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Chapter One


She Will Win


As the world moved, people reacted, and plans were made, the protagonist and main topic of all those discussions were sitting on his throne, quietly ignoring the six prisoners sitting on their butts in front of him.

He was more interested in listening to Setsuna’s and Athena’s reports while nudging the oddly-touchy Lilin, who seemed to have had her switch flipped on.

They were currently very close to the fortress, the only place that had not been destroyed by the fight between Sol and the Bull King. The entire zone had been transformed into a makeshift small house made entirely of ice.

It had been a few hours since then, and Kun Peng had been transported here using one of the teleportation matrices. Since Sol had established an absolute cease-fire, Setsuna had finally been able to move away from her position and come with Athena and Kun Peng.

The atmosphere was tense but at the same time not so much. Even though the great sages were some of the strongest Dukes to exist, none of them were bound at the moment.

The Bull King, whose body was covered in bandages, could only give a bitter smile. He understood well the message that was being sent here. After all, the Prince was making it clear to them that whether they were free or not, they posed no danger to him. After his fight against Sol, he knew that this was the absolute truth.

After all…the Prince had not even used his Zone when facing him.

Kun Peng wasn’t the only one who had been badly burnt. Looking at the haunted expressions on the faces of Macaque and Lion, it seemed like wherever Sol sent them had badly traumatized them. That, or they were in shock after being carelessly thrown away, as if they were not even worthy of a second look.

“Are you really only a Duke?” Bull King asked, as he observed his surroundings. This was construction magic of the highest degree. For a moment, he even wondered if the Prince was a witch because of the way he had mumbled a weird spell while creating this house. Something about ‘Not letting it go’ or how he wasn’t some ‘edgy snow princess.’ The words didn’t make much sense, but he knew talented people were sometimes eccentric.

No sooner had the Bull King finished speaking that two swords appeared, stopping just at his throat. One was filled with incredible sharpness, as if it could team space apart; the other was filled with infinite cold, as if time itself could be stopped.

He smiled bitterly at the threatening looks in the eyes of the two young women who had seemed so harmless a few moments ago. Their eyes were now filled with murderous intent.

“Do not address His Highness in such a crude way.”

“Are you questioning his honor?”

He was startled at first, before understanding the way his words could be taken. After all, it was as if he was implying that Sol was a King-rank and had disguised himself as a Duke to fight the sages.

Setsuna Ira and Lilin Luxuria. Two very talented and very powerful women. Now that he could feel the intent in their swords, he understood why his brothers and sisters had lost to them. The fact that they were so fiercely loyal to the Crown Prince of Lustburg was a wonder. After all, his relationship with them seemed more than a little unusual.

“Setsuna, Lilin, lower your swords. They are not my enemies, so I do not mind.”

The two girls seemed a little reluctant but in the end, they did as they were told. Of course, they did not forget to give Kun Peng a last malevolent look.

“As for your question, Bull King. Indeed, I am still a Duke. I have even yet found my name, as embarrassing as that is. So do not worry — there was no treachery involved in our fight.”

Bull King shook his head. “I didn't mean to doubt nor tarnish your honor. I apologize if my words came out that way.”

“Heh, I don’t mind.”

“You…you seem very different.”

“Different?” Sol tilted his head, “Ah. You mean less arrogant?”

Sol smirked while the Bull King coughed awkwardly, “Well...”

“You don’t need to hesitate. I know I can be quite intense when I am facing people I consider to be my enemies. I see no reason to show respect to someone who is on the opposite side.” Sol shrugged, “But now this situation is different, since you are not my enemies any longer.”

“You seem awfully sure.”

“I am. This entire war is in the bag. We will win, no questions asked.”

The Bull King could feel a quiet confidence emanating from the prince. This was not arrogance. His voice was clear and firm, as if he was speaking about the weather or the sun rising.

“What if…”

“What if Sun Wukong goes into action?” Sol interrupted the Bull King, to which Kun Peng nodded.

“You cannot understand the strength of Wukong. Whatever you can imagine, he will always be two steps higher. He was born for fighting and is perfect in almost every way when it comes to combat.”

There was reverence in his words and he knew it. But he was not ashamed. They may joke and play around with Wukong, but the sages had nothing but respect for the powerful Monkey King. Over the years, he had shown them that he was the closest thing to undefeatable. The proof was that even the Dragon King, Fafnir — known for his supreme defensive skills — had been unable to beat Wukong in a one-on-one fight.

Sol simply smirked, “I do not doubt that Sun Wukong is a very dangerous powerhouse. He is perhaps one of the highest-ranked beings in the Mortal World; even in the Astral World, few would be his equal. But Wratharis isn’t the only country with a heavy hitter.”

He laughed, “If you are asking whether Wukong can actually defeat our Queen, my answer is simple.”

Sol leaned forward with a boyish grin as he uttered those words, “Nah — she will win.”
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If Sol had to be honest with himself, he was not as sure of Lilith’s victory as he was making it seem.

From the information he received, Sun Wukong was like Lilith. He was at a level of a Demi-god, but since he had yet to create a Territory, he was not yet a true Demi-god.

Furthermore, both of them were Singularities, making it very hard for Sol to observe anything related to them. A fight between those two powerhouses had so many possibilities it was mind-boggling.

So no, he was not sure that Lilith could actually win. At the same time, he did not think she would lose. It was a perfect 50/50 in a way, and the final outcome would be akin to a throw of dice by destiny

Sol hated watching people throw dice, unless he was the one controlling everything.

If he wanted to, he had many different ways to make sure Lilith would win — or rather, make sure Wukong would lose.

But he would not use them.

Victory and defeat between them would not change the outcome once Setsuna officially became the Queen of Wratharis.

There was no need to tarnish Lilith’s first true battle since gaining a new life and witnessing the fight would be very useful for him.

“Sol…What should we do with them?”

Sol came back to himself when he heard the girls calling out to him. He simply shrugged, “I honestly don't want to go through the whole charade again. Flood will take care of them. Treat them as guests. Submit or whatever. You will be given a choice.”

Sol was indeed tempted to have all the sages under his command. He doubted there were many Duke-ranked who could even hope to face them at their full power.

They were incredibly strong, but at the same…He didn't really need them.

He already had an entire army of Duke-ranked witches at his disposal and, while he wouldn't use them now, he would without a doubt deploy them during the conquest of the city.

“I will be honest with you, because I don't want you to have false ideas or expectations. You are not necessary.” His voice was blunt.

“Your presence will make things go more smoothly, but your absence will not negatively affect me. The only reason you are still alive is that I do not wish to make Sun Wukong a life-and-death enemy. If, after this war, you decide you don't want to be a part of my plans, then I will be happy to let you depart.”

His voice and actions may appear arrogant to many but for him, this was the simple truth.

“What will happen now is simple. You guys will be transferred back to the Capital. You will have access to your mansions or palaces. Then you will be good boys and girls and not cause me any more trouble. Simple, right?”

“You are very daring. Don't you fear that we’ll destroy the Capital? Even if the Supreme Daughter is there, she wouldn't be able to erect the barrier instantly.” Kun Peng said, and he angrily shot to his feet. He had been relatively silent until now, but the way this prince was speaking irked him to no end.

