as if she asked about the weather.

That crazy bitch is having another fit.

None of them doubted that if Gorfard spoke out of place again, the Duchess would immediately leave this room and declare war on him.

Gorfard was sweating buckets; his pride and his sensibility warring against each other. He looked at the other people present, hoping that one of them would act. But he was disappointed. Duke Travers was gloating, Duke Highland was impassive, and Lilith was still languidly seated with a bored expression, as if everything that was happening wasn't of any importance to her.

The pressure continued to slowly increase and when it seemed that the Duchess was finally about to explode and the Duke, understanding how useless pride was, was about to concede as he bowed his head in defeat.

"Enough."

All the pressure was immediately shattered by this voice.

If the Duke was like a child in front of the Duchess, then the Duchess was like a grown man facing a giant when this new pressure was added.

Everyone turned their attention to the only one powerful enough to create such a result.

Lilith. The War Maiden. The Saint of the Sword. The Demon of the Battlefield.

"You two are like children fighting for stupid reasons, when we should be paying attention to the truly important things."

The scarlet color receded from the duchess’s eyes, and the other three straightened in their seats.

They might not take Lilith seriously as a queen, but they all recognized that she was without a doubt, one of the most powerful beings in this kingdom.

No, since to them Camelia had lost her blessing, Lilith was now the strongest being in this kingdom, if the witches weren't included.

Lilith though didn't care about that at all.

"Duke Highland, the fact that Camelia lost her blessing should have already reached all the other kingdoms by now. This wouldn't be a problem normally, since we are in a time of peace. But, there's one problem."

Waving her hand, a large amount of mana gathered before taking the form of a map. The same way Edea had when teaching with Sol. The only difference with this map was that all the points were green, except for two.

One, the largest, was Gluttony Foss. The country of Echidna. The other was–

–The Wratharis Republic.

The others weren't idiots. They immediately understood the meaning behind this map.

"So the Wolf King is finally going to bare his fangs."

Lilith nodded to the murmured comment of the Duke of Highland.

"The current Wolf King is different from the previous pacifist one. He is a warmonger, and now that we have lost an important war asset, he will not miss this chance."

A somber mood filled the room. What was the use of fighting for power when they were about to lose all of it?

"How long?" Duchess Milaris asked calmly. Her territory was the nearest one to Wratharis and, once war happened, she would be the first line of defense.

"Winter is about to come. Even for the beastkin, it's impossible to fight under such weather. What's more, the Supreme Daughter of Patientia will not let him act as he wishes. As such, from the estimates, six months at the earliest, eight at the latest."

Lilith was eerily calm as she answered back. Though behind this calm, a certain fire was brewing. A certain madness that dwarfed even that of Duchess Milaris.

It has been too long since she set foot on a battlefield or even fought. It seemed that her sword was about to drink blood again.


Chapter 14


Ch 14: Witches



Under a beautiful sun and the gentle breeze, a bloody scene was being enacted.

Groans and cries of pain echoed, sometimes followed by stifled screams.

In the clearing, one man was laying down on the grass, fighting against the pain. His four limbs were bound by powerful, translucent chains seemingly made out of energy.

The man should have been rather handsome in normal circumstances. But currently, he looked more like a demon from hell or a tortured prisoner.

His long, beautiful, golden hair and his handsome, angular face were stained by blood, as a bulge seemed to split his skull.

His hands were bloodied, as his nails fell off. The same went for his mouth, as his teeth were falling and being replaced by new ones.

This wasn't all. Such changes, while painful, weren't enough to deter the man with such a firm will.

The true problem was what was happening internally. If the man still looked somewhat human externally, internally it was a totally different situation.

His muscles' fibers were snapping and reconnecting, becoming stronger and tougher than any human.

The same happened to his bones. It was literally like having his entire skeleton fracture then reconnect, again and again.

His organs were shifting, strengthening.

Since he was currently nearly naked aside from a pair of boxers, it was possible to see the eerie sights of his internal change as his muscles bulged and his body deformed.

It was a slow but gradual change, an evolution of life, something anyone should be happy to receive, but-

It's so damn painful!

Sol thought as he gritted his teeth to stifle another scream of pain.

The worst was that he absolutely couldn't let himself faint. This was the first condition the goddess Luxuria sent him.

During the creation of his core was the best moment to strengthen his bloodline, so if he wanted the maximum benefit, he had to go through all the processes awake and without any form of drugs to inhibit the pain.

Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!

Constantly cursing in his mind, Sol continued to fight through the pain, doing his best to increase the benefits.

Despite the pain, with each second that passed, he could feel himself becoming stronger, to the point he could have snapped his yesterday self with his hands.

He had never particularly sought power, even though he wanted to surpass his father. But now, the situation was different.

War was upon them.

He couldn't allow himself to be weak.

He had to protect all the people he cared for. He had to become strong enough to be seen as a reliable shield that could protect his loved ones from the rain and the snow.

"Ugh!"

Another spasm of pain went through his body, making his vision swim and his mind feel faint, but he steeled his mind and refused to give up.

From what Luxuria told him, his total bloodline evolution would be done in two steps. The first one here, and the second one after he obtained his first contract and finally met Tiamat.

Of course, this was on the premise he held on to now. If he did, Luxuria swore that the second step would give him an incredible benefit.

So, while thinking about his loved ones, he held on. He fought and fought.

Though his body was bathed in his blood and his mind clouded, he continued to fight.
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Meanwhile, observing this situation were two women, though they looked more like young adults.

The first one was without a doubt Edea, clad in her usual black dress that seemed to absorb the light.

"I must say, I am truly surprised. Who would have thought that I would see such an interesting boy? I am really getting old."

The second woman tilted her head at this remark.

If Edea could be described with the colors black and white, then this woman could be described with only one word, one color–pink.

Pink hat, pink skirt, pink shirt, pink heel, pink gauntlets, pink hair, pink eyes.

Pink, pink pink — so much pink that it hurt your eyes simply looking at her.

Her eyes were very particular, since her pupils, rather than the normal rounded ones, had the shape of a broken heart. This gave her a rather frightening look.

"Freya, please, stop looking at my student like a predator. I am warning you, if anything happens to him, I will make you pay."

Edea, who was already worried sick while looking at the suffering Sol was going through, snapped rather heavily at her sister. The pupils of her heterochromia eyes changed into a diamond shape.

Freya, despite knowing that Edea wasn't joking, raised her hand in mock surrender while smiling,

"Scary, scary. Seems like my dear sister fell in love again, what more with the descendent of her first beloved–who incidentally betrayed her. I wonder what Master will think once I inform her of that."

Edea flinched before clenching her fists while hanging her head in shame. Freya had really hit her where it hurt and she had absolutely no comeback.

Freya, on the other hand, winced once those words had left her mouth. She had been angry because Edea had threatened her for a boy she scarcely knew, but she also knew she had gone too far with her words. She was supposed to be the eldest sister of their quartet.

"Look, I’m sorry, okay! I didn't mean it like that."

She was a head taller than Edea, so she ruffled her sister’s head, saying calmly, "Do you know how hurt all of us were about what happened to you? Now you finally contact me about ending your self-exile, only for me to learn that you once again have fallen in love. Please understand my frustration."

Edea had nothing to refute this with. The four of them were sisters even if not connected by blood. Their link transcended blood.

"I am also sorry. But I’m alright now. Sol is a good man, I know you girls will appreciate him once you begin to know him more."

A warm smile formed on Freya's face. She really hoped that Sol was good. There was no way she was going to let her sister suffer again. If Sol showed any signs of being like his ancestors, she didn't mind incurring divine retribution by killing him.

Anyway, at her level, she could easily flee and create her own pocket dimension.

She was Freya Asmodeus. In terms of pure power, her sister, Kali was superior to her, but, out of the four Ouroboros, she was the trickiest to deal with.

After all, she was the Witch of Space. No one could stop her.

Looking aside so that Edea couldn't see the intention in her eyes, she asked another question.

"Just how much do you think he will earn?"

Under a different situation, Edea would have immediately understood the sinister thoughts her sister had. But currently, her mind was mostly filled with Sol.

"I went through all the records Mother had about hybrids from S-class and this is a first in history." She took a deep breath before continuing. "No matter how powerful a hybrid is, a hybrid will always be a hybrid. There's a limit after which they cannot go further. Some very lucky ones may obtain a core but that's it. Sol, on the other hand… "

Edea frowned before shaking her head. She knew why Sol was able to go further than any hybrid, but she couldn't tell Freya. It wasn't a question of trust; it simply wasn't her secret to share.

"Anyway, Sol won't just receive things such as a core. It will be a true physical change. His talent will go through the roof."

Freya saw Edea's hesitation but didn't inquire. She also acquiesced with Edea's opinions.

What made magical races so powerful was their innate ability to use magic, while humans were able to absorb a part of the talent of all their contracts.

How far would Sol go if he managed to obtain all the benefits of the two groups? She shivered a little in happiness. No matter what, she was a witch, a seeker of knowledge. She thought she knew nearly everything there was to know in this world, but it seemed that she was wrong
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*Huff* *Huff* *Huff*

"Fuck *Cough* *Cough*"

Cursing for the last time, Sol kneeled down with a haggard expression.

Two days. It has been exactly two days since the start of this excruciating transformation.

Pain, pain, and even more pain.

During those two days, Sol couldn't count the number of times he wished to simply fall unconscious and wake up once everything had ended. But he knew he couldn't.

During all this pain, his will would waver.

He would ask himself.

Why am I doing this?

Why shouldn't I give up?

Do they even need me to protect them?

He would ask himself those questions and began to give up. But each time it happened, he would wake up by repeating one truth.

A man who couldn't protect his loved ones was no man.

Nothing more, nothing less.

It didn't matter how powerful they were.

It didn't matter how independent they were.

It didn't matter if they stood near the pinnacle both in terms of influence and personal power.

They were his women. And it was his duty to give them a sense of security.

Some people might call it sexism or something of the like, but it wasn't so. He recognized their worth and their power. He respected their personalities and their wishes.

But, no matter how cringy or naive to think so, he wished to become their rock. He wished to be the one they relied on and not the one who relied on them.

So–

No matter how painful, how tiring, how excruciating it was, he had to hold on.

For them, he was willing to kneel down and beg.

For them, he was willing to stand up and fight.
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"*Cough* Edea *Cough* *Cough* Come untie me please. I really need to take a bath. *Cough*"

Throwing a joke, as lame as it was, in order to sooth Edea's worries, Sol grinned cheekily.

Edea, on the other hand, winced when she saw his smile. It couldn't be helped. Sol's face was entirely covered in blood, and the same went for his teeth and the rest of his body.

What more his current teeth were new, as the old ones were currently laying on the ground in a puddle of blood. Some bits of organs could also be seen in that puddle, so it was honestly rather disgusting.

Still, Edea didn't care about all that. She had seen way worse when she was still a street urchin a few hundred years ago.

Stepping on the blood in an uncaring way, she reached the bloodied Sol and took him into a tight hug.

"It must have been hard, right?"

Sol, who was about to shake her off since he didn't want to stain her further, stopped once he heard those words.

This is the first time she’s hugged me on her own.

It wasn't like the curse prohibited human contact. But Edea was particularly traumatized about it and always did her best to avoid most direct contact with him.

"This is extremely moving and all, though a little disgusting and disturbing. So, could you perhaps untie him first like he asked? I feel like I am witnessing a BDSM play that went wrong."

The peaceful moment was disturbed by a voice Sol did not recognize. Finally paying attention to the presence that stood next to Edea, Sol immediately closed his eyes.

Fuck! I feel like I was blinded!

It was the first time he had seen such a high concentration of pink on one person.

Edea, a little embarrassed, separated herself from Sol, before waving her hand and dispersing the chains of mana that were binding Sol.

Finally free of all restraint, Sol did his best to not slump, and slowly, very slowly, began to stand up.

*Crack* *Crack* *Crack*

His bones seemed to cry in protest from the movements, but he ignored them and finally stood up in his full glory.

The first thing Sol remarked was that his vision seemed to have shifted a little. Looking down on Edea, he finally understood the reason for this shift.

I have grown?

Looking at his bloodied hands, that were a little larger than usual, Sol frowned a little.

Seems like I will have many things to re-adapt to.

Clenching his fist in wonder and feeling the power coursing through his muscles, he activated his mana and threw a punch on the side.

Boom!

A mini-shockwave surprised him and the other two.

I am really stronger now.

And he would continue to increase his power.

Taking a grip on his emotions, he let out a sigh and once again focused on the blindingly pink young woman in front of him. Even Barbie would have less pink panels than her.

Her clothes made him remember the magical toy girls' style. A short skirt that seemed to show a hint of her equally pink panties as well as a tight top that clung to her curves. Though she wasn't particularly curvy, she wasn't that slender either. He would tentatively give her a B cup.

He wanted to smile, but from his previous reaction of Edea, he knew that he wasn't particularly presentable.

"Hello, I am sorry to meet an acquaintance of Edea in such situations. I am Sol Luxuria. Happy to meet you…?"

Edea, catching the question in his words, gave the identity of the woman.

"This is my big sister, Freya. In your history books, she could be known as the Witch of Space!"

Edea's clothes were already pristine and clean thanks to using time magic to reverse the state of her clothes.

Sol though didn't pay attention to this rather impressive and, wasteful, usage of magic.

He was doing his best to not squeal in excitement like a fangirl.

The four Ouroboros. The Four Directions. They had many names but they were all known by their titles.

The Witch of the West, Edea the Witch of Time.

The Witch of the North, Kali the Witch of Destruction.

The Witch of the South, Persephone the Witch of Creation.

And finally, the Witch of the East, Freya the Witch of Space.

Each of the four witches and their master were legends in this world. Even more so in Lustburg. They had created an organization that was nearly equal in power with the church.

Walpurgisnacht.

Barely concealing his excitement and cursing his currently uncouth appearance, Sol turned toward Edea.

"I really need a bath right now. I feel bad talking to a new acquaintance like this."
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Looking at Sol walking towards Edea's cottage while being helped by her, Freya couldn't help but feel a little weird.

With her experience, how could Sol's emotions be hidden from her eyes?

She was rather surprised. After all, the four directions were more infamous than famous.

Seeing such pure excitement at the mention of her name was rather rare. Then again, Sol had been studying Edea since he was young, so he was most likely aware that most of those tales were heresy, weaved to make the witches seem worse than they were.

A small smile stretched across her face. She was still suspicious and would do her all to understand this young man, but at least the first impression he gave her was rather good.
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"Ohhh~!" Sol echoed like an old grandpa full of rheumatism as the hot water gushed over his head.

He had never felt so alive. What's more, now that the pain was subsiding, he could feel more deeply the different changes he went through.

All his senses were enhanced, and all his capacities were boosted. It wouldn't be a mistake to call his current situation a complete makeover.

Let's enjoy the shower then the bath first. I can observe all of my changes better in the future.

Discarding the thoughts about his change, he focused on the place he was currently in:

Edea's bathroom.

It was somewhat exciting. It wasn't the first time he entered her house, since he sometimes took his lessons in her living room. But it was the first time he entered her bathroom.

The room was pristine white. The bathtub gave him a Victorian feeling. Very noble and rather large, it looked like it was big enough to hold two or more people.

Hum.

As less-than-orthodox ideas flashed through his mind,.Sol could feel his little friend rise at the occasion.

Sigh. I should stop behaving like a creep.

Getting a hard-on in the bathroom of his future woman was rather weird. Though it would be less so if she was officially his.

Well, I shouldn't be in a hurry.

Thinking so, and after washing off all the blood from his body, he began to walk toward the sole mirror at the far end of the bathroom.

It was a large body mirror that allowed Sol to admire himself in all his naked glory.

His hardened shaft aside, he could see the change in his appearance more clearly. He was taller and his frame a little larger. He didn't become some hulking mass of muscles, but he did become a little more rugged.

Ignoring the black lace panties and small bra placed off to the side, Sol finally entered his much-awaited bath.

"Ooh~! This is heaven!"

Soon, in a few days, it would be his birthday as well as his first truly public appearance. This will be followed by the annual event of the Astral realm opening.

This would be perhaps the last time for him to truly rest.

Closing his eyes, Sol slowly fell into slumber. He didn't have to fear drowning in this bath. So, free of all worry, he rested.


Chapter 15


Ch 15: Mirror Dimension



"Now that you have taken a good bath, it's time for us to observe the changes you went through."

Sol now sat cross-legged in a clearing, Freya and Edea standing on either side of him.

He once again had his upper body naked, but he didn't particularly mind. He liked the way Edea was covertly sneaking peeks at him, and feeling the appreciative glances of a beautiful woman like Freya wasn't so bad.

"Well, Sol, before we begin we need to be clear. We already know your capacity, so today we must understand and judge your Mana Quantity."

Three principles were used to judge humans and magical beings; Mana Quantity for the two, quality for magical beings, and capacity for humans, this was the norm.

Once Edea was sure that she had Sol's attention, she waved her hand and made threads of blueish energy appear in her hand.

"Those who manipulate mana can do it in two different ways. Those who follow the first way are called mana users, or simply warriors. They manipulate mana in its raw form and can use it in different, interesting ways."

As she said so, the thread of mana she was holding whipped around toward a rock not far from them, and neatly slashed through it as if it was butter. It quickly came back to her, all in less than three seconds.

Edea, undisturbed, continued her explanation, "Those who follow the second way are called mages."

As she said so, the mana threads in her hand suddenly changed into a fierce fire.

"Mages can create and manipulate physical and fantastical power, by using mana as fuel to change and transform it into another form. Of course, pure humans cannot become mages without having a contract and then being lucky enough to obtain an attribute. But, there are three exceptions to those rules."

Edea smiled as she pointed at herself and Freya, "The first exception are witches. We obtained the ability to use magic unconventionally, as such we do not obtain attributes. Our power isn't instinctive but born from knowledge. This is a boon with incredible advantages and limitations."

Such is the case, witches can use absolutely any magic, but the fact that they have to understand what they are using, how it functions, why it functions that way, etc.

That's why witches are seekers of knowledge. The sentence ‘knowledge is power’ was an apt way to describe them.

Magical beings, on the other hand, could only use the magic of their attributes. But this was offset by them having an instinctual understanding of their magic.

Depending on how smart she was, a witch could take two years to learn something a young magical being could do from the day they were born.

"The second exception are nuns. By serving a goddess, they become able to use holy magic and it's as instinctual as the way magical beings use their magic. Holy magic is extremely versatile, offering healing, warding, shielding, protection, etc. Nuns don't need to train their magic; they receive as much holy power as their goddess allows them and in the same way, can lose everything once their goddess wills it."

This was indeed so, the power of a nun mainly depended on how favored she was by her goddess. That was why Holy and Supreme Daughters were so dangerous. While rare, some Daughters were so favored that they were able to ask for a divine descent.

"The final exception are hybrids. Hybrids are," Edea chose her words carefully at this moment. "Should I say that hybrids are representatives of impossibility? Genetically speaking, people of two different races shouldn't be able to procreate. But sometimes, this impossibility becomes a reality. Though, the higher the quality of the magical being, the lower the probability of this happening."

"Indeed," This time it was Freya who quipped from the side, "Edea was sealed here, but for me who lived all those centuries outside, I have met many hybrids between low-quality magical beings and humans, but a hybrid between an S-rank and a human is almost unheard of. Even more so for someone like Blaze. Rather than S-rank, she should be called a Super S-rank."

"Thanks to this situation, this impossibility, hybrids can have the gift of the two groups. Mainly, being able to use magic even without a contract and having the capacity to make contracts. As such, the most important thing we must determine before knowing your mana quantity is what attributes you have. The only problem is that this use isn't as instinctive as it is for pure magical beings. They need to determine their own attributes before being able to use it."

Freya continued while taking out of nowhere a bit of white squared paper. At first glance, it seemed like there was nothing special about it.

"We are going to determine your attributes, then your combat power, and finally the quantity of your mana. After today, your training regimen will completely change. Even though you don't need witchcraft, it will help you make your magic stronger."

Edea spoke nonchalantly as she pointed at the paper in Freya's hands, "This paper will determine your attribute after you circulate mana in it."

"How?" Sol asked for the first time. Until now all they said was something he already more or less knew. But it was the first time he saw something like that.

"This paper was created by our sister Persephone." It was Freya who answered, as she looked at this paper with a little smile.

"That girl has many hybrid friends, or rather she has many friends in general. She is the most fragile and the most gentle out of all of us. She created this to help them."

As she said so, she injected her own mana into it, but absolutely nothing happened.

"As you can see, even though I can use different elements outside of my main space, I am considered to have no innate attribute. But for you, it will be different."

Taking the paper in his hand, Sol took a deep breath, finally injecting his mana in it as he was told. Better to get on with it and be over with it.

Freya, Sol, and Edea focused on the paper and waited. At first, nothing particular happened, but then, Freya and Edea exclaimed in surprise at the changes.

"Very interesting, Sol, Your element is…"
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While Sol was learning the base of what would make him a powerful being in the future, unknown to him, another event was happening.

On the road, a standoff was unfolding. The protagonists were a caravan and a group of bandits.

"This road is mine. If you want to pass, leave the money and the women."

The group of bandits was composed of nearly fifty individuals. It was rather a large group as bandits went; their equipment wasn’t particularly special, but from the wicked expression on their faces, it was clear that they weren't at their first robbery.

The leader, a rugged and dirty man, was looking lewdly at the three women, his eyes roaming their plump bodies. He could already feel his shaft harden at the thought of what he would do to them. As the boss, he would clearly take them first and fuck them hard for a few days.

Weirdly, the caravan was composed of only one old man and three young women, and they were in no way flustered. In fact, from the frown of one of them, they seemed more impatient than frightened.

"Seems like security has become worse since the last time I was here. To think that they would dare to act so close to the capital. I wonder what gave them such guts?"

The one who spoke was the girl that was initially frowning. Most of her features were hidden by a cloak but you could still gauge her expression. The more blatant the bandits were, the worse her expression became.

"Hum~! Hehe~! Don't you think it's really weird? As you said, bandits shouldn't be so courageous. So, the question is, what gave them such courage?"

The young woman standing next to her, a brown-haired girl, spoke while adjusting her glasses. Her tight clothes highlighted her rather large curves. She spoke as if the bandits did not even exist in her eyes. Her mind was already filled with different ideas.

The last woman, who was wearing a skimpy maid’s outfit, gave a cold smile as she tilted her head, "Isn't it clear because we wanted to catch these bandits that we used such a simple ride without any insignia? Why bother guessing when we can just ask them?"

"Indeed."

The first girl gave an equally cold smile as she lowered her cloak. Long purple hair became immediately visible.

"Let's not waste time, I missed him so much. We just have to finish here fast."

What followed was a bloody dance. One dainty purple-haired woman wreaking complete havoc on her path. The bandits, nothing more than weaklings, were unable to even react to her sword.

All it took was three minutes, for the fifty bandits, to become no more than three.

The clearing around them became filled with blood, severed limbs, and grisly intestines. The girl walked with an impassive expression, as if what she had done was nothing more than stepping on some bugs.

In her mind, only one thing mattered — meeting once again the sole source of warmth in her life.
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Sol frowned in concentration as he sat cross-legged on the grass while facing Freya, who was also seated with her legs gathered under her.

Edea was currently in her house, at the behest of Freya.

The fact that she had on pink panties didn't really surprise him, nor the fact that she was utterly unashamed to show him her underwear. No, what was bothering him was his element.

It would have been one thing if his element was something like metal or fire or lightning, but no, his element was something super-hard to grasp.

It wouldn't have been a problem if he was a full dragon. But as a hybrid, he didn't have the instinctual ability to use his element. He needed to at least get a feel for it by himself before some sparse instinct began to kick in.

It has already been more than three hours since they sat like that, but Freya didn't seem particularly bothered. She was just looking at him with an empty gaze. It was particularly unnerving since she had seemed so bubbly at first.

Feeling frustration at the fact that he was still unable to contact his element, he let out a sigh of defeat as he laid down heavily.

Now facing the not-so-blinding artificial sun, he couldn't help but ask himself,

How do I do it? What am I doing wrong?

It was seriously frustrating. Even more so since his use of mana had been so easy until now.

Freya meanwhile, sat still as she looked at him. For witches like her, patience was a virtue. She had modified her own body with science and magic so that biological needs such as eating, defecating, sleeping, and breathing were basically unnecessary.

She had been with their Master and Mother the longest out of any of her other siblings, and as such had an even greater and almost fanatical greed for knowledge.

That's why Sol was shaping more and more to be an absolutely interesting subject of research. His magic, his physique, his birth. Everything was new for her and she liked new things.

Should I kidnap him?

She had considered doing so many times in the few hours she had observed him. Sol was a wonder who could make witchcraft and biology evolve a great deal. The only thing stopping her was the fact that she would have all the Lustburg kingdom in her pursuit, and that she might earn the hatred of her sister.

Well, perhaps I should simply get close to him.

"Already tired?" She spoke for the first time in hours.

Sol on the other simply answered, "Objective and method."

"What do you mean?" She tilted her head in wonder.

"A sage once said, ‘repeating the same actions and expecting different results is the very definition of insanity.’ Since my current actions don't bring results it means my method is wrong and I need to change it."

"Interesting quotes. What is the name of that sage? Perhaps I have met him?"

Sol forgot sometimes that despite their young appearances, Edea and Freya had witnessed the creation of this kingdom and were even alive long before it.

But how could he say that he was inspired by Einstein? He didn't want to lie either so he simply changed subjects.

"You should be able to help me, right? After all, my magic is very similar to yours."

Freya gave out a mischievous smile, her earlier blank expression melting like a lie.

"Magic can be used in three different ways. One using absolute reasoning; this is witchcraft. One using faith; this is holy magic. The final one can be called bloodline magic, as it is based on the species and such things. Hybrids are in a very weird situation. Their magic, if they inherit one, can be classed between bloodline magic and witchcraft."

Sol grimaced a little. It seemed that all the witches liked sharing their knowledge a little too much. He just asked a simple question and he was getting a complete essay.

"Oh~! Sorry, sorry. So, in short, even though our magic is more or less similar, I can't do much for you about the initial phase. You need to feel it in your blood."

"...and that's why I have been sitting for so long."

"Indeed. Hum. Then why don't you focus on an emotion? Bloodline magic reflects heavily upon the personality of the user. Fire is generally related to anger or lust. Ice to calm, etc."

Sol tilted his head, confusion etched on his face.

"This is beautiful and all, but what kind of emotion does dimensional magic represent?"

Silence settled. This was the problem. Sol’s innate attribute was dimension magic.

As he had said previously, this was truly something close to space magic. But it could also be seen as an evolution or a deviation of space magic.

"Do you have any records of dimension mages?"

"This is the thing. Dimension magic is rare. Like, really really rare. Even I haven’t even reached the level of knowledge necessary to dabble with dimension. So I am fucking jealous–oops! I mean I am really intrigued."

Freya hid behind a chuckle. All witches hated bloodline mages. There was nothing more frustrating than studying years and years to master a specific type of magic while some barbarian could just be born with an instinctual control of the same magic.

Well, nothing is fair in this world. Anyway, 99% of those so-called geniuses died while we were still alive. So at the end of the day, innate talent isn't enough.

Sol, unaware of Freya's thoughts, frowned.

"You didn't reach dimensional magic? But then, what about this?" He waved his hand vaguely, showing his surroundings. Edea world had been created with the help of Freya. He was pretty sure it was an alternative dimension.

"Sigh. How to explain it?"

Why does she act like an adult trying to explain math to a child?

He felt a little offended. He wasn't that dumb, right?

"Well, this 'dimension' or 'world' isn't really so. The best name would be folded space. I tweaked the interior of the tower and made it larger than it should be. Then Edea filled this world with her power, making it 'her world.’ But this is in no way an alternate dimension. The astral realm, for example, is a type of an alternate dimension. No matter how powerful I become, I can only use my power of space in the same dimension. Not through different ones."

She sighed wistfully at that. How she wished she could enter the Astral dimension at will! There were so many things to explore. So much new knowledge to unearth.

Well, he might be the key.

Thinking so, she became much more enthusiastic at the idea of teaching him.

"The first important thing to know is that all dimension mages have at least one dimension that is entirely theirs. You could say that it's born within the mage. This dimension can be anything. From a habitable world to a world without life."

"...So the first step should be to connect to that dimension?"

Sol stopped thinking and pondered. A rather bold idea formed in his mind.

Perhaps I can visit Earth one day?

Discarding this thought, he once again took a cross-legged position and closed his eyes.

He didn't really know what kind of emotion could be related to something like dimension, but what was a dimension for him?

For him, a dimension was endless at the same time-limited.

A dimension could also be related to the way we perceive our world. Be it two dimensions or three dimensions, be it another world or another space. They were all related to the word. Dimension.

Sol fell deeper and deeper into concentration. He felt as if he was slowly falling into an ocean.

His body began to sink deeper and deeper. His breathing became laborious.

He was being disconnected from the world.

What is a dimension?

An answer came from his heart. It was in no way something he thought about.

The other side of a mirror is a dimension.

Then he felt it. Opening his eyes, he looked at his unchanged surroundings as he stood up slowly.

It seemed that nothing had changed. It seemed that he was still in his initial place, Freya still stood in front of him, a puzzled expression on her face.

But he knew — deep down he knew.

Even though he was still in the same place, even though Freya was still in front of him.

'He' wasn't really there.

He was looking at Freya, whose eyes went from confused to surprised as she looked everywhere. He couldn't help but come up with hundreds of applications to this dimension.

It was a world that was the reflection of his normal one. A world he could sneak into but still see what was happening elsewhere.

It was his world. His dimension. It was… The mirror realm.


Chapter 16


Ch 16: Training And A Bet



After Sol managed to enter his own dimension, he thought that what would follow would be a simple training change. Something to which he could adapt himself.

How wrong had he been — he had totally forgotten that Edea could accelerate the time difference between her world and the outside one.

What he went through next was hell. His training was divided into mana use with Lilith, and magic with Freya and Edea. They had decided to focus first on his mana use, since he had a ceremony to go through — the fight in the colosseum.

He didn't need to hide his capacity to use magic, but he did not want to display it, either; not for any weird reason like hiding his true power, but simply because his mirror dimensions were simply too much of a powerful trump card to be exposed so easily.

Just how much information could he steal with this power? It would completely change the war that would happen in a few months.

As such, they decided to focus on his martial arts and mana use first before focusing on magic.

On the day he took Camelia's virginity, he had about two weeks before his display in the Colosseum, where he would fight against the gladiator and the queen of gladiators. Since he had already awakened, the two parts will be fused; this was what happened with Mars, since he also awakened early.

Now that four days had passed since his night with Camelia, he was left with ten days to go. It definitely wasn't sufficient for any meaningful training, but that was only when one didn't have someone like Edea on your side.

Edea could manipulate time quite freely in her own world. She could reach a 1 to 4 time difference. Meaning that those ten days could be changed to forty.

Forty. Absolute. Days. Of. Hell.
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At first, he expected a period of “basic training,” where Lilith would grind him across the washboard for a while to break down any bad habits he had, and prepare him to receive her wisdom and knowledge. In this, Lilith did not disappoint.

He had expected something hard; he just hadn’t expected to literally crawl through the door every night, feeling as if someone had shot needles of salt into every inch of muscle tissue he possessed. Lilith had run him for the equivalent of a hundred or so kilometers, then made him move boulders that weighed more than nine hundred kilograms around a clearing, then push logs up the hillside, then carry a boulder on his back as he ran another twenty kilometers.

It was more of the same the next day, and the next, as Lilith systematically broke down his ability to regenerate and then physically exhausted him.

She broke him down so severely that his regeneration couldn’t completely recover to face the next day, a day that was even more strenuous than the last. She pushed him beyond his physical limits, pushed him so hard that he would collapse daily, physically incapable of carrying out her tasks, and that was what she had been waiting for.

He finally demanded to know why he had to practically kill himself daily when she intended to teach him how to use mana, which had nothing to do with the body.

“Pfft,” she had snorted in her typical manner. “I thought you’d know better than to ask such a stupid question. The limits of mana are physical limits — how much power your body can handle. You can increase it by being fit; if I wasn’t in such good shape, I wouldn’t be able to do half of what I do.”

“That’s why dragons are so strong in magic,” Sol said in a moment of clarity. “Because they’re so big and powerful.”

“Size has nothing to do with it,” Lilith said in a scathing tone, bursting his bubble. “Dragons are strong in all magic because of what they are. If you want to find the most powerful mage or mana user, pound for pound in the mortal world, then don’t look any further than angels.”

“Angels?” Sol asked in surprise.

She nodded abruptly. “Indeed. Do you know why?”

Sol did manage to figure that one out rather quickly. “Because they can fly.”

“Exactly. Flying is very demanding work. You’ll never in your life see a fat angel.” She glanced at him. “Dragons are the same way. It’s not their size, it’s because they’re so fit. If you think it’s hard for an angel to fly, imagine how much work it is for those behemoths to drag all that body mass into the air. The stronger they are, the more mana they can use in one go with their horns and core.”

With that answered, Lilith must have felt that if he was able to talk, he obviously wasn’t working hard enough.

During all the training, Lilith wore Sol down to the bone every single day, with progressively more and more difficult tasks that involved moving more weight further, carrying it longer, and repeating it more times. Sol would drag himself home, so tired that he could barely open the front door, so dirty that his footprints left marks, and he was too weary to even care about cleaning up. Eating was more of a chore than a chance to restore some energy to his depleted frame, and he slept absolutely any time he was not eating, training, or traveling to his next destination.

The worst part, he decided, was the running. Running in itself wasn’t a strenuous pursuit, but when one carried nearly a ton of additional weight and was expected to keep up with an unburdened, harshly-critical mentor, it became an extreme exercise in willpower not to dump his heavy burden and attack Lilith with the sincere intent to kill.

At one point, he had dreamt up 117 distinct and separate ways to murder his aunt without getting killed in response. Every day, he would go through them one by one in his mind, and decide which one was the one that would bring him the most pleasure without getting destroyed in return.

The purely physical phase of his training ended quite abruptly. Lilith had been making him run with her favorite boulder up and down a small but steep hill. She then abruptly told him to stop, set the boulder down, and then curtly informed him that it was time for him to learn.

At that moment he had made the mistake of thinking that his hell was over. After all, there were only a few days left. What more could he do?

Lilith showed him that everything he had done until now was only the base of the basics. The mana training was worse — much, much worse.

"As you must know, bloodline magic uses instinct and emotions, witchcraft uses knowledge, and holy magic uses faith. But what is the fuel for mana users? Simple. It's their will. More precisely, their intent."

Lilith spoke as she stood in front of him. As a way to illustrate her words, suddenly, Sol felt as if he was thrown into a deep pit full of ice.

Jumping away in reflex, he looked with surprise at Lilith.

"That was killing intent. A rather simple trick. Although some mana users have reached such a high level with this trick that they can actually kill or stun weak-willed people. But that isn't all."

Waving her hand, all the grass around her was immediately cut.

"By fusing the intent to cut with my mana, I obtained a blade that can cut anything. The stronger my intent, the stronger my blade. Do not confuse emotions and intent. Intent is the will behind an action. A goal you set for yourself."

Sol nodded at the explanation. He already had some experience with raw mana manipulation. Like how he used it to bind Camelia or create a collar for her.

"Mana manipulation isn't inferior in any way to magic. That's why Sol, never let your talent go to your head. You must work hard. Harder than anyone. A genius is terrifying, but a genius who works hard is an absolute monster."

At the end of those words, a new hell began for him.

In the morning, he would put different intent into his mana, achieving different results. If the results didn't please Lilith, he would have to begin everything again.

In the afternoon, he would have sparring sessions with her, where she would proceed to absolutely trash him within an inch of his life. What's more, since he had such a high regeneration power, she didn't hesitate to give him wounds that would have been fatal to anyone else in his position.

During the night, she would instruct him on different strategies for ‘one vs. one’ or ‘one vs, many’ situations. She would also instruct him on some elements he needed to pay attention to in situations of war both, as a general and as a soldier.

As he laid on the grass, breathing heavily and pulling a sword from his gut, he remembered now why his Lilin had fled from the house and joined the Academy. He knew that she had completed her training, but after that, her relationship with her mother had never been the same.

Lilith was simply too harsh. So harsh that sometimes he wondered if it was really the woman who had always spoiled him rotten.

Still, he held on.

He cursed, vomited, cried, entertained thoughts about killing her, about giving up and using his mirror realm to flee into another kingdom.

But every time, every damn time he was about to give up, he would simply grit his teeth and continue.

Only one thought kept holding him up.

One day, I will spank her so hard her ass will redden.

For the time being, giving up wasn't an option.

But truthfully, what made him hold on was the knowledge that Lilith wasn't acting by some sense of sadism. Every time she hurt him, every time he suffered, he could see it in her eyes.

The way she was wincing, the way her eyes would redden, the way she would look ashamed.

He knew she did not wish to make him suffer. But it was necessary.

It was better for him to bleed here than to die on the battlefield.

Still, during all his training, one problem nagged at him. It was something briefly mentioned by the goddess. It was something Camelia had spilled by mistake but refused to explain.

Lilith had a big secret. Something related to a previous king, his grandfather.

Sol decided, on the last day of his training, he would ask her. He didn't want to force her, but he hated ambiguous situations.

Generally, he felt it was the kind of secret that always gets out in the worst possible moment and fucked up everything.
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"This will be our last fight before your ceremony. Are you ready?"

"I am, but don't forget our deal. If I succeed in breaking your sword or wounding you in a place that should have been fatal, I win. Once I win, you will listen to one of my demands."

"Breaking my sword would mean that your intent was stronger than mine; any warrior capable of this feat needs to be rewarded. So I will listen to any requests from you."

Sol and Lilith stood apart on the clearing that had been repeatedly bathed in Sol’s blood during the span of these forty days.

Perhaps in the future, he would look back to these days with fondness, but currently, he just shivered at the thought and decided to lock the days behind a wall.

Lilith was wearing her usual ridiculously-revealing purple Qipao, a large, glowing sword in her hand. Sol stood in his trousers, a glowing golden long sword in his.

This was a pure mana construct. Few if any used intent in such a crude way in a fight. Each hit would cost too much mana to maintain the sword and the intent necessary to maintain the form would mentally tire the user. But it was perfect for training.

At first, he thought that he could easily beat Lilith, since this kind of fight was more demanding on the mana quantity.

He was both wrong and right.

Mana was necessary to maintain the shape and as such people with more mana had an edge. But people like Lilith were different.

She had ten times less mana than Sol, but she could use each unit of her mana hundreds times better than him. When paired with her firm will and her superb skills, Sol found himself outclassed in every way possible.

But today, he would win.

Silence settled between the two of them. Their mana, rising slowly from their bodies, sharpened their swords. Even though they didn't add the intent to kill in their sword, it didn't mean that it wasn't dangerous. At the very least they could wound each other quite badly.

To avoid any dangerous situations, Edea was seated to the side under her parasol with Freya, the two of them elegantly sipping some expensive tea. Edea could simply rewind time and avoid the danger.

Having a time mage next to you was always damn useful.

They didn't have to say anything, they didn't have to prepare a signal. As if they were of the same mind, they moved exactly at the same time and crossed their swords exactly in the middle.

Body-wise, Sol was stronger than Lilith. But, mana-wise, she was way outside of his class. This created a rather equal situation as they fought each other to get the edge.

They stared at each other's eyes, their intent to fight clear in them.

A smile lit up Lilith's eyes as she took a step back and kicked him in the stomach, knocking the air out of him.

Using the moment his breathing was disrupted, she twirled on herself and used the centrifugal force to bring her sword even faster on him.

Boom!! As their swords clashed.

Since they were mana constructs, they logically shouldn't have weight. But adding different intent such as cutting and crushing, Lilith could make something similar.

Dust rose, obscuring Sol from her sight. But she was in no hurry.

Whoosh!

Using the cover of the dust, Sol rushed toward her at full speed, wind stirring behind him before he tried to crash into her. However, she calmly avoided him with another twirl before kicking him in the side.

There were no rules in their fight, no limits. Every hit was allowed and Sol knew that if he did not use his racial traits to his advantage, he would simply lose.

Still, he thought to himself, She is incredible.

Humans were physically the weakest races in this world. Even goblins had more strength than they did. Sol, on the other hand, was half-dragon and had many innate advantages. Despite that, he was still unable to completely overpower her. What’s more, he knew she was holding back, limiting her capacity to his level.

Discarding any distracting thoughts, he used her kick to give himself some distance from her and focused on himself.

Slowly, he began to change. He became taller, his pale skin became bronze, and two glowing golden horns formed on his forehead.

Immediately, Sol felt the difference. It was like all his stats were immediately boosted tenfold. Still, he didn't let this power go to his head.

As I thought.

The moment their swords greeted each other again, Sol was unsurprised to see that they were once again equal.

The simple fact that she could so perfectly gauge his power was proof of the gulf that separated them. But, it didn't matter. In the first place, he never thought he could win against her using conventional ways.

They were so close, they could feel each other’s breath and it was then, while looking at each other, that Sol spoke.

"Lilith. You know, you can be pretty cute sometime."

"Wha~!"

Gotcha!.

He kicked her in the stomach just as she had just done to him, since he was all for equal treatment between men and women. He grabbed her feet as she was about to fly away and brought her down hard on the ground.

Boom!

This wasn't enough to break her defense, but since she was still a little stunned, he immediately sat on her and put his sword against her throat.

"I win."

His rough breathing was the only sound in this oppressive silence. He felt a little pathetic how he was the one tired when she was the one down, but it couldn't be helped. What was hell-level training for him was just a normal workout for her. The difference was simply too much from the start.

If it had been a true battlefield, he had no illusion that she would have cut him down in an instant. Perhaps so fast that he wouldn't even have been able to escape into his mirror dimension.

Still, this world wasn't determined by what-ifs. The reality here was that no matter how slyly he’d acted, he was the one with a sword on her throat. It was a fatal wound, so he’d won.

Searching his gaze, their eyes locked for a short while before her mana sword vanished.

"Indeed, you have won. Congratulations."

She didn't seem particularly dejected, but Sol could feel some disappointment in her eyes. It wasn't disappointment in the way he won. Lilith had told him many times that war and battle had no place for silly honor. If you could win by playing dirty, then you should do so. This was also why she always wore those clothes when fighting. Men had a hard time giving their all while watching her, and she used it to her advantage each time.

Ah~!

"Just so you know, I was serious. You should try scowling less."

Saying so, he got up from her and stretched his hand toward her to help her up.

He had acted on the spur of the moment, but he did not regret it; one should always be honest with their feelings. In this life, he refused to be wishy-washy.

Lilith's cheeks reddened again, but Sol did not point it out. He knew she felt indifferent, but it was hard to equate it to love.

"Fufufu~! To think you would be flirting with another woman in front of Edea, you are really bold?"

Sol was a little startled as he felt Freya behind him. He had to force himself to not use a sword in reflex. It seemed like Lilith had beaten many good habits necessary for survival in him.

"Why do you think so? I’m doing nothing wrong. In fact, acting behind her back would have been the wrong thing to do. Me acting in front of her is more a mark of respect than acting all sneaky and insulting her intelligence and trust in me."

A harem wasn't the easiest situation. Even though it was the norm in this world, few women would be truly happy to share their men. That's why, for a harem to work, Sol thought honesty was necessary. Well, it was a necessity in any relationship. Even the normal ones.

Of course, he did not have the illusion that everything would always work out. It seemed that all the women he was attracted to had some rather problematic pasts. Sooner or later something would go wrong, and some people would be hurt, but he believed that they could go through everything together.

Ignoring the dumbfounded Freya, Sol faced the now fidgeting Lilith.

"Since I have won, I will make my request now."

Lilith, who had previously blushed little, went pale at the speed of light the moment she heard his words.

"Please, tell me your greatest secret."

The wind stirred as Lilith faced the resolute eyes of Sol.

She didn't bother to play dumb. For him to ask something like that would mean that he had already received some hint from someone else. Most likely Camelia.

Of course, she also knew that Camelia was unlikely to have given him too much information, and as such she could easily lie to him, but she refused to do it. At least not now. Sol wasn't a child anymore.

Still…

"Please ask something else."

She wasn't ready yet. She did not want to reveal this secret. If possible, she would have loved to take this secret to the grave and never let Sol discover it.

Surprisingly, Sol didn't insist.

"Alright. So how about….? Let's spend time outside. Let’s call it a date."

…

…

…

"A date?"

What kind of nonsensical idea did he have?

[image: ]


Sol, standing in front of his mirror in his bedroom, admired his new look.

He had put on a wig to hide his blonde hair. His blue eyes weren't a problem by themselves so he didn't bother searching for something to hide them.

He was wearing a simple undershirt and a leather armor composed of a breastplate, as well as some arm guards. He had a steel sword on his right hip and a mid-sized shield on his back.

Thanks to his month-long training in Edea’s world, he was also a little more muscular than he had been after the transformation.

All in all, he looked like a particularly handsome but somewhat rookie adventurer with some training under his belt.

Next to him, Milia was observing his attire with a grimace. As a maid and a servant of the royal family, as well as a fervent supporter of Sol, she hated seeing him wear clothes that didn't display all his good points.

Still, she understood that it couldn't be helped. The mood on the street was currently festive since the ceremony of adulthood by the crown prince was a national event.

If the crown prince and the regent queen were to be seen on the street, the uproar would be of epic proportions.

Once she was sure that everything was well and done, she sighed a little before nodding.

"It should be enough. At least it isn't too shabby. Though I would have preferred something more eye-catching."

Sol, not really bothered, smiled a little before giving her a quick kiss.

"Thanks."

They hadn't had the time for any intimate activity lately and their discussions were still up in the air, but he wasn't in a hurry. A secret was a secret because it was something hard to share. Be it Milia or Lilith, he would never rush them just to satisfy his curiosity.

Even though he would really like to avoid the situation where an enemy somehow got hold of that information and sprung it on him at a decisive moment.

"Well, it's time to go."
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While Sol was finishing his preparation, Lilith was also seated in front of the mirror of her bedroom.

Her eyes were lifeless as she looked at her reflection.

No maid was in her bedroom. She refused to let anyone set foot in here. It was her sanctuary. Her world. Not even Edea peeked in this room, as a form of respect for her.

Right now, her mind was in a complete turmoil.

She was a powerhouse who survived countless battlefields.

She was a queen regent ruling over millions of people.

But, despite all her experience, she had never gone on a date. She didn't think many nobles ever had such an experience.

When people thought about nobles, they only saw the opulence and the seemingly easy life. They did not see the intrigue, the suffering, the manipulation, and the lack of personal freedom.

If she hadn't been as strong as she was, her destiny would have been way different.

Of course this didn't mean that she wished to have been born as a commoner. She knew the pasture always seemed greener on the other side, and had read enough reports about burned villages and bandit attacks to know the truth.

Sigh, what should I even wear?'

She knew that she should wear something inconspicuous, as well as a wig. Purple hair wasn't a trademark like golden hair and blue eyes, but it was still rare enough that anyone with purple hair could immediately be connected to her.

It had been a long time since she seriously thought about what to wear.

Her usual clothes were just things she picked haphazardly without much thought. But, right here right now, she was stumped.

She looked through all her clothes before her eyes fell on something special, folded in a box.

Oh.

Taking them out, she exclaimed quietly before pondering, If the size adjustment enchantments still work, perhaps I should use it?

She didn't have any better ideas, so might as well.
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Thirty minutes later, Sol stood near the sculpture of his father holding a sword while riding a dragon, most likely his mother, in the central plaza.

Every time someone passed near the sculpture, they would bow a little before continuing.

Standing there and watching the respect the citizens still had for his father, he couldn't help but become lost in thought.

"Your father had always been respected even before becoming known as the Hero King because of all the changes he made to make the lives of commoners easier."

Sol turned around, recognizing Lilith's voice. His breath immediately stopped as his brain fried.

Lilith was like her usual self. She seemed to have followed the same ideas as him, wearing adventurers clothes.

Her attire consisted of a short skirt and leggings, a pair of daggers strapped to her thighs, and a skintight black shirt. Her hair was tied in a bun and was blue rather than its usual purple. It was clear that this wasn't a wig like Sol, but rather hair dye. What's more, her usually large chest was nowhere to be seen.

Right now, Lilith didn't look like the queen regent, or a seductive and powerful woman; instead, she looked like a young and delicious girl who just reached adulthood.

Finally closing his mouth, he asked in confusion, "... How?"

"This was a concoction created by an alchemist your father and I once teamed with. It can make you look ten years younger or older for about five hours. So, how do I look?"

Sol could feel a certain nervousness in her voice and decided to reassure her.

"You look magnifique."

Saying so, he came close to her and took her hand in his before beginning to walk.

Lilith fidgeted a little; she wasn't really used to human contact anymore. Still, she didn't remove her hand from his.

His hands are so large now.

Walking next to him, her hand in his, Lilith looked at his side profile and marveled at their difference in height. Lilith wasn't particularly tall, even among women, but people generally dismissed this because of her massive power.

He is much taller than me.

It was weird that she had never managed to remark this truth during their training sessions. Perhaps she had been too focused on making him stronger.

He is now, more and more like a man. He is basically an adult.

This recognition brought an odd feeling of both loss and pride in her heart.

Discarding those thoughts, a single conclusion reached her mind at this very moment while she looked at the sculpture they were walking away from.

It seems like my duty will be finished sooner than I thought. Then…


Chapter 17


Ch 17: A Simple Outing



Sol was somewhat ashamed. Ever since he had been reincarnated, the moments he really spent time outside of the Tower were quite numerous, as he regularly visited the church, and the coliseum when he was younger.

But the moments he had truly spent exploring this city? Not one.

He generally was transported in a carriage, extremely protected, or used the portal gate for his movement from point A to point B. As such, even though he was the one who initiated that date, the one giving the directions was Lilith.

Lilith wasn't some introverted queen who thought she was too high and mighty to step down to the commoners’ level. At least, before becoming a queen, she spent much of her time as an adventurer and explored many parts of this city and the world.

Sol had some experience dating in his past life, but that couldn't be completely used here. Still, it was enough to not be an embarrassment.

They mutually decided to omit the shopping part. All their clothes were tailor-made and created from the finest fabrics; the same went for their accessories and weapons.

What was left was sightseeing. They quietly walked together, through various parts of the center zone, and admired the different views the city had to offer.

During all those moments Lilith would tell him an anecdote and he would, with a smile, urge her to continue.

In her eighteen years and 204 months of her life — since the truth was that all women were eternally eighteen no matter what their age — it was the first time that Lilith felt such a giddy feeling in her chest.

The way Sol was acting really made her safe and cherished. Has a man ever treated her like she was the only one who really mattered there eyes? Never.

All those who had come close to her always had impure motives. She would never let anyone close that could threaten Sol’s takeover in the future.

"The city seems really peaceful."

They were now seated on a bench in a park. The shade of the surrounding trees protected them from the sun and even without that, the currently mild weather offered a pleasant breeze that calmed the mind.

Currently, the two of them were holding little boxes filled with ice cream. It had been a creation of Venus, the Bloodthirsty Queen, daughter of Pluto, the granddaughter of Jupiter the Conqueror.

Sol sometimes wondered what kind of title he would receive once he became a king.

"Indeed. The capital city is really peaceful."

Lilith agreed with a slightly bitter smile. She hesitated a little before finally closing her mouth. There were so many things she wished to explain about the current situation of the kingdom, but now wasn't the time. It was a date, her first date — no way in hell she would let anyone ruin it.

"So from what I know, it seemed that each king or queen brought new technology or knowledge or power once they took the throne or during their years before it?"

Hearing this, Lilith tilted her head.

"Indeed, and you aren't any different. Though the ideas you have currently are more about fashion, like your father."

Sol remembered the clothing design of his maids, as well as their underwear and swimsuits, and coughed lightly.

"For example, the first king brought totally new tactics of war; he even wrote a book called The Art of War. His most-quoted sentence was, ‘If you know your enemy and know yourself, you need not to fear the result of a hundred battles.’"

"Seriously? How come I never heard that?"

"It isn't something particularly circulated, even more so since he lost so horribly before dying. His son, the Peaceful King, was a politician of renown; he completely changed the messy and impotent political system of Lustburg, which at that time was still a fledgling kingdom surrounded by enemies. As for Venus, she developed many types of sweets, such as ice cream, chocolate, and so on. This incredibly boosted our economy."

Cold sweat gathered on Sol's back.

'Were all the previous kings and queens originally from my world?'

One or two times could be called a coincidence, but nine times? That was pushing it.

He shivered at the thought of his future son being in reality the reincarnation of some forty-year-old Otaku dude or worse — his daughter being the reincarnation of some forty-year-old Otaku dude!

Seems like something I really need to discuss with the goddesses later.

Discarding those disturbing and, seeing as he was himself reincarnated, rather hypocritical thoughts, he returned his attention to Lilith.

So far the date seemed to be going well, he had managed to see more of this world, which was weirdly more developed than he had first thought, thanks to what was known as magitek.

Magitek was a form of magic which imbued the effects of a spell in a device. It wasn't something anyone could do without years upon years of research. In this kingdom, the only ones specializing in magitek were witches, making Walpurgisnacht one of the richest organizations in the whole world, their only competition being the dwarves and the angels.

A monopoly was truly a scary thing.

"Well, let's continue our date."

They decided to leave the central zone and walk toward the South zone.
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The capital of Lustburg was divided into five zones.

The central zone was where the Tower of Babel and the church were located.

As for the South zone, it was the 'territory' of the Milaris family, under the Duchess Milaris, known as the Black Widow.

The Milaris family was without a doubt the richest, after the royal family and the church. This was because their lands were full of mines, rivers, and forests. Basically, it was the duchy with the most natural resources. It was also connected to the neighboring kingdom of Wratharis.

This, sadly, also meant that the Milaris duchy was the first line of defense in times of war between those two countries. You could say that it was both the best and worst territory. It was also generally the zone that tourists were advised to visit if they wanted to buy many interesting goods.
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"Welcome to our establishment!"

The first stop on their visit was to a restaurant. The sun was already high in the sky, and ice cream wasn't enough to satiate a powerful warrior like Lilith and a hybrid like Sol.

The restaurant was rather rustic and the customers present were quite rowdy, but neither Sol nor Lilith minded. Lilith already lived as an adventurer long ago and Sol was basically a commoner in his last life.

Choosing a table in the corner, they sat and waited for a waitress to take their orders.

Seated like that and observing the other people present, Sol felt once again that this world was weird.

He didn't know how to explain it, but it was like someone had mashed different cultures and different timelines from his world into one.

For example, the style of the Lustburg kingdom seemed to be close to ancient Roman or Greek society. However, the clothes Lilith usually wore were clearly of Chinese origin, while his wardrobe has more of a medieval French or English feel.

This was also reflected in the style of clothes the commoners were currently wearing. The majority seemed to follow the style worn during the renaissance; meanwhile, he could see some customers wearing leather mini-skirts and t-shirts.

It was honestly very confusing. But it wasn't really something he could ask about, since it seemed to be the common sense of this world.

"Here! Hot and delicious. The chef even added an extra service for the couple. I hope you like it."

The waitress came back while holding two plates. Sol had ordered some braised chicken with a side of vegetables and rice, while Lilith had asked for chicken and some chips, as well as some wine.

This was another thing that surprised Sol at the start. The culinary culture was surprisingly developed; some of the restaurants could even be called ‘fast food’ with the types of food they made.

Sol smiled at the waitress’s mention of them looking like a couple, and didn't try to correct her. As for Lilith, while she had been a little flustered when Sol confessed to her, she was still a more mature woman. Rather than denying it in a flustered way, it was better to simply ignore it and smile.

The food was rather tasty and the two of them began to eat in silence. As they ate, they could overhear the chatter of their fellow diners.

"So, I’ve heard that tomorrow the prince is finally going to show himself."

"Indeed. His birthday is close, so he needs to go through the usual ceremony in the coliseum."

"Hum, I wonder what he looks like."

"Well, not really hard to imagine, they all look the same — blonde hair, blue eyes, and a handsome face."

"Hahaha! Cheers! Indeed, they do all look the same!! Boy, a new beer for my friend!"

Sol smiled bitterly as he heard the conversation between the people in the restaurant. They weren't talking particularly loud, but having super hearing wasn't easy.

From what he knew, it wasn’t just him and the Lustburg kings, but all the kings of all the seven kingdoms who had the same features: blue eyes and golden hair. The same went for the Supreme Daughters.

This feature was supposed to represent the blessing of the goddesses and was a reference to the blue sky and the yellow sun. But still — he couldn't help but think that they would be Hitler's wet dream if they were to be all present in the same room.

"Still, what kind of prince do you think he is? I think that Dame Lilith should stay on the throne. We know nothing about him after all."

"Shhh! Are you tired of having your head on your shoulders?"

"No worries. Even if we are caught, we aren't doing anything wrong. I don't think we would be hanged for saying something like that. Hell, we aren't important enough to be hanged because of our opinions."

"Still, be careful with what you say. Though I am with you on that. From what I know, at his age King Mars was already known throughout the kingdoms; meanwhile, the current prince doesn’t seem to be very active."

"I have heard that he can't manipulate mana, and that's why he doesn’t show himself."

"Well, I’ve heard that it's because the queen regent wants to control the power, that’s why he never shows himself. If it wasn't because of the ceremony he would still be hidden."

"Then, will we have another puppet king like King Neptune?"

"What does it matter who the king is? As long as we get to eat and we are protected I wouldn't care if even the nobles usurp the power once again."

Different murmurs of the kind were going through the pub. Most were about the mysterious prince and others were about his talent or his ability to govern — or lack thereof.

To be honest, it was a little upsetting, but this once again showed the truth to Sol.

Why should I sacrifice myself for people who do not care about me?

Perhaps the mentality of Mars would stay the greatest mystery for Sol. Sometimes he wished he could ask Mars himself.

Hey, father of mine, what did you think as you were losing your life for this world? What were your last words? Did you feel regret? Happiness? I am really curious.

Lilith, on the other hand, even though not gifted with the same ears as Sol, could already more or less guess the subject of discussion.

Finishing her food and seeing that Sol was also done, she called over the waitress and paid, leaving a rather generous tip, much to their server’s delight.

Once they were finally out of the restaurant, Lilith took Sol's hand and began to walk away.

"Where are we going?"

"Somewhere interesting."

—-

Leaving the south zone, they went into the north one. They were completely opposite and quite far apart, but compared to his hell training, walking such a long way was just relaxing.

The north zone was under Duke Highland. The Duke was directly responsible for the army; he was also its highest-ranked soldier.

If the zone under the Milaris family was full of stores, restaurants, and other such things, the zone under Highland was calmer and sparsely populated. The atmosphere felt more serious.

This was the zone where different martial art schools could be found.

All humans could awaken to mana once they reached 18 years of age. But only 10% of them could have a capacity high enough to make a contract with a E-rank magical being and if they were lucky to obtain an element could they use magic. Only 1 out of 100 people could make a contract with a D-rank magical being.

In short, 99% of the human population was unable to use magic. The fact that even a queen like Lilith was unable to do so showed how rare magic-users were. Though Lilith and her daughter were an oddity in themselves.

Looking at the different dojos on their way, Sol couldn't help but feel his hand itch a little.

Since the day he awakened, the only one he fought against was Lilith and it frankly wasn't pleasant. Before that, the sole sparring partner had been Setsuna.

"You will be able to fight all you want tomorrow. For now, let's continue. I didn't want to do it today since it's a rare occasion, but I guess it's necessary."

They continued to walk a little until finally, stopping in front of a very large open terrain.

Sol's eyes opened wide at that because it was

"A cemetery."

A hill, a large stretch of green filled with tombstones, and at the highest place, a black monolith in the shape of a large pillar.

“People get old and get hurt. When they’re tired they collapse. Eventually, everyone reaches their limit. Whether it be an adventurer or a hero. Even if he doesn’t die, these days won’t last forever.”

Lilith spoke with a slight melancholia in her voice as she walked into the cemetery, Sol in tow behind her.

At first he remarked how the air felt different the moment he went through the gate.

Then, the hundreds of tombstones suddenly changed into thousands or even ten thousand; the monolith, which had seemed so close, seemed so far now.

"So you felt it. This place was created by Jupiter. More precisely, Jupiter used his connection with the witches to create it. Through space manipulation, the interior of the cemetery is hundreds of times larger than it seems and through time magic even the oldest of the tombstones still seems new and pristine."

"I see… So why come here?"

Lilith stopped in front of one particular tombstone. On it the words read:

<<Here rests one of the greatest generals, Tarrik Luxuria>>

'Luxuria?'

"In the capital, we have three special cemeteries. The first one is the one that houses all the kings. The second one houses all of the Supreme Daughters. The final one — this one — houses all the dead soldiers, nobles, and members of the royal family. When I die, this will be my final resting place."

Sol didn't like the way she phrased her last sentence. A bad feeling filled his mind but he decided to not interrupt her.

She then pointed at the monolith. "Those who have their names there are the individuals who paid the highest price for the kingdom. They are recognized as heroes and the members of their families are assured to live in luxury without having to work for at least three generations."

With his eyesight, it was easy for Sol to see the names inscribed on the monolith. That's why he recognized the two highest ones.

<<Mars Luxuria>>

<<Blaze Dragona Luxuria>>

"My parents."

"Indeed."

Silence settled between the two as the fresh breeze blew in their face. Finally, after a minute, Sol asked.

"Why bring me here?"

Lilith didn't answer directly, as she closed her eyes for a moment.

"Sol, it has now been more than a decade since I took you under my wing. Tomorrow, under the eyes of all the citizens, you will officially become an adult and will become capable of flying by yourself."

She smiled bitterly at that. "I wasn't the greatest parent. Because of my own issues, I pushed my daughter too hard and made her flee. The same went for you. I always kept a certain distance from you. This has made our relationship rather strained in many ways. So, today I’ve decided to act like the parent I should have been and give you some final advice."

Another bad premonition filled Sol's mind.

"What do you mean?"

"Don't mind the small details."

A large smile formed on her face as she faced Sol. "Let's reach the monolith first."

Then, without waiting for him to answer, she began to walk away.
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Up close, the monolith was incredibly large and tall. It easily reached a height of four meters.

What struck him the most was the hundreds of names marked on it.

"During the long history of our kingdom, we had many dangerous situations and many people sacrificed themselves to assure that we would continue to prosper. Now Sol, let me ask you the most important question. Something I should have done long ago but had always pushed it back."

He tilted his head in confusion.

"During all your life, I have burdened you with many expectations, many dreams, and many obligations. I have forced you to train for as long as you can remember and I forced you to cram different types of knowledge into your head. But, I just realized that by doing so I was just acting like my father and like all the kings before me. So I want to ask you, here and right now, Sol Dragna Luxuria — are you ready?"

Am I ready?

"I had wished that your coming into power would be during a peaceful era, but it isn't meant to be. Soon, we will go to war against Wratharis. No matter what the outcome, we will be pulled into a spiral of problems. War, diplomatic issues, internal issues. There are so many problems we will have to face. In those turbulent times, new heroes will abound. Some of them will shine, while others will fall. I do not wish for you to be one of those who fall. So here and now I am asking once again."

With eyes more serious than anything, she repeated with a low voice," Are you ready? Are you ready to fight for your kingdom? Are you ready to brave the tumultuous times ahead of us? Are you ready to direct your soldiers to face the enemies who are threatening our safety?"

She took a deep breath as she continued, "To be honest, Wratharis is our greatest enemy. Since the founding of the kingdom and the death of our first king, Jupiter, the two kingdoms have fought and fought, from simple skirmishes to full-scale wars. Each of them was extremely violent and extremely costly in casualties. We have been fighting for so long that we’ve even forgotten why we fought in the first place. As such, you must be ready."

Generally, it was the moment where he should have affirmed his resolve. He should have patted his chest and assured her that everything would be alright.

But he didn't do it. Sol wasn't the bragging type. He would never presume to have the capacity or knowledge.

What did he know about war? He had never even killed a person with his own hands, and he wasn't conceited enough to think that reading a few books about strategy would make him a genius.

What did he know about running a kingdom? Quite a bit to be honest, but he knew that at the end of the day, theory was never enough. And more than anything, he was concerned about himself.

"Am I even suited to be king?"

This time it was Lilith's turn to be surprised by this sudden question.

"During the ritual, I talked with Luxuria and she compared me to all the kings who came before me."

He asked, with a little smile full of gravity, "Do you think… that I should really become king? I remember the words of the goddess Luxuria. ‘A king is a father to the nation. Someone who abandons his own self and only thinks and acts for the kingdom's sake. Using everything he can use and discarding everything he should.’ But… if I had to choose between the kingdom or you, I would undoubtedly choose you. I am not like my father. So… Do you still think I am fit to become a king? If I were to become a king, I would be a very selfish one."

Lilith was a little dumbfounded before finally exploding in laughter. The sound was like beautiful silver bells.

“So what if you are selfish? Isn’t changing yourself the same as running away? Why can’t you just accept who you are?”

"But don't you want me to become like my father? A great hero appreciated and respected by the masses?"

Lilith didn't deny this. She truly saw in Sol the second coming of Mars. But this wasn't the subject right now.

“Do you know what is the difference between a naive fool and a hero of justice?" She clenched her fist, a fierce expression on her face. "It's their strength. The first requirement of being a hero isn’t being right. It’s being strong. That’s why the hero always wins.”

"As crude as it may be to say that, what made your father a hero wasn't his lofty but naive ideals, neither was it his gentleness. It was his strength. No matter what, no matter how, there was only one truth. Your father was the strongest and as such he was the representative of Justice. This is the truth of this world."

She sighed, "Sol, there's no one born with the quality to be a king and there's nothing wrong with being selfish. What matters is how strong you are. On the day of my awakening, I was deemed as nothing more than a stain on the royal family name. A girl with absolutely no gifts aside from her beauty, and whose sole goal in life would be to give birth to more children of royal blood. But now, people praise me and call me the representative of all mana users. Why? Because I am strong."

"You say that you want to protect us? That you only want happiness for your loved ones? Alright. But be it me, Edea, or Camelia, we all stand near the pinnacle of this world. Anything that can threaten us would be a mortal danger for you. So you need to be strong. Stronger than anyone else. Stronger than us, stronger than your father. Then, even if you are the most selfish king ever, people will still praise you as the best king ever."

As she said this, she walked toward Sol and took him in her arms.

"Sol, a parent's duty is to guide their children. Do not take my words today as an absolute truth. They are nothing more than the way I decided to follow after many struggles. But, you are not me."

"Your life will be full of struggle and you will live through many things; some will be good and others will be sad. But no matter what, never give up, never look back, always stand up and one day, you will find the answer that fits you the most."


Chapter 18


Ch 18: Politics Is A Pain



In the darkness of his room, Sol laid down on his bed, eyes wide open.

After the rather heavy discussion, neither he nor Lilith were particularly interested in continuing the date, so they decided to go back to the Tower, each of them heavy with their own thoughts.

"Well, agonizing is useless. I need to pay attention to tomorrow. But–"

He didn't really need any more preparation for tomorrow's fight in the Coliseum. Of course, he could have entered Edea's world but it wouldn't have helped much. He needed to relax. He needed to rest.

Rising from his bed, he walked out of his room and began to walk toward the maids’ quarters. More precisely, Milia's room. He needed her help to alleviate the suspicions he had.

The maids’ quarters were at the west end of the large floor dedicated to Sol. Reaching them, he turned a little and finally reached the door of Milia's room.

Now that I think about it, I have never entered her room.

He knocked briefly. "Milia. It's Sol. I need to talk to you."

"Yo-you're highness! Kya!"

The sound of things breaking inside reached him through the door.

"Milia! What happened!?"

He tried to open the door but was surprised to find it locked.

"Wai-wait! Your Highness! Everything is alright! Do not force open the lock!"

Hearing the begging in her voice, Sol hesitated a little before ultimately not forcing his way. Everyone had the right to his or her own privacy. Even if said person was his lover.

The ruckus in her room continued, with his acute hearing he could even hear her cursing.

Just how full of a bazaar was her bedroom?

He waited like that for nearly five minutes before the door slowly opened to a nightgown-clad Milia. Her breathing was rough and her face a little pale, as if she had completed some great struggle.

"Haha~! Your Highness. What brings you to this poor maid's room at this time of the night?"

"..." He opened his mouth to ask, before finally closing it. "Forget it. I am not interested in what you are doing in your room."

He could practically see relief oozing from Milia at those words. This made him even more curious, but his instincts were screaming at him to let the matter be and he liked to believe in his newly-acquired instincts.

"Well, discussing in the hallway is slightly problematic. Let's go back to my room then."

Feeling the somber tones in Sol's voice, Milia gradually calmed down and asked with worry, "Your Highness?"

"Well, it's about my aunt…"

Sol clenched his fists. He wasn't the smartest man alive, but he believed that one shouldn't discard any worrying signal coming from someone close to them. The discussion with Lilith didn't just bring him a new outlook on life, but also basically screamed death flags at him. It was like the last will of a person ready to die.

Sol didn't believe in coincidence and he refused to leave the gods to throw the dice of chance. He would rather act first in preparation for anything that could happen. Even if in the end it was just a false alarm, it was better to be safe than sorry.

The reason he chose Milia was that she was the leader of the greatest dark organization of the kingdom, one seemingly entirely dedicated to the king. She was also one of his most-trusted aides and allies.
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While Sol was busy worrying about Lilith's tendencies, shadows were moving in the kingdom. Each busily acting for their own interests.

The next day would be the day the crown prince was revealed to the capital and officially to the world. Everything would be captured and recorded. His appearance, the way he acted, the way he thought, his talent, his actual strength. Everything would be judged both by the citizens and the nobles.

Of course, as long as another blessed didn't appear, no one could take the throne from Sol. But, there were many ways to destroy the power of a king. A king could never reign without the support of his nobles.
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"Take this."

A large pouch, full of coins, was thrown onto the table in a room illuminated by just a mana-fueled lamp, a low-class magitek gadget that could be found anywhere throughout the kingdom.

"What does it mean?"

The bearded man seated at the table observed the pouch without moving to take it, as he watched the black-clothed man in front of him.

"Hundred gold Lust coins."

The bearded man breathed in sharply, the scar on his face stretching as he tried to keep his jaw from hanging open.

Lust coins were the currency of Lustburg.

The coins were divided into copper, silver, gold, and platinum.

Each country had its own currency, but they all answered to the same rules. 100 copper for one silver. 100 silver for one gold, and 100 gold for one platinum. One silver coin was enough for a commoner family to live for a few months without worry.

Calculating in his head, the man gulped before asking with trepidation, "What do you want me to do?"

"Not much. Tomorrow, during the test against the prince–don't hold back."

The man immediately felt all the hair on his body stand in fright. He also knew that depending on his answer, he would either walk away with the money or never walk out of this room alive.

"Don’t worry. I am not asking you to kill him. But we need the prince’s display to be a disaster. So, rather than probing him, like it's been done in previous generations, I want you to go all out and make him appear as pathetic as possible."

The gladiator closed his eyes. He was in no way stupid. He knew that, while what he was asked to do seemed simple, it was in reality riddled with danger. How could the royal family be casually disgraced?

Finally, clenching his teeth, he asked, "I’m the only one involved?"

"Of course not. Aside from the Queen of Gladiators, pretty much all those who were scheduled for the ceremony were given a choice. Of course, we aren't dictators. Those who refused were simply given the occasion to visit the astral Netherlands ahead of their time."

The gladiator gulped at the naked threat. Sighing, he finally opened his eyes and asked, "But what if the prince is strong enough to not be embarrassed?"

The black-clad figure scoffed, "Prince or not, he is just a non-awakened kid. Even if by some miracle he really awakened before the ceremony, he would still be a newly-awakened, with no practical training or contract. What do you have to fear? Now, what’s your answer?"

"I…accept."

He would simply act as he was told and flee from the capital once he was done. A hundred gold Lust coins were enough for him to live for a few years.

"Glad to have you."
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"Your Highness, are you sure you won't regret it?"

Looking at his reflection in the mirror, Sol smiled a little.

His current appearance was different from his usual one. All his life, Sol had always been told how much he looked like his father. He couldn't do much about his facial features, but he could make some little changes, such as his hair.

Until now, Sol always kept his hair long, at least until waist-length. He had to admit that it was the chuunibyou in him speaking back then and he still liked it. But a change was necessary. If he wanted people to stop comparing him to his father, he had to at least look different from his father.

"Your Highness?"

"Sorry, I was spacing out, and no–I won't regret it. I look really good right now, don't I?"

"Oh, my!"

Milia felt her heart pierced by a giant arrow at the hundred-megawatt smile Sol just sent to her.

She had to admit, Sol with short hair had a real new type of charm.

"Your Highness was already incredibly handsome. Now though, you have a different type of smile. More like a bad boy. Fufufu~!"

Fufufu~! And I also got his hair for my new collection!

Sol, unaware of the disturbing thought she had, smiled back at her. The light of dawn was already coming and soon he would have to appear for the first time under the eyes of his future citizens.

"Here – help me put on my armor."
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Wearing armor was rather tedious, but he had to admit that he looked incredibly dashing in it. His current look made him feel like he was Saber from Fate's Prototype.

Short golden hair, blue eyes, silver plate armor on the upper part of his body over a gold and blue tunic.

In this world where people could destroy rock with their bare hands, one would wonder about the use of armor. Well, it wasn’t really that useful. At least not if it wasn't specifically made of dwarven steel.

This armor by itself was already rather strong and shock-absorbent. It could adjust to the body, so no matter what form he took the armor would stay. Finally, it was extremely mana -onductive.

In short, it was the kind of privilege only the rich could afford and as the crown prince, Sol lacked anything but money.

Off to the side, Milia could be seen holding a tissue under her nose as she gave him a thumbs up. The tissue was slightly wet with blood. It was quite the comical sight to see her have a nose blood because she was too excited.

"Your Highness is perfect!!"

"Hahaha~! Thanks. Well, it's time to go I guess. We shouldn't let my aunt wait."
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There was no gate between the Tower and the Colosseum. The fact was that gates were always two-way. Allowing a special gate from the Tower to the coliseum meant that the opposite direction was also possible. The fact that the Tower was connected to the church was only possible because of their relationship.

As such, it was in a luxurious carriage, pulled by four white nightmare horses, that he made his way to the Colosseum. It was scheduled for Sol to come back riding his nightmare horse once the ceremony and the fight had ended. It was a demonstration to show that even after fighting, the future king could still ride on horseback.

In the carriage, the atmosphere was relatively silent. Only Sol, Lilith, and Milia were present. The battle maids surrounding the carriage rode their own horses. Everyone knew that Lilith was strong enough to protect herself, but protocol was protocol.

As she felt that they were drawing closer to their destination, Milia finally began to speak.

"Your Highness, Your Majesty, since we are approaching the coliseum, I think it's time to discuss the schedule one last time."

Lilith and Sol nodded for her to continue.

"As tradition calls for, the fight in the coliseum should happen before the awakening. The crown prince must fight at least ten times in a row and win each bout. After his awakening, he must fight the king or queen of the coliseum. In this case, though he isn't expected to win, he must make a worthy display."

Sol understood the necessity of such a situation. It was to curb any arrogance in the prince.

The first ten fights would generally be done against low-ranked gladiators who could barely cover their bodies in mana. The gladiators were also expected to take it easy on their opponent. This is more like a show, and a way for the prince to use his skills against different types of adversaries.

But the fight against the king or queen of the Colosseum was supposed to be a beat-down. By losing against a more-experienced fighter, the crown prince or princess would learns his or her place in the world and have a target for which to strive.

"Still, this time is a little special. Like his previous majesty, His Highness awakened early. As such, the two segments will be connected and modified. His Highness will have to fight five high-ranking gladiators, and then fight the Queen of the Colosseum"

Saying so, Milia couldn't help but be a little worried. She didn't know why Lilith insisted so much for Sol to fight in such a situation.

But, she also didn't know how much growth Sol had gone through, so she did not insist. At least she wouldn't have to take care of the pest that was bought to act against her prince.

"I see. Then after my fight, what will happen?"

"The ceremony will begin with a speech from Her Majesty, then we will have a display of flights done by elite soldiers on their wyverns. Once done, we will allow people to fight and defy different gladiators, or have gladiators to fight each other. Then, His Highness will select five gladiators who will fight against him. Each fight will have a time limit of 20 minutes. The fight against the Queen will have a time limit of 45 minutes. If no winner appears before the time limit, it will be considered a draw. Finally, once the last fight ends, the ceremony will be closed by a speech from His Highness."

Frowning a little, she continued, "This evening, His Highness must begin his visit with the four Ducal families and spend one night in each of their homes. Once this is done, the official opening of the Astral realm will begin and His Highness, as well as the different young nobles who just became adults like His Highness, will go through the portal and search for contracts with their future partners."

This time she smiled; she knew of the Saint Fall and the events behind it. As such, she knew that if he was able to — no, once he succeeded in passing the goddess trial, he would be assured to make a contract with a special - rank being like his own mother, Blaze.

"During His Highness's stay in the Ducal homes, a seven-day festival will be underway. At the end of it, His Highness will be asked to display his contracts."

Sol complained a little, "This is so tedious. I already feel like falling asleep just listening to you. Well, complaining won't change anything. Which house will I first visit?"

This time it was Lilith who answered, "The first one must be Highlands and the third one Milaris. For the other two, decide as you wish."

Tilting his head, he asked, “Is there a reason?"

"Highland, before becoming Duke, was a general under your father during the wars against Wratharis, Envilya, and Gluttony. What's more, you might have forgotten, but Gerald is also a member of the Highland family. More precisely an elder. Going first to their home is a sign of goodwill. In cruder terms, it's a matter of face. As for Milaris, we struck a deal for her to not be the last house. I will explain it to you before you go visit Highland. I think it's time for you to become more involved in the ruling of the kingdom now that you will officially become an adult and are able to protect yourself."

"I see, then, the second house will be Travers. Our relationship with them is more or less neutral. They only care about money and benefits. The last one, of course, will be Gorfard."

Sol sighed at this. The Gorfards and the royal family were in a rather awkward and strained relationship. He had previously asked Milia why they didn't simply eradicate them.

Sadly, he was told they couldn't just erase one of the most-powerful families in the kingdom and expect the others to simply accept it. They needed a justification. Basically even when killing, they had to look like the good guy.

Politics is truly a pain.


Chapter 19


Ch 19: Finally Here



This was a world of swords and magic. Even though magictek was somewhat developed in countries such as dwarven country of Greed Dike or the angelic country of Slothstein, most people lived a rather mundane life, and as such had few ways to amuse themselves aside from fucking and fighting.

When Lustburg was first created officially after leaving the control of the elves, King Jupiter was faced with a massive issue.

Lustberg had no attractions.

Attractions weren't just a way to bring amusement to the citizens. They were also a way to make them spend as much money as possible and increase the cash-flow of the country.

That's when the King had an idea: create a special attraction that would not only help the citizens have a source of distraction, it would also increase the cash-flow of the newly-created kingdom, and train more-competent warriors.

Thus, the Colosseum was created. It was a place where slaves fought and died by killing each other, or by fighting beasts for the joy and pleasure of the citizens.

Now, thanks to Mars, the gladiators had changed from simple slaves fighting for their survival and the amusement of citizenry, to veritable stars acclaimed by the masses.

If in the past, 99% of the gladiators were slaves; now they only counted for about 60%. The rest were warriors of different countries coming to test their might or receive fame and fortune.

That wasn't all. Once slaves reached a certain number of consecutive victories, they could redeem their freedom as long as they weren't death row criminals or war slaves.

Sol, after helping Lilith descend from the carriage, admired the colosseum. As a child, it was one of the few places he visited regularly. After all, even though death was a possibility, most of the fights were stopped after one received a grave wound or was unable to fight anymore.

Frankly, it feels like I was watching wrestling matches.

The colosseum looked like a larger version of the Roman Colosseum and could hold more than 100,000 people. It was basically as large as a modern soccer field. On the highest point of the right side, there was a sculpture depicting a man holding a sword and raising it toward the sky. With his eyesight, Sol could clearly see the words inscribed on it:

<<Eternal glory to the Conqueror King.>>

Eternal glory, my ass.

"Your Highness, please follow me to the lounge. Her Majesty must go prepare for her speech."

"Understood."
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The beautiful voices of the musicians resonated through the stadium as the spectators put their hands on their hearts and listened to the song.

This song was a hymn of glory and death.

This song told the story of how a young man just short of his awakening stood up against the oppressing overlords and fought for the independence of their kingdom.

It told the story of how he founded the kingdom with his own blood and tears after many sacrifices, and finally stood at the pinnacle of the world.

It told how the king decided to give up his greatest power to protect his loved one, even though she betrayed him and he ended up sealed her in the Tower.

Finally, it told how he died courageously on the battlefield with a smile on his face.

Listening to this song, Sol, while seated in the highest room, couldn't help but understand once again the meaning of the sentence "The winner writes history."

For him, it was a disgusting song. Thankfully only Milia was present with him, so he didn't have to act if.

"Do not worry, Your Highness. Once this ends it will be Her Majesty’s turn. It shouldn't last long."

He nodded and tuned out the song as he looked at his surroundings. It wasn't his first time using this room. It was reserved solely for the members of the royal family and as such was beautifully furnished.

He was brought back once he heard the veritable sea of applause and whistles.

"Reminds me of one thing. Once I become king, we need to change this hymn."

"Fufufu~! Understood."

Smiling back at her, he began to admire the arena where he would soon fight and from where the singers left after finishing their song.

Despite how large it was, and how far from the terrain he was, he had no trouble seeing what was happening, and it wasn't thanks to his super senses, but rather a beautiful piece of technology.

Four huge holographic screens floating in the sky, transmitting all the events happening on the ground.

It was truly a beautiful display of magical technology and from what he knew this was just some discarded toy of the angels.

"Your Highness, it's beginning."

"Indeed."

He could see it clearly. Lilith entered from the side and walked toward the center of the stadium. Her gait, slow but steady, was able to capture all the attention of the spectators and bring the colosseum to a total silence.

Lilith wasn't wearing her usually-revealing attire, but rather a long blue dress, with her silver armor overtop of it. One could say that it was the female version of his current attire.

Even though he was seeing her through the screen, he couldn't help but take a deep breath in admiration. He was used to Lilith, his aunt. He was also used to Lilith, his instructor. But the current Lilith — Lilith the queen regent — was someone he had never really met.

The moment she reached the center of the arena, she stopped and raised her head toward the sky.

"My dear citizens."

Her voice immediately reached his ears, making him feel as if she was next to him. It was a beautiful application of mana. Infusing one’s voice with mana was very dangerous since the vocal cords were rather sensitive. It was a true demonstration of skill. Something even a master didn't dare to do easily.
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Lilith raised her head in the direction of the highest VIP room. The one Sol was in currently.

When she thought about the fact that she had to make a speech, Lilith was a little lost.

It wasn't the notion of making a speech. She had been serving as the queen regent for more than ten years, and she was used to it. No, it was rather the content of this particular speech.

What could she say?

Praise the country?

Praise the old kings?

Talk about the war?

Introduce Sol?

Perhaps none of that?

Perhaps all of that?

She didn't know. She didn't like not knowing, and she hated the feeling of caring less and less.

She didn't want to be here.

She just wanted to sleep. Just to rest a little. But it wasn't the time yet.

As such, she had to stand up, no matter how long it took.

"My dear citizens."

Refusing the microphone, she infused mana into her voice. It was rather easy for her and it gave her a way to calm herself.

The feeling of mana coursing through her veins was always a special feeling she would relinquish for nothing.

"I do not want to make a long discourse and I am sure none of you came here to see me talk about something you have no interest in."

She decided to use the necessary skill for all politicians which was — bullshit.

"All of you know me as the Queen Regent of this beautiful kingdom; this is the duty, though temporary, that was entrusted to me by my beloved brother, and I have never shirked it."

Lie. She hated this kingdom for which her brother had to be sacrificed to protect. She was also indifferent to most of the citizens. Some nights, she wished it could just be erased.

"In all those years, I’ve received an incredible amount of support from all of you and this is something I will never forget."

Another lie. Those bastards fought her all the way until her coronation. Stupid peasants being manipulated by equally stupid nobles.

"I love this kingdom more than anything and I am willing to lay down my life for it."

Hahaha. As if. The very moment this kingdom showed signs of collapse, she would take Sol and her daughter before fleeing from it as fast as possible.

"But, my time as a queen is coming to an end."

True. She was so happy. She would soon lay this burden to rest.

"The one to replace me is someone I care very much for. My nephew, the son of my beloved brother. Sol Dragona Luxuria."

Sol, Sol, Sol. What a gentle, sweet kid he was. She really hoped that he would find his own way in life.

"My nephew is someone who, for as long as I can remember, trained to become a king worthy of this kingdom."

Lie — this was a kingdom who was unworthy of him, not the opposite.

"He is a gentle and kind prince. Someone who would make his father proud. Someone who is making me proud."

He was the pride of her life. In this life, only her daughter was equal to him.

"But, no matter how much he trains, training can never be enough to match the real world."

Oh, she wished she could shelter him from all pains and all tribulations. From all the dangers and ugliness of this world. Sadly she knew it was impossible. But it did not matter. She was sure that he would grow and become an even more splendid man than his father had once been.

"Today marks the day for him to show the results of his training, and to step onto a greater stage."

Indeed, he was destined for a beautiful future.

"I hope all of you will support him in his endeavors and his growth."

Please, I don't ask for much, just don't stand in his way. That would be more than enough.

"Today is the day for you to finally meet your future king. But, I will leave the place to the elite fighting force of the kingdom."

As if those could really be called elite. Just a bunch of kids who had never seen real blood and only played make-believe.

"Please give a resonating ovation to the protector of the kingdom! That is all."

Oohhhhh!!!!!!

Screams and applause followed her as she left the center of the Colosseum. In her mind, only one thought kept repeating.

I am so tired of this bullshit.
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"Heh~So this is the queen of humanity? Your mother is truly incredible."

A young brunette woman, wearing a tight white shirt and white pants, commented with a chuckle. She was observing the heated status of the Colosseum after Lilith's speech, amusement and amazement clearly visible in her hazel-colored eyes.

Next to her, another person sat while hiding her features with a cloak; however, strands of purple hair could be seen if one looked closely.

"My mother was always incredible."

The brunette girl didn't miss the bitterness hidden in those words. She knew that the relationship between this mother-daughter pair wasn't the best.

Deciding to steer the discussion away, she continued, "Still, why didn't you reveal your identity? We could have entered the royal VIP room and you would have finally met Lilin after such a long time."

The purple-haired girl sighed wistfully as she said, "Today is an important day for Sol. I do not wish to become a source of distraction. It would not be too late to meet him later once this ends. Also–"

I don't really want to meet her.

The purple-haired girl didn't continue, but her friend understood the unsaid words.

"Well, enough of that. I said that I wished for you to understand our ways better. If you really want to become Sol's advisor, you can't just use the information found in books. I am pretty sure your race has a rather bad view of us and still sees us as some kind of barbarians."

The brunette girl sighed a little as she nodded, "Indeed. Some of our books call you ‘uncultured apes’ or ‘hairless baboons.’ Then again, we even see angels as smart pigeons, beastkin as crazy animals, demons as parasites, and dwarves as greedy midgets. So, nothing personal."

The purple-haired girl had to stop a rather unbecoming laugh from spilling out. Though she understood that this wasn't really an exaggeration. After all, elves were the most stuck-up and prideful race in this world.
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Sol clapped after Lilith's speech and waited for her to ascend to her place in the lounge. Once there, she sat silently. Sol, understanding that she didn't want to be disturbed, simply congratulated her and focused once again on the events.

He had personally asked Milia to place Lilith under surveillance and never leave her side until the end of the week. Only then will he have the time and composure to face her.

He still reeled in shock at the revelation that nearly 30% of the maids in the Tower were direct members of the Crown's Shadow. This was truly a dangerous organization with strange beliefs. He trusted Milia and trusted her loyalty to the crown, but the heart was always unpredictable. She was just one out of five leaders of one branch of the Crown's Shadow. It wouldn't be weird for there to be people with different ambitions.

Sigh, I am not even King yet and I must already worry about controlling a super organization full of spies and assassins.

Sighing again, he began to focus.
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What happened next was a veritable festival. Wyverns were one of the rare but powerful flying-type beast species. All wyverns knights were people specially trained since they were young and who contracted with wyverns.

One thing to note was that while wyverns were seemingly related to dragons, the difference between a wyvern and a dragon was akin to the difference between a chimpanzee and a human.

Still, even though dragons looked down on wyverns, dragons looked down on basically all beings. They were the beasts under the sin of pride and so it didn't mean much. Incidentally, pride and humility were the sins and virtues of the elven kingdom, Southern Pride — truly fitting.

Sol idly thought about this as he watched the different demonstrations of flying abilities and acrobatic actions as the spectators applauded and screamed.

His mind couldn't help but wander as he wondered if he could ever fly by himself one day. As an earthling, it wouldn't be a mistake to say that flying and magic were basically the greatest dreams humans had.

As such, even though he was technically superior to those wyverns, he really envied their ability to fly.

This impressive display of skills finally ended with the knights scattering colored powder across the sky, forming a magnificent and glittering rainbow made out of dozens of colors.

What followed was a short pause filled with music and spectacles as the gladiators were preparing themselves.

Meanwhile, in the lounge, silence was king. As they observed all of this with bored expressions, Sol couldn't help but sigh wistfully.

Once the music stopped, the fights finally began and attracted his attention.

The gladiators were mostly humans and beastkin, though he could sometimes see a dwarf or a demon in the mixture.

"Why are there no elves or angels?" He asked, feeling suspicious. It was something he had remarked upon when he was younger but had never really paid attention to.

"Most gladiators are either slaves fighting for their freedom or adventurers who wish for fame and wealth."

It was Lilith who answered from the side, clutching a crystal glass filled with a scarlet wine akin to blood. Taking a sip, she continued, "Angels hate and despise useless fighting. They preach that only fights of philosophy and science are the acceptable way. Mostly it's because they are too lazy and usually prefer speaking rather than fighting."

Sol tilted his head at her way of phrasing but nodded nonetheless for her to continue.

"As for those stuck-up elves — “ a sneer of derision crossed on her face — “they would never set foot here without being forced to. They call us barbarians, but they are without a doubt the most brutal of all races. After all, they follow the way of nature."

“Then shouldn't they be peace-loving like angels?”

Seemingly understanding his confusion, Milia took over, "Your Highness, most of what you learn from books about elves being peace-loving creatures who wouldn't hurt a fly are simply heresy. True elves follow the ways of nature; they see death as the most natural thing,and think that any fight should either be a fight to the death or never happen. To be honest, they are even crazier than berserker demons."

Feeling his views about elves shatter, Sol began to inspect the fight again.

He was rather surprised. Even though the ones fighting were generally low-level gladiators, the way they handled energy was so slow and clumsy that he felt like he was watching two-year-old children trying to scrap.

His confusion was further deepened by the praise they were receiving. Admittedly, their skills as fighters were clearly showcased, but that was all.

Aside from that, they didn't even clad their weapons in mana or use intent. They simply pumped mana through their bodies and fought using the boost it gave.

Are they holding back? Sol thought of a rather reasonable explanation.

There was also the fact that perhaps he had been using rather exaggerated techniques without knowing, but he didn't want to assume anything.

Overconfidence was stupidity, but looking down on oneself was equally stupid.

He hesitated a little about simply asking, before deciding otherwise. There was nothing shameful in ignorance and one simply needed to ask, but he personally thought that he should find the answer for himself through his own observations first and only ask once he was stumped.

The value of simply receiving an answer and reaching it by yourself were quite different after all.


Chapter 20


Ch 20: Gladiators



"The last step is about to begin. Hehehe~ Alfred, I hope you have completed the mission I gave you."

In one of the special rooms utilized only by the highest nobles, a red-haired man laid languidly with a blue wolf woman at his knees.

He was none other than Leonard Gorfard. The Dukes themselves did not join the festivities as they had to prepare themselves in the eventuality they were chosen for the first night. As such, only the heir or heiress was present, each of them in the rooms representing their families.

"Young lord, the matter has been handled carefully. We have already, let's say, convinced some of the gladiators who will most likely be chosen. To be sure, we’ve also incited the White Knight."

"Oh!? You managed to trick that goody-two-shoes? How?"

"From what I gathered, most of the paladins are dissatisfied with His Highness's close relationship with the Saintess."

"Ex-Saintess, you mean. That bitch lost her blessing. I really wonder what wish she made."

"Indeed, ex-Saintess. Some of the paladins think that she was tricked by His Highness into making this ritual. The White Knight was one of her most-fervent admirers."

"Hehe~! Hahaha~! Perfect! This is simply perfect! I wanted to lower the honor of the royal family and increase our speaking rights, but with this move, you basically put the church and the royal family nearly at odds. Beautiful!"

The old man bowed as he accepted the praise of his master without an ounce of pride. He personally found this move incredibly foolish from a bigger perspective. Creating tension between the church and the royal family when war was upon them was stupid beyond reason. Anyone else would have seen something wrong with what he had done. Thankfully he had such a stupid master. No, this too was the will of his goddess.

Praise the Crimson Lady!

His prayer was suddenly interrupted by a piercing voice.

"Ladies!!!! And! Gentlemen!!!!! Now, the last step of this beautiful gathering is upon us. Are you ready!?!"

Yes!!

"I repeat. Are you ready!!!!?"

Yes!!!!!!!

The jubilation could clearly be felt in the colosseum. Satisfied with the current atmosphere, the man who stood in the center of the arena, after the previous fighters had left it quietly, waited a few moments before continuing.

"As the tradition says, the one who will become our future king must show his might and talent on this occasion for the whole kingdom to see. The current scene is retransmitted not only in the colosseum but in more than 70% of the kingdom."

Emotion could be felt in his voice, "This day was supposed to be perfect. To be complete. But, I’ve just found how naive I had been."

The Colosseum fell silent in bated breath, tension rising.

"I realized how naive I had been because I thought we already reached perfection. But! I was proven wrong!! Beautifully wrong!!! Right here, right now, I have the immense pleasure to announce that!!!!"

Then, in a solemn and calm voice, he finished, "That His Highness Sol had already awakened, as his father did before him."

Total silence descended as most people were too astonished to properly understand what was said.

Then, as the light of understanding flickered in their eyes,

Oooooohhhhh!!!!!!!!

Deafening cheers rang in the colosseum, making it tremble under the weight of their voices.

For the commoner and low-level noble, this was like a heaven-sent message; they could already imagine the birth of a new hero king. In their world, a powerful king meant a stable nation. But for the higher level… Their faces couldn't help but contort. Some in fear and some in disgust.
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"Bastard!!"

"Ugh!"

The blue wolf woman’s face contorted in pain as she flung away by a kick to her stomach.

Leonard, now standing up, cursed openly, as he couldn't believe it. While doing so, he continued to repeatedly step on the poor woman before finally reigning in his turbulent emotions. His eyes were cold, as if the previous hysterical young man were two different people.

"How much did we spend on those now-useless gladiators?"

"A thousand gold Lust coins."

"I see… Kill them all by tomorrow and take back the money. Make it seem like a brawl or a mugging. Fuck, how did this bastard suddenly awaken!?"

"Of course–" Slightly hesitating, he continued, "–Young lord. Perhaps the Saint Fall is related to His Highness’s early awakening?"

"Oh!? Indeed. This is rather possible. Then only a wish to break the rules could change it. Of course, there's also the possibility of him simply being talented, but from the spies we have in the tower, the prince never showed any particular talents. He never even trained and was only focused on theory."

Leonard fell silent. The reports he received monthly were clear. Their spies were without a doubt the best ones in the kingdom. There was no way they were wrong. Then again, "I see… The prince showed basically zero talent so the Supreme Daughter sacrificed her power to boost it. What a wonderful display of affection! Sometimes I can't help but wonder if they have an…unorthodox relationship."

He snickered at his thoughts. It was simply impossible. There was no way the respectable Supreme Daughter would do something like that. Most likely, their relationship was one akin to a mother and a son.

Sitting back, he sighed, "Your actions were very timely. At the very least, even though we couldn't humiliate him with the low-level gladiator, the White Knight wouldn't act with a light hand."

The White Knight was a title bestowed to the most promising paladin-in-training. This title would evolve to White Paladin once they were accepted in the order.

The White Paladins were the strongest in the church and formed the White Cross. It was equal to the Black Cross, the strongest squad under the royal family.

"Hehe. Sol will go down in history as the first king to lose before even facing the Gladiator King."

In his mind, he could already see this incredibly beautiful scene.