This whole situation was shit. He didn't understand why they were even listening to this kid talking down to them as if they were his pets.

“Sit down.”

Sol looked directly in his eyes, causing Kun Peng to freeze. In their current situation, with him standing up and Sol sitting on his throne, the Prince had to look up to him; however, he had a distinct feeling that he was being looked down upon instead.

As if he was a shrimp facing a giant, this feeling caused his blood to boil in his veins and he was about to speak again when–

“I do not want to repeat myself a third time. Sit down.”

This time, Kun Peng could feel goosebumps rise on his skin and a shiver run down his spine. While Sol had not even started showing his aura, this feeling was not something against which he could fight.

Cold sweat covered his face as his pride fought against his reason. His heart was beating so fast in his chest that his field of vision started to narrow. His flight-or-fight instincts were going crazy and definitely leaning towards flight.

“Brother. Sit down.”

He stopped himself, and suddenly the world seemed once again wider when her hand caught his.

Looking down, he could see the Flood Queen holding onto him and shaking her head before forcibly pulling him back down.

Meanwhile, the Lion King stood up, cupping his hands.

“I apologize for my little brother’s rude behavior. He is brash but he did not mean to wrong you.”

The only sounds after this apology were Sol’s fingers rhythmically tapping on the armrest on his throne.

The tension was thick in the air, and Flood couldn't help but nudge Kun Peng who, after hesitating a little, gritted his teeth before standing up and cupping his hands as well.

“I beg your forgiveness.”

The Bull King had never felt such a humiliation in his life. Not even being beaten by Setsuna had been as embarrassing.

But he knew that men had to bend their waists sometimes. He did not fear for his own life, but negatively impacting his brothers and sister because of his own stupid and petty pride was unacceptable.

Soon, all the other great sages, even the Flood Queen, stood up and also cupped their hands in submission. They were silent but their wills were there for all to see.

“What a beautiful display of family.” A smile spread on Sol’s face and the tension seemed to melt away instantly.

“I accept your apologies. But know that it's only because I was moved by the solidarity between all of you.”

For someone like Sol, who valued family above all else, such displays always moved him immensely. This was the proof that even in a world full of selfishness, love still had its place.

He had to admit, it was quite funny that the country of Wrath was the one who had the most familial values.

“Well, to answer your earlier question. I have no worries about you causing any trouble in the capital. In fact…I would be impressed if you actually managed to do so under the current circumstances.”

An enigmatic smile crossed on his face as he decided to put an end to the discussion with the sages.

He had other things to worry about, such as a certain snake woman.

He had not been able to have a deep discussion with her, or rather…with the two of them because of how busy he had been.

But now, perhaps it was time to speak to the murderer of his parents in more depth.


Chapter Two


Retainer


Once Sol made his decision, he moved fast. He may have established a seven-day ceasefire, but nothing said Wratharis would obey it. Of course, if they didn’t, this would be to his advantage. Sol would be happy to see the King of Wratharis ruin his chances and make himself even more hated by his own populace. This would make Sestuna's ascension to the throne much easier than it already would be.

Obviously, the Wolf King, for all his arrogance, should not be that stupid.

There was also another reason why he had chosen seven days; if his plan worked as he intended, everything would be different. The symbolism behind these numbers would be extremely powerful and useful for him to reach his goal.

Ignoring the rushing sound of the rivers only he could hear, and the thousands of strings that only he could see, Sol started walking forward. Setsuna, Lilin, and Athena followed, leaving only the seven sages, who did not know what to do with themselves.

“You should all sit down, or go mingle somewhere. You could even go to soothe the captured soldiers if you wish.”

Sol’s voice drifted to them before he finally left.
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Once the girls were far enough, Athena finally had the courage to ask, “Is this wise, Your Majesty?”

She had stayed silent initially because opposing her superior in front of outsiders would only show an ugly side. There was also the simple fact that for all intents and purposes, Sol had proven to be a very competent ruler, and while not all his orders always made sense at the time, they were usually correct in the end.

This was all the more reason for her to ask her question. Falling into complacency, believing that the King would always be right and would never make mistakes, was a recipe for disaster in any kingdom. It was important for some retainers to keep an objective mindset at all times, even if they might be disliked because of this.

This time, neither Setsuna nor Lilin intervened. They knew the difference between a respectful question and one done with an insult in mind.

Furthermore, Athena and Setsuna had become close friends, as they had very similar mindsets and shared the role of protecting Sol, even if this role seemed to be nothing but decoration in their current situation.

Sol simply shrugged. Now that he was not in front of an audience where he needed to keep on a mask, his cold impression vanished. Once again he seemed like nothing more than a young man.

“Honestly, whether it’s wise or not depends on what you think. For all their faults, the sages are a prideful bunch. They will not hurt or threaten the population of Lustburg. This would tarnish their honor. As long as we treat them well, they will not fight back.”

Athena hesitated a little and opened her mouth to speak. However, Sol cut her off with a chuckle, “You must be thinking that it’s pretty stupid to put the security of the population at risk while believing in something as flimsy as honor.”

“...Indeed, Your Highness. Far from me to insult the honor of the Great Sages. But when reality knocks, honor and pride can be quickly thrown by the wayside.”

Athena was first and foremost a commander. She might be a knight and a soldier of the Prince, but she would always be a commander. As such, she always had to maintain an objective outlook on any battlefield.

Sol, Lilin, and Setsuna had all proven they could easily put down the sages, but as was shown during the earlier fights, all the sages needed were a few seconds to cause irrevocable damage. Even the Witch of Time and the Witch of Life, with all their powers, were unable to bring the dead back to life. Leaving the Great Sages free without even one shackle to limit their powers was akin to keeping a bomb ready to explode at any moment, and she could not understand the logic behind this reasoning.

“Not only that, but I also do not understand the reasoning behind giving seven days of rest to the army of Wratharis. Those seven days are variables during which the King of Wratharis could cause more problems for us. Whereas if we attacked now, Wratharis would have no means of resisting and we would be able to reach the gate of the capital in a few days.”

Athena really felt like pulling her hair, grabbing Sol by the collar, and shaking him awake while screaming and shouting. The only thing stopping her was her allegiance to the throne and the knowledge that such actions would most likely be deadly should she carry on.

“Your expression is quite scary.”

Sol coughed awkwardly, not finding it in him to rebuff Athena. He knew that his actions seemed incomprehensible to many and that if not for his successes, they would have considered him crazy. But–

“Everything I do is for a reason. I cannot speak of this now, but I want you to understand that the reality is different from what you think. If Lupus attacks now, his chances of victory would be higher. If he leaves me the full seven days though…Heh. Let’s just say that seven is my lucky number.”

Sol shrugged and continued to walk on, “As for the sages, I already spoke to them, but there are ways to stop them from committing stupid crimes. I will have the witches watching over them. Some of the witches wish to help us and slowly integrate into our society. Soon, I will establish a policing system that will monitor the Capital and eventually the entire Kingdom while being under the surveillance of the witches.”

Sol knew that what he was doing was breaking every law of freedom and right of privacy that could have existed in his old world. In a way, perhaps he was even more of a tyrant than Lupus, albeit in a different sense.

But to such a thing, Sol could only laugh. Privacy was the least-valuable thing in this world where even the goddesses would peek in at you while you were making love.

For Sol, privacy was nothing but an illusion. Why should he then care about the privacy of others?

Hearing Sol’s words, Athena decided to express her apprehension, “Your Highness, while I understand and admire your wish to right the wrongs the witches suffered, I believe you are giving them too much power too soon.”

Athena had learned about the truth of the Tower of Babylon’s creation, and also about everything Jupiter had done and how the witches were nothing but innocent victims in the matter.

As a woman and even as a decent human being, what Jupiter had done was both disgusting and atrocious. He had essentially used and abused someone who had cared deeply for him before literally imprisoning her for years.

Furthermore, because of those actions, the last millennia have been fraught with deceit and hatred between witches and humans.

Humanity owed so much to the witches that they might never be able to repay their debts, even generations after her.

But…

While she could understand and feel sad for them as a human and a woman, as a noble and a soldier, she could not let herself be blinded by their plight. Giving power to people who were oppressed for years generally did not end well for the previous oppressor.

“The witches now might be happy with the power they have now, but what about in 20 years? In a hundred years, or even a thousand? What if the witches try to control the nobles or the royal court, or if they get greedy and simply abuse their power?”

“Then, I guess it will be for the people of that time to deal with it.” Sol shrugged. He could analyze outcomes and indeed, the chance of the witches one day trying to seize power from his descendant was possible. But…”Such is life.”

Sol did not know how long he could live. His lifespan was essentially in the tens of thousands years, and once he became a Demigod, it would be near-infinite. He might care about the first few generations of his descendants, but as the number rose, his feelings would change.

He couldn't babysit the royal family for millennia. More than anything else…Sol stopped himself from thinking further and smiled at Athena, “Let the future generations deal with that headache.”

“This is a very irresponsible thing to say.” Athena gave him a bitter smile. As a noble, worrying about the future was the norm, as each decision they made was done with the feeling of duty that had been embedded in them since birth.

“The power you have now is the result of the hard work of your ancestors. Do not disappoint them and do not disappoint your descendants. Only by doing so can our line prosper.” Athena muttered, “This is what my father used to tell me when I was young, before he died. This is also what my Grandfather has continuously taught me. As nobles, we must never forget that our current situation was the result of generations of hard work. Our first ancestor may have been a farmer or a soldier, but the one after him climbed higher and so did the one after him. It is our duty to make sure the one after us will not suffer. Noblesse oblige is not just a concept that shapes the way we deal with commoners. It also shows the way we must act as nobles.”

Athena cringed inwardly even as she spoke. She may have gone too far in trying to explain her vision to the prince and she had a feeling it came out as a little too preachy. She had seen firsthand that Sol did not take well to being looked down upon, even if it wasn’t her intention.

Sol, seeing her reaction, gave a bitter smile. He turned to Setsuna and Lilith to ask, “Am I really that scary?”

He knew he had done a few slightly extreme things when it comes to people who showed no respect to him, but Sol was not so lost in hubris that he would refuse well-intentioned advice from someone who truly cared. Even more so when said advice was worthy of respect and learning.

Sol had been trained all his life as a noble but the emphasis had been very different. Whether it was because of his previous life, or because neither Lilith nor Camelia had taught him to have pride in his title as a king, he saw himself more as a big guy with a powerful stick rather than a true ruler.

This impression and this way of thinking colored his perception of the world and his interactions with people. This was also one of the reasons he had never liked his father Mars. Everything he heard about Mars painted him as a righteous individual who had sacrificed himself for the world and his kingdom. And perhaps… to also insure a better future for Sol.

“Noblesse oblige, huh?”

Mars may have failed his family but as a King, his actions and decisions were perfect, for he had given as much as he had received from the Kingdom.

What about him? Would Sol be a good king?

He smiled. A few months ago, he would have been able to answer and say No without a shadow of doubt. He had always put his own desires and the well-being of his family and those he loved above the needs of this kingdom.

Thinking about it, he had always been very selfish.

“Thank you.”

Athena was bewildered by the unexpected show of gratitude, but Sol simply continued to walk ahead, a bright smile tugging at his lips. He had once again learned something more about himself.

He might not be fit to be a ruler, but he loved ruling over people. He had no desire for conquest; instead, he desired the safety that controlling the world would bring him. The place where he was now, the power he wielded, and the people he loved — all of this would have never been possible if people hadn’t fought for their lands and willingly given up their lives for what they believed in.

He would most likely never sacrifice himself for his kingdom, but he would make sure the sacrifices of those who were willing to die for their country would never go to waste.

Sol was not a good king.

But he would become the best king he could.

“I will slightly amend my decision. Once we go back to Lustburg. I will arrange a meeting for you and Clara so that you can prepare reasonable limitations to the power and responsibilities the witches will be bestowed.”

“Your Highness…”

Sol raised his hand and stopped Athena. “You can call me Sol. You have more than earned that right. You taught me a valuable lesson and given me a great opportunity and realization.”

He gazed at Athena, his gaze solemn, “Athena Highland. Kneel.”

Athena, feeling the seriousness of the situation, took a knee immediately with her head lowered.

A ceremonial sword came out of Sol’s dimension and landed in his hand, “Athena Highland, proud heiress of the Ducal House Highland. I hereby swear in my name, as long as your house will be loyal to the royal family, and as long as I am alive, the Highland family will never lose its title.”

Athena’s eyes opened wide when she felt the heavy weight of the sword on her shoulder, “Do you swear your allegiance to the royal family?”

“I swear!”

Even amidst her bewilderment, there was no hesitation in her words. This was without a doubt the achievement of a lifetime. As long as nothing wrong happened, Sol was destined to live generations even after her death.

“Very well. You can now rise. This ceremony is not an official one. I will reward you openly and properly once the war ends.”

Athena rose again, her face flushed with excitement and barely-hidden giddiness. She couldn’t believe that her brash advice would bring forth such results. Only in moments like this was one able to see that for all her bluster and confidence, deep down, she was still a young woman.

“Congratulations.” Both Setsuna and Lilin clapped quietly; they were very happy to see this.

“I will also appoint you as one of my personal advisors alongside Clara. This was something I should have done long ago but we did not have much time.”

All the nobles had been clamoring non-stop about how having a beast-kin and an elf as his closest advisors was unbecoming. Sol of course understood that this was them wishing to add one of their chess pieces or some honey trap for him.

At least with Athena, all of them could finally shut up. Athena had proven that she was not just a ‘yes woman.’ While Clara and Milia would also question his decisions at times, they were too enamored with him and might hesitate for fear of making him angry. Furthermore, both of them always factored his well-being first in the equation above that of the Kingdom. If he truly wished to become a better king, impartial people such as Athena, who cared greatly for the Kingdom, were essential.

“Now then. We have wasted enough time, I believe. It’s time to go.”

He had taken one more step and understood a little more what it meant to be a ruler. This was a very good harvest. This episode also served as a small reminder.