He had nothing personal against Sol, but he refused to live under anyone. He dreamed of making it as it was during his grandfather's era. The era of the Puppet King. Sadly, almost all the members of this generation had lost their lives one way or another after Mars came into power.

Many thought at first that it was Mars doing it from the shadows, but this idea was later dismissed since it was simply impossible for a heroic king like Mars to act in such a cruel and insidious way.
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In another VIP room, the atmosphere was silent and frigid.

Three people were present in this room, all of them clad in black.

The youngest of the three, a girl, gulped and shivered. She wished to be anywhere other than here. Even though she had already awakened two years ago and obtained a flame hawk, she still felt as if she was about to freeze to death or sink into the darkness.

This oppressive atmosphere was broken by a gentle and steadfast voice full of amusement. "My, are you angry? Or perhaps happy? It has been a long time since I was unable to decipher the meaning behind the feeling transmitted by our link."

The one who spoke was a black-haired butler, gently preparing a cup of tea before putting it in front of the woman who sat, her eyes closed in thought.

The other Dukes were preparing in the case they were chosen and as such didn't come personally. What's more, they could observe it from their homes if needed. But she was different.

Not only did she already know at which moment she would be chosen thanks to her deal with Lilith, but deep down, she was curious about the display from the prince.

Currently though, as the previous words swirled in her head, she couldn’t help but feel a mix of emotions.

She felt hatred because one of the unique records left by Mars was made less special.

She felt elation because Mars's son was better than she thought he was.

She felt sad because she was in no way related to him.

She felt disdain because simply being awakened earlier didn't mean much in the grand scheme of things.

She felt acceptance, because this was how dazzling his son was supposed to be.

This created the current situation where she was losing control of her power and suffocating her niece, who also played the role of her successor.

Strong people could change their environments with just their mood. The same was happening.

Sighing, she took a sip of her tea as she continued, "It seems like I was wrong about his never succeeding in surpassing his father. Depending on what will happen next, I will have to present my excuses."

"Perhaps the Supreme Daughter helped him by using Saint Fall?" the heiress asked on the side. She wouldn't have spoken in any other setting, but she needed to speak to evacuate her previous fright.

Duchess Milaris's hand stopped before she shook her head as she threw a look full of warning to her niece. "Impossible. Never, you hear me, absolutely never underestimate Camelia. I would rather fight Lilith and die than ever make an enemy out of Camelia. She is someone very frightening. If she used Saint Fall, it would without a doubt be for something game-changing. I wouldn't be surprised if even after using it she didn't lose her blessing."

As she watched her aunt utter those words, the heiress couldn't help but wonder.

Her aunt was known as the craziest woman in the kingdom. Just how dangerous was the Supreme Daughter for her to demonstrate such wariness?

As for the Supreme Daughter not losing her blessing, she scoffed at this notion. This was simply impossible.
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Taking a deep breath, Sol stood up from his seat and began to check his armor.

"So, it seems that you really hid my advancement level. I thought I was pretty weak, to be honest."

He began to rotate his shoulder in an attempt to relax. The atmosphere surrounding him was slowly changing. He didn't care about the cheers he was receiving before even showing himself.

Seeing this, Lilith smiled before nodding, "Well, strength or weakness are nothing more than relative ways of seeing things. The standard I hold you to is way higher than anything else."

"...I see." Sighing, he began to walk toward the large window of the lounge and asked, "So, how will it go?"

"The way you want it to go. You are the Crown Prince. You decide the rules as you see fit."

"I see. Then, I won't hold back. Either way, I am determined to win."

"O-hoh! Is this hubris? Did your newly-obtained power make your head swell in arrogance?"

"Arrogance?" Sol tilted his head in confusion before smiling, "No, never. I have people like you, or the witches as examples. The simple fact is that I have no other choice than to win. After all, I made a promise to someone."

Saying so, he opened the window, the cool wind rushing in making his already-calm mind cool even further.

Looking down, he calculated the height and began to calculate.

45m.

Sol liked to think of himself as someone with a steadfast and calm personality. He was rather calm and easygoing most of the time. He was also rather modest and far from prideful.

But he had discovered a hidden side of himself lately.

He liked to fight — and he was good at it.

Smiling, his pupils turned into slits as he jumped down without any hesitation.

"It's time for me to go all-out."

BOOM!!
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[A few moments prior.]

"Ladies!! And gentlemen!! Now, it's time to welcome our gladiators."

Saying so, he pointed toward one of the doors on the side, which was slowly opening.

From it, four individuals came out. They varied in size and appearance, but each of them was clearly several levels above the previous fighters in the arena.

Two of them were human males. One was holding a human-sized rectangular shield, while the second one had an axe on his back. The third one was a tall tanned woman with white rabbit ears on either side of her head, wearing a short skirt and black leggings, with many daggers tied to her right thigh. The last one was a short, stocky man who was wearing leather armor and was holding a hammer.

"You know them all!!! They are the best! They are the greatest!! They aaaaaarrrreeeeee–The stars of this Colosseum!!! Welcome them with your cheers!!"

Wooooo!!!!

The chorus of cheers was deafening. This was how popular they were. The two human males were brothers and ex-slaves who managed to buy back their freedom. They were textbook examples of success from suffering and were the idols of many citizens and slaves.

The woman was a warrior from the rabbit clan. She wished to prove the strength of her race, since they were considered as one of the weakest. As such became a gladiator.

The last one was a blacksmith who used the match as a way to test the gear he created. He was rather popular in the colosseum since his weapons were way cheaper than they should have been.

Each of the four people were strong warriors who fought many battles to reach the place where they stood.
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"Now!! We will ask our dear prince to make his– "

The referee was suddenly interrupted by a large explosion followed by debris and dust. His field of view, as well as the screen, were obstructed, hiding the cause of such an explosion. But soon, it cleared. The audience was shown a scene they would most likely never forget.

A young, golden-haired man stood in the middle of a large crater, observing them. Even though from their position they were the ones looking down at him, they couldn't help but feel incredibly small in front of the aura he was emanating.

"I am Sol Dragona Luxuria."

Seemingly not caring about their shock, the young man began speaking in an unhurried way. His voice, filled with mana, reached the ears of all the spectators.

"To be honest, when I thought about this day in the past, I was filled with apprehensions and doubts. Would I succeed? Would I do better than my father? Such silly questions filled my mind. But now that I am here in front of all of you, I realized that I am rather calm."

Giving a mocking laugh, he raised his head high, "This is officially the first time I show myself in front of all of you. I know many of you express doubt about me and my abilities. Many of you are worried and don't have much hope. Well, today, right here, right now, allow me to dispel at least some of your worries."

As he said so, a large golden-colored mana pressure began to emanate from him, making the atmosphere heavier by the second.

"The tradition is for me to fight these four, one after another. But I have decided something else."

Raising his hand and pointing toward them, he gave a bright smile filled with battle intent.

"Let's go for a simple brawl. The four of you against me alone. Ready?"

"Y-your Highness!? Are you serious!?" The referee seemed stumped for words and didn't know what to do. He looked around before finally looking high in the sky, waiting for a word to oppose this mad idea.

Three of the four gladiators, on the other hand, had a hard time hiding their anger. Never had they felt so insulted in their careers. If Sol wasn't the prince, they would have already hurled abuse at him. The only one relatively calm was the dwarf. He was looking at Sol's armor in admiration and kept talking to himself.

Finally, receiving no words of denial, the man decided that it wasn't his place to intervene and began leaving the ring. He was no slouch in terms of fighting but he wasn't a veteran either.

Still, he was a professional and once he was out, he immediately began igniting the mood.

"Incredible!!! Unbelievable!!! MAGNIFICENT!!! In a bold display of power and charisma, our Crown Prince decided to do something never done since the creation of our kingdom!! What will the result be!!? No matter what, it promises to be something we will never forget!!!!"

The silence in the stand was replaced by wild screams. This was indeed something never seen before, and the people were curious about the power of this new prince. Despite that, few people had any hope in him winning. Gladiator fights weren't only one on one. Sometimes team events or fights against monsters happened. The four of them were regular members of the same team and as such, their coordination, while not flawless, was nothing to scoff at.
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"So, guys, what do we do?" The sole girl of the group asked as she began to clench her fists.

"Ha. Lass, we shouldn't underestimate him. He can already do Cladding. Since he has the guts to defy the four of us, then he must have something to rely on." The dwarf guffawed as his empty hand stroked his beard.

The other two nodded in acquiescence. None of them were newbies. They might have been angered by the previous disregard, but they wouldn't rush while belittling their enemies or thinking they were arrogant.

"Still, ganging up on a young lad leaves a bad taste in my mouth. Let's do a little probing first. The lass will go first to face him. Meanwhile, we will take our position. If things turn south then we will act. Any objections?"

The silence was an answer.

"Have you finished your planning?" The rabbit woman clicked her tongue before a deep red mana began to surround her body.

Reinforcement, then Cladding. This was the second step of mana control for many users. The first step allowed one to boost their overall physical abilities while the second one protected the exterior of their bodies like armor.

"Here we go!!"

The arena they were in was as large as a large field. The initial distance between the five of them was just a few meters. As such, she managed to reach him in the blink of an eye. At least, from a normal person's perspective.

Boom!

Countering her fist with his own, the two entered in a brief stalemate before separating.

The rabbit woman was a little surprised, while Sol had a thoughtful expression.

As I thought. I could feel no intent in her fist.

Sighing, he discarded those thoughts. Even though there was no intent, her fist was still heavy.

"Not bad, Your Highness. Then, should we accelerate a little?" A mad grin suddenly formed on her face as she rushed again at him in an incredible burst of speed.

Sol calmly avoided some of them while retaliating from time to time. From what he knew, the rabbits were just a D-rank race. Meaning they didn't even have horns. Still, they were quite powerful, and their greatest strengths were their speed and the power of their feet.

Just as he blocked a heavy hit from her and took a step back, Sol immediately felt his back tingling. Moving his body in a rather unnatural way, he let himself fall and avoided an arrow that would have struck his previous position.

<<3rd step: Manifestation.>>

Molding mana and forming a construct out of it.

Sol, back on the ground, immediately crossed his arms in front of him when the sun was blocked by a black shadow above him swinging his hammer without hesitation.

Boom!!

The shock this time made the ground tremble as a deep crater formed from the aftershock.

I wonder if it was too much.

They looked at the swirling dust in worry. It was one thing to fight but it wasn't like they wished to badly hurt the prince.

"Attention!"

The dust was swept aside as someone rushed towards the rabbit woman. The moment he was about to hit her, the shield warrior put himself between the two and took the hit.

Crack!

He could only widen his eyes when his prized shield showed signs of breaking from just one hit. Focusing on the source of this attack, he was even more surprised when he saw that aside from a little bit of dust, the prince wasn't harmed in the slightest.

The rabbit woman behind him, seeing this, took out one of her daggers and muttered something before she slowly vanished.

It was the unique magic of her race. A magic mainly used to escape danger, but she had changed it and used it offensively.

Once the stalemate between the shield warrior and Sol ended, Sol, contrary to their expectations, didn't continue fighting. He simply sighed a little as he began to speak.

"An Assassin, a Tank, an Archer, and a Damage Dealer. This is really a standard party. Well, if you had a healer, that would be even better. Still, I must admit that I am really impressed."

Despite his calm words, none of them lessened their guards.

"I can see that I still have many things to learn. In any other situation, I would have taken my time and learned more from you. Sadly, I can't really do so today. Which is why I am going to end things fast."

All of them frowned at the same time. Even though the prince was clearly strong, from what they had seen he wasn't so strong that they couldn't deal with him together. What gave him such confidence?

"First one."

He immediately swung his fist on the right so fast it left afterimages. While it seemed at first that it hit nothing, slowly, a woman appeared before him kneeling, her breath haggard and her eyes unfocused.

'How!?'

"It was rather ingenious of you to turn an escaping trick into something for offense. Sadly, you have too many flaws. After all, you are only invisible. Another one is your inability to strengthen your body when you are invisible."

The girl couldn't speak as she slowly slumped. Her eyes closed.

"Well, well, well, now we are only left with gentlemen. The next one will be–You!"

“Shit!” Not having taken enough distance after their previous clash, he could do nothing aside from putting his shield in front of him to block the attack.

Boom!!

This time, the hit was so heavy that he felt as if his arms were going to break. Then, just as he was about to be finished- "Not on my watch, lad." The dwarf intervened with a mighty swing of his hammer. He could already envision what would happen. The prince would escape from the left and his brother would welcome him with a mana-charged arrow. In such a situation this should be enough to wound him.

But, contrary to their expectations, the prince didn't even try to avoid the hit. As if it didn't matter to him. He simply swung his fist down one last time and completely blasted the shield before punching the shield warrior heavily on the face.

His last vision was a large smile full of battle lust.

The dwarf, on the other hand, was horrified. He hadn't held back anything this time. He had clearly given a full blow with his hammer and succeeded in hitting the head of his target. But all that amounted to was — nothing. Not even a bruise.

"Oh! Those scales are tougher than I thought. I was pretty sure that I would at least be wounded."

“Scales?” Hearing the prince murmur, he focused on the head of the prince and was surprised to see a part of his head covered by scales.

It was then that he remembered important information that most people tended to forget.

'His Highness was a hybrid dragon. Ugh!!' This discovery was rewarded by a heavy kick in the stomach. A kick so powerful his Cladding couldn't protect him, and he was momentarily suspended in the air, the air completely escaping out of his lungs.

"Then this is a payback." His time in the air didn't last long as he was caught by the leg and swung like a hammer against the ground.

"Gah!!"

The shock was so great that he felt as if his brain was dancing in his skull. All his senses were disturbed and even thinking was a luxury.

"Heh~ seems like dwarves really have a powerful constitution."

Raising himself again Sol immediately put the dwarf in front of him and blocked an arrow that was coming at him. Then, with a mighty swing, he threw the gladiator at his companion. The resulting collision immediately took them out of the arena.

Now the only one still standing, Sol simply raised his fist in a sign of victory.

"Well, it seems like I won."

The stunned silence of the crowd was music to his ears


Chapter 21


Ch 21: Wolf Vs Dragon



A stunned silence filled the stands, as the crowd had a hard time comprehending the scene in front of them.

Everything had simply ended too quickly. In the first moments of the fight, it seemed as if the prince was struggling and had bitten off more than he could chew. Suddenly, in a few seconds, the balance completely shifted as the four gladiators were brought down one after the other.

In the lounge belonging to the royal family, Lilith watched this display in a daze, her eyes seemingly reminiscing a scene from the past.

She remembered how all those years ago she began to admire the boy who also displayed his power in the colosseum, under the eyes of the whole kingdom. They looked so much like each other, but–

Their demeanors are completely different.

Once again she was reminded that even though they had the same appearance, Sol and Mars were different people. If she could say that Sol’s way with women was because of her orders, then she could only sigh, as his current conduct was of his own choice and born from his own personality.

Sol isn't Mars, nor is he a replacement for him.

Such a simple reality.

She couldn't help but feel sadness and joy at the same time. Closing her eyes, she sighed before clapping her hands, the sound reverberating through the whole colosseum.

This was followed by one or two people before an entire ovation began resonating. This ovation was filled with whistles and screams as well as cheering.

Looking at the boy she had raised, basking under the lavish praise being bestowed, her complicated emotions were swept aside and were replaced with pride and happiness.
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"Yes!! Take that — in your face, shitty nobles! My Sol is the best!"

In another VIP room, a brunette woman with an incredibly voluptuous form could be seen cheering in a rather unbecoming way. She didn't seem to care about the looks she was receiving from the people who were sharing the room with her.

"Aunt Camelia, please! Stop it." A blonde girl begged at the side, her face red. She knew that her aunt loved Sol. She also knew that their relationship wasn't just platonic. Still, there were limits to some things.

"Hehe~!" Giving a cute laugh, Camelia took her seat.

Crossings her legs, she calmed down as she continued, "This is just the first step. Fufufu~! Soon, no one will compare my Sol to his idiot father."

Saying so, she snapped her fingers, and a slim black-haired woman, who had been standing at the back, came and knelt in front of her.

"Elsmere. You were one of my favorites. I had even planned to ask Luxuria to make you the next Supreme Daughter once I decided to retire. So why?” Camelia sighed in exasperation. “No need to answer."

The woman continued kneeling in silence with a blank expression. Camelia, completely uncaring, began to think once again of the dashing figure of her Sol.

"It doesn't really matter — nothing can make me unhappy after today's events. If he didn't have to visit those nobles, I would have asked him to join me tonight."

Chloe, who sat next to her, was listening to this conversation with a bitter smile and a slightly unconcealed sense of fear. She was reminded once again just how dangerous and ruthless her aunt could be.

After Camelia's loss of blessing was declared, power grabs within the church became common. But what people didn't know was that all those ambitious nuns were nothing more than puppets dancing in the palm of Camelia's hand.

Camelia had never feared being betrayed for the simple reason that she was the true, absolute master of the church.

Thinking about how all the members of the church had a hidden command in the back of their minds that would activate at the slightest thought of betrayal, she couldn’t help but feel a shudder.

This wasn't the kind of power a mortal should have.

"Hope for the best but prepare for the worst. After what happened to Mars, all my subordinates had a command implemented. It only activates at the thought of betrayal. After all, Mars's death taught me an important lesson."

A melancholic smile formed on her face after she noticed Chloe's reaction. She might be used to her enemies fearing her, but she did not wish to see this kind of expression on her niece’s face. As such, she tried to explain her reasoning.

She might not have had any romantic feelings for Mars, but the fact was that he had indeed been a good man. The sacrifice of her best friend, Blaze, saddened her further.

The cause of all that suffering?

Betrayal.

Since then, Camelia swore to never let herself fall in the same trap Mars had fallen into. She hated using her power. She hated controlling people. But in her mind, traitors weren't humans; they were nothing more than dirty wretches that needed to be either erased or controlled.
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The Colosseum was a large structure. Aside from the VIP lounges and tiered seating for spectators, there was also an underground level where the gladiators who were scheduled to fight could rest and prepare before their bouts.

Most of the rooms were shared, with four or five gladiators using them as they equipped their armor or prepared themselves. Only one gladiator had the right to a single room.

The one who stood at the summit of them all.

Currently, in the room of the Gladiator King, a figure could be seen clenching their fists in joy and excitement as they watched the results of the match.

Currently, their whole body and face was covered by a thick silver armor made out of dwarven steel. The helmet that hid their face, effectively hiding their gender and identity from the world.

No one knew the true identity of the Gladiator King; this sense of mystery was what made this king even more popular than the previous one.

Well, no one– aside from the royal family and the director of the colosseum.

"It's time for me to go."

The Gladiator King stood up and took their sword before beginning to walk out of the room.

This could most perhaps be their last fight in this Colosseum. Either way, they couldn't wait.
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It didn’t take long for the crowd to calm down. After the medics helped in taking away the previous fighters, the scene gradually began to shift.

They knew that what would happen next would be a display on a totally different level.

Bets were being fired one after another, the odds being mostly in the Gladiator King's favor. Though the odds weren't as overwhelming as it seemed at first, few people thought the prince could win.

The referee, receiving a message, tilted his head before raising his face up with a wide smile.

"Ladies and gentlemen! I just received news that he is coming! The king of fighters! The berserker! The destroyer! Theeee–Gladiator–Kingggg!!!!"

Oooooohhhhh!!!!!

These cheers were on a completely different level.

Sol, who was observing the situation, couldn't help but feel as if some kind of world-renowned star was stepping onto the arena.

Soon, as the ovation faded, an armor-wearing individual could be seen advancing. Their armor shone brightly under the sky. In their arms, they carried a beautiful longsword.

Their gait was calm and steady. The energy emanating from them was powerful but reserved.

Seeing 'him' walk, Sol had the illusion that he was facing an unsheathed weapon or a crouching monster ready to pounce on him at the slightest instant. Grinning without even understanding why, Sol felt his heart beating wildly in his chest. He could already feel the world around him slow down a little as he entered a focused state.

He didn't need to be told to understand. His instincts were screaming at him: this guy is different.

But this thought, rather than bringing him fear, made his heart sing with joy.

"So it has finally come to this. Do you remember our promise?"

"Of course not, Your Highness."

After they reached a certain distance from Sol, the Gladiator King, or rather the Gladiator Queen, took off her helmet, showing her beautiful long blue hair and twitching wolf ears.

"Then, Setsuna, I hope you are ready."

The moment Setsuna took off her helmet, an uproar swept through the crowd. Most people believed the Gladiator King to be a man. An old and rugged man to boot. Never in their wildest imagination would they have thought that the strongest gladiator was a woman, and one so young.

But, out of all of those, the biggest reaction was in the lounge belonging to the Gorfard family.

Leonard, after seeing Sol's display, was already tearing his hair out in frustration as he screamed in the lounge.

He couldn't accept this. He refused to accept this. The fact that this shitty prince was so powerful, he was an irregularity.

'Yes! Camelia! The Supreme Daughter! It must be because of her, there's no other way.'

Calming his bruised ego with his thoughts, he failed to notice the reaction of the slave beneath his feet as she murmured with a surprised expression.

"Princess."
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Sol, facing Setsuna, calmed himself down before closing his eyes in reminiscence.

"As we had promised back then, once I beat you, you will tell me about your past and you will totally submit to me, body and soul."

"Indeed. Though, I have already said that I am yours. I do not understand why we have to include this step."

Sol smiled as he shook his head before opening his eyes, blazing with conviction. "I do not wish for such a relationship. I know the way of the wolves. I studied them because I wanted to better understand you. The blue wolves follow a pack system, and only a strong male can be recognized as the alpha of the pack."

Clenching his fist, he continued, "Of course, you aren't animals controlled by your instincts. Feelings and instincts are different. The one who loves me is Setsuna the woman, but Setsuna the wolf does not see me as the leader of the pack. If I do not make you submit, our relationship will most likely become strained in the future."

This wasn't an exaggeration; beastkin were as much beasts as they were human. It would also be a mistake to call them ‘hybrids.’ Instead, they were their own unique race, in which instinct and reason coexisted in the same being.

If he wished so, by asking her to force down her instinct, Sol could have a normal relationship with Setsuna even if he never beat her. But this wouldn't be a long-term solution. Sooner or later, Setsuna would snap even if she didn't mean to.

He didn't wish for that. He wished not just for Setsuna, but for all the women close to him to have happy and fulfilling lives. He wished that they would harbor no regrets over forming a relationship with him.

So, even if it meant he had to beat them up, he would make them happy.

The irony of the situation.

"...I see." Her deep blue eyes gazed at the man she loved more than anyone else, seemingly searching for something in his eyes.

Once she was satisfied with what she found, she began to discard her armor one piece after the other.

Seeing this, Sol smiled as he began to do the same.

Setsuna's armor was different from his. Aside from the hard metal, it was filled with runes designed to keep her identity hidden. Still, he didn't hesitate to take off his armor.

He did not wish to leave any doubts about his victory.

Once they finished, Setsuna was now clad in a simple kimono with a short skirt while Sol stood in his blue-and-gold robes. Seeing them like that, no one would think that they were about to fight with everything they had.

"Hey, old man!"

"Y-yes?!" The referee’s voice squeezed out as he asked politely.

"We will use the free-for-all rules. The only way to be defeated is to be knocked out, to surrender, or incapable of fighting. Nothing else."

"O-of course!" There was no reason for him to hesitate, so he accepted quite readily.

Once Sol had this answer, he turned back to Setsuna.

"Are you ready?"

A savage smile formed on Setsuna's face as she replied, "This time, I won't hold back."

"I hop–huh?"

By the time Sol answered, a fair and dainty hand was already holding his face, before-

BAAM!!!!

-Bringing it down violently against the ground.

At least that is what it looked at first glance.

The moment Setsuna impacted the ground with her hands, the Sol she was holding faded, while another one appeared behind her.

<<Shadow Clone>>

He had used a substitution technique that consisted of creating a double with mana and filling it with fighting intent. This double was unable to fight but was perfect for tricks and traps.

"Did they never tell you to not attack the face!?"

Sol, once behind her, reprimanded her while covering his entire arm in scales before thrusting it toward Setsuna's back. The attack was so fast that it left friction in the air. But, despite this speed, it still missed as she did a simple roll-forward before jumping away.

The two of them, now in the opposite position from the one they stood at the start of this exchange, stopped to gauge their powers.

This short exchange allowed them to know that this fight wouldn't be an easy one for either of them.

Taking a deep breath, Setsuna closed her eyes before crouching down.

*Biri* *Biri* *Biri* *Whoosh*

The atmosphere around her began to smell of ozone as sparks of blue lightning surrounded her body, while the wind stirred as if giving birth to a tempest.

Her long blue hair became spiky as it swayed in the wind. Her eyes turned fully blue, and two large blue horns made out of energy began to form on her forehead. Finally, her nails became as sharp as claws.

*Growl*

Sol didn't feel like he was facing the beautiful, gentle but stern Setsuna, but rather an extremely dangerous beast that was about to rip him to shreds.

"So, this is your fighting form."

Exhaling a little while exclaiming in admiration, he slowly rotated his shoulder and he calmed his rising tension.

Setsuna wasn't just a blue wolf, she was a variant or a mutant — storm wolf. An A+ ranked beast. Basically, she had one of the most powerful bloodlines below the divine beasts and their offspring.

Feeling the incredible amount of mana she released, Sol decided that he would surprise her.

"You aren't the only one with a second form, you know." Smiling wickedly, his eyes changed to his draconic ones.

<<Dragon force: 1st step.>>

Slowly, under the astonished eyes of the crowd, his body began to change. He became taller, his white skin changed to bronzed, and two glowing golden horns formed on his forehead.

The moment it happened, a true storm of mana began to fill the colosseum as Sol’s and Setsuna’s mana began to clash. Some of the spectators fled from their places as they couldn't survive the pressure, while some others who were too close fainted.

At the center of all this were Sol and Setsuna, staring at each other with an unprecedented focus, none of the two thinking about anything else.

Then, under the eyes of the crowd, they simply vanished.

Boom!!

The scene happening in front of their eyes was one they had never been witnessed before in the colosseum. It was as if two fierce beasts were unleashing their wrath on their surroundings. No place in the arena was spared. In just two minutes, the place was completely ravaged.

Of course, for those able to see what was happening, they could only stare in awe.

Sol and Setsuna's way of fighting was completely different. One used her extreme speed as well as her skill and precision to deliver fast and precise blows, while the other used his powerful body to weave through all the damage and counter-attack.

The spectators couldn't help but shiver when they thought about how helpless they would be should they face either of these two.

Finally, after one final blow, the two of them stopped moving and began seizing each other again.

*Huff* *Huff* *Huff*

Their breaths were ragged and their clothes ripped in different places; trickles of blood dripping from their injuries. Still, the sharp-eyed ones could see that Sol was clearly having more difficulty breathing than Setsuna.

The result of the previous clash could be said to have resulted in Sol's defeat. His right arm was partially dislocated and his fingers were broken, his chest was punctured, and he was covered in blood. Even though his wounds were already healing, in the long run, they would sap his stamina even more.

I did not think that it would be this bad. If I didn't have resistance towards magic, the damage I took would be way worse.

Even though he complained, he had to admit that he was loving this fight. This was different from all the ones he had against Lilith or the ones against the previous gladiators.

Hahaha~I am really transforming into a battle maniac.

Setsuna, on the other hand, couldn't help but feel giddy with anticipation. It has been a long time since she felt her blood boil in such a way. The knowledge that this fight was a sort of courtship made her even happier. Still, even though she wanted to submit, she would never hold back. Doing so would be an insult to Sol.

"Your Highness, I think it's time to accelerate."

"...Accelerate?"

She was going to use the greatest power she had at her disposal, aside from her killing attack.

<<Third phase: Godspeed>>

What did it feel like to be hit by a punch at the speed of the sound?

Sol just tasted the answer.

BOOOOMMM!!!!

Rumble!!

The entire colosseum trembled as Sol was propelled like a rocket before hitting the wall and becoming embedded in it.

*Cough* *Cough*

Even as his vision was obstructed by the debris of the wall and his mind was slightly dazed, he didn't know whether he should be amazed by the fact that Setsuna reached sonic speed, or the fact that he didn't die under that hit.

Sigh. My situation is becoming increasingly worse.

He debated using his mirror dimensions but ultimately decided against it. This was a trump card he wanted to use for truly dangerous matters, like the impending war. Keeping it a secret for now was for the best.

Well, since she used magic then I guess I can use intent now.

Exhaling a little, he firmed his resolve. His own intent was still a little weak and not complete because of his lack of experience, but it didn't matter. After all, he had something else to support him.
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The crowd fell silent as they observed the debris that covered the prince. At first, they thought that he would come out blazing, but as time went by, it seemed incredibly clear that he was out cold.

They didn't know whether they should cheer for the Gladiator Queen, or cheer for the display of power the crown prince showed just after awakening.

But just as the referee was about to give the signal, they all felt it.

Something dangerous was about to happen.

This was their primal instinct screaming from the bottom of their hearts.

Flee.

Don't look.

But none of them listened to this instinct. Some because of their curiosity, others because of the confidence in their skills.

It was then, a hand came out of the debris before the prince, covered in dirt and blood, emerged.

Despite his rather embarrassing situation, no one was in the mood for joking.

Because they could all hear him clearly murmur, as mana filled his voice.

<<Tyrant intent: Dragon Fear.>>

Intent was a will. A determination to reach a certain result. People could use different intent at very low levels, but to truly bring this intent to the maximum, they had to understand and experience.

Killing intent needed the user to be used to killing.

Sword intent needed the user to reach the mastery of sword art.

As for King's intent, the user must have the experience of standing above the masses.

For Sol, even though he was the crown prince, he didn't have the demeanor of a king. This is where his dragon blood intervened.

Dragon Fear was a kind of intent every dragon possessed. Though Sol, as a hybrid, couldn't use the power of Dragon Fear easily, by fusing those two intents he reached a surprisingly good result. A mutation of sorts.

[image: ]


The moment Setsuna heard those words, even though she didn't understand the effects of the intent Sol was using, she already decided to attack him first.

[You mongrel. Bow in front of the king]

It was like the voice of a god above commanding her, stalling all her movements.

She was already about to kneel before understanding what was happening. Even more so, the very idea of refusing his order made a deep fear attack her heart. She felt as if she would die the moment she refused.

Right now, Sol wasn't a benevolent king who would sacrifice himself for his subjects. He was a tyrant who would use them for his selfish needs.

The sole result of fighting back was death.

Incredible!

Setsuna gasped in amazement, as she felt the effects of this intent.

Even though it's weaker than true Dragon Fear, the potential behind it is out of the norm.

Fighting back against the need to kneel, she stood back up with difficulty, her breath ragged. Even keeping her Godspeed seemed way harder than normal.

Even though I can fight against the order, all my abilities are basically restricted. I can't even use more than 70% of my full strength.

Looking briefly towards the crowd, she was even more stunned by how many of them were already kneeling in their places. Some of them, unable to support the pressure, had simply fainted. Even the people in the VIP rooms weren't spared; some of them showed a pitiful display that would have shamed their families if they had been seen by the others.

I need to end this fast. This intent is still too raw, on the edge. There's no way His Highness hoped to beat me with this move. This means he also wishes to go for a last attack.

Thinking about that, she gritted her teeth and reached her hand inside her kimono, withdrawing a little marble made out of metal.

"Your Highness, I am really surprised. I thought my third phase would be enough to win the fight. Never would have I thought you had such a card."

"And so? Speak."

Setsuna didn't get offended. She knew that once an intent was used to a certain level, it could temporarily affect the personality of the user.

"Then, I guess it's time for one last attack. One where we go all-out without hesitation. The winner will be the last one standing."

"...I see. Very well."

Receiving this answer, Setsuna released her Godspeed before focusing inwardly.

The sparks surrounding her body slowly began to move and gather around the marble she was holding in between her index finger and thumb.

Seeing this movement, Sol grinned, his tyrant persona slipping a little.

"So you have finally completed this move. Then, let me show you one of the most iconic moves for a dragon."

Inhaling deeply, Sol held his breath as he concentrated pure mana into his lungs.

Silence settled between the two. The air was heavy with tension. Those spectators that were still conscious gulped. Even without being told, they knew that this fight was about to end. The result, still up in the air.

Finally, the two of them were ready,

"This is what you taught me, Your Highness."

--flashback- -

"Ohhh! Then you can use lightning?"

"Indeed, Your Highness."

A young Setsuna was talking to an equally-young Sol. The two were swinging their swords while standing in the clearing of the hanging garden.

"Then, then! I can teach you a super technique."

Tilting her head, she asked in surprise, "You? Teach me? I thought humans couldn't use magic before maturity?"

"Hehe! You will be surprised. This technique uses either a coin or a marble. The name is…"

<<Final technique: Railgun>>

<<Dragon arts: Dragon Breath>>

Everyone was literally blinded and deafened by the flash of light and the explosion. The wind stirred and blew everything away. The heat was so intense that people were drenched in sweat, their hair curling because of the electricity in the air.

The explosion was so intense that casualties seemed inevitable; thankfully there were fail-safes, in the form of large glowing blue barriers, to protect the crowd in case of a dangerous situation activated at full power, thereby avoiding the worst situation.

Finally, as the light faded, only one question filled the minds of everyone still awake.

Who was the winner?

A gust of wind stirred the dust away, revealing the state of the arena.

Everything was blown away. Nothing was left. Only one word could describe this scene.

Apocalyptic.

Finally, the two fighters could be seen standing, their bodies slightly charred.

The result?

The referee, seeing this, immediately understood the situation and screamed, "I-it's a draw!!!!"
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"Beautiful fight." Milia murmured in happiness. She knew that Sol had been receiving intensive training in Edea's dimension. But seeing the results left her shivering with happiness.

"A fight? Heh~! I wouldn't really call it a fight. It was more like a display of power and some of their abilities. From the start, the two of them were holding back and didn't want to show too many of their cards."

"Indeed."

Milia acquiesced. Setsuna hadn't used her Berserker mode, a power that all beastkin could use. In Sol's case, she also knew about his magic and that he could have ended the fight way more easily if he had been willing. What's more, he hadn't activated his core.

In short, "In the end, this was nothing more than a mating ritual. Fufufu~!"


Interlude 3: Wolf Princess



"Princess! Run!"

A young, blue-haired girl was running with a dazed expression on her face. She was wearing a bright white-and-red kimono covered with jewels. 

Despite her expensive clothes, which would make anyone envious, the situation she was in would inspire envy in no one. After all, she was fleeing. 

Under the light of the moon, the princess was being pulled by one of her kunoichis. Despite that, she would sometimes look behind her in dismay. 

In her eyes, the reflection of the burning castle and the golden lightning falling like the wrath of the heavens was seared in her young mind. 

High in the sky, three large wolves, at least four meters tall, could be seen fighting; two had beautiful golden fur, and the other was a deep blue color. The fight was of apocalyptic proportions. Lightning flashed and storms gathered. Nothing in a kilometer radius aside from the burning castle was still standing. 

"Father." Murmuring under her breath, tears began to gather in her eyes, and her dazed expression was replaced with one of sorrow.

"Father and Mother will win, right!?" 

She couldn't help but ask one of the women who were pulling her. It was difficult to see their faces under their black clothes, but she had known them for as long as she could remember and trusted them deeply. 

The one grasping her hand turned towards her, an expression of pain and sorrow flashing in her eyes. She wanted to offer some kind words, something to give hope to the princess she had sworn to protect. But–

"Princess, you must be strong. His Majesty and the queen are fighting to give us enough time to flee."

Those words broke the little girl's heart. Despite her young age, she could understand the hidden meaning. 

Closing her eyes to stop her tears from falling down, she nodded her head and continued running. 

She swore in her heart to one day come back and avenge her family. 
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[A few days later.]

I am thirsty.

A little girl was trudging under the merciless light of the sun. 

Her body and clothes were covered in dried blood and mud. Her eyes were lifeless, with dark circles underneath them. Her stomach was growling and complaining. 

No one seeing her right now would believe that she was Setsuna Ira, the Princess of the Wratharis Republic. 

Even now, she herself couldn't believe how quickly her life had come crashing down. 

All of this had begun when her uncle had suddenly obtained a blessing, giving him the confidence to try and claim the throne. 

In this world, only a blessed one could become a king. If more than one blessed existed in the same zone, they had to fight for ownership.

After getting his blessing, her uncle, who she had believed was so kind he wouldn't hurt a bug, began to show his true face. His power had grown by leaps and bounds after he evolved from a blue wolf to a lightning wolf. 

Papa, Mama, Mio, Kio. I miss you so much.

After fleeing from the site of the battle, they had begun walking towards the elven forest. This was a place where absolutely no strife of human nature was allowed. Her servant planned to seek asylum there. 

Sadly, nothing happened as it should have. 

Mio and Kio used themselves as bait, their fate now unknown. As for the remaining servants, most of them had fled, while others had betrayed her and tried to sell her as a slave to the demons or to her uncle. She had fled in despair and now she didn't even know where she was. 

Though her mind was muddled by pain, anger, blood loss, hunger, and sadness, she continued to walk. 

She didn't know where she was going. 

She didn't know if she would die on the road, her body serving as a meal for the hyenas. 

Even though her future seemed bleak, she continued to walk. 

She knew that if she stopped even once, she would never be able to continue walking. 

She didn't want to die. 

She refused to die. 

If she died, all the people who had sacrificed themselves for her would have died in vain. She refused to accept such a truth. 

Right now, even as the soles of her feet cracked and began to bleed again, she did not pay attention to any of it. 
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The few days that followed were much the same, the only difference being her meeting humans for the first time. 

Sadly, it wasn't a pleasant meeting — turns out, they were bandits. 

They had attacked her, hoping to capture her and use her before selling her as a slave. 

They would have succeeded if only they hadn't underestimated her. After all, even though she was weak and tired, a wolf only became more dangerous in such situations.

On that day, for the first time, she took a life. 

It was far easier than she thought it was going to be. Life was so fragile. It was a reality she understood after all the events that had happened to her. 

The meeting with those bandits wasn't all bad, thankfully. She was able to use the food they had in their reserve. 

It was disgusting and dirty, something she would have never eaten in the past, but right now she was eating it with relish, as if it was the greatest food in the world. 
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Finally, she reached a city. Her looks were completely different. Her hair was dirty and uncared for. She had the last of jewels hanging around her neck, but they were so dirty no one could guess their value. She had taken clothes from some female bandits she killed while hunting for more food, tearing them to adjust the size. 

Thanks to the money she had accumulated from all those bandit nests she had wiped out, she had enough money to hire a carriage that would smuggle her into the capital. As of now, her only option was to ask for asylum in either the Church of Castitas or with the royal family. 

She didn't know why she hadn’t been pursued lately, but she didn't want to leave anything to chance. 

What would happen after she obtained asylum? She didn't know. She doubted they would be willing to go to war because of her. As such there was only one way. 

"I need to become stronger."
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"I see — so you are Setsuna."

In a large room, the little blue-haired girl could be seen standing in front of a blonde woman.

Incredible! So this is the daughter of Castitas. How powerful she is!

It wasn't the first time she had met someone at the level of a ruler. But compared to her father, or even her uncle, the woman sitting in front of her with a faint smile made all her instincts scream in submission. It took all she had to not simply roll over and show her stomach.

Seemingly noticing her discomfort, Camelia gave a smile in apology before dispersing the silent pressure that was filling the room.

"I am sorry. Your father was someone I respected very much. Hearing about his potential demise is something truly sad and I lost control of my emotions."

Setsuna lowered her head at the mention of her father. Her eyes reddened as she fought to hold back her tears. No matter how far she had fallen, she was still the princess. She refused to show such a disgraceful sight to a stranger.

After she was smuggled into the capital, she thought it would take her some time to find the church, but she was mistaken. Just three minutes after she reached her destination, a nun came and took her toward the church.

After reaching it, she was completely bathed from head to toe, the snarls brushed from her hair. She received new clothes and was given a light lunch before being allowed to meet Camelia.

Setsuna was a little surprised at this display, but otherwise didn't question it too much. She might have not been able to tell because of how numb she was, but she knew that she must have smelled awfully bad and was extremely dirty. The fact that they had to change the water of the bath five times was proof enough.

Now though, she didn't know what to do. She knew she wanted to become stronger. But how?

"So, tell me, do you have plans for the future?"

This might have seemed cruel coming from Camelia, as she was speaking to a little girl who suffered a very traumatic event not long ago. However, as someone who accidentally killed her own parents and exterminated her village while still a teen, Camelia was no stranger to trauma.

She knew that what Setsuna needed right now wasn't someone to give her useless kindness, but rather to help her obtain a short-term goal. One that would help occupy her mind.

What's more, beastkin aged and grew faster than normal humans, before they ultimately stopped aging once they reached a certain point. They would stay at their peak until the day they died. That's why beastkin had also been called ‘warbeasts’ in the past.

Setsuna, hearing this question, clenched her teeth before saying, "I want to become strong. I want to become so strong that I will be able to crush my uncle. But, but, I don't know how. He is a blessed."

From what Setsuna knew, Blessed people were simply too different. It wasn't just a question of talent. They were the beloved children of the goddesses. Luck shined upon them and destiny smiled at them. They were the kind of people who could take a random stroll and find some old master that would take them on as a student, or be so talented that they could learn anything.

Camelia understood what Setsuna meant and smiled, "You are right. People blessed by the goddesses have a different destiny. But at the same time, it isn't like normal people can't reach our level. After all, those childish goddesses wouldn't find a game that's too rigged to be of any interest."

The last part was mumbled so quietly that even Setsuna wasn't able to hear what was said.

"Anyway, before speaking of power, we need to forge a new identity for you that will make it so your uncle isn't interested in you even if he finds out about your existence."

Saying so, Camelia looked outside the room through the window and looked at the vague silhouette of the colosseum for a short while before a rather bold idea emerged in her mind. A way for Setsuna to not be chased down in the future and a way for her to become stronger.

"Setsuna, what about–"

She was about to share her ideas when a brief knock on the door could be heard. The person knocking opened the door, and stopped her in her tracks.
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Turning, Setsuna was surprised to see a boy clearly younger than her observing the room. She was wondering who he might be, but his golden hair and his blue eyes gave her the answer.

A Blessed.

Setsuna couldn't help but curl a little in her seat as she tugged at her blue hair. She hated this color because it showed that she wasn't chosen. Perhaps if she also had the blessing, her uncle wouldn't have betrayed them?

"Sol!"

She received a second surprise as she saw the previously stern and mysterious Supreme Daughter change into a doting woman as she rushed so fast she was almost invisible to Setsuna’s eyes, before taking the young boy in her arms.

"Hah~! My little Sol! That blockhead finally let you come visit me again. I thought I had to level the Tower before she relinquished."

"Stop~ it's embarrassing. There are other people in the room.~"

Finally able to extricate himself from this blissful suffering, little Sol, who was just three years old at that time, came in front of Setsuna. He spoke in a lively and gentle voice, while stretching his hand in a sign of greeting, "Hello! I am Sol Luxuria. Who are you?"

"Ah…" Flapping her mouth as she hesitated about how to answer this straightforward boy, she simply answered after casting her head down.

"I–I am.. S-Setsuna Ir–no. Setsuna. Just Setsuna."

"She is a slave who will fight at the arena in a few days. She will begin her training there."

Both Sol and Setsuna were startled, but Setsuna didn't object. She was a smart girl. She couldn't gainsay the one who was sheltering her. Though, at the slightest sign of truly making her a slave, she would bolt out of the room and flee the city in a flash.

Giving a sad smile at how helpless she was, she shook hands with Sol.

"I see, happy to meet you." Then, fidgeting a little he asked, "Hey, can I ask something?"

"Wh-what?"

"Hum...This is my first time meeting a wolf girl. Can I touch your ears?"

Setsuna’s face was immediately flushed. Ears and tails were important parts of the body of a beastkin, and were not meant for casual touch.

"N-no!!! Are you crazy!?" She shouted without thinking, recoiling from the boy, before remembering who she was talking to.

Did I already offend someone important on my first day?

Despair clouded her mind. She could already see herself being chased out, before having to fend for herself again alone in the streets. This thought was the last straw for her as she collapsed. The last thing she saw was the flustered visage of the little boy called Sol.


Special Chapter: Wratharis Republic (2)



When looked at from above, the royal capital of Wratharis, the kingdom of were beasts, looked like a huge Tai Chi symbol.

This symbol divided the two major powers; the temple under the command of the Kitsune, Kiku Inari Patienta, and the royal power under the control of Lupus Tiangou Ira.

The system of Wratharis was semi-democratic in appearance. Each time an important decision had to be made, it necessitated a gathering of the main assembly which was composed of 193 different seats, each for the representative of their respective races.

Of course, as with all systems that sold equality, in reality, it was anything but equal.

In the Wratharis Republic, four great races existed: the Oni; the Stone Monkey; the Kitsune; and the Blue Wolf. The leaders of those four races formed the security council of the high assembly, with the Wolf and Kitsune holding permanent seats, while the two other seats could be taken if the leader lost to another one.

In the very center of Wratharis stood a large building reminiscent of a coliseum.

Around it, gigantic sculptures representing the 193 races could be seen from afar.

Despite how wide it was, the interior of the building was rather well-furnished, mixing elegance and wealth without looking too overwhelming.

This building was used for all important discussions. After all, the church and the royal castle also served as seats of power for their respective owners. Any leader taking a step in there would find himself in a severe crisis.

This was why this building was created.

***-

Currently, the building was full of people in a room that looked like an amphitheater...

Bird, cat, lion, panther, bull, sheep, and so on. Curses and threats flew around as each one tried to appear and act as tough as possible.

For werebeasts — weakness was a sin. The strong ate the weak and the weak could only cower at the sight of the strong.

Because of this, the social circle was extremely hierarchized, with the stronger ones sitting higher. At the very summit, four seats hung above all of them.

“Leader of the Oni, Lord Shuten Douji.”

The moment those words resonated, all noise was silenced in the room.

It was so devoid of sound, that the slow steps from behind the door high up could be heard.

Finally, the doors of one of the four rooms opened. The one who entered was a short woman, not unlike a child, though her outrageous clothes would tell a different tale. After all, her long open kimono aside, all she was wearing was something akin to a swimsuit. Her pale skin was so white it seemed she was devoid of blood. Her short purple hair was adorned with silver and golden jewels.

At first glance, she seemed no different than any human, if not for the two long horns protruding out of her forehead.

Taking her seat, Shuten took a swig of her most-prized alcohol, stored in the gourd she held in her hand.

Despite her slovenly appearance, no one in the room was fooled. They knew very well that behind this lazy exterior was a hideous madness that could threaten to explode at any moment.

“Leader of the Stone Monkeys, Lord Sun Wukong.”

This time, gulping could be heard all around. While the Oni Lord was someone dangerous when triggered, she was rather calm most of the time. But the one who was called now was someone completely unpredictable.

The moment he entered, a cold atmosphere seemed to suddenly fill the room.

Sun Wukong was a man of average height with a rather athletic build, wearing a black cloak. His black spiked hair aside, what caught people's attention was the golden headband encircling his head, what looked like a white tiger skin wrapped around his waist, and finally, a long black tail swishing behind him.

This tiger skin was one of the reasons people feared him so much. Initially the stone monkeys weren’t part of the four great clans. At most, they were just in the middle rank. But, about fifty years ago, an anomaly was born.

After killing the Tiger Lord, he took his place in the security council. In fact, he was so strong that some people called him the Uncrowned King or the Monkey King rather than the Monkey Lord. If not for the divine law that stopped anyone not blessed from becoming king, they did not doubt that the current leader wouldn’t be the wolves.

After taking his seat, Wukong took a meditative pose and closed his eyes.

“Leader of the Kitsune and Supreme Daughter of Patienta, Saint Kiku Inari Patienta.”

The tense atmosphere immediately warmed a little.

If people feared or were wary of the previous two, Kiku enjoyed popularity out of all norms.

Not only was she beautiful, but even though she generally acted in an abrasive way, everyone understood that she only had the best interest of Wratharis at heart.

A tall woman with incredible curves entered, wearing a red kimono. Behind her, six golden tails danced freely in the air before vanishing as she took a seat. She saluted everyone with a wave of her hand.

Sadly, the warm atmosphere didn’t last long.

“Leader of the Blue Wolves and King of Wratharis, his majesty, Tiangou Lupus Ira.”

A few people hissed quietly or watched with disgust as a tall man with golden fur and blue eyes, wearing a gold-and-red kimono, entered.

The king, watching them all, simply smirked. “Everyone. Bow for your king.”

The expressions of most of the leaders weren't compliant, but they had no other choice than to bow to a man they found deeply unworthy.

Everyone, aside from the other three great lords, bowed while cupping their hands.

“We salute the Son of Heaven!” Their voices resonated in the dimly-lit room.

Seemingly satisfied, Lupus nodded his head and took his seat before speaking again.

“Everyone, let’s sit. I believe it’s time for us to talk about the future.”

Most of the people present began to frown. They knew the reason for this reunion, and even though they weren't particularly against it, they weren't all for it either.

Lupus, despite his brash manners, understood that what mattered currently were the lords.

War was the domain of the King, and as long as he got enough votes, not even the church could use their rights of veto.

Throwing a glance at the sullen Kiku, he hid a smirk and began to extrapolate.

"I think you all know about my intentions to wage war against Lustburg. You might not understand it, but this is most likely the best moment. Currently, without a Supreme Daughter and a Blessed King, Lustburg is without a doubt at its weakest. Completely conquering it isn't impossible."

The leaders began to discuss in a hushed breath. For people like them, war wasn't about patriotism or glory. Only foot soldiers thought like that. For people standing at the highest place, war was all about benefits. War with no clear benefits was just a waste of time and resources.

Lupus understood this perfectly, and began to explain the situation while highlighting the current weakness of Lustburg.

Once he finished, he sat back with a pleased expression. He could see that, aside from the die-hard leaders on Kiku's side, most of the neutral ones were leaning towards war.

Focusing on the other two great lords, he asked, "What do you think?"

He didn't even bother asking Kiku; the two of them never saw eye-to-eye. He was sure that if not for the protection of his blessing, she would have already tried to assassinate him. Well, he would have done the same.

Douji smiled a little before asking, "How reliable are your sources? What about the prince?"

Lupus scoffed, "My sources are foolproof. We had enough time to confirm the truth. Camelia Castitas lost her blessing, and as such, Lustburg lost not only a powerhouse but also one of its greatest defenses. If we don't attack now, then when!?"

He smashed the armrest of his chair as he asked her while also addressing the room.

Sun Wukong, who was still in meditation, opened his eyes and spoke plainly, "Winter is coming."

"This is indeed so, but don’t you think this makes it more interesting? They will definitely never think that we would attack during winter. What's more⁠—"

"You want to use us as a vanguard."

Lupus didn't deny it. "The Stone Monkeys are impervious to fire and water. What's more, with your steel-like skin, your people are the perfect vanguard."

He spoke very carefully; he understood that this man wasn't the kind who liked being ordered around. Even someone as arrogant as himself understood that some people shouldn't be crossed if not necessary.

I am lucky that this man wasn't born in the Ira family.

Sun Wukong’s piercing golden eyes stared at Lupus for a short while before he lost interest. "I will only participate if I can fight the Saint of Swords."

"Of course."

Why should I stop you two freaks from fighting and killing each other?

He scoffed inwardly. He didn't understand why anomalies such as Lilith Luxuria and Sun Wukong could be born, but it didn't matter.

Finally, he turned toward Kiku, and was surprised to see her show such a calm countenance. Standing up, she spoke quietly, "I understand where this is going and I will not stop you. But, let me give a warning…Do not underestimate Lustburg."

On those words and without waiting for the assembly to end, she left.

Lupus ignored what he only saw as the growling of a sore loser.

Soon, I will do what no other king has done. I will annex another kingdom.

He could already feel his heart beating wildly in his chest.

His ambition didn't stop there. He would become the second Conqueror King but unlike that king… He would not fail.


FOURTH ACT: THE MAID




Chapter 22


Ch 22: New Arrival



Waking up from her slumber, Setsuna blinked her blurry eyes rapidly before inspecting the ceiling above her head— the ceiling of the room she was currently occupying.

A familiar ceiling.

She was able to easily recognize this place. This was the infirmary of the gladiator arena. She had woken up frequently during her first year as a gladiator.

Thinking about those memories and the pain she went through to get to the position of the champion of the arena, a nostalgic smile bloomed on her face, stretching her lips further than she was willing to admit to anyone.

"I see that you are awake now…"

Shifting her gaze from the ceiling above, her eyes trained on the origin of the voice. She couldn’t help but be surprised when she saw none other than Sol looking at her with a radiant smile on his face.

She tried to straighten herself and sit up from her sleeping posture, but she was not able to. Grimacing at the pain that wracked her body, she wisely chose just to stay put for now.

How is it possible? I didn’t feel his presence at all.

Even now, as she concentrated, she still couldn't feel his presence. It was honestly pretty eerie; she was able to see him with her own eyes but still not be able to feel him being there. It felt like she was seeing a ghost and it gave her the chills.

Seeing her gradually frowning reaction, Sol was momentarily startled as he remembered something before speaking out to her, "It should be alright now?"

As he spoke, though outwardly nothing seemed to have changed about him, she was able to feel his presence once more, and the eerie feeling that had been creeping up her spine was no more. She was slightly curious about what had just transpired, but she knew that Sol would only tell her when he deemed it necessary.

"Hehe~ This current situation reminds me of our first meeting."

Thinking back to that time, Setsuna couldn't help but blush in shame. Back then, she had misunderstood his intentions. She had collapsed in shock, before finally waking up a few hours later, with him next to her.

"To be honest, I was very flustered when I saw you faint like that. I didn't think that my innocent question would be met with such a staggering response. After that, during our first few days together, you would always hide your tail and ears and flee the moment you felt my presence near you."

"Please, Your Highness, stop already!!" Cupping her completely red face with her hands, Setsuna shrieked out in a pitiful voice. Just remembering those events gave her the desire to bury herself in a hole somewhere and never crawl back out.

"Hahaha~!" Sol laughed heartily at this sight. Setsuna was usually an incredibly stoic woman, unlike anyone he had ever met before. She was someone he both loved and respected dearly. She was also someone he wished to protect and give— no, share happiness.

Finally stopping his hearty laughter, he lowered his head as he spoke those words, "It was a draw."

Silence immediately filled the room once he declared the result of their duel. Setsuna stopped covering her eyes, and looked at the clear disappointment that was brimming on Sol’s face. "You know, I could tell you now, if you wish… I have nothing to hide from you."

Sol hesitated before ultimately sighing out loud, "Ideally, I would say to wait until the end of the week. After all, I’ll be making my first contract in that time period. If, after that, I’m still unable to beat you, then I will obediently listen to your words. But⁠—"

Sol wasn't usually stubborn, nor did he think that never listening to her past because of some misjudged sense of pride was the best idea.

Still, he wanted to beat her using his own strength. The next time they fought, he would go all-out against her. He wasn't satisfied with their fight ending in a draw; he genuinely wanted to be stronger than her, and it wasn’t just his pride talking. He wanted to be powerful enough to help any of his women if needed, and not require their protection any longer.

However, he knew for a fact that this wasn't the kind of thing that should be pushed back. With the war against Wratharis on the horizon, he couldn't afford to have any secrets thrown in his face at an inopportune moment and freeze like a fool in some cliche story.

But more than anything…

"I'm listening." Pride could go fuck itself. He wished to listen to her words, he wished to know more about her.

Saying so, he took Setsuna's hand from under the sheets and clenched it tightly, indicating that he would support any decision she made right now.

Squeezing his hand back in response, Setsuna gave a wan smile before beginning her story. Her full name, her being a princess, how her parents had most likely died, and her struggle to stay alive through the journey out of her home country.

While she talked, Sol stayed silent, smiling in encouragement whenever she would look at him. Even when she told how she had killed the bandits, he didn't frown or look at her with disgust; he didn’t even flinch, just taking it all in with a calm expression.

Her heart-wrenching monologue continued for more than thirty minutes, before she finally ended, with a hoarse voice, by telling how she had reached Lustburg.

".... After that, I met Camelia before you finally appeared and the rest is history. So… what do you think?" She asked with a timid attitude in her voice and body language. It wasn't the kind of secret one should keep for so many years; besides, with war against Wratharis on the horizon, she knew that her presence could pose a problem for their side.

Of course, while he lacked experience, Sol wasn't clueless about the world. He knew what kind of importance Setsuna had to the enemy side. Since she was of royal blood, even though she wasn't a blessed, her children could be blessed by Ira and make a claim to the throne.

No, even before the question of children, if Setsuna could please the goddess Ira, she could become a blessed herself and as such, have an official claim to the throne.

One way or another, Setsuna's existence represented a danger to the current king of Wratharis.

"So what?"

"Sol?"

Giving her the brightest smile she had ever seen him make, Sol bent down and kissed her on her forehead before speaking, his draconic half swelling with pride, "Your past doesn't matter. All that matters is that you are mine. You know— I’m a very, very selfish prince, right? Don’t worry about anything…"

.

.

.

With his discussion with Setsuna coming to a close, Sol left the infirmary, leaving her there so she could have some quality rest and sleep time.

During these kinds of circumstances, Sol repeatedly realized just how advantageous the benefit of his race was for him.

The final attack that the duo had launched at each other had been more or less equal, with Setsuna's ❰Railgun❱ being slightly faster and stronger than his breath attack. Anyone else in his place would have still been in bed, not being able to move an inch for quite a while; however, thanks to the innately high resistance that his race had against magic, he was able to walk out of that clash with next to no damage at all.

Dragons were the bane of any mage.

I shouldn't become conceited due to this advantage that I have. Arrogance will lead me nowhere.

At the end of the day, he was just a hybrid dragon— not a real one by any means. Half of his blood will remain human, no matter what he did. And it was not like he wanted to change that side of him, either.

The fact was that, if even the fully-adult dragons were not able to become the strongest powers of this world, then how could he, as a mere hybrid dragon with so-called ‘inferior’ human blood? Would he dare to become prideful just because he had some of those beings’ power? That would be the height of stupidity. Even Tiamat, the Divine Beast representing the whole of the Dragon race, was merely one out of 14 such beings.

Despite that, he was unable to hold back his smile as he clenched his fists in pure joy and happiness,

"I have become strong. Much stronger than before."

It wasn't really that much, per se. He still had a long way to go, and many things that he needed to learn and incorporate into his sense of self. However, the thought of learning and growing didn't deter him from his path. It was just the beginning for him, he knew that. His starting line was most definitely the ending line for many people out there. Far too many to even recall or recount— to even think about. He would be the most idiotic bastard if he didn't become a legend with all the advantages that he had on his side.

"Your Highness."

The depths of his shadow blackened further before Milia slowly materialized and walked out of it with graceful steps. Ever since she had revealed her identity to him, she had begun hiding less and less of her innate abilities from him as the days progressed. This dark and shadowy power that allowed her to traverse through the shadows of people was truly worthy of her tag as a master assassin. However, there was still something that bugged him to no end about this situation and her powers.

Her race shouldn't allow her to use magic or abilities such as these.

The cow people were one of the weakest of the beastkin races. At the height of their abilities, they had a higher physical strength threshold than normal humans, and were innately able to use mana from birth.

However, the breadth of their abilities simply stopped there. They were not a warrior race and nothing they could do would allow them to become warriors. That was just not possible considering their genetic makeup.

Perhaps she is a variant or a hybrid like me?

"What's the matter? Is it about my speech? I thought I still had thirty or so minutes before I needed to go out there…"

Sol immediately noticed that Milia was wearing a somewhat awkward expression on her face, and he wagered a guess as to her demeanor.

The regular schedule had been destroyed due to his shenanigans. Initially, each of the five fights should have had a time limit of 20 minutes or more, while the fight against Setsuna had a time limit of 45 minutes. But he attacked the five of⁠—

"Speaking of which, I thought I was supposed to fight five people, right? I did not think of it much back then, but what happened to the fifth guy?"
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In the lounge where Camelia rested, a young blonde, green-eyed knight could be seen, trying to fight back against the chains of mana that were binding him and putting him in his place.

From her seat, Chloe would sometimes look at him with pity in her eyes, while sneaking a glance at the ever-smiling face of Camelia, who was lightly singing a song with lyrics like 'Naughty children should be punished' or 'Stupid children who get tricked by stupid nobles need to be punished.'

Shivering ever so slightly at the content of her tune, Chloe stopped looking at her and turned her attention back to the fights that were ongoing inside the gladiator arena.

Aunt is seriously scary when she smiles like that.
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"Fufufu~!"

Laughing under her breath, Milia said, "The fifth one should have been a member of the church. But it seems like he was a slightly problematic fellow, and because of that, Saintess Camelia forbade him from making any contact with you until he receives his corrections from the church."

"Heh…"

Understanding the meaning behind Milia’s words, but deciding to not waste his precious brain cells on some nobody, Sol discarded the thought of the insignificant man from his mind and went on with his business.

"Your Highness, this isn't about your speech. Rather…well, please follow me. I am sure it will be a pleasant surprise for you."

Tilting his head in curiosity, Sol couldn't help but ponder why Milia was taking him somewhere. However, from what he could gather from the smile on her face, he guessed that whatever it may be, it would shape up to be something really interesting to him.

———

In the lounge belonging to the royal family of Lustburg, a somewhat awkward silence hovered in the air.

Three people were present. Two individuals who were seated on the comfortable sofas of the lounge; they were eerily similar in looks and attitude. From their forms to their very temperament, and even their hair and the color of their eyes— there was next to no difference between them.

If there was a notable difference to speak of, then it would be the age of the individuals.

The third individual was standing on shifting feet, trying his level best to not sweat under the immense pressure that was slowly growing heavier by the second.

The silence and growing pressure that had settled between them was finally broken by none other than Lilith— Queen Regent of Lustburg.

"So you finally came back."

Her voice seemed to lack any and all emotion, as she looked at her daughter, who had escaped from the kingdom almost two years ago.

"Indeed."

Silence settled once again, the pressure growing even heavier than before.

Finally, unable to bear the pressure and atmosphere any longer, the one standing tried to speak — but the moment Lilith faced her, she immediately shut her mouth and bowed her head in deference.

As an elf, even though she wasn't as stuck-up as her peers, she still had some pride settled deep in her bones. It was the usual characteristic of her race, based on the sin of pride. Many, many times, she had imagined how her first meeting with the legendary queen would go.

But the reality was far removed from her imagination.

She had envisioned herself speaking eloquently, as she sold her services to her with a proud and confident disposition. Right now, however, even the very act of speaking proved to be too much for her. Just standing still and not simply crumpling to the ground was a blessing in her mind. It took her everything to just do that.

She couldn't explain why, but she felt as if she was facing an unsheathed sword. Any word of hers would immediately result in her being cut into thousands of pieces— obliterated out of existence.

'So this is the honorable Sword Saint.'

On the other hand, the pressure emanating from her friend was simply insane. If Lilith was a sheathed sword, then Lilin was an already drawn sword, covered with blood and full of menace, ready to strike at any moment. Even standing behind her, she couldn't help but feel that she was seeing a mountain of corpses and a river of blood flowing, due to her heavy aura of blood and killing intent.

This wasn't the first time she had seen the killing intent of Lilin; she had even felt it firsthand many times. Each time though… she couldn't help but wonder just how many people she had killed before the two of them met each other.

Thinking about the intent the prince used during his fight against the wolf girl, she couldn't help but curse under her breath.

This family is simply full of monsters.

It was when she was finally unable to still her trembling body any longer that the pressure simply disappeared into thin air— as if it had been a lie.

At the same time, the door opened and the individual who entered was none other than the prince of the human empire himself.

"Sol~!!!"

Before she could even understand what was happening, Lilin was already jumping in the arms of the surprised prince.

Seeing Lilin acting all girly while a slight blush colored her cheeks, she couldn't help but feel that her worldview had been destroyed, utterly shattered before her eyes. She had to give her all to not cry out in disbelief…

Who are you and what have you done to my friend!!!!??

Caching the purple bolt that jumped in his arms, Sol was slightly surprised before his eyes widened in realization.

"Lilin!!"

Smiling happily from the bottom of his heart, he hugged her tightly while she responded back with equal passion.

Lilin Luxuria. Lilith Luxuria and Cerios Gorfard’s daughter. Normally, her full name should have been Lilin Gorfard Luxuria, but Lilith never accepted giving the Gorfard name to her daughter, despite all the complaints that Duke Gorfard made regarding this issue.

This was also one of the reasons why the relationship between the Gorfard family and the royal family was always so strained.

Lilin Luxuria was the spitting image of Lilith, albeit a little shorter than her in height and slightly lacking in some curves and assets. However, her beauty never paled in comparison to her mother’s, and the youthful charm only added to her beauty.

She was wearing a low skirt and a simple shirt that showed a little bit of her heavy cleavage.

"Hahaha~! I’m thrilled to see you here. I thought you wouldn't come for my coming-of-age ceremony."

Releasing her from the hug, he admired Lilin. It had been a few years since he last saw her after all.

Lilin had left the Tower of Babel one year after her awakening and since then, aside from some letters to show that she was still alive, she never came back. Not even for a single instant…

"Hey," Pouting slightly at his remark, she continued with her words with an aggrieved tone, "How could I miss this day? No matter how much I didn't want to come back, you are far more important to me than all those unimportant feelings."

Sol had to hold back the heavy grimace that was threatening to leak out at those words. He knew that the relationship between Lilith and Lilin was incredibly strained. It was at the level where they had even fought once, and the daughter was fully intent on hacking her to pieces.

However, as one would have guessed, Lilin had been trashed back then. This fight had also been the last straw that made her leave the clutches of the royal family.

Trying to change the subject, he scanned the surroundings before finally finding another person in the lounge.

"An elf?"

Sol's eyes sparkled as he looked at her pointy ears. He was about to speak to her, but when he remembered his first meeting with Setsuna, he coughed awkwardly before asking Lilin instead.

"Is she a friend of yours?"

"Oh! Look at me, I had forgotten her."

"Hey!"

Ignoring the hurt expression that colored her friend’s face, Lilin continued,

"Sol, I am happy to present to you, my friend Clara. As you can see, she is an elf from the Kingdom of the Elves— Southern Pride. I brought her back because I thought she would do well as one of your retainers or perhaps even a concubine."

"Heh!?"

Looking at the surprised expression on the youthful elf’s face, Sol couldn't help but pity her ever so slightly. He also wondered if it was in the genes of this mother-daughter pair to just throw women his way for him to woo and marry.

Clara exclaimed out loud at those words uttered by Lilin. "Wait, wait, wait. What do you mean by his concubine?"

Lilin tilted her head in confusion at her words, "You don't want to?"

Her eyes showed a profound confusion churning in their depths, as if the very concept that someone would refuse such an offer was something out of her understanding.

Clara wanted to scream out in frustration and tell that of course she didn’t want to do that. However, rejecting the crown prince like that in his presence was simply out of the question for someone like her. What's more, she clearly felt three pairs of eyes lock onto her at the same time, waiting for her response.

She didn't know why, but she was sure that giving a firm rebuttal would result in a pretty unpleasant result. Not a pretty result at all. She couldn’t help but start sweating profusely at the circumstances that she found herself in.

"Lilin. Stop it already." The voice of salvation came from none other than the prince himself.

"But…"

"No buts. I’m happy that you thought so much of me, but I refuse to force anyone to enter into any form of relationship with me. So please, stop now or I’m going to be angry with you, okay?"

He spoke with a calm and steady tone. Even though he didn't raise his voice, Clara could feel a certain majesty emanating from him that made it almost impossible for anyone to deny him.

This raised the opinion of the prince of Lustburg in her mind. Elves were rather conservative when it came to love. This was mostly because of their longevity and their significantly low birth rate. For elves, sex wasn't something for pleasure, and love was nothing more than a chemical reaction that could easily be discarded. They only believed in survival and giving birth to the next generation — nothing else.

Still, as a woman, she also had dreams about her first time. She wanted to be with someone she wanted to be with, and would rather not be forced into it.

"So Clara, right? I hope that you forgive Lilin if her words were hurtful in any way. I am certain she means no harm."

Looking at his dazzling smile as he apologized to her for Lilin’s sake, she could feel her face burn and her heartbeat accelerate ever so slightly. This made her understand once again why her mother often mentioned that those with beautiful faces could control the whole world with their charm and charisma alone. It was basically a cheat.

Milia, observing the events unfolding in the room from the back of the room, had to hold in the urge to let out a snicker of mockery and disdain. She wasn't biased in saying that Sol had the potential to be one of the most handsome men in the entire world. This was further solidified due to the blessing he received from the Goddess of Lust— Luxuria herself. If he wanted to, then there were extremely few girls in the world who had it in them to resist his advances.

'This Clara is suitable to become His Highness’ retainer. Perhaps even a contracted partner. Elves are B+ ranked contracted partners at their base with different variants such as Moon Elves or High Elves having the potential to reach A+ rank too.'

She was already beginning to assess the advantages of getting this woman as a retainer for her beloved master.

I need to search deeper into her background.

Even now, though she knew it wasn't her fault, she could never forgive herself for letting her previous master die because of something as stupid as betrayal from a close comrade. She would never let any traitorous bastard come within an inch of Sol, even if it was at the price of her own life.

Thinking about the traitors, she remembered one particular old man that had already set her suspicions ablaze for quite some time. She needed to do a new round of spying very soon, to refresh her information about that individual.

Once I have enough proof to validate my theory, I will immediately inform His Highness about this matter. Fufufu~ it seems like I will have to become active in the field again after all these years. I hope I haven’t gotten too rusty due to all the years of inaction.

Sol, after delivering his apology to Clara for Lilin’s sake, patted Lilin on the head before turning to face Lilith. His fist was slightly clenched in anticipation as he asked her the question.

"So, how was it?"

Silence fell as all eyes gathered on Lilith, who remained silent throughout the discussion. Sol couldn't help but feel a little nervous, but this proved to be useless, as a small smile slowly formed on Lilith's face before long.

Standing up, she came close to Sol and took him in her arms as she murmured in his ears, with a voice filled with pride and affection. "Aside from you showing off a little too much, this was almost perfect. You still have so much to learn, but— Sol, I am very proud of you. Congratulations."

Those words struck home deeply and he could feel his eyes moisten ever so slightly before giving his all to not shed a tear right at this moment. It would be truly lame of him to cry because of some praise he received from her in front of everyone.

In his past life, Sol wasn't anyone special, just a normal teen that could be found literally everywhere in the world. Just one out of seven billion humans that filled his world for the count and nothing else. His life was neither particularly sad nor particularly incredible. It was the definition of average.

That's why he loved this world so much at first. Here he wasn't just a nobody. He was Sol Dragona Luxuria. The sole and unique Sol. In this world, he was special. He wasn't just someone who would die, forgotten and ignored by the world. Even thousands of years after his death, people would still remember him as the tenth king of the great human Kingdom of Luxuria.

…This was what he thought initially.

Later, as he began to grow up and adapt to this world, he began to understand some things that did not immediately enter his psyche.

Being special meant nothing.

Being unique didn’t give him anything.

Being remembered was an absolute load of bullshit in the face of the grand scheme of the universe.

Those were the aspirations of people who wished to leave a mark on the world.

For him… rather than being a special individual, rather than being unique, the fact that those closest to him were proud of him was enough to send him to cloud nine.

This was the greatest form of happiness for him.

Some people might see this as incredibly childish. Others might see this as stupid or pitiful. Many would mock his lack of ambitions.

But so what?

Did it really matter to him?

He would become someone they could all be proud of.

He would become someone who could protect all of them.

He would become someone they could rely on.

That's why, while giving the brightest smile possible, he responded to Lilith's praise with his own words.

"This is just the start."

Looking deep into her eyes, he swore inwardly, right at this moment…

Even though he didn't know her pain.

Even though he could never understand her suffering.

Even though it might be his selfish whims.

He would save her from her own cage, no matter what. No matter how long it would take, he would save her one day.

Even if the one he had to save her from was herself.

After all, he was destined to be a selfish king, right?

———

Once the weirdly emotional and slightly embarrassing moment passed, Sol took a deep breath and began speaking.

"Setsuna is alright and I am already healed. So, what do we do now?"

Having someone like Milia help him was a true godsend. There were so many things to do and so many plans to make for his coming-of-age ceremony. The workload was truly insane.

"I have already contacted the head butler of the Highland family, to let them know that they were the first to be chosen to host you. As of now, we just have to wait for the fights in the arena to end before you give your speech. Since we finished way earlier than we thought, you still have a good amount of time before having to head to the Highland Manor."

Sol pondered those words slightly. Many things could change because of time. Even one week was enough to observe incredible changes in a person, to say nothing of two whole years.

It would be stupid of him to assume that the Lilin in front of him was the same as the Lilin back then. It was stupid and also very insulting of her as a person to ask such a question.

Then, "Let's get on with that speech. I want to spend some time with Lilin here."

He was also very curious about the girl who had come with her. Clare wasn't the first elf he had seen in this world, but Sol was sure that she wasn't a typical elf by any means.

I hope she isn't tricking Lilin somehow.

Because if she was… Well, sooner or later he had to become accustomed to taking a life. That was just the sad reality of being in this world.


Chapter 23


Ch 23: Loyalty And Betrayal?



While Sol was contemplating the chances of committing his first murder, the northern side of the capital was bustling with activity.

Here and there, soldiers and civilians alike could be seen cleaning and decorating the streets, as well as some of the houses, for the arrival of their honored guests.

"It seems like we will be the first to be visited by His Highness."

"But of course. Our Duke is without a doubt the most loyal to the royal family. It's obvious for him to be the first."

Such discussions could be heard from the soldiers. Being the first house chosen to be visited showed how much trust the royal family placed in the Duke of Highland and his family. For those soldiers, who were incredibly loyal and respectful to him, this was an honor like no other.

The thoughts were amplified when they witnessed the wonderful display of power and might of the prince. It was clear that he was destined to be someone strong. Very strong. They could already imagine the scene where they would fight against the Wratharis army, with their flags fluttering high above them.

While the common soldiers were basking in happiness and pride, the upper echelon was in a rather somber mood.

In the manor belonging to the Highland family, a meeting was taking place between the higher-ups and the elders.

"My Lord… It seems like the queen wishes to pull us onto her side. What should we do?"

The meeting room was a large space, situated underground, beneath the family manor. The sole decoration was a large rectangular desk, plus chairs for accommodating those individuals involved in the discussion.

At the head of the table, an old man— Duke Highland himself — pondered this matter in silence.

On his right, a young red-haired woman, encased in armor, pounded her gauntleted fist on the table.

"What should we do!? Of course, we should demonstrate our neutral stance! We are the Highland family! The guardians of the kingdom! Why should we enter the game of politics with the rest of those stupid nobles!?"

Her last question came out as more of a roar. Despite that, many of the retainers present seemed to share her opinion, nodding their heads in agreement.

The first Head of the Highland family had been one of the most loyal generals of the Conqueror King, Jupiter. This also made them the first and oldest noble family to ever exist in the kingdom, after the royal family.

Despite this position, the Highland family prided itself on never getting involved with politics. Even when the Puppet King was being manipulated by the nobles, they didn’t intervene for one side or the other.

"Dearest sister of mine, are you perhaps stupid? Don't you see the trend? A war is coming. There's no way the Queen Regent will let us control the military if we don't show our allegiance. Worse, I wouldn't be surprised if some of us met with some deadly 'accidents' during the war or even before it."

The one who spoke this time was a slim young man who sat on the Duke’s left. His slim build, tidy manner of dress, and round glasses gave him a very intellectual and scholarly look.

His words were also met with a few nods here and there from the retainers. From the looks of it, it was clear that each of them enjoyed a certain amount of influence in this room.

"Bullshit!! Why would she do that? We were always the first ones to jump in during the war. Our ancestors racked up so much military merit that some kings didn't even know what they should reward us with. And you are saying that, despite all that, the queen would destroy us just because we won't enter into this stupid game of theirs?"

"This is reality. Your opinion is irrelevant. Don’t you know that when a dog loses its usefulness, it can be drowned at any moment? We have lost much of our influence over the years. It's clear that the Queen Regent did not appreciate our so-called ‘neutrality’ during the Puppet King’s reign. Even now, I think that was the stupidest decision we’ve made in our whole history.”

All the people present inhaled deeply at those words. After all, the current Duke was the one who had given that order back then.

Despite their fears, Duke Highland simply gave a bitter smile at the bickering between the pair of siblings. "Indeed,” he murmured. “That might have been one of the most foolish decisions I have ever made."

He seemed to wilt ever so slightly while uttering those words, but this didn't last long. Straightening his back, he steeled his resolve and scanned the room with a cold expression before looking at his two greatest sources of pride. His grandchildren— who respectively stood at his right and his left.

"Athena, Ares, this old man made a big mistake back then. I was too stubborn. I forgot that in a sense, being silent was also a form of choice. And that choice brought suffering to our kingdom. But⁠—"

He put more strength in his words. "But — just because I made that mistake once doesn't mean that we must necessarily follow the crown prince to atone for it. What are we!?"

"WE ARE THE SHIELDS OF THE KINGDOM!!"

"What is our goal!?"

"BEING THE SWORD THAT PIERCES THE HEART OF OUR ENEMIES."

"That is indeed so. We are the shield and we are the sword of this kingdom. We are tools to be used for a better future for our people. But, not just anyone has the right to wield us. The Puppet King was unworthy. The Hero King was more than worthy. Let's see if His Highness will prove himself to be worthy or not."
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At the same time, in another place, two people were watching the replay of the match between Sol and Setsuna. More precisely they were watching the moment when Sol had used his draconic characteristics.

"As I thought. This little princeling inherited a large portion of the dragon's blood. Even though he did not manifest it, with him being able to use a rough version of ❰Dragon Fear❱, I can say with 90% certainty that he has a core. Now, what will you do?"

The one speaking was an astonishing young woman. If one color could describe her, it would be red. A red dress, red cloak, red eyes, and long, beautiful red hair, as well as a red conical hat.

Watching her gave the impression that one was facing an ocean of blood. Death and destruction seemed to be her calling in life. Even though her voice was beautiful, it gave one a chilling feeling, one of total disdain and apathy for the world.

"I-I do not know. I do not know."

The one answering had most of his features hidden, but from his weak voice and frail hand, it was easy to deduce that he was a rather old man.

"You are still hesitating, after coming this far? Should I remind you that your granddaughter is only alive because of my care? Should I remind you that she does not have much longer to live? Finally… should I remind you about the fact that the only way to save her is to have the core of a dragon or the heart of a phoenix?"

The man seemed to hunch even further under the words of the young woman.

"But—"

"But nothing, old man. I despise wishy-washy people the most. Make a choice. And make it as soon as you can. But know that I do not plan to indefinitely keep your granddaughter alive. Either you make a choice, or she dies. It’s as simple as that."

Closing his eyes in pain, he remembered all the moments he had shared with his adorable granddaughter, as well as how much she meant to him, after losing his only daughter and son-in-law during the last war. Shedding a tear, he murmured painfully, with rough breaths and stuttering words, "I will do it. I will… take the core of His Highness."


Chapter 24


Ch 24: Let’s Have A Date



Soon after his match with Setsune, Sol gave his brief speech. He talked a bit about himself, and his desire to make the kingdom stronger and better for the masses. It was the usual rubbish every royal family member would spout to put the minds of the masses at ease.

He now understood the reason why politicians always lied during elections. The populace didn't care about the truth. The truth was heavy and full of bleak and dull information that would only lead to unrest and chaos.

No, what the public needed was someone who could make them dream. Someone who could promise them better days ahead and alleviate their worries, at least in terms of their general living situation. That was why religion was also always popular, no matter what the era was.

Well, this was just the opinion he formed based on his personal experience.

After the applause from the gathered crowd, Sol's role in the arena was pretty much over. It was just around noon, and he had until the evening before his scheduled visit to the Highland family. Since he had the time, he decided to return to the living quarters inside the Tower of Babel to have his chat with Lilin.

He didn't take Clara with him. No matter how much of a friend she might be to Lilin, the upper levels of the Tower were strictly prohibited to those unrelated to the royal family of Lustburg. He wouldn't let strangers enter such a place, no matter how cute he thought they might be, or how close they were to Lilin.

There was also the reason that he wanted to spend some quality time alone with her. After all, those years of absence was nothing to scoff at. Some relationships didn't even last for that long.

Thankfully, Clara seemed to understand the reasons behind his caution, and didn't take offense to this restriction, as she simply waved goodbye.

Even though he knew it might be unnecessary, he gave a signal to Milia to investigate Clare’s origins. He needed to become more mature and get used to giving commands, since he was soon about to take up the throne and become the official ruler of Lustburg.

However, even without the incentive that he was about to become king, knowing how to direct your subordinates was always a much-needed skill for a leader, and he wasn't against learning something new.

After Sol left the lounge, Milia escorted Clara out of the colosseum, before giving her a card for a VIP room in one of the best hotels in the capital. She might be under investigation, but she was still a guest of the Queen Regent's daughter. It would be extremely rude to not treat her with appropriate respect in such a scenario.

Now alone, without a soul in sight, she sank into the shadows before appearing on another street far away from her initial location. Her scandalous maid’s uniform was replaced by a simple long dress that could be seen on any ordinary commoner.

It didn't take long for her to enter a local inn and then, as though it was the most natural thing in the world, walk through the zone normally reserved for staff.

The time to exterminate the kingdom’s pests was soon approaching. If possible, she wished that her beloved prince wouldn't have blood on his hands, as the time of slaughter was about to dawn upon them.

She loved his gentle smile that always managed to soothe her heart and make her forget about all the weariness that would constantly agonize her. She liked the sunny aura that he always exuded, and how it steeped into the hearts of those who surrounded him.

She wished he could continue living in a bright and beautiful world, full of colors and dreams, just as he had lived for all these years after his birth.

That's why the Crown's Shadow existed. They were the dark hand behind the curtains of the bright side of the kingdom—the one who did the dirty jobs.

She would protect him from the darkness of the world. It was far more than just a duty for her. It was her most precious wish.

That was why she would become active again.

That was why she would take out her weapon once more.

The reason behind the traitor’s choice of betrayal didn’t matter to her. Once she got her hands on all the proof that she needed to take action, she would massacre them all.

"Did you capture those gladiators that had been bribed?"

"Of course." A feminine voice replied from behind her. She didn't need to turn to know that it was one of the fingers of the Crown’s Shadow. More precisely, it was the maid who had followed Princess Lilin, and came back with her to Lustberg.

"Then," her lips formed a cold and chilling smile, "Your report about the princess can wait. Right now, I need to see if I am still good at making the prisoners sing."

No matter what happens, by the end of this festival, the kingdom will be cleansed of all its filthy worms.

———

Sol and Lilin walked through the living quarters of the upper levels of the Tower of Babel. Once they entered the highest floor of the upper levels, they immediately went toward the section that once was and would always be Lilin’s rooms.

"Nothing’s changed, huh…" Lilin murmured under her breath, her expression cold and hard.

Sol was used to it by now. If Lilin could be described in one word, then he would use the term ‘Kuudere,’ which was popular back on his previous world to describe an archetype of seemingly emotionless girls.

Many people found her disturbing and even in the castle, he knew that most of the staff did not really like coming close to her. Despite that, in his eyes, she was just a clumsy girl who was generally awkward at showing her feelings to others. He had come to learn that in the long years of growing up together with her.

"Indeed. Nothing has changed. Let's see your room."

"Hum…"

It didn't take long for them to enter. Surprisingly despite it being the room of a girl, there was nothing girly about it.

On the wall, all one could see were pictures showcasing the internal structures of the human body from different angles. Some other pictures showcased the different poses that were necessary for martial arts.

Aside from the pictures, swords and spears of different shapes and sizes were hung all around the room.

The bed, despite being created by a master and extremely beautiful, did not seem to fit in this room— a room was the spitting image of a dojo, with all the arts and weapons hanging on the walls.

Lilin's eyes began to sparkle even though her expression didn't change much from before. She rushed into her room and began to gently touch every single one of her weapons with a hint of fondness.

"When I fled two years ago, it was unfortunate that I couldn't bring them along with me."

"Hahaha. Indeed. You always had a love for weapons rather than dresses or flowers. I guess that's why you’re so good at fighting."

If people saw him as the second coming of Mars and always compared him to his father, then Lilin wasn’t too far off in this game of comparison, as she had always been compared to Lilith— her mother.

Everyone called Lilin a genius at fighting, even though she had zero talent for contracts, just like her mom. No one ever dared to look down on her, since they had Lilith as a living example of what a human without the potential for a contract was able to achieve.

However, Sol never used the word ‘genius’ to describe her. She was without a doubt extremely talented, but calling her a genius would be like insulting all the work she had put into bettering herself every day of her life.

His training had been rough, incredibly rough. It had been so hardcore that he sometimes even entertained thoughts of murder and suicide.

However, if he had to be honest, it was still bearable in the traditional sense, since at the end of the day, he was not wholly human. Well, not in the absolute sense. Be it the higher strength he was able to exude than a normal human, the incredible regeneration abilities, and also the large quantity of mana, he had too many qualities to make the training bearable and even fruitful for him.

But what about Lilin? From what he knew, she was just a normal human. Aside from her mana quantity, which was far larger than normal — again like her mother — she did not have any particular perks. Wounds that would heal in a matter of hours or days for him would only heal after weeks for her. Fatigue that he could shrug off after a few hours of rest would make her collapse and unable to move from the bed for extended periods.

"Sol? Is there something on my face?"

"No. I was just lost in thought, that’s all."

Smiling, he sat on the bed and pointed to his lap with his hand. "Come on."

Before he even finished his words, she was already sitting beside him and laying her head on his lap.

Chuckling a little at how things hadn't really changed from the old days, he gently caressed her head, while she closed her eyes with a hint of happiness between her brows.

"It must have been hard for you, right?"

What would it feel for a literal princess of a kingdom to transition to the life of a simple commoner? No matter how skilled she was, when she left she had been young. Going from riches to rags must have not been easy for her.

He couldn't even begin to understand all the hardships she had to go through in her time outside the Tower. And for that reason, there was one thing he had to do before interrogating her about her time away from Lustberg. Heartfelt words that he needed to convey to her that he knew she needed at the moment.

"Lilin…"

"Hum?"

"Welcome back."

"Hehe~!" Letting out a shy laugh, she responded with pure happiness in her tone, "I am back."

After that, Sol immediately went on to discuss the adventures Lilin experienced throughout her two-year-long journey outside the Kingdom.

"For the first few weeks, I just stayed inside Lustberg."

From what she recounted, she didn't simply leave without any plan whatsoever. She decided to stay in the surroundings of the capital, eventually joining a mercenary guild to act as a guard for some merchants. She hid her features using some simple tools.

This part of her story made Sol smile in his mind. The reality of the matter was that… Sol could see she was following her mother Lilith’s footsteps.

During all those times, she was being followed by her personal maid, a woman named Ketia.

From the information Milia relaid to him, that woman was also one of the fingers of the Crown’s Shadow— the dark organization that handled the dirty jobs of the royal family. After all, there was no way they would let Lilin – who was of royal blood – leave the kingdom without any sort of protection whatsoever.

After becoming a mercenary, she lived through many, many adventurers. Some were good, some were bad— that was just how life was. It was also during those adventures that she killed for the first time, and discovered her talent for channeling her killing intent.

When she spoke about that part, he could feel that her voice had become a little more uneasy than usual. Noticing the thoughts in her mind, he just gently caressed her head and told her to continue with her tale.

As someone who came from the modern world and had lived a rather normal life, free from all sorts of danger, Sol should have been morally affected by her actions of taking a life.

But, truth to be told, he felt nothing. Absolutely nothing.

It wasn't that he was desensitized to killing and thoughts of murder already. Be it in this life or the previous one, he had never killed anyone, and he didn't know the feelings one might have after committing such a deed.

However, even though he wasn't particularly experienced in these kinds of acts and had lived a particularly sheltered life till now, he understood that using the morals of his original world to judge this one would be extremely idiotic of him.

Morality changed depending on the time and space.

However, more than a question of morality, the simple truth was that, if he had to choose between the life of a stranger and that of his family— the choice was more than just self-evident.

———

Lilin's recounting of her adventures continued. For about half-a-year she walked the path of a mercenary inside the kingdom, before she decided to travel outside the barriers of human supremacy. Ketia tried to dissuade her from leaving, but Lilin was adamant about this.

Thus they left Lustburg and entered the forests of the Southern Pride— the territory of the elves. It was where the race symbolizing the sin of Pride resided, in all their prideful glory.

In the territory of the elves, her life became even more eventful than it could have ever been when she led the life of a mercenary.

The elves lived in a kingdom system, but they were also extremely tribal in nature. They were divided into four factions, each of them represented by one of the dragon kings under the rule of Tiamat— the Divine Beast of Pride.

The dragon kings were Fafnir, the snow dragon for the moon elves; Welsh, the fire dragon for the sun elves; Kiyohime, the water dragon for the silver elves; and finally Hydra, the poison dragon for the dark elves. Above all of them stood the Queen, a high elf of unsurmountable authority and power.

This part nearly made him cough out loud; inwardly, he couldn't help but chant.

HAIL HYDRA!

From what Sol understood, each of the four clans representing those dragon kings was basically the elvish version of the four Ducal families that were present in Lustburg.

"When I entered Southern Pride, the whole kingdom was facing a crisis."

"A crisis?"

"Indeed. It seems like some of the upper echelons of the kingdom had been infiltrated by the vampires."

"Vampires? So Southern Pride and Envilya are officially hostile against each other?"

"No — it was an independent action from one of the four Heavenly Generals, Count Dracula. Sadly, there was no proof of the country's explicit involvement in the matter. Envilya sent one of their princesses as an envoy and with her help, we fought back the rogue vampires. It's during this time that I befriended Clara."

"Hum, was the princess a blessed?"

"No. She isn't the crown princess nor is she a candidate for the throne. Though she did had beautiful purple hair... kinda like me and mother."

"Oh? Interesting. What was her name?"

"Anastasia. Her name was Anastasia Invidia."

"Then what happened?"

"After that, there were some skirmishes with the vampires here and there, before we finally drove them out once and for all. We also dispelled the traitors, and now Southern Pride is free of any worries about internal spies."

Sol couldn't help but pinch his eyebrows as he tried to analyze the implications of what transpired in the Kingdom of the Elves.

The fight between Southern Pride and Envilya was nothing important in itself. The two kingdoms were separated by Wratharis and could never really engage in a full-scale war without getting the Beast Kingdom into the mix.

However, if he clearly understood what transpired here, not only did she greatly help the Elven kingdom, but she had also helped the Demon kingdom as well. At least the royal family of the demon kingdom was going to be amicable toward her from now on.

In terms of geography, Lustburg, Southern Pride, and Envilya completely surrounded Wratharis on all sides, except the Endless Sea at their backs.

If they played their cards right, the war that was bound to happen any moment now could become much easier than it initially seemed.

"Sol?"

"Hum?" He was brought back from his thoughts by her voice. Seeing her worried expression he couldn’t help but ask, "What is it?"

"Did I do something wrong? Are you angry at me?"

"Angry?" He was a little puzzled before finally understanding the source of her worries.

"Hahaha~! How could I be angry!? What you did was nothing short of incredible! If we capitalize on your achievements, the results that we can bring forth would just be wonderful."

He didn't mention the potential political backlash that could have happened if anything had gone amiss in that adventure of hers. No matter what, Lilin was still a member of the royal family. Meddling in foreign affairs wasn't always the smartest choice out there. In fact, it was pretty dumb of her to do so. However, the results were out there for all to see and witness.

It wasn't his place to chide her. Lilin wasn't a child and she was far from being a stupid woman. If she made all those choices, then she must have judged that the possible gains far outweighed the loss she could incur if things went south.

It was a dangerous gamble, but the result was there — she had won her gamble.

"Hehe~ Then, will I get a reward for my good job?"

"A reward?" He was a little taken aback by her words, and replied in a cautious tone, "Well, normally yeah. I don't really know but, you are the princess. Frankly, I have no clue what you could even ask for.”

This was the simple truth. Be it with Lilith or him as a king, Lilin would always be a princess and would never lack anything in her life, so giving her anything tangible seemed like a useless endeavor overall. Though getting a reward in public could be a good move to showcase her achievements to the people.

It was impossible for her absence to not have bad repercussions on her reputation, especially so in the circles of nobility. However, if they said that she was under orders and had succeeded in an important mission, this would be a great achievement for her and might wipe out any negative rumors circulating out in the world.

"Having a reward from the kingdom isn't bad. But I want something more. I want a reward from you."

Why does it seem like the mood has suddenly changed?

Looking at her slightly heated eyes, Sol gulped ever so slightly. He could feel the beating of his heart grow faster and faster the more he looked into those alluring eyes of hers.

She wouldn't ask for that, right?

"Do you remember our promise when we were kids?"

A promise?

Searching his memory, it didn't take him long to remember the promise he had made to her.

"You don't mean…?"

"Hehe. It seems like you do remember."

"But…"

"Sol, do you wish to marry me?"

———

After leaving Lilin's room, Sol walked in a slight daze, his mind hazy. Her question was constantly replaying in his mind, making him more and more disoriented.

Did he want to marry her?

This was a hard question to answer. If he had to be honest, it wasn't as if he had never seen Lilin as a woman. In fact, in terms of womanly charm, she didn't lose out to any of the adults.

From a purely objective point of view, marrying Lilin was one of the most optimal option for him.

By officially marrying Lilin, not only did he satisfy the conditions of having a wife whose status matched his own, but he could also ensure that she didn't land into a complicated relationship— one she would loathe to be in.

Furthermore, at the moment, none of his women were suitable to become his official wife.

Milia was a maid and the leader of the group that was dyed in Shadows, serving the crown. Setsuna was officially a slave and in reality the princess of another kingdom. Camelia was the Supreme Daughter and leader of the church, and Edea was a witch.

I really have no one suitable for the position of my official wife.

Of course, he could marry one of his partners, as Mars had. After all, the children and the direct descendants of the divine beasts were all considered to be royalty of sorts, but it would be pretty rude to have such an idea about someone he didn't even meet or know the identity of.

To think I would have to consider marriage at such a young age. Well, for a medieval world, it isn't particularly surprising.

In an era where people lived a relatively dangerous lifestyle… where they could die at any time and any place, it was the norm to marry early in order to give birth to the next generation.

"Hahaha. The heck! I should stop being so wishy-washy."

He didn't know how much courage Lilin had gathered to make this confession to him. Since he liked her and she liked him… What was the problem in the first place?

Still, I need to discuss it with Lilith first.

Be it as his guardian, be it as Lilin's mother, or be it as the current Queen Regent of Lustburg, Lilith had the right to be informed first of this situation. What's more, hearing the thoughts of someone more experienced in this matter could only be beneficial to him.

However…

"Well, this promises to be extremely awkward." He murmured under his breath.

[image: ]


Sol and Lilith were currently seated under the shade of a tree, located in the hanging gardens of the Tower of Babylon.

"So she said that? Well, it was about time that she did."

No matter how many times he observed this garden that hung in the skies, Sol had never ceased to be amazed by the beauty of its structure and architectural wonder. From what he knew, it was Persephone, the Witch of Life who had created this wonder of nature.

It was incredibly ironic how most of the greatest and most beautiful things belonging to this kingdom were obtained thanks to the witches, who were hated and considered to be a stain on the kingdom by its people.

After leaving Lilin's room, Sol was informed that Lilith was currently relaxing in the gardens, and here he was now, accompanying her in her leisure time.

"So you already knew?"

Hearing his innocent question, Lilith couldn’t help but smile ever so slightly with that cold and emotionless face of hers before giving him a nod of acknowledgment.

"She made the promise to marry you once both of you became adults."

"I thought that it was just a joke or something she would forget at the time."

He seriously believed that to be the case. After all, who would seriously take the promise of marriage made by a kid?

A laughter akin to the gentle ringing of chiming bells leaked out of Lilith's lips at the dumbfounded expression that was plastered on his face right now, "If she is anything like me, and she no doubt is, then she would have never forgotten about that matter."

"...I may be mistaken, but it seems like it's making you happy."

He was rather curious about this matter. He was expecting many things, but not such a level of happiness exuding out.

"Indeed. This is incredibly good news to me. I was always worried about who she would end up with. So many complications ahead of us on that thorny path. I even initially planned to make her one of your fiancee candidates."

It was then that Sol remembered the very first discussion that sparked all the madness surrounding him in recent times. Looking at hLilith, he couldn't help but sigh out loud, with a look of defeat and exhaustion brimming in his eyes.