He was not perfect.

He was not a god.

At the very least…Not yet.


Chapter Three


1st Day


And God said, Let there be light: and there was light. And God saw the light, that it was good: and God divided the light from the darkness. And God called the light Day, and the darkness he called Night. And the evening and the morning were the first day.

Upon the sound of the first trumpet, hail and fire mingled with blood is thrown to Earth, burning up a third of the trees on the planet, and all green grass

Words of a scripture

The first day came and went for Sol, and he realized that he had much more to do than he initially had planned. His discussion with Athena had given him some realizations and he needed to capitalize on them.

For one, the looks he had been getting from the soldiers had changed instantly. They had already known he was powerful, after he had shown them the difference in power he possessed, their opinions had shifted. Nothing like fire and destruction to bring forth respect in a bunch of battle-hardened men.

The faith they had in him skyrocketed. This greatly pleased Sol, as faith would eventually become an important commodity for him. This was one of the reasons why he was always filming and sharing his most epic moments.

Faith was a feeling born from fear, respect, or love; those with the purest faith were a mixture of all three. Faith was both illusory and intangible but at the same time, faith could be converted into true currency or a power source.

It was something very precious, something of which one could never have enough.

Sol wanted to become stronger, and he wanted to do so quickly. His power allowed him to avoid being blindsided too easily, but he was not omniscient. Still, of the three paths, Omniscience, Omnipotence, and Omnipresence, he was climbing steadily in Omniscience, and the amount of skills he could use was also growing.

His main problem, if one could call it such, was that he could not completely bring the skill of his dimension into the real world without going for a dimension encroachment. But in the same way, the power he could bring was relatively limited, as he did not yet have the strength of a demigod backing him.

Currently, Sol was sitting on the floor in his room, deep in meditation. His goal was not to pierce the secret of dimensional magic yet, but simply to digest the insight he had received and how to apply it.

At this moment, he was like an artist with a nearly-finished masterpiece; all he needed now was to add the finishing strokes. By now, Sol already knew the True Name he wanted, and how he would get it.

This was the perfect occasion for him. Once he became a King, many things would change for him, both visible and invisible.

The path of Omnipresence, huh.

Sol mulled over this. If all things were considered, the three paths, while seemingly different, were in fact interconnected. If one was omnipotent, then one could make themselves omniscient and omnipresent as well.

If one is omniscient, then are they not also omnipresent in a way? This was an interesting way of seeing things.

I should not consider the three paths to be exclusive.

One could not reliably be one without the others. So why fight? Why separate? All roads lead to one destination. One destination could create millions of roads, which then could create smaller and narrower roads.

Oh…

Sol started thinking. His mind wandered, his eyes closed, and his power surged as he entered his dimension: the Inverted Dimension. A place where the entire universe was seemingly flipped upside-down. A place where he could even inverse concepts, such as when he had faced enemies likeLucifer. Though, calling Lucifer an ‘enemy’ seemed quite wrong in this situation.

Observing the dimension, Sol had one thought.

Is it truly my dimension?

Up until now, what he had done was akin to using the dimension as a key, a portal between the two universes. He did have some control over it and could do some interesting things there, but was it truly his dimension?

How could he call it such when he did not have full control over it? But then, how could he have full control over it?

Sol pondered, and then looked at the sky he thought. Let’s do things one at a time. He was in a hurry. He needed to grow faster and better than anyone else. But haste always led to waste. Only by advancing steadily could he reach his destination.

Thinking about deeper control of his dimension would be something to look forward to when he became stronger and had higher computational power. Of course, not all this would necessarily bring more power.

Dimensional mages were rare and territories were scarce. He lacked frames of reference and could not do much about that at the moment.

I wish Tiamat was here.

Big Sis, as she preferred to be called, had been a treasure trove of information when it came to growing stronger. She undoubtedly had a better understanding of “how to get stronger” than many other individuals, who might not even have a tenth of her experience.

Sadly, while he wished to come to have a deeper discussion with her, it would be complicated unless he became a Demi-god. But once he became a Demi-god, he would not be able to see her either, and she would have no need to teach him anything, anyway.

This was truly a conundrum. After all, once he had stolen the Mortal Realm, he might or might not become an enemy of the goddesses. It wouldn’t be good for him if Tiamat started chasing him as well, as she seemingly had in the alternative timeline that Skuld had shown him. Things could be very complicated.

This was a point to examine and analyze. He did not seek perfection, but he would make damn sure he reached as close to it as possible.
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The second day of the cease-fire began, and as the sun rose in the sky, Sol walked outside. His steps were slow and measured, and it seemed like he was walking with no particular direction in mind.

He was still in his dimension after his night of meditation and realization. This night had been more than a little useful for him, and now all the enlightenments he had received were starting to coalesce together into an interesting whole.

It was still a world full of monochromatic gray — or at least, it should have been so. But as Sol advanced, color started to spread all around him. These were not the colors of the natural world; instead, everything was bathed in a soft yellow, showing the presence of light.

This is not bad.

Sol nodded to himself. He was happy with the progress he was making. Now all he needed was something to complete his plans. That something, though, was quite more complicated to acquire than anticipated, and even then he still felt like he might be missing more.

“Well, one thing at a time.” Sol sighed. Striving for perfection would be foolish, but what he was doing needed something very close to perfection. If he failed, there would be severe repercussions and he could anticipate that they wouldn’t be something he would like.

“I could take the easy way out.” He wondered, hesitated, pondered. The easy way might create an imbalance even more severe, but at the same time, the piece would fit quite snugly on the whole. Sol paused for an instant and he tried to read a possible future. But all he could see was a fog. Not even the threads of destiny could guide him for the current choices he wished to make. Clearly, there were simply too many implications.

This was another reminder that he was not all-knowing nor all-powerful. The Eye of Akasha was undoubtedly a godly weapon of a very high caliber, but the limitations it had were also clear. Of course, there was also the fact that he was too weak. No matter how powerful he was as a Duke, he was still nothing more than a Duke. A special Duke, but still a Duke. This was a level of life that limited too many of his abilities. Thankfully, soon he would reach the next level and become something more.

The King-level was an essential transformation of one’s very being, bringing even an increase in lifespan. Because she reached the King-rank, Lilith had been able to survive longer than she should have as a homunculus.

Once he was satisfied with the current situation, Sol broke through the walls of his dimension and started stepping into the real world. Now that he was stronger, the process that had always seemed instantaneous to him now seemed slower. Not because he was worse at it but because he was able to notice far more details.

Walking out of his dimension felt like plunging into a deep and immense sea that stretched to infinity. Only after jumping out of the “water” could he surface back into the real world.

This was an uncanny sensation, which showed him that there was much he still did not understand in this world. The kind of truth that could only be understood when one reached the level of a god, or perhaps even beyond.

“Perhaps Order and Chaos would have an idea?” He mused. This was an idea he had — a small idea of course, but he sadly did not have enough information to confirm it. But if he was right, then this universe was far, far broader than he could imagine.

After all, if his Inverse Dimension could become a universe, then… Who’s to say there weren’t other universes out there?