Lilith, unaware of Sol's thoughts, was admiring a family of ducks who were happily paddling in the little lake in front of them.

"I am not a very good mother, you know. Nor was I ever a good caretaker to you… This is one of the few regrets I still have in my life, and I will have for the rest of my existence. The result of my failures is thus the strained relationship between me and the two of you."

"..."

"But now I know that I don't have to worry about this matter any longer. I am sure that you will take care of my foolish child. She has become incredibly strong over the years of her struggles outside of the Kingdom. She will without a doubt protect you with all of her strength as well."

"..."

"The more time passes, the less I feel I am needed in this place. Once you obtain a basic amount of experience in matters of the legislature and the workouts of the nation, and reach a sufficiently high level in terms of personal power, I will have fully completed my role."

"Little Lilith, could you shut up that useless trap of yours, please? I don’t know about personal power, but you have indeed reached the apex in terms of destroying the mood."

A cold voice suddenly resounded from the back of the gardens, interrupting the rather gloomy conversation between the two, before a black gate marked with the symbol of a snake eating its tail manifested in front of them.

From inside said gate, two people slowly emerged— one of them a perfect mix of black and white in the most literal sense possible, the other dyed in a bright and almost blinding hue of pink.

They were, without a single shred of doubt, the witches— Freya and Edea.

The one who spoke among the two was unsurprisingly none other than Edea, the Witch of Time. Her expression was full of exasperation and annoyance as she looked at Lilith with a sharp gaze.

"Teacher! You finally came out!"

Smiling at her student, Edea took two steps before Sol immediately reached her and pulled her in a tight hug.

Lilith, who was still seated, directed a frosty glare toward Edea before speaking out.

"I am happy that you finally broke free of your binding. But what do you mean by that? Know that the respect I have for you does not entail that I am willing to be insulted by you and let this matter go.”

"Hehe~ She has gotten angry…"

Freya floated a few centimeters before reclining in the air, as if she were sitting on an invisible chair of sorts.

Meanwhile, Edea, who had her hair ruffled and her breath out of order due to Sol’s sudden surprise attack, pushed Sol away before facing Lilith with a chilling gaze of her own.

"Oh please~ I thought I was bad, but you certainly do take the whole cake in this matter. At least, I didn't play the hypocrite and was honest about my problems."

"Hypocrite?"

Lilith rose from her seat and promptly walked toward Edea with a measured and heavy gait. She was a head taller than the witch, and her curves were undoubtedly far superior than what the youthful-looking woman could ever hope to wield.

Raising her head slightly to match Lilith’s domineering gaze, Edea continued in a frigid tone, "Indeed. I thought I was rather bad in terms of personality and was being negative far too much, but you take the crown in this aspect. Never saw anyone like that, if I do say so myself."

"You—!"

"Me! What? Do you wish to fight me now, little Lilith?"

Feeling the fast deterioration of the situation at hand, and seeing how Freya conjured a bag of snacks out of nowhere and was admiring the scene with absolutely no intention to help, Sol knew that if he did not intervene right now they would come to blows and all would suffer.

Covering his face with his hand, he sighed out loud before speaking in a dull tone, "Please, the two of you stop. Stop acting like children, for crying out loud…"

Thankfully the two of them listened to him and separated with a simple humpff.

Freya, meanwhile, looked at her snack with a disappointed expression on her face, before shrugging her shoulders and popping one in her mouth anyway.

Silence settled in the garden as Sol closed his eyes, lost in thought about the heated matter. He wasn't dumb— once he saw all the signals he managed to understand that Lilith was pretty much suicidal. She was fully set on killing herself for some reasons he could not decipher.

But here lay the question. What could he do?

He couldn't just jump in front of her while screaming to not kill herself now, right?

Yesterday, after his date with her, he had asked Milia to put Lilith under complete surveillance to avoid any sort of accidents occurring. He understood that she wouldn't off herself as long as he wasn't officially made king, but it was always better to be safe than lament past events in regret.

Even now he could feel the seven maids skulking around as they were seemingly just doing their jobs.

But he knew that three out of the seven maids were in reality the members of the Crown's Shadow. It was truly a staggering number if he went by statistical analysis alone.

Sigh. I should face reality and stop letting my thoughts wander around.

He frowned at how he always began to think about many unrelated matters when the situation in front of him was too complicated for him to handle easily.

Lilith was suicidal— this was the undeniable truth. Then, how could he protect her from herself? The first idea he had in mind was to make her see someone akin to a psychologist of this world.

Sadly, despite all the similarities between this world and his previous one, psychology-related studies didn't really exist, and the few who tried used hypnosis instead of psychological analysis and logical reasoning. No way would he let Lilith in such a situation. Hypnosis would only make her situation worse, he was sure of it as he knew about her past.

Of course, he had the option of directly facing her. But what could he even do in that scenario? Force her somehow to not commit suicide? For what? For whose sake?

Should he just scream that if she killed herself, he would follow her to the afterlife?

There wasn’t even a single scenario where this could work. That was pretty much confirmed. Moreover, even if it worked, it wasn’t ideal as that would only make Lilith more miserable. Someone suicidal had a reason for being so. There was a reason behind everything in this universe. Simply forcing a suicidal person to stop could only work for a very short time. You needed to understand and erase the root cause of their mentality, and thus erase the very incentive to contemplate suicide.

It is impossible to heal her mental issues as of now.

Healing her wounds at the source would take time. So what he needed was time itself. No matter what, he had to be sure that she wouldn't do something that would make him regret his choices for the rest of his life.

I have heard that a Phoenix could resurrect anyone who didn't die for too long with the help of their tears. Though this could only be used once per person.

He didn't want to think about that possibility, but suicide or no suicide, death was an inevitability for mortals. Having a way to cheat death, even if once, was a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity that should never be missed.

"My dear aunt, would you please listen to me?"

"Sol…"

"Teacher may have exaggerated slightly, but it's indeed the truth that you have been showing far too many signs pointing to a rather depressing conclusion that I don’t want to bring up. I wonder if there's some truth to it?"

Be it in this life or the other, Sol never needed to deal with someone who wanted death instead of life. And due to that, he was being very careful in his choice of words. He couldn’t just trigger her with any aggressive words as that would only lead to an unwanted scenario.

Lilith, lost for words, stared at him in silence. Still, silence was sometimes a better answer than any form of speech could ever hope to deliver.

"I see."

Falling silent himself, he sighed heavily before continuing in a solemn tone, "My aunt. You know, I understand your words of yesterday far better now. You are a very selfish woman. Far more than I could ever hope to be."

Back then, Lilith soothed his worries about his selfishness. But now that he thought about it, she was also soothing her guilt by delivering those jaded words to him.

Lilith stopped staring at him as she raised her eyes toward the distant sky. Despite that, Sol didn't let his forlorn smile slip…

"Then, I guess this will be a match between both of our selfish desires. Mine, in wanting you to stay alive, and yours, in wanting to die and find your very own form of peace. Let’s see who wins, shall we?"

It was a war. A war where he had to beat Lilith to save her from herself.

Truly a war with the odds fully stacked against him…

[image: ]


Sol sighed as he laid down on his bed. His thoughts traced back to the events that transpired just an hour ago.

"Now I have gone and done it."

After he quite literally declared war against Lilith, Sol, accompanied by Edea and Freya, left with a huff.

He had already asked Edea to use her control over the Tower to observe Lilith. From what he understood, he didn't have to worry about Lilith for now, but it was better to be safe than sorry.

"Sorry. I shouldn't have acted out in anger there."

Seeing his beloved teacher apologize with her head cast down, Sol let out another heavy sigh before shaking his head in denial.

"It isn't a problem. Anyway, it was something that would have happened sooner or later. You gave me the push I needed."

It had already been centuries since his teacher took a step into the outside world. No way was he going to reprimand her on such a day. He would have to be an imbecile to do something like that. And an idiot he was not…

Forcing a smile on his face with all the will he could muster, he got up and walked toward Edea before crouching down in front of her.

Admiring her for a few split seconds, he sighed again at how beautiful his teacher was. Her long and beautiful silver-white hair, her extremely pale skin, as well as her jet-black dress made her seem like a monochromatic doll. The contrast between the two opposing shades was so perfect that it gave her an otherworldly aura.

"Do not worry, Teacher. Right now I am glad about you finally leaving your golden cage." His smile became more genuine when he uttered those words to her.

Edea, looking at his radiant smile, blushed before using her witch hat to cover her face in embarrassment. Raising her head after a sigh, she looked at him with her cheeks puffed up in a cutesy show of rage.

"You are too straightforward." She murmured under her breath.

So cute!

Looking at her like that, Sol could already feel his heart beat powerfully against his chest. Edea, seemingly in the same situation, stopped blushing as she looked up at him once more. They could feel their surroundings vanish from their minds as they slowly drew closer and closer.

But, just as their lips were about to connect with each other to enact an ardent kiss, they were interrupted.

"You are so cute!" Squealing in excitement, Freya jumped on Edea from behind and hugged her with all her strength, effectively breaking the magic moment between the two of them.

‘'Tsk!'’

The two of them clicked their tongue simultaneously in disappointment while staring at the third wheel, who seemed totally oblivious of her position in this scenario.

Of course, even though Freya had basically no experience with men, she wasn't oblivious enough to not even understand the general atmosphere nor was she dense enough to not get what was happening here.

It was just that, seeing Sol and Edea look at each other with so much affection…

I was a little jealous.

The moment she thought about that, a slight feeling of disgust and helplessness filled her being.

It wasn't just Freya. Any witch who lived for a certain amount of time would be jealous of Edea's current circumstance.

Being a witch wasn't something particularly enviable for people who couldn't stand loneliness. She had many friends who had killed themselves because they couldn't stand the effect of the curse that had on their lives. The loneliness could be so crippling that ending their lives seemed like a good option.

The worst was that… even changing their sexual preferences didn't do anything to alleviate their curse.

Despite that, it was unthinkable for her to have an emotion as ugly as envy toward her own sister. She closed her eyes as she did her best to control her abominable emotions to the best of her abilities. Her body even trembled when she tried to suppress these disgusting sensations…

"Freya?" Noticing her abnormality, Sol called her out, but Edea shook her head.

It took a few seconds before Freya finally opened her eyes; her breathing was rough, as if she just finished an intense workout.

Sol frowned a little at her current state, "Freya, are you alright? What happened to you?"

Freya let go of her breath, as she swiped her hair aside, her forehead covered in sweat. "It isn't anything you need to be concerned about. Just a personal problem of mine."

Sol hesitated a little before nodding his head. Freya wasn't a little girl, and their relationship wasn't close enough for her to share her secret with him. What's more, Sol wasn't nosy enough to meddle in the affairs of someone who was at best an acquaintance of his.

Discarding any thoughts about the abnormality Freya showed them, Sol faced Edea again. "So Teacher, what do you plan to do now?"

Throwing one last look of worry at Freya, Edea gathered her thoughts.

"I… I don't really know. Perhaps I will visit the world now?" Letting out an awkward laugh full of uncertainty and slight trepidation, she looked down before continuing her words. "I will most likely visit my mother. But aside from that…"

Edea closed her mouth as her eyes swam around in confusion. Now that she was outside, she found out that she had nothing particular to do in mind.

"Then, why don't you follow me?"

"Follow… You?" She was a little confused about his choice of words before her eyes widened in surprise.

"You mean, you want to engage my services?"

"Of course. We lack a court magician. Why not change it to a court witch instead?"

"But…" Edea hesitated slightly and he fully understood why.

It went without saying, but witches weren't particularly appreciated in the Kingdom of Lustburg. Sol taking Edea as a court witch was sure to create a sizable amount of backlash for him and his competence of ruling the kingdom as its king.

"Don’t worry too much. If everything goes well, by the end of this week, there will be no one who will try to oppose us in Lustburg."

"What do you mean?"

Sol wished to answer her as he had nothing to hide from her, but one look at Freya was enough for him to hold himself back. He decided to steer the direction of his discussion toward another subject.

It wasn't that he didn't trust Freya or that he was being too suspicious and paranoid here. Sol just believed that trust was something earned not given. He blindly trusted Camelia, Setsuna, Lilith, Lilin, Edea, and Milia, and he could share basically all his secrets, aside from his reincarnation, with them because he knew that they would never betray him.

But what about Freya? So what if she was basically Edea's sister? At the end of the day, the two of them were just strangers still.

Freya, seeing his short hesitation snorted in dissatisfaction but otherwise didn't take any offense. She didn't fully trust Sol herself. It would be rather hypocritical of her to expect him to trust her.

Edea also understood the situation Sol was in. But she was helpless in doing anything to change the current circumstance. She just hoped that time would help them become closer. She really wished that Sol and her family would become close friends in the future.

Perhaps more than just friends if possible…

It was something she had thought of many times in the past. Sol's ability to touch and possibly impregnate witches made him akin to an oasis in the desert for the whole of witch kind.

It wasn't as if no witches had ever thought of fornicating with a dragon. But from what she understood, all witches were basically covered in Asmodeus’ scent. No dragon could ever harbor even the slightest sense of lustful thoughts in front of a witch, and the sole dragon equal to Asmodeus was a female, or at least took on a female form.

Then, this begged the question of why Sol wasn't affected by this scent of theirs. From her own conjectures, either it was because he was a hybrid or because he was blessed by Lady Luxuria herself.

But at the end of the day, everything depends on him.

She was burdened by the curse of love. For her, Sol's well-being came even before her own. If he wished to have a harem of witches, she would be happy to help him in acquiring said harem.

Her train of thoughts was suddenly brought to a halt by the words Sol uttered in the next moment.

"Medea, now that you are out, I believe that I can receive the official answer to my confession."

Edea was surprised at how Sol was suddenly addressing by her true name rather than calling her ‘teacher’ or ‘Edea.’ She stammered a little as she tried to divert the subject.

"Why suddenly call me by this name?"

Sol's answer was straight to the point, "’Teacher’ is a form of respect, while ‘Edea’ was the name you used with my ancestor. Your true name is Medea. At least, this is the first name that was given to you by your mother, and this is the way I will call you from now on. If you grant me the honor, that is."

Saying so, he gave a slight bow and stretched his hand forward, his palm facing up, clearly waiting for her answer.

Immediately, a blush covered her face. She understood the underlying meaning that was present in the last sentence. Edea was the name she gave to her first love. Forgoing it meant that she truly discarded this part of her life and was ready to start a new page with Sol.

A few months ago, this question would have stumped her to no end. But right here, right now, the answer was more than evident to her and no doubt could ever cloud her heart about this.

Putting her hand in Sol's, she spoke with utmost determination in her voice, "As of now, I will only answer to the name of Medea."

This was her decision. She would once again try to believe in love. She would once again give her everything to another person.

"Thank you. Medea. I promise I will not disappoint you."

I promise to not be your second Jason.

Then, deciding to strike while the iron was hot, he continued, "Let's have a date."

He hoped that this one would end on a better note than the previous one with his aunt.

Let's have a date.

This phrase repeated over and over again in Medea's mind before she was finally able to grasp the meaning behind his words. They were so shocking and unexpected to her. With the comprehension of his words and the simultaneous feelings that were conveyed through them, she couldn’t help but blush heavily with shame and joy. Her face was already on the verge of boiling due to the heat she was generating, such was the intensity of her feelings.

"A-A date!?"

Sol smiled at how cute she was acting. He merely nodded in response with a small smile on his face. Sometimes he tended to forget that she was far older than even the first generation of members of the Luxurian royal family. He had to admit that the gap was truly delightful.

"Indeed. I only have to go visit the Highland family tonight. Before that, I am totally free."

Looking at the time, it was still the early hours of the afternoon. There was plenty of time before he had to leave for the Highland family mansion. He had more than enough time to have a good outing with Medea and give her some beautiful memories of love and appreciation. What's more, this time he already knew most of the beautiful places of the capital suitable for a date.

"So, what do you think? Or, perhaps you don't want to?"

"Of course, I want to!" Feeling a hint of disappointment being conveyed in his voice, she desperately tried to placate him.

Seeing her being so frantic after sensing the small hint of disappointment he had feigned, Sol felt a bit guilty. He had just tried to joke around with her when he had made the mock feelings of disappointment. He never thought that she would have such an intense reaction to his subtle expression.

At the same time, he couldn't help but understand how Jupiter managed to so easily manipulate someone as smart as she was.

Medea was the kind of woman who, once in the throes of love, devoted her everything to her lover. If seen in a good way, she was a devoted and loyal partner. But from a more sarcastic point of view, it just meant she was the kind of woman who would spoil her husband rotten and inevitably make him a useless scumbag.

I have to be careful about this side of her from now on.

"Then why don't…"

"Wait!" He was interrupted by Freya before he could speak out his desires.

"Hum… Is there a problem?"

"Oh. I don't really want to disturb you guys. But I think that it is better to push it to tomorrow morning, after your visit to the Highland family ends."

"Could I ask why?"

"For starters, I think you guys are going too fast here. She just left her prison. Give her some time to think at least. Also, while the clothes she is wearing are extremely beautiful, I don't think they are suitable for a date. What do you think?"

Sol observed Medea's dress in silence and had to accept that Freya was right. He had already forgotten about this fact since he was so used to seeing her in this dress all the time, but even at first glance, it was clear for anyone to see that this dress wasn't the kind of attire just anyone could wear.

He also remembered that he had never seen her wearing anything other than this dress.

Laughing a little in his mind, he asked Medea, "What do you think?"

Clasping her cheeks, she continued with clear anticipation in her tone, "I think this is a splendid idea. There's no need to worry."

Sol didn't insist on that. Be it today or tomorrow, the most important fact here was that he had obtained her consent.

Under the puzzled glances of those two, he began walking toward the end of the bed. and took a beautiful tiny bell, suspended on the wall of the room, and rang it with quite some strength. Despite the absence of any sound, a few seconds later, three gentle knocks could be heard from the other side of the door.

"Your Highness."

The one who entered the room was a tall and slim woman with tanned skin, wearing a maid uniform. From the first look, she looked like a young girl, but the steadiness and the aura of calm that she showed was not something a teen was normally able to showcase. This only went to display her uniqueness.

"Medea, Freya, let me present you, Alice. A dark elf, she is also an extremely skilled tailor and is the one who works on the different clothes I wear with the help of Milia."

Alice, at the mention of her name, simply bowed in acknowledgment to Medea and Freya. Despite how polite she was, it was easy to feel a sort of deep pride in her.

Alice was one of the first maids with whom he had a sexual relationship. She was usually a quiet and confident girl, but her cold expression would completely melt once they went to bed together and went on for a few rounds.

Sol always avoided having a one-on-one session with any maid other than the head maid— Milia. The world of women was a cold and unforgiving place where the social place could easily be inferred just from one thoughtless action.

As the head maid and his first woman, Milia's power over the maids – both old and new – was as high as ever. Still, if he ever had a one-on-one session with another maid, this situation could potentially spark confusion in the hierarchy of the food chain. The maid in question would become 'special' and even without any official post, she would get preferential treatment from others. There was no saying just what she may do with that authority.

Even now, all the maids with whom he had sex were already considered to be at a level higher than the normal maids.

Still, I need to choose a personal maid for myself.

It was an issue he had to deal with sooner or later. Not just a personal maid, he also had to have his own personal guards and servants. Those people would become his limbs, and would go on to represent him when he finally ascended the throne and became the King of Lustburg.

At least the knight position is already filled with Setsuna. I just need one or two more. For the personal maid, Alice is a good choice but with Clara who has just arrived, I am not too sure if they will work well. From what I know, elves of different races do not really mesh well with each other.

Sol thought idly while the three women began discussing the most-recent trends in clothing. He wasn't in a particular hurry right now. After all, his contracted partners would without a doubt be the people closest to him.

If Chloe wasn't a Holy Daughter, then I would have asked her to form a contract with me after my first contract and Setsuna.

———

⟦Many hours later⟧

The sun was slowly setting on the horizon. The festival was still going strong, and the people of the capital of Lustburg were smiling and laughing as they mingled in the streets.

Despite the obvious happy atmosphere, in one of the bedrooms of the Highland family, the mood was rather gloomy.

"I know the old man is trying to sell me."

Facing herself in a full-body mirror, a red-haired woman complained while holding her arm out horizontally, as two of her maids busied around her by helping her get into a rather extravagant and ravishing dress.

A peal of joyous laughter escaped the lips of the two maids, and one of them even boldly declared to her in a sonorous voice, "Athena. You know very well how much your grandfather is worried about your marriage. You made all your fiance candidates flee in fright, after all."

If anyone saw this scene, they would be astonished at how maids could speak so daringly to their mistress, but they would be able to understand the circumstance if they paid attention to the crest on their hands: a pair of wings for one and a shield on the hand of the other.

Athena growled at the cheeky remark of the maid, but all she received in response was another bout of laughter and snickers.

The worst was that she had no counter to their words. Since the day of her awakening, she had joined the army and fought in many skirmishes against the warriors of Wratharis. Even though she had never participated in a true full-scale war, she was already exposed to the horror of the battlefield many times over.

Compared to her, most of the nobles in her eyes were pampered little brats who knew nothing about the true reality of the world. Even though they were given the privilege to form a contract with spirits in the Astral Realm as their first contract, most of them were barely superior to hardworking commoners. How could she accept marrying someone from such a group of wimps?

She didn't need her husband to be strong; she was willing to protect him if it was necessary. But she wanted a husband who could face her as an equal and who could understand her desires and worries and act accordingly.

Thankfully, her grandfather, despite being rather stubborn in some situations, was also extremely kind to her and never forced her to marry someone from the nobility.

"Nike, Aegis. Stop mocking me and be serious. What about you, Sirin? You have been awfully quiet all this time."

Speaking those words, she looked at the corner of her eye, where an owl was perched on top of the window, observing the situation at hand. From the owl, an aged woman's voice came out in a calm and steady rhythm.

"As you asked, I have observed the fight of the prince for you. He is very strong, most likely even stronger than what he has shown in the arena. I am sure he is already able to use magic."

"Magic? Did he make a contract?"

"No, at least I didn't see any foreign mana in his body while observing him."

"I see. I guess being a hybrid dragon has its perks. So, what is your judgment? Do you think we would lose?"

The laugh died down instantly at the question, as the three women concentrated all of their focus on the next set of words coming from the white owl.

"If it's one-on-one while you are able to use magic, your chances of winning are about seven to three. If the four of us were to act, the odds would be 9:1. I must stress that those are the odds solely based on what he has shown. Depending on how much power he has hidden and what kind of magic he can use, the odds could change entirely."

Athena sighed at those words."So my six years of training since my awakening only gave me such a meager advantage against the Prince?"

"You don't seem disappointed."

Athena shook her head at the question. "Disappointed? Why should I? Instead, I am happy. A strong monarch isn't necessarily a good one. But in this world, I'd rather have a strong monarch than a weak one. The stronger the prince is, the better it is for the kingdom as a whole."

The answer she gave clearly made the two maids and the owl very happy. She was their most beloved master and what attracted them to her was her pure and courageous heart ,as well as her outlook on life.

Knock– Knock– Knock–

"My lady. We have received a message that His Highness is about to reach the gates of the castle. His Lordship asked me to come and fetch you."

Hearing those words, Athena closed her eyes before slowly opening them while exhaling a deep and heavy breath.

"I guess it's time for me to meet him. I really wonder what kind of personality he has."

Athena never fully believed in rumors. She always used her own eyes to judge a person. She was happy that the Prince was so strong. But it wasn't enough for her. She still needed to judge his character. Only then would she be able to pledge her undivided loyalty to him and him alone.


Chapter 25


Ch 25: Visiting Duke Highland



In the busy streets of the capital of Lustburg, full of festivity, a carriage pulled by nightmare horses was slowly advancing down the paved road.

Despite how crowded the streets were, one of the citizens dared to face or block the way of this carriage. The visible insignia of a Phoenix clearly showed just to whom this carriage belonged.

The royal family.

It was understandable why none of the citizens of the kingdom were willing to oppose or annoy such a goliath.

———

Inside the carriage, at present, three individuals were seated. Those three were none other than Setsuna, Milia, and Sol— the Crown Prince of Lustburg.

As a prince, and also the sole one, of a kingdom, he couldn't visit the house of the Duke without a retinue of his own. It would not only be unbecoming of him to do such a deed, it would also have been stupid and naive of him to enter into noble territory by his lonesome.

Closing his eyes, Sol began recalling the information that he had gathered and memorized about the Highlands as a whole.

From what he could recall, they were basically the oldest noble family of the kingdom and had control over the entirety of the military forces.

Weirdly, despite all the power they wielded, they had basically no influence in the political circles of the kingdom. This was due to their so-called neutrality and unwillingness to dip into the dirty world of politics that they have adhered to for generations already.

For that very reason, they were an admirable family in the eyes of many. On the flip side, many nobles saw them as barbaric nobles who only knew how to swing their swords and sport their shields, instead of being able to talk it out in a civil manner in their so-called noble’s court.

This thought always made Sol scoff in derision. Only nobles could mock the very people who assured their protection. It was truly unbecoming of them to stoop so low.

In every war, without fail, the Highland family was always on the frontlines, eagerly battling the foes of humanity to ensure victory for the kingdom. Due to that very reason, during the last great war against Gluttony and Echidna – the war during which his father met his untimely demise – the Duke of that generation, as well as his cousin, lost their lives.

The loss of the head and the candidate head of the family ultimately forced the Duke of the previous generation to take control of the helm once again so that they could give the heir and the heiress of the family the necessary time to grow… both physically and mentally.

"They are basically like me." Sol murmured out loud without paying attention to his words. Milia, who had also grasped all the information about the Highlands, was able to understand the meaning behind Sol's words.

"Indeed. The current younger generation of the Highland family is composed of three people. Two young women and a young man."

"Three? I have heard of the siblings Ares and Athena. But never of there being a third though."

Milia nodded in response, her eyes expressing doubts as she formulated her next words, "The third and youngest of the children was called Aurora. She was a candidate for the place of Holy Daughter. But for reasons that we are not aware of… she just mysteriously vanished."

"...Mysteriously vanished?"

Sol frowned as he heard that bit of information. For Milia to say something like that could only mean that even the Crown's Shadow didn't know what exactly had happened to the girl.

"By the way, is she also the granddaughter of the Duke?"

"No… She is the granddaughter of Lord Gerald."

Sol immediately frowned harder once he heard the name of Gerald.

"Uncle Gerald?"

Gerald was as much a teacher for him as Medea was. In fact, in his heart, the position Gerald occupied wasn't low by any means. He was the sole father figure he had in his life. He saw him as a gentle grandfather, who would sometimes spoil him and sometimes be strict with him when it came to his studies.

But, Gerald had never mentioned anything about his granddaughter in front of him. Clenching his fists he couldn’t help but ask in a low voice, "Do you find him suspicious?"

Milia didn't answer in response to that question, but from the hesitation that was clearly visible in her eyes, her answer was all but clear to him.

This realization brought a painful blow to him— one that he never expected to come his way…

"Should I stop my investigation on this matter?" Seeing Sol react like that, Milia asked him with a low voice. She hated seeing such an expression on Sol's face. For her, the only expression that suited him was one of happiness and glee. If necessary she would do everything that she was capable of for him. Though she had to admit that a tiny part of her psyche would be disappointed if he were to command her so.

But…

"No. "

Sol went past all of her expectations and replied, "Do not stop. Even though I believe that Uncle Gerald would not harm me. We must always hope for the best but prepare for the worst. In any situation possible… No matter how much pain the truth may bring…"

Looking at his expression, full of determination and resolution as he made such a difficult but mature choice, one thought flashed in Milia's head.

I think I need to change my panties again. The current ones are all but ruined.

———

After the gloomy topic subsided, all discussions in the carriage died down as it was clear that Sol was brooding about this matter in his mind.

Thankfully, it wasn't long before they ultimately stopped just in front of the castle belonging to the Highland family.

The castle itself had nothing special to it. It was simply decorated and seemed more like a fortress than anything else at first glance.

In front of the gate, on either side, were two lines of soldiers and battle maids, each of them holding a long halberd in their hands.

The moment Sol stepped down from his carriage.

Bam~!

In unison, they all hit the ground with the butts of their halberds and screamed with vigorous voices.

"ALL HAIL YOUR HIGHNESS!"

This was followed by them crossing their halberds high up, creating a road for him to pass.

At the end of this road, three people stood while looking at him with curiosity in their eyes. They were the Duke of Highland and his two grandchildren.

Sol, observing this display in silence, asked out loud. "What is the meaning of this?"

The scene in front of him might look like a display of respect, but he could feel each of the soldiers emanating their full mana before focusing it in front of them.

The one who answered was none other than the Duke himself. His face was solemn as he spoke out, "Your Highness, you should know the symbolic meaning of the night visit. Right in front of you is what we call the path of the warrior. If you cannot even pass this, then how could we talk as equals?"

Sol pinched his eyebrows and scoffed in annoyance at the words that were thrown at him by the duke.

He knew that the Duke meant nothing bad by mentioning this line.

He knew they were just straightforward about their desire to test him out.

He knew that by succeeding in this test, he would get their respect.

But…

"Who the hell do you think I am?"

He growled before slowly opening his eyes, which had swirled into a mix of black and gold. The gentleness in them was nowhere to be seen and was now replaced by a cold and chilling stare.

Gulp~

Some of the soldiers couldn't help but tremble and swallow painfully at the sudden change in atmosphere that was provoked by the Prince of the Kingdom.

Sol was already in a bad mood because of the possibility of Gerald’s betrayal of the kingdom. But now, he was completely pissed off.

Step~

One step was all it took. The pressure that the soldiers initially projected was completely blown away by his own.

"Do you think I am a joke?"

Step~

"Do I look like a pushover to you? All of you?"

Step~

"So let me ask you again, dear Duke of my kingdom. Who. The. Hell. Do you think I am?"

By the time he finished speaking, he was standing face-to-face with the Duke of Highlands. The two of them were now standing eye-to-eye and staring deeply at each other’s soul. The soldiers around them were all kneeling, while their faces were covered in a sheen of sweat.

The only people still standing aside from Sol were the three Highlands as well as Milia and Setsuna, who still stood in front of the carriage as they observed the scene with chilling eyes.

The Duke, facing the young man in front of him, sighed wistfully.

"You really are his son."

"Wrong answer."

The pressure surrounding Sol vanished as fast as it came. A charming smile slowly formed on his face before he slowly bent down and spoke to the Duke's ear.

"Let it be the last time. Otherwise, there won't be any castle left for me to visit in the future."

The Duke, impassible as always, chuckled a bit in response to the threat that was thrown by the prince.

"Ohohoh~! What a frightening young lad. Indeed, I was wrong. You are in no way like your father. Should I say that you inherited the pride of your mother?"

Looking at the old man in front of him, Sol continued with a straight face.

"I am neither. I am me. I am Sol Dragona Luxuria. I am your prince and your future king. Never forget that fact for a second from henceforth."

Sol didn't like to flaunt his authority. But for a noble, much less the crown prince, acting humble was nothing more than a disgrace.

He will never use his authority to bully people, but he will never shy away from using it on people who underestimated him.

The standoff between the two lasted for a short while before a good-natured smile formed on the Duke's lips.

"Ohohoh~! Indeed. Indeed. Forgive this old man. The years seemed to have caught up on me." Bowing a little, he spoke without any hint of frustration in his voice, "Your Highness, I, the Duke of Highland, am happy to welcome you to my abode. I hope it will please you."

Giving a nod, Sol gestured to Milia and Setsuna to follow him in. Inwardly though, he could only give a bitter smile.

It seems like I am facing an old fox.

This night promised to be quite interesting and equally exhausting for the little prince.

A few minutes after the debacle that happened at the door, and after they had the head maid show Sol and his group to their room, Athena, Ares, and Tyr, the Duke of the Highland family, sat facing each other in the main office used each of the generations of Dukes.

Filling his glass with some liquor, Tyr downed it all in one go and let out a sigh of pleasure.

"Ooh~ I must say, drinking something strong always helps in relaxing my strained nerves."

Speaking those words, he rotated his shoulder before finally addressing his two grandchildren, who were sitting opposite him.

"So, what do you think?"

"He is a little rash…" began Ares with a sigh.

"But he is powerful…" continued Athena in a level tone.

"He most likely saw that our test had a double meaning…"

"Indeed, and he acted decisively…"

"His threat at the end was a little too much…"

"But I must say that it was really incredible to look at…"

Tyr smiled at the scene he was witnessing before him, and began to pour another glass for himself. Heswirledg the beautiful amber liquid while marveling at how much the dwarves were a boon to this world.

"So, your conclusion?"

"He seems interesting."

"I like his personality."

Silence settled between them before Tyr turned to Athena and asked subtly.

"So, are you interested?"

"So you are really trying to sell me to him, you shitty old man?"

"Please understand where I am coming from. I have basically presented you with most of the available bachelor nobles who come from our allied families and some of the most promising soldiers under me already. Despite that, you are still all alone and well on your way to becoming a spinster. Not even a fling. Hell, I even tried to hook you up with some women in case you weren't straight."

Athena's face flushed a deep shade of crimson at those words before she glared daggers at her twin brother to stop him from laughing out loud.

"You shouldn't laugh." This time, Tyr faced Ares before speaking in a stern tone, "I know you have a crush on the Duchess, but I already told you that it is impossible between you two."

Sipping on his drink, Tyr let out another sigh as he pinched his eyebrows with his other hand. The goddesses had blessed him with smart, talented, and upright grandchildren, but in matters of love, these two were really a royal pain in the ass. For everyone involved, that is.

Sometimes, he couldn't help but fear that the Highland lineage would just end with these two after his death.

"Anyway, enough about these matters. As you can see… the prince is no pushover like his grandfather used to be. Hence, at the very least, the chances of another Puppet King emerging among us are rather low for now."

"But what if he had already become a Puppet? No matter how you look at it, Queen Lilith's willingness to let go of the throne seems fishy at best and downright suspicious at worst."

Ares expressed his doubts about matters regarding the throne and the royal family— a doubt that plagued close to all the nobles in Lustburg. Even though Lilith wasn't a Blessed, it wasn't as if a case of someone getting the blessing of a Blessed in their later years didn't happen already. Actually, there were many instances of such an event occurring in the mortal world. Even without that, most people were sure that she had a huge control and influence over the prince of the Empire. She had acted as his parent and was basically his mother in all but name. There was no way that their bond didn’t run deep.

"Lilith is…" The Duke hesitated before sighing out loud and finishing his words, "Lilith was never interested in power. She is a free spirit and if she didn't have to keep the kingdom for her nephew, I am pretty sure she would be exploring some other part of the world by now."

Looking wistfully at the ceiling of the room he had gotten accustomed to over the long years — perhaps a bit too accustomed even — Tyr remembered the little bundle of joy, who would call him ‘uncle’ with a cute haughty voice and order him to put her on his shoulders every time they would meet.

Sadly, the moment she grew old enough to understand the circumstances of her father and after her awakening, she gradually became a cold and detached woman. The bundle of joy was no more; all there was left was a warrior whose only loyalty and passion lay in serving her brother.

"So, now that we have a preliminary understanding of his personality, Athena, please go and escort him. Try to spend some time with him and get close, alright? It should calm his anger by the time the banquet begins."

The three of them nodded at those words and got up before leaving the room.

What they didn't know and had no way of knowing was…

There weren't only three people in the room from the very start.
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Floating near the ceiling of the now-empty office, Sol chuckled as he remembered the discussion that occurred before him between the members of the Highland family. At the same time, he couldn't help but marvel at how incredible his power was.

As of now, his powers didn’t show signs of having any attacking capabilities. However, the abilities it gave him were simply insane.

After obtaining this power, the first thing he did was to learn how to read lips. It was a necessary skill since sound didn't transmit from the normal dimension to the mirror dimension that he resided in.

The flow of events that brought him here was rather simple. After he entered the room given to him and was assured that there was no one monitoring them, he asked Milia to create a doppelganger to replace him and then phased into his dimension.

The sad thing was that, as of now, he couldn't really interact with objects inside the mirror dimension. They all seemed illusory and all he could do was float and observe things at best.

Finally, after some experience during his training, he discarded the idea of bringing his loved ones inside the mirror dimension.

This dimension twisted everything and inverted any objects or figures that weren’t him.

From what he gathered, aside from him, anyone who entered had their feelings and minds inverted completely. This meant that the more they loved him in the real world the more they would hate him inside the mirror world. He didn't wish to die after being killed by the people he genuinely loved.

He was also sure that this dimension had other negative effects that he wasn’t aware of yet. But he didn't have enough samples to understand the full extent of his powers. There was only so much he could glean by using animals as test subjects.

"Well, this is enough for now. At least I know that even though the Highlands can't be called steadfast allies, they are leaning toward my side. That’s good enough for a start.”

This was enough for him. He would have been very sad if all the noble families of the kingdom were traitors in reality. What was worse was the fact that, with what they were planning to do, having too many traitors would without a doubt affect the overall strength of Lustburg by a large margin.

Humming a little, he slowly advanced as he floated toward the door of the office room. He wanted to explore the castle a little more.
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While Sol was going on an adventure in the mirror world, Setsuna and Milia sat facing a smiling Sol.

At first glance, there seemed to be no particular difference between the doppelganger and the original. However, a more cursory inspection would reveal many flaws between them.

"This is a really incredible technique." Setsuna complimented while she continued to inspect the doppelganger before her. As one of the people closest to Sol, even she couldn't say with assurance that she wouldn't be fooled for at least a few seconds after seeing the doppelganger for the first time. For warriors like her, who could reach or surpass the speed of sound, a few seconds were basically an eternity.

"Fufufu~! This is nothing. My doppelganger skills rely on my understanding of the one I am copying. The more I know about the individual, the more realistic I can make the doppelganger."

Setsuna smiled at how Milia was basically bragging about her understanding of Sol, their shared lover. She respected Milia a great deal, but her smug face sometimes irked her as well, making her eyebrows twitch in a show of irritation. Irritation that she was desperately trying to hide behind her cold mask.

Milia, being apt at observation above all else, didn't miss the slight twitches in Setsuna’s face, feigning ignorance as she asked, "What's the matter? Or perhaps, are you doubting my words?"

Setsuna scoffed at that, "I don't doubt that. But don't act as if you know him the best."

"O-hoh?" This time it was Milia's turn to be a little irritated by the tone of the wolf girl’s voice and the claim she made. Her eyebrow was raised as she continued her speech, "I am not acting as if I know him the best. Because I do know him the best."

Speaking those words, her eyes seemed to darken as she murmured under her breath, "Perhaps even more than he understands himself. His likes, his dislikes, his fears, his goals, his insecurities. I know everything. Absolutely. Everything. About my Sol."

Setsuna had to take a step back at the aura that Milia was suddenly exuding. She felt as if the darkness in the room seemingly thickened, with Milia at the center. Her fur bristled as she crouched down and began to growl lightly, "Calm down, or I will have to make you calm down."

This seemed to snap Milia out of her trance. The atmosphere in the room went back to normal in an instant.

Taking the hem of her skirt with her fingers, Milia gave a curtsy to Setsuna, her face now impassive; no longer was it tinged with the dark and eerie emotions that had permeated her being.

"Forgive me for my unbecoming actions."

Setsuna observed her for a while, still crouched down and ready to pounce on her at the slightest anomaly. It was the first time she had felt so much danger from the usually-affable maid.

Then again, before today, she hadn’t even known that Milia was able to use mana. So she shouldn't have been surprised.

Sighing, she took a few steps back to increase the distance between them before standing upright. She wasn't Sol. Even though she believed in Milia, aside from Sol, she would never give her back to anyone she deemed threatening. Being betrayed once was already enough for her for a lifetime.

"I don't know what happened and frankly, I don't want to know. But if you don't inform Sol about that, then I will."

"Inform me about what?"

Sol slowly began to walk in the real world before observing the situation in the room.

On the bed, his doppelganger sat with a calm and empty smile. Aside from him, Milia and Setsuna stood further apart than when he initially left this room. It seemed to be a safe distance of sorts.

Finally, he could feel that the concentration of mana seemed a little higher than before. Not by much, but with the current situation this was enough to catch his attention.

The conclusion he came to after a short analysis was, "Did the two of you have an altercation?"

Silence was the answer he received. He looked at Setsuna's hesitant eyes as she debated whether to inform him or not. After all, no one liked snitches.

Thankfully, Milia didn't put her on the spot, "Forgive me, Your Highness. I acted a little… excessively."

A little? Setsuna scoffed inwardly, but didn't voice her thoughts. Since Milia decided to speak the truth then she didn't have to meddle in it.

Listening to Milia's explanation, Sol pinched his eyebrows in thought. Truthfully he didn't want to intervene too much. From the day she showed her fanatic gaze after she revealed her identity as a Finger, he already knew that she was somewhat obsessed with him.

Thankfully, even though she seemed to show the traits of what was commonly called a yandere, she didn't wish to harm him or have him only to herself.

I am extremely blessed.

The problem in the current situation was that most of his lovers had a certain level of madness and obsession within them. They all loved him. But they didn't necessarily like each other.

Lilin and Lilith's relationship was cold.

Camelia and Lilith were rivals.

Setsuna only trusted Camelia and was at odds with Lilin and Milia.

Medea only had a good relationship with Lilith and none of the others.

As for Milia, from the way she spoke, he knew that she could watch all his women burn without hesitation or sadness.

His headaches grew stronger at this thought.

How did those harem protagonists manage to make all the members of the harem act without any friction?'

Sighing wistfully, he thought about how he seriously needed to have more male friends before speaking to Milia and Setsuna.

"Milia, Setsuna. I have no illusion about making all of you the best friends in the world. Each of you is an independent woman who can think and act for herself."

This was something that both pleased and aggravated him. In stories, he always hated reading about those helpless girls having to be saved by the hero every other chapter.

The problem in his current situation was that in case of danger, there was more chance of him being the helpless prince needing to be saved.

"... But let's be real. Each of us is going to live for very long if nothing happens..."

In this world, it wasn't that difficult for humans to live for more than one hundred years. Though, without a special type of partner, reaching two hundred was practically a dream. The same went for beastmen.

The only exception to this rule were human hybrids like Sol, witches like Medea, and apostles of divine entities like Camelia.

Still, no matter how long their lifespan was, they had about one hundred years together.

I wish this was a world where training for immortality was the norm.

"Right here, right now I will make a rule. While I can understand disputes and differences of opinion, no physical fights are allowed."

He seriously needed to reunite all his women and put down some rules. This was necessary if he wished for them to live happily.

"Understood?"

Silence settled between the two before they both nodded. In the first place, the relationship between the two of them wasn't that bad. So this was just a hiccup.

"Once again, I am sorry for going too far." Milia slightly inclined her head to Setsuna as she apologized. Setsuna, on the other hand, waved her off.

"No problem. I admit that I also provoked you a little. So it was kind of my fault."

The apologies were a little awkward, but Sol was satisfied.

"Now that this is out of the way, let's discuss the situation." Sol immediately began to recount everything that happened while he was sneaking around.

The more he talked, the more Milia was impressed. She already knew about his mirror dimension, but she had to admit that it went past everything she had ever imagined. This was the perfect power for an assassin or a spy. Even her shadow and illusion powers were rather inferior to it.

Finally, once he finished, he faced Milia and continued, "I did not see anything of note inside from the office, nor did I see anything suspicious. I didn’t see Uncle Gerald either.”

Milia pondered a little, before speaking, "Your Highness, as we thought, the situation with the Highland is tilted in our favor. The Highlands are always neutral. But it seems like this generation is willing to throw their lot in with the royal family."

Sol nodded, "It's indeed as we thought. Lilith concluded a deal with the Duchess Milaris, the Gorfards are clearly problematic. So…"

"So your visit to the Travers family tomorrow will be the most important in our plan."

"The Travers…" Sol murmured this name while thinking. Out of the four Ducal families, if the Highlands were the oldest, then the Travers were the youngest.

From what he knew, the first Duchess Traver had been a dwarf. The subsequent Dukes or Duchesses after her were thus all half-dwarves. They were also distantly related to one of the council members of the dwarf kingdom, Greed Dike.

"I still don't understand why my great-grandfather would agree to add someone of another race to the royal family." Sol wasn't being racist. It was truly baffling. No matter how he saw it, the Travers family were basically insiders or spies working for Greed Dike.

"Your great-grandfather, Uranus the Tyrant King, was someone rather… unconventional. During his years on the throne, all his closest ministers were magical beings — more precisely beastkin. He called them… Kemonomimi, if I recall correctly."

Sol twitched a little before asking, with a weird expression on his face, "Why is this the first time I hear something like that?"

If he had any doubts about the previous rulers being otherworlders, then now those doubts changed into conviction.

He knew about the great number of magical beings working as a close aide to Uranus. It was also one of the reasons the Lustburg kingdom was such a melting pot of different races, and why racism wasn't particularly rampant, despite the near-continuous war against Wratharis.

"Ara?" Milia tilted her head before understanding.

"This kind of information, while not particularly secret, isn't something a serious professor would teach to his students. Even more so when said student is the crown prince himself. What's more, to better serve you, I used my time to research all the previous kings and queens, their habits, their powers, their personalities, their weak points, their bad points, their preferences, their… "

Sol looked surprised as he watched Milia ramble so much. At his side, Setsuna was pointing her finger with an expression that seemed to say, 'Now you understand why I reacted strongly.'

He had to admit that the current Milia looked a little creepy, but she is pretty cute.

He didn't know what it meant about him when he found such a sight cute.

"... Their favorite foods, their…"

"Enough, I understand. You are basically a master when it comes to the knowledge about the previous rulers. Anyway, let's go back to the core of the problem."

Milia blushed heavily after she was cut off; she couldn't believe that she demonstrated such an embarrassing sight to him. Thankfully, he showed no signs of disgust. Otherwise, she would have just killed herself.

"I-I am sorry. Your Highness. I don't know what happened to me."

So cute!

In his mind, Milia was always this serious and steady woman who sometimes spoiled him too much. Seeing her blush and stammer as she acted like a little girl was a sight that soothed his heart greatly.

This also made him understand once again that even the people closest to him had different sides to them that he did not know.

It would be stupid of him to presume the opposite. Seeing the naked body of your partner didn't mean that you saw his or her naked heart. It was important to not become complacent if one wished for a long and happy relationship.

"Hahaha~ No worries. I must say that it was rather entertaining."

It was just as he was about to begin teasing her, there came a knock at the door.

An old and calm voice sounded after three knocks on the door, "Your Highness, may I enter?"

Sol waited a few seconds before signaling Milia to answer, "You may."

"Then, excuse me." The door opened and a giant, muscular old man opened the door.

He is easily more than 2 meters tall.

The man, wearing a butler’s uniform that perfectly showed his bursting muscles, gave a bow in a perfect show of courtesy before continuing,

"Your Highness, I am the head butler of this humble abode. My master, the Duke, wishes to invite you to a banquet prepared in your honor. It will take place in the dining room at exactly midnight."

Even when he bows he is still taller than me. Sol thought idly, without being surprised at the excessively-polite actions.

Even though their host was the Duke, Sol was still the crown prince and, as such, the Duke couldn't just force him to come to the dinner.

Though, if Sol didn't participate, it would be like saying that he was dissatisfied with the Highland family. It wouldn't be a surprise if all the other nobles of importance learned about this before the sun was out.

Politics is truly a pain.

Thinking so, he stayed silent and let Milia speak in his place. Even though he didn't really care, since his maid was present, she automatically became his representative and he should only answer to people of important rank. A butler obviously didn't qualify.

"Tell his lordship the Duke that His Highness will be happy to participate."

"It's much appreciated. The maids will come shortly and help you in your preparations."

Giving another bow, he waited for Milia to permit him before he left.

Once they were alone, Sol sighed inwardly. Thankfully I was born as the crown prince.

Being born with a lower position in a world where monarchy prevailed wasn't fun in any way.

Well, it isn't like my old world was any better.

There were no perfect worlds. Sol refused to delude himself into thinking that his old world was better than this one just because democracy was the norm. In fact, it was way more dangerous and horrible.

It's ironic how a world without magical monsters is more dangerous than the one with them.

He chuckled at this dark thought before focusing on the situation in front of him. This banquet would be very important for him and the kingdom.

After all, Having one more family on my side means having less blood in my hands by the end of this week.
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Somewhere far away, in an unknown dimension, a large monster was curled up as it slept peacefully.

The world around it was devoid of any color.

The peaceful sleep was seemingly disturbed as its eyelids twitched briefly before slowly opening, showing cold gold and black pupils.

Slowly rising to its full height, the monster, who was already a few stories tall, now showed its full splendor.

Anyone standing in its presence would have been unable to express any coherent thoughts. This monster stood at the apex of the food chain.

With beautiful golden scales, long curved horns, a large and deadly tail, it emanated a perfect sense of harmony between strength and beauty.

It was… a dragon.

The dragon, observing the monochrome world around it, slowly raised its head and looked at the sky full of multi-colored stars.

Some stars shined brilliantly, while others seemed to be completely dead and basking in darkness.

Its gaze, finally settling on a dead star, showed a trace of sadness before it skipped over it and settled on a little gold star next to it.

Compared to all the previous stars, this one was incredibly tiny. So small that it seemed that it could be snuffed at any moment. Despite that, the dragon’s gaze brightened considerably at the view of this star.

Murmuring to itself in a surprisingly womanly voice, "It seems like my vision was a little off and I woke up a little later than I should have."

Stretching her paw in the direction of the star, the dragon suddenly stopped and watched as a red color slowly engulfed a corner of the previously-golden star.

“Blood, war, destruction, and power.”

The dragon frowned as she observed the star and hesitated a little before finally putting back her paw and curling back to sleep.

The last thought as her eyes closed was, It still isn't time yet.
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Sol, who was currently walking in the hallway of the Highland castle felt a shiver pass down his spine.

"Your Highness?" Setsuna and Milia, seeing him suddenly stop, were wondering what was happening.

"No, it’s nothing. Let's go."

I need to talk to Medea or Freya before the date tomorrow.

He had felt like someone was observing him. But the sensation was so ethereal and went away so quickly that he even thought it was an illusion.

Since his super-senses caught something weird, it would be stupid of him to not investigate it. Still, the only reason why he wasn't too worried was that, ...It feels… warm?

It was a weird feeling. It reminded him of the way Lilith, Milia, and Camelia looked at him when he was just a child. A stare filled with caring love. What's more, his blood seemed to boil a little as if it was resonating with someone.

Tiamat? Or another dragon?

It was possible, but it was dangerous to jump to conclusions without enough evidence.

No matter. Let's focus on what is happening now.

Finally reaching a large black-and-red door guarded by two knights, Sol's group stopped for a short while as they waited to be announced.
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In the dining room, a young red-haired man gazed with an impassive expression on his face as he observed those already seated around him.

The table was long and rectangular. No one sat at the head of the table, as it was reserved for the crown prince. On the right side of the table was his grandfather, followed by his grand-uncle, Gerald Highland. On the left side was his sister, followed by him.

After them were the highest-ranked nobles on either side of the table, with the lowest-ranked one, a knight, seated next to him.

A piece of rhythmic and powerful music sounded in his ears, partially covering the noise of discussions and laughter.

Even though nothing seemed wrong on the surface, inwardly, he was seething at the pitiful sight.

Grandfather is too…

He stopped himself from going farther. Even though he didn't accept some, well, many of the choices of his grandfather, it was a fact that the man was an idol in his eyes.

But–only as a warrior and a general.

As a noble, on the other hand, he was a total failure.

Calming himself and being sure that he didn't show his frustration, he looked once again at the pitiful number of people at the table and, more than their numbers, their ranks were the problem.

Many knights, some barons, three viscounts, and one earl. Not even one of the ten marquesses.

To think that only such a pitiful group could be reunited after a call from one of the four Dukes. At this rate, it wouldn't be long before the Highland family was erased, like many Ducal families before them.

That's why we need to win the unconditional support of the prince.

The kingdom of Lustberg followed a simple system. The highest-ranked were the members of the royal family. After them, came the Dukes, then the Marquesses, then Earls, Viscounts, Barons, and finally Knights.

The Highland family was the oldest noble family still active. They were one of the four Ducal families. People should be running trying to please them or submit under them.

Sadly, the reality was that, in terms of influence, even some Marquesses were higher-ranked than them.

What's more, the fact that the knights could sit on the same table as the viscounts or an earl was completely astonishing.

Ares wasn't the kind who discriminated against people based on their titles. He didn't think that he was superior to anyone thanks to his blood. He believed that everyone had equal chances to prove themselves.

But, How can grandfather just let the situation continue?

He knew the difference between his ideals and reality. Just because he didn't discriminate, it didn't mean that they should allow such a scene to happen.

The worst was that He wanted His Highness to share the same table.

Just thinking about that was enough for him to feel like flipping the table and screaming at his grandfather and his twin sister.

In his opinion, they had already gone past the line after what happened in front of their door. Such a new slight could push them to be completely blacklisted.

Goddess above, please help us. Praying in his heart, he waited anxiously before finally hearing one of the servants announce,

"His Highness the Crown Prince, Sol Dragona Luxuria and his retinue."

His heart missed a beat before he took hold of himself and braced himself for whatever was about to happen. Despite that, some of his worries could still be seen on his face and this didn't escape the Duke's notice.

Shaking his head, he raised his hand and the chatter immediately died down before he stood up, followed by all those present.

He loved his two grandchildren dearly, but for all his smartness, Ares was sadly not well-suited for the position of heir. Keeping him as an advisor for Athena was the best solution.
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The moment Sol entered, thanks to his outstanding memory, he immediately began to match faces with those he knew from documents his teacher in politics always made him learn.

Out of all of them, he could only recognize the Earl and the Viscount. As for the other ones, since he didn't recognize them, it means that they were of a rather low rank.

For a moment, he began to wonder if the Duke was fucking around with him again, but after seeing the helpless and agitated expression of the Duke’s grandchild as well as the familiar face of his Uncle Gerald, Sol immediately calmed down and judged that the situation of the Highland was worse than he thought.

Silence followed him as he walked in the room under the curious stares of the nobles present, before he finally sat on the head chair, Setsuna and Milia standing behind him.

"You may sit."

"By your grace."The voices were united and sounded powerfully in his ears before they all sat in unison.

I see…

Sol immediately got rid of any thoughts about the Highland family being pitiful.

What they lacked in rank, they made it up with power and unity.

That old bastard is far more dangerous than I thought.

He had already understood a little of it when he saw how the soldiers didn't hesitate to follow the Duke’s order earlier in the afternoon.

To think it would even extend to the nobles.

It was an impressive display of charisma and control.

What he didn't see was how cold Milia's eyes became. She understood the current situation even better than Sol. Inwardly, she had already decided that if the Duke didn't join Sol and insisted on remaining neutral, then she would simply have him die ‘accidentally’ during the war that was coming once they were sure to win.

No matter what, at the end of this week, Sol must have absolute control over the kingdom. Anyone standing in the way of this plan is a hindrance that needs to be erased without any pity.

This was her creed. This was her way. Even if she had to walk through a bloody path, she would never regret it.


Chapter 26


Ch 26: Dinner



The atmosphere was slightly restrained as the food was served by the servants. Once this was done, all eyes gathered on Sol.

From what Sol knew, in his old world, nobles generally never ate anything that hadn't been tested by their servants first. This was to prevent being poisoned.

In Gaia, nobles were a little different. Poison simply didn't work the same way. Alchemy and medicine weren't particularly developed, for the simple reason that they could heal everything either with their own regenerative abilities, with magic, or by asking a priestess to pray for them.

This made it so that poison that could affect people with mana was non-existent. Of course, this didn't mean they didn't exist.

Sol, thanks to his dragon physique, was immune to many things even before his awakening. Poison technically being one of them.

But,

"Your Highness, please."

Taking a step forward, Milia gave a bow before letting her hand hover over the food in front of Sol. Her hand shone with a blue light.

This was a form of mana usage that could determine the presence of mana in any substance.

None of the noble's present frowned at Milia's action. This wasn't a question of trust or doubt. Sol and Lilin were currently the sole heirs of the throne, with Sol being the only one having activated his blessing. There was simply no way he would take any kind of risk.

Once Milia was done with her inspection, and was sure that there was nothing dangerous in the food, she bowed again before taking a step back.

This was something that they had decided in advance.

There was no absolute in this world. He may be immune to poison on paper, but it would be too late to regret if he ever ingested a poison that surpassed his limits. Better be safe than sorry.

Taking his knife and his fork, he gently cut the steaming steak in front of him before taking a bite.

"This is truly delicious."

This was enough as permission, and soon, everyone was now eating.

At first, they were still a little restrained, but as time passed and they saw that Sol wasn't too strict, they relaxed considerably and began to discuss more jovially.

No one observing this table would ever imagine that they were nobles. It wasn't hard to understand why. Some noble titles could be obtained with enough achievement in war. It was clear that all of the nobles present here were previously soldiers under the order of the Duke.
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While most of the rest of the table was in discussion, the head of the table — Sol, Tyr, Gerald, Athena, and Ares — was silent.

Athena was observing Sol with interest. His earlier display really surprised her, and it was hard to think that someone with such a tyrannical aura could be so calm and gentle.

She wasn't particularly interested in romance, but she had to admit that Sol was truly the perfect groom for any woman in Lustburg.

{Is there something on my face?}

She nearly jumped when she heard the voice near her ear. Still, her reflex kicked in and she stayed calm. She also knew what had happened.

<<Whisper>>

If mana could be used to amplify the voice, like Lilith had done during her speech this morning, it was also possible to use it to lower and direct the voice.

Still, this wasn't something a newbie mana user should be able to do. It needed an incredible amount of control. Of course, after all those years she was also able to use it.

{I am sorry for staring too much, Your Highness. Though I must admit that your face is truly attractive.}

She wasn't a shy girl by any means.

Sol, hearing the compliment, smiled, and observed Athena.

Her name aside, which made him once again wonder what was the relationship between this world and his previous one, she was truly a gorgeous woman.

Her bright red hair and her equally red dress gave her the appearance of a wild beauty. Her forms weren't particularly impressive when compared to the adult women he knew, but she was by no means slim.

One could say that her curves were perfect. Neither too much nor not enough.

{You are no less gorgeous. I must say, I have heard of your exploits and I am truly impressed by your results.}

Sol might not know every noble, but how could he not have at least a basic understanding of the heirs who would serve him in the future?

Athena was a woman worthy of respect, in his opinion. He had always liked strong independent women and she fitted this to a T.

In terms of pure power, she wasn't particularly remarkable. But on a battlefield, her abilities were simply nightmares for any enemies.

There was no doubt that he would need her help during the war that was approaching and as such having an amicable relationship with her was a necessity.

{Hahaha, thank you, Your Highness. Speaking of which, I have always been curious about you. Well, I guess everyone has always been curious about you.}

Sol gave a bitter smile. It wasn't like he could say that he basically never left the church or the Tower of Babel because of his overprotective aunt.

{I can guess. Still, now I will appear more regularly in public. So I guess we will have more opportunities to discuss.}

The two continued to chat idly, unaware of the silence that had slowly befallen around them.

<<Whisper>> was truly a good way to discuss in secret. But it suffered from some flaws.

The first one is that since it was a mana technique, it had mana fluctuations and could be felt if someone was careful enough.

Secondly, no matter how much you whispered, you still had to move your mouth to speak.

As such, what the people at the table were seeing was the prince and the heiress murmuring without any sound while looking at each other.

"Ahem. Your Highness."

Sol was startled when Gerald spoke to him. He was about to ask what was the matter when he finally remarked that all eyes were on him. It didn't take long for him to understand what happened. More than anything, the grin on the Duke face made Sol want to punch him.

Coughing a little to hide his embarrassment, he began eating again and ignored the teasing light dancing in the eyes of the other people at the table.

"Do you think his highness and the lady are hooking up?"

"Who knows. But they seemed to be really interested in each other."

"Is His Highness a womanizer?"

"Perhaps? At least he seems to know how to handle women. Never saw the lady smile like that when discussing with a boy."

"Ohhh. Then perhaps the lady will finally find a husband?"

"Incredible… I had already bet she wouldn't marry before at least thirty."

"I had a bet that she would never marry."

"Hey, don't insult the lady. I had bet that she was into girls."

Such discussion began to fly around. Even though they were murmuring and didn't whisper, when so many people talked at the same time it was hard to not hear them.

Athena blushed in anger about this betting she never heard about.

"You bastard! Who the hell began this betting?"

All the nobles feel silent before directing their eyes on the Duke, who was grinning. "Ohohoh~! To think my loyal soldiers would betray me so easily." He said with a great laugh.

He slowly caressed his beard, while dodging the murderous eyes of his granddaughter.

Everyone else began to laugh, while Athena began to berate the Duke.

Looking at them like that, Sol had to admit that he felt envy.

His diners were generally with Lilith and Lilin. Never of which were particularly talkative. He had never felt such warmth during dinner. So much laughter and happiness. It was truly a new experience that he relished greatly.

Smiling inwardly, Sol began to hope even more that the Duke would truly take his side.

{They are interesting, right?}

This time, it was Gerald who whispered to him. His eyes still glued on the scene, Sol nodded, {Indeed. They are truly a funny bunch.}

Gerald, also looking at this scene, gave a warm smile.

{My brother is someone who sees all his soldiers as family. Many of his most-trusted generals even call him father or grandfather. He isn't the best example of a noble. But… He is someone truly worth respecting.}

Swirling a glass of wine in his hand, he took a sip before continuing.

{Sol, later, if you wish you’ll be able to discuss matters alone with my brother. Sadly, even though I wish to support you, I do not have enough power to sway his opinion. So the result will depend on you. I wish you success.}

Sol, hearing this heartfelt advice felt a pang in his heart. He wished, really wished from the bottom of his heart that there was nothing wrong with Gerald.

I hope that Milia's investigation will show how trustworthy you are.

He refused to believe that the one who took care of him all those years could be a traitor. But he refused to leave anything to luck. Letting the goddesses throw the die was the most stupid decision anyone could take.


Chapter 27


Ch 27: Zone Vs Intent



The dinner went as well as possible. The atmosphere was bright and friendly. Even though they did not forget their manners and weren't rude to Sol, he knew that he was already much closer to them.

The truth of the matter was that, at his current level, it was impossible to win a war alone. He needed soldiers. He needed generals. He needed many things and this was but the first step out of many.

It didn't take long for the dinner to end and the guests to depart. Each of them presented themselves to him by giving their titles and names in the utmost respect. They had seen what he was capable of and didn't underestimate him.

In the end, the only ones still present were the Highland family, Sol, Milia, and Setsuna.

"Your Highness, how was the dinner?" to his right, the Duke asked with a tranquil smile.

"I must admit that it was refreshingly interesting. I thank you for this invitation."

"This old man is truly happy if it pleases you."

Sol returned an affable smile and waited for the old man to finish his thoughts.

"Then, Your Highness, could I ask for a meeting between the two of us? I would like to discuss important matters." Saying so, he rose from his seat and bowed slightly.

Having no reason to refuse, since this was also his goal, Sol nodded without worry. He indicated to Milia and Setsuna to not follow him, before standing and following the Duke.

Now alone, Athena turned to Setsuna and Milia, who still stood behind Sol’s chair without movement. Squinting a little, she asked, "Setsuna, was it? I would have never thought that you were the Gladiator Queen. I remember having invited your fake persona to serve in the army. But I was coldly refused. I think I understand why now."

She wasn't the only one. Setsuna, the Gladiator Queen, was an exceptional individual. She clearly had the talent to reach close to the highest levels possible without much difficulty. Only time was necessary. As such, she had received invitations from basically all the Dukes and Marquesses.

Despite that, she rejected them all. No one knew why, and some even tried to eliminate her because of this, but they were all unable to determine her true identity.

Now though, Athena understood. How could a warrior of such caliber accept working for a noble when she was already the knight of the future king?

Setsuna, hearing this, had to search her memory before remembering what Athena was talking about. "I do not really remember your letter in particular. I was, and will always be, loyal to His Highness. So I simply refused all those invitations."

Of course, she hadn't always been this loyal to him. At first, she was simply thinking of using him and obtaining the protection of the royal family as a springboard for her revenge.

But, that day when she and Sol had met Edea for the first time, when he stood in front of her while she was crippled with fear and unable to move. That moment, that instant, as she watched his small, shivering but steadfast back, he became her sun.

He became the light that would illuminate her path that was shrouded in darkness and hatred.

From then on, she began to observe him, his actions, his thoughts, his words. Everything was dazzling for her. Her crush slowly transformed into a fierce love and loyalty over the years.

Wolves were one of the most-loyal creatures ever and werewolves weren't any different. This was also one of the reasons why her uncle’s act of treason took everyone by surprise.

Wolves do not betray.

"... Setsuna…?"

She was brought back from her thoughts by Milia's voice. Giving a weak smile, she motioned that everything was alright.

Athena looked thoughtfully at Setsuna for a while before smiling brightly. "I like you. If I still had enough capacity to accept a new partner, I would certainly fight over you with Sol."

Her smile was pure and shining, without an ounce of sarcasm or ill intention. Watching her like that, Setsuna also gave a smile of her own.

"Even if you had enough capacity, I would have never chosen you. My sole and only master is His Highness. No one else."

This was her heartfelt thought and Athena, hearing those words, did not get offended but rather began to laugh out loud, a laugh of pure happiness.

In her mind, if you wanted to judge someone, then you should observe the people that surround them. After all, birds of a feather flock together. She could already judge that the maid next to Setsuna was also fiercely loyal to Sol.

If someone could obtain such a pure devotion, either they were masters in manipulation, or they were people worthy of befriending.

Your Highness, I am becoming even more curious about you.

This was the first time that she had expressed interest in someone of the opposite sex. If he knew about it, the Duke would cry tears of joy, while cursing at all the money he would lose because of the bet he made.
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While the discussion was ongoing in the dining room, the Duke, unaware of his possible future loss, was pouring one of the most-expensive liquors in his possession for Sol before finally taking a seat as well.

They were in a different room than the one where Sol had spied upon them before. It was a cozy place, with soft music playing in the background and a fire warming the room.

"This liquor was specially-created by the dwarves, who are the greatest masters in that domain. I had to spend a pretty large sum of gold coins just to obtain some of this collection. It's called Eternal Dream."

"Eternal Dream?"

"Indeed. It's a special mix. The effects are rather strong. It's said that even an ogre would be down after drinking one glass full of it. What do you think? Would you like to take on this old man in a drinking match? What if we added a bet?"

"...What kind of bet?"

"If you win, I will accede to any one of your requests, as long as it doesn't put my house in danger. If you lose, the same condition applies to me. What do you think? Will you bet with this old man?"

Seeing the serious look on the crown prince's face, Tyr nodded with approval. At least the prince wasn't someone frivolous.

What he didn't know was that Sol was putting on such a serious expression because he was doing his best to not break down in laughter.

Dragons were beings immune to pretty much all poisons, and, despite how good it tasted, alcohol was a poison for the body and as such could be erased without even making him drunk.

He was debating whether he should be honest and tell the truth about his immunity, or wait to bully that old geezer a little.

In the end, he sighed and chose to speak, "I cannot get drunk."

"O-hoh?" The Duke was a little surprised before he caught on fast.

Coughing a little to hide his embarrassment over this slight episode, he took a profound gulp before putting down his glasses and throwing a steady gaze at Sol.

"First thing first — why did you warn me? You would have easily won if you had just stayed quiet. Or perhaps you have naive thoughts, such as cheating is bad? If so, I would be very disappointed."

"I do not think using my natural gift can be called ‘cheating.’ If it was a normal bet, I would have used my constitution to my advantage without any hesitation. But, this isn't just a bet. I don’t just wish to win. What I truly wish to obtain is—your loyalty."

Hearing this straightforward answer, the Duke sighed before filling his glass once again. Looking at the ember liquid, the Duke face became clouded for a short while before slowly hardening.

"Your Highness, let me ask you one question… Do you know the meaning of war?"

The atmosphere had completely changed. Before this, Sol was facing a somewhat funny and gentle old man; now though, he was truly facing Tyr, Duke Highland.

This was a man who had outlived two kings and participated in the greatest wars of mankind, while standing on the front line and still surviving.

<<War zone: screams of thousands soldiers>>

If intent was the fourth out the six steps for a mana user, then the zone was fifth.

It was an imposition of one's own vision of the world into the real world. A fusion between illusion and reality. One could say that observing the zone of warriors was the easiest way to understand him.

The Duke zone was filled with blood and tears.

Filled with screams and despair.

Filled with carnage and destruction.

Filled with soldiers charging and dying for the smallest chance of victory.

This was the world in his eyes.

For him. There was nothing glorious about war.

War meant pain. War meant death. War meant parting.

Facing this scene worthy of hell itself, facing this living legend in his full might, a lesser man would have flinched and bowed his head. But Sol — smiled.

He knew nothing of the pain of war.

He knew nothing of the feeling of loss and the feelings of pain.

He knew neither hunger nor despair.

But he had seen the true face of a goddess and had his mind nearly crushed.

Compared to that, no matter how powerful the projection of the Duke was, at the end of the day it was nothing more than a mortal vision of the world.

<<Tyrant intent: Dragon Fear>>

In the world, while the power system was relatively vague, the steps all needed to take were the same. Mana users needed six steps to reach the summit:

Reinforcement

Cladding

Materialization

Intent

Zone

And finally… Avatar.
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<<War zone: Screams of Thousands Soldiers>>

<<Tyrant intent: Dragon Fear>>

The intent represented the will of a person to act. Killing intent, fighting intent, tyrant intent. Since a person could make different choices and perform different actions, one person could use thousands of intents.

But the zone was different. It represented the supreme truth lying in the heart. One person could only have one zone, even though said zone could change.

As Sol reviewed the information about the zone, he knew why the Duke was showing him this scene.

The zone was the supreme truth. The zone represented the outlook of the life of the user.

The zone was not only a supreme weapon but also a supreme weak point since not only did it show everything about the user, but its destruction could bring the user on the path of insanity.

Looking at the scene in front of him, Sol understood more than ever how gruesome war was.

There was no glory in war.

There was no joy in war.

Even the victor had to stand on the bodies of his soldiers.

Children who will never see their parents again.

Parents who will never see their children again.

This was the true ugliness of the thing known as war.

"Your Highness, as of now, I have lived for three generations." The voice of the Duke sounded so far away from him. There was none of its usual joviality. Only gloom and sadness.

"I fought against Wratharis more times than I can count. I fought against the greedy dwarves. I fought against the cunning demons. I fought against the prideful elves. More than anything, I fought against the incarnations of gluttony. I have fought for so long. More than the number of years you have lived."

Sol listened attentively. This was the wisdom of the old.

"Your Highness, do you know? I see every soldier as my child. From the foot soldiers to the high and mighty generals. I see all of them as precious children of the kingdom I swore to protect all those years ago.

"Your Highness. Let me ask you again. What is war?"

Sol continued to fight back the pressure of the zone with his intent. But inwardly, he asked himself the question.

What is war?

As someone from a modern world, he could give many answers.

Speaking, war is an intense armed conflict between states, governments, societies, or paramilitary groups such as mercenaries, insurgents, and militias.

From an economic standpoint, war was a fight necessary to obtain more space and resources.

Ideally speaking, war is the place where heroes rise.

From a realistic standpoint, war is death and destruction.

From a cynical standpoint, war is the game of the higher-ups and the sacrifices of the lower people.

So many definitions. So many ways. But if you asked Sol to answer this question. Then he could only give one answer.

"I do not know."

The atmosphere stagnated as the zone seemed to vacillate a little. The fragile balance seemed to tilt in Sol's favor.

The Duke looked at him with curiosity in his eyes as he smiled mysteriously, "You do not know?"

"Indeed. I do not know."

The intent of Sol intensified at those words.

"All my life has been blissful. Even though my parents died, I do not remember them and as such have no particular feeling of sadness over it. I’ve never had to starve. Never had to suffer. Never felt lost and never fought for my life. As such, what could I know about war?"

Sol was someone who always refused to overestimate himself. It was one thing to show pride. It was another thing to change it into arrogance.

The one standing in front of him was a veteran who fought for more years than he had lived in this world. Any answer he would give by using his knowledge would be without substance.

In his old world, Sol had been nothing more than a random teenager who had never experienced any particular events. In this world, the greatest extent of his suffering was some harsh training he received from his aunt.

What could he understand about war?

What could he understand about pain and suffering?

"I know nothing and this is exactly why!"

His tone changed from a calm breeze to a raging tornado.

"This is exactly why I need your loyalty!"

His intent was slowly changing even as the words left his mouth.

"A king is the leader of a kingdom. But a king is in no way omnipotent.

"There are many things I do not know. As such it's necessary for me to surround myself with people who do know!

"What I need are trustworthy comrades who will accompany me on the path I am about to follow!

"What I need is a close advisor who will guide me on the path of greatness!

"What I need–are people full of experience and worthy of trust."

Standing up, Sol looked down on the old Duke.

Pointing at him, "I do not know war. But you do."

"I have no experience with war. But you do."

"I do not understand the pain of war. But you do."

"If you are truly the greatest general of this kingdom, if you are truly the one who went through thousands of battlefields but still came out alive, I ask you. Right here, right now, are you willing to make an oath!? Will you swear allegiance to me?!”

The zone of the Duke was no more. All around him was golden light so pure and so bright it was blinding.

<<Ruler intent: Dragon Awe>>

Looking at the young prince bathed in such a light in front of him, the Duke could feel his heart racing and his blood boiling.

How long had he waited for such words?

Standing up, he looked deeply in the eyes of Sol and–slowly put one knee on the ground.

"Tyr Highland, do you swear allegiance?"

Putting his left fist over his heart and his right hand behind his back, the Duke answered loud and clear.

"I, Tyr Highland, in front of the goddess, do swear that I will be faithful and bear true allegiance to His Highness Sol Dragona Luxuria, as well as his heirs and successors, according to law. Until death!"

Once the Duke swore allegiance to Sol, the atmosphere between the two of them became far lighter. They didn't really discuss much about the upcoming war as they still had about half-a-year or more for it to really begin.

Just as Sol was about to leave, the Duke spoke. "By the way, Your Highness, I would like to propose my granddaughter as one of your official knights and concubines."

In this world, polygamy was pretty common. There could only be one true wife, married in front of the goddesses, but it wasn't impossible to have an official concubine or several concubines.

For the royal family, blood was really important, since any child could get the blessing. As such, only the wife and the official concubine had the right to give birth to children.

Still, this didn't stop Sol from being surprised at this proposal.

"You do understand that a concubine has much less right than a wife? With her pedigree, Lady Athena can be the main and most likely unique wife of any noble in the kingdom."

The Duke smiled bitterly. "The position of Athena is complicated. She is the heiress of the family and her children will take the helm after her. Getting a husband means giving the power of a Duke's family in the hand of someone else."

He shook his head as he continued, "Athena understands how important her marriage is for the continuation of the family. She understands it so much that she is burdening herself with it. This is why I always joke about it — I don't want her to feel too stifled."

He sighed, "At the end of the day, I am just a poor greedy old man. I want her happiness, but I can't discard the family for it either. But with you, it's different."

It didn't take long for Sol to understand, "The chance of a child of the official concubine being blessed is inferior to that of a child from the official wife. If the child between the two of us isn't blessed, he or she will automatically take over your house."

Giving a slight smile, the Duke nodded. But Sol didn't stop.

"What's more, the current situation of the Highland family isn't particularly bright. Getting a direct connection to the royal family means that you will be able to revitalize the family."

"Yes."

"Finally, at the end of day, a vow can still be broken. So by giving her to me, you are basically giving me a hostage to control your family; you are also placing a spy next to me who will work hard for the better of your family."

He had to admit that it was a pretty thoughtful plan. What is more, it was so straightforward that it didn't hide anything.

The Duke maintained his smile as he waited for Sol's answer.

The silence lasted for a short time before Sol spoke.

"I do not know enough about Lady Athena to accept such a serious relationship with her. But I can accept her as a knight. Once I form a contract with my first partner, I will officially confer her with the knight title."

If it had just been about a fling, Sol would have been happy to accept. Athena was a beautiful and interesting woman. But he didn't want to play with her body while not being sincere about their relationship.
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After he left the room, he found Milia and Setsuna already in his bedroom, waiting for him. They sensed the clash of energy between Sol and the Duke, but did not try to intervene, since it was clear there hadn’t been a fight.

After giving a summary of what happened, and having a happy moment with Milia, with Setsuna helping a little on the side by giving him fellatio, he closed his eyes and fell asleep in bliss.

Meanwhile, in the Duke’s office, he sat calmly as he faced his beloved granddaughter.

The two seemed content to stay silent as they silently sipped their drinks.

"As you have asked, I proposed your hand to the prince. He seemed reluctant to accept it, but he agreed to take you as a knight."

Athena didn't react to those words. She simply looked down at the reflection of her face in the amber liquid and downed her glass in one go. The liquor seemed to burn her throat, making her feel alive more than ever.

"I see."

Athena had absolutely no opinion about her marriage. She wasn't one of those silly girls, so enamored with romance that they forgot their responsibilities.

She was a Highland.

She was born with a golden spoon in her mouth.

But being born with so many perks means that she needed to repay them.

That's why she had never settled down before. She had never found the perfect candidate. At least until now.

Her brother thought that he was the only one who could see the situation of their family. She was sure that in his eyes, she and their grandfather were just brutes who couldn't see the reality of what they were facing.

The truth was, she understood more than anyone the situation they were in, and she was willing to pay any price to protect the family.

"Please, don't make such a face, Granddad. This is my own decision. What’s more, it isn't as if I am throwing myself to some weird guy."

This was one of the reasons she discussed with Setsuna. She wanted to ascertain what kind of man he was, and she had to admit that she wasn't disappointed.

"But…"

Tyr opened his mouth, before finally closing it and sighing while hanging his head down. "Forgive this old man."

The Duke was a legend. Someone who had gone through more battlefields than anyone else in Lustburg. But, at the end of the day, the Duke was only a mortal. He was old. Too old. His power wasn't at the same level as in his past. His health was slowly declining.

Sooner or later he would die, either in the next war or of old age.

This was an inevitability. This was the destiny of all mortals.

The only way to avoid the power of the Highland family being chipped away after his death was to get a backer.

Still, even though he understood that, he couldn't help but feel bitter in his heart.

His sole source of happiness was that the prince was indeed a good young man. The fact that he didn't immediately accept the proposal pleased him even more.

"I had already prepared to hand down all the power of the family to you and go on holidays in our duchy. Seems like I still have much to do."

Deciding to lighten the atmosphere, she made a simple joke. "Hahaha~! Sorry old man. I will wring your old bones dry before letting you go."

The two of them laughed and filled their glass before tricking again.


Chapter 28


Ch 28: Prelude To A Date



The next day, Sol was awoken by a tingling sensation coming from his crotch. Feeling himself ejaculating, he opened his eyes, only to view a sea of blue hair moving up and down while a pleasant sensation made his body shiver in pleasure.

Once he had finished ejaculating, he sighed and began to caress Setsuna's head, her wolf ears flickering as she closed her eyes.

*Gulp* *Gulp*

"Good morning, Sol."

"Good morning, Setsuna."

Setsuna, having swallowed everything, smiled at him as she rose from his crotch.

He admired her beautiful figure while doing so. It was the tight and sculpted body of someone who trained regularly. She basically had no fat, aside from her bountiful breasts and her well-toned butt. Since she had evidently woken not long ago, her long blue hair was still a little ruffled, giving her a wild look.

Each time he looked at her like that, he couldn't help but curse the fact that he couldn't go all the way for now. Still, it wouldn't take long. Just a few days.

"Where is Milia?" He asked as he saw her take a towel bath.

"Hum~ it seems like she visited the kitchen to make sure that they would prepare a good breakfast for you."

"I see."

Saying so, he also left the bed and followed her to the bath.

Today promised to be an interesting day. After all… He had a date with a witch.
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In a beautifully furnished room worthy of a princess, a young, white-haired girl looked at herself anxiously through a full-body mirror.

She was wearing a short black flowing skirt and a white short-sleeved shirt. Her attire was completed by a white sun hat, giving her the appearance of a young lady from a rich family.

"Do you think he will like it?" She said while tugging at the hem of the skirt. "Also, isn't it a little too shameless to wear such a short skirt?"

A snicker sounded from behind her, making the white-haired girl blush heavily.

There, on a queen-sized bed, a young, pink-haired girl was seated with a smile on her face. "It's your fault for staying in the seal for so long. Fashion doesn't stop, you know. Look at me!"

"It’s exactly because I’m looking at you that I’m worried. Your fashion sense has always been flawed, even back then."

"Hey! My fashion sense isn't flawed. I just like this color. Compared to black, green, or — red — it packs quite a punch, right?"

Medea sensed the pause at the color ‘red,’ making her expression collapse a little. Sighing a little, she asked, "Is the news you shared about Sister really reliable? Has she really joined the other side?"

Freya frowned a little, "I am sure it's just a mistake. There is no way she would do so. Mother just wants me to find her and ascertain the situation."

Shaking her head, her usual-frivolous smile came back, as she jumped from the bed and came up behind Medea before cupping her breasts over the clothes.

"Anyway, leave Kali to me. You should worry about your date first. The competition is pretty high. Even more with your childish body."

Medea blushed as she twisted her body from Freya's grasp. "I am not that small!"

"Hahaha~! Indeed. Size-wise you are quite normal when compared to a normal teenage girl. But when compared to women like that Camelia, Milia, or Lilith, you still have a long way to go."

Medea groaned at that. This was something she could do nothing about. It was already a miracle that she could have pushed her development to at least look like a teen. After all, normally a witch didn't look any different than a preteen girl.

After playing enough, Freya placed her chin on Medea's head, her eyes full showing a complex light. “I know I already asked, but are you serious about all this?"

Freya wouldn't have been worried if it was just a fling. The curse of the witch wasn't really a problem if they just went out with long-living races like demons or elves, and if they just did it one or two times. Plus, there were always some weird guys who wanted to try new things even if it meant losing some lifespan.

Aside from that, some unscrupulous witches didn't really care if they stole the full lifespan of their partners, and simply went wild.

But the situation with Medea was different. No matter how you viewed it, the relationship between the two of them wasn't a fling and since Sol was a half-dragon, his lifespan should be counted in thousands of years.

Medea fell silent for a short while. "I would be lying if I said I wasn't afraid." Even now, the betrayal of Jupiter still stung the deepest part of her heart. But, "I want to give it a chance."

Nothing would change if she just continued to cry and fear.

"Do you really love him?"

This was a hard question for Medea. Her relationship with Sol was still a little blurry.

"I… I don't really know, to be honest. But, when I am with him, I am happy. I feel loved and appreciated. I feel relaxed and know I can be myself without any facade."

What is love? This was a very hard question. Everyone has a different perspective of love and different reasons to fall in love.

Still, as she remembered his passionate confession, her heart couldn't help but skip a beat and her face heated up considerably.

Freya didn't miss this reaction, and gave a bitter smile. "Well, I guess your feelings will be fixed very soon."

At the end of the day, she was just a big sister. Thankfully, Sol seemed way more trustworthy than Jupiter and he didn't have the same egotistical arrogance.

What's more, she had to admit that he wasn't bad at all.

How long ago was my last relationship?

She didn't really remember. She wasn't particularly interested in men's and women's relationships. After trying it a few times over the centuries, to understand what was the big deal about it, the result was a little disappointing.

But more than anything,

I wonder what it feels like to be a mother.

This was the greatest question no witches could ever answer. Though perhaps not for long.

Thinking about that, she smiled mischievously and whispered something to Medea's ear, making the Witch of Time do the impossible and blush more than ever.
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Meanwhile, in another place in the capital of Lustburg, in the castle belonging to the Traver family, a short, overweight man was patiently listening to a young man clad in armor.

"So the dinner with the prince went well and he convened with the Duke away from prying eyes?"

"..."

"I see. Ohohoh~! Seems like the prince got the support of that old man, or is it the opposite? Well, no matter. This isn't particularly surprising."

Despite his amusing and round form, Duke Traver wasn't someone who could be underestimated. After all, the only way to become Duke in their family was to outclass everyone as a merchant, using any means possible.

Bribes, threats, assassination, alliances, betrayals, begging. He had stopped at nothing, and rose from the least-favored to the most-favored. His name was Hermes, Duke Traver.

Next to Hermes, a short but obviously mature woman asked with a small smile. "So, little boy, what will you do?"

The Duke gave a bitter smile at this question. Ideally, he wished to have been neutral in this situation. After all, they were merchants. They were also the direct link to Greed Dike, and as such made many important trades.

But, he hadn't reached his current position by luck. It was thanks to his power. Something not particularly powerful but terribly useful. He simply called it:

<<Gambler’s Instinct>>

It was a skill that had saved his life and his business many times, and right here, right now, that skill was screaming at him:

Do not stand opposite to the royal family.

Do not stay neutral.

Every time he even slightly entertained the thought of going against it, goosebumps would cover his body.

Sagging a little in his seat, he sighed, "No need to fret, aunt Theresa. I will take care of it."

The short mature woman, Theresa, smiled gracefully. Inwardly though, she thought to herself. I was too ashamed to finally meet my godson without at least a fitting gift. This should do, right? Or perhaps I should really give him some property outside of Lustburg?
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She was Theresa Gustav, daughter of Mongov Gustav, and an old companion of Mars Lustburg.

She wasn't a genius fighter like Lilith.

She wasn't a powerful healer like Camelia.

She did not have the power of Blaze.

Neither did she have the knowledge of Persephone.

Then how come was she able to stand out in such a group?

The answer was simple. Theresa Gustav was rich. Very, very rich.

And she felt no hesitation in using that money towards her own ends..


Chapter 29


Ch 29: Sweet Date



After finally leaving the Highland’s territory, Sol went back to the Tower and changed into his previous adventurer’s disguise. He then went back to the plaza to wait for Medea.

Once again standing in front of the sculpture depicting his parents, Sol couldn't help but have mixed feelings, a combination of stress and eagerness. He could even feel butterflies in his stomach.

This wasn’t too surprising because even though he was already used to women, Medea was without a doubt his first love and the first woman he had confessed to.

Sol wasn't a hypocrite. Even though he had a harem and seriously loved all his women, he admitted to himself that it was impossible to love them all at the same level.

After all, even a mother had her favorite one in a family with many children.

That made this date all the more important for him. He did not wish for a perfect date but, he at least wanted a sweet date that wouldn't end in a heavy note, like his last one with Lilith.

"Good morning, mister. May I bother you?" Hearing the womanly voice close to him, Sol immediately turned to face the source of the voice and was surprised by how close it was to him.

"Excuse me?"

He was further surprised by the appearance of the one who greeted him. If he had one word to describe her, then it would be green.

A green long robe that hid her somewhat-voluptuous body despite her slightly short frame.

Beautiful long green hair that reached to her butt.

Clear green eyes that showed a gentle expression full of compassion.

Sol couldn't help but feel like he was facing nature itself when standing in front of her.

He had only felt something like that when facing women like Lilith and Camelia. This brought him to conclude that this was without a doubt an incredibly powerful woman.

"Ah! Sorry, I did not present myself, what a blunder. You can call me Miss P. How may I call you, mister?"

This is obviously a pseudonym.

"Miss P? I see. Then, you can call me Invictus."

Sol Invictus. The name of the god of the sun in ancient Roma in his old world. It means <Undefeated sun> or <Triumphant sun>.

The woman obviously understood that he was giving a fake name, but didn't seem to care, as she gave a mysterious smile in return.

"Then, Mister Invictus, if it isn't too much of a bother, I would like to ask the direction for the main place for the games? I have to meet someone there, but it's my first time in the capital, you see. So I’m a bit embarrassed to admit that I got lost."

A calm and steady voice. Clearly rich clothes. She’s obviously an educated woman and yet she said that she’s never entered the capital before?

Sol felt a little suspicious. But then again until recently, he had never visited the capital himself. So he could not really nitpick.

"You just have to go south, in the Milaris territory. You should be able to find the place you are searching for." Even though the woman was suspicious as hell, he decided to not make too much a fuss for now.

"I see." Looking at the direction he was pointing, she nodded before smiling and giving a bow, "I am thankful for your help. Well then, Mister Invictus, may you have a good day."

"Same to you."

Waving at her while she was leaving, Sol frowned a little once she was out of sight. Powerful beings weren't rare. But powerful humans were. Perhaps she was really here just for vacation, but he hated to leave things to chance. Sighing, he decided that he needed to ask Milia and Lilith to reinforce the security both in the light and the shadow. He would also describe the woman later.

Well, forget this for now. Now I have a date to enjoy.

His mood didn't stay dampened for too long. He refused to let anything spoil the day.
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"Sol! I hope I didn't make you wait long."

This time, he raised his head and looked at the source of the voice before inhaling deeply. He was mesmerized at first sight.

Her long silver-colored hair was held up by hair sticks. The pure white neck and dangling accessories emphasized her femininity, making her alluring.

The beautiful makeup matched her already beautiful appearance, and her vibe as an innocent beauty was emphasized thoroughly.

"Beautiful." He expressed himself honestly, making Medea blush heavily.

Her bashful look at his sudden compliments was like an arrow piercing his heart.

The usual Medea of his memory was a stern and knowledgeable woman, worthy of respect and admiration. She was also someone who always wore dark and solemn clothes. As such, the current gap was even more impactful.

Thinking so, he approached her and took her hand in his as he smiled.

"Do not worry. I do not mind waiting forever if it's for you." He winked while throwing this corny joke, hoping to help her relax a little.

This seemed to help, as a small smile formed on her face. Gripping her hand even more tightly, he snuggly brought her arm through his, her small but swelling breasts softly pushing against his arm, and he began to walk with her.

"Then, I guess it's time to go."

Medea was a little startled at first, but did not take her arms away though she continued to fidget a little.

"Medea, could it be that you are nervous?"

"Eh? Ahh, yeah… I- I’ve never had a date before… errr, so I was thinking about what I should do."

It was cute how she stammered while answering his questions and his sadistic side nearly reared its head, but he calmed himself down.

"... However. I think something like this is already fine with me."

"Hum?"

"Being together with you makes me really happy. What about you, Sol?"

"I’m also… Yes. I’m very happy."

From the bottom of his heart, he was happy. So happy he thought he would burst.

"Then, let’s just hang out like this, talk about all sorts of stuff, laugh together… and learn a little bit more together. What do you think?"

"Sounds great."

He smiled brightly at her idea while nodding. At the same time, he marveled once again at her.

She seemed childish, yet mature; innocent, yet he could feel her deep and soft affection. Those contradictions were without a doubt the most attractive traits about her.

"Alright! Well then, how about we depart?"

"Yes!"

He squeezed Medea’s hand a little tighter, and she responded with a big smile, as warm as the sun, with her cheeks blushing red.

Sol knew that one of Medea’s favorite things was sweets. As such, while walking, he went towards a slightly trendy street with several confectioneries and restaurants.

When they entered the small candy shop, he felt Medea, who had a sweet tooth, pull his arm along as her eyes sparkled and began looking inside with curiosity and wonder.

In addition to a large number of sweets, all the pastries in the store looked colorful and delicious.

Her love for sweets aside, for Medea who did not observe the exterior for hundreds of years, everything she saw was truly marvelous, new, and intriguing.

Finally choosing several expensive sweets, she was preparing to pay for it but Sol stopped her.

"Ahh, Medea, I’ll pay for it."

"Eh? But I probably have a lot more money than you think."

"But still, hum, we are on a date, and as a man, I want to at least look better. A- Anyway, I’ll pay for this one."

Medea smiled brightly at those words and didn't insist anymore.

Even though those words of his may have seemed rather chauvinistic, he did think that it was normal for the man to treat the girl, at least on their first date.

They bought some candy and left the store. With a smile on his face, Sol took out a candy from her bag and held it out to Medea.

"Here. I’ll feed you some."

"Eh!? W- Wait… Sol?"

"Here, quickly, ahhhh."

Not being able to refuse Sol, who was offering her sweets with a happy smile on his face, Medea had the pleasure and embarrassment of being fed sweets in the middle of a public street.

The two of them could clearly feel the stares they were gathering, but Sol did not care, while Medea was too embarrassed to care anymore.

After she swallowed it, she saw Sol opening his mouth and understood that he wanted to be fed by her as well.

Feeling her hand tremble slightly, she took out a candy and slowly brought it to his mouth.

She yelped in surprise when he not only swallowed the candy but also kept her finger in his mouth, though without biting them.

She then began to shiver a little bit as she felt him lick her finger. It wasn't just because of how sensual it was, but because she could also feel some of his life force gently enter her body.

"S-Sol, please stop. The curse is acting up."

Sol, seemingly uncaring, continued for a short while before taking out her finger with a smile.

"You know that the curse effects on me are basically non-existent, and this is without taking my longevity into account."

Sol chuckled a little at her stunned expression. He didn't know how long a half-dragon could live, but he knew it could easily exceed over a thousand years.

Still, he did not wish for her to live all her life in fear because of the curse. Sooner or later, he would break it for her.

"Well, shall we continue? We still have plenty of time."

This date promised to be very interesting after such a great start.

After the little episode with the curse, even though Medea’s mood dampened for a short while, it didn’t take long for it to pick up again.

The streets were currently crowded, as families, couples, friends, and single people walked around. Joyous music filled the air while the merchants shouted to attract people to their stalls.

Medea could only marvel at all that.

Even though she was sealed, since she could observe everything happening in the Tower, she wasn't completely behind the times, and had a solid idea of what the world looked like.

But, imagination and reality were always different. In her mind, despite all the innovation, the capital of Lustberg was still this little, cold town where she had lived, or rather survived, as a street urchin with hunger and anger in her belly.

It was still this destitute country that needed the protection of the elves to not simply become a huge victim for all the countries.

It was still this war-torn country that was trying to fight for its freedom under her leadership and that of Jupiter.

Thinking of Jupiter, she was surprised to not feel the usual pangs of sadness his name brought her.

"Ea... Medea."

Medea yelped when she finally heard herself being called by Sol. Laughing stiffly, she shook her head and berated herself in her mind.

Don't lose yourself. Sol is doing his best for you.

She knew that this date would eventually lead to many things. Even though at this level her answer was clear to the two of them and more akin to a formality, it was still a very important step in their relationship.

More than anything, this was her first date. She wanted it to be a success.

Meanwhile, Sol hadn't missed the myriad of expressions that flashed across Medea’s face. But it didn't matter. He was willing to take his time for her. She was more than worth it.

He had been thinking about this date yesterday, letting her walk around and explore the city was the best thing.

Like that, until lunchtime, the two of them enjoyed themselves while walking around. Even Medea was feeling a little stuffed from everything they ate.

However, for the two of them, this wasn't a problem. Sol's stomach was bottomless, while Medea could simply rewind the time of her own body.

Deciding to take a rest, Sol found a bench under the shade for them. They weren't particularly tired, to be honest. But sitting a little was always nice.

Once Sol sat, he looked with curiosity at the fidgeting Medea, who seemed to gather her courage, before finally sitting on his lap.

One thing to remember was that Medea wasn't wearing her usual long robe, but rather a simple short skirt.

Sol could feel Medea’s ass through her thin skirt, and it was truly a tremendously destructive force, striking right into his reasoning.

To be specific, he couldn’t move as if he was completely turned to stone because he felt like if he moved, a certain part of his body would react and turn into a stone instead, so he was trying to make an effort in not moving and keeping his mind free from obstructive thoughts.

Thankfully, he was already used to women and so, once the shock passed, he was in control of his urges.

"Today was really fun. Everything seemed to be shining… It made me feel really happy."

"I’m also having a lot of fun with you by my side."

A warm atmosphere seemed to surround the two as they spoke like that.

He hugged Medea from behind as tightly as he could without hurting her. Medea twitched in reaction, but she didn’t seem to be resisting as she let him hug her body, making him feel her soft warmth filling his whole body.

Still feeling the warmth of her body, his hand was heading to the bulges of Medea’s breasts, but he managed to control himself at the last moment. After all, no matter what they decided to do, he would never disrespect her by feeling her up outside on the streets.

Thinking so, he let his hand trail down before taking her hand in his. He felt like his heart was beating so fast it was about to explode.

He wanted to continue like that for the rest of the day, but good times were always fleeting, and he sadly had to visit the Travers family that night.

To make the best of their remaining time, Sol and Medea stood up and continued to walk hand-in-hand.

They ate different things, played in different stalls, and simply enjoyed themselves.

It wasn't a luxurious date. But, for Medea, this was perhaps the best day for her since very long ago.

She only remembered having felt such happiness when she was following Ambrosia, her teacher and mother, after becoming a witch.

This was a moment she wished to keep in her memory for eternity.

They finally reached a tall hill in a park that overlooked a great part of the city. Medea admired the beautiful view while Sol stood behind her and hugged her.

Murmuring in her ears, he said his heartfelt feelings, "This is the kingdom you valiantly fought to create. I am sorry that you never got the recognition you should have. Thank you for everything. Without you, I wouldn't be here in my current position."

In the story, Medea was vilified and treated as an accessory to a crime. But the reality was that, without Medea, there would be no Lustburg as it is now.

It was unjust for her to be known as the bad guy, even though she was the one who deserved the most thanks.

From a political standpoint, he could understand why none of the previous rulers had given the truth. Firstly, they weren't close to Medea, and what's more, the truth would only weaken the royal prestige and reputation. Jupiter was worshiped as a god, and if the truth was known, people would either be in disbelief or be greatly disappointed.

Still, Sol did not care. He wouldn't rush it, but, once he became king, he would slowly cleanse her name and give back her rightful place in history.

Medea, hearing those words, fell in a short daze. Truth be told, she would be lying if she said she wasn't saddened by her bad reputation. But at the same time, she understood enough about the situation and never resented anyone from Jupiter's line.

Still, hearing those words from Sol seemed to break a dam in her heart, as her eyes began to moisten a little.

Closing her eyes, she inhaled deeply before taking away his arms from around her and turned to face him.

"You know, I already told you this, but I always hated myself."

Sol wanted to speak but chose to keep quiet and simply listen to her.

"I was an orphan who had to eat the trash in the streets to stay alive. Even after I became a witch, I always felt somewhat inferior to Freya and the others.

"So, when Jupiter showed that he needed me, I felt so happy. For the first time, I thought I was wanted. For the first time, I thought I was appreciated."

She gave a hollow laugh, as if mocking her naivety and stupidity.

"I hate myself because of how naive I was. I hate myself because even though I sort of understood he didn't love me, I continued to trick myself into thinking that it was because of the stress he was feeling. I hate myself for all the grief I gave to my mother Ambrosia and my sisters. I hate myself for not hating him even after he betrayed me."

Tears began to spill from her eyes, but she did nothing to wipe them. Looking straight into Sol's eyes, she continued, "Truly, I am a foolish woman. Don't you think so?"

Sol did not answer, for this was not a question.

"For years, I asked myself. What did I do wrong? Did he not like my childish body? Was he so scared of the curse? Did he love someone else all this time? Was I too much of a bother?

"I thought and thought again. So much so that I nearly became crazy. So much I thought I would die. But, no matter how much I reviewed our moments together, I could not understand, or rather I refused to understand. After all, the truth was too much for me.

"He had never really loved me. He only used me and discarded me once he thought that I was useless. And I hated myself because I thought that I wouldn't have minded if he wanted to continue to use me as long as he kept me by his side."

She laughed, a laugh devoid of any happiness, a laugh filled with sadness and self-hatred.

"I thought I was in love. I thought I loved him. But, now, I understand.

"I never loved him. I was just in love with the notion of love. I was just dependent on him because I wished to be appreciated and needed. From the very beginning, our relationship was doomed to fail."

Her tears stopped falling and a slight smile bloomed on her face. This time it wasn't a derisive smile, but rather a smile filled with joy and happiness.

"They say that everyone has a different definition of love. For me, love was being useful and giving everything to the one you loved. But, I understand now. This isn't love. Love isn't supposed to be a one-way street. It's supposed to be a mutual feeling, linking two people."

"When I am with you, I feel happy as if I was walking on a cloud. Every day, I would wait eagerly for our lessons. Passing time with you made everything more bearable and more beautiful."

She blushed as she continued. "Sol, you know, right here right now, I can easily confirm. I love you. From the bottom of my heart, I love you. I love you so much it hurts."

She declared in a soft and firm voice. Taking his hand into her, she continued, "Sol, I am a needy and spoiled woman."

"This isn't a problem." He protested.

"I am someone prone to depression and self-doubt."

"I know."

"Despite my appearances, I am an old woman who lived for many generations before you."

"Age is just a number."

"Even though you are extremely resistant to my curse, it will still affect you even if slightly."

"I was ready for that from the beginning."

"Then, I am in your care."

This time, Sol's answer was a gentle and light kiss.

This was the second time Medea was kissed in her life. All she could remember was how sweet it tasted.


Chapter 30


Ch 30: Sweet Night



After their sweet kiss, Sol and Medea found themselves in Medea's world within the Tower of Babel, thanks to Freya's space magic.

Even now, as he sat on Medea’s bed, Sol could still feel the sweet aftertaste and wished for nothing more than to give her another kiss — and much more.

What's more, they had all the time in the world.

Normally, Medea could only accelerate the time up to four times the normal speed without straining herself. But this time, Freya decided to also give her help, bringing the current ratio to a staggering 10:1.

They could only last for about three hours in the outside world, but it still means 30 hours here, or more than one full day.

As of now, he was currently seated on her king-sized bed while Medea stood in front of him with her skirt pinched on both sides and raised.

Medea, who had slowly raised her skirt in a bid to seduce him under the advice of Freya, had her skin flushing because of how shameless she was currently acting. Underneath her skirt, she was showing sexy white lace underwear.

Despite her shame, she had no intention of stopping. After all, as Freya said, they didn't have much in the body proportions department. So they had to make up for it with something else.

Sol, while a little bemused at first, was now completely savoring the situation as he thoroughly inspected her body with his eyes without moving.

Seeing his apparent lack of reaction, Medea shivered a little as she asked, "Is my charm insufficient after all?"

It seemed that her low self-esteem was still eating at her.

"That’s not true. You're an extremely beautiful woman, gentle, tolerant, a fine woman. You are also easy to tease. It makes me want to protect and dominate you a bit."

Truth be told, the current appearance of Medea was truly awakening the sadistic feeling in him. She seemed so weak and vulnerable while standing here in front of him, and showing him her lacy panties.

Hearing that, Medea’s expression had some joy mixed in. Her skirt was still rolled up and her face was still red, but power entered her eyes again.

"Come here." He beckoned her with his finger, and once she sat next to him on the bed, he gently put his hand on her thighs.

He enjoyed the feeling of her thighs as he stroked them. The thin flesh was soft; the feeling of his finger sticking to her soft skin felt pleasant, and the white stockings wrapping around her legs were enchanting.

Despite that, both her feet were glued together. It seemed that she was still feeling a little shy. But she neither escaped nor refused his hand.

"Don’t be so nervous." He spoke in a soothing voice.

"I-I’ll try…"

Sol understood that in such a situation, words alone were pretty useless. So, he decided to simply take his time and let her gradually adjust to the situation.

He let his hand wedge in the closed thighs. While he stroked her sensitive inner thighs, he waited for her to lose strength little by little.

"Nn!"

Sol continued to gently caress her body, slowly heating it without startling her too much.

"How’s it?" He whispered sensually before biting her ear, making her shiver in pleasure.

"it…feels a bit good."

While satisfied by her innocent reaction, Sol further caressed her thighs. Before long, her body lost its strength and her expression loosened. Judging that the time was right, he made his finger crawl up to her panties, soaked wet by her desires.

This made her yelp in surprise, but as fast as it happened, her expression began to melt even more.

"Have you masturbated like this before?"

Medea stammered at this question for a short while before finally nodding while hanging her head in shame. But Sol didn't mind her silence and continued to stimulate her.

He wanted to tease her more. Make her blush more. Ask her more private questions and bask in her cute blushing face.

I need to get hold of myself. It's her first time.

They could play as they wished later. But he wanted her first time to be a sweet memory.

Thinking so, he pushed the gusset of her panties aside and began to slide his finger up and down on her moist thin slit. It was still tightly shut, but still so alluring.

Medea gripped his sleeve tighter but aside from that didn't do anything else. He could feel a little apprehension in her, so he hugged her with his free hand.

She seems way smaller than I expected.

He had been ready for her entrance to be somewhat small, but not at this level. This made him hesitant about continuing. Sol, while not too big, was no slouch in the length and girth department. When compounded with her small opening, he feared that it may hurt her far more than he thought it would.

"Excuse me."

Saying so, he took Medea in a princess carry and stood up before placing her down on the bed.

"S-Sol!?" She asked a little anxiously at the sudden change of position. But Sol didn't answer.

Hovering above her, he slowly took off her panties, sticky with transparent fluid. Once again he held the urge to tease her and smiled reassuringly.

"Entrust your body to me, please."

Saying so, he slowly began to disrobe her. Her clothing had hidden some of her curves. She was without a doubt very petite, but her well-proportioned body was very attractive...

The nape peeking through her disheveled silver hair, her neck, her slender shoulders, the contours of her shoulder blades, the swelling on her chest, and her narrow waist that looked as if it would break if she was held too tightly.

All those elements mixed gave her an appearance of fragility, further promoting her ethereal beauty.

"You are beautiful."

Sol was so lost for words he could only praise her using those simple words. Currently, he could feel his heart going wild and his mouth dry at the vision that mixed cuteness and lewdness in such a way.

He eagerly bent down and kissed her gently. Medea hesitated at first, before slowly reciprocating.

While kissing her, he wrapped his hands around her beautiful breasts, their size fitting perfectly in his palm.

When compared to his other women, they were without a doubt quite small. But Sol did not particularly mind. Small or big breasts were one of the most beautiful things in the world. What's more, small breasts had a charm of their own.

He continued to knead them with his palms while enjoying the feeling. They were small yet soft and elastic; the tips were hard, showing that she was aroused.

After a while, he slowly separated his mouth from her, only to see her eyes wavering.

"What’s wrong?" He asked worriedly. He hoped that he didn't hurt her.

"That… Don't you find my body disappointing?"

Sol smiled. He knew where her insecurities were coming from.

"Honestly, your body is slightly less curvy than the others. But– I still think that you are the most beautiful in my heart."

He could see Medea deflate a little during the first part of his words before changing into joy at the last part.

"Sol~!" Hugging him tightly, Medea screamed his name while her body began to shiver for a few seconds. This scene astonished him.

Is she cumming?

It was the first time he had seen someone reach climax just because she had been praised.

He could even feel a hot liquid gush onto his leg, informing him that she was a squirter.

Medea's convulsions continued for a short while before she finally stopped. Sol, slowly raising his body while using one of his hands, managed to observe her dazed and blushing expression as she breathed roughly.

The scent of the room was already filled with her.

"Let's continue."

This wasn't enough. Not nearly enough.

With his right hand, he covered her entire pubis with his palm and softly caressed it to enjoy how it felt. He moved the other hand roughly through her hair and kissed her so passionately it took her breath away. Then the storm of kisses moved down to her neck, to her collarbone, and to her chest.

He coated his fingers with the love juices flowing from her vagina and rubbed all over the inner labia that had swollen in arousal.

“Ah, ahh… ah, ahn.”

His finger stimulated her softened flesh in every direction like he was stirring her up. A ticklish pleasure soon ruled her crotch.

"Ah~... something, something entered."

"It’s just a finger. If it hurts then tell me."

"It doesn't… hurt...Please… Don't stop."

She had never known how sensitive that part of her body was. She felt as if all her body was on fire.

She stifled a scream of pleasure when his fingers captured her clitoris. His thumb and forefinger pinched and lightly rolled around the pleasantly-hard bud.

“Ah~!"

The stimulation was too powerful, so her limbs trembled uncontrollably. He gave a focused vibration to the clitoris held between his two nectar-soaked fingers.

“You appear to be sensitive here.”

“Ah…stop. N-no, wh-what? I…this feels weird…I! Ah~ ! .”

Every woman’s clitoris was sensitive and he was attacking more than just that. He also massaged her left breast, brought the nipple into his mouth, and rolled it around while soaking it with saliva.

With that Medea experienced her second climax of the day, one that lasted even longer than the previous one.

“That should be good enough,” he said after seeing her refocus.

He stripped off his remaining clothing to reveal the fit body created thanks to all the training. His penis was also revealed. Seeing it left Medea speechless.

Medea trembled in embarrassment and worry as he grabbed her slender ankles and spread her thighs wide enough to see what lay between them. He brought his manly cock right up to the hidden red flower sitting at the apex of her crotch.

The tip of his hard erection pressed against the nectar-wet valley and his precum mixed with the sexual juices, flooding her maiden slit.

“Nn~!"

She had already been brought to climax twice by Sol's skilled caress, so she did not have the strength left to even lift a finger and could only breath heavily while staring at him.

Sol, too before going for the first thrust, looked at Medea. His eyes filled with tender love but also a question in it. He was clearly showing that even though it would be hard if she wanted to stop, he wouldn't force her.

This, more than anything, made Medea melt even more.

"Let's do it."

It was time for her to end her centuries-old virginity.

The moment Medea heard those words, she felt as if her heart would explode. She had dreamed of this very moment for years. In fact, she had even given up the notion of ever finding love.

Remembering words she saw in some of the books Freya liked to read, she stammered, "Please… make a mess out of me."

Sol felt his reasoning nearly snap. Letting out a big sigh at how destructive Medea could be, he bent down and kissed her deeply, their bodies slowly entwining.

Finally, while Medea was completely focused on the kiss, he slowly pushed his gland into her tight vagina.

"Nn~"

Medea leaked out a small groan. Having a penis that was much bigger than a finger spread through her entrance was a bit painful. At the same time her body, which had been driven into climax several times, was rampaging from expecting pleasure and began to convulse.

Meanwhile, Sol could feel a fierce resistance once he reached her hymen. His worries were proven true, but he calmed down.

Sol hesitated for a short while before deciding that piercing through it in one go would be better for her.

"Medea, I am sorry."

"Wha~"

Her hips shook the moment he gave a deep thrust.

“Ah, ahh~!”

At that moment, she lost the chastity she had protected for so long. Her thin eyebrows curved as that thick stake was driven into her, while pain surged through her pelvis.

She stifled a scream from the intense pain racing through her as her hymen was broken and hugged Sol tightly. At the same time, her nails scratched his back, but Sol did not mind, as the pain she was feeling was without a doubt way worse.

He could also feel the stream of energy leaving him since he began touching her expand greatly. But once again he did not particularly mind. He simply continued to look at Medea, his eyes filled with love and worries.

The part connecting them had red blood flowing. It was proof that she was a virgin.

Unconsciously, she was tightening around his cock painfully. The vagina’s wavy folds entangled his penis; it felt so good that he thought he might ejaculate even if he did not move.

Looking at her face covered in tears, Sol slowly extended his tongue and licked them.

"... Salty."

"*Huff* *Huff* *Huff* I-I am alright, you… can continue."

Sol shook his head in refusal. He wasn't a beast. Well, technically he was. But this wasn't the point. He did not seek only his pleasure. He knew that she was rushing him because the longer they took, the more life energy he would lose. But, at this rate, even if they fucked for four hours straight, he would only lose about one or two hours of his life.

Even if they fucked ten thousand times, he would barely lose something close to three years of life. Three years out of potentially thousands. This really wasn't a big deal.

Deciding that she needed more time to adapt, he began to nibble her ear before trailing down kisses on her neck. While doing so, his right hand was rolling her nipple with his fingers, sometimes pinching them, though not too much.

It didn't take long for her expression of pain to loosen up before melting once again in pleasure. It was clear that she was extremely sensitive. What's more, he knew that his life energy was also bringing her pleasure.

He could already feel her vagina twitch and moisten.

"I am going to move."

"Y-yeah."

Sol slowly began to move further into her, until his member was swallowed up to the base, the point bumped against the mouth of her womb. Her vagina shut hard and tightened around the whole penis.

Even though her vagina’s entrance was tight, it was thankfully rather deep and could accommodate his full length.

He then began to move back and forth, while slowly accelerating. It did not take long for Medea to begin moving her hips along with him.

With each thrust, her womb twisted, her slender body shivered, and moans escaped her lips.

Sol was astonished at how amazing a woman she was. The tightness was to be expected with a virgin, but the way she moaned in joy and agony was indescribably sexy. She stirred up his sadism like no one else.

He had considered being a little gentler with her, but she made him want to do it more roughly.

He lifted her up so she was seated on his lap and thrust powerfully up into her from below. To avoid the pain of having her full weight gathered on their union, she desperately clung to his body.

"Ah~! Ah~ !”

Beads of sweat appeared on her flushed face and heated breaths escaped her lips thanks to the unknown feeling surging through her entire body.

Her love juices dripped out with an obscenely wet sound while his massive member thrust in and out of her.

Her mind gradually faded away and she had trouble thinking straight, almost like she had a serious fever. A vague white feeling surrounded her and she could focus only on the presence of the giant penis thrusting up into her.

Whenever he rubbed her vaginal wall, a pleasured, panting voice leaked out from her mouth. Her panting voice was as clear as a bell, hearing it pleased him to no end. Having her purr with a caress was fine but making her cry out with his penis was the best.

When he changed his angle, her body started trembling. He focused on the same place and rubbed his glans.

"Ah! There — it’s amazing there, it’s making me tremble, this, this is… sex?"

Sol smiled as he asked, "Indeed. Does it feel good? "

"Nn~! Yes! It’s hot deep inside my stomach… I… I’m cumming again."

"Very well. I’m going to make you cum as much as you like."

"Ah… I’m cumming. Nnnn…. If you’re so rough then I’m going to cum right away–Sol!!"

She screamed again and hugged him tightly. Her hot vagina began to contract, making Sol lose the little amount of control he had left.

The giant object inside her grew even larger and throbbed while she could feel something coursing through it.

Growling deeply, he kissed her as he began to release his semen inside of her.

“I-I’m cumming!” He announced while a hot liquid erupted from the tip.

“Ah, it’s going inside me. Th-there’s so much. Ah~ !”

A hot liquid was spreading within her vagina. And while she experienced cum inside for the first time, she also achieved another climax.

“Ah!?”

A shrill scream left her mouth and then she collapsed backward. The double stimulus was too strong for someone who had been a virgin just a few moments ago.

After cumming all he wanted, he supported her limp body and slowly lay her down on the bed.

His climax lasted so long. He felt like it was overflowing.

Once their mutual climax ended, the two were left breathless.

Medea looked dreamily at her first man. She could feel the hot liquid flowing in her body. She could also feel his life force fill her.

Gathering strength in her limbs, she snuggled in, nibbled on his collarbone, and with an entranced expression flushed with lust, asked, "Could we do it again?"

How could he refuse such a plea?

Gently, he turned Medea around before pushing her on all fours on the bed without pulling out.

“Eh? From behind?”

“Yeah. You don’t want it?”

“I didn’t say that… ”

She was anxious because of how obscene this position looked like, but still supported her body with her arms and legs for a crawling pose.

Sol grabbed her adorable butt as he stared at her back which glistened brightly with sweat.

Thankfully, the new position filled her with delight as it seemed to reach even deeper than she thought possible.

As the bare-breasted witch rested on all fours like a dog, he reached below her arms and grabbed her breasts.

He bounced them around for fun and stroked the hardened nipples while starting to move his hips again.

“Nn~!”

He parted the back of her silver hair and kissed the white nape of her neck. He then licked along with her shoulder blades and spine.

“Your back is so pretty."

"Ah~ !"

Medea wiggled her back in embarrassment, though it was obvious how much she was enjoying his compliments.

The large quantity of love juices and semen were mixed by his rod. It would flow out whenever he thrust inside and it was mixed together whenever he pulled back. The sensation and the obscenely wet sounds made the pure witch want to plug her ears, but at the same time, brought her even more pleasure.

The sound of slapping flesh continuously rang in the room. His rod kept moving without rest as it spread the deepest depths of her vagina, pushed back her folds of flesh, and pressed against her womb.

Medea's face burned red, she dug her nails into the edge of the mat, and she cried out even louder than before.

“This position… Ah...ah ah...It’s going to drive me crazy.”

Her entire body was twitching in response to his raging erection. Her shoulder blades were visible in her back as she arched it. Sol, happy to discover that Medea seemed to really love this position, continued without any worries.

“It feels good, doesn’t it?”

Medea closed her eyes and answered by simply nodding.

Seeing the line of her slender back bending left and right increased his libido, making him rub against her lower body at an even greater pace.

An avalanche of pleasure hit her and she could no longer support her upper body, so she started rubbing her face against the mat.

However, she kept her thighs straight and indecently spread to allow the thick rod to enter even deeper. And–

“Ah!”

She started moving her butt in a circular motion to rub up against his manhood as it stickily reached her womb. She could not speak. She had never felt anything like this.

“Sol!”

As soon as she screamed his name, Sol thrust his rod inside her as hard as he could. His head fit firmly into the entrance of her womb and he exploded. He tightly squeezed her breasts in his hands and he lifted her body up. His hot semen sprayed inside her womb.

Another orgasm washed over her like a great wave. That strong-willed woman ascended to a world of even greater ecstasy.

Her brain gave a great cry at the intense bliss. Her vision whited out and then grew black.

She passed out because of the pleasure.


Chapter 31


Ch 31: End Of The Night



Somewhere in the capital of Lustburg, a woman wearing a maid’s uniform could be seen, seated on a comfy chair in a basement of an unknown building.

The sole source of light was a magical sphere on the ceiling that gave a waning glow.

Facing her was a man wearing a black tuxedo, with a top hat and a monocle on his right eye, and another woman who was also wearing a maid’s uniform.

The atmosphere between the three was silent, and the shadows around them seemed to squirm and writhe, as if they were alive.

Finally, after a silent staring contest, the maid with cow horns on either side of her head asked with a smile, "So, you’re telling me that, even with all the time I have given you, there is still no definitive proof that the Gorfards have an alliance with the believer of the Crimson Lady?"

The middle-aged man adjusted his monocle and with a jester’s smile, nodded, "Indeed. Ohoh~! What can we say? They are truly careful. I guess we will have to rely on you when the prince visits the family."

The smile on Milia's face never changed despite the antics of the one facing her. Inwardly though, she was wondering whether she could kill him or not.

"Oh~ Sloppy~Sloppy~. I can feel your killing intent so easily. It seems like those years of peace while serving him really dulled you. I am quite disappointed. Or perhaps he is that important to you? Minos must be turning in his-"

He didn't manage to finish his sentence before feeling a sharp edge at his throat, and a slight prickling sensation.

Raising his head, he stared into her cold eyes, devoid of any emotion.

"I forbid you from insulting him."

Those words were said in an almost emotionless way. But he could clearly hear the unsaid part.

The more he looked at her eyes the more he felt as if he was falling into a deep abyss where only death and darkness were present. Despite this, despite knowing any wrong words could lead to his death, his smile never wavered.

He feared many things, but death wasn't one of them.

After all, there were so many things worse than death in this world.

Edgar chuckled merrily before pushing away the dagger from his throat while looking at Milia.

"Scary~Scary~ I was completely unable to react. Seems like I was wrong about you being rusty. Should I say, as expected of the only successful experiment?"

Milia's expression became colder at those words for a few seconds before slowly going back to the previous smiling one.

"Why are you trying to test me?"

Wiping the trace of blood from his throat with a handkerchief, his lips curled in a mocking smile, "... Guess."

Milia wished for nothing more than to simply slit his throat and let him die while bleeding like a pig. But she knew that this freak would still keep his smile even then.

Ketia, the second maid, spoke after letting out a sigh, "Milia, Edgar, enough. You know the rule. Infighting is forbidden."

The tension that was building up seemed to deflate a little. Milia walked graciously back to her seat. Seeing this, Ketia, relieved that nothing regrettable happened, continued.

"Despite Edgar’s stupid actions, he is right. Even though we have many spies in the Gorfard family, the current Duke is an incredibly cautious man with a very restricted circle of confidants. Finding enough proof to incriminate him and make his execution justified isn't easy."

"... I see." Milia lowered her head as she pondered before asking, "What about the gladiators we caught?"

This time it was Edgar who spoke, after laughing a little.

"Even though you broke them, we obtained no particularly important information. The one who bought them was cautious enough to never expose his identity. Of course, we know clearly who are the most-likely suspects."

Milia gritted her teeth in frustration, as Ketia asked, "Why don't we just release the evidence we have? It should be enough to severely destroy their power and influence."

Milia knew what Ketia was talking about. The Gorfard family had caused many problems and had many unpunished crimes under their names. If they used those pieces of evidence, Lilith could reliably strip the Gorfard family of most of its power without any problem.

But–

"It isn't enough."

Milia's eyes lost their light as deep darkness seemed to reflect on it.

While cutting the tail of a lizard could hurt it, it could never kill it. What she wished for wasn't just the fall of the Gorfard family.

She wished for nothing less than its utter and absolute annihilation.

Only by exterminating them could she assure a stable and worry-free reign once Sol took the throne.

But, while simply killing off the Gorfards was the easiest solution, it was also the stupidest. No matter how powerful an individual was, he could never rule a kingdom alone. Not even the Wolf King of Wratharis dared to antagonize all the nobles under him even though he could crush them without any problems.

This was why they needed evidence. The kind that could spell the doom of absolutely anyone in this world.
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[Church of Castitas]

In the Church of Castitas, Camelia was holding her slashed wrist over a large golden cup, bleeding into it. Her expression was completely impassive, even as the golden-hued blood slowly filled the cup while her complexion slowly became paler.

Finally, once she judged that she had given enough blood, a bright golden light covered her body and the wound immediately closed. Her complexion returned to its normally rosy one.

<<Heal>>

It was one of the most-basic holy spells any nun could learn. The spell was an apprentice-level spell, and normally shouldn't have been able to heal such a wound so fast.

But in the hands of Camelia, even the most basic spell could reach incredible levels.

Chloe, who was standing in a corner of the room in silence, finally spoke. "What are you preparing this time, aunt?" she asked curiously. Sometimes, she wondered if her aunt had a fetish for bleeding.

Camelia, hearing the question, raised her head and observed the scene depicted on the large black-and-white gate she was facing.

A woman stood on the white side of the gate, with fourteen girls ranged behind her, all of them wearing golden robes. Facing them was another woman, wearing a bright red robe on the black side of the gate.

Smiling a little, she answered in a detached way. "Soon, something very exciting may happen in the city. I need to make enough preparations to welcome the guests when it happens."

Chloe frowned before also observing the gate. She stared at it for a short while before understanding dawned in her eyes. Said understanding was soon replaced by absolute dread.

"Is this the true reason why you made this game of hiding your power?"

Camelia smiled, "Fufufu~ who do you take me for? I am not a goddess, you know? I can't see the future. My plan was only to reel in some small fish — and a rabid dog. Who would have thought that I could also catch some heretics? I guess this is what it means to be blessed by Lady Luck."

Chloe chuckled helplessly while covering her face with her hands. The more time passed and the more she wondered if she made the right choice in choosing Lustburg to get more experience.

"Oh, little Chloe, don't make such a face. You make me feel like I’m the bad guy. You should be happy you know? Killing heretics is always a good way to get more blessings. Besides," the image of a green-haired, green-clothed woman flashed in Camelia's head as she murmured, "I even called on an old friend to help out."

Chloe didn't know what feelings she should have currently, but happiness was definitely not one of them. Thankfully, the fear she felt also receded greatly. "Lustburg is destined to face a storm."

"The coming of a great king cannot happen without overcoming a storm. Soon, Lustburg will welcome a new hero king. Fufufu~! It will be beautiful. I hope he will reward me! Ah~! I can't wait for it~!"

Chloe could only turn her head to not see the current expression of Camelia.

Perhaps I should have visited the demons? It couldn't have been worse, right...?
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[Medea's world.]

The silver-haired witch slowly opened her eyes, only to see a golden-haired young man on the corner of the bed, caressing her.

Snapping awake, she tried to raise herself hurriedly, but the gentle hand gave a firm pressure and kept her on the head.

"You shouldn't move like that. Stay lying down."

Her mind which was still cloudy slowly cleared up. "Sol? What happened?"

Just as she asked this question, a rush of memory flooded her head and her face flushed. It became as red as a tomato once she remembered how she fainted because of the pleasure.

Looking at herself, she was surprised to see that she wasn't stained in fluid; instead, she was clean and wearing a black transparent négligé.

Sol, forestalling her question, spoke calmly, "After you fainted, I took you to the bath and washed you before putting on your clothes."

She didn't know what was the most embarrassing thing in this situation. Him washing her like a baby or the fact that she didn't wake up at all during all this. Raising the blanket over her head in embarrassment, Medea curled like a shrimp and refused to answer no matter what Sol did.

How cute. He didn't know how many times he had such a thought.

She was like a cute little cat that was playing hard to get. The image of a stern and respectable teacher had been destroyed. Sol didn't mind her reticence to show herself and continued to coax her as if she was a petulant little kid.

Finally, slightly lowering the blanket, she asked, "You don't find me disappointing?"

Medea didn't have any experience in sexual relationships but it wasn't as if she was clueless. At the very least she knew that fainting from pleasure for the first time was pretty rare, if not impossible.

Sol smiled gently while caressing her head, "I would never. It's my bad for not having taken into account the effect of my life force. What's more, since it was your first time, I should have been more careful."

Sol was really given a fright when she had suddenly fainted.

The awkward expression on Medea’s face melted as she completely lowered the blanket. Taking Sol's hand in her, she marveled once again at how big it was, giving her a sense of comfort.

Inwardly she couldn't help but chuckle at how helpless she was. In terms of fighting prowess, she could completely crush the current Sol without any problems. But, now that he sat there while she lay down on the bed, she felt at ease, as if everything would be alright in the world.

Medea, Medea. You are truly a blind fool in love. Still, as they say, fool me, once shame on you, fool me twice, shame on me.

She was willing to be an idiot in love for a second and last time.

"Sol, we will always be together, right?"

"Of course."

"You will always love me, won’t you?"

"With all my heart."

"I see."

…

…

…

"Sol?"

"Yes?"

"I love you."

"I love you, too."
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[Medea's World]

Standing alone in her garden, Medea was sipping on one of her best teas as she gazed absent-mindedly at the horizon. She was currently wearing her usual black robe that tightly hugged her body.

"Heh~! Already missing your lover?"

"What are you talking ab-about!? I am just thinking!"

Freya gave a simple smile that showed that she wouldn't argue. Even though she didn't believe it.

"So, how was it?"

Medea blushed before lowering her head. "It was–it was beautiful."

"Is that so?"

Freya eyed Medea enviously. Even though she had a few experiences, in reality, she had never really enjoyed sex. For her, it was just a way to gather data to alleviate the curse.

Sadly, she had given up hope, and her last relationship was more than two hundred years ago.

That was until Sol showed up.

He was a new hope for their entire race. No, perhaps for the entire human race itself.

Humans could only use mana once they reached maturity. Even then, they could only use magic if they had the capacity and the relationships to form a contract. This made it so that even though there were few individuals really incredible, humans as a whole were the weakest races.

Witches, on the other hand, could use magic. Though they couldn't use it in the same way as magical beings, they didn't need a contract either.

So what would happen if a normal human and a witch had a child?

Freya didn't know. After all, witches were unable to give birth.

Still, the child of a witch should also be able to use magic from birth.

If her theory was right, in the best case, not only could the child be able to use magic from birth, but they would also be able to contract.

It was, without a doubt, an ideal. Something unthinkable.

But, Sol could become the creator of a new type of human.

Just imagining it brought her a great feeling of anticipation. She wished to see it. She wished to observe it. She wished to be at the first stand.

She wasn't like Medea or Kali. She didn't become a witch because of despair or persecution.

All she wanted was to obtain knowledge. She wanted to know more.

".. Ya...Eya."

She wanted to know so much more.

"Freya!!"

"Ah," She jumped a little bit when she heard her name being screamed like that. "Sorry, I was lost in thought."

She calmed herself down before taking out a pen and a notebook. "So, I respected your boundaries and didn't spy on you the first time. Now, please describe to me everything that happened."

Medea covered her face in shame. "Just why do you always do that!?"

Medea couldn't understand. One of Freya's greatest hobbies was recording the sexual experience of every witch she knew and writing them into books before publishing them under the pseudonym <Pink Mist>.

The worst was that from what she knew, Freya’s books were also very popular. Even during her date with Sol, she saw some of the books she's written on display in the shops.

"Hey, romance is very lucrative, you know. What's more, my adult series, <<Master's orders>>, sells extremely well. Who knew so many women were interested in soft BDSM?"

The next few minutes were the most embarrassing of Medea’s life.
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[Tower of Babel]

Sol was seated in Lilith’s office, observing her while she scribbled on some documents.

Even though he stayed for a total of twenty hours in Medea’s world, only two hours had passed outside. As such he still had some time before his meeting with Duke Traver.

The atmosphere between them was currently rather awkward. Even though Sol had visited her, she hadn't lifted her head even once and acted as if he didn't exist.

But Sol didn't mind. He didn't require some sort of discussion. In fact, he was pretty content with the silence, since it allowed him to gather his thoughts and make his next plan of action.

Too many things are happening at the same time. I need to be careful and smart.

The currents in the capital were deep and muddy. Traitors abounded and a purge was necessary. Perhaps in the future, he would be remembered in the same vein as his ancestor, the Bloodthirsty Queen.

He lowered his head and looked down at his hands, which had never mortally hurt another human.

"What are you thinking about?"

Without raising his head, Sol murmured, "I simply wonder what it feels like to kill someone."

The sound of the pen stopped. It took him a while to understand that he had just expressed his thoughts out loud, and once he did, he couldn't help but wonder why all his conversations with Lilith always had to contain some brightness and some darkness.

"... What are you worried about?"

Sol debated for a short while before shaking his head, "Forget it."

It wasn't that he didn't want to discuss it with Lilith. Her advice would without a doubt be very useful. It was just that he was tired of how each time they met, they always ended up talking about depressing matters.

Lilith opened her mouth as if she wanted to say something, before finally closing it and simply sighing.

She had some mixed feelings at the moment. On one hand, Sol not asking her for advice meant that he was slowly becoming more independent from her as she wished. But at the same time, she felt a certain sadness at him doing so.

Deciding to change the subject, she asked, "So, how was your meeting with Tyr?"

Sol noticed what she was doing, but did not mention it as it suited his intentions.

"Duke Tyr was… Should I say that he was stubborn?"

"Stubborn?"

"Indeed. Even though he did not express it, I could feel that despite the current position of their house, if he had found me wanting, he would have kept the neutrality of his house."

Lilith gave a cold smile, "I am glad you were able to see that."

She stopped there and didn't continue. The people she despised the most weren't the Gorfards for their actions but rather the Highlands for their inactions.

At the end of the day, the Gorfard were ambitious people who strived for power. There was nothing she expected from them.

But, when the royal family was at its lowest, the so-called shield and spear of the kingdom had done nothing but stand and watch while acting like saints as they screamed about their neutrality.

The only reason she didn't really hate them was because of how useful they were and the fact that they indeed never hesitated to sacrifice themselves for the kingdom.

"What do you think of this stubbornness?" She was really curious. Back then, Mars had simply laughed and said that he loved such stubborn people because they were very loyal once they sided with you.

Sol, hearing this question, stayed quiet before smiling, "I find it very admirable but also very pitiful. But more than anything, I find it very frightening."

"...Oh?" This piqued her interest as she motioned him to continue.

Sol leaned forward in his chair, "I find it very admirable because they are the representative of perfect knights. Loyal to a fault. Unafraid of death, willing to make any sacrifice… Yeah, very admirable. Very admirable cannon fodder, I mean. That's why they are stupid. That's why they are pitiful."

For Sol, the Highland family was without a doubt a family worthy of respect. But they were also a very pitiful family.

The Highland duchy was neighbor to the Milaris, and shared borders not only with Wratharis but also with Envilya. As if it wasn't enough, the members of the family were always conscripted to the army and always fought on the front line.

Sol, while studying the situation of the Highland family, always wondered about something very weird.

Over the centuries, many ducal families had come and gone. Some were even more powerful than Highland. But they still vanished in the river of history.

What's more, the Highland family always followed a trend of rising then waning.

So, why did the Highland never fall? What made them stand for so many years?

It wasn't because they were strong.

It wasn't because they had enough influence.

There was a very simple and very laughable reason.

They were the <<sword and the shield>>

Or more crudely, they were the <<the hunting dogs and the canon fodder>> of the kingdom.

The only reason they still existed until now is that they were simply too useful to discard. Every time, they would be given power, and when they reached a certain level they would be brought down.

They were just tools. A tool to be used when needed and put aside to gather rust when useless. But never discarded.

The worst?

They understood that very well. There was simply no way an old fox like Duke Tyr would not understand this.

Despite this, they were still loyal.

"It's very frightening."

Sol could understand one individual holding such loyalty. He had many people who were very loyal to him. But what after one generation? Two? Three? No matter how you looked at it, something was weird. Something wasn't adding up.

Lilith was looking at Sol with renewed eyes. She always knew that he was rather smart. But she didn't think that he could grasp this situation so quickly.

Once again, she was reminded that Sol wasn't a child anymore. At the same time, the image of her brother that always overlapped with that of Sol seemed to further separate.

She didn't know if it was a good thing or not.

"Your thought process is very admirable. There's a deep secret that ties the Highland family to the royal family. Sadly, only the king can know the truth."

For once she wasn't holding a secret. She really didn't know why. Only the king, after entering the mausoleum of the departed kings, could be privy to some important secrets of the kingdom.

This was also one of the reasons she didn't hold absolute control over the crown's shadow. Nor could she wield the royal sword. At the end of the day, no matter how much authority she was given, she wasn't the true queen of Lustburg.

Sol on the other hand could only sigh at how many secrets he still had to discover.

"I am sorry." She grimaced a little at his disappointed expression.

"Why are you suddenly apologizing?"

"If my brother was still alive, I am sure he would have explained all those secrets to you." She gave a bitter smile at that.

Sol was surprised for a short while before chuckling. "I do not care."

"What?"

"You always talk about how amazing my father was and how everything would be different if he was still alive. But the reality is there. He is dead.

"From the tales I heard, he was without a doubt someone incredible. Perhaps I would have really been happier if he was alive. Perhaps my childhood would have been more interesting. But once again, he is dead.

"The one who raised me wasn't him but you. The one who cared for me wasn't him but you. The one I see as my family isn't him but–you."

Sol did not doubt that his life would have been very different in other circumstances. But, "All those IF, are useless for a simple reason… He is dead."

Lilith stayed silent. Her heart, mourning once again. She knew he was dead. She knew that she would never see him again. She didn't need anyone to say that to her.

She wanted to lash out. To scream. To wail. But at the end, closing her eyes, she spoke feebly. "It's time for you to meet the Traver family."

He could hear the silent dismissal in her voice. Seeing her like that, Sol, for the first time, understood something.

In the eyes of the world, Lilith Luxuria was strong.

At a young age, during which most people still had the innocence of their youth, she stepped on the battlefield to prove her worth.

Later, as a single mother, she not only had to support the sadness of losing all her family, she also had to raise her daughter as well as her nephew and take control of a kingdom that did not want her.

The weight of responsibility on her back was so heavy that anyone in her place would have been crushed without any hope.

But she didn't bow down to adversity.

Even though she should have been sadder than anyone. Even though she had no one to rely on.

She still walked steadfastly with her back straight, never bowing down.

But Sol now understood.

Lilith's mind was strong, but her heart was weak. Very weak. And was only growing weaker as time passed. In his eyes, she went from a large mountain to a curled-up and crying little girl.

He began to think about every moment they passed together and gradually an idea formed in his head.

It wasn't perfect. It was mostly a gut feeling. But there was no harm in trying.

I’ll wait for a little while. If I began now, I wouldn't seem sincere.

He couldn't risk failure because of too much hurry.

Standing up, he gave her one last look and walked away.

No matter what, he would save her.

Though, just to avoid any oversight, he ordered the maids to stand guard at the door, and used the code Medea had given him to ask her to observe Lilith.

Well, I guess now it's time to see the Traver family. I really wonder how it will go.

No matter what, he was sure that it wouldn't be easy.

After all, the Traver family weren't warriors like the Highland. Why would they accept so easily?


Chapter 32


Ch 32: Discussion With Duke Travers



The zone belonging to the Traver family was in the west.

After leaving Lilith, he climbed into his carriage and took to the road. Thankfully, it did not take long for him to reach the mansion belonging to the Ducal family.

It was a large mansion, five stories tall with multiple wings in many different styles, giving a somewhat gaudy atmosphere or that of a parvenu. Of course, Sol knew that underestimating the Duke just because of that would be stupid.

"Welcome, Your Highness."

Stepping out of his carriage, Sol paused at the reception, reminiscing on what happened with the Highlands.

This time, rather than rows of soldiers, what greeted him were two rows of beautiful women clad in skimpy maid’s uniforms that barely covered their curves.

Sol had to admit that being greeted by such a lineup was a turn-on. If he wasn't already used to his maids, he would be grinning or blushing like a fool.

Seems like Lilith's objective was met.

Smiling, he began to walk toward the entrance of the mansion where a stout, short man was waiting for him, without paying attention to the maids around.

Sex was something he could have at any moment. So he didn't crave it as much as most people.

Behind him, Setsuna was walking with a frown on her face at the blatant attempt at seduction, while Milia kept a calm and serene smile.

The maids at the tower always wore rather conservative dresses that went past their knees. Milia knew that those clothes had a greater allure for Sol. What's more, she had absolutely no worries. She was always there to help Sol relieve his tension if he needed it.

Thinking about that brought her mood up and erased any ill feelings she might have from the secret meeting with her colleagues.

Hermes, Duke Traver, seeing the prince walk by unfazed, had to increase his opinion of the prince.

Being strong didn't mean much to him. After all, at the end of a day, for a kingdom, while a powerful ruler was necessary, what truly mattered was nothing more than money.

War costs money.

Peace costs money.

Only the goddesses or the divine beings could escape this law.

So more than his fighting prowess, what mattered to him was the prince’s mindset. At least for now it didn't disappoint him. Giving a genuine smile once the prince reached him, he bowed and said in a clear voice, "Welcome, Your Highness. Your presence brightens and honors my house. I hope you will have a pleasant stay."
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After a somewhat surprisingly warm welcome, Sol alone sat in the main office of the Duke with a pondering expression. Milia and Setsuna were currently outside of the room but were ready to rush in at any moment.

After all, while the Duke Highland was very trustworthy, the Duke Traver didn't have such a glorious reputation. So they had to be careful.

Sol, on the other hand, was rather curious. He was ready for many things, but not something like this. After all, even Duke Highland took his time to observe him more before beginning to discuss serious matters.

Still, it did not bother him.

Facing him was Hermes Traver, sipping on a cup of tea.

Silence hung in the room, but Sol wasn't in a hurry to dispel it. He felt as if he would lose if he talked first. So he simply closed his eyes and began to meditate.

Hermes, seeing Sol so relaxed, was once again pleasantly surprised. He could see that he wasn’t acting, but that he was truly at ease in the current situation. Deciding that staying silent longer than that would just be a waste of time, he coughed a little to get Sol's attention.

"If I may ask, how was your meeting with the old man?"

Sol, giving a small smile, leaned back in his chair with his legs crossed in a rather arrogant way, his chin pointed upward and his gaze fixed downward in a condescending manner.

"If by, ‘old man,’ you mean Duke Tyr Highland, then know that he accepted to abandon his neutrality and swear true allegiance to me."

Hermes was once again surprised, but not overly-so this time. After all, he had already received the news from his spies and knew what he had to expect.

Still, it seemed that him throwing his lot with the prince was truly the best way. If he did so, the prince would have two of the four Dukes on his side.

Arachne Milaris's opinion on the matter was obscure, but he was sure that with her obsession with Mars, she would at worst choose to be neutral.

Meaning that the last one would be Loki Gorfard.

Ohohoh~! The situation is truly interesting.

If at first, he had only accepted to join the prince because of his <<Gambler’s instinct>> and the family matriarch; now, he was willing to give his all.

Still, he decided to ask, "Your Highness, what do you think is the most important for a kingdom? Money? Power? Wisdom? Loyal subjects?"

Back then when he asked this question to the previous King, Mars had answered that the most important were loyal subjects. He really wondered what answers the prince would give.

Sol, who was previously relaxed, sighed and tensed a little. It seemed that no matter where he went, people were always testing him. Still, he wasn't angry. At the end of the day, he was just a young man with no credentials to his name.

Winning in the colosseum was enough to not be disrespected or underestimated, but it wasn't enough to instill trust and confidence in people without showing more.

What is the most important for a kingdom?

This was a question worth pondering over. After all, sooner or later he would become a king.

"My answer may be still a little immature, but I believe that wisdom and loyalty, while important, aren't the most-necessary. The most-necessary are money and power."

"Oh~? Please could you elaborate, Your Highness?"

"Loyalty is without a doubt very important at a personal level. Having few and truly loyal people surrounding you is a blessing. But, it's impossible to expect an entire kingdom to swear eternal loyalty to one king. Not even the goddesses can do so."

This was something very important to understand. For example, even though Milia swore loyalty to him, it didn't mean that all the Crown's Shadow was truly loyal. The same went for Duke Tyr and his ducal house.

"A necessary amount of wisdom is without a doubt important. But, at the end of the day, one or few people can't direct everything in the affairs of a kingdom."

The Lustburg kingdom was the size of Canada. How could one or a few persons deal with all the affairs of the kingdom? As such, only a certain amount of wisdom was necessary.

"That's why I believe that power and money are the most-important. The two together."

Money was something a kingdom couldn't do without. You needed money to live. At the same time, being too rich and not having the means to protect your resources was a sure way to be robbed or annexed by a more-powerful kingdom.

"Loyalty may be important. But filling one’s own stomach is more so. Rather than believing in feelings, believing in common interests is better."

Many people could betray their faith, but few could betray their own interests. This was the sad truth of the world.

"Enough power can stop any thoughts of rebellion from arising."

"The carrot and the stick." The Duke nodded in agreement.

"Indeed. A kingdom needs enough carrots to instill loyalty and enough sticks to truly function. Once those two conditions are reached, loyal subjects full of wisdom would without a doubt gather around you."

Why would people be loyal to you if you didn't have something special? Why would smart people surround you if they didn't believe they could obtain something from you?

"Of course, I believe that focusing on all aspects would be the most ideal. Having loyal subjects willing to lay down their life for you is without a doubt the greatest dream for any ruler. But reality isn't so sweet. Soldiers need money to take care of their loved ones. Otherwise, why would they sacrifice themselves?"

Hermes could feel his heart beat strongly in his chest — this was it. This was the answer he wanted to hear.

"So do you say idealistic people are stupid?"

"Are they stupid? I don’t think so. I truly find them beautiful and admirable. People willing to lay down their lives, not for some interest but for their own belief of justice, are people worthy of respect. I would never look down on them."

Sol didn't believe that he was particularly cold or calculating. Even though he wasn't willing to die for some ideal, he was willing to discard his pride and his life if it meant protecting his loved ones. But that was just him. This wasn't enough to make a kingdom function.

"Beautiful. Very beautiful. Your Highness, your answer truly moved me. I also believe that mutual interest is the way to go, rather than simple blind loyalty. Then Your Highness, since the two of us believe in mutual interest, pray tell me, what can you give me to make me swear allegiance to you?"

Silence fell in the office as he observed the impassive expression on the prince's face.

Truth be told, he had already decided to throw his lot with the prince. So, no matter what the prince said here, as long as it wasn't something particularly idiotic, he would still follow him.

Of course the better the answer, the happier and more devoted I will be.

Hermes was first and foremost a merchant before being a noble. As a merchant, he had the boldness to invest in a promising stock, but he also had the decisiveness necessary to cut tail at any moment.

Sol, unaware of Hermes's thoughts, was seriously pondering. Though, even if he was aware, he would still do the same.

Sol believed in love and friendship. But such things couldn't be formed out of anywhere. As such, the most-secure form of relationships was a common interest.

He had promised Duke Highland to help him redress the situation of his family and accept Athena as one of his knights, with the chance of becoming his concubine.

But what did the Duke Traver need? This was something complicated.

The Ducal house under the order of Hermes wasn't the strongest, nor did it have the most-influence.

Because of that, they had no weakness. What's more, they were connected to the dwarf kingdom, giving them more revenue

Closing his eyes, he began to accelerate his thoughts.

What did they need the most? Money?

No, the Traver lacked anything but money.

Then, Sol grinned, "Duke Hermes, if I were to ask you. How strong are you compared to the other Dukes?"

"...?"

Hermes tilted his head in wonder but still answered. "In terms of power, be it myself as a Duke or our house as a whole, we are without a doubt the weakest of the four houses."

'As I thought.'

Sol's grin didn't fade as he continued, "From what I know, it seems like the number of bandits has exponentially increased in the last few months. I suppose that it must be rather troubling for you, isn't it?"

If Hermes couldn't understand what Sol was trying to imply now, then he would have wasted all his years.

"Indeed. Those bandits have proven to be a true headache. What's more, we must pay more fees to the different Ducal houses to get more protection."

"If I remember, clearly back then it's how the king enticed the first Duchess, right? Only, most of your rights were revoked during my father and aunt’s tenure of power."

Hermes gave a bitter nod. "Indeed."

Back then, during the puppet King era, even though he wasn't the Duke, it didn't mean that he was spotless. He had enjoyed the advantages his father brought and he now had to pay the consequences.

After all, who would have thought that someone like Mars would be born? The only reason that the four houses hadn't been eradicated at that time was that the Hero King was too kind and refused unnecessary bloodshed.

If the one with the blessing of Luxuria had been Lilith? He shivered just at the thought.

Praise the goddess.

As a hybrid dwarf, he could pray to any of the four goddesses without guilt, but he was still more partial to Avaritia, the goddess of Greed.

Sol snickered a little but didn't comment further. Of course, there was no way he would give the same amount of support as his great-grandfather. He didn't wish for one of the next rulers after him to become another puppet king or queen.

"What do you think? I will give you my power and you will give me your money. Reasonable enough a deal?"

Looking at the still-grinning Prince, Hermes sighed wistfully to himself.

Why do I not have a daughter or a granddaughter?

The boy was still a little immature and inexperienced, but it was nothing that couldn't be corrected with enough time.

At the very least, the raw potential he had already shown would have been enough for him to throw his lot with the prince even if he hadn't been forced to. Thinking so, he caressed his beard, one of the sources of his pride, and stood up from his chair before kneeling down in respect.

Seeing this, the smirk on Sol's face gradually fell down before changing into a genuine smile. He wasn't the kind to humiliate those who decided to follow him and as such stood up.

Now looking down at the kneeling Duke, Sol felt a rush of pleasure flow through his body.

I need to be careful to not let this feeling swallow me.

Pride was a dangerous sin, for it could make you overestimate yourself.

"Hermes, Duke Traver. Do you swear allegiance to me?"

"I, Hermes Traver, in front of the goddess Luxuria, do swear that I will be faithful and bear true allegiance to His Highness Sol Dragona Luxuria, his heirs and successors, according to law."

Like with Duke Highland, the oath needed no other witness. This wasn't like in his old world where anyone could swear with impunity. Here, swearing in the name of the goddess was a binding worth more than thousands of contracts. The one breaking his oaths would be immediately struck down.

Thankfully, it was impossible to coerce people into taking oaths they didn't want from the bottom of their hearts. Trying to do so would also result in them being struck down.

Thinking about the goddesses, Sol’s feelings of pride immediately abated. He had no reason to be proud as he was now. Neither Hermes nor Tyr would have bowed to him if he wasn't the prince of Lustburg.

I still need to become stronger. Smarter. More experienced. In short, I need to continue growing.

[Travers family mansion]

In another room in the mansion, a short, mature woman was focused on a screen displaying the scene of the Duke kneeling to Sol.

"Oh~? It seems like I underestimated him. Even if I didn't meddle, he would have obtained the same result."

A smile bloomed on her face as she said that. Feeling good, she turned toward one of the maids standing beside her. This maid was different from the other in the mansion. Not only because of her long and beautiful silver-white hair, nor because of her well-toned body, but rather because of the running pattern covering her from head to toe.

Hehehe~! Seems like I did well in bringing her. It would be shameful if I couldn't give a gift to my godson on our first meeting after all.

"This promises to be interesting."

She couldn't wait.


Chapter 33


Ch 33: Doting Godmother



Sol and Hermes made a positive deal. Of course, the deal itself was pretty vague. Sol had never really stated how much support he would provide. But, this was something that could be discussed later.

After uttering his oath and getting back up, the Duke looked at Sol and hesitated for a short while before finally speaking, "Your Highness, there's someone I must present to you. Someone very important."

"Oh?" Sol raised an eyebrow in surprise.

The Duke was the highest rank noble, only below that of the king. For him to describe someone else as important was truly intriguing.

"Why should I meet this person?"

He was the prince. This was neither arrogance nor hubris. Why would the prince and future king of a whole kingdom move to meet some unknown person?

The Duke, having expected this answer smiled, "Her name is Theresa, and she is the matriarch of one of the highest families on the council of Greed Dike. But, you might also know her as one of your father's old companions."

This got Sol's attention. Not just because of the reveal about her being his dad's crewmate. But rather because of the obvious respect the Duke was showing.

"So your house still has connections with the dwarves?" His tone wasn't particularly accusatory but The Duke shivered a little as the temperature in the room seemed to plummet very fast.

Sol wasn't surprised about the situation. It was very clear from the beginning that the first Duchess was a sort of open spy or a link between Lustburg and Greed Dike.

Still, this action of the Duke showed that the influence Greed Dike had was stronger and he did not particularly like that.

His eyes became a little colder as he thought about how another kingdom could basically obtain any information they wished about him.

Perhaps I should lower the rank of the Duke and place another family in its stead? Or perhaps–should I simply put them on the target list?

He briefly entertained the thoughts but brushed them aside. It was one thing to attack traitors, but it was another to do so to someone more or less loyal. As long as Traver didn't threaten Lustburg, he would let them be.

Though, something needs to be done about that.

Hermes, as an experienced old merchant, didn't miss the slight killing intent that Sol leaked. Thankfully, it seemed that the prince wouldn't follow the style of his ancestor, the Bloody Queen. Otherwise, he might have had to flee with all his family fast.

Thinking so, he smiled bitterly before putting his hand on his heart. "I swear on my life to the goddess Luxuria that I never did anything that could threaten Lustburg."

Sol stared at the Duke for a short while before finally sighing then gave a hearty smile. "I will believe you. I believe that this trust won't be betrayed."

As if. The very moment the lights are out, I will search all around your mansion.

Keeping his smile, "Then, since we have made everything clear. Why don't you introduce the matriarch, Theresa? I have heard her name from Camelia but aside from that I don't know much."

He wondered what kind of woman she was.

"Little Sol~!"
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[20 Minutes later.]

Sol sat with a confused smile on his face as a young woman who could have passed for a pre-teen girl sat on his lap while she kept humming.

If he didn't know that this woman was even older than his own father, he would have petted her head by now. He had wondered what kind of woman the so-called matriarch would be and was surprised by how bubbly she acted.

Currently, only three people were present in the office: Sol, Theresa, and a silver-haired maid standing with an impassive expression as she eyed the scene.

The Duke had decided to leave them alone for now.

Watching the back of this seemingly young girl that aroused his protective instinct, he spoke calmly, "Miss Theresa."

"Aunt."

"...Yes?"

"Call me Aunt Theresa. Not ‘Miss.’ I am your godmother, you know. Though I guess I have been absent most of your life."

He could hear the sadness in her voice quite clearly. Either she was genuinely sorry or she was worthy of an Oscar.

"This is the first time I have heard about having a godmother."

"What!?" She seemed ready to jump in shock as she turned her head around and looked at him,

"Camelia did not inform you?"

"No. She never did."

"Oh~! The sneaky bitch. *Cough* *Cough* I mean. This is something she should have told you."

Sol's face twitched à little but otherwise didn't become angry. He knew the difference between a genuine insult full of malice and the kind of insult friends could make to each other.

Deciding to change the subject, he asked, "By the way, how did this come to be?"

"Hehehe~! I bought it."

"... Come again?"

"Yep~! You had heard correctly. I bought it."

Saying so, her tone softened, as if reminiscing. "Back then, Blaze said that only the one who gave the best gift could become your godmother. It was funny how Camelia and Persephone fought. But even though they could crush me in terms of might, no one can beat me in terms of money."

A funny image appeared in Sol's head. One where his mother was an auctioneer searching for the highest bid.

"It seems that my mother was someone really interesting."

A bell-like laugh escaped Theresa. "You can say it again. I remember the first time I tried to take Mars as a consort — she nearly fried me alive! Not really the best first meeting."

Even though she spoke of such events, Sol could feel again that this was another fond memory of her.

Sol never wondered how his parents of this world were in the past. In a way, he was thankful that they gave life to him. But in another way, not only did he never really see them aside from fuzzy memories in his head, and what's more, it wasn't as if he was an orphan in his previous world.

Those two conditions made it so he wasn't particularly curious about them and never asked any questions about his parents aside from some general information.

"It must have been interesting."

"... Indeed… You could say that it was the best time of my life. Going on an adventure. Fighting in a pseudo-harem with an oblivious man and a jealous wife. Being chased around by said wife after trying to sneak in the bed of the husband. Those were without a doubt the best days of my life."

Theresa closed her eyes. The dwarf community was extremely harsh. You could never trust anyone, not even your own family. Business was paramount and even your family wouldn't hesitate to stab you in the back for enough profit.

Back then, she was fed up with this atmosphere and decided to take some vacation time in Lustburg.

This was where everything began. For the first time in her life, she made friends. True friends. Friends she knew could die for her without hesitation. She even had her first love.

"Happiness never lasts."She murmured as a feeling of grief washed over her.

She shook her head and kept a lid over those feelings. Now wasn't the time.

"Forget it. Even though it's sad, this is life. At least they didn't totally disappear from this world."

"People do not die when they are killed. They only die once they are forgotten."

Theresa's forced laugh stopped as she looked at Sol with shock before a big genuine smile formed on her face.

"That is a beautiful sentence."

Sol answered with a smile of his own, causing Theresa to blush.

"Oh my, you have the qualities of a true player."

His smile became a little cramped. "So, Miss Theresa."

"Aunt."

"...Aunt Theresa, what brings you here now exactly? Why not sooner?"

"I really wished I could have been here sooner, you know? Sadly I was at war against some members of the council controlled by my brother for our heritage."

"I guess you won?"

"Indeed. Even though he was a true bastard, he was without a doubt a sneaky dangerous bastard."

Was? Sol questioned inwardly. It seemed that the competition in the dwarves's kingdom was more brutal than he assumed. He also elevated his assessment of Theresa. She might look and act like a cute little girl, but under this mask was a woman who seemed rather dangerous.

"Anyway, you won so you came to visit me?"

"Yes. How could I never visit my godson? I am ashamed enough about missing all those years. As such, I decided to bring you a gift."

Saying so, she pointed toward the maid who had stayed silent until now.

"You are of age, right? Meaning you need partners. I don't know if you will follow the same policy as your father and only have one partner, but in any case let me present this girl to you."

Sol looked once again at the maid in wonder. No matter how he looked, she didn't seem like any race he had ever seen or read about.

"Is she a demon or an angel?"

"No, neither of the two. She is a chimera — from Gluttony Foss."

Sol's eyes opened wide at this revelation and he looked once more at the white-haired maid.

Chimera. They were the creatures created by Echidna Gula, the mother of a thousand monsters. Chimera were by themselves not a race. The same way the beastkin had different sub-races, chimeras also had their own.

Sol had never seen any chimera, as they generally only left Gluttony Foss during war or beast tide. Especially during the last war, being the one that costs his parents' life.

"How did you capture her?" He was a little uncomfortable with the notion of capturing someone to make them a slave.

In Lustburg, since Mars's reign, even though slaves existed, they were generally debt slaves, war captives, or criminls working off their punishments. Capturing a free citizen and treating them as a slave was forbidden. What's more, there were so many regulations for their protection that nowadays slaves were more like underpaid servants than anything else.

Of course, a chimera was no citizen of Lustburg and could even be called an enemy.

Theresa squinted her eyes at Sol's reaction. Once again she was reminded how different Sol was from his father. Back then, she knew that Mars had an absolute distaste for such a culture. If it wasn't because of his advisor, he would have simply abolished the slavery system rather than creating more regulations.

"Do not worry. Even though Greed Dike doesn't frown on slavery, I am not the kind to go capturing people for entertainment. This girl was born from a fossilized egg I brought back from Gluttony Foss all those years ago during our campaign against Echidna. Back then, I thought that it was just a dead egg. So imagine my surprise when a few years later I got her!"

Even though she was laughing, Sol felt that she was still hiding something.

"Could you be a little more clear?"

"Well, I got this egg in a deserted part of Echidna Castle. We were being chased down by one of the twelve constellations. Boy, you should have seen it. A giant humanoid spider running behind us. The stuff of nightmares, I say! So, I was running for my life when I saw this very shiny round thing. Of course, as a dwarf, the first thing I did was snatch it up then continue fleeing."

He could feel an urge to slap his face as he heard this tale. Still, to have the leisure to steal something while being chased down by one of the constellations.

"If it's a spider I guess it's the cancer constellation."

"Was. I don't know if Echidna created another one. But at least the previous cancer constellation got sliced off by Lilith. Hahaha~! You should have seen his face. He didn't even understand how he died."

The more he heard her speak, the more a yearning began to burn in his heart. He also wished to go out and explore the world. To live through different adventures with trusted companions.

It might be a little childish and naive, but it was hard to discard such dreams.

"I get the situation now. So? You are giving her to me?"

"Yes. Her bloodline is without a doubt very powerful. I wanted to make her your partner."

"You do know that it's impossible to force a contract, right?"

The contract system was under the direct control of the goddesses. A contract could only be formed between two willing parties without any form of coercion.

Jumping from her seat on his thighs, she turned to face him and gave an impish smile, "You are a Luxuria. I am sure you can do it." Saying so, she began to walk toward the exit, "Well, well, well. This is it for me for now. It's time for me to visit my old friends. Bye-bye! I wish you luck."

Without waiting for Sol's reply, she left the room with a laugh in her voice.

Now, alone with the cold-faced maid, Sol began to observe her more carefully.

Long snow-white hair, deep red eyes, beautiful well-toned curves, a young-looking face, healthy and tanned skin and a short frame. This girl was the perfect definition of a foreign oriental beauty.

Letting out a sigh at how people seemed to only throw women at him, he relaxed in his chair and spoke. "You have heard my discussion with Theresa. Before anything else, I think I must present myself. I am the Crown Prince of Lustburg, Sol Dragona Luxuria. How may I call you?"

The girl, who looked to be in her twenties even though technically she should be younger than Sol, stared at Sol blankly.

An awkward silence fell heavily once again between the two.

Sweeping back his hair, Sol sighed, "Let's make something clear. I do not particularly need you to be by my side. I already have one loyal knight who will follow me and if everything is alright, my first partner will be someone with limitless potential."

He had more important things to do than to waste his time discussing the situation with a girl he just met and who refused to speak. Getting a powerful partner was without a doubt good news, but as the future king and with his capacity, the things he lacked the least were people wishing to form a contract with him.

The only reason he even bothered wasting his time with her currently was because she intrigued him a little. He could feel some sort of familiar energy flowing in her. He couldn't put his finger on it. But it was her.

Finally, after a short silence, she replied, "My name is Nuwa."

Nuwa? Who gave her such a name? It's rather mighty.

He already knew that for some weird reason gods and goddesses or mythical heroes’ names from his old world were used here. Still for one to be called Nuwa, the mother goddess in Chinese myths? His interest in her suddenly went up a notch.

"Nuwa, is it? Was it Theresa who gave you this name?"

"Nuwa is Nuwa. From the moment Nuwa was born, I knew I was Nuwa."

She continued to speak in the same monotonous and emotionless voice, as if nothing interested her.

"I see. Then. You have already heard everything. What's your opinion?"

Lowering her head in a bow, she calmly said, "I do not care. From the moment I was born, my destiny has never been my own. Why should I begin to think so now?"

"..."

It seems that this was going to be way harder than I thought.

He sighed about this so-called gift. He was tempted to bring her into his mirror world just to see her act completely opposite to what she was doing now, but messing with the minds of people who did nothing to him didn't seem particularly interesting.

"Well, it doesn't matter. The time to contract is still far away. I guess I will give you time to think."

More importantly, he didn't want to contract with someone who might have another allegiance. He didn't want to distrust Theresa since she seemed to be a really gentle and loyal woman, but he didn't know her enough to give all his trust to her.

Being in a position of power is really tiring.

This was one of the few dissatisfactions he had with his current life. He could never truly believe anyone outside of a few people. Always had to analyze the situation. This would become even worse in the future once he really became a king.

He already knew that this wouldn't be easy. But it didn't matter. He didn't mind some challenges. Of course, living in easy mode was also interesting.

I also need to ask Milia to keep an eye on her.

Thinking so, he got up and walked toward the exit. This trip to Traver had been rather fruitful. He had already accomplished his goal and some more. Still, he needed to spend the night before leaving.

I should walk out with Setsuna and Lilin tomorrow. If I am to end with Lilin, I must mend her relationship with Setsuna.

This was giving him a headache. Whoever said that harem was a dream never really understood the reality.


Chapter 34


Ch 34: Friendly Rivalry



Even though the moon was bathing the capital with its gentle light, the streets of the city were still bustling.

Music, dance, and games were filling every place and the crowd’s mood was at an all-time high.

At first glance, it was a noisy night market with an exotic atmosphere, but as one delved further into the narrow and intricate alleys, one would come across the black market that was only known to a few people.

A pub was located at the end of the shady black market alley.

This was the zone belonging to the Gorfard family. The zone reunited all the shady businesses and the red light district. Some people even called it the underworld.

All types of people were gathered in the pub. Most of the men looked like they wouldn’t hesitate to do all sorts of nasty things. Often, they drank with the prostitutes. From rich merchants to popular gladiators, every kind of person could be seen.

But no matter how rowdy they were, none of them dared to go on the second floor. After all, this was the floor reserved for Vito Ferro, a member of a fallen noble family who now controlled the underworld. At least in appearance.

The second floor of the pub was fairly desolate, unlike the loud first floor.

Only two people were present on the second floor. One of them was leaning on the railing while observing the moonlight, and the other one nervously sat on a chair close to a circular wooden table, while continuously wiping his sweaty brow.

If the people could observe the current scene, they would be stunned by fright, because Ferro, the 'king' of the underworld was the one sweating like a pig while observing the man standing.

Adjusting his monocle, the man stopped gazing at the moon and faced Ferro with a smile. "It seems like your business is thriving."

Ferro, knowing that nothing good came out of this fake smile, shuddered a little but answered, "This is all thanks to you, Sir Edgar. Without your help, I would have never been able to have such control."

Edgar began to slowly walk toward Ferro and finally stopped once he was just a few steps away from him.

"I am happy that you did not forget that everything you have, everything you are, is thanks to us. Now, I need you to do a little something for me."

Shivering a little under the cold gaze and feeling like he was slowly being squeezed out by a venomous snake, Ferro gulped a little and asked, "How may I help you?"

"How? Very simple. Give me all the records of deals between you and the Gorfard family. Don't lie by telling me you don't have them."

Ferro, feeling goosebumps, clamped his mouth shut, as he had indeed intended to try to deny everything. Struggling for a short while, he finally sighed in defeat and slumped in his seat for a few seconds before finally getting up and leaving the room.

A few minutes later, he came back with a recording orb, filled with all his dealings with the Gorfard family over the years.

"Could I ask why you need them?"

"Why…?" Taking the orb, Edgar gave his usual smile and said joyously, "Guess~!"
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The sun rose over the horizon and the mist of the night slowly dissipated under its light.

"Your Highness, I bid you farewell. I hope that you had a pleasant night in my humble home."

"No worries. I was very pleased. Your hospitality warmed my heart. Have a good day."

Standing in front of the bowing Duke outside of the manor, Sol gave a polite but warm smile before turning away, his group having acquired one more girl.

The discussion now over, he turned and left, Milia and Setsuna following behind him. Nuwa stood between the two of them, her face emotionless and her steps steady.

The previous night in the Traver mansion had been rather uneventful. The Duke had many children, but none of them had managed to reach the level of the heir, since their rules were pretty clear.

As for Theresa, she had completely vanished and even using his mirror world didn't help him find her, meaning that she wasn't even in the mansion anymore. Though he had an idea where she might be.

Neither Setsuna nor Milia had been particularly happy by the introduction of Nuwa in their group. Her seemingly lack of respect for Sol further angered them. The only thing stopping them from lashing out at her was the fact that she might become Sol's partner in the future.

Feeling the freezing cold atmosphere behind him, Sol simply sighed. As long as it didn't lead to a fight, everything was alright. He had already assured Setsuna that he wouldn't accept Nuwa as a partner if he thought she could affect them negatively.

Once they boarded the carriage, the way toward the tower was rather silent until Sol finally began to talk. "Milia, did you find anything about Clara? Is she suspicious?"

"Your Highness. I already got the report from the one who was with them back then."

Milia didn't use the names of any of her spies, as she didn't want to give important information in front of an outsider.

"We have enough information to judge that the elf is harmless. Though we will need a short probation period to be sure."

"So she had no hidden intentions?"

"Of course she does. Those prideful elves would never send someone who is still not of age out of the forest otherwise."

Sol grimaced at this mention. Because of their incredibly long life span, elves' perception of time was completely different from humans. In their culture, no elf could leave the forest before their coming out of age, which generally happened at 50 years of age.

"How old is she?"

"35."

Sol remembered Clara's childish antics and young-looking face before sighing once again.

I really sigh too much lately.

He had simply too many things to deal with at the same time.

What's more, I haven't trained at all lately.

Technically, when adding the time spent in Medea's world, it has only been about three days since his fight in the arena. But for Sol, who was used to at least swinging his sword a few hundred times every day, this period of inactivity was beginning to make him antsy.

Thanks to his dragon heritage, even if he didn't train he could slowly become stronger even without training. But, this wasn't what he wished for. He had the talent of both humans and dragons. It would be a waste to not capitalize on those two talents.

"Setsuna, once we reach the castle, let's train a little before going for the date." Setsuna gave a happy smile at this, her tail, swishing behind her.

Sol, seeing this, couldn't help but pat Setsuna on the head. He had a certain fondness for cute things and seeing his girls act like this always made him happy.

Milia, seeing this pouted and lowered her head to Sol, while she smiled thinly. He, of course, understood her silent plea and began to pat her with his other hand.

Watching this ridiculous scene, Nuwa kept her expression straight, but a glint of curiosity still resided in her eyes.

For as long as she could remember, she had never felt the things called ‘love’ or ‘happiness.’ Even though her previous master, Theresa, never treated her badly and in reality greatly took care of her, she simply couldn't feel any sense of kinship with her.

Instinctively she knew that this was because of her heritage. Her blood refused to bow down or to even get close to anyone of lower rank than her. This wasn't a question of power but of innate bloodline.

She didn't know what she was, nor how strong her bloodline was, but the fact was that she had never met anyone higher or even equal to her.

At least until now.

Focusing her gaze on Sol, she could faintly feel something in him that made her blood stir.

It seemed to be something similar but at the same time different. Her innate knowledge didn't give her enough information to judge the situation.

This was why she decided to follow him.

She wanted to know who she was.

She wanted to know what she was.

She wanted to know who her parents were.

If to obtain all that information she had to become the servant of this man, then it did not particularly matter.

She just wanted to know and for that, she was ready for any sacrifice.
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"Sol~"

The moment he stepped into the Tower, he immediately caught a purple-haired girl jumping in his arms.

"I missed you so much! You promised that we would spend some time together."

"I am sorry Lilin. I was a little busy." The truth was that he also felt a little awkward with her declaration. But, now that she was in his arms, he realized that his worries were unnecessary.

He recognized that he did not particularly feel a strong love for Lilin. But, the simple thought of her falling in the arms of anyone else set his heart ablaze with disgust and anger.

I am truly becoming more and more possessive.

"Your Highness, you shouldn't forget that it's time to train as you promised." The voice of Setsuna brought him back from his thoughts.

"Hey, Set, why are you bothering me while I am talking to Sol?" Lilin, who was previously acting like a cute kitty in his arms, raised her head and glared fiercely at Setsuna.

"Haha~I am sorry. I didn't recognize you after two years. I mean, it's been a long time. You should be happy that His Highness didn't forget you." The wolf girl replied, a bit smugly.

"Heh, two years is indeed a long time, but I guess that it wasn't enough for you to finish things with Sol." Lilin snickered, the innuendo in her words clear to everyone.

Setsuna, refusing to back down, began a long tirade, and Lilin, who was just as headstrong, also refused to give up.

Watching the two princesses bicker, Sol gave a gentle smile. Only by observing this sight could he truly feel at home.


Chapter 35


Ch 35: Surprise



In a white void, Lilith slowly opened her eyes. It only took her an incredibly short time for her blurry eyes full of confusion to sharpen before they slowly narrowed.

"The only one who can mess around with my mind is you, Camelia. Stop playing around."

"Fufufu~I told you that there was no way she would panic."

"Buh~"

"I must say, hearing your voice really fills my heart with so much happiness."

Three feminine voices resonated in the void before one after another, three women appeared. One was a busty blonde, one a short loli, and one a tall, green-haired woman.

Looking at those women together, Lilith's eyes misted a little before she regained her sharp expression. "Reminiscence can wait for later. If you are all here, I guess the plan is close to completion?"

Camelia, hearing Lilith's question, gave a cold smile. "Those idiots are moving in the background to take over my position in the church. Fufufu~How could they know that all their supposed allies are my puppets now?"

"Uwa~ You are as scary as I remembered. I thought age would mellow you. Aren't old women supposed to be gentler?"

Camelia's smile twitched, "And your mouth is still without a break. I thought you would become more calm after growing old."

"Me? Old? Hehe~ I am a dwarf, you know. I am still a young flower by our standards."

Camelia was unable to retort to this and could only change the subject, "Enough about age. Anyway, thanks to Castitas, I won't grow old as long as I have her blessing. Did you complete what you ought to?"

Theresa's usually-joyous smile vanished as she sneered, "Who do you take me for? Of course, I succeeded. My brother was really in cahoots with those bastards. Thankfully, I managed to take over the family and now I am part of the highest council."

"What about your brother?"

"My brother? Dead, of course. There's no way I would leave such a variable alive."

None of the women present seemed surprised. After all, they knew very well that behind Theresa’s usual antics was a woman who would destroy anything that stood in front of her. As a dwarf, she only moved for benefit. Friendship and family were second. Sometimes, Lilith wondered if Theresa wouldn't hesitate to turn on them if her benefits were threatened.

"Ugh~Lilith, your distrust toward me is as obvious as always."

"My, my, Theresa, you know very well that the only one who truly trusted you from the bottom of his heart was Mars. Though he is dead now."

The green-haired, green-clothed woman gave a motherly smile as she said that. Following those words, the atmosphere immediately cooled down.

Camelia pinched her eyebrows, "Persephone, how many times did I tell you to not destroy the mood?"

Persephone tilted her head in confusion, "But he is indeed dead. Us not saying anything won't change this situation."

Camelia sighed and decided to once again drop the subject. Not only was Persephone one of the first witches in existence, but she was also the Witch of Life. Her view toward life and death was simply and completely different from common people.

A lull filled the place. Lilith, even though hurt by Persephone's words, didn't take them badly. Because Persephone words were the truth. Still, she was once again reminded how extraordinary her brother was to lead a group with so many mismatched people.

Even now, the only reason they could work together was because of their common goals. Sweeping her hair aside, she asked, "Persephone, what about your sister?"

Persephone still gave her gentle smile, "Mother gave me the okay to capture Kali. We don't know how deeply involved she is with those bastards, but no matter what, she is worthy of punishment. Mother judged that Freya would be too kind. Fufufu~naughty little sister needs to be punished harshly."

Her gentle smile became a little sloppy as a blush covered her face.

The other three shuddered; falling in Persephone's hands was in a way a punishment worse than death. Not only did she take pleasure in torturing people, but thanks to her power over life, she could make sure that even weeks of torture wouldn't leave the slightest wound… At least, not physically.

After calming down, Persephone turned her attention to Lilith, "By the way, yesterday when I entered Lustburg, I met little Sol. He is truly a gentle and handsome boy. I would have stayed longer to discuss with him, but I didn't want my sister to see me. After all, I am just a backup in the case Freya doesn't do her job."

Persephone felt a little giddy as she remembered Sol. Even though he was disguised and she had only met him when he was a baby, she could never mistake this powerful life force.

What's more, it seemed that he had managed to bring Medea out of her prison. This alone was enough for her to take a shine to him.

I wonder if Mother will meet him. She seemed really interested when she was informed about Blaze's pregnancy back then.

She thought idly before discarding those thoughts.

Theresa, who was a little sullen at first, began to laugh again, "Yeah, I also met him yesterday. He is really a good boy. Well, I guess it's as expected of my godson. Mhm~ By the way, Camelia, why are we the only ones here? What about Arachne?"

Camelia didn't answer and simply gave Lilith a look.

"Arachne is still ambivalent. She will meet Sol today. I guess that she will make her decision then."

Camelia frowned at Lilith's answer. Arachne had been one of the people who took Mars's death really badly. Since then she has changed greatly.

"Are you sure she won't hurt Sol?"

Lilith showed surprise for a while at Camelia's question before she broke into a smile. "Arachne? Hurt him? This is impossible. No matter how much she dislikes Sol, he is Mars's son. She would never hurt him. What's more, even if she really tried to hurt him, she would be in for a surprise."

Lilith had full trust in Sol's ability to protect himself. He might still be weaker than her, but if he decides to focus on defense, even she herself would have a hard time hurting him.

Dimension magic is truly a cheat.

All of them opened their eyes wide at this. In terms of pure power, aside from Theresa who wasn't a fighter, the other three stood more or less equal.

But, in terms of attack power, Lilith was without a doubt the strongest. For her to praise Sol so much despite such strength showed how truly amazing he was.
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[Medea’s world]

Sol, who was currently in Medea's world, felt his body twitch for a short while.

"What's the matter?"

Looking at the pink-haired woman sitting on his lap snuggly, he wondered whether his lap was such a pleasant place to sit.

"Soooo, I was supposed to meet Medea, where is she? Also, why are you seated on my lap?"

Since her skirt was so short, when she sat on him, he was directly in contact with her panty-covered ass. Even though she was rather thin like Medea, he had to admit that her ass really felt good and was a little distracting.

What's more, since he did not get to cum during his short episode with Setsuna and Lilin, his senses were currently heightened and his dick was rock-hard. Though it seemed that Freya wasn't bothered by this.

"You were indeed supposed to meet her, but I asked her to give us some time to discuss some things together."

“So you will ignore my question about the lap?" Smiling wryly, he decided to stop minding it. His boner would settle down sooner or later, and worst case, he had many willing women at his disposal.

'Since I am already in this situation, I might as well make the best of it.'

The sudden twitch from a few minutes ago reminded him of a sensation he had during his visit to the Highland family. As if he was being spied on and as if his blood was boiling.

Freya and Medea were some of the oldest and most knowledgeable beings he knew. So there was nothing to lose in asking.

Recounting the situation, Freya pondered a little bit before nodding, "Your sensation wasn't wrong. This should indeed be Tiamat. From what I know. It's one of her skills called, <<starry sea>>. Thanks to this ability, she can observe the destiny stars of people related to her by blood."

"Destiny, as in foresight?"

"More or less, I guess? Frankly, it's hard to know since it isn't like I saw her use it personally."

Sol frowned a little, for one, the idea of being spied on by his grandmother didn't really sit well with him. What's more, "If she can see destiny, why didn't she help Blaze and Mars?"

"It doesn't work like that. She isn't omniscient, nor can she really see the future. She can only see destiny. For example, death is a destiny. But knowing how and when is only possible with foresight.

What is more, the divine beasts are physically forbidden from entering the mortal dimension. The most they can do is send something like an avatar devoid of any fighting strength. Finally, from what I know, she has been in hibernation for some time now"

"...I see."

This world really had many restrictions. Still, for her to enter hibernation before her daughter's death, only to awaken after so long, it truly seemed too convenient.

Well, I will visit the Astral realm soon. I guess I should be able to meet her.

"Well, this was all I wanted to ask. What about you, what did you want to talk about?"

Freya, in the most natural way possible, answered, "I want your child."

Hearing those words, Sol’s eyes widened in shock for a short while, before narrowing in concentration. “Explain.” He asked in a calm voice. Still, it was clear from his voice that if her explanation didn’t please him he would absolutely refuse her request.

Freya, still on Sol's lap, frowned as she searched for the right words. She suddenly regretted bringing this up so soon, but she also knew that she shouldn’t lie in this situation.

“To be honest. I have many reasons. The first one is of course to verify if it’s indeed possible for a dragon to impregnate a witch.”

This was a very important question. Until now, that theory had been that a dragon had the ability to impregnate any being able to give birth. But here was the problem. Were witches even physically able to do so?

“My sister Persephone, the Witch of Life, has tried all possible means to find a solution — even cloning and indirect impregnation. But all of them failed. Still, from the experiments she conducted, the body of a witch possesses all the organs necessary to give birth, the only problem being the absence of a menstrual cycle.”

Freya sighed, “From what we understood, our ability to steal life is even affecting our ovaries. Meaning when an egg is produced, it gets completely devoured. That’s why we tried indirect impregnation by using an egg and spermatozoid outside of the body, but the egg itself is endowed with the life-devouring curse, and any spermatozoa entering got consumed.”

She swept her hair aside in frustration as she thought about it. “So, even with a dragon as a partner, the chances of success are absurdly low. What’s more, you aren’t a full dragon but a hybrid one and also blessed. There are so many uncertainty factors. This is a true nightmare for any scientist, you know?”

Releasing a helpless chuckle, she continued, “Aside from wishing to determine the truth, I...I really want to have a child."

Freya wasn't lying. As a witch and a seeker of knowledge, she was extremely curious about the process of giving birth. But as a woman, she also wished to give life.

She didn't think that women who did not give birth were lesser in any way. But, nevertheless, she wished to have a child.

"I am sorry but I will have to refuse." Sol's answer was simple and clear. Freya shivered a little at this answer but asked in the calmest way possible.

“Why?”

"For one, I refuse to let my child be some lab rat. No matter how noble the goal is, it doesn't particularly matter to me." Sol sneered a little before continuing, "Secondly, I am simply too young to have children."

Still, for Sol, the simple thought of having to educate children frightened him greatly. He still saw himself as a kid, albeit one who got to enjoy many things most kids could only dream of, and having to raise one seemed to be a tall order.

This wasn't just a matter of age, but of mentality. He knew himself enough to understand that even though he had somewhat grown, both mentally and in strength, in those few months, it was still not enough to properly take care and educate a child.

Finally he said, "I do not love you." This was the simple and harsh truth. Lust and love were two very different things.

Sol could have sexual relationships with women he did not love. But he refused to do something like having a child with someone he didn't share close ties with. Doing so would be very cruel to the child, who never asked to be born.

Freya, hearing him, shook her head, "I understand. After all, I feel the same about you."

No matter how handsome Sol was, love couldn't blossom with just the few interactions they had with each other. Freya had never believed in love at the first sight. Such love was nothing more than an illusion born out of chemical reactions and would vanish at the slightest difficulty.

True love was, in her opinion, something incredibly beautiful and incredibly stupid. Something that could create miracles or that could destroy everything.

Still, even though she knew that, "I still want a child."

This was one of the greatest dreams all the witches had. But she didn't want to force Sol either. So, "Then I just have to make you fall in love with me."

Saying so, she jumped from his laps and began to wave her hand without looking back. "I already got my answer, so I won't bother you anymore. Good luck for the two remaining ducal houses."

Watching her slowly going away, Sol sighed and decided to not let something like pity sway his decision.

Well, initially, I wanted to go on a date with Setsuna and Lilin, but I guess it's out for now. Better train a little, then go meet the Duchess.
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[Milaris Mansion]

The Milaris mansion was a rather dreary house.

Even though the zone under the control of the Milaris family in the capital was the entertainment district, the surroundings of her house were basically void of anything that could be called entertaining.

In fact, some people could even compare it to a more well-maintained haunted house.

In the main room of this mansion, seated on a reclining chair, a black-haired woman was sipping on a luxurious red wine as she gazed absentmindedly at a portrait. It displayed a long-haired, handsome, semi-nude man, his blushing face showing how embarrassed he was.

Remembering the scene when she asked him to pose nude for her painting, Duchess Milaris let out a rare chuckle.

Caria Arachne Milaris was an artist.

Painting, dancing, singing, sculpting, weaving, writing. Despite her young age, she had mastered them all. It was to the level that calling her a genius would have been an insult. If not for her black hair, some people would have thought she was blessed.

If it was just so, people wouldn't particularly envy her. After all, in this world, what mattered more than anything were financial and martial might.

But, not only was she an incredible artist, she could even fuse her art with her fighting technique, creating a way of fighting never seen before.

One would think that a person gifted to such a level people could only cry in anguish would be happy. But Arachne wasn't.

For her, her gift was only a curse.

No matter how much she wrote, no matter how much she painted, she could never find it. The spark of inspiration that could transcend everything.

After all, she was already close to perfection.

It was then that she met him.

Mars Luxuria. The Crown Prince of Lustburg.

The very first moment she looked at him, heard his voice, and touched his hand, she felt her mind explode with possibilities.

She knew then, that this was it. He was the one she had searched for all her life. The one who would help her transcend her art…

"...My lady."

Shifting her gaze from the painting of Mars, she settled it on her most-loyal friend, displeasure clear in her eyes.

"How many times have I told you to not disturb me when I am in this room?"

He was the only one she allowed to enter this room. This was her sanctuary. Still, even he should know that he couldn't enter here without a good reason.

Grinning, he simply shrugged his shoulders, "I was just here to tell you that the dinner prepared to receive the prince is ready. What's more, it shouldn't take long for him to reach here."

Arachne frowned a little before downing her wine in one shot.

"My friend, tell me, do you also think that I am a foolish and crazy woman? Obsessing about a man who never saw me as anything more than a good friend or a little sister?"

He smiled at her question. "I have lived a very long life, and contracted with many humans. Of them all, you are without a doubt the most foolish and pitiful."

Arachne smiled at the bluntness of his words. She felt no happiness, for it was true. Still, even though she knew it was foolish, even though she knew it was pitiful, she could never forget him.

After all, "I really really loved him."


Chapter 36


Ch 36: Duchess Milaris



In the carriage, Sol, Setsuna, and another maid were sitting in silence. Looking curiously at the brunette maid, who was wearing a rather short white-and-black skirt that showed a glimpse of her white panties, Sol broke the silence to ask, "Your name is Ketia, isn’t it?"

Hearing her name, Ketia gave a polite bow while giving a perfect smile, "Indeed, Your Highness. You remembering my name brings me great joy."

Ketia was a human serving as Lilin's personal maid.At least, on the surface, she looked like she was human.

She smells weird.

No matter how he tried to ignore it, her scent was something that always made him curious. It was as if her scent had been mixed with that of a cat.

Truly intriguing.

Of course, the very moment he found something weird about her when he met her, he talked about it with Milia, who promised that she would explain everything to him tomorrow.

But more than her scent, what really brought his attention was her other identity.

"So, how is it going? Will everything be ready?"

"That I do not know. We are currently understaffed, you see. Well, Milia should be the one explaining everything to you, since she is supposed to be your handler."

The way she phrased it ticked him, "My handler?"

"Indeed. Our name says it all. Crown's Shadow. Our job isn't to protect an individual in particular, but the one who holds the crown. I was assigned to Lilin and after you were discovered, Milia was assigned to you."

Sol had many questions about the situation. Firstly she used the words 'assigned,' meaning someone was above her at that time. Secondly, "I thought it was my father who created the Crown's Shadow?"

Ketia nodded, "In a way, you aren't wrong. In the past, we weren't called the Crown's Shadow but the Crown's Hounds. Some people called us the hunting dogs or the pet of the crowns." She spoke in a rather derisive way as if she wasn't concerned by such opinions.

Then, with a serious expression, she continued, "Your Highness, to be honest, I do not mind explaining everything to you if you order me to, but doing so would mean sharing Milia's past. Perhaps it would be better to wait for her to do so on her own."

Sol could only sigh, "Indeed. I wish for her to be the one to explain everything."

Thankfully, she had already promised to explain everything tomorrow morning. So he wasn't in a hurry. In reality, he was even a little relieved to have more time to gather his thoughts. Without a doubt, the past of Milia wouldn't be rosy, and sharing it with him would re-open old wounds. He didn't want to show her a pitiful expression.

Ketia inwardly smiled. As a friend, she was always worried about Milia because she was infatuated with Sol. After Ketia came back and learned that she had given her body to the prince, she became even more worried.

After all, because of her past and her current profession as an assassin and a spy, she knew about the darkness residing in the hearts of most people. She feared that the prince was only using Milia for his personal pleasure and would discard her. But now, it seemed that she worried for nothing.

Good for you, Milia.

Cheering for her friend, she began to wonder if she should also be more forward, and seduce the dunce who always acted dense about her signals?
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[[Milaris Mansion]]

What a sinister atmosphere.

The moment Sol stepped out of the carriage in front of the mansion, he immediately felt as if he was being stared at. Following his feelings, he looked at the different gargoyles that decorated the front and the sculptures on the sides.

I heard that the duchess fused her talent as an artist with her martial arts.

Ketia, who stood behind Sol, murmured with a serious tone. "Those gargoyles are basically watchdogs. They were personally created by the Duchess. She can see everything in a certain zone surrounding what she created."

"Truly impressive." He could only compliment in awe. Her power was simply too versatile and without a doubt, it was just one facet of it.

“Welcome, Your Highness.”

Compared to the row of warriors with the Highlands, or the row of maids with the Travers, the only one welcoming Sol in front of the Milaris mansion was the partner and butler of Arachne.

“I apologize for the unbecoming welcome; all the servants of the house are still in the duchy. With the war coming and our lands being on the frontline, we are rather busy.”

Sol’s frown eased at this and nodded, “I see.”

“Please follow me. Would you rather rest a little, or do you wish to meet my lady?”

“Well, send my maid to the quarter I will occupy. I will meet the Duchess now. After all, I should at least salute the host.”

“As you wish.” Giving a bow full of grace, he turned on his heel and entered the house, Sol and his retinue in tow.

Watching his back, Sol began to remember what kind of being this man was. A rare type of demon called Dark Phantom. Their specialties resided in shadow manipulation and teleportation. They were a dangerous race that was known mainly for their assassination technique.

Now that I think about it, Milia’s shadow power does indeed have similarities with the power of a dark phantom.

This situation was becoming weirder the more elements he pieced together.

Still, I really wonder what kind of contract the duchess formed.

Not all contracts needed virginity. The type of contract, the requirements, and the results were multiple. More precisely, there were seven of them, obviously related to the seven sins. The contract he wished to form with Setsuna, for example, was a lust-type contract, the most optimal for him since he was blessed by Luxuria. The main condition for this contract was the virginity of one of the partners.

From what he remembered, the contract between his parents had been a pride-type.

I can’t wait.

“We’ve arrived.” Bowing, the phantom indicated a closed door with his hand.

Sol, surveying his surroundings, was once again creeped out. He had tried to tune it out, but the whole hall was filled with sculpted black knights. Even though they should have been inanimate, Sol had the distinct impression that all of them were staring at him.

Knowing the Duchess’s power, I can already confirm that they are indeed staring at me.

“Very well. Ketia, follow him and arrange our quarters. Setsuna, stay here. At the slightest alert, act at your discretion. I believe in your judgment. If necessary, simply blow up everything.”

Openly talking about the chance of being attacked was a little rude, but Sol didn’t really care. He absolutely didn’t trust the duchess. He was already gently circulating his mana in his body. At the slightest problem, he would simply go all out and destroy this mansion.

The butler's lips twitched at how brave Sol was acting. The worst was that there was nothing he could do about it. It took a great deal out of him to not give a retort at how Sol was threatening to destroy everything if something went wrong.

“Your Highness is indeed very prudent.”

“It’s better to be prudent and alive than reckless and dead.” Sol didn’t know how he managed to get a second chance at life, but there is no way he would waste it in false bravado.

“Then, let’s go in I guess.”
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The moment he entered the room, Sol was immediately greeted by a gentle and soothing melody.

Looking at the back of the Duchess, who was playing the piano, Sol closed the door behind him and took a seat, before continuing to listen to her. He didn’t know if she had heard him, but if she did, she didn’t show it.

Sol didn't really care. He wasn’t particularly in a hurry and he had to admit that even though he didn’t particularly like her, her music was something on another level.

Slowly, the gentle music changed, and became sad. A sound full of longing and suffering infused his ears. This music was telling a story. A story that went from happiness to sadness. From sadness to furry, and from furry to disappointment. The last note though…

“What do you think of this song?” The Duchess asked without turning back. Her voice sounded so far away, he felt as if he was floating.

“It was a beautiful but sad song. But…”

“...But?”

“At the very end, the very last section showed a tinge of hope.”

Silence filled the room. Sol; still feeling a little weird, began to frown. Trusting his instincts, he began to slowly cover his body with mana. The result was instantaneous.

“What did you do to me?” He asked in a cold tone. The previous feeling of weightlessness had vanished.

“Hum…” The Duchess hummed in surprise.”You woke up sooner than I thought. I must admit that I am impressed.”

“What did you do to me?” Sol once again asked, his tone still calm, but threatening. Clearly, if her answer didn’t satisfy him, the meeting would go bad very fast.

“Why not try guessing?”

Recalling his previous stats, and remembering some less savory doujin from his previous life, he hazarded a guess.

"Hypnosis?"

“Indeed. Though, I simply put you into a trance. Or rather, you fell into a trance while listening to my music.” He could hear the pride in her voice and indeed, she had all the reasons to be proud. This power while not at Camelia's level was still really frightening.

Later, I need to visit Camelia to ascertain my mental state.

He was pretty sure that he hadn't been hypnotized, but, since he watched a certain doujin where a fatass played with his bullies by making them think fucking him was a punishment, he rather err on the side of caution.

"Duchess, I must say that this meeting has not begun on a good note."

"But I thought my music was good?"

"Music? What does it have to do with… Oh~" Had the duchess just made a pun? Her? That gloomy and naggy woman? Who acted like seeing him vanish would be the best day of her life?

Even though it was a rather bad pun, he couldn't help but chuckle.

The Duchess, as if finally acknowledging his existence, turned towards him.

This allowed him to finally take a good look at her.

A beautiful black gown, long raven hair as dark as the night, and eyes the color of blood.

If he had to speak objectively, the Duchess was without a doubt a beautiful woman. Even though she didn't have the glamorous body of Lilith or Camelia, she certainly didn't lose in terms of beauty.

"Sol Luxuria, the Crown Prince. Tell me, in your opinion, what is art?"

Art is an explosion.

He seriously wanted to say this iconic line. Though, with her skills, she was closer to the marionette than that terrorist wannabe.

Arachne didn't wait for him to answer, "You see, for me, art is the expression of the deepest secret lying in the artist's heart. Be it painting, singing, playing, sculpting. No matter what form of art, the artist must lay bare his heart for everyone to see. It does not matter how ugly or how beautiful it is. What matters is the heart."

Arachne closed her eyes, "That's why, even though everyone called me a genius, in my eyes, I was just a fake artist. For me, there was nothing that could make me give all my heart."

An artist could only give his heart when he was giving his all to create something. But, for her, playing the greatest piece was child play. Painting the most beautiful landscape could be done with her eyes closed.

"Everything changed when I met your father."

When she met Mars for the first time, she tried to paint him later in the same day. But,

"I failed to paint him."

It wasn't just a matter of depicting what was shown. No matter how she tried, she could only paint something lifeless.

"I was frustrated at first."

After all, even though she didn't consider herself an artist back then, she still had pride in her talent. It was a rather weird paradox, but it was how it was.

"I began to increase the meetings between the two of us. At first from far away and later I continuously began to spend time with him. Despite that, I was still unable to paint him correctly. Gradually, my frustration transformed into curiosity. Then, one day, I understood. Ah, I am in love."

That day, for the first time, she succeeded in painting him as she wished.

"That day, I painted my true first masterpiece. For the first time in my life, I really managed to put all my heart into the work I was doing. You can never imagine the happiness I felt. It was like a new world was opening in front of my eyes."

Her voice became rough, her eyes glassy and her cheek flushed.

Sol's eyebrows twitched a bit, he couldn't help but wonder if something in their blood attracted crazy girls.

Seemingly remembering that she wasn't alone, the flushed expression vanished as fast as it appeared, "I apologize for the unsightly display."

"No matter, a woman in love is always beautiful." He truly thought so. Crazy girls were good as long as they didn't enter the realm of stabby stab like some crazy pink-haired time goddess.

Giving a wane smile she continued, "You are truly unlike your father. Though, no one can be like him."

"There's something I wish to ask before you continue."