What about Earth, the place he came from? Was it in this universe or a completely separate one? The theory of a parallel universe was nothing new for someone who lived on Earth. The plane on which he currently existed, the Mortal Realm, was incredibly similar to Earth, so much that one could argue that it was Earth, only during a much different time.

If Earth and Gaia were parallel universes and if his own Inverted Dimension was another nascent parallel universe, then it was possible that there existed many more parallel universes that were either much different from the one here or very similar.

Well, this is something that doesn’t concern me now.

He had no way to verify this theory for the time being, and even if he did find the truth, it would not give him any advantages.

His own Truth was not tied to understanding the existence of parallel universes. This would be a nice enlightenment, but not one that would advantage him particularly.

“Sol! You’re back!” His musings were interrupted by a small ball of joy that rushed at him before settling on his head, as if it were her natural seat.

Riding a dragon, even if he was in human form, was not something many people could dare to do. Even Theresa had nearly paid a high price when she had tried to mount Blaze in the past. Since Sol was becoming closer to his dragon side, it would have been normal for him to become angry at this clear lack of respect.

But all he felt was mirth, and a low chuckle escaped him as he brought his finger up and flicked gently at the intruder, who simply giggled like he was tickling her.

“How have you been?” He asked as he walked out of the tent.

“Super-duper! The battlefield was a little mopey at first, but now, since no one is fighting it’s just fun!”

“I am glad you are enjoying yourself.” Sol laughed. Who else could it be but Scheherazade? She was perhaps one of the rare people in existence who did not worship nor love him but who also did not fear him.

Sol loved the candidness of this little ball of sunshine. She was a woman who had suffered her fair share of hardship and discrimination but who could still smile and laugh despite the darkness of the world.

For Sol, Scheherazade was a friend and a benefactor as well as someone who, despite her ditzy appearance, could teach him much about life. Of course, there was never one without two.

“Hi…” Sol hugged the dark-haired girl who had also approached him once he left the tent. After all, wherever there was Scheherazade, there was obviously Isis.

“Are you alright?” He asked after separating slightly and looking at her pale face. Isis always had a pale countenance, but it became a little worse since the last time he had seen her.

“Don’t worry. I was affected by the battlefield because of all the surrounding death. It was hard for me to… you know.”

Isis was a Death Phoenix, a walking inconsistency, as she held two very opposite but also complementary concepts. For Isis, a battlefield was nothing more than a place to thrive. The reason why she went personally onto the battlefield wasn’t just to protect Setsuna. Sol had needed her there for another reason and this was taxing on her.

“Thank you. You only need to hold on for a few more days. I am sorry for all your anguish.” He was sad to see her clearly holding back and being in pain.

“Don’t be. I am glad to be of help and obviously, this is also helping my path. If your plan works, I will not have to fight my father for more authority. Though this is a very daring path.”

“Heh. You are following a very daring man, after all.”

“Well. I guess I did vow to work together with you to achieve our goals.” This had been one of the parts of her vow and she was determined to follow through it.

“All for our beautiful future.” He held her hand tenderly and the two of them looked at each other. Love and affection swam in their gazes. The two of them were not just lovers; they were friends, equals, and companions walking a treacherous path. Their relationship might have been short in duration, but they had shared many moments together.

Slowly the two of them brought their faces forward and even the exuberant Scheherazade covered her face with her hands though, of course, she left a small gap between her fingers.

But, just as they were about to kiss ~Crunch~ The atmosphere was broken as the sound of someone munching reached them.

Sol gave a bitter smile and looked at the person standing further behind Isis. It was a beautiful silver-haired woman, clad in a maid’s uniform and holding what looked like a bag of chips. She stared at them with a clueless expression while she munched on her snack.

“Nuwa.” He said with a sigh.

Indeed. This was the small problem on which he needed to work. Looking at her blank expression, Sol sighed again and patted Isis on the head.

This was definitely going to be more complicated than he had thought. After all — he might end up needing to sign a contract with her.


Chapter Four


Meeting Echidna


Sol’s relationship with Nuwa was…well, it was very complicated to explain. All in all, the two of them had spent only a few days together before Sol had departed for the Astral Realm.

Then, when he had returned, Nuwa was already on the battlefield and he could not spend any time with her. When the war finally began, Sol was too busy to even have a proper relationship with his lovers, much less Nuwa.

As if this wasn’t enough, unknown to everyone else, Nuwa was possessed by Echidna, who technically was the enemy of Lustburg. The Mother of All Monsters might not have delivered the fatal blow that killed Blaze and Mars herself, but there was no denying that she was the main cause of this situation. After all, she had attacked Lustburg first.

He still didn’t even know how to tell Lilith and the others, and he knew the longer he waited, the more dangerous this situation became. This was no different than a ticking time bomb waiting to blow up. This whole set-up was leading to one of the most-cliche situations where, while giving their all during an important fight, someone had their deepest secret revealed and that secret fucked up everyone else.

He knew that Camelia could see souls, the same way that Isis did. The moment Camelia saw Nuwa, she would immediately understand everything. There was even the possibility of the enemy discovering it first, or Echidna herself appearing at the worst time.

Sol could see this coming miles away, and he knew that he needed to make a decision about how to deal with Nuwa and Echidna. The good thing was that destroying Echidna’s soul without hurting Nuwa would not be complicated in the slightest.

Either way, because of all those issues, they were in a situation that was extremely awkward no matter how he looked at it. Well… at least, Sol felt awkward.

Nuwa had no intention of considering all the possible ramifications of her current situation. She had never been one to think too much about things about which she could do nothing.

Sol could not sense the slightest feelings of fear or worry coming from the girl in the maid’s uniform and he found himself impressed. This was a level of insouciance that went past all limits.

“How have you been?” He asked her carefully.

“Good.” Nuwa’s eyes looked at him curiously. She didn’t understand why he was asking her this question. Her time had been very good, without the slightest bit of exaggeration.

After she had defended the base from attack, she had been rewarded handsomely. She had even been offered the position of lieutenant in the army, with a land grant as a noble. This was something she knew to which many people aspired. She was not stupid, and she could see the looks of envy mixed with respect that she received at that time.

But Nuwa had simply refused. She did not want to be a noble, especially a noble with lands to manage. It seemed like so much work to do for not much in return. She was well-fed in the Tower, she was around people she liked, and she was treated well. She had no reason to lose all this.

Nuwa explained all this to Sol while the four of them walked toward the transportation circle. Well, only three of them were walking. Sheherazade was still ooing and cooing as she observed everything while sitting on his head.

Even Isis seemed to be quite starry-eyed as she observed the fortress. She was interested in the barrier that was covering it. While it wasn’t as powerful as she expected, it was still quite well done.

I…Well. This is quite weird.

Sol was reminded once again that both Sheherazade and Isis were undoubtedly the most stable and carefree people that were close to him, and Nuwa seemed to be in the same position.

In particular, her disinterest in power because of how much work it would entail reminded him of, well… himself? It seemed like a lifetime ago, but the truth was that not long ago, he had not even wanted to become the King of Lustburg. Now, he was on his way to try and conquer the world.

“Heh…”

“Something funny?” Nuwa asked as she raised her head to look at him. After all, she was quite petite when compared to Sol.

“Nothing. I just realized I have been thinking too hard about something that, in reality, was quite simple.” He chuckled once again and patted Nuwa’s head. She simply closed her eyes and enjoyed the caress while taking another chip from the bag.

Indeed. He had been thinking too much, so entangled in his threads that he had forgotten that sometimes, the simplest things had the simplest solutions.

“Say, Nuwa. Do you want to sign a contract with me?”

“Sure.”

A smile spread on his face. He had asked bluntly and Nuwa simply answered bluntly. Then she looked at him curiously. “I thought it had already been decided that we would sign a contract.”

“Heh…Indeed.”

Man, I feel so dumb.

Sol sighed and dismissed those feelings. Sure, it was great that they managed to settle on this rather quickly, but there was another problem, which was admittedly not so much a problem.

“What kind of contract should we sign?”

He spoke out loud. A lust contract was… Sol frowned and looked at Nuwa, who seemed more like a squirrel than anything else with her mouth stuffed full of chips.

As funny as it seemed, a Lust contract was about anything but lust. It was a contract made based on love, and the vows were not dissimilar to marriage vows in his old world. For the contract to even work, both participants needed to be truly in love with each other and if their love vanished, the contract would also vanish.

Did he love Nuwa? The answer was self-evident. He barely even felt lust for her. Nuwa was definitely a beautiful woman, but he had long since gone past the level where he would get excited just because a woman was attractive.

Her personality and actions were endearing and she was a loyal member of his house. But if he had to be honest… she looked more like a loyal pet to him, like a hamster. Pulling out a treat from his dimension, he gave it to Nuwa who immediately accepted it and started munching. She was eating in such a cute way.

Yeah, definitely a hamster.

He might be able to develop greater feelings for her in the future, but definitely not in six days. He could definitely not use Medea’s time dilation for this or it would mess up all his preparations.

Then, “Nuwa, do you love me?”

“Hum…?” She swallowed and asked curiously, “What is love, exactly? But I do like you. I think. You are warm and I like having my head patted. It gives me fuzzy feelings. Is that love?”

Sol gave a smirk and pinched her cute face, “Forget it. Don’t worry about it.”

This was all the answer he needed. At this moment, Nuwa was no different than a blank canvas. In this situation, he would feel like he was abusing an innocent child if he made a Lust contract with her.

Thankfully, it wasn’t as if there was only one kind of contract available. Looking at Nuwa, the best contracts with her were more than evident.

Either a Sloth- or a Gluttony-type contract.

His eyes shone. This was… quite interesting. Up until now, he’d already had individual contacts with four goddesses. At this point, he was one hundred percent sure that whatever type of contract he chose, one of the goddesses would try to talk to him.

Then the final question was — were Gula and Acedia on Luxuria’s side, or on Invidia’s side?

Whether or not those goddesses supported him was extremely important for his incoming contract. Sol knew that one of the reasons he was still alive, more than his own merits, was the protection of Luxuria, and the other goddesses’ desire to not hurt their own relationships because of him.

In short — they were still underestimating him.

Some, like Invidia, might see him as a future threat but, at the very most, in their opinion, he would be lesser or equal to Anubis. Someone powerful but who, ultimately, could not really hurt them nor affect their rules.

His stunts with Lilith may have made them warier, but that was all.

If I succeed by getting the Name I want, though… things could get ugly.

His intuition was screaming at him, and this was why he would make sure that his ascension as a King happened in his own dimension, far from prying eyes. He would also make sure to get Aurora's help to hide things.

Thankfully, while the potential of things getting ugly could be high, the true problem would be if they realized that he had a goal: to steal the Mortal Realm.

This would definitely not fly with them at all. Most likely, he would be besieged by the goddesses if he was not careful.

He needed to advance step by step, build his own forces, exchange with his own allies, and make sure that all would be well.

There was also the prophecy Lucifer had given him. By now, Sol was starting to have some inklings about what this could have meant. For this reason, he had an even more urgent need for allies.

This was why —-

“Sheherazade, move away please. We need to enter my dimension, and I still cannot stop the emotion manipulation effects from affecting you.”

“Oh! Sure! Don’t take too long! I will go steal some cake from Lilin!” Sheherazade chirped and flew off into the distance, causing Sol to chuckle. That little fairy was a ball of pure joy and delight. She always illuminated his day when she was near.

“Should I go, too?” Isis asked and Sol waved his hand. “You are the only Duke who can enter my dimension without worry. Let’s go, we have been wasting too much time on this.”

“Very well.” She was interested in witnessing the discussion that would happen next. After all, in a way, the one they were about to face could have been one of her stepmothers.

This was going to be a very interesting discussion.
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The moment they entered Sol’s dimension, Isis was able to fend off the rules that were trying to invert her feelings. Nuwa was not so lucky, but the changes that happened to her were different.

Her previous dull and somewhat absent-minded eyes were filled with an intelligent and alert light. Her lazy demeanor switched to one that was full of authority. The feeling of facing a friend of the same age vanished, and was replaced with the impression of standing in front of a very old being.

“My. I did not think you would try to speak to me again so soon.” Even though the voice was the same, one did not need to be a genius to see the stark difference between the usual Nuwa and the current one.

“For someone who is forced to live like a parasite in the body of her daughter, you have quite the haughty tone.” Sol grinned meanly and ignored the deadly glare she threw at him. Instead, he turned and made three ice chairs appear. “Do not worry. I have considerably increased the temperature and altered the surface.”

He sat on his chair, and Isis did the same on the chair close to him. Observing this, a twinkle danced in Echidna’s eyes before she sat as well.

“I initially thought your plan was to erase me. But it seems like you are much more ambitious than that.” Once she was comfortable, she spoke her mind without a veil.

“What makes you think this?” He asked quietly.

“The fact that you did not kill the main cause of the death of your parents is already telling enough. Then again, I suppose this is not wrong. After all, from your point of view… they weren’t really your parents, were they? Foreigner.” Echidna snickered as she gazed at Sol and Isis. She was also quite surprised to see that Isis was still calm.

So she knew already? Interesting. These foreigners generally hide their identities.

“So you know about reincarnation.” Sol mused to which Echidna shrugged.

“Why do you think I was so interested in repeatedly attacking Lustburg? Each of their rulers were precious research material. It was imperative for me to get some of their blood and genetic information.”

In her long life, Echidna had obviously observed many reincarnated individuals. Their very existence was fascinating to her.

“A foreign soul in a new body. The concept of reincarnation is nothing extraordinary, even if it is extremely complicated, but it’s marvelous in essence. All foreigners show tremendous talents that cannot simply be explained by their being Blessed or not. Their very existence should be impossible, but the sturdiness of their souls gave me many ideas.” The more she spoke, the more hurried her breathing became. “I have studied this principle for years, and was able to create my own version of reincarnation by skipping the process of the cycle of reincarnation and entering a new body, thus keeping my memories intact. Had it not been for that damned thieving dwarf! Ugh!”