"...Do so."

"Why do you hate me?"

Arachne seemed startled before letting out a small and sad laugh. "I do not hate you. I have never hated you. How could I hate the son of my most-beloved? I merely dislike you. Your existence is the last proof of Mars's existence. But your existence is also a constant reminder that at the end, I wasn't chosen."

This was one of her greatest contradictions. She could only smile bitterly, “Humans are truly complex creatures.”

Her feelings toward Sol had always been mixed.

Sol meanwhile could only shake his head at her confession. Feelings were not something clear-cut, and while he couldn't understand her, he could understand that it wasn't something easy. Though this did not excuse the way she always treated him, it wasn't as if she ever hurt him.

"Well, now that I have answered your question, I think it's time to enter the main subject." Her expression suddenly became extremely serious. Clearly, the matter she was about to speak was of great importance.

"The reason I brought the matter about your father was simple. What if I told you that I was approached by a certain organization that swore they could help me resurrect Mars?"

Sol suddenly feels a chill on his back.

"What if I told you the necessary components to succeed were extremely rare but at the same time extremely easy to get?"

The moment he tried to move, he suddenly felt as if he was constricted. Looking attentively, he could see extremely thin threads surrounding him and even covering all the room.

Despite their thinness, he was astounded by their sturdiness.

He briefly debated using his dimension to reverse the situation but ultimately decided to wait and see what was happening.

Seemingly uncaring about his actions, Arachne continued, "There are three ingredients necessary."

"One, the core of an S-ranked magical being."

"..."

"Two, a living sacrifice."

"..."

"Three, the body of someone related to him to house his soul."

Her face was completely emotionless as she gazed at him. "Sol, you are a half-dragon right?"

"... Indeed. So? Are you going to kill me to get my core?"

"Oh, ~!? You are surprisingly calm. Do you think I would not hurt you? No, from your reaction you are clearly wary of me. Then, do you think you can beat me? Ah~! Even though you don't really believe so, you don't think you would lose either. I really wonder what kind of skills you obtained during your awakening."

The duchess continued to ask and answer her own questions.

The binding surrounding him slowly came apart before completely vanishing.

"Arachne's thread. This is how this weapon of mine is called. It's a gift from the goddess after I showed my overwhelming talent, from what she told me. There was once a woman who went by the same name and whose skills could only be defined as godly. This thread was created by her. They are close to indestructible."

This information startled Sol. But he wasn't too surprised. If as he thought all the previous kings of Lustburg were earthlings, there was no way that such a coincidence could happen without a meddling hand behind it.

"This is interesting and all, but should I mention that imprisoning the prince of the kingdom, even shortly, is a crime?" While he talked, his blue eyes turned gold.

"Duchess, are you perhaps underestimating me?" Aura of power began to emanate from his whole body. He was well and truly pissed.

The reason why she acted this way didn't matter.

The fact that he could have escaped any time he wanted didn't matter.

At the end of the day, the sole truth was clear, she had assaulted him.

<<Intent>>

"I suppose that Gerald was given a similar proposal."

All the energy he was amassing immediately vanished. "What!?"

The duchess was as calm as ever. "I believe that you heard me quite clearly the first time."

Sol's eyes showed pure disbelief. He had been somewhat prepared, but deep in his heart, he always harbored the hope that everything was a mistake, and that his uncle wouldn't betray him. Clinging on this vain hope, he asked, "What makes you say that? Since when did you know, or how long have you suspected?"

Arachne examined his expression. She could see how hurt he was by her revelation. Still, she needed to continue, "I don't know all the details, but Gerald has a granddaughter. A very cherished girl, she was also the most-likely candidate to become a Holy Daughter since she was Blessed. But out of nowhere, she suddenly vanished."

"I knew that already — so?"

"On his estate, there are two of my sculptures. No one outside of my companions from the war knows that I can share sight and hearing with the things I create. This is why I know. His granddaughter didn't vanish. I don't know why, but she is currently in a very deep sleep, and she is growing weaker by the day."

"Once again — so? This isn't enough to be suspicious of him."

"After I received the invitation from those heretics, I immediately began to suspect the people around me. This was when I saw it. It was just a glimpse, and I never saw her again, but I can't be wrong. He met a witch… A red-clothed witch. The same witch who proposed a way to resurrect Mars."

The hope in Sol's eyes dimmed considerably. He felt as if a stake had pierced in his heart.

Of course, these were just the Duchess’s assumptions. Perhaps, like her, Gerald only accepted outwardly while in reality, he was still loyal. Perhaps, the way to save his granddaughter didn't need a core.

Perhaps, Milaris was truly the traitor and she was just misleading him.

Perhaps…

Get a grip! He screamed internally.

"Hope for the best but prepare for the worst." His murmur surprised Arachne. She had been prepared for many things. Tears, refusal to accept reality, suspicion toward her, and many others. But,

To think that he would be able to recover so fast.

This made her respect for him grow a great deal.

Sol, on the other hand, was doing everything to calm his fast-beating heart. He couldn't afford to be distracted now. He needed to keep his wits about him.

Let's do one thing at a time.

Letting out a sigh, his eyes immediately focused back on Arachne. "Your suspicions are noted. Now, I suppose that this is why you met with my aunt. I will analyze the situation with her. Let's stop the discussion here. I admit that your revelation has quite rattled me."

"As you wish."

Getting her answer, Sol got up and turned away before leaving, his steps heavy with muddy feelings.

Watching him close the door behind him, Arachne sighed and rose before going to another room in her study. There, admiring her full collection of Mars memorabilia, she poured herself a glass of wine and closed her eyes, a feeling of peace washing over her.

This place was her sanctuary. It was her own little closed world.

"Mars, I finally had a true discussion with your son. He really grew up well." She gulped her drink and continued to stare at Mars's portrait, her eyes, blurry with tears.

"I really miss you."

She could have resurrected her most-beloved person. But she gave up this chance. She could only smile bitterly and watch the future situation unfold.

[image: ]


A few minutes later, in the quarters reserved for Sol, Setsuna fidgeted uneasily.

Right now, the atmosphere in the room was extremely heavy. Sol had told them about his discussion with the Duchess, and she had to admit that she was equally astonished.

Her relationship with Gerald wasn't particularly close, but he was still someone she respected as a soldier and as a sort of surrogate grandfather to Sol. She knew that Gerald occupied a large place in Sol's heart and she couldn't even imagine how devastated he was currently.

Sol, meanwhile, was thinking at an extremely fast speed. He was analyzing the situation in front of him from all angles. The best and the worst scenarios. He was so focused, that the energy emanating from his body was slowly filling the entire room, bringing an incredibly heavy pressure.

Even Setsuna could feel her breathing becoming difficult. This level of power completely surpassed what he had shown during their fight.

"Sol, are you alright?" The moment she asked this, she couldn't help but berate herself inwardly.

Of course, he isn't alright. What are you thinking?

The more hurt he was, the more hurt she became, because she knew she couldn't heal those wounds. She had never been good with words and more than anyone else, she knew how painful it was to be betrayed by someone you trusted.

Her words seemed to bring him back however, as he exhaled slightly before giving a weak smile. "I am not really alright, to be honest. But well, this isn't a problem."

The situation wasn't at its worst yet. Whether Gerald had betrayed him or not, at least he was aware of the situation. What's more,

Acting like this in front of my woman is seriously uncool.

One of his greatest wishes is to become a man all his women could rely upon without hesitation. This wasn't just a matter of strength, but also a matter of mental fortitude. After all, how could he be reliable if he crumbled down at the slightest bad news?

Pushing down his worries, he gave a large smile at Setsuna and gently petted her head.

“Tomorrow at the shortest and in two days at the latest. Everything will come to light.”

Now, getting the allegiance of Milaris was the most-pressing issue. Everything else could wait.
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[In the Tower of Babel]

Milia was nursing a headache while sitting down in her office. It wasn't particularly comfy and was nearly devoid of any decorations. The only exceptions were one large table with three chairs around it.

Thanks to the message system they had developed, she already got the information about Gerald and Arachne from Ketia.

This was truly an oversight of my part.

Even though the Crown's Shadow was a powerful organization deeply entrenched in Lustburg, they weren't omniscient. Still, not knowing that a witch had entered their domain, and that said witch had enticed someone extremely close to the prince they needed to protect was a great mistake.

I should have pushed to know more about Gerald.

Because of Gerald's past as a loyal general and his close relationship with the royal family, he was one of the least-suspicious people in the kingdom.

What's more, he had never overstepped his bounds and never fought for power. Even during the time of the Puppet King, he disregarded the rule of neutrality the Highlands were known for and taught many things to both Mars and Lilith.

I can't even imagine how bad Sol must feel right now.

Just imagining his sadness made her feel like she was about to die. She wished for nothing more than to simply rush to the Milaris mansion and hug him tightly against her chest. She wanted to comfort him, to make him forget all his problems. To bring him happiness and make his sunny smile never wane.

"So, why did you bring me here?" Glaring at the source of the voice that broke her thoughts and was another reason for her headaches, she answered, "I thought you were trained as a maid?"

She couldn't help but cringe when she thought about what had happened.

After Sol had decided to pass time with Lilin and Setsuna, Milia had brought Nuwa to the maids’ quarters and decided to give her a little trial to gauge her skills. The results were catastrophic.

Three antique vases broken, one famous painting destroyed, and a few grimoires now completely unreadable.

Even though Milia wasn't particularly attracted by money and the like, just thinking about how each of those invaluable objects were lost forever made her feel like she was going insane.

Nuwa tilted her head, a questioning light in her eyes, "Did I ever say that I was?"

Milia's expression froze. "You aren't a maid?"

"I am not."

"Then why are you wearing a maid's uniform?"

"Because my previous master thought it suited me."

"Why did you not say that you weren't a maid when I entrusted those tasks to you?"

"Because you didn't ask."

Milia's face altered between red and white. It has been the first time in a long while since she wanted to punch someone so much.

"Then, what can you do?"

She could see Nuwa enter deep in thoughts, then, "Look cute?"

Her answer once again astonished her.
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Sol pushed out Ketia from the room and let out some frustration thanks to a bit of steamy time with Setsuna. After verifying that there were no spying art objects in his suite, Sol lay now on the bed, with Setsuna in his arms.

This time, since they couldn't touch Setsuna's virginity, they tried some anal play; sadly, the result was less than satisfying. Anal sex wasn't something that could be done at the drop of the hat without enough preparation. It needed enough time and lotions. What's more, it wasn't particularly pleasurable for most women.

The only reason it worked so easily with Camelia was that at first she was a soft masochist/sub and she did prepare herself for that moment.

In the end, unwilling to make Setsuna suffer, Sol settled with making her cum with his tongue and finger. Even though he didn't ejaculate himself, he had to admit that seeing his woman scream with joy under his fingers was another form of pleasure in itself.

I wonder if I should invite Ketia later. Though she doesn't seem particularly interested.

Sol wasn't into forcing people, even if said people were his subordinate. Sex was only enjoyable when it was a moment of mutual pleasure.

Setsuna, on the other hand, was frustrated and uneasy. The number of sexual encounters between her and Sol continued to increase; but even though she managed to cum each time, the fact that they never went all ways was extremely frustrating for her.

"Sol, what if we simply change the type of contract we want to do? It isn't like I am against a Pride-type or perhaps even a Wrath-type." As she said that, her expression became a little grim. In fact, if she had to be honest, the Wrath-type contract attracted her even more.

If the Lust contract's main condition was virginity and Pride, subordination, the Wrath-type, was vengeance. One of the contractants had to swear to help the other obtain vengeance more than anything.

Sol frowned a little, before shaking his head. "I understand what you mean. But you should know why I chose the Lust type."

Why did magical beings accept to form a contract? It was because they also got something out of it.

Growth.

Depending on the type of contract, the magical being can get a boost of power. Either in one time or slowly over time. For the Wrath type, even though it gave a one-time great boost in power after the condition was realized, that was all. The Pride and Lust type on the other hand gave a little but continued to boost over time.

"Lilith always told me that if my father knew that he would end up marrying my mother, he would have formed a Lust-type rather than a Pride one."

The first condition to continuously receive a boost from Lust-type was sex. The second one was love. As long as the two continued to love and make love to each other, they would slowly grow strong together.

"The condition for Pride is subordination and to continue receiving a boost, you must maintain a relationship between a lord and a servant."

This was the problem. Mars and Blaze did have a lord/subordinate relationship at the start, but it rapidly evolved into love. Meaning, even though the contract still existed, they immediately lost a source of power.

Looking deep into Setsuna's eyes, Sol asked, "Or are you willing to stay just as a knight all your life?"

Setsuna's winced. Even though she did see Sol as her lord, it was undeniable that she saw him more as her mate than anything else. With her current mindset, perhaps the contract wouldn't ever succeed if they went for Pride.

Sol's expression softened at her silence. "I can understand your frustration at the current situation. Even now, I am feeling the same. I wish for nothing more than going all the way with you, but we shouldn't let a simple moment of pleasure ruin everything. We have all the time in the world."

Setsuna was immediately reassured by his words. Her ears and tail wagging to show her happiness.

Sol gently petted her ears while worrying a little, I hope I didn't raise a flag.
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A few hours later, after taking a beautiful bath with Setsuna, Sol was now far more relaxed than he had been initially.

Sex and hot water are really the best to blow away all worries, He joked a little inwardly. Though, if he had to be honest, he was indeed more focused and less worried. Everything should be done step-by-step.

"Ketia, what did the duchess say?"

Ketia bowed as she answered, "The butler told us that she was waiting for us in the dining room. He will come to us in a few minutes to show us the way."

"I see." He was planning to use his dimension and explore the mansion for a little while after he got her allegiance. He was willing to believe in her, but he would only completely be reassured after making sure that everything was alright.

"So, I’m sure you made it around the mansion. What do you think?"

Ketia nodded, "From what I saw, aside from some minor servants, there's indeed no one present. All the chores are done by special lifeforms."

"All of them are sculptures?"

"No. I saw some of them made out of an unknown material; their forms are more human-like and they have a wider range of movement."

"The Duchess’s power is indeed something else. Well, no matter. This time I need to finish what I began." After this declaration, they didn't have to wait for long before the butler came to fetch them.
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"Welcome, Your Highness. I hope that your rest was fruitful." The moment they entered the dining hall, an already-seated Arachne welcomed Sol with her usually stoic face.

The dining hall was rather well-decorated, denoting the excellent taste of its owner. It was neither too luxurious nor too humble, showing how reserved she usually was.

On the table, a somewhat meager but clearly sumptuous dinner was presented. They would be the only ones to dine and it was clear that the Duchess wasn't one to waste food.

Walking further in, Sol took the seat opposite to her and sat down elegantly. He wasn't particularly hungry and could basically go for a few days without really needing to eat. But the minimum courtesy when invited to a dinner was to eat, and so eat he did.

After verifying the absence of poison and taking the first bite, Sol had to admit that the food was really masterly done. It didn't lose to the royal chef at all.

The dinner continued like that in relative silence. Once he finished, Sol let out a smile of satisfaction. "Whoever the cook is, he has my thanks. The dinner was delicious."

From the slight bow the butler gave, it was clear who was to thank. Still, this once again showed how weird the organization in the house was. After all, for the head butler to work as a cook was something that could only happen in minor noble houses where the number of servants was very limited.

At the end of the day though, this didn't matter. He wasn't particularly interested in the way the Duchess ran her house as long as it wasn't detrimental to him.

After some dessert — a beautifully-baked chocolate and strawberry cake — Sol and Arachne began to walk alone down one of many halls.

This house is seriously creepy.

It was the perfect template of a haunted house. When he walked, he felt as if the paintings’ stares were following him. A low rumbling sound came from the suits of armor on either side of the hallway, as if they were breathing.

Even the carpet he was walking on seemed alive.

He had to admit that, if he didn't know that he could blow away this entire house, he would have serious goosebumps rights now.

"It seems like you also didn't really like the decoration of my home."

Sol smiled awkwardly. It was hard to say to someone you were about to recruit that their decorations skills were in the negative.

"You do not have to be awkward. The reason you are feeling so ill at ease is that your senses are too sharp. In a way, you could say that it's one of your strong points and weak points at the same time"

Sol frowned a little before understanding what she was meaning. "Is it why I fell so easily for your hypnosis?"

"Indeed. I developed this technique thanks to a friend of mine. Persephone. She has a deep understanding of the human body and psychology."

"You used cues on me."

"Oh...You catch on fast. Indeed. It isn't much. Some little induction. Some little words. Some little suggestions. From the moment you stepped in the house to the moment you opened the door of my office, your brain proceeded a large number of little cues that all gathered the moment you heard my music. Of course, you were able to escape, but for anyone else, it would have been game over."

"I see. So most of your hypnosis isn't based on magic. This is why you could break through my defense so easily."

"You could say that. In that team of monsters, I had no particular strong points. Even my art isn't particularly powerful by itself. My mana quantity isn't particularly large, and even though I had enough capacity to form a contract, one B+ is filling it all. That's why I began to search for other solutions, and this was one of the results."

What she didn't tell Sol was that one of the reasons she wanted to learn a more subtle way of hypnosis was because, after his contract with Blaze, Mars had obtained magic immunity for her. She had been forced to learn a more subtle way of hypnosis.

As a result, she managed to get a kiss out of him. Of course, she had been mercilessly beaten down by Lilith and Blaze afterward, but it had been worth it.

"Well, enough chit-chat." Stopping in front of the door of her office, she turned to face Sol before opening the door.

"Let me be clear. To be honest, I still do not particularly like you. Since you are Mars's son, I will support you as a king but nothing more. If you wish for more, if you wish for me to really swear allegiance to you, not because of who your father was, but because of your own merit, then you will have to wait."

Saying so, she didn't wait for him to answer and entered the room. He followed her, closing the door behind him.

Sol understood what she meant. If he had to be honest, he didn't particularly care whether she recognized him for himself or because of his father. But, his pride refused to be judged as inferior by someone who should be his subordinate. What's more,

I am really curious.

What kind of expression would she have once she knelt down in front of him and recognized him as her king?

It would without a doubt be very entertaining.
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The next morning, Sol left the Milaris estate with an extremely weird expression.

After leaving the Duchess, he used his dimension to enter and see what she was up to, but he got the fright of his life.

Paintings of Mars, sculptures of Mars, Mars plushies, and Mars pillows. Even some music partitions were named 'an ode to Mars.'

For a very short moment, Sol had even begun to wonder if he was under an illusion.

He had always known how much in love she had been with his father, but he never knew it had reached such a deep level.

Man, this world is full of crazy women.

Once again, he really began to wonder if something in their blood drew crazy women.

Still, those paintings didn't just frighten him. It also made him doubt all her previous words. Would someone with such a powerful love really give up on a way to resurrect her loved one? It was truly a hard question to answer and he didn't know enough about her to answer.

After all, if Gerald was really ready to sacrifice him to save his granddaughter, why would the Duchess hesitate?

"I feel like my life is becoming more complicated by the minute."

"Your Highness?"

"Nothing. Let's go to the church before going home." He didn't want to take any risks, and he had some questions. Some very important questions.
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[Church of Castitas]

"Aunt, I received a report saying that Sol entered the territory of the church. It shouldn't take long for him to reach here."

Camelia, who was lying down weakly in her bed, woke up abruptly when she heard those words.

"Is it true!?" Without waiting for an answer, she rushed toward a mirror but immediately swore like a sailor when she saw what she looked like.

Because of the ritual she was preparing, she had been continuously staying awake and using her power. Right now, her hair was unkempt and frizzled, her robe was crumbled and stained with blood, she had heavy bags under her eyes, and she was pretty sure that she stank.

"Shit." Cursing once again, she turned to face Chloe.

"Go stall him for time."

"But…"

"Don't make me repeat myself. I do not care how you do it but stall for time. I swear that if he sees me like this, I will kill you then kill myself."

Looking at her bloodshot eyes, Chloe wisely took a step back and fled from the room.

*Giggle*

"Oh, you, don't you dare laugh at me! Okay?!"

The giggle transformed into a full-blown laugh, but Camelia couldn't care about this as she rushed to jump in her bath.
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"So you are saying that Camelia is currently praying and isn't ready to receive me?"

Sol asked with an expression full of suspicion, and Chloe could only awkwardly chuckle. She didn't like to lie, so she used an excuse that was technically the truth.

After all, even though she wasn't praying, she was indeed doing a ritual.

"I have never seen Camelia praying."

Chloe immediately froze.

This wasn't a joke. In all his life, he had never seen Camelia pray. Even when mass was held, the ones presiding over it were always one of her subordinates.

"Haha~Haha~Perhaps she does it when she is alone?"

Sol admitted that it was possible, but with how awkward she was acting, it was clear that it was a lie.

Well, it isn't like I can't guess.

"Her current appearance is messy, right?" Chloe's laugh froze.

"I guess it was a bullseye. Well, it isn't like it's the first time." Camelia wasn't particularly a vain woman, but she hated letting him see her sloppy appearance for as long as he could remember.

He thought that now that they had sex and he saw her in even more-embarrassing situations she would relent, but he had to admit that it was a little cute.

"Well, knowing her, we should have quite some time. What should we do?"

Chloe's awkward expression eased a little. She was happy that Sol didn't tease her about her previously embarrassing display.

"If you don't mind, we can discuss a little. To be honest I don't really have many occasions to discuss with someone my own age."

"Why would I mind? We are friends, right?" Saying so, he presented his fist to her.

A beautiful smile bloomed on Chloe's face as she remembered their first discussion and fist-bumped with him.

"Of course."

"Then, let's go."

He had asked Setsuna and Ketia to go back to the Tower and give the report to Lilith. As for him, since he could use the gate that linked the church to the Tower, he was under no risk.

Even though she seemed to be the serious type, which she was, Chloe wasn't the kind that was too serious for her own good. He was surprised to find that they surprisingly clicked very well. He also learned many things about angels in general and Slothtein in particular.

Slothtein was one of the smallest countries in the world and proportionally, their population was also the smallest.

Despite this situation, they were the most-developed race technology-wise. In fact, from the description he was receiving, Slothtein didn't seem to lose to his previous world technology-wise and in fact, could even be superior.

After all, thanks to their supernatural powers, there were many experiments impossible or deemed too dangerous for humans in his world that were totally harmless to the angels.

"Then, if angels are so developed, why is the rest of the world so backward?"

Chloe frowned a little, "This is something I cannot really explain without sounding arrogant, but we angels judged that if the world had access to too much technology, the world as we know it would soon be destroyed."

Sol winced a little, but it wasn't as if he couldn't understand her.

The greatest difference between magic and technology was usability. Magic was something that only a few elites could obtain. What's more, even between those few elites, only an even fewer could really grow to incredible levels. Technology meanwhile was something that anyone could use.

If he had to give an analogy, it would be like comparing martial artists before and after the creation of hot weapons such as guns. A martial artist would need years of training but could die just because of a bullet coming from a gun held by a child.

"So you guys are controlling the level of technology?"

"No, not really. We do not fancy ourselves the guardians of the world. If anyone else made new discoveries, we wouldn't try to destroy them. It's just that, if the world must sink into chaos because of technology, we refuse to be the cause of it."

"But you guys do sell your technology sometimes, right? Like those holographic screens or ways of communication."

"Indeed we do. But technology geared towards amusement and one geared towards armaments are different."

Sol pleaded to differ. Even though those holographic screens were used for entertainment, Sol could find few ways they could be useful in war. After all, even computers and cell phones were originally mainly used in war before being streamlined for public use.

Still, he could understand that by nature, angels weren't a race that saw fighting as something they should care about. The problem was that using general rules to judge an entire race was something extremely stupid.

Even though 'most' angels weren't interested in war, what if one angel decided to use their technology to conquer the world or something of the like? After all, if holographic screens were just some outdated technology for the angels, he didn't even dare to imagine what was considered mainstream.

Their discussion continued until they reached the garden.

It wasn't as breathtaking as the hanging garden of the Tower, but it was still extremely beautiful and well-maintained. What's more, seeing the different nuns walk around it gave a sacred atmosphere to the situation.

Once they saw him, the nuns began to blush and bow, but Sol simply waved at them.

He had always come here for as long as he could remember, and as such, even though he wasn't particularly close to any nuns, he knew their faces and they all knew him.

Looking at the numerous young and pretty nuns blushing while looking at him, Sol had to admit that he was a little tempted to lay down with some of them. The nuns in this world weren't restricted by some chastity vow. They could marry and even have children as they wished. The only ones under any kind of restrictions were the holy and supreme daughters.

If he had to be honest, having sex with a bunch of nuns was one of his little wishes. The only thing that stopped him from doing so was that he didn't want to abuse his power.

In the Tower, all the maids who rotated to bath him did it with the notion in mind that he could have sex with them. As such by accepting to bathe him, they showed their willingness to do so.

Here though, even if some nuns were not willing, they wouldn't dare to show their objections for fear of angering him.

Seems like not finishing with Setsuna riled me up...

Not only his pride, but his lust was also growing continuously. This caused him some apprehension. After all, there was a thin line between pride and stupid arrogance. Like there was a line between being lustful and being a rapist.

Finally reaching a little clearing with a few chairs around a white table, Sol and Chloe took place before continuing their discussion.

"So, why is your race so against war and fighting? Is it as said, because you guys are too lazy?" Sol joked a little about that, but it was truly a question that intrigued him.

In all of known history, the number of times Slothtein went to war was incredibly small. Aside from some minor skirmish against the demons of Envylia and the chimera of Gluttony Foss, they generally only went to war when provoked.

Chloe chuckled a little. "It isn't entirely wrong. Sol, why do you think people go to war?"

Without waiting for an answer, she continued, "Religion, resources, territory. Those are the main reasons for war. Of course, sometimes you have people who go for emotional reasons, such as hatred but they are generally very small."

Sol nodded and at the same time got the answer to his question. "Slothstein is a flying island, or rather a group of flying islands. The whole sky is basically your territory."

"Indeed. As for food, since we are partially energy beings, we do not need food to sustain ourselves. Resources-wise, we can already create anything we need ourselves or go to unexplored zones to obtain it. Finally, for religion, the last war between the fourteen divine daughters was one thousand years ago." Chloe narrowed her eyes as she mentioned this part.

Even though the sisters were friendly to each other now, this hadn't always been the case. In the past, they were great enemies — at least, that was what was mentioned in books. Some people called it the Warring Era, while others called it the Era of Darkness. The races weren't divided in Kingdoms then but rather into tribes.

But later, in their grand kindness, still from history books, the goddesses named some people to become their shepherds. Those people were the first Blessed. The one who ushered the creation of the seven kingdom system.

At least, that was the official version. The truth was much less grand.

Chloe sighed; in the past, she had always wondered why her mother held no reverence toward the goddess of diligence, even though she was serving her.

But after meeting Camelia and seeing the same lack of reverence, she understood that it wasn't her mother who was the odd one.

There was something she was missing. Information only someone at the level of a Supreme Daughter or King should be privy to.

"Anyway, we have everything we need, and we have no particular hatred with any race aside from some bad blood against the demons. But even that is old history."

Sol could only envy them. Too powerful to be attacked and too powerful to need to attack anyone.

But at the same time, he could only respect them. As they said, war wasn't only fought for rational reasons. Sometimes, the cause could just be the ambition of some despotic bastard. A great example was his own ancestor, Jupiter. Though, without him, Lustburg wouldn't be what it is now.

Well, the greatest contributor was Medea though.

After talking about war, Chloe and Sol continued to chat. Sometimes it was politics, sometimes history, or sometimes nothing serious. It was an enjoyable conversation, something very rare for him, if he had to be honest.

Of course, their opinions weren't always in-sync. Sometimes they even clashed. But this was what made this discussion so interesting.

It was when they were about to discuss the differences between contracts that a young nun came close to Chloe and murmured in her ear before going away.

Sighing in regret, Chloe stretched her hand toward him, "As enjoyable as it was, it seems like we must cut it short. Aunt Camelia is calling for you."

Clasping her hand while standing up, Sol gave her his usual charming smile, "It was also a pleasure for me. Don't hesitate to visit the Tower if you are free. You won't be able to enter the upper part, but the middle and lower part still have interesting facilities."

"I will take you up on that." With those words, Sol left Chloe with a last wave of his hand. Once he left the garden, his smile slipped off of his face.

The day was far from finished. He needed to get as much information as possible before meeting the Gorfard family. Something was telling him that his meeting with them would be the start of a series of problems.

Since he knew the church like the back of his hand, it didn't take long for him to reach Camelia's quarters. He was about to knock when he heard, "There's no need to knock. You can just enter."

He shrugged and opened the door, only to hold in his breath in shock.

Camelia was kneeling in dogeza in front of him.

Her attire consisted mostly of see-through clothes, reminiscent of what women dancers wore in an Arabian harem. What's more, her position made her butt stand out more, giving an incredible lewd feeling.

Sol gulped a little at the sight in front of him.

Raising her head, her face covered by a white veil, she chuckled and said, "Welcome back, master."

Her voice sounded so sexy, Sol immediately threw away all worries from his mind and he slowly closed the door behind him.

Perhaps the serious discussion can wait for another hour or two.


Chapter 37


Ch 37: Many Questions



After some rather exciting play with Camelia, and a hot bath to wipe all the stains on their bodies, Camelia asked Sol to follow her toward the basement.

On their way, they stayed in relative silence.

This was something Camelia really appreciated with Sol. Even though she loved Sol from the bottom of her heart and had some submissive and masochistic tendencies, this was only on the bed. Outside of it, she was still the Supreme Daughter and the second-highest-ranked human in the kingdom.

One of her greatest fears had been that Sol would disregard this identity of her and treat her as a slave outside of the bedroom. Worse, perhaps he would even lose all respect toward her and see her as a slut or something of the like. After all, no matter how mature he was, Sol was still a young man. Even though he was now an adult, he still lacked some experience.

Thankfully, her worries had been for naught. Sol always separated their sexual life and the important matters.

Well, being treated as a slave by him would also have its charm.

She idly wondered if she should convince him to try it for one day or two. Imagining it made her lower half tremble. She was sure that she would become completely wet if this continued.

Filled with the illusion of Sol maltreating her, she brought him to the basement where the ritual she had been preparing for a few days was nearly complete.

Sol recognized this room quickly. After all, this was where Camelia had performed the ritual that nearly cost her life.

He shot a suspicious look at Camelia, "I swear that if it's another weird ritual that puts your life in danger, I will never talk to you again."

Camelia sweated inwardly because she felt the seriousness in his words. Clearly, he still hadn't really forgiven her last stunt. Giving a strained smile, she reassured him, "Do not worry. This ritual is a little taxing but it does not put my life in danger."

"Okay, so now explain the situation."

Camelia sighed as she closed her eyes; she was thinking about everything she could say without incurring divine Wrath.

"Sol, you see, this world is filled with secrets. Some of them, even myself and the other Supreme Daughters aren't privy to. For example, why are the souls of all kings so different from normal."

Sol's heart missed a beat. "What do you mean?"

Giving him a motherly smile, Camelia continued, "Sol, you should already know that I can see souls. All souls have differences. Differences in shapes, in power, etc. But you see, all the souls I saw for as long as I could see were colorless. Well, all of them… expect three."

Looking at a silent Sol, she continued, "I guess I don't need to say who I am talking about. Your grandfather's soul was a decaying gray, your father was a calming blue, and your… your soul is simply the most beautiful I have ever seen. It's a deep golden color, shining like a blazing sun."

As she spoke about his soul, her face became flushed and her breath hurried. "The moment I saw your soul, I fell in love with it at first sight."

For her, Sol's appearance wasn't even that important, nor was his age. She had lived half of her life in darkness because she was born blind. It was only after her awakening that she became able to see.

Of course, she wouldn't give herself to a man just because his soul was 'handsome.’ It would be a rather shallow relationship.

Sol was rather lost at the moment. He had come asking for answers, forgetting that of them all, he was the one holding the greatest secret. If he had to be honest, he had considered giving up his identity as a reincarnator, but every time, he couldn't help but hesitate.

What if they stopped loving him after that? What if they began to look at him in disgust?

Of course, he knew that he had nothing to be ashamed of.

He didn't take over the body of Sol Luxuria. He was reincarnated and born as Sol Luxuria.

Still, fear and logic rarely went in pairs.

Camelia felt her heart break at the ashen expression of Sol. Walking toward him, she hugged tightly, "You do not have to say anything. Everyone has some deep secrets they do not wish to share. I am in no hurry to know your secret. Let's take our time, okay?"

Back then, she had already discussed with Blaze about the suspicious points on Mars.

His weird soul aside, his knowledge that seemed to be shared by all previous kings or queens had also been something to note.

But like her now, Blaze hadn't really cared about what kind of secrets Mars could have been hiding. So why would she care about Sol's secrets?

All she needed to know was that she loved him and he loved her back. He had already proven that he was ready to give up everything for her. This was more than enough.

Sol could only let out a bitter laugh at her words of comfort. Lately, it has been him giving advice or placating people; it seemed like it was his turn now.

Still, her soft embrace really did calm him, "I am alright now."

"Well, coming back to what I was saying, " She coughed a little, "This world is filled with many secrets. Some of them I am not privy to, and some of them can only be known after you officially become a king or a supreme daughter. Trying to share those secrets without permission would result in excruciating pain as if someone or something was grasping your heart. If despite the pain we still try to share it, then you will find that the world itself has stopped, making you completely unable to share anything."

From her shiver, it was clear that she was speaking from personal experience.

"Writing is impossible, giving signs is impossible. The only one you can speak to about those secrets is another Blessed person of the same rank."

Camelia could only grit her teeth at those infuriating goddesses.

"I understand, but this wasn't what I was asking about."

"I know." She sighed before continuing, "In our initial plan, one of my goals in acting as if I lost my power was to find the possible traitors and take control of them. My second one was giving enough justification to Lilith so that she could eradicate dissidents in the nobles.”

Sol nodded. As royalty, even though they had the might, they couldn't just eliminate an entire noble family without enough reason. Otherwise, the other nobles would revolt, in fear of being the next ones on the list.

This was even more for Lilith, since she was technically not the real queen of Lustburg.

Camelia smiled bitterly once again, "Well, at least this was supposed to be the plan. Everything changed when Arachne met Lilith a few days ago and informed her about the deal she had received."

She remembered how much she cursed when she heard about this wrench in their plans. It also forced them to bring forth another plan that they had prepared for many years.

"Sol, do you know about the Crimson Lady?"

Sol's eyes changed. The Crimson Lady, more known as the Mother of Chaos, was the direct antithesis of the Mother Goddess of Order.

"So those terrorists are the cause?"

Camelia’s expression was rather relaxed, despite the grim news she shared, "Indeed, the Wings of Freedom, those heretics, are the ones who tried to bring Arachne on their side. They should have already infiltrated deep into the kingdom. So we decided to use our initial purge as a bait. " She scoffed at the name.

The Wings of Freedom were a secret organization that preached the freedom of humans from the goddesses. For them, a true goddess shouldn't play favorites by installing blessings or the like, but should allow true and absolute freedom of choice and action.

If she had to be honest, their goal in itself wasn't bad. She knew that the goddesses weren't perfect, and she thought that everyone was free to believe in what they wished.

But what she refused to accept were the means they used to attain their goals: corruption, manipulation, acts of terrorism. The Mother Goddess of Chaos could be worshiped by any race and each of the main members known were just slightly weaker than the Blessed.

"So, what’s the failsafe?" Sol understood that the situation was far more dangerous than he initially thought.

Wiping out a noble family only required enough justification. But, if those terrorists had no regard for casualties and the damages to the surrounding. If they fought them in Lustburg, more likely than not, the entire capital might be razed to the ground.

"Something is weird. Why did they never attack the capital before? Why would they attack now?"

Camelia began to laugh, "Sol, you see, the Supreme Daughter isn't just there to play cute. We are the last bastion of protection for our respective kingdoms. Each of us can use a large-scale ritual and with the help of the nuns, erect a shield that can protect the whole capital from any external or internal threats."

This skill was called <<Holy territory>> and could stop anyone from entering the capital, while weakening all enemies that were already inside.

This was one of the reasons why, despite all those wars, the seven kingdoms still existed. The more powerful the Supreme Daughter was, the larger the holy territory.

Sol's eyes widened as understanding finally dawned upon him. For the world, Camelia had lost her power. Not only that, there was no Holy Daughter to succeed her.

This means that in the minds of their enemies, the capital had lost its greatest protection and it was the most ideal time to strike.

Sol could only marvel at how insidious Camelia was.

At the same time, he couldn't help but wonder, 'If <holy territory> is the trump card of the Supreme Daughter, what about the king?"

Thinking about this, the existence of a holy sword came to his mind.

Mars's sword should still be with Lilith, right? Thinking about the holy sword, Sol couldn't help but wonder how powerful it would be. But now wasn't the time to think about that.

"So, aside from this, do you have any other failsafe?" The spell she was speaking about seemed good and all, but it didn't seem like this was the only thing she prepared.

Thinking about the sudden coming of his supposed godmother Theresa, he added, "Is Theresa part of the plan?"

"Fufufu~Indeed. Though, the rest will be a little surprising."

Camelia knew how much of a fan he was about the four-direction witches, so meeting Persephone should be quite a shock — in a good way.

Thinking about the four witches, she frowned a little as she remembered the fourth one. Learning about something like that suddenly could be bad, so she opened her mouth, "Sol, it's about Kali."
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[Unknown place in Lustburg]

In one of the bars of Lustburg, the atmosphere seemed strangely quiet, as it was completely devoid of any clients despite the current festive atmosphere.

The bartender, who was swiping a glass, seemed strangely stiff and mechanical in his way of moving.

Opening the door, a red-clothed young girl, who seemed to be no older than 15, entered, her face immediately settling in a frown as she saw the bartender.

"How many times did I tell you to stop your sick games before we truly get discovered?" She held her nose in disgust because of the rotten smell that filled the bar, and went to take a seat in the farthest part of the room.

The man gave a simple smile but didn't answer; it was only after he finished and was sure that everything was clean that he began paying attention to her. "How are you, milady? Will you take something strong or some soft liquor?"

The girl mimicked the action of barfing as an answer. "I would never eat anything from those hands filled with death after what happened last time. Who knows if some rotten flesh or maggots wouldn't be in my drink."

She shivered as she remembered the first time she had accepted a drink from that man.

"Hahaha~This was just an accident — an accident. Trust me."

"Humph"

The man continued to grin, unfazed by her actions.

Finally, unable to take the silence, she asked, "When will your true body arrive? Or do you plan to use this marionette during our fight?"

"No way, it's the Queen of Swords we are talking about, you know? If I don't go at her with my will firm and decisive, I will be immediately cut down by her."

The girl grunted but inwardly acquiesced. Even for her, Lilith was a very tricky opponent.

"So, necromancer, do you think it was truly wise to contact the Duchess? Even though she accepted, I feel like this is fishy. Perhaps they already know about us infiltrating the capital."

The bartender, or rather the zombie acting as a bartender, didn't seem particularly worried. "To be honest, we’ve already nearly won. All the better if they know about our presence. At least they will understand that we hold the city hostage. Or are you hesitating now, witch?"

Kali frowned a little at the naked provocation, "Your mouth is as vile as your magic. I already decided to swear loyalty to the Crimson Lady. Or do you mean to say that I am not welcome?"

As she said this, her aura began to flare, four concentric circles formed behind her before combining into one.

"Oh, no no no, you are quite welcome. Kali, the Witch of Destruction and the daughter of Ambrosia, the Thousand Spells Witch. It's a great honor to have you in our ranks. Also, um, could you calm your magic? I quite like this place, you see. Also, you wouldn't want to be spotted too soon."

What a bold-faced lie.

Still, this allowed her to calm her mood.

"No matter. The plan is progressing as we wished. Since the Supreme Daughter lost her power, she is effectively useless. The only one who can really fight against us right now is that false queen and perhaps the Duke Highland. But once again, that little traitor of ours will take care of him. Our goal is to spread terror this time, and show how useless those goddesses are. For that, some sacrifices are necessary. Don't you think so?"

Kali scoffed — humans were always such hypocritical beings. They wanted to preach freedom from the goddesses, but still used the power of another one.

But this didn't matter; as long as they could bring what they promised, she would follow them, even if she had to be hated by all her family.

Soon, this curse will be erased.

Her eyes flickered as she thought about one of the most important keys — the prince.

She didn't know if he really obtained a core, with how rare it was. But the simple fact that he was an S-rank hybrid was too much of a temptation for many people.

Though she didn't really care either, the royal family was like another curse for her family. The first king tricked Medea and the last king tricked Persephone. There was no way the son was anything good.

Thinking so, she could only give a bitter smile inwardly, The me from before coming here, would have never thought like that.
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[Tower of Babel]

"One of the four witches might be an enemy." Remembering those words of Camelia, Sol could only feel his headache growing.

This wasn't just because he was disappointed that one of the witches could become an enemy. More than anything, it was because she was powerful. Extremely powerful.

Even though he had never seen her, he had heard her legend — the youngest yet the strongest out of the four witches. Befitting her name, her power was geared toward absolute, complete and utter destruction.

Because of his worries, after leaving the church, he went to visit Medea. He had been curious about what exactly did 'destruction' mean, and posed the question to Medea. Was it some kind of element? Or was it because of the results of her actions?

***Flashback

[A few hours ago]

"You are wondering what kind of power Kali has exactly?" Medea, who was busy trying a new mark of tea, stilled as she was about to take a sip of her drink.

"Yeah, I mean. Does she have something like the destruction element or something?"

He asked with a curious expression. Medea chortled at this question.

"Concepts such as destruction and creation do not exist as elements. Or you could say that they exist in everything."

She proceeded to explain the principles. Witchcraft, anything that could result in destruction was called destruction-type magic and anything that could result in creation was called creation magic. There was no magic of creation or destruction by themselves.

Tilting his head in curiosity he asked, "Then, why is she called the Witch of Destruction?"

"Kali… Back then, Kali was seen as the most untalented out of all of us. Initially, she should have learned death magic, to match with Persephone's life magic. But, she was ultimately unable to. After that, she tried many other special elements, but in the end, she could only use the four basic elemental magics. Fire, water, wind, and earth."

She grimaced a little as she said that, " Because of that, even though she was one of us, she was judged as a failure by the witch community, and many petitioned for her to be cast out of the four directions."

Basic elements in themselves weren't bad. Reaching the peak in any of those elements could bring catastrophic might. But how many people could reach the pinnacle in magic?

Sol was curious. If it was so, why would she still be known as a direction? Did Ambrosia use her authority?

Medea could understand what Sol was thinking and shook her head.

"Kali didn't need to rely on mother." Medea had a weird expression as she said that, "Even now, I don't really know how she did it. One day, she went from an untalented witch to a true monster able to absorb knowledge. She could easily understand theories that escaped her in the past. Even though she could only use the four elements, she managed to reach an incredible height in her magic and became a true walking calamity. However, " She closed her eyes, "This wouldn't have been enough to be recognized. It isn't like there aren't any witches using one or many of the four elements."

"So what did she do?"

"She created her own magic. A very powerful magic geared toward absolute destruction. We call it decay or decomposition."

Medea shook her head, "Thinking about it. Her magic is really incredible. Though, now that I think about it, I still remember what she said back then."

"What did she say?"

"I remember that she laughed when she showed us her magic, and said that now that she mastered this magic, she was basically similar to a certain overprotective but nearly-emotionless brother."
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Similar to a certain overprotective brother, huh.

Sol swung his sword in the hanging garden of Babel as he thought back to his discussion with Medea. Currently, he was just wearing leather pants, his muscular torso naked and covered in sweat because of his training.

Kali's words could mean many things. Perhaps he was putting too much into it, but when you took everything into account, and seeing that her magic was seemingly similar to molecular disintegration, only one overprotective brother came into his mind. A cold and basically unfeeling mage that could only feel when his sister was taken into account.

But, Kali has existed in this world since a few centuries ago.

Of course, it wasn’t impossible because of that. It wasn’t as if he knew the time difference between this world and his previous one. For all he knew, perhaps just a few minutes in his world was equal to centuries in this one. No this wasn’t important. What was important was,

“You can hear me, right?” He looked around, but all that greeted him was silence. Still, even though he received no answer, he knew he was right.

Firstly, “I am not the first reincarnator.”

This was a fact. From all the mishmash of culture, as well as some historical facts and tid-bits he recently gathered, it was basically clear that most if not all kings and queens of Lustburg were reincarnators.

Two, “The reincarnators aren't only members of Lustburg.”

If he was right about Kali, she was also a reincarnator, and if she was one, it means that people outside of the royal families could be one.

Three, “All the reincarnators I know are humans.”

This was rather inaccurate information as of now. The reason all reincarnator he knew were humans could simply be because he was confined in the human's kingdom.

Four, “Names from myths and legends from my world are rather popular for members of nobility in this world.”

Athena, Lilith, Ares, Sol, Arachne. All those names had legends behind them. Basically, all the members of the nobility had such names. Of course, the cause might have been one of the previous kings.

It was something he had to verify. But, the fact that all kings from all countries had a name related to stars or planets, and said stars or planets were the same as his previous world, was without a doubt too much of a coincidence.

It means that ‘The goddesses know exactly about the existence of the reincarnated. Not only that, but they should also know about earth, and what is more, they are either playing an important role in the existence of reincarnated or playing a bystander role.’

But here comes the problem. Why? What did they get from such actions?

In some of the stories he read, the gods and goddesses generally reincarnated or transmigrated people, either for them to act like heroes or because they were bored. Though sometimes it was also Truck-Kun.

The problem here was that one, this world didn’t really have world-ending threats. All races had their respective goddesses and the goddesses weren’t a ‘kill or be killed relationship;’ what’s more, even after death, he didn’t remember meeting any of the goddesses.

Then, perhaps because of the Mother Goddess of Chaos?

It wasn’t impossible. Though he struggled to know what kind of particular use they could have in a fight involving beings who literally created this world and all races on it.

“Are they doing it because of boredom? Is it just a game for them?” He murmured with a weird expression. He didn’t know whether his thoughts were correct or not. Perhaps he was making a mountain out of a molehill, or perhaps his reincarnation had some grand purpose.

Well, even if so, it doesn’t change anything.

Some people might be outraged, but to be honest, he really wasn’t. He had been given a second chance at life and was given the greatest starting point possible. Why would he whine and complain about this?

If they wanted to observe his life to take care of their boredom, they were free to do so. As long as they didn’t interfere, it wasn’t a problem.

Even so, “I need to become formidable.”

No matter how easy-going he was, having his own destiny be decided like that didn’t sit well with him.

I need to enter the zone and finally reach the avatar at least.

Only people at the level of creating their own zone were considered a really high-tier powerhouse. And all top-tier powerhouses had their own avatars.

Sol continued to swing his sword as he thought about how to reach the zone. The zone was an illusory world that showed the vision of the world the user had. To reach such truth, not only a thorough training but also an intimate understanding of one's own personality was necessary. It wasn’t just a question of power.

I also need to form my contracts.

The more contracts he formed, the more power and abilities he would have. Most of those abilities would be random, but for the very first contract, he could choose three innate abilities of his partners.

I really need to form a contract with a phoenix or a descendant of the other fourteen divine beasts.

No matter what, it would be a waste of his large capacity if his first contract wasn’t an S-class magical being. Thankfully, from the goddesses' promise, as long as he passed their test, he would have the chance to form a contract with a phoenix. So it was one thing done.

After that, if I form a contract with Setsuna, I could perhaps get her lightning attributes. After her, it will be Milia and perhaps Nuwa.

He didn’t know exactly what kind of power Nuwa had, but her rank was without a doubt B+ at the minimum.

“Your Highness.” Stopping his movement, Sol turned toward the one calling him.

Speak of the devil.

Off to the side, Milia and Nuwa were standing together. Nuwa had changed from her previous short maid’s attire, and was wearing a more traditional uniform, like Milia's.

The expressions on their faces were extremely contrasting. While Nuwa was scrutinizing his body with curiosity, Milia looked like she was giving it her all to not simply jump his bones.

“Milia, Nuwa, what brings you here? Is it already time for me to prepare for meeting the Gorfards?”

Milia calmed down her stray and lewd thoughts before answering, “No, Your Highness, I was just bringing Nuwa to show her the way and see her abilities. Using her as a simple maid has proven to be a...let’s say a rather bad decision. As such, I decided to make her a battle maid.”

“I see.” Sol responded. He hadn’t really spent much time with Nuwa.

“Say, why do you train?” Sol became perplexed at the sudden question from Nuwa. Still, she might or might not become his future partner, so he still decided to answer.

“Because I need to become strong.”

“Need? But aren’t you the future king? Why do you need to become strong when all the kingdom will need to obey you? Wouldn’t it be easier to simply laze around and be protected?”

Nuwa couldn’t really understand what pushed this man to train so hard. It had just been a day since she was here, but she had heard from the maids how diligent he was. From what she remembered in Greed Dike, most dwarven nobles didn’t even train. They were more than happy to let the warriors protect them. But here, it seemed that even the nobles needed to be strong. This was something that really baffled her.

Sol, of course, didn’t know what was going through Nuwa’s head. Still, her question was something that struck a chord in him.

Why did he wish to become strong?

In the past, it was because he wished to show that he wasn’t just Mar’s son. He wanted people to acknowledge his own worth. But he didn’t need to become strong to prove that.

Later, he decided to become strong because he didn’t want to only rely on his lovers. He wanted to be someone reliable, someone who could make the people he loved feel secure. But, his lovers weren’t weak women who needed a man to protect them.

Currently, he wished to become strong because he didn’t wish to leave his destiny in the hands of the goddesses. But it wasn’t something that could be achieved instantly, and for all he knew, the goddesses might not even wish to deal with him.

So, why did he want to become strong? Why did he train every day?

“Your Highness?”

Sol raised his head and gave a smile at Milia. “Do not worry, I am alright.”

Turning his gaze to Nuwa, he walked toward her, before finally patting her head, “I must really thank you. Your question gave me a very important clue.”

The zone was the truth of the world as seen from the eyes of the user. He didn’t know why, but his guts were telling him that the moment he managed to find why he was fighting and trying to become stronger would be the moment when he would awaken his zone.

Looking up at his bright smile as he thanked her, Nuwa couldn’t help but have a weird feeling churning in her guts. It was a strange and fluffy feeling, but also something very warm. In all her life, she had been on the receiving end of many kinds of emotions: curiosity, disappointment, anger, lust, greed, and many more. Still, it was the first time she had received feelings of thankfulness.

If she had to be honest with herself, It isn’t a bad feeling at all.

The hand on her head also made her feel warm, and she really liked it.

Perhaps following this man won’t be so bad after all.
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A few minutes later, after changing into proper clothes, Sol was now in disguise walking with Milia in town . It wasn’t much, just a wig to hide his golden hair and a mask to hide his features.

This get-up would have been a little suspicious in normal times, but with the current festive atmosphere, people wearing masks could be seen all around, making him rather inconspicuous. Milia, meanwhile, wasn’t wearing her usual maid’s uniform, but simple leather pants and a top that seemed ready to explode because of her incredible bust. Her face was also covered by a mask, but everywhere they passed, people — mainly men — would either gawk or whistle in appreciation.

Thankfully, after dealing roughly with some unwanted accosting, no one was willing to provoke them.

Even though Milia hadn’t told him where they were going, he was far from stupid and could guess for himself.

Finally, they reached a rather common jewelry shop and entered.

“Hello! What can I do for you?" In the jewelry store, an older middle-aged man with a potbelly waved with enthusiasm the moment they entered.

"I wish to see your boss."

"I am the boss."

"You wish."

Is this some kind of code?

The man looked curiously at Sol but didn’t stop them as they passed through a door that clearly forbade non-members of staff to enter. Behind the door, a magic circle was drawn on the ground.

A teleportation circle.

It was a little like the gate used between the Tower and the church. The only difference was that the one in the Tower needed someone with space-related powers to operate; meanwhile, this one seemed able to function even without one.

“Your Highness, this gate was created with the help of a witch who is part of our organization as one of the Fingers. Her power is without a doubt inferior to Miss Freya, but she is still no slouch. Of course, it can only work for a short distance, but this is more than enough.”

Sol could only acquiesce. Anyone capable of creating such a portal was someone worthy of respect.

Milia took a deep breath, her hands faintly trembling. No matter what, at the end of this afternoon, she will have no secrets left from her beloved prince. She still didn’t know whether it was a good or bad thing.

“Then, Your Highness, let’s go.” In the blink of an eye, they vanished from where they were.

When Sol felt the turbulence end and began to observe his surroundings, he could only narrow his eyes at the feelings of hostility rushing toward him.

It seems that I am not as welcomed as Milia made it seem I would be.

A feral grin formed on his face.

This will be interesting.


Chapter 38


Ch 38: Crown’s Shadow



The grin that had formed on Sol slipped the moment the feeling of hostility vanished, as fast as it had appeared. Looking at Milia's calm expression, it seemed that she hadn’t felt it; otherwise, with her personality, there was no way she would let it pass.

This could only mean one thing: the ones who sent this feeling of hostility were incredibly skilled. The only reason he managed to feel it should be because of his heightened senses.

Is it a traitor? Someone who is jealous?

It was only speculation at this moment. He needed to speak about it with Milia later.

“Your Highness? Is something the matter?”

“No, it’s nothing.” Dismissing her with a wave of his hand, Sol began to focus on the numerous people standing in front of him. At first view, three clear rows were formed.

The first one consisted of four people — two women, and two men. He could easily recognize Ketia in the group. This most likely meant that the other three were also part of the Fingers.

The second row consisted of 20 or so people. Finally, the last row was easily fifty or more.

Seeing that nothing was wrong, Milia smiled before she walked next to the four Fingers and kneeled in front of him.

“Welcome, Your Highness.” Her voice was calm, but if one paid attention, they would feel a slight trembling of excitement.

The moment she kneeled, all the others followed suit and repeated after her.

“Welcome, your Highness.” Their voices were low but united. It was different from the hot-blooded feeling the soldiers of Highland had given him. Those people in front of him weren’t soldiers but hardened spies and assassins.

Looking at them all kneeling in front of him, Sol felt no sense of elation. It was confusing at first because he was sure that his pride should have boiled in happiness at such a sight. But it didn’t take long for him to understand.

Aside from Milia, those people weren’t bowing to him, but to the crown. It didn’t matter who stood in front of them.

I am greedy.

Why should they be loyal to him? It wasn’t like he had done anything for them. Thinking so, he sighed and released the full brunt of his aura.

Immediately, the atmosphere in the room changed. If before, some of them had just knelt for the form, now they were seriously doing so, as they felt the grand aura that seemed ready to crush them at any moment.

“I will not make any grand discourse, nor will I ask much of you. All I want is your loyalty.” Sol did not bother threatening them. Those people were assassins trained to be ready for death and devoid of any family. There was nothing to threaten them with. He just needed to show them that he wasn’t someone to be trifled with.

“Are we clear?”

“Yes!”

“Then, aside from the Fingers, all of you are dismissed.” The second and third row immediately vanished at his words. This brought him some comfort.

Well, at least, even though they aren’t loyal to me, their loyalty to the crown is clear.

Thinking so, he focused his attention on the five people, who, from start to finish, didn’t even blink or change their breathing despite his pressure, and with a smile, he gently greeted them.

“Well, I guess it’s time for some presentations, don’t you think?”
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The stronghold of the Crown’s Shadow itself wasn’t particularly large. However, this was only relatively speaking. In reality, the stronghold was an underground fortress whose branches stretched from the center of the capital to all four zones. This was most likely why the Five Fingers existed in the first place.

After leaving the place where he was initially transported with Milia, he was directed to a large room reminiscent of a reunion room.

“After you, Your Highness.” Sol didn't act in a reserved way, and entered the room before taking place at the head of the long rectangular table that had only five chairs.

The other four waited for Sol to indicate to them to sit before taking a place. In the end, the only one left standing was Milia, who finally stood behind him.

“Your Highness, if you may, I’d like to have the honor of introducing everyone.”

“Go on.”

“Your Highness, you may have already guessed, but the five of us are the leaders of the Crown’s Shadow.”

Sol nodded. The Crown’s Shadow was composed of three divisions: the Hand, the Eyes, and the Feet.

The Feet were the division charged with foreign relations. Diplomacy was their bread and butter.

The Eyes were the spy division placed all over the kingdom and a few foreign kingdoms. Because of their positions, most of them were unknown. Only the two leaders knew all the members of the Eye division. Even then, each of them only knew one-half of the total members.

Finally the Hand was the assassin division. It was the one tasked to protect the crown in the dark and to do the dirty jobs when necessary.

But what confuses me are their numbers. They should have been nine in total. Five leaders for the hand, two for the feet, and two for the eyes.

“What about the others?” A somber expression flashed on their faces, and, even though he couldn’t see her, he was sure that the same expression should be on Milia’s.

“They are dead. More precisely, we killed them.” The one who answered was a tall man wearing a silver monocle on his left eye.

“Mind your manners, Edgar. It’s our lord you are talking to.” Ketia chastised him before Milia could. She knew fully that if she didn’t intervene, this matter would become bigger.

Snorting, Edgar adjusted his monocle before releasing a sigh, “I beg your pardon, Your Highness.”

“No matter, there are more pressing issues. What do you mean by killing them? Since when?” He only had a very basic knowledge about the three divisions, but learning that the leaders of two out of the three were killed was rather intriguing.

The four pairs of eyes focused on him, or rather, behind him. It seemed that it had been decided that Milia would continue the explanation.

Milia didn’t relish this, but it was something necessary, “Your Highness, all the truth will be explained to you. But let me finish the introduction.” Seeing Sol nod, she continued, “Firstly, you already know Ketia. She is one of the Fingers, but she also plays the role of one of the Feet. This is why, during Princess Lilin’s escapade, she was following her. She played a very big role in the success of the princess. Her cover is her position as maid.”

Ketia smiled as she shook her head, ‘I simply did what I had to do. The most-difficult part had already been resolved by the princess.”

Milia didn’t waste time and pointed to the monocle-wearing man, “This rude man is Edgar, one of the Eyes and the Fingers. His cover is as a rather rich businessman working in jewelry. The store we used belongs to him.”

The man nodded with a smile. For some reason, Sol felt like punching this guy.

“The slutty-looking woman here is Aria; like Edgar, she works as both a Finger and an Eye. For her cover, she works as the madam in the red light district.”

The woman in question was a dark elf. She had a rather voluptuous body and was holding a long smoking pipe in her hand. Her clothes looked more like a black bikini than anything else.

“Ara, It has been a long time, but your tongue is as harsh as ever.” If she was offended by the way Milia introduced her, she didn’t show it. In fact, far from offended, she seemed to find it amusing.

“Finally, this is Berthold.” He seemed like a gentle, middle-aged man. “He works as one of the Feet and as a Finger. As for his cover, he works as a bartender.”

The man nodded to Sol while giving a kind smile, “I am happy to finally meet His Highness. I have heard many good things about you from Milia.”

“Oh, hush, no need to disturb His Highness about that.” Sol smiled at how panicky her voice sounded.

“I will be happy to hear those stories at a later date.” He turned then toward Milia, “Then, what about you?”

“Your Highness, I work as one of the Fingers, but also as the overall leader of the organization.”

This information wasn’t particularly surprising. It was easy to see that all of the five present here seemed to defer to Milia one way or another.

Still, they all had the same weird odor.

He couldn’t pinpoint it, but none of them seemed to be what they appeared to be. This was extremely confusing. Even more so since Milia didn’t have such a weird mix of odors.

Then, what is the link? Perhaps they’re hybrids?

It wasn’t impossible, but something told him that this wasn’t the answer. Deciding that blind guessing wouldn’t bring him anything, he began to speak

“Well, I am happy to finally meet all of you. While I do not have a perfectly clear picture of the situation, I also know that you have been a great help in keeping this kingdom afloat. Now, before we continue, I would like to finally have an answer. What happened to other people, who should have led the other two divisions?”

Milia hesitated a little before finally hanging down her head. “In order for you to understand, we must go back to the cause of everything.”

“The cause?”

“Indeed. Your Highness...Do you know the human genesis theory?”


Chapter 39


Ch 39: Project Chimera



The atmosphere became a little heavier after Milia uttered those words.

“The Human Genesis Theory?” Sol asked in wonder. This was something that was never mentioned in all his lessons.

“Indeed. You could also call it Human Evolution Theory.”

Milia then began to explain. This theory was born about six to seven hundred years ago, from the question as to why only humans could form contracts, and why they were able to use some of the attributes of the beings they were contracted to.

This also posed the question as to why humans were the only race unable to use mana or magic from birth.

The ones who proposed an answer to this question were two people — a witch named Gretel Darwin and her brother, a researcher named Hansel Darwin. From their research, they deduced one theory so crazy that they became the laughingstocks of the scientific community.

In their opinion, the human race was the origin of all races. That’s the reason humans could mate with all other races. The fact that humans were unable to use magic was just because they were a non-evolved form of all the races who developed in order to master magic.

From their theory, neither magic nor mana were things that existed naturally in the world, or at least, not in great quantity. Then, later, for some reasons, this changed and some humans began to evolve, while some did not.

“This theory is quite interesting, why is it not known?” Sol knew his question could have been a little insensitive. After all, he didn’t know the relation between this theory and their past. But he was really curious. This wasn’t just because this theory was incredible but also because of their family name. If it was a coincidence, then it was rather extraordinary.

Thankfully, none of the people present seemed to take offense.

“It is normal that Your Highness has never heard of it. If this theory stopped here, at most they would have been seen as slightly crazy scientists. But, those two made a great mistake, or should I say that they went too far.”

She shook her head at this, “ In the second part of their theory, they claimed that what they were saying was the truth because, even though the fourteen goddesses all had different features, the Mother Goddess was without a doubt human in appearance. They went even farther by adding that most likely, all the goddesses were just extremely powerful humans.”

Sol immediately winced at that. Even though this world wasn’t against scientific research, some limits shouldn’t be crossed.

Milia sent a bitter smile, “It’s as you can guess. Those two were immediately branded as heretics, then sentenced for disrespecting the divinities before finally being executed by decapitation. After that, all their research was destroyed and forgotten in the rivers of time.”

This wasn't surprising; this world was deeply controlled by the goddesses. From his old world, he knew how dangerous zealots could be. Still, Sol caught one important fact, “If their research was burned, then, how do you know?”

Milia hesitated a little, before continuing, “A few decades ago, the kingdom was at its lowest. Uranus, the Tyrant King, had tried to conquer Wratharis and Envilya at the same time, and also declared war on Gluttony Foss. Of course, as you know, he failed miserably. Not only that, because of his failure, nearly all the members of the royal family, as well as all their partners died. The only survivor was...”

“My grandfather, the Puppet King.” continued Sol with a sigh.

“Indeed. Like the Peaceful King, Pluto, after the death of Jupiter, King Neptune, after the death of Uranus had been obligated to take the throne as a young child. Sadly, unlike King Pluto, he didn’t have wise advisers, nor did he have powerful knights. He also didn’t have the incredible talent shown by most kings, and as a result he was easily manipulated by the nobles.”

Sol nodded. After a human died, only his first partner would follow him in death.

The others would only be somewhat weakened. Thanks to this, after each generation the royal family, and the kingdom continuously grew stronger, since they had generations of old partners.

One could even say that before the Tyrant King, the Kingdom had been at the peak of its power, and aside from Gluttony Foss, Lustburg had been without a doubt the strongest Kingdom.

Sadly, after his great-grandfather’s folly, everything crashed down.

The only reason Lustburg hadn’t been completely invaded was because of the Supreme Daughter of the era, as well as the fact that the Tyrant King didn’t go down alone, and pulled down the King of Wratharis and the Queen of Envilya with him.

Still, because of this, the relationship with the beastkin was incredibly bad, and the demons even once tried to kill Sol in the past.

“So, what did my grandfather do?” He had some suspicion where this was going, but he wanted a clear answer.

“He unearthed the research of the Darwin siblings.”

Sol was stumped. Of course, he saw it coming from the flow of the conversation, but how the hell do you even unearth research from a few hundreds years ago that was supposedly destroyed?

“The king lacked the martial and political talent of his ancestors, but he wasn’t without his own talents. He was a great biologist himself. Some of his research even helped to develop the medical field. As such, after getting that research, he had a bold idea.”

Sol gulped a little and waited for what would follow.

“Firstly, he devised that the theory was incomplete. If humans were really the base, then there was a race that was the closest to perfection.”

“Are you talking about the chimeras?” Thinking so, Sol thought back to his new maid, Nuwa. She was also a chimera.

“Indeed, Echidna, the mother of a thousand monsters, is also the oldest mortal alive on earth, aside from Ambrosia. Her title isn’t just for show, since all the chimera are related to her; eons of careful interbreeding had been required to create the current race.”

One of the reasons why Gluttony Foss was the strongest kingdom wasn’t just because of Echidna. There was also the fact that even ordinary soldiers were at a completely different level.

“Your grandfather's hypothesis was simple. Since chimera are the results of centuries of inbreeding, it meant that the Humans Genesis Theory had some truth to it. But, he couldn’t afford to wait for such a long time like Echidna. As such, he decided to artificially accelerate the process.

“This was how <<Project Chimera>> came to be. A project that had a solitary goal: to create super soldiers, humans with the attributes of magical beings without contract, or low-level magical beings, being able to use magic from other races. For this project, two hundred orphans of different races were used. Out of them, 190 died. 9 survived but were deemed as failures, and only one was deemed a success... That was me.”

Silence prevailed after this declaration. The only source of noise was Sol, lightly tapping his finger on the table as he closed his eyes.

Even though the information Milia gave him was quite shocking, it wasn't as if he hadn't been prepared for something like this. There were simply too many clues.

There were Milia’s shadow abilities, which shouldn't be possible for a cow woman; the weird mixed odor the Fingers all had; the revolution that changed the Crown's Hound into the Crown's Shadow, and many others little action or words.

Though, knowing that the cause was his grandfather was quite distressing.

At the same time, Sol couldn't help but feel heartache at the situation.

He didn't know what kind of experiments they had gone through, but the fact that only ten out of two hundred survived was enough to understand that it wasn't pleasant.

Milia, meanwhile, did her best to hide her trembling hands. Remembering the events of those times wasn't particularly pleasing. Most of them had become broken one way or another.

She was also fearing Sol's reaction. She knew him well enough to know that he wouldn't discriminate against her because of this, but it still didn't stop her from worrying.

It was then that she felt something warm around her hand. Looking at the side, she could see Sol holding her hand in his and giving her a reassuring smile.

This helped calm her wildly-beating heart.

Once he was sure that she was calm enough, Sol stood up before addressing the others.

"I know that what I am about to say is, in the grand scheme of things, quite meaningless. Still, in the name of the royal family, I would like to express my greatest apologies."

Saying so, he bowed down, giving them quite a shock. Aside from Milia and Ketia, most of them still had some grudge against the kingdom. Even though Mars had saved them back then and got them to swear allegiance to the kingdom, they were loyal to him. Not the kingdom.

Seeing him bow like this, even though as he said it didn't alleviate their pains and suffering, they had to admit that it somewhat calmed down the grudge in their hearts.

Raising himself, Sol continued, "I know it cannot help much and that no amount of reward could pay back what you went through, but if you have any demands, I would like to hear them. I will endeavor to realize them."

Milia and the other four looked at each other. Edgar finally spoke. "Your Highness, our loyalty lies with you, and therefore this kingdom. As long as you promise that no such brutality will ever happen in your time, our blades will be for you to wield."

This time, Edgar didn't have his usually flippant attitude. This was something very important for them. They knew that anything could happen in the future. But they also knew that as a hybrid, Sol's lifespan was exponentially longer than most humans. As long as nothing happened, he would without a doubt live for a few generations.

Sol didn't hesitate to promise. Even if they hadn't asked him, he would have done so. Sol didn't fancy himself the ally of justice, but there were some limits he wasn't willing to cross.

The previously-tense atmosphere somewhat settled down. Of course, trust didn't suddenly bloom between them all. He wasn't like a certain blond-haired ninja who could make the greatest villains sacrifice themselves for them just after speaking for five minutes.

Trust was something that needed time to form, but at least with his words, Sol took the first step.

Thinking about that, he looked once again toward Milia, "You don't have to continue, you know? I can hear the rest later."

He knew he couldn't even begin to guess how she felt currently and didn't want to make her feel even worse.

Milia smiled bitterly, "If you permit, I will go into the details with you later. So I will simply resume the rest of the situation."

Saying so, her expression became a little soft, "As you know, I was once married. My husband was also a cowman named Eric, though we nicknamed him Bull. Of course, even though I call him husband, it wasn't as if we had some true ceremony. He was one of the survivors.”

Her expression became dark, "Sadly, the other four wanted to continue the experiments. Even though they knew how horrifying it was, they thought that it was the next step to evolution. The best way to surpass everything before us. My husband was a good man, but he was also quite naive, and I guess he couldn't stand that I was actually stronger than him. His naivety and his jealousy were his downfall."

She closed her eyes before opening them again; even though they were slightly red, no tear could be seen in them. She had already cried enough long ago.

"I killed him. I killed them all. At that time His Majesty was already dead, and you were only three years old."

She tried to give a smile, though, with her current expression, it looked more like an ugly grimace than anything else. That day, she had nearly broken.

No, she was already broken before that. This event simply broke her further.

Sol's mind jostled; he remembered something hazy. Even though he was a reincarnator, he wasn't born with his full mental capacity. The brain of a baby simply wasn't developed enough to handle so much information.

Standing up, he hugged Milia tightly. She hesitated a little before finally returning his hug.

Looking at them like this, none of them had the heart to break them apart. Edgar in particular had a somewhat relieved expression. He had always respected Milia. When they were all suffering, she had been the one to stand up for them. When she knew they were at the edge, she would make a fuss and be punished just so that they could be better treated.

Edgar did not doubt that, if not for her, there wouldn't have been ten survivors, but only one.

That's why he had always been against her infatuation with Sol. After all, he was royalty, while Milia was just his servant. He didn't really believe she would be treated as she should.

He had to admit that he was also somewhat jealous. Not because of any romantic feelings, but because Sol was able to make her smile when all they could do was bring more burdens to her.

Standing up, he clapped a little to get everyone's attention and said, "Your Highness, I suggest that we stop here for today. I think everyone's emotions are quite raw right now. What's more, we already briefed our subordinates about the operation that might happen tomorrow. In the meantime, what do you think?"

He adjusted his monocle as he said this. Sol, understanding the considerations simply nodded before leading a silent Milia away.

Sometimes, words were not necessary to express gratitude.
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Once they left, Edgar sighed before sitting back.

Aria, who had been holding her smoking pipe, lit it up with a weak fire spell and inhaled deeply before exhaling the smoke, “So, what do you guys think?"

Her previous flirtatious expression was nowhere to be seen. Despite being the madam of a prostitution den, she was not one herself, and in fact, did not even like men.

Ketia looked at the three and said calmly, "He isn't as kind as his father was, but I do not think this will be a cause of worry. He really loves Milia, as you can see."

"Bull also loved Milia — it didn't stop him from betraying us." The murmur of Berthold caused the atmosphere to tense a little.

Aria took another puff before saying, "Love and such does not matter. The prince's talent is without a doubt as much as His Majesty’s was, if not more. As such, he has no reason to feel jealous or inferior, like Bull or like the Puppet King."

The others nodded, but Berthold continued, "Are you sure he is as talented as His Majesty? We do not know his overall capacity. What if he is like Lilith and unable to make contracts?"

This time Ketia frowned, "What does it matter? Even if he doesn't reach the level of his father, he is without a doubt extremely talented. What's more, Queen Lilith proved that even without enough capacity, one could reach great heights with just martial arts."

Berthold shrugged and gave a calm smile, "I have nothing against the prince. I just do not want us to take a stand after meeting him just once."

Aria nodded, "Well, you are indeed right. Talented or not, the prince is still a half-dragon. In terms of authority alone, he would be equal to a prince or a princess if he was in the elf country. So, we should avoid getting on his bad side."

Saying so, she turned toward Ketia, "So, did you inspect the elf who followed the princess? What do you think?"

"I do not think she is a spy sent by the elves. It seems like she is really just a friend of the princess. Still, we should be careful. Even though her background didn't seem high, people showed an odd amount of respect for her."

"Should we rough her up a little?"

Ketia shook her head at Edgar's question, "No matter what, she is still the friend of the princess. What's more, even if she is a spy, she would hold no ill feelings toward the prince."

"Well, then we will trust you. I guess now we should go prepare."

Aria stood up and was about to leave when she suddenly remembered something. "By the way, did we get information on the blue wolf slave the Gorfard's heir has?"

Edgar showed some confusion as he answered, "This is something weird. She isn't an official slave, but we couldn't find in which black market she was bought. Well, it isn't that important. She is just a slave, so she shouldn't affect the grand scheme of things. We will be able to save her and all the others soon."

Saying so, he also got up and began to leave. Berthold, who was still smiling, followed. Aria quit the room as well.
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A few moments after the meeting ended,

Sol was currently hugging Milia, who was curling on his lap while he was sitting on a bed.

The room they were using was a rather austere room that seemed to belong solely to Milia. But from the lack of warmth and decoration, it was clear that it was rarely used. Still, it was large and luxurious enough to befit her status as leader of the Crown’s Shadow.

Even though she wasn’t shedding any tears, Sol could feel an incredible feeling of grief coming off from her.

Hugging her tighter, Sol couldn’t but remark how small Milia seemed now. For as long as he could remember, she had always been this woman, smiling with a motherly smile, who would always take care of him while admonishing him if he made mistakes.

In a way, she had been even more of a mother for him than anyone else. Thinking about this, he couldn’t help but wonder when this situation had changed.

He could understand why Camelia loved him. After all, she had been in love with his soul since she perceived it. But what about Milia? He doubted there were many people with the power to see souls.

Most likely it was on this day.

He couldn’t be sure, but it was his greatest guess. Still, this didn’t matter right now. His attention focused on her face as he felt her tug on his clothes.

Looking at her pale face, he gently smiled and asked, “A little better?”

Milia blushed a little before nodding her head, “Sol, please could you set me down now? This is a little embarrassing.”

Sol was a little taken aback before he began to chuckle, “I remember that we did many things that should have been far more embarrassing than this.”

Milia nodded shyly before stepping away from him. Currently, she felt as if her heart was about to explode. It seemed that explaining most of her past helped her stabilize some of her emotions.

Seeing her flee away like a little squirrel, Sol let out another chuckle before settling down.

Milia herself could only helplessly chuckle at her actions before leaning against Sol’s shoulder. Even back then he was a child, and hugging him was all she needed to stop her nightmare.

Sol was her safe harbor. The sole place where she could bask in the warm light of the sun.

Putting an arm around her shoulders, Sol pushed Milia’s head down onto his lap. “Don’t struggle. For once, let me spoil you, alright?”

Stopping her struggle as he asked, she relaxed obediently and enjoyed Sol's ear-cleaning skills.

The atmosphere surrounding the room slowly became warmer as silence settled between the two. The worries and uneasiness in her heart further melted as she closed her eyes.

Sol knew that moments such as this should be enjoyed as much as possible. He knew that soon he would face a new trial. It was easy to speak about bloodshed, it was another thing to go through it.

For him who had never killed, what was about to happen would without a doubt be a heavy burden. But,

“I will not falter.” Murmuring those words under his breath, Sol’s eyes blazed with conviction.

Under him, Milia slowly opened her eyes and looked up at the handsome face of Sol, smiling, she raised her hand to caress his face, before saying, “Your Highness, now that we are alone, let me tell you the full story.”


Interlude 4: A Maid’s Past



It hurt!

This was the only thought floating in her head.

Everything in her body hurt.

"Number 26 is showing adverse reactions."

"Incredible! For her to only show such a reaction now, how is it possible? No matter, adjust the operations."

Her hazy consciousness slowly woke up as pain flooded in.

*Beep !* *Beep! *

"She is waking up too soon! Who is the bastard that gave the anesthetic!?"

What is happening?

She tried to speak. but she felt as if her mouth was too heavy to even open. She tried to move, but all her limbs were bound.

"Dose her some more! Now!! We can't afford to lose a specimen that has reached the adaptation phase on the first operation."

It hurts! It hurts! It hurts! Please! I beg you! Stop this!

Her plea, unable to be voiced, came out as a guttural scream as she began to thrash around uselessly while trying to free herself.

Pain.

Fear.

Confusion.

Discomfort.

All those feelings mixed in her mind and made her delirious.

Because of the blindfold covering her eyes, she was unable to understand what was happening.

She just wanted everything to stop.

Please, someone, anyone, please make it st..

On those last thoughts, her mind fell back in slumber.
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How did this happen?

Sitting in a white cell with her knees gathered under her, the young cowgirl asked herself this with a somewhat empty expression.

Everything around her was white — the ceiling, the walls, the door. Even the clothes she was wearing were white. What's more, her hands were bound with cloth. The same went for her mouth.

This illusion of an infinite void was doing nothing good to her mind. She could only leave this place for more painful experiments.

Raising her head, she began to stare at the ceiling absentmindedly, thinking back to her past.

All her life had been filled with hardships.

As a war orphan, feeding her stomach and surviving the next day had always been the most important thing for her. She had no time to consider anything else.

Begging, stealing, being stolen from, running away from the guards. This had always been her life.

Back then, she wished to survive. Even though life was hard, she had a slight hope for a better future.

But now,

I just want to die.

She simply wished to put an end to her own misery.

Sadly, even death was being refused to her. After she tried to commit suicide for the third time, they put her in this cell and made sure that she would be unable to harm herself.

"I want to die. I want to die. I want to die. I want to die." Closing her eyes, she began to softly chant this plea; her words flowing like an unending curse.

For her, this place was hell on earth.

In the morning, she was injected with some unknown substance. Afterward, she was taken to a laboratory room, where they subjected her to all different kinds of torture labeled as ‘experiments.’

Just remembering this made her body shudder and she began to become nauseous.

*Cough* *Cough*

Bending down, her body wracked by pain, she began to barf on the ground what was supposed to be some nutritious liquid. She had already stopped eating in the hope to die from hunger, but they still found a way to keep her alive with this.

Moving to lay down on her back, she once again began to stare at the ceiling with a hollow expression.

She had long since stopped hoping for anyone to help her. All hope in her had died long ago. As she was now, even a doll had a more colorful expression than her.

Closing her eyes as fatigue swept her fragile mind, she went into a sleep full of pain and agony, awaiting a new hellish day.
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'How long has it been?'

She couldn't remember.

In the first place, this hell hole didn't allow them to see the light of the sun. For all she knew, perhaps only a few days had passed, or perhaps it had been a few years.

Most likely a few years.

As a cow woman, even though she didn't know much about her race because her parents died when she was too young, she at least knew the signs of them reaching puberty. She had to admit that even for her numbed mind, waking up with blood flowing from her nether regions and milk out of her breasts had been somewhat shocking.

Currently, wearing a white skirt and white shirt, she was sitting in what appeared to be a classroom with other children about her age, scribbling on some paper that was supposed to be graded. A collar, with the number 26 inscribed on it, was around her neck.

The first time this test was done, many like her had been reticent, but a jolt of electricity had been enough to put most of them in order.

It seemed that those who had abducted them didn't simply want to experiment on them, but were also trying to make them smarter. History, geography, arithmetic, diplomacy, psychology, and many other subjects were taught to them.

At the end of what seemed to be the day, they would receive a grading test. Those with the worst scores were punished, while those with the best scores were rewarded.

Even for her young mind, it didn't take long to understand that they were forcing the students to become used to receiving orders. It was a slow process, but sometimes, she was surprised to see some of her fellow prisoners act while thinking about how to please their jailers, rather than fight back.

Flicking her pen, she closed her eyes and began to sleep.

Her papers, as always, were filled with enough mistakes to put her near the last position.

She had no need to receive the so-called reward. No matter how much they electrocuted her, compared to the pain of the experiments she had received, this was nothing. In fact, she wished for them to increase the punishment and accidentally kill her. What's more, one more failure like her meant one less person sent to be punished.

How many of them are left now? She wondered sadly. Each day, the number of children around her slowly decreased. Children disappeared, and in their places, new arrivals steadily increased in number. Initially about fifty, they had decreased by half, only to be reinforced by fresh faces. Their numbers had even managed to increase to 200 without her noticing.

She would always have a sad expression when one of them vanished. For the other children, it seemed as if she was sad about their death. But this wasn't really the case.

While she mourned their deaths, what made her the saddest, was one simple thought.

Why wasn't it me?
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"Number 66, Number 12! Set forth!"

Following the voice coming from the ceiling, one boy advanced and stood with a wooden sword in his hand, his actions mirrored by a young boy wearing glasses.

"Begin."

At the emotionless signal, the two simultaneously began to practice their combat forms. The children of the facility were all unnamed; only their assigned numbers were used.

The outcome mirrored a dozen prior matches, a light feint which would be followed up with 66 swinging with all of his might. He swung repeatedly, making contact each time, and grazed number 12's head.

In that time, number 12 kicked him with great force and knocked him down. His sword was then quickly thrust to his throat and was followed by the order to stop.

"Number 12, well done."

"Thank you."

"But as for number 66, you're hopeless yet again. Your memory fails you, and your movements are dull. I'm telling you this for your own sake. What a failure."

"Apologies."

"Did you forget that the only reason you're alive is because of your adaptation to the experiments? By all accounts, it wouldn't be strange to say that it's too late for you to clean up your act."

"I understand."

How she wished to simply swing her sword and kill those people speaking above.

"Now then, salute." This time, the voice was addressed to all the children present, and like a machine, they began to repeat the words that were specially made to indoctrinate them.

"We offer our greatest honors, and most heartfelt gratitude to His Majesty, Neptune the great!"

"We swear unconditional loyalty to the kingdom!"

"Death to those who would oppose our Kingdom! For that purpose, we are willing to become the swords in the darkness!"

What were they even supposed to be thankful for? Why did they have to swear their loyalty? The girl couldn't remember a single thing that could obligate them to dedicate their lives to that kind of cause.

In reality, shouldn't they rather hate him? Swear to kill him?

That's why, one new goal took hold in her heart. She swore that before dying, she would kill the bastard that caused all their miseries.

[image: ]


As time passed, she found herself surprisingly making new friends while sadly losing old ones.

The boy number 144, for example, was a good friend who always liked to tell stories to make the other children happy. Sadly, he slowly withered away and died. Until his very end, all he could do was moan in pain.

Number 167, who moved into number 12's old room, was the girl who became her best friend. With a quivering voice and a face that always appeared about to cry, it was during this time that she managed to brighten up.

Number 66, another cow man like her, was a rather handsome and kind fellow. He always managed to make her laugh, even when her mood was at its lowest.

Number 54 was a dark elf girl; clearly the oldest of them all, she would always comfort the other children and act as the big sister of the group.

Number 12, the young man with glasses, was a strong but shy fellow. Every day, he would cry in his sleep and beg for help. He thought that the others didn't hear him, but they simply kept quiet to protect his fragile pride.

This was how her everyday life continued.

Thinking of dying yet being denied death.

Hoping to see her friends survive but yet having to watch them die.

Being taught to be loyal to a man she wished to kill.

She thought that this would never change.

But time continued to move without pause.

[SEVERAL YEARS LATER]

Number 26, or rather Milia, bathed under the moonlight with an incredibly sad expression.

Currently in a clearing, she was surrounded by five people. Four men and one woman. All of them were wearing black, tight-fitting clothes.

The atmosphere was incredibly quiet and heavily filled with repressed killing intent.

"Please, I beg you. Please give up. Just stop. We can still go back." Sorrow filled her voice as she pleaded once again. She knew that once they began, there would be no holding back.

Even though she was stronger than them, it was impossible to win against all of them if she held back even in the slightest.

"Milia, you must understand. Those experiments are the next step to evolution. You should know yourself. The cow race is one of the weakest of the beastkin, without any particular magic. But right now, you have completely surpassed the limitations of your race. Do you understand just how incredible it is?"

She looked with disbelief at the man with raccoon ears who tried to explain their crazy ideas.

How could they forget all of the friends they lost and reuse the same words those who once kidnapped them always uttered?

"Big Sis, it is you who doesn’t understand. You cannot understand our feelings. We all went through the same sufferings. We all survived the same ordeals. So why? Why are you the only one?!"

The one who spoke this time was a tall tiger woman. She was also a girl she really liked and took under her wing back then.

Most of the children kidnapped for the experiments had been beastkin and humans, with a few elves and dwarves thrown into the mix.

Demons and angels hadn't been used because they were partially energy beings and as such unsuitable. Meanwhile, it was basically impossible to find a chimera.

Milia felt her heart sink at those words from someone she always saw as her little sister, "Is that really what you think?"

She trailed her gaze on all of them before settling on one muscular man with two horns on his head.

"What about you guys? Do you all think the same?" Seeing her husband Eric, as well as the others, unable to look her straight in the eye, a bitter feeling spread through her. She did her best to stop the tears that were threatening to spill.

How could they not understand that the experiments they suffered from weren't even one-tenth of what she had gone through?

To protect them, she hadn't hesitated to take the worst punishments. To help them, she hadn't hesitated to propose herself for the most-dangerous experiments. To save the maximum number of her friends, she took many more times the doses any of them should have taken.

Even after the experiment ended, she took on the most-dangerous tasks, just to lower the risk of them dying.

In the end, she staged the rebellion against the Crown's Hound by killing all the old leaders and, with the help of Mars, established the Crown's Shadow and the Three Divisions.

Even though her story was worthy of legend, she never ever disclosed her pain nor her suffering.

She had nobody to confide in - not even her own husband could ease her suffering.

Despite this, her desire for them to live surpassed her desire to die; as such, she held on.

No matter how much she hurt, she held on.

No matter how great the danger was, she held on.

No matter how much she just wanted to lie down and close her eyes forever, she held on.

She never asked for a word of thanks, never asked for any rewards. Because in her mind, thir being alive and well was a reward in itself.

And all that for what? To hear this kind of bullshit?

But now she couldn't help but mock herself, Perhaps I should have really died long ago.

She really entertained the thought of dying right now, but she thought about the last four members of her crew.

They hadn't betrayed her. They still needed her. Since they needed her, then she needed to live… As such, she had to kill the five in front of her.

All sorrow immediately vanished from her face. One singular thought remained.

I need to live, therefore I need to kill.

Behind her, her shadow began to change shape. Her aura continued to rise until it blanketed the entire zone.

"Stop her!"

The others immediately understood that whatever she was doing wasn't good for them and rushed towards her. Sadly, it was too late.

<<Zone:Melancholia >>

What followed could only be called a complete massacre.

***-

I wish it would rain.

Standing under the moonlight, Milia raised her head and stared blankly at the silver-white moon. Her beautiful face was stained with blood.

A ray of moonlight suddenly shone on the clearing, showing a grisly sight. Blood, limbs, and guts covered the ground all around her. Some of the bodies were so maimed that they were basically unrecognizable.

It was as if they had been devoured by a large number of famished beasts, leaving them not even the slightest chance to survive.

Behind her, in her shadow, large glaring eyes were slowly closing in on her.

“To think you hide such a terrifying power.” He wheezed. “I guess that until the end, I never really managed to understand you.”

Milia gazed expressionlessly at her husband. It seemed that even in her murderous haze, she had somewhat gone easy on him. Still, with the wounds he received, he was without a doubt a goner.

“If only you hadn’t tried to do that. We could have lived happily together for the rest of our lives.”

His expression crumbled a little at her words, before he gave a bitter blood-filled smile, “Happy? You? Please, don’t continue this sad joke.”

As his blood continued to flow, while laying on the cold, hard ground surrounded by the destroyed bodies of his comrades, his last words were neither curses nor insults toward the one who killed him. But rather, “I really hope that you find true happiness one day…”

His last words were just one last wish of happiness for her. But in Milia’s ears, those words sounded like the greatest curse ever.

Feeling the life vanished from his eyes, Milia finally crumbled down. I killed them.

This thought repeated again and again in her mind.

She had thousands of reasons.

She had thousands of excuses.

But all of it boiled down to one truth. They were dead...And she, who swore to protect them all, was their killer.

When this reality finally dawned on her, she simply collapsed.
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A month later, Milia was standing under the shower of her personal room, her face and figure gaunt, as if she hadn’t eaten for a long time.

Currently, she was washing her body, again and again. She was washing herself with such a tenacity, that her white skin was slowly becoming redder until it looked like it would tear.

She hated how filthy she still felt.

Even after all this time, she could still feel their hot blood on her face. Heard their screams and curses. What made her feel worse was how even though she hated what she did, she had absolutely no regrets.

I wonder if I am really a monster.

Thinking so, she stopped the shower. It was time for her to begin her second job.

As a head maid and nanny.
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As she watched the young prince, who was only three years old, receive a lecture about how to count and read, she couldn’t help but chuckle.

She was the sole, successful experiment out of two hundred, and most likely more.

She was someone who broke through the limits and reached the zone, thereby making her one of the top-class warriors in this country.

She was the leader of the greatest, albeit crippled, dark organization.

Despite this, she was working as the maid and wet nurse of the prince.

This situation was so absurd that it slightly dispersed her brooding mood, even if a little. She had to admit that she was really attached to the prince. After all, in a sense, she had been the one to raise him until now.

Even though the way he sucked my milk back then was quite naughty.

She didn’t know if all babies were like this and at first, she had been a little creeped out with how smart he seemed for his age, but she chalked it up to his dragon heritage.

Now though, she always liked how cute his bored expression was when he received lessons he obviously had already mastered but had to act like a dumb child.

Those days were quite happy. Despite this, the hole in her heart still seemed unable to be filled.
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But one day, as she crouched down to wash the prince while in her maid clothes, she heard him ask, “Why do you always seem so sad?”

This question sent a tremor through her mind. She was sure that she always perfectly controlled her expressions.

“What makes you think that, Your Highness?”

“Hum, I don’t really know. I guess sometimes you look like you are about to cry. Is something the matter?”

She could have lied there and then and ended the discussion. After all, what could such a young child understand? Even though he was far smarter than others his age, this didn't matter much in this situation.

Still, she couldn’t help but answer. “A lot of people I used to care about aren’t here anymore.”

She was quite careful about using the words death. She didn’t know if he was already aware of the concept of life and death, and she didn’t want to have to explain it if he wasn’t.

Still, seeing how his expression went from curious to shocked than sad, it seemed that he did understand what she really meant.

“I see. It must have been hard, right?” The prince, so small she could take him in her arms, tiptoed and patted her head with his wet and warm hand as if calming a young child. “You know, I don’t have anyone here either. They say that only people who share the same pain can understand each other. So I guess you are family now?”

His words made no sense to her. What about the queen, the saintess, or even the princess? How could a child even utter such words?

Still, even though pitifully childish and naive, even though completely senseless, those words struck a chord deep in her heart, breaking a tightly-strung one.

Closing her eyes, Milia, for the first time, bawled like a little girl while laughing as she watched the little prince's shocked expression at her sudden outburst.

Sometimes, people didn’t need deep words full of meaning. What mattered more than anything was using the right words at the right times.
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[MANY YEARS LATER]

Since that day, she more or less retired from her functions as the leader of the Crown’s Shadow, and spent most of her time taking care of Sol and observing him.

All his actions.

All his little gestures.

All his expressions.

All his words.

She laughed when she saw the princess follow him around like a little duck.

She helped him when he received the little pup as his first slave.

She felt sad when she saw his frustrated expression after failing to use his sword correctly.

Sadness, happiness, tears, expectations, stress, worries. A myriad of expressions filled her.

Slowly, she watched the little cute baby turn into a handsome and admirable young man.

Slowly, her bedroom became more and more filled with different objects belonging to him.

Slowly, her feelings of affection toward him became more and more distorted. Changing from the feelings a mother had towards her child to the feelings a woman had for a man.

Then one day, she received an order from the queen, “Milia, do you think you could find someone to help Sol become an adult, if you understand what I mean?”

That day, her distortions finally found the perfect outlet.

Smiling, she gracefully bowed down and answered, “I have the perfect candidate in mind.”

The rest is history.


FIFTH ACT: THE QUEEN




Chapter 40


Ch 40: Darkness Moving



[Travers Estate]

Somewhere in the mansion of the Travers family, the sound of clashing metal could be heard.

Currently, Theresa was wearing light, nearly-transparent clothes, and was standing in front of a forge as she swung down a hammer larger than her head again and again. Even though dwarves possessed a resistance to fire and she was wearing fireproof clothes, sweat was dripping from her body like water.

Even so, her body was steady and her expression focused. She continued to swing her hammer without pause, and under her mighty strikes, the weapons she was creating were gradually taking shape.

As a dwarf, she was extremely talented, not only in business but also in forging. In the past, she would always be the one taking care of the crew's weapons.

Currently, though, she wasn’t just creating any kind of weapons. But perhaps what would be the greatest masterpiece she ever created. This was even more so because of the materials she was using as the base.

Her eyes seemed to glow with madness as she continued to swing her hammer with all her might. Even though her muscles were aching. Even though her bones were cracking. No matter what, she would complete them.

After all, it was the last thing her late friend asked, while giving her the most-important things for any creatures of S-rank.

Her horns and her core.
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[Gorfard Estate]

In the Gorfard mansion, seated on a throne, a handsome, middle-aged man was looking absentmindedly at the red liquid swirling in his glass.

He was Loki, Duke Gorfard.

Next to him, the head butler who generally took care of Leonard was standing impassively, his gaze uncertain.

“So, how is my incapable son?” After a while, the Duke seemed to wake up and ponder this question. The butler hesitated a little before bowing.

“He is currently enjoying the wolf slave.”

A sneer formed on Loki's face. “So, the Gorfard family is facing one of its greatest crises, and that stupid son of mine is busy fucking some mutt. Is that what you are saying?”

The butler simply kept his head low. He knew that his master had already been disappointed in his son for a long time. The current situation didn’t make his impression any better.

The dark gaze of the Duke landed on the silent butler for a while before passing on. He knew that it wasn’t the fault of his servants. His son was just too licentious.

If at least he was as skilled as he was lustful, he wouldn’t have minded. Sadly, it wasn’t the case.

He couldn’t help but think about the son of that infuriating dead bastard. Compared to the son of that man, his own was just garbage.

“Mars, even in death you still manage to surpass me.”

Gulping his wine without even tasting it, he simply threw the glass away and watched as it broke.

All his life, he had been in the shadow of that man. Be it in terms of birth, looks, talent, skills, attraction toward women, charisma. He still remembered the shy weak boy he had once met and disdained. That boy became a man he could only look up to.

Even now, almost two decades after Mars's death, he knew that in his current state he would still lose if he fought against the past Mars. For someone as proud as himself, this humiliation was something he simply couldn’t bear. Worse was that, after the father, they were now asking him to bow to the son?

A feeling of cold rage washed over him as he swore inwardly, I am going to break it.

He refused to die of old age without managing to do anything great. He refused to submit to some brat no matter how talented he was. Soon, he would enter the annals of history.

A crimson glow shone in his eyes as he thought about this before he let out a chuckle. Leaning back on his throne, he asked the butler, “Why do you think Justice always wins in the end?”

The butler was somewhat taken aback, at this question. Though it was just a rhetorical one as the Duke continued, “In my eyes, Justice always wins because the winner is the one who will become justice, and so...I am going to represent Justice.”

[????]

Somewhere, in a place where a crimson moon was floating quietly in the sky, giving a red hue to the desolate place, a woman was standing quietly, gazing at the horizon, her eyes showing no expression.

“It’s finally time. How do you think it will go?”

The woman turned around, smiling at her interlocutor, “As long as I am here, there is no room for failure.”

A simple movement from her made crimson wings appear and open up on her back, increasing the pressure she was giving. Meanwhile, a small breeze picked up, revealing her features more clearly: sky-blue eyes and golden hair.


Chapter 41


Ch 41: Parents



Under the dim light, Sol sat with a gentle expression as he caressed Milia's head while she softly lay asleep on his lap.

Her story had been far more tragic than he could have ever imagined, the weight of her past being something that could have crushed anyone else in her place.

He also remembered their discussions in the bath. During those times, he still did not see this world as his own. He was still sad about losing everything he knew and never seeing his parents or his friends.

This thought prompted him to give a bitter smile, Since when did their faces become so faint in my mind?

Time was truly the greatest curse.

Sighing, he discarded those thoughts, he didn't know how they were doing, and he hoped that they had fruitful lives. Perhaps in the future, he could search Earth, his Earth, with his dimension magic, but now wasn't the time.

His mind began to drift, as he thought about what might happen soon. He couldn't have the leisure to have stray thoughts.

There should still be some time before I meet with Gorfard.