Echidna felt like pulling her hair when she thought how the results of thousands of years of research and careful planning were foiled because of some lowly dwarf who was not even at the Duke level. This was a level of humiliation of the like she could never accept.

“Pfft!...Sorry, sorry.”

Isis fought to contain her laughter and waved her hand in apology. She had met Theresa a few times and she had indeed noticed that the diminutive woman was quite the maverick.

“I guess Theresa is once again the MVP without even trying.” Sol smiled nonchalantly. At this point, he wondered if he should name Theresa as the mascot of Lustburg. She was the one who captured the vampire who had escaped. She was the one who created his Divine Weapon and his nascent mech army. She was working behind the scenes to help him conquer the dwarves, and she had also foiled Echidna's plan.

All this without being a Duke.

This was a level of impressiveness that made even the legendary luck of the Blessed seem quite mundane, if he had to say so.

“Well. To come back to our discussion. I indeed do not feel much rage for you. It would be hypocritical of me to act differently. I am keeping you alive because I need your help. But — make no mistake. Your importance is certainly not even nearly equal to the happiness of those I love. Once I reveal your existence, I will leave your fate in their hands.”

Sol showed his two hands, “On one hand, if they decide to keep you alive, you will live. On the other hand, should they decide you need to die, I will immediately destroy you without the slightest hesitation.”

His smile grew as he looked down at her, “So tell me, Queen Echidna, Mother of Thousands of Monsters, what does it feel like to know your very existence is at the mercy of the mortals you always despised and disregarded?”

Echidna had to admit. It felt quite shitty.
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Echidna was the first primordial monster in the Mortal Realm. In terms of seniority, she was on the same level as any of the Second Generation divine beasts. In terms of power, she was only inferior to the likes of Tiamat and Lucifer, or Michael when she was at her peak.

Echidna was not born weak; in fact, she was born nearly perfect. Indeed, because of this, the way she saw the world was very different from how mere mortals might have seen it.

This current situation of weakness was something she had never encountered before. This feeling of helplessness was not something she was used to and the fact that her life would be outside of her own control would have never even been considered by her.

Even so, there was one thing about which he was wrong.

“Let’s make things clear first, “ Echidna released a calm sigh and looked straight at Sol. “I have never looked down on mortals, much less despised them.”

Only the aura of a Duke came out of her but at this moment even Sol had to put a little more of his guard. The pressure coming from her was not a matter of pure power but more the simple power of her Truth. The aura of someone who had been born strong and who had terrorized the entire era — one of the first three Demigods of the Mortal Realm.

She could accept Sol insulting her. The strong had the right to control the weak, after all. She could accept Sol making sure she could hurt no one else. She could even accept Sol using her for his own goals.

But! She would never accept anyone insulting her aspirations.

“I have long since understood that direct creation of the Goddesses could never cross the threshold. It is nearly impossible for me or even the other Divine Beasts to become gods. Only mortals can! Only by studying the mystery of their bodies can one reach this fabled level, and I believe I have reached a higher level of understanding than anyone else in this world. No one — and I mean absolutely no one! — understand mortals more than me.”

Her speech finished, Echidna stood up and advanced toward Sol, “You. You wish to become a god, right? There is no other reason for you to keep me alive.” Echidna grinned, “I see it in your eyes. A great thirst for power. You may hide it behind a mask of indifference but you cannot fool me. You, who have crawled from a normal human to what you are now, know more than anyone just how important power is, and you wish for more. Far more.”

Sol frowned at Echidna, who was so close to him their faces were nearly touching. He did not like seeing the expression of pure madness on Nuwa’s cute face. This was not something that suited the cute and absent-minded girl that she was.

At the same time, he could not ignore Echidna’s words. Placing a finger on her forehead, he pushed her away and spoke quietly, “You are right. I want to become a god, and though you failed, I believe you have precious information.”

His voice was calm and he ignored the worried look Isis was giving him. Lately, he had been more and more aware of his own weakness in the grand scheme of things. He could terrorize weak Dukes in the Mortal realm but this brought no joy to him.

Sol already had plans to snatch the mortal world and protect all those he cared about there, but there was one thing he did not want to do, and that was to become a prisoner in a prison of his own making.

Taking the mortal world would make him mortal enemies with the goddesses without a doubt. While this pun was totally intended, the situation at hand was in no way amusing. Even Anubis, for all his power, had not dared to steal the entire Afterlife realm. In a way, the Mortal Realm was vastly more important for the goddesses.

“I do not think I can become a god on my own.”

Sol was sure that he could become a powerful Demi-god, perhaps even a False God. As long as his plans did not fail and he obtained the Name he wanted, he might truly become the strongest Demi-god to have ever existed. This was his pride and his confidence. But it was necessary to remember that even his alternate self, despite obtaining divinity and being strong enough to erase all timelines, still had not become a true god.

Becoming a god was clearly not just a question of power. It needed something more. Something he might never find if he fumbled alone. But why did he have to fumble alone?

Even his alternate self only managed to find the secret of absolute time rewind by receiving help from Anubis and Ambrosia, as well as Skuld and her sisters. What if he managed to get Echidna's help as well?

“I want your help. Not just yours — Ambrosia, Anubis, and many others. I do not think I can walk this road on my own.” He hid nothing. He knew trying to do so would be useless and nothing but an insult to Echidna.

“Heh, and what do I get from helping you? You said it yourself, right? You will kill me if those lovers of yours decide for my death. Why should I help you when I know I could die at any moment?”

“Oh, you will help me. Of that, I have no doubt.” Sol smirked, which irked Echidna somewhat.

“What makes you so sure?”

This time, it was Sol's turn to stand up and advance toward Echidna. As she was in Nuwa’s body, she was quite petite, so he could easily look down on her. “Earlier, you acted as if you could understand me, and perhaps you do understood some part of me. But you see, I can say the same for you.”

He held her gaze with his and spoke slowly, “You will help me. Because you are Echidna. Your madness knows no limits and your desire to create a True God is as deep as the abyss. You care not for death or life. Your greatest reward will be my ascension to godhood. To realize this dream of yours, even selling your soul is not impossible. Am I wrong?”

The two of them looked at each other, their gazes each filled with their own brand of madness. In the end, the first one to wield was Echidna. A large smile formed on her face and soon she exploded into laughter.

It was a beautiful laugh, one filled with amusement and joy, as if she relished this feeling of being understood. When she finished laughing, she nodded, “You are right. Creating a god is my life’s purpose and for it, I would gladly sacrifice my life.”

“Then do we have a deal?”

He brought his hand forward and, after looking at it for a short while, she quietly looked up at Sol before nodding and shaking his hand in response, “We do.”

No sooner were these words pronounced than thousands of strings appeared all around them before covering their hands.

This was not just a light agreement, but a full vow. It was extremely unfair to Echidna, but it was one she accepted nonetheless.

How cunning.

Echidna had a great understanding of the soul, even if it was to a lesser extent than Anubis, and she could feel a new binding coiling around it. One that was even more powerful than the self-destruction node that had been added recently.

But she did not care.

“Since you have Anubis' child with you, then you should have a certain understanding of what kind of things we once did.”