He briefly entertained the thought of simply entering Medea's dimension, but he knew that if he did, he would lose his edge. After all, even though too much tension wasn't good, being too relaxed wasn't either. Keeping the balance was necessary.

Well, let's stay like this for a few more minutes.
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[Tower of Babel]

"So, why did you seek me out, Mother?"

Lilith could only chuckle bitterly at the dry tone used by Lilin. This wasn't the first time, nor would it be the last time. Still, even though she didn't show it, this situation somewhat saddened her.

They were currently in Lilith’s office, since she rarely used the throne room. She took another look at her daughter, who had fled for so long.

No matter how one looked at it, the two of them would pass more for sisters than mother and daughter. The fact that Lilith still looked like a woman in her twenties aside, Lilin's face and aura were simply too similar to her own. The only reason they wouldn't be taken for twins was because of the obvious, even if slight, difference in age between the two of them.

Still, there was another great difference between the two of them currently. Something far more intricate than mere appearance.

"You took another path."

She didn't know if her voice sounded happy or disappointed. Since Lilin, like her, had absolutely zero capacity, Lilith had been training her so that she could become the second Sword Saint. No — she wished for Lilin to surpass her and complete the one technique she was still unable to complete despite all her talents.

My expectations are always too heavy.

Now that she was somewhat clear-headed, she understood just how poor of a mother she had been for Lilin. Of course, aside from Mars's death, there were other reasons related to Lilin’s birth that made her like this, but it was beneath her to use excuses in such situations.

Lilin, who stood defiantly at first, fidgeted a little under the gaze of Lilith but still, she held her head high.

"Indeed, but I did not do so because of my dislike or some childish anger. I believe that your path isn't suitable for me; still, the ultimate goal of your technique is simply too incredible, as such I decided to find my path."

"So the goal is still the same, and only the paths are different." Lilith murmured under her breath. She understood perfectly what her daughter was getting at and it was a way of thought she had somewhat entertained in the back of her mind still, it was close to impossible for her to do so.

If the zone was something that could change based on the understanding someone had, the avatar was something fixed. It could grow or become weaker, but its intrinsic nature could never be changed.

That was why she called the avatar a path, all the actions you took, your training, your experiences, and your understanding of life and the world were fused into something greater. Only people who reached this level could transcend the limitations and be considered a national class disaster.

The four witches were at this level, Camelia was at this level, and she was also at this level.

But…

There is still more.

Her eyes darkened. The divine aside, even on the mortal plane, she was sure that the avatar wasn’t the last level possible. Even now, she knew three people who without a doubt went past that level.

Echidna, the Mother of Monsters.

Ambrosia, the Witch of a Thousand Spells.

Finally Mars, the Hero King.

“So, Mother, I was always curious. Why didn’t you teach this path to Sol?” Lilin had observed Sol’s fight with Setsuna, and even though he was incredibly strong for someone who just awakened, the way he fought was too wild. But she remembered that before she left, Sol was supposed to train in the way of swords.

Of course, she understood that his fight against Setsuna had been more of a mating ritual than anything, but still, it was easy to see that he had lacked the grace with which Setsuna moved.

“You are confusing something. I did train Sol on the way of swords. But I never really gave him a thorough training. This is for the simple reason that Sol isn’t suited to my path.”

“Do you mean to say that he lacks talent?”

This time Lilith exploded in laughter, something very rare of her, “Lacks talent? Goddess no, he simply has too much talent. So much so that my path would only chain him down.”

She could only shake her head as she said this.

Her way was one born from her powerlessness. Despite her heritage, she was born with a weak body and unsightly capacity. Even though she had a large amount of mana, there was only so much her body could handle.

As such, she honed her skills. Hours and hours of training, to efficiently use her mana. Hours and hours of training to move her sword as if it were an extension of her own body. She had shed blood, sweat, and tears to stand at the level she was currently.

If Sol had been a human, she would have taught him her skills as she did with her daughter. But… he wasn’t.

Not only was Sol a hybrid dragon, but he also inherited the cheat resistance his mother had, albeit weaker. As if it wasn’t enough, he also had his dimensional magic. Finally, even after years and years of training, if she fought with Sol with her bare body without any mana or technique, he would snap her like a twig.

She still remembered back then when she first saw Blaze’s prowess on the battlefield. It was like watching a juggernaut assaulting a group of ants. No spells could wound her, while physical attacks could not pass through her scales. Meanwhile, her mana was bottomless and she could simply throw dragon’s breath, one after another.

A mixed feeling of bitterness and anticipation flowed in her heart when she imagined Sol doing the same in the near-future.

Those who said that hard work always paid weren’t lying. Hard work never lies. But...no matter how hard you worked, some people were simply bestowed by the grace of heaven.

Those people would always make all your struggles, all your pains, all your sufferings, look like some meaningless sad joke. Those people were called geniuses. Shaking her head, she looked ahead and sighed, she could feel the presence of some midget sized headache coming toward them. This was very bad timing but she knew that woman wouldn’t come to this place for no reason.

Furthermore…It seemed like she was not alone.
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In the hanging gardens, a rather humorous scene was happening.

“Yahallo! My cute Lilin, you have grown so much since the last time I saw you. How have you been!? What about you, Nuwa?”

Nuwa and Lilin were seated with rather strange expressions while a hyper-excited young girl was greeting them.

For Lilin, who was used to her mother's sternness, it was a weird feeling to see someone like Theresa. She really wondered how someone like her and someone like her mother could be friends.

Nuwa, meanwhile, still kept her usually expressionless face, but if anyone paid attention, they would remark that her lips slightly curled up.

After all, while she was rather cynical, she understood that she was really lucky to have fallen into the hands of someone like Theresa. Her future could have been far more different.

Of course, in a way, Theresa could be said to have kidnapped her. But since Theresa had never hidden the truth from her and always treated her well, it was hard to be angry.

Theresa, on the other hand, was focused on Lilin as she thought, They really do look like each other. Too much like each other.

Lilith’s marriage and subsequent pregnancy was something Theresa had never understood, for it was simply too fishy.

Most people might not know it, but all the members of their old team, aside from Mars, knew that Lilith had an extreme dislike toward the opposite sex. A sort of androphobia, only without the fear. This was most likely one of the reasons why, aside from Sol, there were no men allowed in the upper part of the Tower.

The reason for such a dislike was unknown, at least to Theresa, but she knew that it was to the level that, aside from Mars and now Sol, or during combat, Lilith never let any men so much as touch her. Even her sword style was devised in such a way that she could avoid direct contact as much as possible.

How could such a woman accept marrying, much less have a sexual relationship, with a man she didn’t even like? What’s more, it wasn’t as if Lilith was a defenseless woman back then.

She might not have her current fame and power, but she was still someone feared on the battlefield.

If you added Lilith’s network of people, such as herself — one of the richest women in the world — the Holy Daughter of Industria, the Holy Daughter of Castitas, a dragon, one of the four directions, and the Princess of Envilya, suffice to say that absolutely no one should have been able to force her to marry if she didn’t want to.

Despite this, not only did she marry, but she was suddenly pregnant and her husband died soon after her pregnancy was announced.

All her life, Theresa had to swim in a sea of plots and deadly strategies where even one mistake would mean death, and she knew to sniff a big plot when she saw one.

The only reason she never investigated too much was that this was Lilith's right to keep her secret.

As for her daughter.

She walked closer to Lilin and stood on tiptoe to touch the face of the surprised girl.

She hadn’t been able to notice it before, because Lilin was too young back then, but as of now, the more she looked at her, the more she felt like that, aside from some minor differences, she was seeing a mirror of a younger Lilith.

“Let me guess. You also love Sol, right?”

Lilin was a little startled at the sudden accurate question. She wasn’t able to voice her answer though, because,

“Stop bothering my daughter.” Once Lilith reached them, she gave an indifferent glance to Nuwa, causing her to stiffen up.

Under her gaze, Nuwa felt as if she was being stared at by a predator about to swallow her up.

“Hah! No bullying.” Theresa punched Lilith on her hip, though the only reason she was able to do so was that she was so weak Lilith didn’t even bother dodging.

Still, it did stop her from continuing. She held no love towards the chimera, and could even be said to hate them. If she didn’t know that this girl could perhaps become Sol’s partner, and was in a way the surrogate daughter of Theresa, she would have already cut her head off.

Taking Theresa by the scruff, she pulled her away and boldly sat down.

Theresa, who had been thrown like a ragdoll, did a somersault and landed quite gracefully. After all, even though she was weak, she wasn’t helpless.

Trotting back, she sat next to Lilith and hummed without any intention to begin the conversation.

Lilith, seeing her silence could only release a sigh, and ask, “So, did you complete it?”

“Ah! I thought you’d never ask.” Laughing out loud, Theresa fished out a silver pearl and caressed it with a tender gesture.

Lilith’s expression, on the other hand, became solemn as she asked with a trembling voice. “Did you succeed…?”

“Indeed. I finally completed it.”

Lilith's hand unconsciously reached toward the pearl before she stopped and made it back down. Calming her wildly-beating heart, she asked, “How is it compared to the holy sword?”

Theresa made an expression of disgust, “That shit is anything but holy.” Then her expression became a little thoughtful, “As it is now, my creation is still a little weaker, but... this won’t last!”

Saying so, she immediately began to show a fervent expression, “Once Sol fuses with it, we will witness...The birth of the eighth holy weapon! Hahaha! My name will surely go down in history!”

Lilith began to shiver; she had no reason to doubt Theresa’s words, as the dwarf wasn’t someone who liked to brag. This meant that once Sol obtained this weapon, she would really have nothing to worry about.

Meanwhile, Nuwa and Lilin, who were seemingly forgotten, had expressions full of suspicion. They did not understand what it meant exactly, but they could understand that this shining pearl in Theresa's hand was something important and should really be helpful to Sol.

“So, where is Sol?”

Lilith shook her head. “He already left.”
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[Gorfard Mansion]

“Young master, the Lord is calling for you.”

The butler of the house, standing behind the door, called for the heir. From what he was hearing, it seemed like he was still going at it with the blue wolf slave.

In the past, the young master had a vast number of slaves at his beck and call. Even though maltreating slaves was a crime, it wasn’t something that seemed to stop him. After all, it was only a crime if you got caught. But lately, it was as if he was in a trance. All his attention was only focused on this one slave.

Chuckling, the butler adjusted the ring on his finger. He had been doubtful at first, but as the apostle had told him, that pitiful young man was slowly becoming even more of a waste than he had been initially.

Well, the young master should be happy. He will become one of the cornerstones for the advent of the Crimson Lady.

Hiding the deep fanatical light shining in his eyes, he bowed once the door opened, only sparing a glance at the half-naked blue wolf lying on the bed, stained with bodily fluids.

Leonard Gorfard, looking pissed off, asked, “What does the old bastard want?”

“Young master please, pay attention to your words.” Inwardly though, he was gloating. Leonard had always been a man who paid attention to outward appearances. Even though he was trash, he was smart trash. In the past, he would have never openly uttered such stupid words.

Leonard frowned before continuing, “Then let me rephrase it, what does my, oh-so-honored father wish?”

“His Highness will soon arrive.” He could see the expression on Leonard's face crumble, but this didn’t stop him. “His lordship wishes for you to stop your...Let’s say unsavory activities and prepare yourself. He also wanted me to remind you to hide your slave, lest the prince see her and find out that she is an illegal slave. After all, the prince won’t be the sole noble present.”

The truth was that the master said no such thing. After all, while he did despise his son, he had enough faith in him to understand what to do on such occasions. But how could Leonard know this?

As he expected, Leonard gave a cold smile, “I see… I understand. Tell my father that I will be on time.”

The way he emphasized on the word ‘father’ told how angry he was, which couldn’t make the butler happier.

Be it father or son, they are just people filled with useless pride and an inferiority complex.

“Then, if I may.” Bowing once again, he turned back and left, his hand still twirling his ring. He didn’t know what the apostle was plotting but it didn’t matter. Even if he was caught, it would be all worth it as long as it was profitable for the Crimson Lady.

Let the wings of freedom soar in the sky!

Murmuring in his heart, he went to finish the preparations.
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[Highland Mansion]

“Dear Uncle, you called me?”

Ares Highland stood in the doorway, looking at his uncle with curiosity and worry. He knew that his cousin had been afflicted with a seemingly-incurable disease that had put her in a deep sleep.

Lately, his uncle's expression was becoming more and more haggard, showing that something must have happened.

Gerald meanwhile, forced himself to smile as he indicated to Ares to take a seat, “I called you today to discuss the future of our family.”

Ares' expression became much more serious as he sat straight and waited. His uncle had always been an example for him and he respected him as much as he respected his grandfather, if not more. After all, even though his grandfather tried to hide it, he knew deep down that Athena had always been the most favorite one.

Of course, he wasn’t resentful. He loved his sister, and even though he was a little jealous about the attention she always seemed to get, he knew more than anyone else how much she worked to obtain it. Still, being appreciated would make anyone happy and this was something his uncle always gave him.

“What do you mean, Uncle Gerald?”

Gerald looked at his nephew. A bright and talented, if somewhat rash, boy. Even though he lacked the raw charisma and talent Athena had, he was still a good kid with a bright future. What’s more, he was also a lovable child who wore his heart on his sleeve.

Thinking about how he was going to make such an innocent kid suffer because of him, a deep feeling of guilt gushed in his heart.

I am sorry.

Steeling his resolve, he let out a heavy sigh, “As you know, the situation of the family has been declining; currently, even though we are Dukes in name, our real power is one or two ranks lower.”

He was somewhat exaggerating. Their situation may be bad but, as long as he and Tyr were alive, it was impossible to fall so low.

“The last time Sol visited, you should have felt the tremor of energy. That was because my brother and Sol didn’t reach a compromise. Sol confided to me and said that he might officially demote the family once he becomes King”

“What!?” Ares shouted as he rose up in shock, his upbringing all but forgotten. He did indeed remember a clash of energy back then, and he knew that his uncle was also extremely close to the prince.

“But Grandfather told me nothing!”

Gerald showed a regretful expression as he said, “I suppose he wanted to protect you. Though, he called Athena and discussed the situation with her.”

Gerald played carefully with his words, and watched as Ares sat down with a helpless chuckle, “I guess that, once again, Grandfather does not find me trustworthy.”

Gerald inwardly sighed. His lie could not be seen through, since his brother had the habit of always consulting Athena first. Since this was the truth, and the clash was indeed also a truth, the lie about Sol’s words was easily covered.

Lying wasn’t about only showing falsehood. A good lie was one mixed with so many truths it became impossible to distinguish truth from lie.

What’s more, thanks to his good relationship with him, Ares was even less inclined to scrutinize the veracity of Gerald’s words.

Betrayal and trust were two sides of the same coin. After all, how could you betray someone who never trusted you in the first place?

“Then, Uncle, why did you call me? What should I do?”

“As you know, the prince severely lacks male friends. In fact, it can be said that I am the sole man he really relies on. But I am old, and my days are numbered. I need you to become close to him. This relationship could save our family.”

Ares nodded, “But how could I do it? I don't really have the occasion to socialize with him.”

Giving a warm smile, Gerald opened his drawer and took out a bottle of alcohol, “Relationships must slowly be formed, but there’s nothing better than good liquor to forge relationships between men.”

“What’s this mark? I’ve never seen such a bottle.”

The Duke Highland was an alcohol collector and Ares had seen many of the rarest ones.

Giving it to Ares, Gerald answered, “This is a special brew made by the dwarves under my commission. Only three of its kind exist. I drank the first one with King Mars, and the second one with your deceased parents, and my son-in-law when you and my granddaughter were born. This one...is the last.”

At the mention of the king and his parents, Ares had a solemn expression as he took the bottle firmly in his hand.

“Tonight, the Gorfards invited many nobles to welcome His Highness. His preparations are truly extravagant. Your sister will not go. Use this occasion to become closer to His Highness and share a drink with him. The rest will be left to you.”

“Understood.”

“Then, this is all, you may go.” Nodding, Ares turned and began to leave.

“Ares.”

“Yes?” Turning he squinted his eyes as the expression of his uncle was covered by a ray of waning sunlight coming through the window.

“....Nothing, just know that no matter what happens, I am proud of you.”

Feeling his heart warming, Ares dipped his head in a bow and left the room.

Now, alone, Gerald stood up and looked at a portrait in the corner of the room. On it, a family of three happily smiled at him.

Sighing, he painfully closed his eyes as he murmured, “Soon, soon, everything will end. I just have to hold on for a short while longer.”

Calming his shivering hand, he slowly left the room; his steps, filled with determination.
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[Crown’s Shadow Hideout]

“Is everything ready?”

Somewhere in one of the rooms, someone was murmuring to himself, “I see. Then, once all the pieces are in place, it will be time to begin the requiem.”

Mirth could be heard in his voice despite his chilling words.
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[Church of Castitas]

Standing with her eyes closed, Camelia was murmuring a string of words, so fast they would have been barely comprehensible to anyone.

The ultimate defense used to protect the capital required the Supreme Daughter’s blood as a catalyst, and her body as the nucleus. This meant that once she began, she would be completely unable to move or even protect herself.

Standing beside her was Chloe, as usual. The girl was truly growing on her; if it was possible, she would have considered poaching her from Slothstein and keeping her as the Holy Daughter of Lustburg.

“Chloe, did you begin the evacuation of the district belonging to Gorfard?”

Chloe nodded with a heavy expression, “Thanks to the preparations you made, it wasn’t complicated. Tonight, the populace was informed that you would perform a miracle in the plaza and do a mass healing. The Queen Regent had also arranged more performers to appear in the plaza, to attract people there.”

Camelia nodded, satisfied; what was about to happen was something truly dangerous. Camelia wouldn’t have been so worried if they simply had to deal with Loki Gorfard, as they initially thought. After all, no matter how powerful he was as a Duke, at the end of the day, he was only that strong. He had in no way reached the level that could really threaten her or Lilith.

But now that the Wings of Freedom were involved, the situation was far more complicated. After all, this organization also had its own set of powerhouses.

“Are the paladins ready? What about the current White Knight?” She frowned as she mentioned this; she was still disappointed by how easily the kid had been manipulated, and how he would have fought Sol if she hadn’t intervened.

Of course, she wasn’t blind — well, she wasn’t blind anymore. She understood that the kid had a big crush on her. But thousands of men had crushes on her. Did this mean that she had to cater to each of them?

The only reason she hadn’t demoted him was that he truly wasn’t a bad kid, and his talent was also pretty good. After all, being able to control ice to such an extent wasn’t given to anyone.
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In another part of the church, a young man wearing silver-white armor was squatting powerlessly on the ground, his head hanging.

Beside him, a white-and-black creature wearing a suit jacket but no pants was gurgling down a plate full of fish.

Once it was satiated, the creature began to speak with a surprisingly manly voice, “How long are you going to mope like this, young man? I do not remember you being so weak.”

The man ignored his contracted partner, and mumbled, “She must hate me now.”

“But she never liked you in the first place.”

“I must have worsened the impression she had of me.”

“I don’t think she even cares about your existence.”

“Now my chances with her are lower.”

“My friend...Do not worry.”

Raising his head, he looked surprised at his partner; While he comforts me for once.

Sadly, his hopes were shattered by the next words, “Your chances were in the negative in the first place, so them becoming lower doesn't change anything, don’t you think?”

Silence settled between them before the white knight roared and took his partner by the neck, “I am going to kill you!!”

“Help! Help! Murder! This is an abuse of my rights!!”

The two of them began to roll and wrestle around for a few minutes; meanwhile, the other paladin simply ignored their antics and continued preparing their gear. They were already used to such a scene happening, and they had to admit that seeing the generally overly-serious White Knight act like a kid his age was one of the reasons he was so appreciated.

Finally, ending with the knight down and his partner standing above him, said partner gave a low cough and began to fly away, “Well bro, I like you and all, but it’s time for my bath with the nun. Unpopular bastards like you guys should stay between men.”

Giving a wretched laugh while ignoring the death glare he was receiving, he calmly flew away.

Truth be told, he didn’t find human women attractive in the least, but seeing the jealous and pissed-off looks of those knights, while they imagined him swimming in the bath with the nuns, was one of his best sources of entertainment.

Watching his partner fly, the White Knight, while lying on the ground, could only sigh. He had obtained this ice elemental in his trips to the spirit world back then, and he had to admit that it was a truly powerful spirit. Sadly, it also had a mean streak and liked to tease people or watch them suffer.

Still, he had to admit that its blunt words cleared his heart.

I really acted in an unsightly way.

As a knight, he should respect and uphold many virtues, but he had gotten lost due to his jealousy and ugly heart.

I hope I will still be able to meet His Highness.

Even though nothing had happened, thanks to Camelia's swift intervention, it was a fact that he nearly attacked the man who would bear the crown. An apology was the least he could do.

But I have a bad feeling.

The paladin had been dispatched tonight to protect the nuns during the mass healing. But this wasn’t normal; for such occasions, a squire should have been more than enough. It wasn’t as if the nuns were damsels in distress either, since each of them received systemic training in self-defense and weapons art, as well as holy magic.

He could feel it in his blood.... something big was about to happen.


Chapter 42


Ch 42: Last Ducal Visit



Sol now sat alone in a carriage, heading towards the Gorfard’s mansion.

For a prince like him to walk around without any escort was something that shouldn’t happen, but this time, Sol didn’t know what would happen. As long as he was alone, it was easier to use his dimension to defend or flee if things went sour.

On the other hand, if someone like Setsuna or Milia was with him, he couldn’t bring them into his dimension, since they would automatically hate him so much they would try to kill him.

Just imagining the opposite of all the love someone like Milia had for him was scary.

As such, him going alone was the most optimal choice.

I really need to work around these limitations.

If he could negate or control this inversion of feelings, so many things would become possible. Just imagining himself suddenly summoning an army of soldiers no matter where he was made him giddy. This reminded him of the reality marble of Iskander and it was so cool.

Haha, I am more stressed than I thought I would be.

He had remarked that he would begin to think more of things from his previous world to distract himself when he was under heavy stress.

But how could he not be stressed? Now that he was alone he didn’t have to act strong, nor look it. Now that he was alone, he had to admit that he was a little scared.

He wasn’t scared about fighting, just that he was more and more aware of just how many lives would change depending on the decisions he would make tonight.

Many people would die. Many will lose their homes. Many will be wounded.

In fact, if he wasn’t careful, even some of his women could lose their lives and that, more than anything, terrified him.

Truly a selfish prince.

He was selfish through and through. He cared about people but cared more about his own. He feared spilling blood, but feared more the blood of those he cared for.

His father in this world put the interest of many above that of the minority. The same went for all the previous kings, in their own ways. But he simply couldn’t.

I’d rather kill thousands than see one of the people I love bleed.

Sol knew that for him, someone who hadn’t even killed anyone yet, talking about killing thousands of people seemed like big words without any substance. But this was how he felt.

He had no deep attachments to this world aside from the few people close to him. So why should he care about strangers?

Because it was his responsibility as a prince?

Because this was the right thing to do?

At the end of the day, I am still too naive and do not know enough about this world.

As he approached the gate of the Gorfard's mansion, Sol decided something in his heart.

Once this mess ends and after I form my contract...I will leave Lustburg.

Once the carriage stopped and the driver opened the door, all emotions vanished from Sol’s face. As a noble, even more as a prince, he could be scared, he could be stressed, sad, happy, or anything. But, he should never let the enemy behold his weakness.

If when alone he was the young Sol, once he was in public, he was Prince Sol.

Finally, he stepped down from the carriage.

“His Highness, the Crown Prince Sol Dragona Luxuria!”

Unlike his three previous Ducal visits, the outside of the Gorfard mansion was quite crowded. After all, the Duke Gorfard was one of, if not the, most-influential noble after the royal family.

On one hand, this was because the Gorfard family were in-laws with the royal family through Lilith, but this was also because Loki Gorfard was a very good politician.

As such, the invitations they had sent received widespread replies. This was compounded by the fact that the noble knew that the mysterious prince would attend this party, giving the impression that the relationship between the two camps was slowly mending.

Of course, the sharp-minded nobles understood that the current undercurrent was quite heavy and abstained from participating. As such, only the low-level nobles and the nobles affiliated with the Gorfard family were attending.

The moment Sol stepped down from the carriage, all their attention immediately focused on him. Any other man would have felt a little cowed before such intensity. The Sol from a few months ago would have surely felt a little somewhat intimidated.

But at this moment, as he walked down the red carpet, Sol didn’t even do so much as flinch nor even spare a regard to the people around him.

Men were shaped by their experiences and the lessons they received from them and Sol had learned many lessons. He was also sure that he would learn many more.

If he was cowed by some little weak nobles here, then all this time would have simply been a waste.
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The moment he reached the door, he was respectfully greeted by the head butler, a gentle-looking old man, accompanied by two well-dressed young women and two maids.

But, the moment Sol faced the butler, he immediately felt extremely uncomfortable. As if he was facing something filthy and disgusting. Even though this feeling passed in flash and was quite fleeting, Sol was sure that it wasn’t an illusion, and this made him ponder.

It was the first time he had seen this man, and he had absolutely no reason to feel such an intense dislike for someone like this. This could only mean that something supernatural was at play.

Either his race is something I cannot support or there is something else.

From his recent discussion with Camelia, he was quite sure about what this feeling meant, proving that many dangerous events could happen soon.

Even though thousands of thoughts were running in his head, Sol’s face betrayed nothing. He even gave a faint smile and slightly nodded his head.

Those few days of visiting the nobles had been more rewarding in experience than years of studying.

The butler was accompanied by two young women who were rather beautiful. Since he did some research about Gorfard, he knew that those two were concubine daughters, born from some of the maids and Loki himself.

Seeing them, the warmth in his eyes immediately chilled. Sol was someone who didn’t particularly care about rules because of his modern upbringing. Still, this didn’t stop him from understanding that what was happening now was the Duke slighting him.

After all, even though the Prince came to visit them, neither the Duke nor his heir came to welcome him.

If this was all, it could still be pardoned, but they had to send women of extremely low birth to salute him with a servant. In a way, this was sending a message,

‘You are the prince, but so what?’

Even though Sol didn’t care about social convention, this didn’t mean that others thought the same as him. If he let this pass, it would be a grave insult.

So how should he respond? Thinking so, he looked at the butler with a playful light in his eyes and asked, “Is the Gorfard family trying to humiliate me?”

This question was asked very lightly, as if the answer didn’t matter, as if the prince was simply looking at a bunch of clowns prancing and jumping around.

This, more than anything, unsettled the butler. He had been ready for many kinds of responses from the prince. Mainly anger or silent acceptance, not this level of indifference and amusement.

After years of serving the previous Gorfard Family, he had thought that knew well those creatures called nobles — more precisely young nobles.

In his opinion, all young nobles were selfish, spoiled, naive brats. Some of them, despite this naivety, were quite good morally-wise, while some others, like his own young master, were evil little shits.

From the information he had gathered about Sol, he wasn’t particularly any better than any other young master, just less evil. Though, after the fight in the arena, it was clear that most, if not all the information they had about him was completely wrong.

The prince in front of him still seemed relatively naive, but it was different, what stood in front of him was a noble beast who was slowly growing out of his shell.

Thinking so, he imperceptibly lowered his posture a few degrees more and spoke, “I beg your forgiveness. This is in no way our intention. The duke and the heir are currently giving their all to prepare a party worthy of His Highness.”

“I see, so the men are preparing the party while the women are idling. Well, call the Duchess then, I refuse to step foot in here without an appropriate reception. Or, is the Duchess also too busy?” The mocking tone in his voice was clear for all, making the bystander who stood afar chuckle a little.

This world was one where the gender difference wasn’t as important as in his original world. In this current world, women were in no way disadvantaged in handling mana when facing men.

The reality was that all the goddesses were, well...goddesses, and all the churches were also controlled by women. Finally, the two strongest beings he knew, Echidna and Ambrosia, were also women.

From all that, Sol was somewhat surprised about how this world wasn’t more matriarchal.

What baffled him even more, was that even though women weren’t weaker than men, or most of time, even stronger, traditions from his original words such as men on the battlefield and women at home also existed here.

This was yet another contradiction of his world, though it worked in his favor now.

The butler shivered a little and said, “Surely you are jesting, Your Highness. Her Grace felt a little faint this morning, but it will be no problem to call for her, if Your Highness insists.”

His words were implying that Sol was forcing someone who was sick to come to receive him just to please his own vanity.

But Sol simply gave a simple smile, “Do so.”

A small uproar passed in the crowd — some were quite surprised at the Prince's action. But Sol didn’t care. In the first place, even though he didn’t want to seem like a tyrant, he didn’t want to appear like a good and benevolent king like his father either.

After all, while ‘good and benevolent king’ sounded good, it was just a nice way to say pushover.

The butler, understanding that continuing wouldn’t be good, simply gave a signal to one of the maids who gave a bow and rushed into the house.

During all this, the two daughters stayed entirely silent. After all, even though in a way they had Gorfard blood, they had absolutely no right to become heiresses. What’s more, from the weak fluctuation of mana coming from them, it was clear how talentless they were. As such, they neither had the status nor the power to talk to Sol if he didn’t address them first.

The fact that a butler had more authority than them was quite ironically pitiful in Sol’s eyes, but this also resonated with his own understanding of this world. This world wasn’t some idealistic utopia.
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The wait for the Duchess wasn’t long.

The maid came back with a glamourous, middle-aged woman who held a small polite smile and had a pale complexion.

Sol had to secretly admit that while she was inferior to his own women, she had a mature appearance that they lacked. After all, thanks to their power, most of his women looked younger than they were, with Medea taking the cake.

Chuckling at this thought, he briefly nodded as the duchess gave a small curtsey. After all, she was a Duchess and Sol was yet to be king, as such, giving a full bow wasn’t necessary for her.

“I welcome Your Highness and beg your pardon for the situation.”

“You are pardoned.” The duchess’ smile cramped a little at how blunt he was, but she relaxed so quickly that only someone with heightened senses like Sol could have perceived it.

“Well then, Your Highness, if you would follow me? The party still hasn't quite started and I will bring you to the waiting room.”

He simply nodded and followed her. The order of entry in a party was extremely important. Of course, the first one to appear should be the host himself, but after this, the later one was the highest rank.

If Sol joined the main venue of the party now, no other nobles would dare to step foot after him, since it would be an insult to the crown. The Gorfard family had deep power, but it didn’t reach the level where the nobles would willingly act in such a stupid way just to please him.

As he slowly entered the mansion, Sol felt a great premonition: this night would be something he would never forget.

Currently, in one of the VIP rooms standing above the ballroom, Loki was listening to his butler as he described the events that happened.

“Oh!? That prince said that?” Aside from being a little shocked at how the boy imposed himself, he was once again jealous about how his dead nemesis could have such a promising son, while he was stuck with some stupid bastard.

One of the reasons he had so many children was that he dreamed of the day one of his offspring could show superior talent.

All I got was garbage.

Though Leonard had some talent, it was just not enough in his eyes and far from his target.

He sighed as he thought about his niece, Lilin, the daughter of his deceased brother and Lilith. Even now, he didn’t understand how such a man could have such a talented daughter.

This showed that the genes of the royal families were simply on another level. Thinking so, he couldn’t help but wonder what kind of child he could have if he laid with those two women.

“Your lordship?”

“Hum, no matter. Where did that woman send the prince?” That woman of course was the duchess. A rather useless woman whose sole use had been giving him more clout when he fought for the title of heir back then. Now that she was useless, if it wasn’t to keep a good image in public, she would have already vanished after some ‘accident.’

“Her Grace sent the prince to the same waiting room as Ares Highland.”

“Hum…” He twirled his glass full of red wine as he pondered. The fact that the second heir of the Highland participated in his party was pretty unexpected;

Of course, he knew that the boy should have come for Sol, but why?

“I see. Then, you did a good job. Go tell my useless son that he has thirty minutes to prepare himself and entertain the prince.” The threat in his tone was unmistakable, the Duke seemed really pissed off with his son.

Bowing, the butler turned and left the room.

Now alone, the Duke’s eyes squinted as he watched the back of his ‘loyal’ butler.

‘Seem like I need to erase him later.’

He had absolutely no proof, and it was nothing more than a feeling, but he would rather kill and be proven wrong, than trust and be betrayed.
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Meanwhile, Sol sat with a troubled expression as he faced Ares.

It had been somewhat of a surprise to see the man here, but once he understood that Ares was, in fact, coming to see him, he relaxed his furrowed brows a little.

Currently, the two of them sat in an extremely lavish room. In some way, this guest room seemed even more luxurious than some of the main rooms in the Tower of Babel.

Of course, this didn’t mean that the Gorfard were wealthier. From what Sol could see, this ostentatious need to show off wealth was generally born from a repressed feeling of inferiority.

As such, this act of showing off was basically like screaming, ‘Look at me! Look how great I am!’

Generally, the more inferior someone felt when they were low, the more they would show off once they succeeded. Well, it was also possible that the Duke was someone extremely narcissistic, or perhaps it was a mix of those two.

Sol thought idly about this, as he sat in awkward silence. Finally, seemingly unable to take the silence anymore, Ares spoke, “Your Highness, are you an avid drinker?”

This was a question so abrupt that Sol could only hold in his urge to laugh, for fear of discouraging the man who had finally gathered his courage to speak.

Once his laughter was under control, he answered, “Well, it’s really hard to say. Though I do not mind drinking, I do not particularly enjoy it either. At least, I have not developed a taste for it.”

In his past life, he died before being legally old enough to drink. In this life, after he became legally old enough to drink, he found that he had a constitution that stopped him from becoming drunk.

Since he couldn’t get drunk, then what was the use of drinking?

Ares appeared to be a little embarrassed by his answer but still continued, as he pointed to a bottle of liquor and a set of glasses.

“This bottle is an extremely limited edition, with this one being the last one still not opened. Would His Highness give me the honor to share a drink?”

Why is he doing all this?

Sol could feel a certain plea in Ares’ words, as if he was short of groveling, which was something he couldn’t understand. After all, he had already reached an agreement with Tyr Highland.

Or perhaps he wants me to help him become the Duke’s heir, rather than his sister?

This was also possible. After all, in nobles' families, betrayal was as common as clouds. Though, he didn’t expect something like this from the Highland siblings. At least they didn’t seem to be the backstabbing type.

Well, Gerald didn’t seem to be the kind to backstab, either.

A bitter feeling spread through his heart as he thought about that situation. Pushing down this feeling, he focused on the scenario at hand.

He didn’t want to jump to conclusions too fast, and it would be unjust to this man.

What Sol didn’t know was that the longer he stayed silent, the more Ares was sure about what his uncle had told him, making him even more desperate.

For him, the Highland family was everything. All his life, he had been educated about the importance of the family. Everything he had, everything he was, was thanks to the family. He could never repay his debt.

That was why, even though he had as much right as Athena for the family legacy, he had never tried to fight her. The family needed a competent leader. If he was as competent or more so than Athena, he would have without a doubt fought for power. But, the truth was that he wasn’t. Be it in terms of talent or knowledge, Athena surpassed him. He was stronger than she was in single combat, but the Highland family was first and foremost a family of generals. As such, Athena was the perfect leader. Everyone understood this truth, and Ares had never fought against it.

Still, he wanted to do something. He wanted to help. He didn’t want to stay useless.

Someone once said that the path of hell was paved with good intentions. This quote was perfect to describe the current situation.

“Why do you wish to drink with me?”

“To tell the truth, I wish to become closer to you.”

Silence stretched at those surprising words.

“I am sorry, but I am straight.”

Ares tilted a little bit before his eyes widened and his face reddened, “Th-this wasn’t what I meant! I-I am also straight! I swear!”

A laugh escaped Sol while Ares kept fumbling around. Wiping a tear from the corner of his eyes, Sol continued, “I know, I know — I was just teasing you.”

Sol finally released a sigh after this. It was the first time in a long while that he could joke around with a boy his age. Gay jokes were old as hell in his world, but in this one, homosexuality still wasn’t particularly widespread.

He had to admit that it was a feeling that he missed.

Well, why not try making friends?

“Well,” Taking one of the glasses on the table, he pushed it toward Ares, “Pour me a drink please.”

“Y-yes!” Understanding that the prince was accepting his friendship, he opened the bottle and poured a little bit of the liquor into two glasses.

Taking his glass, the two raised it. “Your Highness, let’s drink to a new friendship!”

“To a new friendship.”

After watching Ares down the glass in one go, Sol slowly brought the glass to his lips, but just as he was about to drink it, he suddenly stopped,

“Is something the matter?” Ares, who was initially still bathing in the aftertaste, asked with a confused expression.

After all, they had just decided to drink to their friendship.

Sol, on the other hand, didn't pay attention to Ares, as he looked at the glass in his hand with an extremely heavy expression. Just as he was about to drink, he had suddenly hesitated; after all, just because Ares could drink it didn't mean it wasn't poisoned.

What's more, something was screaming at him — an instinct deep down was telling him that he absolutely couldn't drink this liquor, that something really bad would happen if he did.

But Ares was obviously fine.

The world seemed to slow down around him, as thousands of thoughts swirled in his mind.

There are three possibilities. One, he already took an antidote. Two, the poison isn't fast-acting and he can take the antidote later. Three, the poison is only for targets fulfilling a specific condition.

Of course, it was also possible that he was worrying for nothing. Perhaps it wasn't really his intention to talk but just his delusion.

But… What if he was right?

Then, is he the one behind it? Or does he not know?

Sol's eyes became cold for a split of second before calming down, as he twirled his glass,

"Your Highness?" This time, Ares really began to frown.

"Who does this bottle belong to?"

Ares tilted his head at the sudden question, "What's the matter?"

"Nothing. I was just lost in thoughts. So, who is the original owner of this liquor?"

If after all this, Ares didn't begin to discern that something was seriously wrong, then he would have wasted all those years of training. His eyes widened a little before he began to break out in a cold sweat.

Still, he answered the question without hesitation, "Your Highness shouldn't worry. This belongs to my great-uncle. It’s a very important memento that he used on important occasions, such as the birth of my cousin.”

If Sol still had any naive notion that Gerald wasn’t really a traitor, buried deep in his heart, then all of them were dispelled at this moment.

Weirdly though, he felt nothing but cold mockery.

He used one of those bottles for the birth of his granddaughter and now he used another one to facilitate saving her. What a dedicated grandfather.

“I see, Gerald is really someone thoughtful.”

They said that there were five stages to grief. Denial, Anger, Bargaining, Depression, and finally Acceptance. Since the first mention of Gerald's possible betrayal to today, he had already gone through the first four steps, and now with this fact in front of him, he finally accepted the cold hard truth.

Sol, of course, couldn’t analyze his current mental state as he was wondering what the effects of the poison were. He doubted that it was something deadly. After all, they needed to retrieve his core, and killing him here wouldn't work.

So, something to weaken me? No matter, the most important thing right now is…

He focused on Ares.

... To find if this guy was in the know.

"Hey, Ar.. " Forgetting his polite speech, Sol was about to address him when…

"Good evening, Your Highness."

He was suddenly interrupted when a man entered the room. Turning toward the newcomer, Sol, who was mildly irate, asked bluntly, "Who are you?"

The young man seemed surprised, before an expression of rage flickered in his eyes then vanished, replaced by a smile, "Seems like Your Highness didn't do his homework before visiting. My name is Leonard… Leonard Gorfard. The heir of the Gorfard family, at your service."


Chapter 43


Ch 43: Slap Left And Right



"Who are you?"

Leonard had never felt so humiliated in life. The moment he heard this question, he felt like he was seeing red. The fact that despite all his machinations, the prince didn’t even know him made him feel like his existence was worthless, and he hated this feeling.

Sneering inside, he spoke while giving a fake smile, "Seems like Your Highness didn't do his homework before visiting. My name is Leonard… Leonard Gorfard. The heir of the Gorfard family, at your service."

Not only were his words arrogant, but he did not even bow as he spoke.

“Sir Leonard! Show more respect to His Highness!” Ares stood up in fury. Even though his family did test Sol on their first meeting, it was the Duke's personal action, who, in terms of status, wasn't inferior to the crown prince.

But, what about him, Athena, or Leonard? At the end of the day, they only had the courtesy noble rank of Viscount, just one rank higher than a Baron.

They didn’t even have territory or official power, so in a sense, they were even lower than Baron.

Seeing Leonard sneering without having any intention to correct his mistake, Ares was about to continue berating him, but a hand from Sol stopped him.

“Haha! I was wondering what gives you the guts to speak to me like this, but it seems like you are just someone else's dog.”

Ares’s face immediately flushed in humiliation. This sigh made Leonard look away from Ares but just as he turned toward Sol, he was startled to see the young prince facing him, just a few meters away from him.

His eyes constricted at this display of speed, “You…”

“Silence.”

Leonard’s mouth immediately closed at those cold words.

Was he always this tall?

Standing in front of Sol, his breath hurried and his face pale, it felt like each second began to crawl by, as if Sol was becoming taller in front of his eyes.

But more than anything, what made Leonard’s legs tremble the most was the cold indifference he could see in Sol's eyes – as if he was nothing more than a pitiful worm.

This realization made him so ashamed that his fear vanished and was replaced by fury. He was about to arouse his energy when,

Slap~!

“Huh?” Leonard's mind blanked out for a short while before the burning pain on his cheek registered in his mind.

“You!”

“I said. Shut. Up.”

This was followed by another slap on the other cheek, even heavier than the previous one. So much so that his brain felt a little dizzy.

Touching his bruised cheek, Leonard's eyes burned fiercely, but he did not dare to utter a word.

If the first slap could be said to be because of his carelessness, the second one perfectly showed that he wasn’t even able to react to Sol's simple move.

Looking at Leonard cowering in silence, Sol gave a small smile as he looked at him, “See? It wasn’t so hard, right? Who is the good dog? Now, you are going to properly apologize, like the good little dog you are...Understood?”

Those words infuriated Leonard so much that he screamed, “Bastard! Who do you think you are!?”

Another heavy slap rewarded his bravado.

“I am the Crown Prince — that is all you need to remember. Now, forget about apologies, such things are unnecessary. Out of my sight. I do not wish to see your face before the start of the banquet.”

Saying so, he turned around and completely disregarded Leonard.

Facing this back, Leonard's face fluctuated between red and white before he finally lowered his head in shame and left the room.

Sol, once he sat back, looked at the stunned expression of Ares but did not care. Still, he inwardly, he sighed,

It wasn’t like me to act like this.

Currently, Sol was in a weird state, where his emotions stood at a boiling point.

The fact that Gerald was not only a traitor but also might have tried to kill him was simply too much to learn in one go. In such a situation, Leonard's appearance served as the perfect outlet for this frustration.

But this wasn’t all, this world wasn’t where humble people were respected. If he had let that guy go away without setting things straight, Leonard would have taken him for a pushover.

Of course, this wasn’t all. Sol might have a hard time putting a lid on his wrath and his pride, but he wasn’t irrational. For one, he did not go too far when humiliating Leonard. A few slaps and some bad words weren’t particularly grave in the grand scheme of things, even more so since Leonard gave him the perfect excuse by not paying respect to him.

What’s more, the eradication of the Gorfard family was already more or less decided. So tearing down all cordial relationships now wasn’t a problem.

Well, all that would be worked out later. Now though, I need to finish my discussion with this guy here.

How to determine that someone was a traitor?

For others, this was a complicated and lengthy process, involving suspicions, interrogation, and breach of trust. But for him?

There was one great way to verify.

...The mirror dimension…

The first principle of his was dimension. Anyone aside from him who entered this dimension would have their emotions toward him inverted. Meaning, that someone like Milia or Camelia, who had an overwhelming love for him, would have overwhelming hatred instead.

When Sol first discovered this power, he began to think about the possible limitations and discovered some potentially big problems in this situation.

Firstly, most people didn’t have such great love or hatred towards him. Most people were indifferent or neutral. Even if their feelings were inverted, the difference wouldn’t be significant.

Secondly, most beings didn’t work on emotions alone. They also had their rationality. There was nothing scarier than an intelligent being. Even if Milia entered his dimension, logically speaking with her rationality, she should understand that what she feels were not her true feelings.

At least in theory, this should be so.

But in reality, it seemed like he had underestimated his power.

This afternoon, before going toward the Gorfard Mansion, he had tested his power with Milia. When she entered his dimension, the results were startling. She did really try to kill him, with absolutely no reasoning left.

This allowed him to determine a second principle; no one who entered his dimensions could control their feelings through reason. In fact, despite their inversion, they became extremely honest…

This understanding brought him to now, “Ares, do you want to try something?”

Until now, Sol had always been hesitant about using these features of his power. After all, this was basically like mind manipulation.

But now wasn’t the time for such naive consideration. From now on, he had to advance with the notion that the entire Highland family couldn’t be trusted. Even though this way of thinking might be harsh, it was the best one.

“What do you mean?” Ares, who was still reeling from the ruthless way Sol slapped Leonard, asked in confusion.

Sol didn’t bother answering Ares as he stood in front of him and placed his hand on Ares's shoulder.

“Transfer.”

From Ares's point of view, the world around him suddenly began to twist. He instinctively tried to free himself, but sadly, the grip on his shoulder was simply too strong.

“Don’t resist. I won’t hurt you.” Hearing this, Ares hesitated a little, and this moment of hesitation was all Sol needed.

Suddenly, the world around them changed to a dead monochrome color scheme.

Sol, releasing Ares's shoulder, marveled once again at his dimension. Even though it seemed like a dead world, a world fixed in time, everything around him was real.

I really need to master this power.

Sol had simply too many paths to becoming strong. Be it by training his already freakish body, by mastering a zone and then avatar, by reaching mastery in his magic, or by forming contracts.

It was with those happy worries that Sol finally paid attention to Ares. He was about to ask some questions, but seeing his twisted expression full of ridicule and condescension, Sol already had an answer in his heart,

Heh, so this guy feels respect and admiration toward me in reality?

Smiling a little, he said, “Well, I guess it’s time to get some answers.”

…

…

…

“Your Highness, could you please follow…? Sir Highland, is something the matter?”

A middle-aged maid entered the room to invite Sol to finally enter, since all the other nobles were present and waiting for him. However, she was startled after she saw the haunted expression on Ares Highland.

“What happened here?”

“Nothing much, Sir Ares isn’t feeling well and as such will join the party later. Let him rest here a bit, would you?” Sol smoothly answered, guiding Ares to sit on a low couch.

The maid's intuition told her that something important had happened, but her years of experience told her that the best thing to do in this situation was to shut up and believe whatever was said to her. Even if she was told that the sun was black, she had to nod and take it as the truth.

Giving a bow, “Understood, Your Highness. If you would follow me?”

“But of course, let’s go.” Sol walked toward the maid, but just as he was about to pass the door, he stopped and sent a whisper to Ares, {You should know that I did not lie to you. Stay here. When I come back, if I learn that you left, I will also consider you as a traitor.}

Ares could only give a hollow smile as he looked down on the ground, not raising his head even after the door was shut.

Sol's revelations were not just devastating. The fact that his grand-uncle hadn’t hesitated to use him to poison the prince was like a dagger twisting his heart. In the Highland house, even though he had never felt shunned or alone, the only one who really tried to support him and bring him to greater heights was Gerald.

No, this is wrong. Perhaps the Prince is mistaken?

Tears gathered in his eyes as he kept trying to deny this sad truth. But, no matter how inexperienced he was, Ares was still the second heir of the Highland family.

His education and all the training he received simply made him unable to refute the irrefutable.

Looking bitterly at the bottle of wine in front of him, he poured himself another glass before downing it in one go.

Nothing better than alcohol to drown one’s sorrow.

Perhaps when I wake up, everything will only be a dream?

Thinking so, he simply threw the glass away and watched it shatter against the wall before he took the bottle and began to drink directly from it.

He didn't care if it was poisoned or not.
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While Sol was filled with bitterness, someone else was filled with nothing but rage and hatred.

Bastard! Bastard! Bastard! I am going to kill him. I am fucking going to kill him.

Leonard had never been so humiliated in his life. If before he had simply acted against the prince out of dislike, now he was doing so out of pure hatred.

Thinking about making this bastard pay for this humiliation, Leonard took large strides in the direction of his father's office.

Thankfully, even though the estate was extremely large, the waiting room was close to the banquet room; as such, it didn’t take long for him to reach his destination.

Once in front of the door of the private room, he took a deep breath, and just as he was about to knock, “No need to knock. Enter.”

He stopped his hand just a few centimeters away from the door and gritted his teeth before finally opening it. The moment he entered, he calmly looked at his father, who was standing with his back facing him.

Even though his father couldn’t see him, he bowed in respect, “Father, I….”

“Spare me the useless genuflexion and tell me why you came here?” His father's voice and actions were as cold as always. Lowering his head to hide his rage-filled eyes, Leonard began to explain.

Of course, he didn’t tell the whole truth. By his words, it was simply the prince acting arrogantly and not respecting him. Once he finished his words he waited patiently for his father's words,

“And?”

“Huh?”

Turning around, Loki looked at his son with eyes so cold they could have frozen the body of a fire elemental.

“Let me reiterate my question, you dumb idiot. You went and picked a fight, even though I ordered you to play nice, and after getting humiliated by a kid many years younger than you, not only did you not retaliate, but you came here to complain like a little kid!?”

Loki almost roared at the last sentence. Followed by his cold voice, the room seemed to fall in the coldest temperature, while frost and snow swirled in the room.

Looking at his son, who couldn’t even raise his head under his outburst, Loki suddenly felt so tired. Covering his face with his hand, he asked, “Let’s not talk about you giving the prince the initiative in this situation. What did you expect me to do? To tear all relationships with the prince even though it isn’t time yet? To beat him? Kill him?”

“N-No…”

“Then what!?” He screamed once again before catching his breath. Letting out his sigh, he turned back, “Begone. Out of my sight. You are confined in your room until the end of the day.”

“Father!?”

“Do not contradict me! I gave you a chance to perform well and you wasted it. Now go away. Do not make me repeat myself.”

Seeing the cold back of his father, Leonard understood that nothing he said would change anything. Standing up, he furiously left the room and closed the door with a bang.

The Duke, meanwhile, was already searching if in his list of children he had someone who could temporarily replace Leonard.

“Damn! Damn! Damn!” Leonard cursed again and again after he went back to his room.

After he entered, he didn’t even wait to disrobe completely before he pushed his slave on the ground and began to vent all his frustration on her. Each time he moved in her, his shattered pride would reform a little. He could only comfort himself by trampling on the pride of someone weaker than him.

After he finally released himself in her, he took himself out and laid down next to her; his breath hurried because of the anger and the release.

“Your Highness, what is happening?” Leonard looked at her in disdain and did not respond. All his slaves were ordered to call him highness. It gave him the feeling that he was a true king.

“Your Highness, you were rougher than usual, is something frustrating you?”

Leonard snickered as he caught her hand, “You become more talkative lately.”

The girl blushed as she said, “Your Highness has completely conquered me. What can I do if I wish to get your approval?”

Her words stroked his ego and made him chuckle. In the end, he simply recounted everything that happened. This time though, for some weird reason, he was unable to lie and gave the entire truth.

“Those bastards!” He was surprised at her reaction, even more so when she began to gently caress his cheek.

“It must have been hard, right?” Saying so, she took his head and placed it between her naked and plump breasts.

“Your Highness, if you would listen to me, I think I have a way.”

“What do you mean?” Leonard, who felt his mind becoming a little sluggish, asked with suspicion. It had been a long time since he received any display of affection.

“Your Highness, what about entering the vault?”

“Are you crazy!?” He wanted to raise himself, but her hand kept him stationary.

Had she always been this strong?

“Your Highness, listen to me, I am just saying this for your own good.” As she said this, a weird alluring scent filled the room. Leonard, who didn’t know this, felt his doubts slowly fade away.

I must be just tired.

“How can the vault help me?” He asked with an almost absent-minded expression.

“You want to become stronger, right? You want your father to look at you with new eyes, right? You want… to become king, right?” Her words seemed like the devil's whisper. How so tempting, how so sweet, that he couldn’t help but agree.

After all, it couldn’t hurt, right?

At the end of the day, she was nothing more than a slave who fell for pleasure. Even now she was trying to please him and help him.

What he couldn’t see though, was her emotionless face and her eyes filled with madness and determination.

The night promised to become even more tumultuous.


Chapter 44


Ch 44: Start Of The Chaos



Even though it was night and the moon hung in the sky, the ballroom was illuminated by a plethora of lusters hanging from the ceiling. On a wide dancing floor seemingly made of gold, nobles could be seen mingling and chatting, while slow and soothing music filled the air.

The males wore beautiful black or white suits, while the women wore different colors and kinds of dresses, showing their personalities – and their charms.

Laughter, smiles, and happiness seemed to be the rule. But every now and then, those oh-so-high nobles would direct a worried glance toward the main door.

They were waiting for something or someone.

Their wait didn’t last for long, since the moment the door opened, the servants standing on the side of said door shouted, “His Highness, Sol Dragona Luxuria, son of Mars Luxuria and the sole and legitimate heir of the throne, is now entering!”

The moment this introduction was made, the music stopped and all the nobles lowered their heads in respect. In the now-silent room, the sole sound came from the slow and steady steps of the prince.

So, this is the prince.

He is even more handsome than I thought.

What a demeanor.

Such thoughts filled their minds as they watched, from the corner of their eyes, the prince slowly walking toward the center of the room, where a middle-aged man stood proudly with his head held high.

The contrast between the two was pretty overwhelming.

Sol was young and vigorous. His short golden hair gave him a somewhat boyish look, but the air around him broke no arguments about his royal origin. His blue-and-gold suit fitted him perfectly and gave him an aura of elegance.

The Duke, Loki Gorfard, on the other hand, looked like an amiable and somewhat overweight older man who wouldn't even be able to hold a sword, much less fight. His clothes screamed ostentatiousness and arrogance.

The moment Sol advanced toward the Duke, all the nobles suddenly felt as if they were being crushed. All of them understood that a silent confrontation between the old and the young man was happening. They were nothing more than collateral damage.

This fact greatly surprised them; after all, not only was the Duke openly facing the prince in front of so many nobles, but he was in no way losing.

“Oh Oh!? Your Highness, are you approaching me?”

“I cannot say hello to you without coming closer after all, don't you think?”

“Oh Oh! Then, come as you like.”

The moment Sol finally stopped in front of the Duke, the very atmosphere in the room seemed to be separated into two. However, no matter where the nobles stood, all of them had an ugly expression.

They didn’t understand why this was happening. Before coming here, they had an inkling that something would happen. But, no matter what, it was too fast for them to tear all pretenses away.

The Duke had a sneer as he looked at the prince. Watching this face so close reminded him of that infuriating man.

Still, even though they looked alike, this likeness was only from afar. Aside from the fact that Sol had cut his previously shoulder-length golden hair, everything from his demeanor to his aura was different from his father's.

Sol, on the other hand, had an impassive smile as he inspected the man who created so much trouble for him.

Since the start of this little journey through the different ducal houses, Sol had learned many things, and he had to admit that each of the previous three Duke had something incredible about them. Something unique. Be it an unparalleled charisma, incredible skill, or a supreme talent.

Compared to that, the Duke Gorfard was pathetic. “You look so small.”

The expression of the Duke didn’t even change. He wasn’t the young and rash kid he had been in the past, nor was he stupid like his son.

In terms of heights, Sol and the duke stood at nearly the same level. As such, one didn’t need to be a genius to understand that Sol was looking down on him from a mental point of view.

But so what?

Why would he need to care about the yapping of a young boy who was about to die? Thinking so, his smile changed into a little smile as he gave a bow, “Your Highness is indeed the mightiest, I admit my loss.”

Sol, who was still accumulating energy, stagnated a little bit, before receding his aura, a frown on his face as he looked more attentively at the Duke.

Sol understood one thing. Those who were driven by emotions weren’t dangerous. Rather, they were easy to goad and manipulate.

But those who were driven by ambition and who could bear all humiliation for the completion of their goal were people one should be wary of. After all, you never knew how far they were willing to go.

Why did I underestimate a Duke? Even if only for a moment?

His frown deepened at this. No matter how the Duke looked, a Duke was still a Duke. Even more so, the Gorfard family was the most-influential of them all. How could the leader of such a family be someone to be underestimated?

What's more, fighting was only the last resort.

Sol understood perfectly well that no matter how many precautions they took, the moment a fight broke out, many lives would be lost and many infrastructures would be destroyed.

No matter how slim the chances were, Sol had to at least try to appease his conscience. Of course, even though he was willing to try a pacifist solution, he didn't have any naive thoughts about it succeeding.

Thinking so, he shook his head, "Duke, your words are misleading. I am still far from being the mightiest."

Even if his brain was flooded, he wouldn't call himself the mightiest. There were simply too many unparalleled existences in this world for him to think something so stupid.

The Duke gave a fake smile and raised the glass in his hand, "Tonight is a night that will be remembered for a long time. Now that the Crown Prince has graced us with his presence, I think it's time to dance." Turning toward the orchestra, he mouthed, "Music."

New music began to fill the room once again, turning back to the prince, the Duke said, "I have organized this party for you, so I hope Your Highness will appreciate it."

After all, this might be your last.
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The ball was surprisingly interesting. For Sol, whose life usually revolved around the Tower and the church, he had to admit that this fairytale-like environment was something to be enjoyed.

Still, even though he was surrounded by a sea of beauties who kept smiling at him, if he had to be perfectly honest, he couldn’t help but feel empty.

So many facades.

Those smiles, those laughs, those words of appreciation; everything was nothing more than lies and artifice. This made what was supposed to be an enjoyable moment, nothing more than a chore to be done with as soon as possible. What’s more, a nagging doubt kept bothering him.

Why make a party?

Sol would be a fool if he thought that this party was really for him. Even if he had to make his debut night, it should be the royal family or the church organizing it, not a noble.

Perhaps he knows we might attack him tonight?

This was another possible solution, but this begged the question, If he knew about the attack, who might have informed him?
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The Duke was once again standing in the upper room as he observed the nobles dancing and cozying up with the prince.

It was then that a servant opened the door and entered boldly without announcing himself. Loki didn’t even bother turning around as he spoke, “What brings you now? And when did you kill this servant?”

“Haha! Killing is such an ugly word. Let’s just say that I graced him with a new beginning. Now then, let’s not focus on useless things, and let’s talk about the important matter… It’s time to begin.”

The Duke narrowed his eyes and turned to face his servant, or rather, the puppet that was now controlled by the necromancer. He idly wondered how many of his servants were already dead. Not that it particularly mattered. After this night, he would enter the annals of history.

“Why now?”

“Nothing much,” The puppet shrugged as he continued, “My boss is getting cranky. What’s more, you are more or less ready, right? So let’s accelerate.”

Loki nodded; he was indeed basically ready. “Just let me ask you once again — are you sure I can kill the prince without suffering from divine wrath?”

Of course you cannot, stupid bastard.

The servant gave a hearty laugh, “Of course you can, those shitty goddesses like their games, you know? The rule is that one can neither kill nor overthrow the blessed king or queen of their race. But… he isn’t a king as of now, right?”

This was bullshit. The rule may say this but it was applied to all Blessed. Whether they were King or Prince, Holy Daughter or Supreme Daughter, did not matter. But… this man did not need to know that, did he?

Loki nodded. His knowledge of the goddesses might be relatively small, but he understood that the rules set by the goddesses had many loopholes, or perhaps those loopholes were left intentionally. It was by using some of those loopholes that they could dominate King Neptune back then.

“Then, what about his core? Will getting it allow me to siphon mana from the atmosphere like S-rank creatures?”

A creepy laugh escaped the servant, “For this, I do not know. There are simply too few samples to give an accurate answer. But, the chances are high. So, why all those questions? Do you wish to give up now?”

“Give up? No, in reality, the result itself does not matter in my eyes.” Saying so, he turned around and once again looked at all the nobles gathered in the hall.

Since the Gorfard were extremely influential and the invitee of honor was the Crown Prince, all the nobles present were people extremely important in the kingdom. Some were ministers of war, some of finance, some had large farmable lands. Finally, even the sole and only Crown Prince was also present.

It wasn’t a mistake to say that if anything happened to any of the people present here, the kingdom's losses would be immeasurable.

If they also lost the future king? Lustburg would be doomed.

Just thinking of this, Drei, who was watching the Duke through his puppet, felt his non-existent heart pounding in his ribs.

Hahaha! Soon, this filthy kingdom will be destroyed. I have waited 700 years for this. Sister, they will all pay! First this kingdom, then the world, and finally...The Goddesses themselves.
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[Vault of the Gorfard family]

Neun, previously known as Mio when she was still a servant of the royal family of Wratharis, frowned as she felt the semen seep out of her.

Ideally, she would have rather taken a bath, but because the moment was too good to pass, she had been forced to act and increase the usual dose of the incense Drei had given her.

The vault of the Gorfard family was very special.

To open it, a four-step recognition system was necessary. The first one being with blood; then a password known only to the heir and the leader of the family; followed by a full-body recognition to note the absence of wounds or accelerated heartbeat; and finally a voice recognition.

Those four systems assured that it was basically impossible to kill or threaten the one who could open the door and it could only be done so willingly.

That was why she had decided to use her body to seduce the Gorfard’s heir and had been playing the helpless slave all along. What she had needed was enough time to slowly corrupt his mind and take control of him, without having to kill him.

In fact, her initial target had been the Duke himself, but she gave up on this because, despite the high number of children and concubines he had, the Duke wasn’t a lustful man. For him, sex was just a means of procreation.

The other members of the Wings had been against it at first, and she was thankful for it; but at the end of the day, before even being a warrior, she was a kunoichi. A female ninja trained in the art of seduction, infiltration, information-gathering, and assassination.

She felt nothing about using her body during all those months to manipulate that stupid noble. As a kunoichi, her body was nothing more than another weapon. She could use it to fight, or she could use it to ensnare her target. Either way, as long as the mission was accomplished, nothing else mattered.

It didn’t take long for them to reach their destination. Despite what one might think, the door of the vault was rather inconspicuous.

“Your highness, please.” Looking at Leonard, she asked him with a somewhat sultry voice, without forgetting to use the drugs.

Leonard, who was once again about to succumb to doubt, simply nodded after sniffing a little.

This drug wasn’t something that could really control the mind. It was more about lowering inhibition. In a way, it was like being drunk.

Over the long months during which she served him, she had been constantly using this, making the previously-trashy but cunning heir into nothing more than garbage without any redeeming features.

Even then, she had never mentioned the vault and never did anything suspicious. All of this, for this one moment, this one instance when his mind would be at its weakest, and the Duke as well as the other servants would be too occupied to care about what the heir was doing.

The opening of the door took a few minutes, but once it did, Neun was almost blinded by the amount of jewelry and gold.

Even though she wasn’t particularly materialistic, she felt her heart skip a beat at the sight. She immediately used the dimensional ring, created by Eins and given to all the main members of Wings of Freedom.

The ring was nothing special in appearance — just a silver ring with the number 9 carved on it.

The moment she began to sweep out the wealth, no matter how entranced Leonard was, he wasn’t so deep as to not understand that he had been tricked.

“You! Bi..” The moment he wanted to continue, his throat was clamped by a delicate and fair hand, before his legs slowly left the ground.

“Your Highness, or should I simply call you Leonard, it seems like this is as far as we go together.”

Leonard couldn’t believe his ears. All this time, he had been looking down on this woman and had been using her as he pleased. But, as he looked at her now, while he felt her suffocating aura, he couldn’t help but shiver.

I am going to get killed.

He could see it deep in her eyes. He tried to bring his contract, but no matter what he did, his mana was simply too messed up to succeed.

“Yo-your sister. If-if you kill me, she will d-die.”

He tried to speak, to remind her about the fact that her sister was in his hands. All he got was an incredulous look, before she exploded out in laughter. As tears gathered in the corner of her eyes, she finally showed a sad smile.

“I am sorry to say this, but she already died long ago.”

Thunder roared in his mind as he finally understood that all along, he had never been in control. He had been nothing more than a clown dancing for their amusement.

“Please… Don’t kill me.” He could only beg for his life now; all his pride, all his ideas of supremacy, were nothing more than fleeting clouds in front of his impending death.

Looking at the grown man begging down for his life, as snot and tears gradually flowed, Neun suddenly felt bored.

Even though his hits and violations were nothing more than tickles to her, she had not been his first victim. Just how many lives did he destroy? Just how many women did he ruin? Just how many people had begged their life like this to him?

Initially, she had been curious and wished to ask him all that. But now, she understood that it was just a waste of time.

This man reminded her of the current King of Wratharis. Snakes that could only crawl on the ground while admiring the eagles soaring in the sky, but that would not hesitate to spit their venoms if they were given the chance.

That’s why, now that he had already opened the door and had no other uses, she simply snapped his neck, as easily as if she was breaking a twig, and put an end to his miserable and worthless existence.

Leonard’s eyes were still open wide as if he could not believe that he could die like this. He had so many dreams, so many aspirations. Sadly, all of it was over.

Watching the life fade away from the eyes of the man she had once called master, even though she did not mean it, Neun allowed herself to feel a little sentimental, then proceeded to simply toss his body away as if it was a sack of trash.

Then, continuing deeper into the vault while stealing all the wealth along her way, she finally reached her goal… a portal.

[????]

In an unknown place, two people, whose appearances were covered by red-and-black cloaks, were discussing.

"Nihil, why did you suddenly call me? I am a little busy organizing a play." Even though his appearance was covered, his frivolous but manly voice gave the impression that he was a young man enjoying a prank.

"Drei, how is the operation in Lustburg going?" From the voice of the one who answered, and her voluptuous form, it was easy to guess that this person, named Nihil, was a woman.

Drei, who heard the tone of her voice, answered more seriously, "The situation is stable. Neun gave me a report and she should be able to infiltrate the target soon. Acht and Zehn are already on standby. As for the witch, she is still on our side; same for the Duke and the General."

The cloaked figure began to tap her finger on the ivory table they sat around, as she pondered for a short while,"No more games. Once Neun gives you the okay, you will begin the operation. Remember, failure is not allowed."

Saying so, she stood and went away. She had already begun to prepare herself for what was to come. No matter what, no one would stop them from accomplishing their goal.

Drei, who was wondering how long he would have to wait, suddenly received a message,

{I have reached the first target. Begin the operation.}

A maniacal grin split his face. At this very moment, it was time for true Chaos to start.


Chapter 45


Ch 45: Fight



[Tower of Babel]

“Big brother, It has been so long since I decided to fight again — pray for us.”

In her office, with the help of a dim light, Lilith was changing her clothes. Her usual outfit consisted of a low-cut dress that showed all her curves without being outright slutty. Even though such clothes were extremely beautiful, the material was so weak that anything could destroy them.

Currently, though, she was wearing a qipao from Wratharis and under it, a black form-fitting leather catsuit created for her by Arachne, that would make any spy or assassin drool in envy.

In fact, in the past, Arachne and Theresa were the ones who always took care of her equipment, be it armor, weapons, or undershirts.

Because of her inherently weak body and her fighting style, Lilith was used to wearing light leather armor over her clothes, which generally gave less powerful protection. This problem vanished with the help of Arachne.

The clothes themselves were resistant to most cutting and piercing weapons. What’s more, they had great shock absorption, so even blunt weapons couldn’t completely bypass them.

Of course, everything had a limit, but when used alongside her mana, she had a good enough defense without having to compromise her fighting style.

Right now, as she finished putting on her battle gear she opened a case lying in a secret compartment of her office, she couldn’t help but feel emotional.

Aside from when she took it out to train Sol, she hadn’t used her sword at all for close to ten years.

Lilith’s weapon was a broadsword as tall as her and large enough that it could pass for a shield. Despite its form, this weapon once in her hand was as light as a feather, once she injected her mana in it and once she ejected mana from it, it would once again become extremely heavy.

Many of her enemies died because they were unable to adapt to the unpredictable rhythm of her sword.

Now, as she held her weapon, the aura surrounding her suddenly changed, becoming as deep as the sea. Anyone who knew her would understand that right now, she was in total battle mode.

Standing up, she walked out of her office and gave one last glance at the special sword case placed a little away.

Mars’s weapon, the holy sword of Luxuria.

Soon, the Sword Saint would once again unleash her might.

“Your Majesty! Something big is happening!” The moment she closed the door behind her, she could see three battle maids in full gear running toward her.

Lilith frowned as she felt a bad hunch, those three maids were the oldest of the group and had even fought in some skirmishes with her against Wratharis, when she was younger. For them to be so flustered meant that something really big had happened,

“Take a deep breath and report.”

The three stopped in front of her and gathered their bearing before continuing, “Your majesty, we just lost contact with the sentinels observing the surroundings of the Gorfard family.”

“The last report we received from them was the sudden apparition of a red barrier enclosing the whole estate. We judged that the sentinels are most likely dead or imprisoned. As for His Highness, his status is currently unknown.”

Hearing those words, Lilith felt her heart nearly explode. All that stopped her from directly rushing was the fact that she believed in Sol. As long as the enemy wasn’t too fast for him to react, he should have no problem escaping.

Calming her wildly beating heart, she began to give the orders.

“The sentinels fought bravely to complete their mission. If they are still alive and can be rescued, they will be appropriately rewarded. If not, their families will receive enough compensation to never be left wanting.”

Taking a deep breath she continued, “Heed my words. I hereby declare that the kingdom is in a state of emergency! That martial law will now be enforced."

Once she made her declaration, Lilith began to issue further orders, "Alpha, I need you to use the portal leading to the church to disclose the situation to the Supreme Daughter. She should already be in the know, but it doesn't hurt to be prudent. The paladins must create security perimeters in the city.”

“Beta, once Alpha uses the portal, inform the gatekeeper to immediately deactivate it. The same goes for all the portals in the capital. Finally, Omega, go to the barracks and warn the Black Knights to prepare themselves to protect the city. You must also activate the security system of the Tower. No one is allowed in or out of the Tower. Hurry! We do not have much time!”

“Yes, Your Highness!” After taking their orders, the three of them noticeably calmed down and rushed away to execute their missions.

This was what it meant to be a good leader. A leader should be able to inspire confidence in their subordinate no matter how dire the situation was, and should never lose their cool.

“Mother! I am coming with you.” Lilith frowned when she saw Lilin rushing toward her, with Nuwa and Theresa in tow, but she didn't oppose. Right now, each second was precious.

“Alright. But you will follow my orders, I will accept no insubordination.”

“Understood.”

Turning toward her old friend she asked, “Theresa, is the weapon with you?”

Theresa simply nodded. Even though no tension showed on her face, Lilith knew that Theresa always became calmer and silent when she was stressed. She was without a doubt taking the situation very seriously.

“Now, it’s time for us to begin.”

Sol, no matter what, you need to be alright.
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[Gorfard’s Mansion]

Sol kept having an uneasy feeling.

Something is wrong.

Even as Sol slowly danced with a pale, red-haired woman, Sol couldn’t help but feel a little distracted, his mind wavering as he felt more and more that something was wrong.

This was making him incredibly irritated ,and he understood even better now why Arachne had said that his sharpened senses were as much a help than a liability.

He didn’t know why, but currently, he felt as if he was an animal about to be locked in a cage, he could in the back of his mind feel the cage slowly closing in.

Something is definitely wrong.

“Your Highness? You are hurting me.” Sol's mind was brought back when he heard a soft gasp. Looking at the slowly reddening hands he held in his, he let out a low exclamation of surprise and apologized, “I am sorry, I was a little distracted.”

The woman let out a strained laugh as she answered, “I do not know what hurts more now. My hands, that were on the verge of being crushed, or my ego, after hearing that you were distracted even while dancing with me.”

Sol let out a short laugh at this and apologized once again, but even while doing so, he couldn’t help but look at the woman dancing with him. He hadn’t really been paying attention since she was already his fifth dancing partner, but she was definitely a beautiful woman.

Her long red robe clung tightly to her voluptuous body and showed a deep cleavage without leaving much to the imagination.

Even though she wasn’t an ethereal beauty like Camelia or Medea, nor did she have a very sensual beauty like Lilith or Milia, for some weird reason, it was as if she was hitting all his likes at the same time.

But more than anything, her beautiful golden hair and eyes were particularly eye-catching. It was as if he was staring at the sun itself.

No matter how distracted I am, how come I have not noticed this?

He frowned a little bit, before tightening his hand involuntarily before he let out a low growl, “You…!”

“Oh? Your Highness remarked? Well, I guess you aren’t a half-dragon for nothing.”

Sol immediately began to look around him. The moment he did so, as if on cue, the music stopped, and everyone immediately stopped dancing before focusing on him.

Even though none of those staring at him were a match for him, Sol had to admit that being looked at in such a way by so many people brought him a chill.

“Who are you?” Letting go of his hand, the woman took a few steps back, and gave an elegant curtsey as she introduced herself. “My real name had long been forgotten. Now though, I go by the name Zehn. I am a vampire and… One of the leaders of the Wings of Freedom.”

Sol's eyes became cold at this. He didn't understand why he hadn't been able to feel a vampire so close to him, but now wasn't the time to worry about this.

Just as he was about to pounce on her, she raised a finger and smiled mischievously,

“I have watched your last fight, and I must admit that fighting you head-on would be quite a pain. But this isn't an arena, my dear. As such, before you do anything you might regret, let me remind you that basically everyone in this room is under my control.”

He opened his eyes wide in disbelief. He had already understood this after the earlier chilling display, but still,

How was it even possible? Even though I had felt a threat, the source was still a little far from it.

He couldn't understand how she had managed such a feat right under his nose.

“Tch! Tch! Tch! Little Prince, it seems like you do not believe me? Then how about this? Hum...You two on the back...This queen orders you to die.”

“By your will!”

Sol did not even have the time to react. By the time he understood what those orders meant...His vision was dyed red.

For the first time in his life, Sol saw people dying in front of him and he could do nothing to stop it. It happened so fast it was so unexpected, that by the time Sol reacted, everything was already too late.

The two who had killed themselves, with smiles on their faces as they slit their own throats with all their might, had been young girls not much older than him.

He even remembered dancing with one of them not long ago, and vividly remembered how thrilled and happy she had been that he offered to dance with her. She was a young girl, a seemingly innocent girl who had all her life in front of her, but… all of this had been simply crushed.

In all his life, even if counting his previous one, it was the first time Sol was faced with death in the truest sense.

As he watched the blood flow from their throats to their dresses then the ground, while they collapsed, Sol felt his mind teether in the limit of rationality.

“You…!” Falling in a short daze, he couldn’t help but shout at the vampire woman in front of him. A woman as vicious as she was beautiful who introduced herself under the name of Zehn.

He wanted to ask— why?

He needed to know— how?

He wished to understand...

I need to get a hold of myself!

Berating himself in his mind, he forced himself and calmed down his wildly beating heart. Right now wasn’t the moment to fall under the pace of the enemy.

Slowly getting back his bearing, he stopped his hands from shaking and looked at the woman facing him as calmly as possible.

“What is your goal?” The first and most important thing was assuring the security of most of the people gathered here. He had enough knowledge to understand just how much of a hit it would be to lose the people here.

But he couldn’t show how much he cared for them. Otherwise, it would give much more power to the enemy.

“Oh!?” Zehn raised an eyebrow at this. Even though she was quite sadistic, she hadn’t ordered the death of those two girls for nothing.

From what Drei told them, it was quite clear that the prince had awakened an attribute, and as a dragon, even if a hybrid one, he should have a high resistance or immunity toward a certain kind of magic. Even without that, the scales and overall endurance of a dragon were nothing to scoff at.

That’s why she had wished to break his composure as much as possible before the fight, something that shouldn’t have been that hard to accomplish, since the prince was clearly a sheltered little kid.

“Seems like we seriously underestimated you. You gained your composure faster than I thought.”

“Answer my question.”

“Hum...What is our goal? What is it indeed?” She tilted her head, genuinely confused, “Hey, Drei, what is our goal again?”

Sol narrowed his eyes and without diverting his attention from her, felt his surroundings.

“I already told you that.” Sol didn’t have to turn his head to know that this voice was coming from a few meters behind him. More precisely, from one of the previously controlled people...

It was a middle-aged man wearing a double-breasted suit with a gentlemanly air.

Zehn simply shrugged her shoulders, “Your plans are too complicated, you know? So I simply stopped listening.”

The man called Drei shook his head as he looked at the vampire affectionately, as if he was a grandfather watching his slightly spoiled and unruly granddaughter.

“Remember. Trap the prince with a formation covering the entire mansion. Take hostages and control the prince. Finally, give the prince to our dear friend.”

Sol did not stop this little skit from happening. Even though being disregarded like this was quite humiliating, it helped him gather his bearing and become calmer.

What’s more, it was quite informative. In fact, it was very informative. Firstly, he now knew that this house was surrounded by a protective barrier. Such a movement should have already alerted the kingdom, so it was just a question of time before they broke through.

Secondly, their codenames, Drei and Zehn. People from this world might not understand, but he did. After all, those were German numbers.

Drei stood for ‘three’ and Zehn for ‘ten.’ If this was so, the leaders of the Wings of Freedom were no more than ten.

What's more, one or more of the members of the Wings were from his world, or the Goddess of Chaos had chosen those numbers for them.

Slowly, Sol felt himself relax more and more.

The oldest and strongest emotion of mankind is fear, while the oldest and strongest kind of fear is the fear of the unknown.

For Sol, those enemies that had been shrouded with shadows were suddenly much less mysterious and dangerous.

While keeping vigilant, he asked, "So, it seems like you are the one giving orders? Drei, was it? Could you kindly explain what goal you wish to accomplish by attacking Lustburg?"

He could feel that this man named Drei had basically no power in him. So he should be an easy target. With his speed, getting to him shouldn't be a problem.

At least in appearances.

This feels too much like a bait. This is most likely a trap.

This reminded him of a saying: if it swims like a duck, quacks like a duck, and looks like a duck, then it’s most likely a duck.

No matter what, they didn't know that he could flee at any moment. As long as they didn't have this information, he was in a superior position.

Now, he needed to be sure of something, “Also, dear Duke, could you give us the pleasure to come down? I don't really like how you are watching all this from high up.”

“Magnificent! Simply beautiful.” The Duke slowly descended from the stairs while clapping, “From your expression, I guess that you aren’t surprised?”

“I am definitely surprised. I am also a little disappointed. Duke Gorfard...No, I guess I should simply call you Loki now; after all, you are unworthy of the title of Duke.”

This definitely struck a chord, as Loki's expression warped for a short while before finally calming down, “I am impressed by how sharp your tongue is, Sol. Let’s stop the games, will you? We know you are stalling for time. But do not make a mistake. This barrier had been created by using many living sacrifices. No matter how powerful she is, even the Sword Saint won’t be able to break this barrier for a long while.”

Sol gritted his teeth, “Sacrifice? Just how many people?”

“Was it twenty? Fifty? What does it even matter? Sol, rather than worrying about those who are already dead, you should worry more about those alive.”

Sol could feel his emotions boiling once again. It really wasn’t a mistake to place a kill order on that bastard.

“What do you want?” He barely hissed those words under his breath, his eyes, staring at the Duke like a blazing inferno.

“Simple. Sol...You are a hybrid dragon, right? Did you awaken your core?”

Sol's expression warped in shock. Those words reminded him of what happened with Arachne. This brought him another startling piece of information.

They had promised to help Arachne revive Mars with his core. They promised to help heal Gerald's granddaughter with his core. He didn’t know what they promised Loki, but it once again needed his core.

The worst was that it seemed that two out of three of them had been completely hooked.

But there was one problem: he only had one core.

Thinking about how those two would betray everything to get his core but in the end, only one would succeed.

Thinking about how they were nothing more than silly marionettes being manipulated by the enemy.

Thinking about how all their hopes and dreams would be shattered, Sol couldn’t help it. “Hahahah!” He exploded in laughter.

He laughed and laughed so much that he felt short of breath. He laughed to expel all his pent-up feelings of frustration, rage, sadness, and disappointment.

The other three frowned at his incomprehensible reaction, while Loki asked with an irritated expression, “May I ask what is so funny?”

“I am laughing at you, you adorable stupid bastard. I am also laughing at how brazen those guys are. But more than anything, I am laughing at how everyone seems to treat me as a prey on the chopping block.”

Wiping a tear from the corner of his eye, Sol stretched a little as he said, “This really feels great. Have not laughed like that in a while.”

Stopping his stretch, he began to jump up and down to loosen his muscles. Grinning, his eyes twinkling with mischief, he continued, “Well, I guess it’s time to show you a secret technique I learned from a family of powerful warriors.”

Energy began to swirl through his body, as his eyes turned golden and his body was covered in golden scales.

“Sol! Are you disregarding the lives of those people!?”

“Your Highness, I would advise you to stay calm. Even without those hostages, Zehn isn’t someone you can beat at your current level.”

Sol didn’t answer as he crouched down as if preparing to rush in a straight line toward Zenh.

“Zehn! Be careful.”

“Roger.”

A crimson aura covered Zehn's body as she readied herself to receive whatever the little prince would throw at her. Normally, she would have already rushed, but this secret technique sounded like a big deal, and she didn’t want to receive a deadly counter.

“This secret technique is called…”

Drei focused, ‘What is it called?’

“Running away." Then, under their widened eyes, he vanished.

“What!?” They couldn't believe it. This shouldn't be possible.

Drei, with his centuries of experience, immediately understood what was happening and paled as he screamed, "Zehn! Be careful! He has the same magic attributes as the leader!"

“It's too late. I guess." A shiver went through Zehn's spine as she turned to find the Duke, with a bloodied hand going through his chest and a grinning Prince standing behind him.

“Well, well, well. It seems like you guys understand what kind of magic I used. This is slightly troublesome. Anyway, let's make things clear."

A predatory smile formed on his face as he stared at them, "You guys made one mistake, you see… I am not locked in with you guys.”

Withdrawing his hand, he didn't even spare a glance as Loki's lifeless body slumped on the ground.

“It’s you, who are locked in with me.”

It was time to show who was the real prey.

Watching the prince kill Loki in cold blood and hearing those words, Drei couldn’t help but click his tongue in dismay. His true body was still too far away from Lustburg and the current puppet he was using was just something weak and useless.

At this rate, the Prince would escape, but this was too soon. It would throw a wrench in their plan.

I need to keep him here longer.

What Sol didn’t know was that he wasn’t the only one who wanted to stall for time. After all, if their true goal had simply been to wreak havoc, there were hundreds of ways they could have done it.

Still, to think that this prince had such an attribute. Fate is truly interesting. Thankfully he doesn’t seem to have great control over his dimension yet. Otherwise, if he did a <<Encroachment>>...

Just thinking about this brought him chills even though his true body shouldn’t be able to feel such sensations anymore. His eyes flickered as he began to go through all the ways they could keep him here longer.

Well, I guess it’s time for everything to go boom!

What none of them remarked, not even Sol, was how the shadows in the room flickered for a very short instant before coming back to normal.


Chapter 46


CH 46: Witches Fighting (Work to do)



[A bar in the Gorfard zone]

The bar was nothing particular and had nothing different from most rundown bars that could be found anywhere in the capital.

What’s more, because of the mass that was held at the plaza, it was nearly empty. The only presence in this bar was a girl in red and a crow.

Suddenly, the crow’s eyes changed and the number 3 appeared deep in its pupils. “Kali, the situation changed. The Prince might be able to escape sooner than we thought. I will try to buy as much time as possible, but I need you to increase the lure.”

Looking quietly at the crow, she understood that this was the last step before everything went to shit. “I told you that I will not hurt any civilians. We are clear, right?”

“Do not worry. The zone is practically empty — go wild.”

“I see.” Saying so, she stood from her chair and took her large pointed hat before putting it on her head.

As she stretched her hand in front of her, four large magic circles immediately formed above her in a circular formation before fusing into one. At the same time, another magic circle appeared next to her before taking the shape of a circular shield.

Her pupils changed into a full black spade and her power became so immense that the bar and all the surroundings immediately began to tremble. The power was so great that it could already be felt a few kilometers away from her position.

Witchcraft was the power born from the knowledge of the world. To be activated, neither words nor gestures were necessary. But because of the need to focus, when creating a spell, all witches would always associate the activation with one keyword or one special movement.

For Kali, her keyword was simple. She just needed one word, and everything around her would be erased and that word was,

<<Explosion.>>

This happened in an instant.

Buildings, roads, trees, and even the air itself. Absolutely nothing was spared.

The blast itself covered a three-kilometer radius, shining like a star of death and leaving only destruction in its wake. In one instant, aside from Kali herself and the crow, covered in a red barrier, everything else was sent to nothingness.

“Incredible. You are worthy of your name.”

Kali felt no happiness at his praise and as such didn’t bother answering. This spell was so powerful that even she, as the wielder, wouldn’t be spared if she didn’t place the appropriate protection.

This does not matter, at least I felt no life in the zone of the blast. One more and this will be enough to draw all the attention to me.

But, just as she was about to walk away, she heard a voice she hadn’t heard for a few centuries.

<<Partial Rewind>>

The world suddenly stopped, before everything slowly went backward.

Even Kali herself, despite being conscious of the change happening, could do nothing but watch as the world itself seemed to go back.

Finally, everything stopped and it was as if she had never used her spell, as if it had been nothing more than a dream.

But she knew. She knew very well that what happened wasn’t a dream.

“Medea, so you’re out.”

“Not just Medea, I am also here, you know?”

Kali’s expression stiffened as she heard this voice. It was then followed by two young girls appearing in front of her. One fully in black, with her long silver-white hair and her pupils looking like a divided square. The second was fully in pink, with short pink hair and a witch hat, with pupils looking like a broken heart.

Watching her two sisters, even without saying anything, Kali knew that there was no way she could escape this fight.

Then, looking at the crow, she said, “It seems like I won’t be able to do more than this.”

The crow (Drei) simply tilted its head in disbelief. It was one thing for the Witch of Space to be present. They had already taken this possibility into account.

But the Witch of Time as well?

Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Wasn’t she imprisoned because of the royal family? Why the hell is she helping Lustburg?

For the very first time in a long time, Drei felt true anger. He felt so much rage he thought he might go even crazier. No matter how much destruction they wrecked, with the Witch of Time, this would mean nothing. The only grace was that he knew that her rewind couldn’t bring back the dead.

He couldn’t help but scream in frustration, “Everything is fucking going wrong!”

Then, calming down as fast as his anger took over, he continued “No matter. At least you managed to pull two witches with you. Keep them as long as possible.”

The crow gave one last order before laying dead. Those witches may not practice necromancy, but he couldn’t take any risk and be tracked down.

Hearing those thoughtless orders, Kali sighed before adjusting her hat.

In a one-on-one, she feared no one. But even for her, fighting her two sisters at the same time would prove taxing.

Just as she was about to gather magic again, Freya spoke, “Let’s go a little away from the city, shall we?”

<<Transfer>>

Kali had no time to react nor did she have any intention to; she simply sighed inwardly. This was why she hated fighting against those two.

They might be far weaker than her, but their powers were such a pain to deal with. But at the same time…Perhaps, this was why she had been hoping all along. To have someone who would stop her before she went too far. Who would be more fitting than her own sisters?

When she got back her bearings, it seemed that she was in the wilderness.

“Where are we?”

“This is the mountain range near Greed Dike.”

Kali couldn’t help but groan at how fucking crazy this space magic bullshit was. They were two thousand kilometers away from Lustburg.

Medea meanwhile, sighed, “Kali, you went too far. I think it’s time to remind you why we are the big sisters.”

Freya grinned as she continued, “What Medea is saying, in short, is that we are going to spank you until your ass becomes as red as your dress!”


Chapter 47


Ch 47: Frenzy



[Church of Castitas]

In the basement of the church, standing in full ritual clothes, Camelia was kneeling in the center of the magic circle she had drawn in advance for this very moment.

She had felt it the moment the blast of destruction reduced one-tenth of the capital to nothing. She could have stopped it, or at least greatly reduced the power of the blast, but she didn’t act. They had already decided what to do to stop Kali if she appeared.

At the end of the day, even though they had shifted their main target to the Wings of Freedom, Camelia had never forgotten that this plan had been initially created to catch the traitors — all the traitors.

The chaos that was about to spread was the best occasion for all those with evil intentions to manifest themselves.

What’s more, she could feel it. The Wings of Freedom had yet to show all their cards.

She needed to know all her targets and distinguish the enemies from the friends to ensure the maximum effect.

That’s why she was waiting. Like a spider, she was slowly waiting for the prey to get stuck in her webs.

Then… She would devour them all.
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[Barracks of the Black Knights]

Sitting proudly on a horse was an old man whose face showed the years of fighting he had gone through. The horse on which he sat had two horns on its front and razor-sharp teeth, as well as red eyes. Its black mane fluttered beautifully in the air.

Behind him, a row of Black Knights in full armor sat at full attention on their horses.

Normally, using a horse in the city for a fight would have been the most stupid move possible, but that was only so for normal horses.

One of the knights, after watching the big explosion and then the rewind far in the horizon gulped, “General Gerald, what are your orders?”

Sighing, Gerald took his helmet from under his arms and said with sadness, “My brother, the fake queen, and the Supreme Daughter conspired to usurp the throne. Loyal soldiers of Lustburg can you accept this!?”

His last words were practically shouted, but the content of his words sent all of them into confusion.

The fifty of them were old but powerful knights who had given up the battlefield and became instructors for the future generation.

Even so, they were still a force to be reckoned with and their influence in the army was no joke. What’s more, the title of Black Knights meant they stood at the summit in terms of power, skills, and experience in the royal army.

But the most important was that they had followed Gerald on the battlefield for decades and trusted him even more than they would trust their own family.

“Knights of Lustburg, my dear old friends. We must bring down the traitors at all costs. Are you willing to raise your spears and stand behind me!?”

“Yes!”

“Then, it’s time to bring down the traitors.”

Turning around, he put on his helmet, thereby hiding all his feelings of guilt but at the same time, a hint of relief was also shining. With this, his role would end. The outcome had long been decided.

Humans were surprisingly prone to be swept into a frenzy. Most of the time, humans were always afraid of facing predators. But once said predator showed the slightest sign of weakness…

They would swarm at it like a bunch of locus.

Gerald wasn’t a careless man. He was very smart. Be it in terms of power, skills, political prowess, and everything else, he was in no way inferior to the current Duke Highland and in some aspects, even surpassed them.

The only reason he had not been chosen to become Duke was that their father had judged that he wasn’t fit for this position, for the simple reason that he was too emotional.

Seems like Father was right. I am not fit for this kind of cold-blooded role.

Briefly looking at the swarm of soldiers behind him composed not only of the old Black Knights but also of many nobles who had joined him, Gerald felt more guilt and disgust than pride.

Aside from his old friends who had loyally followed him on the battlefield, all the others had been drawn in long ago by using their selfish motives.

Few people knew about the in and out of the kingdom more than him. Not even the crown’s shadow was a secret to him. After all, he was still at the service of the king when he did his crazy experiments. Everything aside, from a few months ago, he had been constantly feeding secret information about the crown’s shadow.

What’s more, he had been observing the Kingdom since he had that much information only a few people had.

He knew about nobles who were dissatisfied with Lilith.

He knew about nobles who wished to return to the time of the Puppet King.

He knew about nobles who only saw profit and held no loyalties.

Since the moment he had been contacted by the witch, Gerald gave birth to that idea. What if he assembled all of them? What if in one moment, and one place, all the possible traitors were assembled and united?

And this was the current result.

This kingdom was really full of cancerous tumors.

Thanks to the works of Mars, and the previous king, the road of the capital and the space between each street was extremely wide.

This allowed for a fluid circulation in a time of peace, but in times like this, it could be more like a tumor.

Sighing a little, Gerald began to think about how his name would most likely go in the annals of history as one of the greatest traitors. After all, in the great history of Lustburg, this night would without a doubt be recorded as the first-ever civil war.

Hahaha, I guess this isn’t so bad.

He wasn’t particularly hung up about how people would remember him.

After all, he would already be dead. Why should he care about how the future generation would view him when you wouldn’t be there to see it anymore?

Well, I guess it’s time to move my old bones.

Saying so, he looked at the horizon.

In front of him, three large banners rose in the sky, followed by countless smaller ones.

Highland, Milaris, and Travers.

A large smile formed on his face. He had expected his brother to stand in his way, but he had to admit that the other two were somewhat of a surprise.

You became great, Sol.

Thinking of the adorable little boy who had grown into such a fine man, his smile couldn’t help but cramp a little. His smile completely vanished when he thought about his little nephew as well.

If only it was possible for the three of them to find happiness, he wouldn’t mind sacrificing everything.

Raising his head, he could see a large silhouette fly in circles for a short while before rushing toward the center of the capital.

A wyvern, huh? Soon, I guess we are going to face one scary monster.

{Brother! Explain to me what is going on!!}

A roar of rage sounded directly in his ears. Gerald didn’t need to lower his head to know that it was coming from his dear brother. At their level, sending whispers from a few kilometers away wasn’t that hard. Even more so since they could see each other.

Gerald sighed and said, {There’s nothing for me to explain. It’s as you can see.}

{You! Shame on you! Do you know how much your actions will affect the family?! All the hard work of the previous generation might be destroyed by you!}

Gerald’s eyes closed for a short while before he opened them again.

{Talking more than this is useless. You may hate me now, you may keep on hating me forever, but so what? Get on the line, because no one hates me more than myself.’

On those words, he raised his arms before lowering them in the direction of the three Dukes, “CHARGE!!!!”
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[Crown’s Shadow hideout]

Currently, Ketia, Edgar, Berthold, and Aria were receiving report after report of the situation, forcing them to dispatch different agents to act as regulators and direct the civilians.

Thankfully, most of the civilians were concentrated in the center of the capital, and as such, the panic hadn’t had time to spread, since the priestess and paladin were doing their best to calm everyone.

Ketia, who received another report about all the nobles who were rising in rebellion, though they swore that they were fighting for the liberation of the prince from the clutch of an evil queen, frowned a little bit before passing the list to Edgar.

“Don’t you find it weird?”

Edgar, who had a hard time calming himself, was about to scream in frustration, but since he knew what kind of woman Ketia was, he took a look at the list.

Suddenly, he stood up with an expression of shock before opening his drawer and fumbling with all the documents inside until he found what he was searching for.

Finally, as he read the second document, his hand began to tremble.

“They are nearly the same.”

On the first list that Ketia had given him were the names of the group of nobles who were following Gerald. Meanwhile, in the second list were the names of all the nobles they marked as potentially dangerous and that should be put under surveillance.

“But how is it possible?” He lowered his head in deep thought. Gerald could find those nobles. After all, he was the Duke’s brother. No matter how weak the Highlands became, they still had some influence.

But there was one problem. “How come we have no report about Gerald contacting those nobles?”

All those nobles deemed as dangerous had their houses infiltrated by their most competent spies. Missing one or two wasn’t impossible. After all, they weren’t perfect.

But missing all of them? A chill swept through Edgar, as he punched the table in anger.

“We have a traitor.” Ketia and Edgar exclaimed at the same time before looking at each other, grim expressions on their faces.

Not only did they have a traitor in their midst, but it also had to be someone high in the group, most likely one or more of the five of them.

Aria stopped smoking and Berthold’s smile vanished.

Edgar adjusted his monocle as he entered deep into thought.

He knew that he wasn’t the traitor.

Ketia couldn't be the one since she had been outside the kingdom for two years with the princess.

He didn’t even consider the possibility of Milia being a traitor.

Meaning, the only ones who could have betrayed them, were...

Refusing to voice his thoughts, he turned to face the only one who had the least suspicion of her. “Ketia, currently we cannot afford the risk of being split up because of suspicion. That’s why, I propose that we send the order that from now on and until the end of the emergency, only your order will be listened to.”

In this situation, trying to find the traitor would not only be a waste of time but would also confuse the organization. While speaking, his hand slowly inched toward the holster in the breast pocket of his suit.

“Sigh, I guess this is as far as it goes.”

The moment he heard those words, without any hesitation, he immediately grabbed the gun in his holster and jumped aside before shooting.

*Bang* *Bang* Bang* *Bang*

His mana gun fired four super-fast bullets inscribed with special runes that increased the piercing power and speed.

The other two weren’t any slower, as they also acted.

Ketia’s form had changed from a normal human. Her body was covered in a red aura entirely, hiding all her features and making her look more like a monster cat than anything else, with 3 tails swishing behind her.

She then rushed while giving a powerful punch from his side.

Meanwhile, Aria’s sclera had become entirely black, and the three ice spears immediately formed above her, before firing at Berthold’s back.

Even though they hadn’t spoken one word, their cooperation was seamless.

But despite all this, Berthold seemed unfazed, a wide grin forming on his face, as the number 3 appeared in his pupils.

“You guys are seriously the best! Hehehe! This body is way better than that useless noble! So then, shall we dance!?”

Golden-like lightning covered his body and disintegrated the attacks of Edgar and Aria before he used a punch to counter Ketia.

Edgar immediately understood that they were outmatched. The most horrifying was that even though Berthold’s arm had been completely broken when he fought Aria, he didn’t seem to show any expression of pain or discomfort.

Aria, meanwhile, couldn’t help but scream in dismay, “Berthold! Why did you betray us!?”

“Aria! Stop being so stupid! This isn’t Berthold! We must fall back! Hurry!!”

Having said this, he exchanged a look with Ketia before rushing with her toward ‘Berthold’ at full speed.

Aria was a versatile mage with an innate space and ice attribute. She was the only one who could bring them away from this place.

We need 30 seconds. No, with her current stats, between 40 to 50 seconds.

In such an enclosed space with such a dangerous enemy, nearly one minute was a luxury.

That’s why he began to speak, after firing the last two bullets in his gun.

“Who are you and what have you done with Berthold?”

Avoiding his bullets, the man took off his hat and bowed while avoiding a wide kick from Ketia, “My name is Drei. As for what happened to your friend… guess.”

He laughed out loud before looking at the ceiling, “Now then, I would really like to play around with you and slowly break you, before using your body as an experiment to verify how that king developed my theories, but you guys simply aren’t worth it. Too bad Milia isn’t here..”

Saying so, his smile immediately vanished and was replaced by a killing intent so heavy that Edgar, Aria, and Ketia felt completely suffocated, as if they were being crushed alive.

Even though they had suffered years of torture under those inhumane experiments.

Even though they had fought many battles.

Even though they had killed a large number of people.

Compared to the man in front of them, their killing intent was nothing more than a joke. No, it was as if they were facing death itself.

“You guys faced death. But I came back from it. Do not waste my time anymore.”

Saying so, he dusted himself before putting back on his hat and said with an extremely gentle smile, so gentle his earlier killing intent seemed like a lie.

“Aren’t you happy? You must be one of the few people in this world who survived not because they were strong, but because they were too weak. Hahaha! Bye-bye! Pray that we never meet again.”

On those last words, he vanished.


Chapter 48


Ch 49: Saber, Berserker Vs Archer



[Central zone, near the Tower of Babel]

“Your Majesty, the situation is getting out of control.”

A Black Knight riding on a wyvern jumped from it and landed in front of Lilith before kneeling down.

The Black Knights could be said to be divided into old and young, but more precisely, land units and flying units.

Initially, the Black Knights were composed of riders who used nightmare horses. But after Mars formed his contract with Blaze, using her authority she created a supply of wyverns that could make a contract with promising knights. After all, few humans could form a contract with B- and higher-ranked creatures.

Because of this, even if Lilith had lost control over the land unit, she had absolute control over the younger Black Knights who used the wyverns.

Because of how large the capital was, she had sent a scout on wyvern to observe the situation. After all, no matter how fast she was, it wasn’t as if she could teleport. She couldn’t afford to run around without a clear understanding of the situation.

“Calm down. Report.”

Kneeling down, the knight began to report. “Your Majesty, the situation is grim.”

“Go on.”

“The part of the East zone that had been destroyed was shortly completely restored by some unknown magic. The barrier surrounding the Gorfard house is also still active, the status of those in it is unknown.

“The West and the South had been completely locked down, and soldiers belonging to the Travers and the Milaris families are protecting the civilians who hadn’t joined the grand mass, sending them toward the church in the Central Zone.

“In the Central zone, the paladin and the nuns are calming down the civilians and are reassuring them. Some of the battle maids are also helping, as you ordered.

“As for the North…”

At this moment, even though his face was hidden behind his helmet, it was quite easy to see how angered he was. But Lilith didn’t urge him.

Finally catching his breath, he continued, “The North is a total mess. Sir Athena Highland is organizing the evacuation, while Tyr, Duke Highland, Hermes, Duke Travers, and Arachne, Duchess Milaris, as well as their followers, are on the verge of engaging the traitors following General Gerald Highland.”

The knight seemed to be in disbelief. Gerald was the epitome of the perfect knight. Even though his influence on the young knights wasn’t as great, he was still very respected because he had tutored many of them.

Lilith’s eyes narrowed in thought, before asking the most important question, “Civilian casualties?”

This time the knight's mood seemed to rise a little, “For now, none. Even though the traitors are preparing to fight, it seems that none of them harmed any civilians. Some of the soldiers under the nobles did try, but they were always stopped by the Black Knights who rebelled.”

This was the only grace in this whole debacle. It seemed that the rebelling Black Knights weren’t willing to harm the people they swore to protect.

That old fox. Lilith cursed inwardly, while feeling a growing admiration. From what she had heard and understood, at the end of this debacle, no matter what was the result, the only culprits would be him and the nobles.

The Black Knights who followed him would, at most, be considered innocent people who had been manipulated by their superiors, and wouldn’t therefore suffer the death penalty.

“Lilin, Theresa.”

“Yes?”

“Leave the matters about those rebels to me. You must reach Sol as fast as possible and give him that weapon.”

She purposely didn’t mention Nuwa’s name. For one, she didn’t trust her and the fact was that despite her obviously high potential, it was clear that she had zero fighting experience or even basic training.

She understood that it must have been Theresa's consideration. After all, once Nuwa formed a contract with Sol, she would never betray him. But before that, training someone with the potential to become a powerful enemy would have been extremely stupid and dangerous.

Nuwa, on the other hand, didn’t seem to care. For her, this world had always been boring. But now, she could feel her heart beating furiously in her chest.

Theresa nodded, and said, “Nuwa, Lilin, follow me. Lilith, give us a wyvern. It will be easier to reach our destination by flying.”

One of the knights hesitated before saying, “The wyvern had been trained to not accept anyone other than their own rider. I don’t think this is a good idea.”

“Hah!” Theresa scoffed, “I once rode on a true dragon. Don’t try to show off with your silly flying reptile.” She snickered as she said so. She remembered that she had nearly died when Blaze went crazy after she jumped on her back. If she hadn’t promised to gift her some valuable things, Theresa was sure that she would have ended up crippled or worse.

No one could trample on the dignity of a dragon if they didn’t have enough power or money to calm them down.

Those were really good times. Thinking fondly about those moments, she took out a red scale and walked toward one of the wyverns resting on standby.

At first, it had begun to growl threateningly, but the moment it felt the aura on the scale it immediately became meek and didn’t stop Theresa from jumping on it.

“What are you guys waiting for? We are losing time.”

Everyone aside from Lilith showed an astonished expression. After all, she knew very well to whom this scale once belonged. This was one of the first gifts Blaze had given them. Each of the members of their team back then received one scale from her shedding.

This scale wasn’t just a deterrent towards lower beasts in the dragon class. It was also a form of identity card that could be shown to all S-class as proof of their friendship with the dragon clan.

Just as Theresa was about to urge Lilin to jump on, the princess raised her hand with an awkward expression, "Hum… I already own my own wyvern. We could just use it, right?" Lilin wasn’t a stranger to wyvern riding, and like Sol, had her own wyvern. Even though she didn’t sign a contract with it.

The silence that settled was one of the most awkward moments in Theresa's life.

The fact that she could see everyone fighting to hold in their laughter made it worse.

Blushing, she jumped down and futilely hit Lilin's shin.

A short moment later, with Lilin on the helm, while Nuwa and Theresa rode behind her, the three of them flew away in the direction of the Gorfard mansion.

Now alone with the young Black Knights, what Lilith wondered wasn’t whether they could win, but they were going to win in the cleanest way possible while assuring the smallest loss.

Still, she didn’t really have to worry either. With Persephone and Camelia, as long as they don’t die, no matter how severely wounded they are, they will be alright.

“Your Majesty, we are ready. How do you want us to proceed?”

Looking at all the young knights kneeling before her, she simply smiled, “You have nothing to do. Just follow me.”

Saying so, she took her sword and threw it in the air before jumping after it. The knight didn’t understand what she was about to do, but they all raised their heads in shock when she stood on the flat of her sword and began to float steadily, more than 10 meters in the air.

Standing in the air, Lilith ignored the astonished looks and slowly floated higher and higher. The higher she was, the calmer she felt.

The immortal slaying sword. The technique that she had created from the description of her brother about people called cultivators.

She remembered that when she was at her lowest, after learning about her mediocre talent, her brother's stories were the ones that could always make her see a brighter future. She remembered his stories, of how people with absolutely no talent could train to the level of slaying gods themselves.

Since that day, she had yearned for this power. It didn’t matter how impossible it was.

She wished to stand shoulder-to-shoulder with him.

She wished to become someone no one could look down on.

She wished to become proof that in this shitty world, one didn’t have to be blessed to become strong.

….And she was close to success.

<<Immortal Slaying Sword Style: Flying Sword.>>

Faster than the eyes could see, standing on her flying sword, she completely vanished.

It was time to make all the people in this kingdom remember why she was the strongest here.
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Under the moonlight, in the zone belonging to the Gorfard, a short, white-haired man was humming while skipping down a street devoid of people. Sometimes, he would look at the sky with attention, and sometimes, he would just close his eyes and hum.

This world is finally going to know justice.

He was happy, seriously happy. Years and years of preparation and research were finally going to be put into action. How could he be unhappy when his dream was about to unfold?

Soon, we will have the power to destroy this cruel world. But for now…

Looking at the sky, he could see a wyvern rushing toward the zone where one of their targets was being held.

Drei told me that I should only let the scout go, right?

To execute their plan, they needed chaos — a lot of chaos. Which was highly poetic, since they were apostles of the Mother of Chaos.

That’s why he had been asked to let any scouts go.

Those aren’t scouts... That means I can kill them, right?

Grinning from ear to ear, he waved his hand, and the ring on his finger shone before a long sniper rifle appeared in his hand. His eyes looked at this rifle with love, as if he was watching a great masterpiece.

The technology of the angels makes creating good weapons so much easier.

Kneeling, he put the rifle over his shoulder and lifted it. Licking his lips, he slowly aimed before preparing to shoot. The mana in his body was slowly engulfed by the rifle until it was clear that he couldn’t hold it anymore.

<<Killing Intent: Single Shot>>

The ground fissured like a web because of the recoil. Even though it was just a bullet, the sound was so loud that it felt like an explosion from a canon.

The result was immediate. The mournful scream of the wyvern resonated in the sky as its left wing was completely blown away by the shot.

“Well, well, well, I guess this is a bullseye?”

No matter how powerful he was, killing someone who was flying more than 700 meters above him was pretty difficult if he didn’t use his full power. After all, if the warrior felt that he was being threatened, his instincts would warn him. What’s more, Wyverns weren’t weak creatures.

But by launching an indirect attack like this, he was sure to get them.

Haha, but I guess they didn’t die.

Watching his three targets jump from the injured wyvern while in mid-air, he smiled.

It’s time to hunt.

He couldn’t kill them from 700 meters away in the sky, but now that they had come down, it was time for him to act.

"Hum~Hum~Hum" Humming a song that he alone could hear, he began to search for his prey.
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After getting shot by an unknown enemy, Lilin, Nuwa, and Theresa crashed quite badly.

Thankfully, Lilin had used her reinforcement to protect her body, while Theresa used a special defense gear she had created to absorb most of the potential energy of her fall.

As for Nuwa, Lilith watched in shock as Nuwa crashed to the ground, from a height of nearly a kilometer, at full speed without any protection, but stood up and brushed the dust off her clothes quite nonchalantly.

With the few scratches on her body, one would think that she just fell while running and wounded herself rather than imagining what happened.

Standing up with difficulty, Theresa shook her head to clear her mind and looked around before whispering, “If everyone is alright, we must rush. The enemy is a powerful shooter; we can’t stay in one place.”

Nuwa looked at the wyvern as she asked, “What about our mount?”

Even though wyverns had powerful bodies, the earlier shot had completely torn open his wing, while the crash aggravated the already-large wound.

Lilin looked sadly at the wyvern and asked, “Can you still fly?”

Wyverns weren’t stupid animals. Their intellect could be compared to that of a young child. The wyvern whined a little before nodding painfully.

In the first place, magical creatures like wyverns or dragons didn’t only use their wings to fly. They mostly used magic. After all, it was impossible to lift their heavy body with just their wings. That’s why, even though it was quite wounded, it could still fly slowly at low altitude. Though, it couldn’t take anyone on his back.

Theresa was about to propose to kill off the wyvern, or use it as bait, but she simply decided to keep her mouth shut. Even though her proposal would be the most-logical in the situation, she knew very well that the other two would hesitate or refuse, and this would make them lose precious time.

Even in the past, she had faced such a problem with Mars many times. He had always been too soft.

She immediately began to run toward their destination. She knew that this would compel them to follow and as she thought, after giving one last comforting pat to the wyvern, they began to follow her.

While running, Theresa began to summarize the situation. “We already lost too much time. We do not know the strength of the enemy, nor do we know their numbers. Nuwa and I are non-fighters. Well technically, Nuwa is a fighter, but let’s not count her in our fighting strength.”

“Hey~!”

She ignored Nuwa’s outcry and continued, “ I have some handy gadgets, but nothing that can hold long against a true powerhouse. This means that everything will be left to you. Can you do it?”

Saying so she sent a glance toward Lilin, who nodded quietly.

Seeing this, she couldn’t help but remember her time adventuring with Lilith and the others. Even back then, they had been in many such situations, but no matter how dire it had been, she knew she could always leave her back to her friends.

Could she do the same for Lilin?

She wished she could say yes but the truth was,

I can’t.

Just because she was the daughter of her friend didn’t mean she was as trustworthy. Still, she couldn’t hesitate.

Haha~and I thought my life would be boring.

Laughing lightly she began to speed up; she might be weak but she could pull her weight when necessary. As a dwarf, she was extremely skilled in metallurgy, and since one of her friends was the Supreme Daughter of Slothtein, she had been able to create armor that fused the technology of the dwarves and the angels.

I can somewhat hold on against a Ducal class. Well, enough to not get one shotted. But if we face a king class...

She shuddered. People at that level were walking disasters. Even if the armor itself could take the damage, her own body would be obliterated.

Well, I already wrote my will, and Sol is set to inherit everything I own.

Until now, she had miraculously escaped many situations that should have killed her, but she had never become complacent because of this. Even a demi-god like Mars could die, so what about a shrimp like her?

Discarding the gloomy thoughts, she gave a light tap on her right earring. Immediately, a holographic map appeared in front of her. This map was created by sending weak mana pulses in a radius of five kilometers. The echo from those pulses created the map. This was a technology based on bats’ sensory perception.

Sadly, those kinds of gadgets were extremely hard to make and cost more than a castle. Even for her, buying more than four had been the limit she wasn’t willing to go past.

On her map, she could see quite a few small red dots. Next to her position, she could see two dots larger than her own. Those were Lilin and Nuwa. She could also see another dot that should belong to the wyvern.

But the one that she paid attention to was the very large dot rushing toward them from behind.

“Let’s accelerate.”

She deactivated the radar. Now that she had used it to find the enemy’s position, it was useless. After all, anyone with a modicum of skill would hide their mana signature if they felt an unknown mana sweep through them.

This was also one of the reasons this radar wasn’t spread. It was quite useless, and people endowed with special power or who had enough talents could do the same without any need for machinery.

Nuwa and Lilin had indeed felt the weird mana, but hearing the urgency in Theresa’s voice, they didn’t ask and simply accelerated. But, the more they ran, the tighter Theresa and Lilin’s expressions became. Finally, two of them just stopped and Nuwa simply followed them.

Giving a bitter smile, Theresa said, “We can’t continue like this. We are just wasting energy. What’s more, even if we manage to outrun the enemy and reach Sol, we could make this situation worse.”

Lilin nodded. While she didn’t have Theresa’s experience, her two years of adventure weren’t just for show.

“Theresa. I-”

“Aunt.”

“...Ok, Aunt Theresa, I have a proposal. Take Nuwa with you and rush toward Sol to give him the weapon.”

Theresa hesitated for a short while before asking, “From my radar, I can deduce that the enemy is most likely a Ducal class. Are you confident?”

Lilin frowned a little before answering, “I am not confident in winning, but I barely reached the zone. So I shouldn’t be too far. At least fleeing shouldn’t be a problem.”

Theresa wasn’t shocked that Lilin had managed such an impressive feat and nodded, “Ok, then, I will trust you. Nuwa?”

“I am going to stay. I want to fight.”

“I refuse — you were not trained in any way. You staying would be more of a liability than anything.”

“I am strong. I can serve as a shield if necessary.”

Theresa’s expression twisted for a short while as she struggled between which choice she should make. Finally, deciding that they were wasting too much time, she simply nodded.

Ideally, she would prefer to stay and fight with Lilin, but Nuwa did not know the way toward the Gorfard estate.

Sighing, she simply began to dash ahead, “The two of you should flee the moment it seems you are about to lose. Remember, dying with honor only sounds nice on paper. In order to survive — crawl, beg, cry, scream — there’s no action too shameful when it’s necessary to save your life.”

Now alone, Lilin asked, “Why did you decide to stay?”

“I do not know, I just want to try fighting.”

“You do know that we might die, right?”

“Do not worry — I run very fast.”

“Hum?”

“As long as I run faster than you I should be able to survive.”

Lilin was dumbfounded for a while before letting out a chuckle. It was the first time that she saw someone admit so openly they would run for their lives and use their companion as bait.

Still, this was somehow rather refreshing.

Thinking so, she took out her weapon, a very long and thin double-edged sword, and swung it a few times before putting it back in its scabbard.

Even though she didn’t have Theresa's help to create her weapon as her mother did, the elves were no slouches when it came to creating magic weapons and she had received this one as a reward because of all the help she had given them.

“Do you use a weapon?”

Nuwa shook her head, “I am strong. My body should be enough.”

Lilin was about to refute but remembering how a fall from 700 meters high only left some scratches on Nuwa’s body, she decided to wisely shut up.

Focusing, she closed her eyes and began to emit an overpowering aura, and a sphere only visible to her began to spread around her.

Lilin and Lilith’s techniques were fundamentally the same, but because of their difference in understanding, they followed different paths. Lilith followed the path of absolute sword mastery. In the immortal slaying sword technique, she focused mainly on the sword aspect.

But Lilin was different.

Taking an Iai pose, she slightly pushed her sword outside of the scabbard and, with her eyes still closed, she waited.

Then,

*Bang* *Bang*

Two bullets were shot at an incredible speed toward her, but, the very moment they went through the red sphere,

<<Immortal slaying sword style: Flash sword.>>

She drew and put back her sword at such an incredible speed that she created a vacuum and cut not only the two bullets but — even all the buildings standing in front of her.

This was followed by another two bullets, stronger than before, but even then she seemed to barely move as she once again cut them.

*Whistle* “The young lady is pretty impressive.”

Gentle steps sounded as the previously invisible enemy appeared. It was a slim white-haired dwarf.

“Hello! The name's Acht, and I am here to kill you! Don’t you think dying during such a night would make for a splendidly poetic piece?”

The more he walked, the tighter Lilin’s grip on her sword became. Even though he seemed completely unguarded, she felt like one wrong move would result in a bullet in her head.

Meanwhile, Acht continued to walk toward her with a completely harmless smile, even though he had uttered such chilling words.

Come closer. Just a little closer. She prayed inwardly.

But, just as he was about to enter her domain, he stopped. “Oh my! One more step and I would have lost my head it seems. But you really lack experience, little lady. You shouldn’t have shown me the limit of your reach.”

The previous shot had been more prob than anything else and he was already sure to have grasped her limit.

Lilin simply stayed silent.

“Well, this is getting boring. I am pretty sure it won’t last long.” Saying so, he took a few steps back and was about to begin the fight at full blast, when he finally looked at the woman wearing a maid uniform standing next to his prey.

Then his eyes widened in complete shock, “How is it possible!?”

Acht couldn’t believe what he was seeing. It was not just because he recognized her as a chimera, but rather because of the patterns on her body. He had no doubt. After all, those marks were the same as the one on Funf, one of his comrades in the Wing of Freedom and she was, “A royal chimera.”

In the mortal world, chimeras could be said to be the apex predators from birth.

Thanks to Echidna's power, <<Cursed womb>>, she had memorized the genetic information of absolutely all races and sub-races in the mortal world, and even obtained the information of some divine beasts.

That’s why they were called Chimera.

That’s why she was known as the Mother of a Thousand Monsters.

No one knew why she was doing this.

Was it to gain more power? For more resources?

Perhaps only a few people knew the truth. At the end of the day, what mattered was that chimeras were strong. But, even between all those chimeras, 12 of them stood at the top.

They were known as royal chimera, and each of them was represented by one of the 12 constellations.

Though their numbers dwindled quite a bit over the years and about fifteen years ago, they had lost most of their numbers when they faced Mars and Lustburg. The cancer constellation, in particular, had been killed by Lilith.

What made Acht so startled at the sight of Nuwa was that, aside from Sechs, all the other royal chimera were supposed to be dead or sealed with Echidna.

What’s more,

A snake?

Aside from Echidna herself, none of the other royal chimeras had snake traits.

I should abort the mission. He immediately decided to give up and flee.

All dwarves were cowards at heart. The first thing they learned before being taught how to fight or how to make money was how to flee.

In this world where dwarves' sole talent was their metallurgy skills, there had been many instances where the entire race had been treated as slaves by the others. That's why fleeing when the odds were against them was the most important lesson they learned.

Acht had a clear code of conduct, 'Be fearless in front of the weak and fearful in front of the strong.'

Facing a royal was no joke. He didn’t have fake bodies like Drei and he didn’t wish to be resurrected as some kind of mindless zombie, either.

But, just as he was about to step back, he suddenly frowned, “You...why are you so weak?”

Every time he faced Funf, he felt like he was standing next to an immeasurable mountain.

As a royal chimera, even if that girl wasn’t as powerful, she should still be at the Ducal level at least.

He decided to probe a little and shot three bullets in quick succession. Two towards Lilin, who was trying to sneak up to him and one toward the silver-haired girl.

Even though Nuwa could see the bullet, she was unable to properly react and could only use her hand to protect her face.

Finally, under the worried gaze of Lilin, the bullet collided with Nuwa’s hand.

The result? A metallic sound reached his ears. This was definitely not the sound flesh should make after getting shot.

“The fuck!?” Seeing the surprising result, he immediately took five steps backward before using the cover of a building to vanish from their line of sight to more-carefully observe the situation.

Watching him vanish like this, Lilin who felt a little tired, decided to check on Nuwa.

“Are you alright?” Lilin couldn’t help but ask. She had watched how Nuwa stopped the bullet and even now she was still completely astonished.

“I am not. It hurts. I don’t like pain.” Nuwa frowned while massaging her hand. On the zone of impact, aside from some skin bruises and a streak of blood, there was no other damage.

Seeing this, Lilin could only click her tongue. Then she finally asked, “What was his deal again? Royal chimera?”

Nuwa shook her head, “I do not know. I only know that Theresa stole my egg in the royal palace while fleeing.”

“I see.” Lilin nodded before giving her back to Nuwa once again and taking her stance.

“You aren’t scared?” Even though she wasn’t a fighter, she understood what it meant to give your back to someone during a fight.

She couldn’t help but feel a little emotional.

“Why should I be? Mother trained me to be omnidirectional. If you try anything fishy, trust me, no matter how tough your skin is, I will still bisect you.”

And like that, all those emotions vanished. “You are quite honest about killing me.”

“You were also honest about ditching me and running away.”

The two shared a look before chuckling a little.

“Anyway, I know your body is strong, but you should use reinforcement. Otherwise, you are going to die.”

Nuwa frowned — she didn’t know how to use reinforcement. But it shouldn’t be hard, right? It was just about circulating mana in the body, wasn’t it?

“So, could you beat him?” She decided to ask the most-important question.

Lilin sighed, ‘I have one technique, but I still haven’t perfected it and I need time to use it.”

“I see.” Nuwa simply nodded and didn’t continue.

***-

Standing on a building and observing his two targets, Acht began to reassess the situation.

The princess had been able to cut his normal bullet perfectly, but the chimera wasn’t even able to react. Though it seemed that her body was extremely sturdy.

Still, this didn’t matter. After all, he was now sure of one thing, “She doesn’t know how to fight.”

A large grin split his face.

“Hahaha, this is gonna be fucking interesting. I wonder how Funf will react if I bring back the dead body of her sibling.” Thinking about that crazy psycho, his smile wavered a little, “Yeah, let’s not kill that girl.”

After all, he knew how fanatical Funf was about Echidna. If she were to learn that he killed what was most likely a direct sibling of hers, he was sure that she would kill him, even if she had to betray the Wings of Freedom.

Still, even then he wasn’t worried. The girl might be weak, but her body seemed to be quite freaky. The bullet she took on without any mana protection was only a little less powerful than the one that took down the wyvern.

“This is going to be fun.” Saying so, he touched his ring and nine rifles appeared before floating in the air under his control.

Each of those rifles was made to hold more than 6 bullets at the same time. Though there was a slight delay in the reload time, he was pretty sure that it wouldn’t be a problem.

<<Zone: Mind Eyes>>

At that instant, his eyes emitted a golden shade as the world around him began to change.

Zones could appear in all kinds of shapes and effects. Some zones only affected the users, while others affected the surroundings, or simply created another effect altogether.

The zone of Acht was born from his understanding of what was supposed to be a sniper and his own nature. The effects weren’t offensively oriented like Lilith’s zone, nor was it a buff type like Tyr’s zone.

Rather, it allowed him to amass an incredibly large amount of information, and create a map of his surroundings in his own mind. The increase in perception allowed him to process that information at a speed a hundred times faster than normal.

Thanks to this, as long as his target was in his zone, he did not have to ‘see’ them and could shoot them from anywhere without even showing himself. This was without a doubt the perfect skill for a coward at heart like him.

But Acht never cared. Ever since he had escaped from the slums of Greed Dike, he always kept this truth in mind. “Better to be a coward alive, than a dead hero.”

Murmuring so, two rifles settled in his hands while the seven others formed a circle around him and aimed at the wall.

Waves of mana began to enter the rifle as they slowly charged,

<<Super charge>>

BOOM~!

The wall was literally blasted open as seven out of the nine bullets rushed toward Lilin, while the last two targeted Nuwa. Acht had already determined that Lilin was both the strongest and the weakest in this team.

The moment those bullets entered her domain, Lilin immediately knew that they were at a completely different level and that it would be impossible for them to dodge all of them.

I need to make some sacrifices.

Moving her sword and body in a flurry of movements, she managed to cut three bullets with great difficulty and avoided two others who lightly grazed her forehead and her cheek, causing her to bleed. She angled herself so that the last two wounded her in non-lethal parts of her body.

Blood splashed as the last two bullets tore open her reinforcement and traversed her body like butter. Despite grimacing a little because of the pain, she still managed to stay steady and not lose her stance as she readied herself for the next attack. Her lips were bleeding and her coughing was harsh, proof of the internal damage she was receiving.

“Haha, the training from my shitty mother always comes in handy in situations like this.”

She was already used to receiving bone-breaking pain long ago. Compared to her training, her current wounds were nothing.

Still, even though she was laughing, no joy could be seen in her eyes. The current situation was incredibly unfavorable for them.

Not only was cutting bullets that moved at supersonic speed not an easy task, but when you added her new wounds, she would most likely bleed out and die because of the effort rather than the enemy itself.

She had never felt so frustrated. She understood now why her mother’s zone allowed her to attack from a distance. Fighting against long-ranged enemies was a pain.

“If only Clara was here.” Her elf friend wasn’t the strongest, but she was a competent archer.

Thinking so, her focus couldn’t help but falter for a short instant. An instant that Acht did not miss. This time, the whole nine bullets were focused on her, and she had no time to defend.

At that instant, as she saw the bullet approach her, her heart felt bitter at the realization that she would die in such a stupid way.

To think that I didn’t even manage to lose my virginity.

Chuckling, she was about to give up when a blur went past her before standing in front of her, arms wide open.

“Nuwa!”

Sanding in front of her was Nuwa. Her white maid’s clothes were dyed red and Lilin could see her falter a little bit before standing proud and tall.

“Hey, as I thought, reinforcement isn’t that hard.” She spoke while coughing with blood flowing from her lips. Her voice was steady even though there were hints of tears in them, “Though, it hurts a lot.”

“Nuwa!” Lilin screamed. She couldn’t understand.

Even for Nuwa, taking those nine bullets head-on wasn’t something easy. She could have very well died — rather, she should already be at death’s doorstep.

Turning her head to face Lilin, Nuwa gave a smile full of blood as said in her usual calm voice, “I told you, right? That I would serve as a shield if necessary.”

Lilith’s eyes shook and she bit her lips so hard that blood was drawn.

It’s said that only in moments of adversity can you distinguish your true friends.

How could she allow her near-sacrifice to go to waste?

Gritting her teeth, Lilin lowered her center of gravity and tightened her grip on the handle of the sword. Unbeknownst to her, her aura began to condense while her pupils slowly began to change from the normal round form to a more slit one, akin to that of a demon.

All her senses were extended and amplified. She could feel everything in her body, from her heartbeats to the circulation of her blood. The rise and fall of her chest, the rustle of the wind on her skin.

In this moment of extreme tension, she suddenly felt herself becoming incredibly calm and detached from everything.

<<Zone: One with the World.>>

All her life, she had been compared to her mother and always been left wanting.

All her life, she had followed in the footsteps of her mother and had always been dissatisfied.

That was why, slowly, as a sign of rebellion, she began to search for things that could differentiate her from her mother. That was why, rather than following the fighting style of her mother, she had begun to seek her way.

The very moment she heard the gunshot, she moved. She neither moved at an incredible speed nor acted so fast she became invisible to the eyes.

All she did was take one step.

“One step to reach the speed of sound…”

As a close ranger fighter, she at first chased pure speed.

“...Two steps to go beyond sound…”

But she soon gave up. After all, no matter how fast she wished to move, she would always be limited in a certain way. Then, why should she run?

“...Three steps to go beyond space.”

After all, if the problem was the distance between her and her enemy, all she needed to do was to erase that very distance.

<< Re-Immortal Slaying Technique: Zero Distance.>>

In three steps. Three simple steps, she covered a distance of hundreds of meters and stood in front of Acht, and swung her sword with all her might.

A fountain of blood sprayed the wall.


Chapter 49


Ch 50: The Queen Shows Her Might



Flying at full speed, it did it take long for Lilith to reach her destination.

Flying at 1000 meters high in the sky, she looked down and observed the scene by gathering mana in her eyes. Thanks to this, the people who had been previously indistinguishable were now clearly visible to her.

Under the clear sky and the moonlight, she looked like a fairy descending from heaven. Her clothes gently danced on the breeze.

She couldn’t help but sigh, as she thought ruefully, To think that a decade of peace rusted my skills so much.

In the past, she could have easily flown to more than double or triple of the current height she stood on, but she could do nothing about this.

Humans were truly a pitiful race. No matter how strong they became, without obtaining a special kind of power, they would slowly weaken and die as time passed.

For races such as elves or demons who counted their ages in the hundreds, ten or fifteen years could only be seen as a short note. But for a human, fifteen years meant the birth of a new generation and the preparation of another one...

Even though Lilith was by no means old and could even be said to be at the prime of her age, her years of lack of training weren’t something she could just shrug off.

Still, “Well, this isn’t like the war against the chimera. This distance is more than enough.”

[image: ]


Currently, the civil war raged on.

Even though the three Dukes were strong, they were too limited in the current situation.

After all, Hermes wasn’t a fighter in the first place, and Arachne only had a small part of her golem army. As for the other nobles, compared to Gerald's group that had been carefully formed and led under one voice, the army of the nobles fighting on the side of the three Dukes was more like a bunch of mobs with how they moved.

The only reason they could hold on despite their numbers and preparation disadvantage was thanks to Tyr Highland’s

<<War Zone: Scream of thousands of soldiers>>

The war was raging and the destruction was spreading.

Thankfully, there were no civilians in the surroundings, but the death count of the soldiers on both sides kept increasing. Blood, sweat, and gore filled the zone as people fought more and more violently.

This little war seemed as if it would last for all eternity. But, it was then that all of them felt a chill. From Dukes to nobles and from nobles to fighters, all of them stopped their battles as they raised their heads toward the sky.

“Hah…”

Some soldiers could only open their eyes and mouth wide as they watched the unbelievable sight that greeted them: hundreds upon hundreds of bright purple swords hanging in the sky, blocking the light of the moon.

Some soldiers lost all will to fight as they knelt down in shock and let their weapons fall from their hands.

This was something that was totally beyond their understanding. This was a power that shouldn’t be possessed by mere mortals like them.

Only the Dukes, Gerald, and a few Black Knights could stand, despite the overwhelming power hanging above them. But they all knew that the shadow of death had never been that close.

<<Zone: Limitless Swords>>

From a wave of her hand...Death fell like the rain.
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Long ago, the seven kingdoms established a rule.

In times of war, as long as the capital itself wasn’t threatened, King-class abilities should never be deployed.

This rule had one clear goal... Avoiding senseless, large-class massacres.

Each King-class was a person with enough power to completely raze cities to the ground in just a few seconds if they were left to their own devices.

The existence of such people on the battlefield would make any army look like nothing more than a bunch of ants sprawling on the ground before being ruthlessly stepped down.

In Lustburg, despite Lilith’s infamy, she had rarely used her power in front of a large group of people. After all, the fight that needed someone like her to step in couldn’t be observed by anyone.

What’s more, after becoming queen regent since the death of her brother, Lilith had always been rather lethargic, and rarely used thunder-like means.

Because of all this, the nobles and those who always stayed far away from the battlefield tended to belittle her and take the information about her as nothing more than rumors.

But, at this very instant, at this very moment, as they watched the swords mercilessly reap the lives of all the soldiers around them with frightening precision, they understood one thing.

The rumors were indeed false...For the simple reason that even the wildest rumors were inferior to what they were currently witnessing.

Everything ended in an instant.

This little skirmish where two sides fought on an equal level seemed to be nothing more than a bad joke the moment most of the rebel soldiers were decimated like flies.

Watching the hellish scene from high in the sky, Lilith felt nothing more than a deep and hidden satisfaction.

How long had it been since she wanted to simply do something like this? Yet, because of rules and the need to keep the kingdom afloat, she had always held back.

Now though, she had the perfect justification and no one could blame her. Still, she knew that after all this, her name would be synonymous with fear and death in the minds of the soldiers and nobles, but this didn’t matter.

Her stains would be Sol’s stepping stone. Once she gave him back the power he rightfully deserved, people would be relieved that the murderous queen was finally gone.

She had always been a bad mother and aunt. Even though she was a competent leader, she had never really done her all for the kingdom.

The sole thing she had going for her was her power.

She was a sword, nothing more and nothing less.
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Back on the ground, the survivors looked at the scene around them with chills. Some of the nobles, unused to so much blood and gore, even soiled themselves in fright.

But no one derided them; after all, what they were seeing was not something for the faint-hearted.

None of the corpses had been left intact. All of them had been shredded to nothing. Detached limbs, heads, and torsos filled the streets. The odor of blood and guts was so overwhelming that even some of the most-hardened soldiers couldn’t help but crouch down and vomit.

Despite all this, one man stood next to his dead horse, wearing an impassive expression. His entire right arm was gone, but he knew very well that the sole reason he was still alive right now was that he had been spared.

What waited for him was most likely a series of inhumane tortures under the hands of the Crown’s Shadow, followed by a swift and most likely public execution.

Despite all this, he felt no particular sadness, nor agitation.

He didn’t fear death itself. After all, death meant the end of all pain and suffering. What’s more, an old man like him had lived long enough and had seen enough.

What he feared though, was dying before succeeding in his goal.

I hope she will keep her promise.

A flash of golden hair passed through his mind as he smiled bitterly.

This kingdom was truly filled with frightening women.

Thinking so, he moved his remaining arm and took his sword out before stretching it toward the sky. Filling his lungs with all the remaining mana he had, he shouted,

“THIS ISN’T THE END!”

His cry had two effects.

The first one was to wake up Lilith from her melancholic state. She then remarked that something weird was going down on the battlefield below her.

The second one was to force someone who had been carefully hidden to reveal themself.

“Tch! Tch! Tch! Old man, you should have waited for a little more before doing this. Oh well, at least I managed to fill some of them with my mana.”

An eerie voice sounded on the battlefield as a man with a bloodied arm and the number 3 in his eyes appeared in view of all those present.

No one could react, as magic circles formed above most of the bodies of the soldiers who had been killed.

Under the stunned eyes of everyone, one word sounded in all their ears.

<<Arise!>>

A gloomy wind swept through the makeshift battlefield, as row upon row of dead soldiers crawled before standing up.

Some of the bodies were complete, while most of them were barely hanging together. Despite this, the horrifying aura of death emanating from them wasn’t something anyone could take lightly.

“A necromancer.” Duke Tyr murmured with dry lips. His sweaty hand gripped his spear more tightly. Even though he was a general who had fought on too many battlefields to count, out of all the magics he had ever witnessed, necromancers were the most terrifying of all.

Are the demons from Envilya also intervening?

Necromancy was a branch of death magic. All the most-renowned necromancers were from the death race of Envilya. Many claimed that their ancestors were dwellers of the underworld, who got lost during dimensional travel before settling in Envilya.

The best-known of them all was the Necromancer King, Anubis. A man who, even without being Blessed, managed to reach the level of demi-god.

Fighting a necromancer in a zone filled with corpses was the height of madness. You didn’t fight necromancers with an army. This would only result in more bodies for them to use.

“ALL SOLDIERS RETREAT NOW!”

What was needed was a small team of powerful elites.

Jumping from his horse, he discarded his spear and took out his sword while sending a whisper.

{Duke Travers, please secure my brot–no, secure the traitor and then take command of the soldiers to make an organized retreat. Duke Milaris, I need you to use your golems and fight with me.}

Neither of the two rebuked him for taking command, and did what was asked of them.

Meanwhile, Drei looked at the Duke with admiration before looking at the sky.

He could see that a row of knights flying on wyverns was nearing, while Lilith was standing high in the sky and looking at him like a hawk.

He sighed before caressing the ring on his finger.

One of his most prized skills was his ability to send his consciousness into dead bodies and manipulate them. Thanks to this, he could literally be at a different place at the same moment, and even getting killed wouldn’t be a problem. All the bodies shared the same mind and vision.

This skill, though, wasn’t without limits. The first one being that he could only use three bodies at the same time, and each body needed a long preparation, meaning that he couldn’t just jump from one body to another. The second limitation was that he couldn’t bring too much power to those dead bodies without breaking them. The last one of course were his items.

That’s why, from the start, he had already decided to use Berthold’s body as his ‘main’ during this operation and had bestowed it with his dimensional ring.

I didn’t want to use it now, but there aren’t enough distractions.

In his initial plan, all the nobles with traitorous minds should have been scattered all over the capital and created mayhem.

Well, first things first.

<<Empowerment>>; <<Restoration>>; <<Blood thirst>>

The previously sluggish zombies suddenly became faster and stronger, as their eyes turned scarlet and they began to rush to chase the retreating army.

<<Switch>>

Switching with one of the undead, he avoided swords launched by Lilith before finally stretching his finger below him.

"Come." Immediately, a large red portal opened under him.

This was followed by an overwhelming presence sweeping off the battlefield, making all the fleeing soldiers buckle down while groaning.

Looking behind them, their legs grew weak as they wondered just why they were so unlucky.

Lilith, who was about to send another rain of swords, opened her eyes wide as she saw what came out of the portal before asking in disbelief.

“You dared to defile a dragon? Are you not scared of them coming at you?”

Indeed, slowly a dragon came out of the portal before lifting Drei in the air.

Pungent smells and a powerful aura followed the entry of this dead entity.

Lilith had no doubt that this was <<Dragon fear>>.

With its decaying skin and wiggling flesh showing some of the bones, no one would ever believe that the monstrosity in front of them had once been a respected and mighty dragon.

But this wasn’t all; the dragons absolutely abhorred anything that went against the law of nature. Because of this, they hated all forms of magic that could bring back the dead.

Back then when Necromancy was still thriving, some necromancers in search of stronger bodies began to experiment on dragons and created a large number of undead dragons. This action resulted in the near-extinction of all necromancers because of the dragons’ wrath.

Drei laughed before shaking his head, “Who cares about their revenge? Thanks to those stupids goddesses’ rules, Tiamat cannot descend on the mortal realm. As long as one of the fourteen doesn’t descend, few people in this world can threaten me.”

“Who cares about your gibberish? Take my sword!”

Ten light swords formed before rushing toward Drei at full speed.

“Crazy bitch! Who acts like this during a discussion!?”

Anyone else would have been unable to avoid such an attack, but this was simply too easy for Drei.

The dragon under him deployed his wings before fully flying away like a rocket. Avoiding the sword with a twirl, it used their wings while spinning and destroyed them.

This was then followed by it opening his maw as large as possible.

<<Dragon Roar>>

Lilith didn’t even bat an eye at the beam of light that flew toward her. Another ten swords appeared, but this time they formed a circular protection in front of her and negated the power of the beam.

As long as her zone <<Limitless swords>> was activated, she could literally create an unlimited number of swords, the only limit being her own mana.

Watching her stop an attack that could easily blow off a mountain, Drei once again cursed under his breath.

He couldn’t use his weak body as an excuse. His bone dragon's source of energy was its own core, not himself. Meaning that even if his true body had been present, the result would be the same.

Meanwhile, the wyvern knights had finally reached the battlefield, but thanks to Lilith’s whisper, they immediately rushed toward the undead on the ground. After all, they had the air advantage and didn’t fear the zombies as much.

The fights both on the ground and in the sky were spectacular.

On the ground, the Duke Tyr was facing the horde of undead with the help of Arachne’s golem, as well as the young Black Knights on their wyverns. Thanks to the empowerment of his zone <<War Zone: Scream of thousands of soldiers>>, the more terrified his soldiers were, the stronger he became.

Standing against the undead army, he did not look like an old man at all.

Currently twenty centimeters taller than normal, with steam rising from his body while his broken armor showed his bulging muscles, he looked like a mini-giant.

Like a berserker, he fought the undead and broke them again and again without any fear. No matter how many wounds covered his body, he never stopped.

Tyr had been hesitant to use this form, since it was extremely taxing on his aging body, but now he didn’t have any choice.

Meanwhile, in the sky, Drei on his undead dragon and Lilith on her sword were moving so fast that no one watching could even understand what was happening.

They had long since broken through the speed of sound and were closer to the first cosmic velocity. At this speed, they looked more like comets colliding against each other than anything else.

Still, even though Lilith held the advantage, she couldn’t help but feel frustrated.

Each of her attacks were extremely well-contained through her granular control. This wasn’t just to maximize the power of each of her attacks, but also to avoid destroying too much of the kingdom or worse, killing her own soldiers.

But Drei had no such limitation. Each of his attacks were as widespread as possible and he even tried to bring her to the ground many times.

This wasn’t all. A necromancer wasn’t just about summoning the dead. An array of debuff type spells, such as <<Slow>>; <<Frost>>; <<Mind down>>; <<Decay>> and so on were launched against her one after another.

Until now she had been able to barely escape them, but at this rate, she would slip sooner and later.

Should I simply go all out?

The more this dragged on, the worse it was for her. After all, she was a human. Her energy was limited. Meanwhile, her opponent was a necromancer on an undead dragon. They were basically tireless entities.

She couldn’t help but hesitate. In her most powerful state, her control was extremely awful. She might very well kill some of the citizens.

It was then that Gerald, who was being dragged by some soldiers, looked at the sky and said in a barely-audible voice, “Dear lady, if you do not act now, you would have no better occasion.”
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Somewhere, in the depths of the church, a golden-haired woman opened her eyes, and almost blinding light covered her body as she sighed.

She was pretty sure that most of the enemies had now appeared. Still, she would have rather waited for a little while longer. In fact, she would wish to not even act. This way, her existence would still be a surprise for Wratharis Republic.

But not everything could go their way.

Well, I will soon have the perfect excuse, so it doesn’t matter, I suppose.

Kneeling down, she chanted, “In the name of the representative of the goddess, I call for the ultimate.”

<<Holy Territory>>
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From all over the capital, people could see an awe-inspiring pillar of golden light shooting toward the sky and illuminating the horizon. Then, from this pillar, threads of light shot all over before slowly forming a dome covering the entire capital.

Witnessing this moment, all the citizens knelt down and prayed while praising the goddesses. What they couldn’t see was that their bodies were being surrounded by a bluish aura that seemed to protect them.

Finally, in a part of the kingdom where Lilith and Drei were fighting, walls of light slowly emerged before completely enclosing them in a large cube-like prison and thereby separating them from the rest of the people fighting.
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Back on the battlefield, “Impossible!!”

Drei exclaimed while opening his eyes widely. He knew what was happening. He had already witnessed the holy territory being used hundreds of years ago.

This was why he couldn’t accept it.

The holy territory could only be opened by a Supreme Daughter, or a Holy Daughter combining her strength with other priestesses.

That’s why he couldn’t accept it.

The sole and only Holy Daughter candidate was deeply asleep, thanks to a poison they had personally created. Meanwhile, the Supreme Daughter was supposed to be out of commission after using <<Saint Fall>>.

We have been tricked! This realization finally dawned upon him.

On the other hand, when she witnessed all of this, a grin split on Lilith’s face as she gazed at the necromancer with a murderous gaze.

“Now, nothing is stopping me.” Closing her eyes, she muttered, “I am nothing more than a sword...”

Goosebumps filled Drei’s body as the very air around him became so sharp it felt like he was surrounded by thousands of invisible swords. What he had feared the most was happening. He had seriously thought that the queen was only a warrior standing at the highest level of the zone.

After all, going past this limit wasn’t something anyone could do if they didn’t have a blessing.

But it seemed that he had been wrong. The worst was that he couldn’t use his own avatar with this body.

Not caring about Drei’s internal struggles, Lilith’s eyes opened abruptly as she continued, “...And there’s nothing I cannot cut.”

<<Avatar: Tyrfing>>

In one instant, everything in the confined two-kilometer radius was slashed and cut apart.

The sky, the ground, the buildings, and even the very space itself. Nothing was spared. Even the barrier surrounding her that was created from divine grace and days of prayer was blasted open.

Of course, Drei and the undead dragon weren’t spared from this fate.

This was Lilith’s — The Sword Saint or the Sword Demon’s true strength.

Panting a little, Lilith took a deep breath before charging toward the Gorfard mansion. She had a bad feeling.


Chapter 50


CH 51: NET CLOSING (Need to rewrite a little)



Huffing and puffing while holding the two rifles in his hand, Acht looked at the princess he had previously dismissed as nothing more than prey. His eyes were bloodshot and his whole body was throbbing with pain.

His other seven rifles were lying on the ground, destroyed. Even the greatest mechanic in the world wouldn’t be able to repair them. Blood flowed from his lips and his heart was beating fiercely.

Just now, he really faced death.

When he thought about that moment, he still felt chills go down his spine. If he hadn’t sacrificed his rifles by using them as a shield, he would have been completely cut into two. It had been a long time since he was so close to death.

But even so…

My…My soul.

He couldn’t help but curse in both pain and frustration.

A wound on the body was nothing. But, one on the soul was a completely different matter. Even now he felt like using his power was harder than before. He could forget about using his zone.

What’s this monster!

How could a simple sword cut the soul? What kind of technique was this?

The worst was that he had clearly blocked this attack. Didn’t it mean that this ignored all defenses?

The name Immortal Slaying was indeed not for joke.

Thankfully, he survived. The girl was standing up with blood covering her body, two large wounds clearly visible.

The cause of such wounds? The two bullets she had previously received. Those bullets weren’t just normal ones. They were also filled with a powerful poison. It had taken longer than he thought it would, but thankfully, it worked just before he got off.

Still, he felt a deep unsettling feeling as he watched her. It was as if what he was facing had stopped being completely human. Those eyes, and now that he thought about it, the hair. Even attacks that seemed to bring fantasy into reality.

He shuddered at the thought that suddenly came to him but immediately discarded it. Both Lilith and Lilin were pure humans; he was most likely wrong.

I have to flee now.

He already discarded all thoughts about continuing. He was completely crippled. Any random soldier would be able to deal with him at his current strength.

If he didn’t find someone to heal his soul fast…He would never get back to his peak.

This was a bitter price to pay.

They say bad news never comes alone. He paled when he saw a golden pillar rise in the sky from the direction of the church. Feeling the meager remains of his strength leave him and watching this light covering Lilin and healing her wounds, he could only curse once again.

“Damn! I shouldn’t have underestimated her.”

He regretted not acting more decisively from the start. It was when he was about to move that she suddenly attacked him. It was purely through his years of experience that he managed to escape from the surprise attack.

“The fuck! How can you still move? You received more than three times the dose of poison.”

Lilin’s breath was ragged, her vision was swimming, and she was undoubtedly pushing past beyond her natural limit. But still, she refused to lose, refused to kneel. Not now. Not after all this. “I...I will not...let you hurt her...”

The dwarf could see that the girl was a complete mess, even more than the princess. So much blood flowed from her body that it looked like she was wearing a crimson dress.

It was clear that even walking was currently impossible for her, but he knew clearly that a cornered beast was not something to be taken lightly.

Weighing his options, he made his decision immediately.

Let’s get the fuck outta here.

If he had any reservations, now his decision was made. He touched his ring and murmured, “Open.”

But nothing happened.

“Well, shit!”

He immediately understood that the cause of the failure was the large golden barrier.

It seemed that he could only flee the good old-fashioned way.

“Time to run!”

Immediately withdrawing all the energy in his body, he began to flee from the scene. He could feel a very scary being coming here at full speed and didn’t wish to die.

All he could do was hope that he didn’t get found too fast.

[image: ]


[Loki’s Mansion]

A little earlier, on Sol's side, while Lilin was facing Acht, the situation wasn’t looking pretty for the prince. He wasn’t just fighting Zehn, who was already extremely strong on her own, but he was also facing Drei.

From Sol's perspective, this fight was extremely depressing.

Not only did he have to use his power to stop the invitees from killing themselves at any moment, but Drei would actively send tens of curses against him on the slightest occasion.

Thankfully, those curses were pretty weak, and thanks to his resistance they became even weaker, but they were still disturbing him greatly. What’s more, each time they felt like he was about to enter his dimension, they would threaten one of the hostages.

Because of this, Sol had the nagging feeling that the goal of those people was for some reason to waste as much time as possible.

It was as if they weren’t going all out to give him the feeling that he had a chance to save the hostage, and each time he was about to give up, they would reignite his hope.

This was pissing him off so much because he knew that his lack of experience was showing in this situation.

Currently, many choices stood in front of him. The first one was to stop caring about the lives of those people and simply go all out. The second choice was to do his best to save as many as possible and discard the rest. The third choice was to fight and try to save everyone at the risk of his own life.

He felt that those three choices weren’t simply a question about the current situation, but would determine his entire future.

What kind of man did he wish to become? What kind of king did he wish to be?

This was a question that had always plagued him and it seemed that he had no choice but to find the answer in this situation right here right now if he didn’t want to be led around by the nose.

Meanwhile, while Sol was hesitating about the decisions, he wasn’t the only one who was frustrated.

Zehn was also feeling extremely frustrated. Her control over the mind wasn’t a permanent skill. Not only did it work on people vastly weaker than her, but the longer she kept control the more tired she became.

Keeping control over all the people in the mansion wouldn’t have been possible if not for the drug specially prepared by Drei.

It was the same drug Neun used to slowly control the duke's heir, but simply more concentrated and in greater quantity. Such a drug by itself would only lower the inhibition of those inhaling it, but when it was used in conjunction with her power it became a deadly combo.

Initially, if everything went according to plan, they would have simply taken control of the prince, and everything would have been done.

Even in the worst case, he would be simply detained in the barrier and unable to go out.

Why is it taking Zehn so long to accomplish the mission?

Out of all of those dispatched for this mission, the one with the most important part was without a doubt Zehn. All of them were nothing more than bait used to lure the tiger out of its nest.

That was why she didn’t simply kill those useless humans under her control. It was clear that if the prince had no more reasons to stay here, he would leave and if it happened, their entire mission might fail.

It was when she was thinking so, that she suddenly felt incredibly weakened. What’s more, she could also feel that the barrier that they had created was slowly being eroded. Soon, it would be destroyed.

What is happening?

“Argh! That bitch cut a part of my soul!!”

She was brought out of her thoughts by the sudden screams. Those screams could only be described as howls full of pain and anger. Drei forgo his usual polite way of speaking and knelt down, while bleeding from his ears and vomiting blood.

“Drei!”

“Forget me! Kill them all! We must go. Now! We were tricked.”

Zehn, who belatedly realized that things were going south, was so shocked that she didn’t properly hear his order. This opening was something that wasn’t missed by someone, who had patiently waited for the occasion.

“Zehn! Move! Behind you!”

Drei did not hesitate to send two curses to save his companion.

<<Slow>> <<Confusion>>

“Huh?”

The moment Zehn saw Drei launch those spells, she immediately felt the threat of death behind her and used all her power to move a little toward the right.

Blood splashed, while one arm flew in the air

“Tch~ I missed.”

Zehn paid no attention to the new voice and slowly looked at her left arm, or rather what was left of it. As if waiting for her to remark on it, the pain finally hit her at full throttle. Gritting her teeth, she jumped backward, while leaving a trail of blood behind her, and managed to avoid another nearly deadly hit.

Sadly for her, not completely, as a blade made out of shadow cut a ghastly gash on her stomach, tearing her robe open along the way.

“Kuh!”

Vomiting blood, she used her remaining arm to cover the wound as much as possible and keep her organs in. It had been a long time since she had been so gravely wounded.

Those shadows aren’t normal.

Even though she had been taken by surprise, the body of a vampire and her constant reinforcement should have made it impossible for her to be so easily wounded.

Moreover, My healing has slowed down.

In terms of regeneration speed, vampires were second to none. Even more so for her as a daywalker.

Her arm aside, the wound on her stomach should have already begun to heal, but it showed no signs of it.

With her brows covered in sweat, Zehn observed the new intruder with wariness and shame warring on her face. A brunette woman stood before her, wearing a black, skin-tight uniform showing off her ridiculously-voluptuous body.

“Who are you!?” Even though Zehn did not recognize her, both Drei and Sol did, and gasped at the sight.

“Milia?”

Drei’s mind immediately connected the dots. Even after fighting the Crown’s Shadow, he had wondered where she could have been. It seemed that he got his answer.

She used her shadow power to meld with Sol’s?

He shivered, not in fear but rather in delight, at the thought. This was a level of control that even most magical beings born with the shadow attribute could never reach.

And not only that, This speed, this strength. She is without a doubt a Duke or near that level.

Milia, as a simple cow woman, should have not even been able to use mid-level magic. A woman whose destiny should be to simply have a simple life like most of her brethren, never to do anything of importance. A D-rank, with basically no other redeeming features aside from her erotic body.

Such a woman had reached a level that even A-rank magical beings might never reach in their whole lives.

‘Hahaha~! We were fucking right! The genesis theory was without a doubt the right way! Sister, can you see this!?’

At first, he had been somewhat disheartened because even after observing the Crown’s Shadow by using Berthold’s body, he never really managed to get confirmation, since Milia was happier playing the maid than fighting.

As for the rest of the Crown’s Shadow, while more powerful than normal, were also not particularly impressive either, aside from perhaps Ketia, whose power was unstable.

But now, all his doubts vanished.

This moment of exhilaration was so high that even the pain from his wounded soul and pride, as well as the dire situation they were currently in, seemed to be nothing more than trivialities.

Still, their situation was rather dire now. Aside from him ,who could discard the current body he was using at any time, the other three should be unable to use the <<Dimension shift>> engraved on their rings by their leader.

The cause should most likely be the <<Holy territory>>.

At this rate, even if Neun succeeded, it would be useless.

It was then,

{Drei. What happened to you?}

A cold voice sounded in his mind; more precisely, in the mind of his body back in their headquarters. This way of communication went at the speed of thought and as such, was the most-useful in situations where each moment counted.

The moment the body fighting Lilith had been destroyed, even his main body suffered from that soul-searing pain.

This, of course, didn’t escape Nihil’s attention.

{Neun contacted me. She managed to recover the item. But she mentioned being unable to activate the shift function. How is the situation on your side?}

Drei hesitated a little before answering honestly. He knew how much his leader hated being lied to.

{Bad. Really bad. The last body I have is too weak to use anything but some little curses to stall the enemy.}

{...I see. Then, I am coming.}

{No! You should send Ein or Zwei. You know very well that if you show yourself, you will be locked on by those goddesses. Who knows what could happen?}

{That does not matter.}

{Nihil? Nihil! Fuck.} Drie cursed again, before calming down his emotions. Using mortal shells always made controlling his emotions more difficult.

Thankfully, even though this conversation seemed to last a long time, in the real world, only an instant went past.

Turning toward Zehn, or rather her right arm, he was relieved that her ring was still on.

“Zehn. Be ready. You need to bail out.”

Zehn showed a surprised expression before the shame and humiliation that had been brewing after being wounded overtook her. “Drei! Are you for real!? How could I leave while swallowing this insult!?”

She couldn’t accept the fact that after everything, after all those preparations, all she succeeded in was serving as a diversion against a prince who hadn't even reached the Ducal-level.

The worst? She had nearly lost her life at the blade of some unknown assassin.

It didn’t matter that she could heal all her wounds if given enough time. It didn’t matter that it was the result of a surprise attack. She could not accept the fact that a proud daywalker like her would suffer such humiliation

“Drei, I will…”

“Zehn.” Drei only spoke one word. He was already worried about how Nihil was risking her life to act. He wouldn’t let some worthless pride make this act of Zehn’s useless.

The repressed anger in his voice was clear. The temperature in the surroundings immediately dropped by several degrees and Zehn woke up from her fury.

She understood very well that there were limits not to cross. Gritting her teeth, she lowered her head in defeat, “I understand.”

“If so, then withdraw now. I will use this body to buy some time. The boss should come soon.”

“...!” Zehn immediately paled. She understood now why Drei was so pissed.

Deciding that further comments would only make the situation worse, she immediately turned around and began to leave.

“You think I am going to let you go?” Sol, refusing to let her escape like this, rushed toward the fleeing Zehn.

He didn’t understand what was happening, but he knew that the situation was turning to their advantage. At least, now that he had Milia’s support, it shouldn’t be a problem to keep those people alive.

At the same time, this made him understand something.

He had always fancied himself as a selfish prince which, admittedly, he was in a way.

He thought that abandoning some people to protect people close to him was a sign of this selfishness which, once again, was the truth.

But he was wrong about one thing.

True selfishness wasn’t just giving up on something to keep something else. No, true selfishness was--wishing to have the best of both worlds even though you understood that it was completely and utterly unreasonable.

Some people would call it naivety, while others would call it idiocy.

But Sol understood that no one could be more selfish than someone who was naive.

Naivety was the expression of selfishness. The expression of greed. But naivety alone could only take you so far. You also needed the power to back it up.

As such, only someone who had the necessary power could obtain everything he wanted. This was the simple truth of the matter. Something simple and yet so difficult to achieve.

He could now understand Lilith’s words.

The difference between a naive fool and a hero of justice was their strength — the strength to back up their words.

Sol didn’t want to be a hero. Even now, if his life had really been threatened, he was sure that he would have stopped caring about the hostages.

But he also knew that deep down he was still extremely naive, even though less than he had been a few months ago. He still had so much to learn. So much to experience.

The path before him was still very long and he had to take one step at a time in order to become a man he could be proud of.

Thinking about all of this, Sol felt something click in him. He knew that he was now only one step away from unlocking his own zone. He just missed a little something.

But now wasn’t the time,

“Milia! We will discuss why you followed me later. For now, though, Protect them.”

“...Understood.”

<<Zone: Melancholia >>

A dreadful atmosphere filled the room as the shadow under Milia expanded and covered all the nobles in the surroundings. Malicious bloodshot eyes opened and bestial growls could be heard.

Milia’s zone was a pure offensive one in theory. If she didn’t focus, all those people surrounded and bound by her shadow would immediately be devoured like snacks.

Seeing this zone, both Drei and Zehn got the confirmation that Milia was indeed at the level of a Duke.

“I will remember you. The next time we meet — I will kill you.” Leaving those words, Zehn then grew bat-like wings and flew upward.

Who do you think you are — Team Rocket? Scoffing inwardly, Sol gathered all his mana toward his mouth and fired a pure beam of mana toward her.

Earlier, during his fight against Drei and Zehn, he had not used any large-scale attacks because of the hostages. But now, he did not need to worry anymore.

<<Dragon roar>>

A great blast of energy, even more powerful than the one he had used against Setsuna, rushed toward the flying Zehn but,

“Haha, sorry little prince, not on my watch.”

<<Bone cage>> <<Corpse explosion>>

*BOOM*

The result of the collision blasted everything in its wake, and even Zehn, who was slower because of her wounds and the holy territory barely, managed to escape, though with her back scorched.

Still, thanks to his perfect timing, Drei managed to redirect most of the damage that would have most likely brought down the defenseless Zehn.

Of course, the crumbling walls and roof were proof of how powerful this attack had been.

“You!” Sol’s anger skyrocketed as he turned toward the man who had to keep bothering him with all those spells since the start of this fight.

He was then startled to see the body slowly break down, as blood poured down from the cracks.

“Sigh, this body is seriously trash.” Drei jokingly complained.

“Even if you escape, your companion will not.” Milia, who was still binding and protecting the nobles in case anything happened, murmured from the side. She had already understood that this man was most likely a necromancer and that the body in front of them was just a fake.

Sol added, “Indeed. Now that Camelia activated the holy territory, it should mean that everything is about to end.”

Even though he didn’t know what was happening, with the roof and a part of the wall blasted open, the golden dome covering the city visible was enough explanation.

“Ah~! Hahaha~! I admit that we really got done in this operation. The prince was stronger than we thought. The witch had escaped confinement. The saint did not fall. The maids hid quite deeply and the queen was a fucking beast.” Drei continued to laugh out loud, “This was without a doubt a near-complete fiasco.”

Sol narrowed his eyes, “As I thought, your main goal was never to capture or kill me, right?”

“Heh, do you think I am the kind of stupid villain that will expose all our plans and allow you to make more preparations for the future?”

“...”

“Cat got your tongue, huh? Well, it doesn't matter.”

Then he raised his head and looked above, “At the end of the day, we are nothing more than chess pieces moving under the playful gazes of some bitches. Seven hundred years ago, while my sister and I were dying after being branded as heretics, I swore that I would destroy this world with my own hands sooner or later.”

His eyes were filled with madness as he stretched his arms wide, “Now! Let’s welcome the one that will sooner or later usher a new order! Nihil!”

At that very moment, an ominous sound resonated high in the sky.

Crack~!


Chapter 51


Ch 52: Demigod



The soldiers and knights were cheering after Lilith’s incredible displays of power.

"We–We did it!"

"Awesome! So this is the power of the Queen!?"

"Everyone! Don't relax! We still have to deal with the small fries."

"Understood!"

None of the soldiers really understood what was happening, but they understood one thing.

They had won.

Now that the most dangerous threat was removed, they were free to now finish the zombies now that they had lost the support of the necromancer, and could also deal with the rebels.

Just as they were getting more and more hyped.

Crack~!

An ominous sound resonated high in the sky. Everyone in the capital obtained a single premonition about the sudden change in the world.

–Something terrifying was going to happen.

Crack~! Crack~!

Everyone looked up at the sky at the same time.

High above, the cloudy sky distorted and what appeared was–a deep scarlet moon. The barrier that just protected them was completely covered in cracks, as if one gust of wind would be enough to shatter it.

In the back of the minds of everyone that was dumbfoundedly looking up, a string of words sounded.

<<Dimension encroachment: Fallen Paradise.>>

From the smallest bugs to the most battle-hardened soldiers, all of them fell silent in front of the overpowering might that had surpassed the limits of mortality.

For the soldiers, they had thought that after seeing Lilith’s power, nothing could scare them anymore and they were bitterly proven right.

What they felt wasn't fear–but complete and utter despair.

The notion that in front of this being, no matter what they did or no matter how hard they struggled, everything would amount to nothing more than a meaningless struggle settled so deeply in their minds that all they could do was bow down and pray to beg their goddesses for salvation.

And then, among those people, there was only one person–a person who, despite her whole body shaking in a deep instinctive fear, stood proudly on her sword and looked at the sky.

She understood this power. She had already felt such a level of power a few times in her life.

With a steely expression, Lilith murmured, "A demi-god."

The very structure of the world around the capital seemed to change. While from the outside of the capital, a large opaque dome seemed to cover it completely, as if separating the capital from the outside world.
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Deep in the basement of the church, Camelia's eyes constricted into a needlepoint.

Even though the effect of the pressure was weaker on her, she could still feel it, as if a heavy boulder was placed on her shoulder.

From what she knew, the leader of the Wings of Freedom was supposedly struck down by the concerted efforts of many powerhouses.

What's more, because of her status, she was the first in the cleansing lists of all the churches. The greatest heretic since the dawn of time.

She should be sealed in the underworld by the Necromancer King. How is it possible?

She gasped at the realization that the Wings of Freedom suddenly went from a simple terrorist organization to something extremely dangerous.

She couldn't help but clench her teeth. In the current era, kings stood at the peak of the world for the simple reason that all demi-gods were either dead like Mars, sealed like Echidna, or unable to land in the mortal world like the divine beasts.

But this completely changed the situation.

"Dear goddesses, you better send some divine help if you don't want your game to be broken."

[...You know the rules. We don’t intervene in the affairs of the mortal world.]

She scoffed at this. Sure, they didn’t intervene. They just watched everything while sitting on their own fat asses.

[...My ass isn’t fat... It’s just well-rounded.]

“Whatever, if it helps you sleep better at night, sure.” Even though she seemed to be joking around, Camelia was currently quite angry.

If Castitas had chosen to descend in Camelia’s body, even though she might die because of the overlord of divine power in her mortal body, she would have been able to terribly wound or even outright kill that woman and as such get rid of a dangerous enemy for Sol.

Thankfully, it wasn’t as if there was no way to reverse the situation. Still, she couldn’t help but ask once again.

“Why?”

This was something she didn’t understand. What was the use of this game? Why make everything so complicated? Why were goddesses and divine beasts unable to fully descend on the mortal world, even though they could do so during the Age of Gods?

[...]

Receiving no answer, she could only close her eyes while clenching her teeth in frustration.

“You guys are really manipulative bitches.”

This time the answer she received was a derisive laugh.

[And you are no different from us. I wonder how our little prince will react when he learns the truth about how you used his beloved uncle? It will be really entertaining to watch. Hahaha~!]

With this last laugh, Camelia could feel the divine presence of Castitats vanish from her mind and all she could do was let a bitter feeling swell up inside of her.

She didn’t naively believe that Sol would just smile and forgive her like he did during her last stunt. Thinking about this, she sighed before looking at the ceiling with determination.

Her hair and eyes began to shine in the darkness.
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In the sky of Lustburg, under the large crimson moon, a woman whose beauty could not be described flew peacefully.

The sole stain on her perfect body was a trail of golden blood that could be seen on her lips before she calmly wiped it off.

If one had to describe this woman, aside from her incredible beauty and her three pairs of wide crimson wings, her most-striking feature would without a doubt be her long golden hair and her sky-blue eyes.

Looking at the world from above with an impassive expression on her face, she was like an immortal goddess.

Shoosh~!

She didn’t even bother moving as a sword went through her as if it was passing through a phantom.

She clicked her tongue, “As I thought, you are also a dimension mage.”

She could already guess it from the effects and the name that sounded in her mind, but like Sol, this woman was clearly able to use the power of a dimension. In fact, from what the winged woman did, she was clearly far more skillful than Sol.

This means that she would be unable to wound her without using her Avatar. Lilith didn’t know whether she should be worried about facing such a powerful enemy, or happy because this showed how much potential Sol’s power had.

Still, she was something she couldn’t understand.

“That hair, those eyes...Are you a Blessed?”

If Lilith wasn't so confident in herself, she would have thought she was seeing wrong.

This woman was clearly a member of the Wings of Freedom. From her power, she should even be quite high-ranked. What was a Blessed doing in an organization that had a goal to support the greatest enemies of those goddesses?

The woman didn’t bother answering the question, as she finally spoke in a languid voice, “You cannot stop me.”

“What if you add me?” A gentle voice sounded as a woman literally walked in the sky toward them.

At each of her steps, a golden stair would appear under her foot before she stepped down.

Once she was close enough, she added, “Hello, Senior Dahlia. I have heard of you. You are a true legend, you know?” Camelia lightly laughed as she asked. Still, her words allowed Lilith to confirm her suspicion.

This woman was without a doubt a Blessed, and since Camelia called her Senior and she was an angel, this meant she should have been the Supreme Daughter of Industria.

Lilith had many questions. How could it be possible? Why did she still have her blessing if she had betrayed the goddesses? Why did she betray them in the first place?

But there wasn’t time to waste on questions.

The woman named Dahlia gave a disinterested glance at Camelia, “I have discarded that name long ago. Now, you may call me Nihil and– it is still not enough.”

She then moved her hand upward before slowly bringing it down.

<<Gravity…

But just as she was about to launch her spell, ten large green magical circles appeared all around her, then green vines appeared and entwined her whole body.

“Fufufu. Then, what if you add me as well?”

Another voice sounded while a green-haired, green-clad woman with butterfly wings on her back flew before stopping once she reached them.

Currently, three King-classed surrounded Nihil, but even then, she showed no change in expression.

Canceling her spell, she immediately became intangible once again and walked out of the binding. “So, the witches decided to interfere?”

“Heh~! Do not misunderstand. I couldn’t care less about what happened to this kingdom. Even if my dear friends died, that would simply be their fate. But see, you guys tricked my stupid little sister, and Mother isn’t happy about that.”

For the first time, Nihil's expression shifted a little. After all, even though she had become a demigod, compared to Ambrosia, who had reached that level a few centuries ago, she was still too weak.

This was even more so since breaking the Necromancer King’s seal had not been an easy task.

The worst was that if she stayed too long, the goddesses might stop caring about their game’s stupid rules and attack her. Still, she wasn’t particularly disheartened. They had already succeeded in their main goals and had incurred zero loss while weakening Lustburg severely.

“I guess it’s time for me to withdraw.” She was a little sad at the missed occasion.

She knew that if she dared to attack Lustburg directly once again, she would most likely be reduced to ash, or ganged upon by the divine beasts before she could do anything.

Seeing this, Lilith was about to unsheath her sword, but was stopped by Camelia’s shake of her head.

The dignity of a demi-god couldn’t be defied. Right now, if they once again attacked her, nothing would stop the fight from escalating and the best result would most likely be dying with her, as well as the destruction of Lustburg.

Understanding this, Lilith could only calm herself as she said with a cold voice, “Before you go, tell Ibuki-Douji that we had not forgotten her betrayal. Sooner or later, we will make her pay.”

“Ibuki? Ah, you mean Zwei? I see. But, who are you to order me around?”

<<Repulsion>>

Before Lilith could react, she felt a huge force crashing onto her before she was propelled away in the opposite direction of Nihil.

Giving one last look at all of them, she finally vanished after entering a red portal while leaving those words, “Soon, the chains shackling this world will be broken.”
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At the same time, on the upper side of the Tower of Babel, a blue wolf was holding a sword case in her hand, murmured the word, “Open,” and watched as a red portal appeared in front of her.

Giving one last look to another blue wolf lying unconscious in her blood, she bowed and said, “Princess, this will be the last bow I give you. The next time we meet, only one of us will walk out alive.”

Saying so, she stepped in the portal and vanished, leaving behind complete and utter devastation in the corridor of the tower.
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In a corner of the ruin in the Gorfard’s zone, a short man was hiding under the rubble of a destroyed house. Feeling the familiar power, and after making sure that everything was alright, he let out a cheer.

“Woah! The boss is as awesome as always. Anyway, it’s time to flee! Open!”
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After watching Nihil vanish while the sky, and the moon once again returned to its normal color, Camelia finally let out a breath of relief before she turned toward Lilith and berated her, “Lilith, damn it! What in–Don’t piss off the bitch who can flatten us to death–was that so hard to understand!?”

Now that she was alone with her two old companions, Camelia immediately reverted to her habits of cursing.

Lilith, who wobbled a little on her sword, wiped the blood from the corner of her lips before waving her hand. “I am fine. The attack barely hurt me. I needed to say it. What’s more, did you not feel it?”

“Feel what?”

“She was wounded,” Persephone answered from the side.

Camelia didn’t question Persephone. If the Witch of Life said someone was wounded, then it was the truth.

“Still, to think that we didn’t even manage to catch one of them. This is so infuriating!” They could only shake their heads. Their plans were nearly-perfect and they had indeed cornered the enemy. Sadly, they weren’t the ones with the biggest punch.

“Anyways, let’s go see how Sol is doing. After that, we will have to calculate the losses.”

“Indeed.” Lilith nodded at Camelia’s proposal. She also wished to see how her daughter was doing.
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Meanwhile, close to the Gorfard Mansion, Theresa, who was previously running to meet Sol, stopped in front of an unconscious, golden-haired girl wearing a red dress. She had a disgusting shadow wriggling out of her stomach, as well as from her missing arms.

“Oh~oh. I really always find interesting things when I run away from something else.”


Chapter 52


Ch 53: End Of A Long Night



The borrowed body of Drei was slowly scattering.

“Well, it seems like this is the end. It has been rather entertaining.” Murmuring, he gave one piercing look to the prince.

One of the greatest variables had been this prince. A Blessed, a dragon hybrid with a core, and a dimension attribute; he should also possess a very high Capacity.

In terms of qualifications alone, basically no one in the mortal world should be a match for him. What was more, since he had infiltrated the Crown’s Shadow, he knew very well how strong Sol was initially.

This means that all this growth happened in the few short weeks after his awakening. Even if they added some time dilations used by the witch of time, it shouldn’t be more than a few months.

Just a few months of training and he was already close to the level of a Duke?

Drei could only chuckle bitterly at the injustice of this world. In front of such a talent, his century of research seemed so frail.

Seems like the Son is even more perverted than the father.

What’s more, the Witch of Time escaping from her prison seemed to be related to the prince as well.

In the past, with the support of the witches, Lustburg, under the helm of Jupiter, was close to being the strongest country in the world. Even Echidna of Gluttony Foss had to think carefully if she wished to antagonize the Lustburg of that time.

If the prince managed to convince the witches to once again ally with Lustburg?

We need to kill him. As fast as possible.

“Hey, little prince. Think about it. We live in a society where your destiny can be determined by the color of your hair and eyes. How truly stupid.”

<<Corpse explosion>>

With those last words, his body completely scattered into chunks of blood and gore.

Looking at this, Sol stayed silent. He could already feel the aura of the women dear to him coming.

Still, why do I feel like I am forgetting someone?

Looking at the ruins of a house on fire all around him, he began to feel a cold sweat when he finally remembered who he had forgotten. “We need to go find him.”

A few moments later, with a passed-out Ares as well as the rest of the nobles next to him, Sol looked at the sky as three women came down in different ways.

Though he was surprised to see the woman who called herself as Miss P next to Camelia and Lilith, it didn’t take long for him to understand that she was most likely a witch, and probably Persephone at that.

Still, as he watched them near him, he couldn’t help but wonder about physics.

How come no matter how they fly, their robes never show what is underneath?

Not that he wished for anyone to see this spring scene, but this was really a wonder, and something worth researching later in the future.

Right now though, he just wanted to lay down and sleep. Sadly, he knew that it wouldn’t be possible.

This is going to be a long night.
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[Near Greed Dike]

Thunder and lightning rumbled as space, time, and matter were completely distorted.

There, deep in a crater, lay Kali, one arm and one eye missing. She was breathing with difficulty.

Nearby, Freya was also on the ground; everything from below her waist had been obliterated. It was a miracle she was still alive.

The only one who could stand was Medea, but it was more because she could rewind her wounds. Still, if the fight had lasted any longer, she would be so unharmed.

Contrary to what people might think, the fights between the four directions weren’t pleasant in any way, and in fact would be quite deadly to anyone else.

Of course, the reason they could fight like this was thanks to Medea and Persephone.

“You really did a number on each other.” All of them turned their heads toward the sound of the voice, and immediately paled once they discovered who had uttered those words.

“Mother.”

Contrary to most witches, whose appearance could vary between pre-teen and teen, the woman in front of them was a tall and more-mature beauty, seemingly in her late twenties. She was wearing a short, white robe that showed her beautiful long and fair legs, as well as her substantial cleavage.

Under a large white hat, her long black hair swayed in the wind, giving her an air of even more ephemeral beauty.

Her beauty aside, her most striking feature was the insignia of a snake eating its own tail on the back of both hands.

The woman, Ambrosia, slowly advanced toward Medea and gently cupped her face in her hand, “It has been a while, dear daughter. How have you been?”

Medea was about to answer when she was interrupted by Freya, “Hello, I am dying over here! Couldn’t you like, you know, do your thing later, when I am not laying here with half of my body gone?”

It was surprising how she could talk and joke like that, but she wasn’t worried.

“Indeed, I should heal you. As for you?” Saying so, she turned toward Kali who turned her remaining eye away. Watching her daughter act like this, Ambrosia made no comment.

“Well, let’s do this.” Holding her hands in front of her, the snake tattoos began to shine, before a large black book appeared, floating above her hands.

<<Avatar: Record of Akasha>>

The book slowly opened before the pages, flipped one after another. On each page was the picture of a girl.

Finally, the pages settled on the picture of a black-clothed, white-haired girl. The perfect opposite of Ambrosia, and none other than Medea herself.

<<Record of Akasha: Avatar Chronos.>>

This was the power of the Thousand Spells Witch. It was a cheat-like power that gave her the ability to record and use the power of absolutely every witch in the world.

A large magic circle opened and covered all the devastated areas in the surrounding few kilometers. Then slowly, time began to shift backward.

“Well then, repairing all the damage you caused and healing you will take time. Medea, why don’t you tell me everything that happened while I was absent? Especially by telling me who gave you the resolve to escape your golden prison.”

“But…”

“Do not worry. Your prince is alright. Now, tell the story. I am really curious as to why you went after the descendant when it had ended so badly with the ancestor.”

Medea cringed at the way this sentence was phrased.

The night promised to be very long and awkward.
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The news of the events that had befallen Lustburg swiftly spread to the closest kingdoms. Even though the exact details were not known, many had witnessed Lilith’s show of might, and the large-scale usage of the holy territory, followed by its being broken by another angel with scarlet wings.

All those pieces of information kept circulating until they reached the highest levels.
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[Wratharis Republic; throne room.]

“Damn you! Camelia!”

In the throne room of Wratharis, a heavy atmosphere weighed down on all those present, as they knelt down in dogeza, their foreheads against the ground. Lightning could be seen flickering all around, threatening to zap to death anyone who even approached it.

Even though their faces were covered in sweat, no one even dared to move to wipe it off. They knew that with the current news, it wouldn’t be surprising if the king decided to take the head of everyone currently present.

It hadn’t been long since he had managed to convince the council, and the preparations for war were already underway.

But now, no matter what happened, their king had been completely humiliated. After all, the entire premise of this war rested on the fact that Camelia Castitas was incapacitated. But now...

Just thinking about the shame or the extent of his current wrath was enough to make them lower their heads even more. They even wished they could completely bury their heads in the ground.

“Who was the fool who told me that that bitch was now powerless!?”

None of them dared to step forward.

“I said… Who!?” The heaviness in the air became almost physical as the ground itself began to crack and splinter. The roar was so loud, that some of the servants had their eardrums burst, blood flowing from their ears. Despite this, neither the servants nor the officials kneeling in front of the king complained.

Finally, one of them, a samurai, raised his head and advanced toward the king while still kneeling before lowering his head once again.

“I am sorry, Your Majesty! This whole situation is my fault!”

“I see. Then, how will you repent?” At this question, the samurai once again raised the upper part of his body and said with a quivering voice.

“I beseech you, Your Majesty, bestow death on me. But on account of all the service I have accomplished, spare my family!!”

“Oh? Are you giving me orders?”

“I wouldn’t dare.”

“I see. Then do not worry. I am a man of integrity. Your family will be safe.”

“I sincerely thank you for your benevolence.” Once he said so, he stretched his right hand and received a long katana from the hand of a servant before placing the edge of the blade against the left side of his neck.

Closing his eyes, he took a deep breath, then using his other left hand, he hit the blade with all his strength. Blood spurted as his head fell, followed by his lifeless body.

All the retainers shivered, but none moved. They were already used to such scenes.

Looking expressionlessly at the blood staining the ground, Lupus finally spoke, “The war will continue. I refuse to be even more shamed by stopping it. I will make that woman understand that in the face of absolute power, all tricks are useless.”

Saying so, he stood from his throne and waved the sleeve of his kimono. “You are dismissed. And someone! Come take this corpse away and clean this filthy blood.”

Leaving with a dark face, his fur bristling with sparks of lightning, he looked like a beast ready to shred everything to pieces.
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[Wratharis; Temple]

“Kukuku! Hahaha! I knew it. That cunning woman would never weaken herself so obviously. Ha~! I wish I could see the faces that stupid bastard and those guys from the council must be making.”

While the atmosphere in the castle was dark and oppressive, in the depths of the temple of Patientia, the atmosphere was the complete opposite.

Sitting with her legs crossed on the Tatami, Kiku Patientia was happily chugging down the alcohol in the bottle she held, as if it were water.

Even though she was worried about the actions of the Wings of Freedom, it wasn’t as if it was their first time to attack a kingdom. What’s more, from the information she received, they had been perfectly repelled.

“Puwa~! Sake feels better when you are in a good mood. Don’t you think so as well, Shuten?” Saying so she looked at the small girl wearing so few clothes she might as well be naked; the only thing covering her was a large kimono.

“Umu. Your Sake is really the best. Even the monkey wine of the Stone Monkey clan barely compares. Kakaka~!”

Narrowing her eyes at the nonchalance the small Oni was showing, Kiku decided to stop beating around the bush. “Tell me, why did you come? I thought that you were on that pup's side?”

“Kiku, dear Kiku, this is why despite all your power, your clan is in a steady decline. You are too straightforward. On his side? Please — in this world, there are neither eternal enemies nor allies. One must always fight for their own best interests.”

“So? You understand me well, right? All those machinations are indeed not my thing, and I thought you were like me… Seems like I was wrong. If you came here to mock me, then please get out — you are making my drink go bad.”

Even though those words quite hurt her, Shuten showed no sign.

In the past, about two hundred years ago, the Oni clan's position in Envilya was extremely bad. After all, their leader, Ibuki-Douji, had spearheaded a large-scale rebellion against the Demon Queen who reigned back then, and failed miserably. Obviously, trying to fight the Blessed of their own race had not been the smartest move. But no one could stop Ibuki and her warlike nature. No one outside of the Queen of course.

Because of this, the young Shuten had to pick up her mother’s slack, and become the leader of the Oni while they fled toward their neighbor, Wratharis.

She could never forget that, back then, if not for Kiku, who had only a Holy Daughter pleading for them, they would have never been allowed to settle down in Wratharis.

Even when she fought the Tortoise clan leader to take his place as one of the four great leaders of Wratharis, this would have been impossible for outsiders like them without the support of Kiku. It wouldn’t be a mistake to say that everything she had now was thanks to the fuming woman in front of her.

Sadly, when she took the mantle of the leader of the Oni clan back then, she swore that she would protect the clan with all her might.

No matter how dirty she had to become, no matter how many obstacles she had to overcome. Even if she had to lose all her honor.

“Kiku, listen to me.”

Still, if she could help her friend and protect her clan at the same time, wouldn’t it be better? Thinking so, a slight smile formed on her face. It seemed that it was time to repay all the kindness she received.
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[Greed Dike; Council room]

“This is unacceptable!” One short stout man hit the armchair while screaming, his face flushed and his breath hurried.

“Exactly! How could they fight like this on our borders?”

“They must pay!”

“We need to ask for a settlement!”

Sitting on the highest and most majestic chair in the room, a bearded middle-aged man with golden hair and blue eyes looked at all those councilmen, shouting like immature children.

Tired of their whining, he asked, “What settlement do you even want? All the damages have vanished.”

At this, the councilmen fell silent.

The fight between the three witches had been of epic proportions.

Even though Greed Dike was extremely large, the capital wasn’t that far from the border between them and Lustburg. After all, the other border they shared was with Gluttony Foss, they had no choice but to push their capital as far away as possible from that Kingdom.

Because of this, they’d had front row seats to the shockwave of the fights. Even the King, in all his life, had never felt so terrified.

He had thought that by reaching the King-level thanks to his blessing, he was standing at the top, but he was once again reminded how small he was, both literally and figuratively. What was even more frightening was how all the destruction they had wreaked vanished in the span of a night.

It was only later, after receiving a report about the situation in Lustburg, that he understood what was happening.

Now, despite this clear display of might, those dimwits wanted to extort money from Lustburg? For damages that didn’t exist anymore? Did they take him for an idiot? How could he not see what was their true goal?

Sighing at how he was surrounded by backstabbing, greedy cunts, he continued,

“Lustburg has always been one of our best clients, and we can’t mess around with them. Still, we should show them some dissatisfaction. As such, we will only slightly increase the price of refined dwarf steel, while we will lower the price for Wratharis. Opinions?”

The councilmen looked at each other before nodding. In the first place, they all understood that they had to take measures to not lose the hearts of the citizens and show that they weren’t pushovers.

At the same time, none of them wanted to be responsible for a decision that could worsen the relationship between the kingdoms.

This was why they had been spouting all this bullshit. Now though, “Hahaha! Your majesty is a wise man! I can only bow to your decisions.”

“Of course. King Eridina is the mightiest. I will respect your decision.”

“Same for me.”

“I cannot express my awe!”

A river of sickening, sugar-coated words flowed towards him now that he had taken all responsibility, but all he could do was smile and accept it.

I need to contact Theresa. Those Wings of Freedom are dangerous. Even though that woman is even more dangerous, at least she wouldn’t stab me in the back. She would just stab me from the front with a sweet smile.

He could only chuckle bitterly at his situation. Even though he was king, he hated this country, where love and friendship were nothing more than fantasy.

This was the country of Greed. A country where a child killing his parents for money, or parents selling their children for money, was nothing new or eye-catching.


Chapter 53


Ch 54: Damaged Trust



Standing in a medical ward, Sol was facing a transparent wall. On the other side, two young girls could be seen lying down on beds. Their bodies were entirely wrapped in bandages, but their breathing was calm and steady.

"Your Highness, it has been a long while since you rested properly. Please, take more care of yourself. It wouldn't do if you collapsed because of overworking.

"As for Princess Lilin and Setsuna, you shouldn't worry too much. Miss Persephone clearly said that healing them now would waste all the pain they have gone through."

Sol nodded absent-mindedly. Even though he was quite stressed because of all the sudden responsibilities thrown at him, regularly watching them like this helped him calm down a little.

Though I would have been happier if they were awake.

From what Persephone was saying, after their fight, both Lilin and Setsuna were currently realizing deeper concepts and once they woke up, they would become much stronger.

If she healed them though, that process would immediately halt and they would have lost a precious opportunity. That’s why she could only give rudimentary care and ensure that they at least wouldn't die until they woke up.

Pinching his brows, he said wearily, "I know they will be alright. But I can't help but worry, and I admit that having to deal with all the aftermath isn't helping."

Theory was nice and all, but having to deal with all the problems of the kingdom suddenly wasn’t easy.

Milia gave a wry smile and stepped aside.

Moving his stiff shoulders, Sol looked at his right side, where Nuwa was standing while munching on a cake. "I have heard that your wounds were far more dangerous than Lilin's. How come you are still standing?"

Nuwa looked at him blankly before answering matter-of-factly, "I have a stronger body."

Sol stared at her speechlessly. Since this logic was absolute, he could only pinch his brow tighter at the unexpected source of stress. Waving his head, he decided to spare himself a greater headache. "Forget it. Anyway, I must go to work — again. Guard them and don't let anyone in aside from me, or the others come close."

He couldn't understand why he could train non-stop for weeks, but just a few days of dealing with all those documents left his brain in mush.

As for having Nuwa guard those two, since he now knew that Drei was able to steal bodies and use them, there was no way he would let anyone come close to his girls while they were unable to defend themselves.

"Roger."

Ignoring the girl, who was stuffing herself like a squirrel, Sol began to walk away. Just as he was about to leave, he stopped to ask Milia one question without turning to face her.

"How is my aunt?"

Milia grimaced, "She...she hadn't left her room since we discovered what was stolen. Thankfully she hadn't shown any signs of self-harm."

"...I see."

Sol could never forget the expression on Lilith’s face when she learned about it. It was as if she had lost her soul, and was on the verge of having a mental breakdown. If Persephone hadn't stopped her, she would have most likely rushed to find the Wings of Freedom, even though she didn't know where they were.

He had recently come to understand that she wasn't as tough as she looked and was really very weak and unstable. Still, he had to admit that he had been left incredibly shaken by how fast it happened.

"Your Highness…" Even though Milia couldn't see his face, she could feel how worried and sad he currently was. She wished for nothing more than to cuddle him and tell him that he shouldn't worry.

That everything would be alright.

That he could just stay as the kind and carefree prince he had always been.

But she knew she couldn't do so. She understood that this wasn't what Sol wished for.

Out of everyone, she was perhaps the only one who wasn't particularly surprised by Lilith's current actions. After all, she perfectly understood that if she ever lost Sol, she would be much worse.

Using logic in such situations was nothing more than a waste of time. What's more, she knew that she wasn't in the right state of mind either.

Learning that Berthold had most likely died long ago, and that the one they had been dealing with was an enemy, had left her incredibly shaken. Not only did she have to mourn her friend, but she also had to rework the entire security system of Lustburg from the ground up to avoid a repeat.

And if it wasn't enough, the Queen Regent was currently having a mental breakdown and refused to leave her room, while the relationship between Sol and Camelia seemed to be a little tense.

It was as if bad news was coming, one after another.

"Do not worry. I need far more than that to get me down,” Sol grinned as he said, “I just have to face her properly once I am done. Since Persephone is with her, I do not have to worry about Lilith harming herself."

No matter what, I have to face her today.
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[Tower of Babel, Round Table room.]

It had been six days since the night when so many events had happened at the same time. The kingdom was still dealing with the aftermath of that day. Even though the civilian casualties had been minimal, this wasn't the case for the soldiers, as well as the nobles.

Because of this, a shortage in both administration and the army could be observed.

Thankfully, only the soldiers in the capital and the personal soldiers of the nobles were affected. The soldiers guarding the front had been spared, since they hadn't been called back to the capital.

Currently, in the room, four people sat in silence.

Arachne, Duchess Milaris.

Hermes, Duke Travers.

Tyr, Duke Highland.

Camelia Castitas, the Supreme Daughter.

The mood in the room could be said to be quite oppressive, despite the silence. The main reason behind this situation was the glare full of malice that Duke Highland was throwing at Camelia. If looks alone could kill, then she would have already been shredded to pieces long ago.

The only reason he didn't speak was that he understood that he might lose control and act in an uncouth way in front of his peers.

Even though the other two were also silent, the look of wariness Hermes threw at Camelia from time to time spoke of his feelings.

Arachne, on the other hand, showed no expression. She had already known what kind of woman Camelia was since long ago and how scary she could be.

Despite all this, Camelia showed no change in her expression. She would look at the door from time to time, and only then would a flicker of worry flash in her eyes.

This changed into joy the moment the door opened, and Sol entered, with Milia behind him, She stood up with the Dukes and Duchess.

But that joy was soon extinguished when Sol did not even look toward her. Striding in the room with measured steps, Sol reached the main chair and finally sat down.

Resting his head on the palm of his hand, he spoke calmly, "You can all be seated."

Once everyone did as told, Sol continued with a wry smile, "I already said that there was no need for such formality. I am still not the king yet."

It has only been a few days, but he was already tired of this.

Tyr Highland, who until now had been the epitome of wrath, smiled a little as he said,

"I beg your forgiveness, Your Highness, but I cannot comply. Rules and regulations are what make a kingdom strong. A lax attitude will give birth to lax results."

Even though he was speaking like that, Tyr had to admit that the prince had really won his respect in these few days. Talk was easy, but actions always spoke louder than words.

"Yeah~yeah~yeah. I understand. Enough with your nagging. My headache is getting worse." The previously tense atmosphere became smoothed thanks to this banter.

Even though six days seemed such a small amount, many things could happen in this period.

Since Lilith was unable to, or rather, refused to participate, Sol was handed the responsibility a bit earlier than anticipated.

Saying that he was ready would have been a lie, but thankfully he had been raised for this role for as long as he could remember, and the Dukes had been more than helpful.

"Now, I know everyone is really busy, so how about we begin?"

The warm atmosphere immediately cooled down.

Standing behind Sol, Milia handed him a stack of papers then made the table turn and shared the document with everyone.

Once this was done, everyone read the information for a while before Sol finally began. "As you can see, It took a while to clear the rubble of the Gorfard's mansion, but we now understand that there was an unidentified portal there linked to the Tower of Babel. This portal was used by one of the members of Wings of Freedom."

Even though Lilith had ordered emergency measures, she could have never imagined that there was one unknown portal.

"It seems like the Gorfard family was ready for betrayal for a long time."

"Indeed."

Even though Medea could observe the whole tower, she wasn't an omniscient god. What's more, she only really began to care about the Tower in his father's generation.

This means that this portal was created during the time of the Puppet King or even before.

"We do not know how the Wings of Freedom knew of the existence of this portal, but from the information we obtained after torturing the butler, the blue wolf who served as a slave for Leonard is most likely the woman known as Neun."

This was another surprising piece of news: Leonard Gorfard was dead.

Though all Sol could remember about that guy was how he slapped him silly.

Hermes muttered, "Now that the main line is dead, the Gorfard family might as well be finished. Though there are some children from Loki’s concubines."

With the Duke as a traitor, the harshest punishment would normally be the extermination of the entire family.

"What's more… The Gorfard Family isn't the only problem."

At this sentence, Tyr gritted his teeth but didn't comment. Then his, and all the eyes settled on Sol.

Even though they understood that he was still new at this, life didn't leave you the time to go slowly. They really wondered what choices he would make.

Sol, of course, knew why everyone had fallen silent. The feeling of knowing that his words could decide the life and death of so many people was both exhilarating and frightening. He could understand why so many rulers lost themselves in this power.

"If I have to be honest, I feel reticent about simply exterminating the entire Gorfard family, and even more about punishing the Highland family."

Sol could only chuckle bitterly. He was still too soft.

"But, be as it may. I understand that letting this situation fester without giving the appropriate punishment would set a bad precedent."

His eyes flashed with a cold gaze and his aura immediately filled the room.

This was the simple truth.

Even though they had repelled the intruder and the deaths were kept to a minimum, death was still death and a life could only be paid with another life.

That’s why, “First thing first. Henceforth, the Gorfard family will be stripped of its Ducal rank and demoted to the rank Baron in the border. The children with enough talents will be conscripted to the army to help during the war.”

The baron rank was the lowest-inheritable noble title. The fall from Duke's house to Baron's house was so great that he wouldn’t be surprised if some of them simply decided to kill themselves.

Sadly, this was the greatest mercy he could bestow them.

"The bodies of Loki and Leonard Gorfard are to be hanged in front of everyone and left to rot. After some time, they will be destroyed."

Sol knew that for nobles, the way they were treated after death was a very important matter. Such a humiliating way to treat their bodies would send a message to the other nobles.

But this wasn't enough.

"All the ringleaders still alive will be publicly executed after their crimes are read to the public."

This was the most important matter in this situation. The execution couldn't be avoided, and Sol didn't wish to avoid it either.

If their betrayal had succeeded, they would not pity him.

Even though they couldn't kill him, there were many destinies worse than death. What happened with his grandfather was just the lightest example.

"As for Gerald Highland… He should have normally been executed for high treason towards the crown, but…"

There Sol gritted his teeth and looked at Camelia with mixed feelings.

"Because of his deal with the Supreme Daughter and the help he brought by bringing all the traitors to one place, he will only be stripped of his noble titles and his rank as General."

Taking a deep breath, he continued, "He will then be exiled to the front line on the border of Wratharis and will be forbidden to ever take a step in the Capital again."

Tyr closed his eyes at this.

"But, after his death, his body can be buried in the Highlands holdings, and his name will be written on the hero monument."

Hearing this, Tyr was shocked for a while, then stood up and bowed, his eyes filled with emotions. "I thank Your Highness for your infinite grace."

Sol simply shook his head, "Please raise your head."

His own feelings about Gerald were quite mixed. He knew that Gerald did betray them initially, though Camelia managed to convince him otherwise by promising to help heal his granddaughter.

After learning all that, Sol had been lost in a daze for a few moments. Not only by the betrayal of Gerald, but also by the fact that Camelia had hidden the truth from him. The latter act had really hurt his feelings. Because of this, his current relationship with Camelia was quite awkward.

Once Tyr sat once again, still shaken with emotions, Sol knocked on the table. "Now that this is decided. We must speak about the most important matter."

Sweeping the room with his eyes, he finally stopped at Camelia.

"The final objective of the Wings of Freedom was nothing else than the Holy Sword of Luxuria."

Keeping his eyes on Camelia, he continued, "Just as only the Supreme Daughter can use the Holy Territory, only the king can use the sword. In the hands of anyone else, it's just a piece of useless junk."

"Then here is the question. Why would the Wings create such an operation, only to steal a sword that should be useless to them?"

In this world, seven divine weapons existed and each of those weapons were bestowed to the seven blessed. In a way, this weapon was a shortcut that could greatly boost the power of the one wielding it. But, only a blessed person could use it, and his blessing needed to correspond to the sin of the weapons. As such, in this world, the only one who could use the holy sword of Lustburg was Sol.

Then why would the Wings steal this weapon?

Sol of course had few ideas. For one, it was possible that they just wanted to weaken the power of Lustburg. Though this was a rather weak possibility.

The second possibility then, was that they could use the sword one way or another;

perhaps as a key?

This was the most-realistic possibility.

If he was right, then this would mean that not only the sword of Lustburg, but even the other godly weapons would be targeted.

Sol shared his thoughts with the other Dukes, who nodded.

“Your Highness is wise, but what could they possibly do?” Hermes asked as he looked at Camelia, “Supreme Daughter Camelia, do you have an idea? Is it perhaps related to the Goddess of Chaos?”

Camelia was a Blessed and, unlike Sol, she was officially the Supreme Daughter. The level of information she had access to should be way higher.

Sol, meanwhile, fell silent as he looked at Camelia, waiting for her to answer.

“You are mistaken. Even though the seven weapons are indeed related to the goddesses, the seal can’t be related to them.”

Camelia chuckled bitterly, “If that was the case, it would be equal to saying that the seven sins are superior to the seven virtues. There’s no way those arrogant bit*Ahem* I mean there’s no way the goddesses would let their honor be tarnished in such a way.”

She was about to call them bitches, right? Everyone thought at the same time.

Camelia ignored the weird gazes and continued, “I think that getting all the godly weapons could indeed be one of the steps for the final goal of the Wings, but we shouldn’t be in a hurry to decide their final goal. For all we know, getting one weapon is already enough.”

Sol nodded, “Indeed, everything is possible. What we must keep in mind is that:

One, the Wings of Freedom wish to unseal the Mother Goddess of Chaos.

Two, getting the other weapons may or may not be part of this endeavor.

Three, getting all the other weapons or at least some more might or might not be necessary. In conclusion...we know absolutely nothing.”

Everyone chuckled bitterly.

“Thankfully, all hope isn’t lost. Thanks to my Aunt Theresa, we did manage to capture that vampire. Though it seems that she is still sleeping.”

Camelia nodded, “This is indeed the case. I do not know what kind of shadow is eating at her, but it’s so powerful that even Persephone had a hard time getting rid of it. If we had not saved her so quickly, even as a vampire, she would have died.”

While saying so she shot a look at Milia. It was surprising that someone at Ducal-level had such power. She didn’t know much about the creation and the members of the Crown’s Shadow, since Mars had been pretty tight-lipped about them, but still, she knew that this power wasn’t normal.

It was simply too sinister and was very close to the power that should only belong to Gula: Devouring.

How did she get such power? In the first place, how the hell is a cow-woman so strong?

“Well, right now, she is being held in Medea’s world. Once she wakes up, we should be able to get more answers.”

Sol didn’t for one instant believe they wouldn’t be able to get an answer. With both his power or Camelia’s, getting answers was basically the easiest thing possible.

The others nodded, still bewildered at how Sol managed to convince a witch that should have been hostile to them, to help Lustburg. They were even more surprised when they learned that she was his lover.

They might not have known the truth about the creation of Lustburg, but they knew that it was too fishy.

Learning the truth about it from Sol had been an eye-opener about how shameless some people could be. Even Tyr, who had always respected the first king, had been quite disillusioned.

“Well then, I think we discussed all the important points about this situation. Now, we should discuss how we will reward those who made important achievements, such as Milia behind me, or Athena Highland and the different Dukes. We will also discuss the settlement necessary for the families of the deceased soldiers.”
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A few hours later, while the sun hung high in the sky at noon, the discussion finally ended.

“Well, this is it for now. Thank you, everyone.”

Sol stifled a yawn. The others didn’t show any signs of being tired. Obviously, they were used to such long and dry situations.

“Well then, Your Highness, I will take my leave and inform my granddaughter about her reward.”

“Do so. Also, tell Ares that I apologize for the rough way I treated him a few days ago. I would be happy to share the cup we weren’t able to drink together.”

“It shall be done.” A wide smile formed on Tyr’s face as he answered. Even though the situation was quite dire, the Highland family had ended up quite well-off.

Though his mood dampened as he thought about his brother, and how Ares was completely depressed currently.

On the side, Hermes added, “Your Highness, Lady Theresa asked me to remind you that she had something to give to you. Something very important and, as such, she would like to visit the Tower at any moment.”

“This is no problem.”

Arachne simply nodded as she stood up. She had nothing to add to this discussion.

“If this is all, then this session is dismissed. Thank you, everyone.”

Sol closed his eyes as he dismissed them. He felt so tired that he just wanted to sleep now, but it wasn’t time yet.

He could feel dainty fingers massage his temples and he let out a sigh of delight.

Opening his eyes, he looked at the sole person still present, aside from him and Milia.

“Camelia…”

Camelia fidgeted a little on her seat before answering the unspoken question.

“Could we talk alone, please?”

Sol hesitated before nodding, “Milia please, could you use this occasion to contact the jail? I will go visit him after this.”

“Understood.” Milia gave a courtesy and left the room.

Now alone, Camelia gave a complicated look to Sol, “You haven't said anything to me since that day.”

Camelia had never felt so stressed in her life. She thought she would have been ready for every reaction Sol could have. She was ready for him to scream or complain about what she had done. She even already had all the arguments to explain why she didn’t warn him.

But contrary to what she thought, Sol neither threw a tantrum nor ignored her. He simply never asked about her reasons.

And that, more than anything, scared her.

You didn’t have to worry when someone got angry at you. It is when this person stopped getting angry that you should be worried. After all, anger meant that the person still cared.

Sol could only shake his head, “And what should I have done? Berate you for your choice? Scream at you? What purpose would it have served? After all, the way you handled it got the best results possible. Isn’t it all that matters?”

“Sol…”

“Stop it. I do not need any excuses, nor apologies. What is done is done. Even though I admit that I have some secrets I have never divulged, I would have not hesitated to do so if it could spare you any form of pain. But I guess this must be my childishness talking.”

“...”

“I may hide a secret, but I have never lied to you. I have always been as forthright as possible and have always trusted you more than anyone. But you broke my trust, not once, but twice. Tell me then, how could I believe you ever again?”

“...I did it for--”

“You did it for me. Haha.” A bleak laugh escaped Sol, “I know you did it for me. I do not doubt your love nor loyalty to me. I believe that you would die happily for me, but — I do not trust you anymore. You used Gerald for my sake. Then next time, what stops you from using Lilin, or Setsuna, or Milia? Did you know, they say that the way to hell is paved with good intentions.”

Camelia could only close her mouth and lower her head.

At this, he stood up. “Currently, I have other things to deal with. For example, a man I saw as a father is about to be exiled under my own orders. Lilith is close to killing herself. I do not have time to deal with this melodrama right now.”

Walking toward Camelia, he crouched and put her forehead against his own, “I am really thankful for all the love you have for me. Every day, I thank the goddesses for letting me be with people as incredible as you. But… I think it’s time we reassess our relationship if we really hope to stay together long-term. Think about it on your side. Okay?”

Not waiting for Camelia's answer, he stood up and left.

He could understand why she did everything she had. But understanding that wouldn’t take aways all the pain and anguish he went through.

After the door closed behind Sol, Camelia, now alone, could only let out a bitter smile. “You have really grown up, Sol. It seems that I was too blind to see that.”

She still did not regret using Gerald. After all, the man did betray Sol at first, and if she hadn’t been able to give an alternative he would have never sided with her.

After all, her power couldn’t instantly control people at the Ducal-level.

That was why she did not regret using him. But she did regret not informing Sol beforehand.

It seemed that even though she loved him so much, she still saw him as a kid she had to take care of. The result of all this was the loss of trust between her and Sol. She knew more than anyone else how hard it was to get back trust once it was lost.

If the Sol of before blindly believed in her, she knew that from now on, he would doubt everything she said.

In a way, this was a good thing. This showed his growth and his maturity. She just didn’t really like the price she had to pay for this growth.
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In the hallway of the Tower, Sol was walking with a steady gait, his visage betraying no emotion.

On his way, all the servants bowed in respect before continuing their work.

Since the conference room was on one of the lower floors, there was a larger stream of people, as not only servants but also government members and workers went around preparing for their activities

Lustburg was a powerful kingdom with a solid foundation, and even though they had lost many people, it wouldn’t just crumble like that.

Walking behind him, like his shadow, was the silent Milia.

“Now that I think about it, what about Clara? Wasn’t she supposed to become my assistant?”

Clara, the elf and Lilin’s friend, was also involved in this whole situation.

She had been kept in the tower initially and as such had fought alongside Setsuna against the one named Neun.

Thankfully, even though her wounds were no laughing matter, she wasn’t in a situation of ‘enlightenment’ like Setsuna and Lilin, and as such was able to receive proper medical care.

This situation was still problematic though since, in a way, Clara was like a diplomatic envoy.

In the first place, their relationship with Southern Pride wasn’t the best. After all, even though the elves lost the control they had on the humans so long ago during Jupiter’s era, they were a long-lived race, with long-lived grudges and stupidly high pride.

Thankfully, Clara didn’t ask much and only wanted to serve him. From what she said, serving a dragon, even a hybrid one, was the highest honor for an elf. This made Sol understand why the elven maids were the most enthusiastic during their encounter.

I definitely have to visit the elves...for research purposes, of course.

Milia answered calmly, “After we ensured that she wasn’t a danger, she should have joined you but after what happened, I dispatched her to help the patrol. It wouldn’t be too late to take her in after you form your first and second contract.”

“Hum, perfect. I guess I will take time to get to know her more deeply before putting her by my side.”

“Understood.”

Silence settled between them as they continued to walk before stopping in front of an elevator. This was just a simple platform with no fancy decoration, but it was rather useful.

“...Your Highness?”

“Hum?”

“...No...It is nothing.” She wanted to ask if he was alright, but that would be the most-stupid question ever. After all, the answer was clear.

Still, Sol didn’t let it pass, “I guess my expression wasn’t particularly bright, right?”

He understood clearly that a relationship shouldn’t be used for this kind of unspoken moment. People had a hard enough time understanding each other's words, not to mention something as abstract as ‘unspoken words.’

It was because he believed in such a thing that he got so easily led on by Camelia.

Since he now had first-hand experience about how notions such as ‘I understand him/her the best’ were generally wrong and a sign of arrogance, he wanted to avoid such a situation.

Milia hesitated before nodding, “I am sorry if I am overstepping my bounds, but did something happen between you two?”

Sol chuckled, “Let’s just say that we need to remake the base of our relationship.”

In many romcoms or Josei that Sol had read in his past life, the male and female leads would always become tense because of some stupid misunderstanding, then at a later date, they would make up as if some magic happened without really trying to dig the root of the problem.

Sol didn’t want to follow in those footsteps. What was necessary now wasn’t to just kiss and make up again, but rather to truly try to understand each other better to create a more solid relationship that could stand tall against all hardship.

He didn’t wish to see the day when one word of the enemy would be able to shake his confidence in those he loved.

“Well, forget this. The two of us also have some problems to take care of, but right now I need to take a weight off of my chest.”

Milia could only give an awkward smile at this and continued to stand behind Sol as the elevator brought them to the lower floor.

Once they finally reached their destination and left the elevator, what stood in front of them was nothing more than a wall. A large wall with a gate drawn on it. Sol smiled at the two women who stood on either side of it. At first glance, it seemed as if there was nothing to protect or guard, but,

“Open the gate.”

“Yes, Your Highness.” The two women clad in black armor nodded before pouring their mana on two stone keys. Then the gate drawn on the wall began to glow as a blue swirl formed at the center.

Haha, I feel like I am on Stargate.

His smile slipped when he thought about why he was here and what he would find behind this gate.

“Milia, stay here.” Milia, who had been somewhat tense as they approached, nodded stiffly and nearly let out a sigh of relief.

“Understood.”

Giving her an encouraging smile, Sol stepped past in the blue swirl and vanished.
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Sol’s destination was the special jail created by Neptune, Mars' father, to detain powerful prisoners who were too hard to kill. Generally, they were people of other races who had a far longer lifespan than humans, or simply powerful humans who committed too many grave crimes.

To avoid danger in case of escape, the jail itself was in another part of Lustburg that did not appear on the map but was connected to the capital through the gate.

One might ask, why then did the Wings not use the occasion to free those prisoners? Surely it could have caused even more chaos.

The answer to this question was pretty simple: there were no prisoners to free anymore.

After all, Lilith had killed all of them after she took power as the Queen Regent. No matter how powerful they were, in front of Lilith, they had been extremely weak. After all, her sword was specially geared toward cutting everything.

The reason for this, “Why keep prisoners alive when they were nothing more than a waste of food, space, and were a hidden cancer ready to erupt at any moment?”

Because of this reason, many people saw her as a bloodthirsty maniac.

But now, after searching through old documents during his six days as a ruler, Sol knew another version of this truth.

One that was hidden by this massacre to not show the ugliness of the royal family.
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When he appeared on the other side of the gate, what greeted him wasn’t a cold and damp dungeon like he had thought, but rather a facility worthy of the best sci-fi film.

In this facility, the room was filled with ten cells, each with a transparent door. At one glance it really seemed like a super-prison of sorts, but the reality was that this place was the secret laboratory used by Neptune for his experiment on living beings.

All the bullshit about keeping prisoners was just to easily experiment on strong people without arousing any suspicion.

Project Genesis was nothing more than one of the many experiments he had conducted.

This was also why Milia had been so stiff earlier and one of the reasons why Sol didn’t want her to follow him. No matter how strong one was, a trauma was still a trauma and he didn’t wish to make her relive her darkest memories.

But what were they trying to accomplish here?

The only one who could answer him was Lilith. Sol also had a hunch that whatever secret Lilith had was tied to this place.

Shaking his head, he began to walk quietly in the deserted facility until he stood in front of one particular cell. There, on the other side of the wall, an old man with a missing arm sat peacefully.

Feeling a presence, the old man opened his eyes, and gave a bitter smile, “I thought you would never visit me, Your Highness.”

The old man was none other than Gerald.


Chapter 54


Ch 55: Ugly Truth



Looking at the young man standing in front of him, Gerald couldn’t help but feel his vision blur a little.

How long has it been?

From Neptune to Mars, and now Sol. He was already looking at the third-generation King of Lustburg.

Time went by so fast.

“I thought you would never visit me, Your Highness.” His tone and gaze were full of emotions as he slowly spoke.

After all, this was the truth. The relationship between the two of them had been irredeemably broken. Nothing could change that.

Sol, on the other hand, also had mixed feelings. In this world, Gerald had been one of the greatest mental supports he could ever have. Their relationship had long gone past the level of a retainer and its lord and was more akin to that of family.

Still, such a relationship was beyond repair now.

“Your punishment has been decided.”

“I see.”

“You will be exiled to the battlefield and will be forbidden from either putting foot, alive, in the capital or its surroundings ever again.”

“I see.”

“You will only be allowed to return as a corpse.”

“I see.”

“...”

“...”

Silence fell between them.

“You seem quite nonchalant about the situation.”

“From the moment I made my choice, I was already ready for any outcome.” Gerald replied calmly. He did not beg for leniency nor crumble because of his punishment.

He knew very well that no matter how many achievements he had, the sole reason he wasn’t executed was because of his relationship with the prince.

What really interested him though, was something else.

“My granddaughter….”

Everything he had done was for her. He betrayed the kingdom for her and then betrayed the Wings of Freedom for her.

It didn’t matter how foolish his actions were. It didn’t matter if he lost everything he worked so hard to obtain. As long as he succeeded, as long as she was alright, then it was more than enough.

Looking at him like this, Sol had the urge to tell him that his granddaughter would be executed or was not cured. But he changed his mind just as he had the words on the tip of his tongue.

He wasn’t playing around.

“She will be alright. Camelia will keep her promise with you.”

“Thankfully...”

Tears gathered at the corner of his eyes as he murmured, “...I am so relieved.”

Sol was surprised to find that he felt neither compassion nor sadness at this sight. Here, in front of him, stood a man who sacrificed everything to assure the well-being of his loved one.

It was without a doubt something worthy of respect.

But this wasn’t why he was here.

“I want to know more about Neptune.” Sol's expression deepened as he uttered those words.

He wasn’t here to meet Gerald for old-times sake but rather, for a precise problem.

This time it was Gerald’s turn to be surprised. He widened his eyes before letting out a bitter laugh, “And here I thought you would ask me about what really happened with my betrayal.”

“Why should I? The sequence of events is clear and I have more pressing matters. Dwelling on the past is just a waste of time.”

Gerald let out a soundless chuckle as bitterness arose in his heart.

What’s more, as Sol said, the situation was simple in hindsight. Initially, Gerald did indeed betray the kingdom and was ready to kill Sol if necessary.

But after they had their suspicions on Gerald, Camelia managed to convince him by assuring the recovery of his granddaughter.

Of course, Sol knew that Gerald didn’t believe her at first. After all, back then, before he fell into despair, he had asked for help from Camelia.

Sadly, she had been unable to resolve the problem.

Because his greatest hope had been dashed, he decided to join hands with the Wings, even though he was unwilling.

But, with the help of Medea and Persephone, Camelia had assured him that she was hundred percent sure she could succeed. Thanks to that, Gerald once again switched sides.

“After that, you simply continued to play a role. Even with the poisoned bottle, thanks to Milia’s research, I know that the dose of poison was far higher than necessary. You basically made the poison more potent and easy to distinguish.”

This poison was one usually used to deal with powerful magical beings and was called Embrace. Because of its composition, a small dose would have been enough to hammer down on his consciousness and make him unable to think properly, thereby making him an easy target.

It was also odorless and tasteless. But, that only held true for the normal dose.

The way Gerald increased it was enough for Sol to feel the danger of the poison. What’s more, even without it, after knowing from whom the bottle came, Sol would have never drank it.

The only victim was Ares since because of it, he completely slept through the entire fight.

“Now then, enough chit-chat. Answer my question.” Sol wasn’t in the mood to waste any more time. Not killing Gerald was already the greatest mercy he could show.

Right now, what mattered was to gather information.

Gerald nodded and asked, “Do you know what this facility was created for?”

“I am not in the mood for riddles.”

“Haha. So impatient. The answer is simple — the Human Genesis Theory.”

“...”

“From your expression, I guess that your maid told you about it.”

“Her name is Milia.”

“Indeed.”

Silence fell as Sol asked, “So this place was also to create super-soldiers?”

“Not exactly. Don’t you find it weird? Your mai–Milia was, without doubt, the sole and only successful experiment back then. But what is she?”

“What do you mean?”

“She is a cow woman. A beastkin, not a human. Then isn’t it weird? The goal was to create a human able to use magic without a contract. But your maid, who wasn’t even a human, was deemed as a successful result.”

Sol frowned.

Gerald continued unhurriedly, “It’s funny, you see. All the people I have met in my life had something in common. Be it alcohol, women, religion, family, power, or even the crown. We all need an obsession to continue advancing. We are all slaves of something and...He wasn’t an exception. Neptune was a pitiful man.”

Gerald closed his eyes as he thought back to his deceased friend, “People always compare you to Mars. But you see, your situation is closer to that of Neptune.“

He sighed a little, “Imagine a young boy whose father was seen as an unparalleled existence. Said father died after a war where he marked his existence in the world by his strength and charisma. Now, whatever the boy did, no matter how hard he tried, everyone kept comparing him to his late father, and he always found himself wanting. This rings a bell, right?”

Sadness was apparent in his eyes as he continued, “The greatest difference between the two of you was that he didn’t have a group of powerhouses ready to defend him. From the start, he was thrown into a spiral of conspiracy and sadly, he found that even his talent wasn’t high enough. This completely crushed him.”

“The Chimera Project only had one goal: to give him the ability to surpass his father. Proving to the world that being born with high capacity wasn’t the most-important thing. Showing that all people had the potential to surpass the limits of their races.”

“If he succeeded, even if he never managed to surpass his father’s power, in terms of influence he would be recognized as the second Messiah of Humanity after Jupiter.”

Sol couldn’t help but scoff inwardly at the notion of Jupiter being some sort of Messiah.

“In order to complete his goal, Neptune committed many atrocities and destroyed the lives of many people. But it wasn’t enough. All his experiments always failed. It was then that he had an epiphany.”

“What he was trying to do was without a doubt entering the domain of gods and as such, he decided to use the being closest to the gods.”

Sol opened his eyes wide as he murmured, “The Blessed.”

“Indeed. Your great grandfather, Uranus, had once fought against Echidna. Even though he had lost, he had managed to take away many of her scales and kept them as trophies. What’s more, he had also fought many times against the Succubus Queen of that time, who was also known as the Nightmare Queen, and had kept a small part of her blood.”

Sol slowly began to understand where Milia had gotten her powers.

Camelia had told him that Milia’s shadow powers weren’t normal and he had seen them for himself. When she was clad in her shadow, it was as if he was facing a ravenous beast.

If he wasn’t wrong, then her power came from Echidna herself.

“Back then, the scales had been put aside for more long-term experiments. But, as for the blood of the Nightmare Queen…”

Sol had a bad feeling at this pause.

“Your grandfather decided to try the greatest experiment possible. Using the blood of of multiple talented women of the kingdom, he created many artificial embryos and added a little of the blood of the Nightmare Queen. All of them failed and died before even opening their eyes. All of them except one.”

Sol’s hunch was sadly confirmed. “That one success was a girl. Her name is...Lilith.”

At those words, Sol felt his mind explode as understanding dawned upon him.

In some myths from the earth, Lilith was the wife of Adam, before Eve, and she was also one of the first four succubus queens.

If he wasn’t wrong, Neptune should also be someone reincarnated, so it was no wonder he had given her such a name.

He also remembered that when he discussed with Lilin after she came back from her adventure, she had mentioned her meeting with a purple-haired princess from Envilya.

Even though all succubus had purple hair, Sol had not paid any attention to this. Even if there were rumors of Lilith being related to the succubi, it has been so outlandish that he paid thoses words no consideration.

After all, purple hair wasn’t a unique feature, unlike the blue eyes and golden hair combo for Blessed.

Neptune had been playing god and he created Lilith from nearly nothing.

Sol was having hard time accept all of this but he decided to focus. There were some incongruities in those words. “If he succeeded, why was she unable to use magic?”

All human hybrids should be able to awaken their attributes at adulthood alongside their awakening. But for Lilith, not only did she not awaken an attribute, but even her Capacity was at an impressive and logically impossible 0. Something that should be impossible because even the lowest of the low peasants would have at least a few points of capacity.

Gerald gave a sad smile, “Only humans can have a Capacity...And only magical beings can have an attribute and a Quality.”

Sol didn’t need more as he immediately concluded, "...She isn't human."

Gerald confirmed as he said calmly, “Lilith isn’t a hybrid. Be it in the eyes of the world or the goddesses, she is neither human nor succubus. Not even something in between.”

“Her birth was something that should have never been possible. It’s something akin to a miracle. At the same time, it’s something that goes against every rule of this world. For the goddesses and for the world, she is nothing but an abomination. Or simply a Homonculus as Neptune liked to call her.”

Hearing this, Sol couldn’t help but remember one of his discussions with Lilith.

<<I was born cursed and blessed at the same time.>>

Back then, he thought she was saying so because of her lack of talent despite her supposedly royal origin.

Now it seemed that her words had a far deeper meaning.

It was then that he remembered something. “What about Lilin?”

Like how Lilith was the first succubus, Lilin, or rather, the Lilim was the name and title given to the daughters of Lilith in mythology from earth. At this point, there was no way this was a coincidence.

What’s more, like Lilith, Lilin was also a being with Zero Capacity, and no attribute.

Gerald looked deeply at Sol, “If I have to be honest, I do not know. Back then, I was already sick and tired of all those experiments, so I left. But what I do know is that…”

“What is it?”

“...As a homonculus. Lilith may have the reproductive organs of a human but they are essentially useless as she produce no egg. In short…” Gerald took a deep breath, “Lilith is sterile.”

[image: ]


After leaving the facility through the gate, Sol walked unsteadily, deep in thought, while Milia walked behind him. Her expression clouded in worries.

Before he knew he was already standing in front of the door of Lilith’s bedroom.

Raising his hand, he was about to knock on the door, but just as his hand was about to touch the door, he stopped. There was nothing he wished more than to rush there and now, but if he did so, he would not be able to talk logically and could end up making the situation even worse.

Closing his eyes, Sol took a deep breath...

So what if Lilith was some sort of homunculus? It wasn’t as if it changed anything about her.

Why was he showing such an unsightly display when what he should do is to stand tall and strong? Feeling his erratic heartbeats slowly slow down and his heated mind cool down, Sol slowly exhaled and finally opened his eyes.

His hand, which was still hovering in front of the door, knocked three times.

“You should have already felt me. Miss Persephone, could you please open the door?”

He didn’t have to wait long as the door opened all by itself. Not hesitating, he entered.

Standing behind, Milia gave a bow while wishing him good luck inwardly.

She did not particularly like Lilith and if she had to be honest, while Lilith's life and death did not leave her indifferent, she wouldn’t lose sleep over it either.

Still, she hoped that he would succeed. After all, a King-class was too much of an asset to lose, and she hated seeing Sol sad.
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Lilith’s bedroom, despite how large it was, lacked any kind of decoration.

If he had to be honest, Sol had entered with the expectation to see the walls full of Mars paintings like with Arachne, so it was a pretty big surprise for him.

Taking a few steps, he entered deeper into the room and finally saw Lilith’s bed, with her sleeping on it. At her side sat a voluptuous, green-haired, green-clad young woman reading a book.

Persephone, the Witch of Life.

Even now, Sol found her appearance incredible. All witches should be stuck looking like young little girls. The only exception were the four directions, with both Medea and Freya looking more teen, between late teens or young adult women

Persephone, meanwhile, really looked like a mature adult woman, which baffled him. He wondered how she managed to do this.

Deciding that he would solve this mystery later, Sol cast those thoughts out of his mind.

Feeling his gaze on her, Persephone raised her head from her book and smiled at Sol,

“Hello, little Sol. Seeing your face brightens my day.”

Answering her smile with one of his, he said, “Good afternoon Miss Persephone. I hope I am not disturbing you. How is my aunt?”

“Fufufu~! I already asked you to be less stiff when speaking to me. If not for that midget I would have been your godmother, you know? Sigh, to think that my centuries of accumulation wouldn’t beat the wealth of a young dwarf.”

Persephone proceed to ramble for a while before stopping, a blush covering her face,

“Oh my, where are my manners? Lilith is quite alright, I would say. Though she had accumulated an excessive amount of fatigue because of her lack of sleep and excessive use of sleeping pills. I was quite surprised.”

Sol frowned and began to walk until he stood near Lilith's bedside. Currently, she was just wearing a see-through nightdress with no underwear, thereby showing her perfect and massive curves.

Even though Sol was now used to seeing women in all kinds of positions, the sight of Lilith’s body still managed to take his breath away for a short second before he tore his gaze away and looked at her expression.

“You said she couldn’t sleep naturally?” Sol didn’t even keep his polite speech as he asked.

“Indeed. It seems like she had been using sleeping pills to force herself to sleep for some time now. Even though her body keeps flushing most of the harmful effects thanks to her mana, this isn’t a good thing. But the problem doesn’t lie there.”

Persephone hesitated for a short while before finally making a decision.

“As you know, I am the Witch of Life.”

“...”

“Thanks to my power, I am extremely sensitive towards life spans. I didn’t manage to feel it previously since I just thought she was tired after using her Avatar, but now I am sure…”

There, her eyes clouded a little and she gave a sympathetic look to Sol, “You should prepare yourself. I do not know why, but her life force keeps slowly being consumed. At this rate…”

Letting out a sigh, Persephone finished with words Sol wished he had never heard, “At this rate, she doesn’t have much longer to live.”

Hearing those words from Persephone, Sol had never felt so cold before. The shock was so great that rather than panicking, Sol began to think of everything from a detached viewpoint.

"How long does she have?"

"I don’t know exactly. This is something I have never seen before, and that is saying something. But, at this rate. I would give her between two weeks and a month."

Sol closed his eyes

Hope for the best but prepare for the worst.

Since even Persephone wasn’t sure, it would be more prudent to think that Lilith only had a little more than a week to live.

“Do you have a way to stop it?”

Persephone simply shook her head while frowning, “This is another thing I do not understand. I tried feeding her the life force from my magic, but nothing happened. It was as if it was being rejected. This led me to think that she needs something special.”

Silence settled in the room.

“What about Medea?”

This time Persephone nodded, “Medea’s magic could indeed stretch the time we have, but that's all. She cannot rewind the time of an object or a living being beyond 24 hours. So, even though it helps, this doesn’t solve the main problem.”

Sol pinched his eyebrows, tiredness visible in his eyes.

This week had been incredibly stressful, and it seemed that he was getting only one piece of bad news after another.

Firstly he had to deal with the internal matters of the kingdom. What’s more, he also had to go to the astral realm, where he would face a second trial to have the right to contract with a phoenix.

There was also the war against Wratharis and the diplomatic measures Greed Dike placed against them.

If it wasn’t enough, Medea had informed him that the Supreme Witch wanted to meet him so that they could discuss Kali's punishment.

The Wings of Freedom were preparing some nefarious plan.

And now this...

At this rate, Sol felt like he would burst. Things kept happening one after another so fast he wasn’t even able to breathe. Still, Sol knew he couldn’t falter.

Not now.

He could moan, cry, whine, scream, or throw a tantrum all he wished once this mess was taken care of.

But right here, right now, he had to stay strong.

Letting out a sigh, he finally opened his eyes, “I am going to visit Miss Ambrosia. If Lilith--”

Sol’s words were interrupted as Lilith let out a piteous groan. This was followed by her eyes fluttering as she slowly woke up. Putting her hand over her mouth, Lilith coughed a little and finally opened her eyes.

The first thing she saw as she woke up was Sol's worried expression. Even though she was quite disoriented, it didn’t take long for her to understand what was happening.

“I am sorry for worrying you.”

Looking at her like that, so weak, so feeble, Sol couldn’t but caress her hair as gently as he could. “As long as you are alright, everything else doesn’t matter.”

Lilith’s eyes opened wide. It has been quite a long time since someone treated her like that.

Persephone, who was watching this scene with her usual motherly smile, simply shook her head in amusement.

She wasn’t particularly saddened about Lilith's eventual death. Everyone died. If even the stars could die, what could the measly life of mortals like them account for?

What was important wasn’t the fact that people died, but how they died.

Until the moment of their deaths, people were capable of the best or the worst. That was why she found life and death so entrancing.

Ah~! Dear Lilith. I wonder...Is your epilogue coming soon? Or will it be the beginning of a new chapter?

She really couldn’t wait.

Thinking about it, she stood up and said, “I think I will leave you alone. You must have many things to say to each other.”

Once she closed the door behind her, she spared a glance at the maid standing respectfully to the side. She recognized her as the cow woman who was far too strong to be normal.

Sighing inwardly at why so many anomalies existed in this kingdom, she gave Milia her usual smile and left.
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Back in Lilith’s room, the silence was extremely heavy.

For Lilith, the last thing she clearly remembered was her unsightly breakdown when she heard about what happened to the sword. She had always wanted to keep a strong front and her reaction made her feel embarrassed.

Sol, on the other hand, was silent because he was organizing his ideas. Everything he had heard was from Gerald's perspective, after all.

What’s more, now that he knew about her origins and her impending death, something popped into his mind.

Finally, deciding that it couldn’t go on, Sol opened his mouth. “Persephone told me that you didn’t have much time left.”

Lilith's eyes widened a little before she let out a sigh, “She shouldn’t have told you that.”

“What she should have done doesn’t matter. She did tell me, and now I know. From your reactions, I am sure you had an idea about it long ago, right?”

“Indeed.”

“As I thought. Is it because you are homunculus?” Even though Sol was quite knowledgeable in myths, he didn’t know much about homunculus outside of what was shown in some anime he liked.

‘Homunculus’ was a term for existence created through artificial methods to produce fully functional lifeforms from sperm and other elements without the use of a womb.

Even though they had their differences depending on the source, all those homunculi had one thing in common: their short lifespan without a stable source of energy that could empower them.

This time Lilith nearly jumped from her bed, “Who told you that!?”

Her voice rose an octave as she screamed.

This was her greatest secret. Something only two people alive should know about.

The first one was Camelia. Since Camelia could see souls, she had already known that Lilith wasn’t a normal human from the start. But no matter how much she and Camelia butted heads against each other, Lilith knew Camelia would never betray her secret.

Then, the only one left was none other than, “Gerald.” She gritted her teeth as she uttered that name.

She knew she should have killed him when she activated her zone during the attack.

“Indeed. But this isn’t the problem. Answer my question, please.”

Lilith closed her eyes as she thought back about her past. “You aren’t wrong. When Neptune created me, even though he was only partially successful, he wasn’t particularly disappointed. After all, in his eyes, I was nothing more than a prototype. The first generation. How long I could live was irrelevant to his plan.”

A deep sense of powerlessness filled her when she spoke about this. Her origin was not something she was particularly proud of and in fact, she hated everything about it.

“Even though I was born with a seemingly-normal body, I am physically weaker than average. What’s more, my lifespan has always been a problem. Initially, I shouldn’t have been able to live past my twenties. That was why he had prepared for the eventuality of my death.”

“Lilin.”

“Yes.”

Silence once again fell between the two of them. There were many things he wanted to say. But he had to stay focused. “I have two questions. One, you said you shouldn’t have lived past your twenties. If so, then how are you still alive?”

This was a very important question. After all, if they could understand the way she did it, it could be possible to replicate the solution.

“My second question. Will Lilin suffer from the same problem in the future?” After all, Lilin was already quite old and into adulthood.

Stretching a little, Lilith slowly got up from her bed while showing off her incredible body.

“You do not have to worry about Lilin. Even though she was still cursed with zero capacity like him, she managed to get some of the skills from the Nightmare Queen. As for me, I only managed to boost my lifespan a little by creating an avatar and reaching the King rank. If I wish to live longer…”

She took a short pause and continued, “If I wish to live longer, the sole and only viable solution would be for me to become a demi-god.”

Lilith said those words calmly, as if the one with a death sentence wasn’t her but someone else.

She had already come to terms with her death long ago. Her only regret was that, in her initial plan, she should have been able to stay alive until the start of the war, and would have gone out with a bang when fighting the Wolf King or Sun Wukong.

Sadly, it seemed that this wasn’t meant to be.

But… she wasn’t worried. Sol did not need her anymore. He was already mature enough, and had a great entourage surrounding him.

The same went for Lilin. Even though, truthfully speaking, Lilin was more akin to her clone. For Lilith, Lilin would always be the daughter she loved. Though she admitted she had not been the best mother.

Back then, the brother of Loki Gorfard, to whom she was betrothed, was just a facade. On their wedding night, he did not even touch her, since one of her maids drugged him.

After this, Neptune simply killed him, since he had already fulfilled his role as wedded spouse and a facade for his experiments to continue unnoticed.

“Do not worry. Everything will be alright, you will see. You will learn many things, see many things; you will continue to grow and advance.”

While she was speaking out loud, Sol slowly walked toward her until he stood just a few centimeters away from her.

Being so close to him, she was reminded once more how much he had grown, as he stood so much taller than her. He wasn’t a kid anymore, but a man through and through.

Placing his hand on her shoulder, Sol murmured, “Lilith…”

Why did she suddenly feel so self-conscious around him?

Looking at him slowly lowering his head toward her, Lilith tilted her head in confusion, wondering what he wanted to do until.

*Bang*

“Ouch!”

Sol headbutted her so hard she felt as if she was seeing stars.

Massaging her reddened forehead, with tears in the corner of her eyes, Lilith asked,

“Why?”

The situation was so unexpected that she didn’t even have the time to reinforce her body with mana. Without mana, her body was below average, and it was even more so when compared to Sol's hybrid-dragon body.

Sol, meanwhile, showed a rare expression of anger.

“You piss me off so much! Every time–every damn time, you spout the same bullshit again and again like a broken record!” He was so angry that he couldn’t even keep his speech polite.

He hadn't even been this angry when he learned about Gerald's betrayal.

“You always speak as if you were some kind of sage who understands the world! You always tell me how I will feel as if you could read my heart! You always give up first, even though there are so many people who wish to save you!”

Stopping there, he looked at her fiercely and asked, “Lilith, tell me please, who the hell do you think you are!?”

Sol wasn't someone prone to anger. Even during all the events that transpired recently, the only time he really got angry was when he thought Gerald was out to poison him.

But this time, he really couldn't help it.

Everything she was saying was pissing him off so much.

He understood that saving someone who didn't wish to be saved was both hard and somewhat meddlesome.

Sol had no illusions about the fact that if dying was what could make her happy, him intervening was nothing more than a selfish desire. But even then, he did not wish to see her die.

"I understand that you already made your decision. I understand that I have neither the right nor the power to stop you. I do not even know how to save you. Still, please, I beg you, stop assuming the feelings I have.”

The anger he felt slowly burned out as he hung his head, distraught.

Looking at him like this, Lilith’s earlier flustered feeling vanished and was replaced with shame, “I am sorry. I just…”

She did not know how to explain herself. She had never been particularly good at expressing feelings. Words simply couldn’t begin to describe what she felt currently.

Sol stopped her by raising his hand, “Enough, I have no need for useless platitudes. After all, the problem of the matter stays the same. I do not wish for you to die; meanwhile, you do not wish to fight for your life. Let’s leave it at that.”

Sol did not wish to continue the discussion for the simple reason that it was useless.

As of now, he knew no reliable way to save her, rather, he didn’t know any way to save her at all. As such, whatever he said or whatever argument he used would have absolutely no weight as long as the underlying issue wasn’t solved

“Lilith, I want you to promise something.”

Sol put his hand on her shoulder and stared at her, “I want you to understand that I do not plan to give up. I will save you, no matter what. Even if I have to beg the goddesses for that.”

Sol didn’t naively believe that the goddesses were the solution. After all, Camelia was the supreme daughter and she also knew about Lilith’s secret.

Thinking about Camelia, something flashed in Sol's mind. I will visit her later.

Lilith tried to speak but Sol stopped her, “If — No, when I manage to save you, you can do whatever you want with your own life. But for now, I want you to promise me — No, I want you to swear in my father's name that you will not harm yourself in any way, and will accept whatever healing process we manage to find.”

Even though they couldn’t completely save her, as Persephone said, with Medea, it was possible to extend the time she should have left.

Since Medea could refresh Lilith's body back by 24 hours once every day, it was possible to double the time she had. If we added Persephone’s skills and Camelia’s power, then even in the worst estimate, it would be possible to go from the one week he estimated to more than four.

Of course, he would have to ask their opinion to be sure.

Lilith was stumped before giving a bitter smile, “Why are you bringing your father into this?”

Sol answered with a bright smile, “I am self-aware, you know? As of now, I know that I still weigh far less than my father in your heart. You could break a promise made with me… but you would never do so if it was made with my father.”

“...”

“From your silence, I guess I am right. But this doesn’t matter.”

There Sol chuckled, as he bent down and gave a light kiss on the forehead he previously headbutted, “I do not plan to take my father's place in your heart, nor do I think it’s possible. No matter what, he will always be someone important to you. But, I do plan to become someone far more important.”

“I…”

“I do not need an answer now. Let's talk about this once you are healed. For now though — do you swear?”

Lilith’s heart pounded faster in her chest than usual. She could also feel her cheeks grow a little warm. She didn’t really understand why she was acting like a shy maiden at her age, but it didn’t matter.

She was sure that there was no way to save her. After all, she was cursed by the world itself as an unnatural existence.

But, how could she trample on Sol’s determination right now?

How could she pour cold water on such a bright and beautiful passion?

Finally, what did she have to lose?

Even if she lost the gamble, and he really found a way, the final decision would still be up to her.

That was why, putting a solemn face, she expressed herself, “I swear on both yours and your father's name to not harm myself in any way until the final moment.”

It was such a weird promise, but if it made him happy, then it wasn’t a problem.


Chapter 55


Ch 56: Small Punishment?



[Medea’s world]

“Heh~~So after a few days of waiting, the young prince finally graced us with his presence. I am about to faint in joy.”

Sol immediately cringed when he entered Medea’s world and heard those words. Giving a rueful smile, he turned toward the origin of the voice.

There, sitting next to Medea was a woman entirely clad in white, which contrasted with her long black hair.

She was Medea’s exact opposite, as the Witch of Time was clad in black and had long silver-white hair.

“Good afternoon, Miss Ambrosia.”

This was Ambrosia, the first and strongest witch in the world, and one of the strongest beings in the world. She was also Medea’s mother.

Chuckling, she sipped elegantly on her drink before continuing. “My, why such a reluctant face? After all, you are something of my son-in-law. Though I still need to observe you more to make a judgment.”

She began to talk absentmindedly, something that didn’t surprise Sol. Even though he had only met her a few times since the start of this week, Sol understood that this woman was someone who moved at her own pace in her world.

What was more, he could feel a heavy sense of rejection toward him from her. Something that once again didn’t surprise him. After all, Freya was also the same when they first met.

Even though what happened to Medea was a few hundred years ago, he guessed that for the witches, it was still relatively recent.

It didn’t help that witches had a really bad reputation in Lustburg, and that this bad reputation came from the propaganda of the previous kings.

Seeing Sol like this, Medea said softly, “Mother, please, you promised to not pick on him.”

“You are the most-problematic of my daughters. Last time I didn’t intervene because I believed in your judgment, and we all know that result. Now, you are gunning for his descendant?” Ambrosia couldn’t help but nag Medea this time.

In reality, Ambrosia really didn’t hate Sol. She had observed him while hiding those last few days and she had to admit that he was really a very decent young man.

The fact that his resistance toward magic and curse was high enough to offset most of the effects of that old snake’s curse was something she was also happy to see. Still, she didn’t want her daughter to suffer another heartbreak.

Letting another sigh, she shook her head, “Perhaps I am really being too meddlesome. I will stop for now.”

Saying so, she turned toward Sol, “So, I can already guess why you are here, and the answer is no. I do not know how to save that little girl. I could ask Asmodeus, but that old snake really hates you, you know?”

There Ambrosia let out a laugh full of happiness.

“You should hear him when he complains to me about you. You are touching his dear little granddaughter, but he can do nothing about it. What is more, it seems like you are about to put your claws on another daughter of his. Fufufu~! This is so fun.”

This was new information, “Granddaughter? Daughter?”

Ambrosia shook her head, “This isn’t a story I wish to share with you. You just need to know that when you enter the astral realm, you should really avoid his zone.”Ambrosia stopped, “Hum~Now that I think about it, there is indeed a way. It was just so unlikely that I had unconsciously discarded it.”

For Sol, those words seemed like honey. He perked up considerably and asked, “Which way? ”

There, Ambrosia answered solemnly, “Nirvana. The unique skill of the phoenix. One that they can only use nine times in their entire life"

Then she continued with a derisive smile, "But, it is basically impossible. After all, the phoenix loves purity more than anything in this world. For them, your aunt would be more a target for cleansing than anything else.”

Sol's eyes narrowed. It wasn't just because he got a lead, but rather because of the coincidence.

Closing his eyes, he asked, “But, what if I had a contract with one of them?”

“Oh!?" Ambrosia was visibly startled before nodding, "Then I would say that you are really lucky.”

“Luck, heh?”

Sol gave a bitter smile as he thought, Camelia, just how much thought did you put into all of this?

If it was in the past, he would have seriously thought that it was a coincidence or luck.

But now, he would be stupid if he thought so.

Camelia knew about Lilith's secret long ago and must have made her preparations.

He had always wondered why she wanted him to contract with a phoenix. After all, even though getting an S-rank was difficult for some, it wouldn’t have been all that difficult for him.

In the worst case, he could make a contract with any dragon; even though it would be somewhat of a loss, since he was a half-dragon himself, S-rank was still S-rank.

But it was clear that Camelia thought about everything.

Hahaha...should I be happy or sad? Frustrated or relieved?

He didn’t know.

A problem he had thought would stump for so long was already nearly resolved long ago. Of course, nothing was assured. After all, he would have to pass a test. If he failed, all the plans of Camelia would fall apart and Lilith would die.

It seems that this trip to the astral realm suddenly became way more complex.

But this was a problem for another time.

“Thank you for all that information, mother-in-law.” Now that he had a solution, the weight on his shoulders was lighter. As such, he couldn’t help but tease Ambrosia a little as he thanked her with a cheeky smile.

“Oh?” Ambrosia was a little surprised before she began laughing, “This is the first time I was called that ever. Hahaha~! Brat, I like you. I hope my daughters will be happy with you.”

“Daughters?” Sol’s cheeky smile cramped a little, “Daughter, you mean...right?”

“Heh~! Is the little dragon afraid? Then again I guess you only developed a relationship with Medea, so it can’t be helped.”

Sol could only give a small laugh.

Medea, off to the side, simply shook her head. She was happy that Ambrosia liked Sol. After all, back then, Ambrosia had taken one look at Jupiter and simply sneered before leaving.

As if knowing what she was thinking, Ambrosia shot her a look, “That bastard was clearly using you. I could see from the start that he was no good. But I also know that there is nothing more stubborn than a woman blinded by love. That’s why I decided to let you make your own mistakes. After all, a heartbreak is nothing rare — who would have thought that yours would last centuries?”

“Mother… I am…”

“Forget it, don’t apologize.” Ambrosia waved her hand, “I am happy that you woke up and finally found a good man. Even though said man is a few centuries younger than you. But hey, they say love knows no barrier! Hahaha~”

Medea covered her face with her hand. She wished for nothing more than to find a hole and crawl in.

Meanwhile, Sol smiled happily as he watched the cute reaction of Medea.

“Mother-in-law, you shouldn’t be too hard on her. After all, I am the one who chased after her.”

“Heh~? Seems like a story I would have to hear later. Sadly, now we need to discuss something more serious.”

Reaching there, the smile on her face vanished and was replaced by a solemn look.

“Firstly, I would like to apologize for the trouble my stupid daughter, Kali, brought you.”

Sol was surprised at her apologies. After all, even though he joked around with her, the woman in front of him was a demi-god, one of the few strongest beings both in the mortal worlds or in the astral one.

In front of her, his title as Prince or King was only good enough to assure his protection.

Even if she stormed out without any explanation, there was nothing he could have done about it.

“It seems like we witches are unable to separate ourselves from Lustburg.” Ambrosia continued, without paying attention to his astonished expression.

Medea was basically the co-founder of Lustburg. Persephone was friends with the previous King. Medea was once again in love with the current King. Freya seemed to be interested in him and finally, Kali had a hand in something that might have destroyed it.

My daughters are all so troublesome.

Even though she was unable to give birth, her love, for not only the four of them but also all the witches, was something she didn’t think was inferior to any true mother.

Ambrosia did not believe that blood relationship was enough to make a family.

Otherwise, fratricide, patricide, and so on would never exist.

She loved all of them dearly. Even though at first they were just supposed to pave her path toward potential Godhood.

“I understand that apologies are insufficient. Words alone can never cover the fact that she had the intention to kill you after all. That’s why I am willing to leave her punishment to you.”

“Her punishment, huh…” Sol wasn’t dumb enough to think that any punishment would do.

In fact, he was pretty sure that this was a test from Ambrosia.

If he had to be honest, Sol did not particularly hate Kali. But, his impression of her couldn’t be any more worse. After all, even though she wasn't the main cause, she did participate in the attack and also convinced Gerald to betray him.

At the same time, Sol knew that one of the conditions in her participation was the right to not harm any civilians. Otherwise, with her overwhelming destruction power, she could have wiped out half of the population in the capital before Medea and Freya managed to find her.

So, how could he punish her in the most appropriate way?

While waiting for Sol's answer, Ambrosia couldn’t completely hide the glint of curiosity in her eyes. What decision would he make?

This was worth pondering.
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If she had to be honest, had it been any of the previous Kings or Queens before Mars, she would have never bothered like that.

She had lived too long and did not care about mortals. Even if Kali had wiped out the capital, she would have at most raised an eyebrow and scolded her.

She had simply lived too long and seen too many things. For her, a nap would be enough for two or three generations of humans to pass. Why should she care about such ephemeral beings then?

But, this boy was different.

Neither because of his potential nor because of the games of the goddesses. It was for the simple reason that he was Medea's mate. This meant that Sol was family and as such, the weight of his existence immediately increased in her eyes.

In her eyes, it wasn’t Sol a king about to punish a criminal, but a sibling about to make another sibling apologize for their wrongdoing.

That’s why, If he doesn’t punish her, I will be disappointed.

If, despite everything that happened, Sol didn’t punish Kali, it would mean that he was hesitating because of her powers or trying to enter her good books.

At the same time, if the punishment was too harsh, it would mean that he was blinded by wrath and unable to judge the situation.

Either way, it would be extremely disappointing.

Of course, even if he failed, she wouldn’t break up his relationship with Medea. But, her opinion of him would be extremely low from then on.

Now then, what will you do, prospective son-in-law?
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“Her punishment will be…”

Sol, gathering his thoughts, slowly gave his verdict. “She schemed against the Kingdom. Even though the result was that nothing happened, it stands to reason that she should be punished. As such, I have made my decision.”

Nodding to himself, he continued, “Since she became a spear to destroy our Kingdom, I will change her into a shield. Which is why I want her to serve the kingdom for a certain period. She should also assist at any moment if the kingdom is in danger.”

Community service was a pretty common punishment in his old world.

“I also wish that for the duration of her punishment, most of her skills and mana will be sealed. She will act as my maid in the tower for the duration of her punishment, and will only be allowed to use her powers in the moment of an emergency.”

Ambrosia’s eyes twinkled; she had thought of many things, but she had to admit that Sol's choice was quite surprising.

She could also understand the implications behind it. If she accepted, this would mean that Sol would have the four witches behind him.

Medea was crazy for him.

Freya wanted to have his child.

Kali would become bound to the kingdom.

And Persephone was a crazy woman.

What’s more, getting the Four Directions also meant that, as long as she didn’t object, Walpurgisnacht was basically under his control.

Even without the organizations, having four King-classes under his control meant that Lustburg would stand nearly at the top once again.

Finally, for Kali, becoming the servant of the man she had tried to kill not long ago would be a complete and utter humiliation. Despite this, since she would become his maid, it meant that she wouldn’t receive abuse and she was allowed to unlock the seal and protect herself in case of emergency.

Hahaha, he is rather thorough. But…

“How long will it last?”

“Until Kali sincerely repents for her actions.”

“And who would make the judgment?”

“You, of course, dear mother-in-law.”

Silence settled as Ambrosia looked quietly at the smiling young man in front of her.

Finally, the corner of her mouth lifted, “Do you wish to conquer the world? Like your ancestor?”

This wasn’t a joke.

Four Witches at King level.

Two more King-levels, if you added Camelia and Lilith. And finally, two potential demigods if he signed a contract with that girl.

No, he also talked about a phoenix, right? Then it should most likely be Anubis' daughter.

This would mean another potential demi-god.

Finally, if you added her and Anubis…

Sol was taken aback before asking in confusion, “What is the fun in conquering the world? Reigning over this kingdom for just one week already made me feel like I was going crazy. I would have to be pretty stupid to wish for more.”

Sol simply shuddered when he thought of the amount of paperwork necessary to control more than one kingdom.

This time, Ambrosia was completely dumbfounded and exploded with laughter. She laughed so much, tears gathered in the corner of her eyes. She laughed boisterously, showing none of the demeanor a powerhouse should have.

She was sincerely happy at this simple but clear answer. She only wished to test him a little at first, but now, she was sure of it.

This boy, or rather this man, would not disappoint her daughters. As long as he did not change, she would also stand on his side.

Taking a deep breath and calming her laughter, she wiped a tear and said, “Very well, Sol Luxuria. I like your choice. You should go back now, I need time to prepare the seal. From tomorrow onward and until I decide otherwise, Kali will serve on your side as a maid. Hahaha, it will be quite funny.”

Sol could only send a bewildered gaze at Medea before shaking his head.

It seems like this woman also has a few screws loose.

Still, it didn’t matter to him.

Giving a reassuring smile to Medea, he turned and began to leave, one thought swimming in his head.

I wonder if Kali was reincarnated like me?

He might get an answer soon.


Interlude 5: A Sword



Ashen snow danced about nimbly. It all started with a single flake, morphing into several others flocking together and eventually covering the land.

Under this scene, a purple-haired girl stood, raising her head toward the sky while closing her eyes.

"What am I?" This was the first question the girl that would be known as Lilith asked the man standing next to her.

Not who, but what.

After all, from the very beginning, she had never seen herself as anything more than an object.

"You?" Standing next to her, a handsome middle-aged man wearing a white coat turned to face her.

His most striking features were his golden hair and his blue eyes.

"You are the tool that will allow me to reach success. Nothing but a puppet with a human appearance.”

"...I see."

The girl nodded expressionlessly. Even though she had just received such a vicious and heartless answer, her heart produced no ripples.

So this is snow.

Raising her head once again, she began to admire the beautiful scenery.

It was then that a grunt sounded in her ear. Curious about the source, she began to walk in the direction and finally found it.

A young teen stood swinging a sword, torse naked and sweaty. Watching the sword move up and down, the girl was mesmerized, as if bound by a spell.

She couldn't help but ask, "Who is he?"

She could see that the teen shared some resemblance with the man behind her.

"Him?" An expression of disdain flashed in his eyes, as he said, "He is my son. At least, his body is. His soul on the other hand…Heh.”

Showing a scornful smile, he continued, "Your role will be to serve the royal family until you die. So I guess he is your master?"

"My master…"

Looking at the teen's movement with his sword, the girl once again grew enamored with those movements.

They were so beautiful and graceful. Could she move like this one day?

The man, uncaring about the thoughts of the girl, turned around and began to walk away, "Come. You will now receive adequate training to show yourself in society. After all, you will be introduced as my daughter."

Tearing her gaze away from the scene of the boy swinging his sword, the girl simply nodded and began to follow the man, faint anticipation brewing in her heart.
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"How dare you reject my brother!?" Looking at the back of the golden-haired girl walking away, Lilith screamed harshly.

It had been a few years since that day under the snow.

Since then, she had been introduced as the daughter of a concubine, and became acclaimed as the princess of the kingdom.

Age-wise, she was still young. Only one year away from awakening time.

"Excuse me… but who are you?"

"Seriously?!" Lilith showed an expression of shock. The fact that the girl she was so jealous of didn't even know her existence was quite a blow.

That's why she presented herself, "I am Lilith, Lilith Luxuria!! Never forget that name."

Camelia, hearing this, chuckled, before sending a daring smile, "Make me, if you can!"

Saying so, she sent two jabs in the air, looking extremely cute.

It was the first meeting between her and Camelia
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Back then, she was still very innocent.

Even though she was born using unholy means, she did not understand the weight of this reality and was bathing in the illusion that she was really a princess.

Even though she did not understand its meaning, she was proud of the name her creator or rather, her ‘Father’ bestowed her so ‘lovingly’.

She had a gentle and considerate ‘brother’, even though she didn't like Blaze, the dragon with which he was contracted. After all, with his Capacity, he could have had another S-rank as a contract.

Even then, they had a somewhat good, if strained relationship.

She had someone she could call a rival in Camelia.

She was loved and appreciated by all the servants and she was the jewel of the Kingdom.

Even though her father did not have much power, thanks to the obvious power of Mars who was already nearing the King-rank, the nobles had slowly begun to take steps back to avoid angering him.

Her life was happy.

Everything was perfect.

Soon, she would awaken her talent and show to her father that his works hadn't been in vain. At least that was what she thought. It was the dream of her life.

Sadly, just like most dreams, this one was ruthlessly shattered by reality.

[image: ]


"Your Majesty...The princess has…" A priestess gulped as she was sent to announce the result of Lilith's Capacity test.

"Zero. Her capacity is zero."

Even to this day, Lilith could still remember this scene vividly. After all, it was the day she went from the beloved and spoiled princess to the greatest failure in history.

She could remember the uproar that swept through the kingdom, as the news of her lack of talent was transmitted to everyone because of the nobles who wished to suppress the royal family.

She could remember the mockery and disdain of those who had previously fawned upon her.

But more than anything, she could remember the look of disgust and disinterest her father threw at her before leaving those cold words as he turned his back to him.

"So, in the end, you were also a failure. I guess I still have a long way to go."

It was then she understood the ugliness of the human heart.

She understood that all the love and pampering she received was just the result of the expectations they had on her, and now that she failed those expectations… she lost all her value in their eyes.

The fairy tale she thought she lived in was ruthlessly destroyed and trampled by the cold harsh reality.

On that day… she became nothing — or at least it would have been the case if not for him.

Thanks to his words, her dead spirit regained its previous luster.

On that day, she swore that she would become someone great.

On that day, she swore to prove that she wasn't a failure.

On that day… she swore to become a weapon — a sword dedicated to cutting everything standing in his path.

But soon, a new event changed her life once again.
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“I want to use you as a surrogate for the new creation I am bringing. I deduced a birth as close as natural to possible would bring less rejection from Destiny.”

Facing the decrepit man standing in front of her, Lilith, who wore an expression of disgust, was astonished.

It has already been nearly three years since the day her Capacity was announced.

The little girl of then was no more, and what replaced her was a strong and confident woman, who could proudly say that she stood near the peak since she had reached the Ducal-class long ago.

On the battlefield, people whispered her name with fear and apprehension.

In a way, she was even more feared than Mars. After all, even though she was weaker than him, she was a ruthless demon who heeded no code of chivalry and would massacre as many soldiers as possible.

Meanwhile, her ‘Father,’ a man who had seemed oh-so tall a few years ago, was still nothing more than a Duke-class.

After abdicating his throne to Mars, he had vanished from the surface and was pushing himself in his research.

Lilith didn’t know the full story, but it seemed that another one of his experiments had been destroyed by Mars. But despite all this, Neptune still seemed to refuse to give up.

“What are you talking about?”

Still, she had to admit that his words intrigued her. After all, she knew better than anyone else that her body was unable to give birth. Even though she had all the necessary organs, she lacked the eggs necessary to complete the process.

What's more, she had no interest in men and relationships in general.

I wonder if I should kill him?

He was simply too dangerous and mentally unstable. More importantly, she could see that his Blessing was slowly leaving him. His previously shining golden hair showed a hint of gray, and the blue in his eyes was slowly fading.

From what Camelia told her, the number of Blessed possible at the same time was always limited.

Only those possessing the title of Crown Prince, the Holy Daughter, the King, and the Supreme Daughter could be blessed.

At least, that was what Camelia told her.

But Lilith didn’t care about all that.

What she cared about was that —

If he really lost his divine grace, would killing him incur divine punishment?

The more she thought about it the more it seemed unlikely. In the first place, the punishment would only come if a human tried to kill Neptune. But she wasn’t exactly a human…

“Hehe, you might be trying to hide it, but your killing intent is so heavy.”

Lilith did not even flinch, “You are right, I am seriously debating about killing you. You look so weak now.”

Neptune seemed a little surprised, “ It seems that this is really so. But, did you know, if you kill me now, no one will be able to save you?”

“It doesn’t matter. I have been ready to die long ago. If I can help him even a little bit, then it will be alright.”

“...”

“Is that so… Then I guess you do not care about the future of my new creation?”

Lilith’s breath caught in her throat.

“Oh? Seems like you are interested.”

Lilith's hand trembled a little before steadying, “Why should I help you create another abomination like me?”

Neptune’s eyes flashed and he gave a cunning smile, making Lilith ashamed of herself.

After all, the two of them knew that if she wasn’t tempted, she would have simply cut him.

Letting a chuckle, Neptune continued, “Despite all the blood on your hands, you are still so innocent and kind.”

“Shut up!”

Sword intent filled the room and a bloody cut appeared on the body of Neptune, but his eyes showed no fear.

Saying this, Lilith stopped, “You aren’t afraid that I will kill you?”

“Ha! Like you, I do not fear death. I only want you to know that the new homunculus is already near completion. If you kill me now, guess what will happen to it? Are you ready to bear the guilt of letting it die helplessly? Answer me! Lilith, are you willing!?”

A chill filled the room. Lilith gripped her sword and bit her lips so hard that blood began to flow. She knew of those experiments; hundreds if not thousands might have died only to obtain that one and thought it was but a homunculus… it was also the only one she could call her kind.

For Lilith who was resigned to live alone with no one she could truly call her blood and family, there was simply no way she could let that one die.

“I am going to kill you once she is safe.”

“I do not care. Kill me, boil me, torture me. As long as my greatest masterpiece is successfully created, then it would have been worth it.”

“You are crazy.”

“Thanks for the compliment.”

Helplessness filled Lilith's heart. Her consciousness fighting against the impossible and selfish desire to have someone she could care for and who would love her.

All she could do was reluctantly nod.
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A few days later, Lilith was 'mysteriously' betrothed to a member of the Gorfard family.

It was followed by his death in an equally 'mysterious' way a few days later, after their wedding. Finally came the announcement of her pregnancy. A series of events, each of them more startling than the previous one.

Many people sensed a hint of conspiracy, but no one could get any proof.

Then, one year after was the birth of the princess.

Neptune Luxuria died. No one knew how, and no one knew why… aside from Lilith.

Few years later, the current Hero King, Mars Luxuria, died with his wife while fighting and sealing Echidna, the Mother of Monsters.

On that day, Lilith broke through the King's rank and killed one of the twelve constellations with a slash.

She had realized her wish.

She had managed to become a sword.

Sadly, with the death of her master, she was a sword that no one could wield.

On that day, Lilith grieved. She screamed, cried, and tore herself away. She wished to die. She wished to put an end to the misery she was feeling.

But she knew she couldn't.

She had to take care of them. Sol and Lilin. She had to protect them and ensure that they would grow in the best conditions possible. If both her and Mars died, the nobles might try to control them and a sad existence such as Neptune might grow again.

This was why, even though she was broken beyond repair… she continued to hold on. Her body was nothing but an empty shell, a monster with the appearance of a human, and soon, that shell would end up short of fuel and stop functioning.

This was her inevitable destiny.

—She simply had to hold on until they would need her no longer.


Epilogue




Somewhere, in a space filled with a gray fog, a castle floated quietly.

The interior of the castle was rather desolate, but at the same time imposing and magnificent.

Directly under the towering ceiling of the throne room, a golden table appeared, with fifteen high-blue chairs on either side in a symmetrical arrangement.

The back of each chair dazzled and shone faintly with golden light, drawing the outlines of weird constellations that differed from reality.

Sitting around the table were fourteen women whose features were shrouded in darkness.

On the table, a large chessboard was placed and a game seemed to be ongoing. The chessboard in itself didn't look particularly special, but if one took a look at the pieces on it, they would understand that it was anything but ordinary.

On one side, 5 Kings, 7 Queens, and one pawn in full gold stood at different places.

Some of them were cracked, some were dim, while others shone brightly.

On the other side, a red queen, and ten red pawns stood.

No matter how one looked at it, this chessboard made no sense, but the players did not seem to care.

It was hard to say how long those women had been facing each other. It could have been one day or it could have been thousands of years.

It was then that one of the gold pieces, a pawn, began to shine brightly, before slowly changing into a king piece.

The process still wasn't complete, but it was clear that it wouldn't take long — at least from their point of view.

This change seemed to bring attention to the players.

One of them, sitting on a chair with the word GLUTTONY inscribed on the back, murmured, "You seem happy. So the boy is really your new trump card?"

The reason for her attention wasn't the promotion. After all, over all those years, it has happened a lot of times.

What interested her though, was that this particular piece shouldn't have managed to begin its transition. In the multiple branches of the possible futures, the chances of it being destroyed were overwhelmingly higher.

This could only mean one thing, "Just how many singularities did you prepare for this one piece?"

Singularities — beings who were not constrained by fate and had the potential to break free of their shackles.

Those beings were people they could not see the future of, since they were outside of the rules. Only their mother, the Goddess of Order, and the Goddess of Chaos could do so.

Each of their pieces had one or two singularities following them, but the one currently being promoted was simply overwhelming.

"Heh. Let's just say that I am different from you girls, I have been investing since the start and soon…" She trailed there but didn't continue.

"Your plans are good and all, but I hope he won't break the heart of my little girl." Castitas complained on the side.

Even though she had more or less mocked Camelia a few days ago in the mortal world, this didn't mean that she did not care about her. In her own way, of course.

On the other hand, she did not really care about the boy. No matter how talented he was, at most he would reach demi-god level and at the end, once he lost his blessing like all the kings before him, he would die because of the storm of probability gathered around him.

All the Blessed were bestowed with incredible luck and talent. But such a thing had a price: the more they used their luck, the faster they would die once they lost it.

This was why, even in the case of long-lived species like elves, angels or demons, there were no old generations of kings or queens alive.

The only way to escape this destiny was to jump off the board.

Luxuria listened to her sisters but did not care.

Looking at the piece under the process of transformation, a deep feeling of elation filled her heart.

Soon…

She had been waiting thousands of years for this very moment.

Her expectations were extremely high and she would accept no failure.

Smiling, she trailed her eyes toward the King piece of Ira.

Her sisters were all so shortsighted. What they needed now wasn't a strong piece — but a new player, a complete game-breaker that would flip the table if necessary.

Sorry sister, but I will have to use your piece to reach the best result possible.

After all, for a chess piece to become a player, some sacrifices were necessary.


Untitled



TO BE CONTINUED


Bonus Chapter 1: Double Massage



(AN: Those events happen a few days before the tournament.)

Sol was currently resting in the church, after having fled from the training with Lilith. He didn't mind being trained harshly, but he also needed to relax from time to time.

“To think Sol fell asleep so soundly — that crazy Lilith must really be tiring him.”

“Indeed. However, his sleeping face sure is cute…"

While Sol was still in the middle of his dreams, two women entered his room, enjoying the sight of his sleeping face.

One was Milia, his maid, and the other, unsurprisingly, was Camelia. They were now sitting next to Sol, watching him as he slept.

“Nevertheless, for him to not even wake up with two people so close to him. Perhaps Lilith isn't training him enough?"

"This isn't the case. I assure you that His Highness’s senses are incredibly sharp. It's just that he doesn't consider us as a threat, and as such his sense didn't wake him up."

"Fufufu~! I see. In short, he felt at ease next to us."

It was truly incredible to see a maid and the one equal to the king of the country speaking as if they were on equal terms.

"So, how is the investigation going on your side?"

"The Eyes are doing their jobs. It shouldn't take long for us to gather enough evidence. What about the inquisition?"

"Heh~Those conservative old bastards of the inquisition didn't want to help at first. But I am very persuasive."

Milia nodded, not bothering to try to understand better.

"Soon, all His Highness's future worries will be blown away without even the slightest resistance."

Camelia nodded at those words before focusing once again on the sleeping Sol. The more she looked at him the looser her expression became. It reached the level where she was even salivating.

Currently, Sol was wearing light trousers without a top. This impact was simply too great for Camelia.

Seemingly understanding Camelia's desire, Milia smiled before proposing.

"From my observations, His Highness seems to appreciate being woken up by a fellatio. Perhaps you should try it?"

"Oh, my! Sol is really a naughty man." Camelia hesitated a little before finally asking, "Then, why don't we…"

[image: ]



Sol, who felt a moist sensation transmitted to his penis, slowly opened his eyes. What he saw made him wonder if he was having a wet dream.

The first thing his brain registered was Camelia and Milia, both wearing see-through negligee made out of very thin material. The white fabric covered their bare skin, but it clung to their bodies, accentuating the feminine curves of their boobs and butts.

The second thing it registered was the fact that they were currently sucking and licking his penis. The sensation was simply out of this world.

"You thought you were having a wet dream, but it was us!" Seemingly feeling the change in his breathing rhythm, Camelia, who was previously licking the shaft of his penis let go of it before asking.

"Do you like it?"

Closing his eyes and enjoying the situation he nodded. "Yeah, this feels heavenly."

It had to be said, but seeing two mature women with impressive curves going down on him was an incredible sight to behold.

"Still, what is happening?"

“It is as you see it, this lowly maid and Saint Camelia are now serving you.”

Slowly feeling the urge build-up, "I am about to cum." Sol calmly warned before letting go and ejaculating.

"Ah~ !" "Nn!"

Seeing the cloudy white liquid land on the breasts and faces of those two women, Sol let out a sigh of contentment.

"Seems like Your Highness really appreciated it."

Smiling with her cum covered face, Milia licked up some of it with her tongue. Camelia, meanwhile, had a dazed expression while her face was growing redder and her breath rougher.

Seeing them like that, Sol could, even more so, distinguish them and their usual kinks. Milia liked to mother him while they were having sex. For her, his pleasure came before her own, and just seeing him ejaculate was enough for her.

Camelia, on the other hand, was pure submissive with some streaks of masochism, though not too much.

It was truly a heavenly combination.

Still, seeing them like that, Sol's eyes lit up as he thought of something he always wanted to try: double tit fuck.

Hearing his suggestion, both Camelia and Milia were more than happy to oblige.

Slowly taking off their negligee, the two of them were now clad in only their panties. Milia wore crotchless black panties, while Camelia was wearing frilly white panties.

His heartbeat accelerated at this sight as he simply wished to lay them down and fuck them but, he had a fantasy to complete.

Even though Milia's breasts were the largest, Camelia didn't fall behind by too much. Those two different sizes of bust surrounded his rod from either side. His penis was fully erect, but it was easily buried.

"This is so hot."

They moved their heavy-looking breasts up and down to stroke the sensitive rod with their extremely soft tits.

“I must apologize, Your Highness … I am already leaking milk…” Milia blushed a little, and creamy white liquid dripped from the tips of her springy boobs to wet all four breasts.

Camelia, seeing this exclaimed in admiration. "So this is the milk. It's the first time I saw a woman who was not pregnant lactate."

The rod contained between them was overwhelmed. The pleasure of their double titjob stimulated his lust to the point he thought his lower body would melt away.

“Nn~! What do you think, Sol? Does this feel good?”

Seemingly stimulated by the act of servicing him with another woman, Camelia stared at him with melted eyes.

"Of course! This is really great." He couldn't use words to describe how good he felt currently. After all that training, the pleasure was even more overwhelming.

Happy by the answer he gave, she opened her sexy lips, stuck her tongue out, and let a clear nectar drip down between her breasts. Camelia's saliva mixed with the milk of Milia to provide better lubrication, and all four breasts made an obscenely wet sound as they moved.

Finally, the pleasure provided reached the final point as his penis throbbed, and ejaculated for the second time while being buried in those two pairs of breasts.

Not as much got on Milia's face, but he gave Camelia a complete facial as her tongue crawled along with the head. But instead of trying to avoid it, she opened her mouth, stuck out her tongue, and caught the white liquid with a look of ecstasy on her face.

It was slightly bitter but she could feel her heart melt in pleasure.

While Camelia was in a trance, Milia began sucking his still-hard penis. She blew a breath on the head during the sensitive period immediately after the following climax and then the warm flesh of her mouth surrounded it.

"Ah. Milia this is good enough now. I think it's time to attack the main meal."

He couldn't hold back anymore.

"Now, the two of you, turn back on all fours."

Entering his master persona, he commanded them. Milia opened her eyes wide in surprise, since it was the first time she saw him so domineering in the bedroom but the blush on her face showed that she did not mind it all. Camelia, on the other hand, directly turned as he ordered.

Watching those two beautiful and plump panty-clad in pantiebutts, Sol nodded in appreciation and slowly began to caress them. Breasts were good, but he was definitely more of an ass man.

Sneaking a finger in the already-drenched slit of Milia, Sol already knew who would be his first target.

What followed was an entire day full of moans and cries as they let their lust flow.


Bonus Chapter 2: Daily Life Of A Maid



"Head maid, the breakfast is ready to be served."

"I see. I hope you avoided the things His Highness did not like."

"Of course."

"Head maid, what about Her Majesty’s breakfast?"

"Do as always. She isn't picky."

The maids snickered at the obvious difference in the way she was acting. Despite that, none of them were particularly surprised. It wasn't the first time and had been for more than ten years.

"Head maid, His Highness is awake and is about to take a bath."

"Was the temperature set to ideal?"

"Yes."

"Who is the one to service him today?"

"Two of the newbies, and one who already served for about two years."

"Have any of them already received His Highness’ favors before ?"

The maid frowned as she took a notebook before checking the name. "One of the newbies was part of a previous rotation and already received his favor. The other two did not."

One of the maids blushed heavily. Clearly, she was the one who already received the favor. The other two weren't bitter; anticipation could be seen in their eyes.

"I see. Prepare the contraceptive and make sure they drink it before and after. Only if His Highness clearly states that they are allowed to have children should they stop."

"Roger!"

After that, she beckoned three catwomen maids, who wore different clothes than the rest. Rather than just normal frilly clothes, they also had arm guards and leg protectors, as well as halberds in their hands.

"You two, what is the schedule for Her Majesty today?"

"A conference with some of the nobles about the rampage of bandits, and another one with the dignitaries of the church about the temporary new leader at noon. In the afternoon, a meeting with Duke Highland, and at night one banquet with Duchess Milaris."

"Very well, you two will serve as guards for today. You will also test all the food during the banquet. I will call a squad that will help prepare it. Everything. Must. Be. Perfect! Any mistakes will be punished with your salary immediately halved and a grave mistake will result in being fired."

She then turned toward the last one, "As for you, Setsuna is becoming cranky because His Highness doesn't train with her lately. You are today's sacrifice."

The maid that was pointed paled, "But–"

But a hand was placed on her shoulder as she was looked at with a sad expression, "Sorry, your sacrifice will not be forgotten. Your answer?"

Downcast, her ears and tail drooping down, she sighed, "Understood."

The two other catwomen sighed in relief as they patted their rather small chests. Currently, Setsuna was on the verge of going berserk. Even though she didn't use her horns, few of the battle maids could hold a candle to her.

"Well, now that it's done… I need to go grocery shopping."

The three of them tilted their heads. As the head maid, Milia did not need to do any chores aside from directing them. Still, they didn't bother arguing. This was an old habit of Milia’s, as she always personally chose the ingredients for His Highness's dinner.
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Being a maid wasn't easy. Being the head maid was headache-inducing.

The number of maids present in the tower was about five hundred. There were no males in the Tower of Babel, so all the servants were women from 18 to 40 years old.

Each maid was carefully screened. Different characteristics, such a loyalty, a clean background, a good personality, a beautiful appearance, and the ability to serve were necessary.

Even after they became maids, they wouldn't be allowed to approach members of the royal family before having worked at least three years and accumulated enough experience.

A servant wasn't just someone who was used to work. A servant represented the face of the one they served. The mistake of the servant was the mistake of the master.

What's more, they had to be careful about spies, assassins, or seductresses sent by the nobles' families.

Of course, as the head maid, Milia had to work on all of that. She didn't refuse all the bad seeds. Sometimes she accepted bad maids, only to fire them later just to show the good ones how lucky they were.

She also allowed some of the seductresses and spies of the nobles' family, to give them the illusion they were getting some information on the royal family.

Of course, as for the assassins, their destinies didn't need to be explained. Milia was many things, but she wasn't forgiving. Anyone trying to hurt Sol was just a target that should be exterminated in the swiftest way possible.
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Walking outside of the tower with a basket in her arms she gently hummed as she reached the main street of the plaza. She wasn't wearing her maid’s uniform, but rather a simple large white robe that hid all her curves. Her usual working clothes showed too much skin, and she refused to let anyone aside from Sol see her like that.

This order was also given to all maids. They could walk as scantily-clad as they wished in the Tower but they had to wear demure clothes once outside. In her mind, absolutely all the women in the Tower belonged to her master, even if he never touched them.

All the maids chosen were virgins and they were forbidden from any relationship while in service. Of course, she wasn't a dictator. If any maid wished to enter into a relationship, she just had to leave their service. Of course, they would never have the occasion to serve again in the castle.

She ignored the wide berth people were giving her. In the past, many ignorant men had tried to accost her. Now though, they understood that she wasn't someone they could mess with.

The atmosphere in the market was bustling; people yelling and calling attention to their shops; old women discussing and dissing younger women; younger women scoffing at the dissing of the older ones; pickpockets trying to steal; and the occasional pervert trying to cop a feel.

It has already been about two hours since she went out. From her calculations, Sol should have finished his bath and exercise before taking his breakfast.

Her basket was already filled to the brim and she didn't find anything else.

Walking back toward the tower, she stopped at a rather normal looking shop. It was a jewelry store.

"Hello! What can I do for you?" In the shop, an older middle-aged man with a potbelly waved with enthusiasm the moment she entered.

"I wish to see your boss."

"I am the boss."

"You wish."

Saying so, she ignored him and entered deeper in the store before slowly vanishing. All this while, the smile of the shopkeeper never wavered.
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Milia appeared one hour later, in the same place she previously vanished, and went out of the building without paying attention to anyone. Her expression was stoic and unchanged.
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The rest of the day went past as she busied herself for the different receptions and conferences, as well as the banquet.

Thanks to her directing, the banquet was a smashing success, and the Duchess left happily.

Milia, of course, knew what they discussed, and while she didn't really approve, she knew it was necessary to help Sol reach the perfection he was destined to accomplish.

She did not doubt that Sol would reach the summit of this world. Her role as a maid was always to stay at his side and support him while observing his rise and protecting him from the darkness that tried to stab him in the back.

She was his shadow. He was her light. He was her life. He was her everything. Her devotion to him was unparalleled.

The maids’ quarter was extremely large. Newbies lived in dormitories. Acknowledged maids lived in rooms for four, senior maids in room for two. As for her, she had her own room, separated from all the quarters and closer to Sol's room so that she could answer to his call at any moment in the fastest way.

As she went back to her room, her heart was beating in joy, and her body was brimming with energy.

Of course, working from dawn to nearly midnight was hard. However, no exhaustion was bothering Milia. On the contrary, she couldn’t be more awake. She was like a young girl who discovered her first love.

After all, she was working for the sake of her beloved lord.

“Fufufu~!” A smile broke out on her face.

She knew that if someone else spotted her now, things would get complicated. As the head maid, she had to always show dignity and inspire respect in her subordinates. She should never show them her slovenly appearance, but she couldn’t stop her cheeks from relaxing.

Finally reaching the door of her room, she injected a bit of her mana in the lock before the door finally opened. There was no way she would use something as simple as a key to protect her privacy. After all, she knew that if anyone saw what was hidden in her room, she might lose her job as a maid and even her companion in the crown's shadow would look at her weirdly.

Of course, the inside was pitch black. When Milia used a bit of her magical power, the magical lights in the room went on, illuminating the area. In front of her stood — Sol.

However, it wasn’t just any Sol. It was a Sol that had been created by her, a life-sized statue created thanks to her high mastery of earth magic. If you took a closer look, you could see that it was a statue, but at a distance like this, it greatly resembled the person in question. And, there wasn’t just one. About ten of these Sols stood scattered in this rather large room, giving the impression that the room was smaller than it should.

“I’m back, Sol.” Milia greeted the statue with a smile.

But, if she only greeted this one, then the others might be sulking, so she greeted every single other statue.

“I’m back, Sol.”

“I’m back, Sol.”

“I’m back, Sol.”

She repeated this process for the other statues and showed a satisfied smile. Not even bothering to take off her maid’s uniform, she just collapsed on the bed, tightly embraced her miniature plush dolls made to look like Sol, and filled with some of his hair.

She looked up at her ceiling and met the eye with the painting of Sol, holding a sword and wearing his golden armor.

Sleeping and waking up in this world filled with the person she loved, always motivated her to give it her best for the day.

This room was filled with her beloved Sol. The plushies, paintings, and statues aside, her blanket was made from Sol’s old clothes. Her drawer was filled with Sol’s underwear. She also had his sweat-soaked training gear.

She possessed hundreds of items related to Sol. This scenery would surely be enough to gross out the person in question, but Milia had no plans of ever inviting him over in her room, so there was no problem. And if the impossible were to happen, she was prepared to beg for forgiveness and cut her belly in suicide.

"Fufufu~!Ahhh… Sol… you’re as dignified as always… Even today, I cannot get enough of you…”

Recalling his dashing figure as he entered Edea's world for the preparation of his core awakening, her hand slithered to her crotch as her breathing grew heavier and her arousal increased.

She was losing herself. She knew that she could never show these feelings, no it was shameful to even hold such extreme feelings in the first place, but she couldn’t hold them back.

Her finger finally found her already drenched slit and she began to comfort herself. She hadn't been able to receive affection from Sol today but it wasn't a problem. She knew that it was necessary for him to not be distracted.

"Sol...Sol…Sol."

The movement of her hand progressively increased as her voice became shrill. Until finally.

"....!"

Her body stiffened as she silently climaxed, before she relaxed and sighed in relief. It was nothing compared to what she felt while doing the deed with him, but it was enough to calm her aching body.

Discarding her clothes and deciding to simply wash them later, Milia closed her eyes blissfully in her world filled with her beloved.


Bonus Chapter 3: Medea



[Medea’s World]

After discussing Kali, Sol thought about how dangerous a fight against her in the capital could be. If her power was even remotely similar to what he was thinking, then she was basically a walking nuclear bomb.

Of course, asking Medea to help protect Lustburg, despite the way she was depicted in history books was not something he could ask easily.

But at the same time, if she could help, then she would once again be seen as the savior of Lustburg, and no one would oppose their relationship.

Thinking so, he was about to stand up when he felt his sleeve being pulled.

“Sol…”

He was about to ask what was going on, but after seeing her feverish face and moist eyes, he understood pretty much without needing any words.

A small grin etched on his face as he cupped her face in his hand and asked softly,

“Can I visit your room?”

All Medea could do for an answer was to nod.
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The room of Medea was as tidy and girly as he remembered. Since he didn’t want to waste too much time, he gently pushed her down on the bed and bent down toward her.

When his lips pressed down onto hers, she closed her eyes and accepted the kiss.

He lightly kissed her tightly closed mouth a few times and then gently sucked on her lower lip. He pulled away for a moment.

“Open your lips.”

He commanded in a low voice. She swallowed a hard breath from nervousness; her throat hurt.

Her face was tinted in a pink hue as she hesitated, but in the end, she let her lips fall apart a little.

His eyes seemed to laugh for a moment. Soon, his lips firmly pressed against hers and a soft piece of flesh entered her mouth.

‘Ah…’

His tongue smoothly ravaged the inside of her mouth. He slowly made his way around her teeth and the sides of her cheeks.

Medea felt a jolting pleasure when his tongue met hers. As their lips parted the tiniest sliver, he spoke. “You taste like wine.”

Medea felt her blush burning through her cheeks. He changed his position and locked lips once more. Their tongues wrestled while their saliva mixed.

He was focused on exploring the inside of her mouth through kissing. His tongue twisted and sucked on, then let go of her.

“Ah~ !..”

A low moan escaped from deep within her throat. The soft kiss gradually heated up.

Their kiss continued that way for many more rounds. Medea’s shoulders, which had been stiff from nerves, gradually relaxed. His kisses were sweet and soothing.

When he parted from a particularly long kiss, Medea lightly gasped for breath. With only this much, it felt like they had done more than enough already.

“You are so cute.”

Her cheeks were rosy as she bit her lips at his compliment. She felt ashamed at how simply hearing this made her heart beat so wildly in happiness.

For Sol, nothing looked more adorable than her. Her height was just right against his. She may not be voluptuous, but her body had a lot of charm.

He pecked her lips a few more times, and gradually moved his kisses to her cheek then to her ear. His moist lips kissed behind her ear then down her neck.

Her body’s aroma was unique, a gentle and soothing scent… it made him feel at ease, as if once in her arms, nothing else mattered. He traced his lips from her neck down to the vicinity of her small breasts.

“Ah!”

A jolting pleasure from her breasts forced Medea to let out a short moan. He took a mouthful and sucked on it.

“Ah!”

He lightly bit her nipple and tickled it with his tongue. Medea got breathless as he licked around the areola before sucking on it once more.

She was quietly laying down in bed while grasping onto the sheets, but her body would tremble while her hips jolted up from time to time. Gradually, he felt his lower half starting to grow hot.

He let go of her breast, which was now wet with his saliva and moved to caress the other one. He licked, sometimes lightly bit, swallowed, and from time to time sucked with great force. Whenever his tongue moved, a tingling sensation would travel up her spine, and she couldn’t help but moan in pleasure.

After he teased her breasts to his content, his kisses traveled down to her abdomen. Medea wondered where his lips would advance next. She was gripping onto the sheets so hard, the tips of her fingers turned pale white.

“Ah~…”

His lips proceeded down to her lower abdomen and then to her inner thighs. His lips brushed against the deep portions of her inner thighs and began sucking. She felt a little sting. After all, it hadn’t been long since her first time.

Meanwhile, Sol raised back up before he took her breast in his hand and brought his other hand to her abdomen.

He slowly let his hand brush down her abdomen and naturally slid it down to her inner thigh, pressing his fingers toward her crotch.

“Ah!”

His long and firm finger slowly entered her. She yelped, not from pain but from surprise. When his finger slid out, she sighed in relief. But the next moment, he inserted his finger deeper into her.

“Uuh…..”

He repeatedly moved his finger in and out of her, but it wasn’t deep enough to hurt her.

As the stimulation continued, her lower region became slippery with moist juices, and the sound of wet noises grew increasingly louder. Her whole body was burning with heat and she felt her back shiver reflexively. A few more of his fingers pressed and rubbed against her.

At that moment, a tingle surged up, flooding into her body and causing her muscles to spasm and her neck to jerk up, as euphoria circulated through her entire body for a few seconds.

The short moment of bliss passed and her senses dulled, while her body had no strength left in it. She enjoyed the feeling of his fingers smoothly combing through her hair.

“This isn’t the end yet.”

Murmuring those words next to her ears, Sol's hot breath made her body, soaked with sweat, shiver in anticipation.

After completely disrobing her, he laid Medea on her side and embraced her from behind. He kneaded her breasts while gently inserting his penis between her legs and rubbing on her butt.

From behind, he slowly opened her up as his hard penis pushed against her entrance, and finally, he entered inside her. Medea’s butt and his thighs were tightly pressed together. The two bodies became one.

Medea was filled with anticipation when he began to push his full length inside her. The sensation of him filling her up gave her a sense of satisfaction.

He grunted fiercely, raised her leg with both of his hands, and entered into her soaked insides. He went a bit slowly at first, his sensitive part brushing slightly against her moist flesh as if to feel it out.

His rhythm constantly changed.

Sometimes he moved slowly, sometimes moved a bit faster, then moved slowly again, enticing her as he riled her up.

Her insides squeezed and clenched on him as if it was furiously resisting his invasion.

“Ah! Sol...please…!"

Medea implored him as she whimpered. He was moving much harder and rougher than before. All her energy had been squeezed out and she couldn’t summon any power.

Her entire body was more sensitive so his hands simply sweeping across her skin caused her to ache in excitement. He shifted a little more weight down and thrust in heavily. His rock-hard penis and the movement of his member deep inside of her seemed tireless.

After a while, he stopped and demanded, “Lie on your stomach and raise your butt to me.”

Her body flinched as his warm member that was wrapped inside of her, was swiftly pulled out. She hesitated for a moment, looking at his enthusiasm that seemed like it would never end, then she obediently turned around and lay on her stomach.

Her white, plump buttocks were distorted in his clutches. He appreciated her appetizing curves that started from her back to her waist, leading to her butt then swiftly thrust into her from behind. Instantly, her body shook intensely.

Medea writhed in pleasure while the cock pounded into her from behind. His thing felt like a red-hot metal rod to her. She could feel the tip of the head rubbing against her vaginal walls.

She could feel the rock-hard erection spreading her vagina wide. She could feel her sexual lips being spread wide as its full length was pushed inside and his hips slapped against her ass.

She could feel it all so vividly and distinctly. Every stimulation to her body, every bit of pleasure experienced by her pussy, and everything felt by every cell of her body flowed into her mind.

The next thing she knew, she had reached a hand down and started teasing her own crotch. She rolled around the small protrusion at the top of the pussy lips that Sol’s cock was still thrusting in and out of.

“Ah! Ahh! Ahhh!”

Even if she had not moved her finger, his thrusting shook her body enough to automatically stimulate her clit. Every time her finger rubbed against it, a jolt of pleasure ran through her. Wanting to feel that even more, she began pushing her finger against it harder as she rubbed.

And when she did…

“Ahh!?”

A wave of pleasure several times stronger ran through her entire body.

Sol’s penis thrust into her with loud sticky noises. She could not tell if his cock had gotten bigger or if her pussy was squeezing it tighter, but her mind was filled with the pleasure of it having its way with her body.

Not only her body but, because of the stream of life energy coming from Sol, even her soul seemed to be filled.

“Ahh! More, More!”

Her own words served to arouse her further and her stomach began to throb. His hips sped up and thrust harder in response.

“I...I am going to come.”

Sol grunted as he began to speed up his movement even more. Medea meanwhile was too far gone to even listen to what he was saying.

Finally, his dick throbbed within her vagina, shooting semen everywhere and filling every part of her womb. He continued to move within her vagina as if to squeeze it all out and with each movement, the semen made sticky sounds and spilled out of her.

Meanwhile, Medea’s body shivered as she silently screamed.

So hot.

This was only her second time having sex with Sol, but she felt like she might really become addicted to this feeling.

When he finally pulled out of her, she slumped on the bed, and the semen still in her, slowly began to come out, giving the scene a sultry allure.

Tracing her back with his finger, Sol asked gently, “So, how was it?”

“It felt amazing, it was the best, it was wonderful.” Those were the only thoughts that floated up in her melted mind.

Medea looked up at him while lying on her side and could see his dick still standing tall and hard. She had thought she was plenty satisfied, but seeing that filled her with fresh lust and as such, she got up and reached for his crotch.

“It was wonderful, so...”

She pushed Sol onto his back, climbed on top of him, and prepared to mount his cock.

“Let’s continue please?” Saying so, she sat down and her vagina slowly engulfed his penis.

Seeing Medea mount him, Sol smirked as his hand latched on her hips to keep her steady.

“At your service.”

For the next few hours, the room was filled with hot breaths and cries of pleasure.


Final Bonus Chapter: Christmas



Under a shed in the hanging garden, a beautiful, red-haired woman reclined on a rocking chair, a large white blanket covering her as she observed a young man busying himself around nearby.

White snowflakes fell like petals of a flower from the sky; however, thanks to a special barrier, none of it entered the garden but instead drifted aimlessly around it, giving this sight a mesmerizing feeling.

Sighing, the red-haired woman asked, "Why don't you let me help you? You know that I just discovered my pregnancy two months ago, right? I still have between twelve to forty months before giving birth."

At the end of the day, even though she looked like a human and had reproductive organs compatible with humans, she wasn't one. She was a dragon, a mythical creature mainly made out of energy rather than flesh.

For the fetus to mature completely, it had to absorb her energy until saturation. The longer this went on, the more talented the baby would be. The problem was that during this period, the mother would slowly weaken as a result, and even after giving birth, she would take a long time before reaching her peak again.

The man, handsome with blonde hair and blue eyes, swept back his long golden hair before looking with disapproval at his wife.

"Blaze, I already said that you shouldn't do anything strenuous now that you are pregnant with Sol. Also, I know how lazy you are during winter so don't try to put on a tough front."

No matter how mystical dragons were, they were just partially divine and as such, they also had to follow some rules of nature.

Since they were naturally cold-blooded creatures, even though they didn't particularly mind winter on a physical level, they still hated it on a psychological level and generally became very sluggish during this period. Some of them even hibernated.

Blaze had nothing to retort to this with and she had to admit that she liked being pampered by her husband. He had been busy lately, because of negotiations with Slothstein and Greed Dike to put up a common front against Gluttony Foss that was slowly stirring, so the time they had alone was becoming rather limited.

Smiling softly, she asked, "Then, why don't you have the maids help you? Wouldn't it be easier?"

Mars frowned a little before putting the Christmas tree in the corner of the shed.

"You know I don't really like being attended to. If I can do it myself, why have others do it in my place?"

Blaze gave a wry smile at this opinion of his. It was something she had never really managed to understand. Even though he had been raised as a prince, sometimes she felt like he had received a completely different upbringing.

She knew that her husband was hiding a secret. A very big secret. Still, she never tried to poke her nose in it. People had the right to their privacy. This rule held true even between husband and wife.

"So, who will come? The usual group?"

Mars, who was now decorating the tree, answered calmly, "Arachne, Camelia, Lilith, Theresa, Iris, Persephone, and Pandora."

Blaze's smile twitched a little at this list. Camelia aside, all the ones he listed were women who had some form of infatuation for him.

She could understand how Arachne Milaris and Lilith could fall for him.

But the others always left her incredulous.

Theresa was the daughter of one of the richest dwarfs alive, hereby making her one of the richest people in the world.

Iris was the heiress of the church of Industria in Slothstein.

Persephone was one of the four Ouroboros.

Finally, Pandora was the Crown Princess of Envilya.

As for her, as a dragon worshiped in Southern Pride, she was even superior to the Queen of the elves in that kingdom.

"So, all we are missing is someone high-placed in Wratharis? Heh, my dear husband, are you trying to rule the world?"

Mars immediately felt cold sweat on his back as he gave up on work and immediately approached Blaze before taking her hand.

"What do you mean? You know very well they are just friends. Nothing more."

Looking at his earnest and serious eyes, Blaze sighed. She had mixed feelings about the current situation.

On one side, her pride made her unable to accept that her mate would have anyone else but her. On the other hand, she took pride in the fact that he was loved by so many outstanding women.

Still, as a dragon, she wasn't particularly against polygamy. If Mars was more proactive in taking them into their bed, she wouldn't object too much. Though she would have to beat them all up to set up a clear hierarchy in the harem.

Thankfully, and for once again some weird reason, despite all his accomplishments, Mars seemed to suffer from some sort of inferiority complex and refused to believe so many women had feelings for him.

In her case, before they begin their relationship she even once literally jumped on him naked while he was bathing and all the dunce did was blush and close his eyes before running out of the bath.

Caressing his head with eyes full of frustration, she said, "I love you, but sometimes I really pity those girls."

She chuckled at his clueless looks. She didn't mind giving way to a harem. But no way she would be one to help it. If they wished for him to understand their feelings, they should do like her and jump on him while he was sleeping.
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Christmas was a special day for everyone in this world. It's said that it's on that day that the goddess created life in the world. This was the day of the year where prayer was far more effective and miracles more likely to happen.

"Merry Christmas!!!"

The garden was now occupied by a group of beautiful women as they chanted with joy and happiness.

"Blaze! Mars! Merry Christmas!! Congratulations on your pregnancy."

A short and slim woman of about 140 cm skipped to Blaze, who was still seated on her chair. Her smile was innocent and contagious. She was wearing a short red-and-white skirt that fluttered in the wind.

"Thank you, Theresa. Merry Christmas to you too, you are splendid."

"Hehehe~! Really!? Yeah!" Giving a bashful smile, she twirled, showing some glimpse of her red panties.

Mars hurriedly turned his head aside before also complimenting her dress, making Theresa even happier.

After Theresa, the other woman also approached and wished them a Merry Christmas and also gave their congratulations.

Blaze watched all of them with a happy smile.

Even though most of them were her competitors of sorts, they were also precious friends she would never give up for anything in the world.

Looking down, she gently caressed her belly as she murmured inwardly, "I pray that you will grow into a gentle and handsome young man. I pray for your life to be full of happiness. I pray for you to grow healthy. Finally, I pray to be by your side until the day you become a grown man. Merry Christmas, my baby Sol — this will be the first out of many."

______________________

See you in BOOK 2
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