“The G.O.D project.”

“Indeed. This was a project made from our own masteries all fused together. Soul, Magic, and Body. We may have failed, but I have managed to create something more. Something different. I would have used this something had I had full control of this body.”

“What did you create?”

Echidna tapped her head, “Anubis once gave me an idea while speaking to me about the principles of cultivation in the fictions of his world, and I realized one thing. The current way of reaching the level of Demi-god is through the evolution of the soul. Firstly, by finding one Truth, and then sublimating the soul by obtaining a Name. Only then do you try to ascend by evolving the body and the soul together. But — what if it was wrong? What if…one should also cultivate the body properly? Once I reached this thought, I began wondering about many other things as well. Was it possible to ascend through the body alone? Could an individual reach a level so high they could stand toe-to-toe with even a God? Without being naturally born with such a body like a dragon?”

Sol was listening to her, his breath slowly accelerating as he was beginning to understand what she was implying.

She tapped her chest this time, “I found a way to strengthen the body through Devouring. But what I wanted was different. Just having a strong body was not enough. After all, mortals are the key and chances are none of them can use the power of Devouring. So I needed to create a new way. Finally, after centuries of studying, I reached an answer.”

Her smile became so large it seemed as if it would split, “Yes — it was possible!”

“You created a way for body cultivation.” This was something Sol would have never imagined and he once again realized how much of a treasure trove this crazy woman was.

“Indeed and I call it — the Seven Chakra Opening.”


Chapter Five


Everything Finally Clicks


The Seven Chakra Opening?

Sol tilted his head and wondered when the genre had changed from Western fantasy to Xianxia. But then, remembering the way Lilith and Lilin fought, as well as the power system of Wratharis, he wisely decided to shut up.

In moments like this, he always missed not having Khali with him. She was the only one in this world who could understand his jokes, outside of Anubis. He was sure that she would be screaming if she was here to listen to this.

“What is the principle of this technique?” Sol asked, hiding his thoughts.

Echidna was more than happy to explain. She smiled like a child in front of a Christmas present before she proceeded, “Let’s play a game. What makes humans different from all other races?”

Sol had the feeling that he was back in class with Medea as she explained magic to him. “Humans can only use magic after Awakening, and even then they cannot use True Magic, properly speaking, without forming a contract.”

“Yes. Humans can only use reinforcement and cladding to strengthen themselves. One would think that they lack talents in magic but, you see, I discovered something interesting while studying. On a ratio, humans are physically weaker than other races. But in terms of cladding and reinforcement, humans are actually the best on average. It’s just that since their base body is so weak, it makes their cladding seem weak by comparison”

This was pretty easy to understand. Cladding was a multiplier. If the base body of a human was 10, then someone like Sol, even while defenseless, would have 100 at minimum. Even if the two used the same level of cladding, the final results would be completely different.

“How big is the difference?” Sol was still quite nonchalant but what he heard made him stop.

“On average, humans are between 5 to 10 percent better at cladding than any other race. Even divine beasts for that matter.”

“This…” This was quite the bombshell.

“When I understood this, I became even more curious. I started studying things that were taken for granted, such as mana veins, horns for high-quality beasts, and the core for Divine Beasts. Slowly I started to realize that the understanding of the body as a whole was erroneous, or rather insufficient. I studied similarities and dissimilarities and finally concluded my thesis.”

She tapped her head, “Seven main chakras, or simply seven main nexuses of energy in the body, five main chakras for the soul, and finally, a grand total of 107 small chakras through the entire body each at key points of the mana veins. The Soul, Body, and the Energy. Only when the whole is connected can a God be created. At least in my understanding.”

There was a certain smugness as well as self-mockery in her tone. Those three points perfectly represented Echidna, Anubis, and Ambrosia. She was sure that had the three of them continued to work together, they would have unlocked the true success of Godhood. Sadly, they were unable to do so.

“Do you mean to say that Anubis and Ambrosia also have such secrets?”

“Obviously. I do not know about Ambrosia, but Anubis should be far higher in the understanding of the soul, relatively speaking. Unless he did not advance because of his constant explorations.”

She shrugged before taking a more somber expression, “I need you to understand first that those things are not something I created. They always existed and were always used by us from time immemorial. The only thing is that all of us did it unconsciously. The way of the five soul chakra is something naturally followed when one grows stronger. For example, the Soul Star Chakra, one of the five, is the equivalent of the Gate of Truth, while the Earth Star Chakra is manifested by our Zone.”

Sol shook his head. In essence, nothing had changed but in reality, everything had. Everyone knew how to run naturally, but professional runners would study this art as a science and find the most efficient way of running to reach the greatest result with the least amount of energy spent.

In the same way, the witches who mastered and studied witchcraft would always be more dangerous than normal magical beasts who simply used their magic following their innate talents.

“Knowledge is power. You do not need to teach me this.” This was the very first lesson Medea taught him.

Echidna smiled, “I am glad we agree on this.” She pointed a finger at her head and continued, “The Horns are the first of the Seven Chakra I studied. I call it the Crown Chakra. It’s the one that boosts magic to a new degree and only magical beasts with horns can easily use magic as if they were breathing. Then there is the Heart, the source of all life. After studying humans, I was able to find and understand that the Heart Chakra was the reason they were so proficient in their cladding and that…only Humans have access to this Chakra.”

“...Wha—”

“Let me finish.” Echidna waved her hand and placed it right at her solar plexus, “Finally, the third of the seven chakra. The one that is only available to the divine beasts. The Core.”

She grinned, “After much research, I found that all magical creatures can obtain one or two or even three Chakra outside of the Heart Chakra. Like how Divine beasts have Horns and Cores. In the same way, humans can only have the Heart Chakra.”

Sol frowned. The desire to reach Godhood plagued many powerful individuals and each of them came with an answer on their own. But Echidna's understanding was the one closest to the conclusion he had reached. To obtain godhood, one needed Omnipotence, Omnipresence, and Omniscience. Not one or the other, but as a whole. But as it was, not even the goddesses could be said to be truly all of the three. They were near it, but not fully. Following this logic, Echidna's theory made much more sense but then there was one problem. It was —

“If humans can only have the Heart Chakra and other races can never have the Heart Chakra, doesn’t it mean that no one can ascend to Godhood following your…” Sol stopped. Isis, who had been listening all this time in silence, gasped. Their eyes grew wide as realization finally settled in. Echidna's grin grew even wider as well.

“It seems like you finally understand. There is one exception. Only one kind of person can obtain godhood in the current world following my understanding and that is —”

“A hybrid.”

“Tututut.” She waved her finger, “Not any kind of hybrid. It needs to be a Perfect Hybrid, born between a Human and a Divine Beast. Only then can that person reunite the conditions of having both the Core Chakra and the Heart Chakra. Also, do not forget the necessity of the Soul. I would need someone who was reincarnated. Someone extremely talented as well.”

She started laughing as if she was possessed, “When I came to that conclusion I felt despair. How was I even supposed to find someone like this in this world? This was simply impossible! The probability of such a thing happening had more zeros than I could ever count! What was the use of a technique that no one could actually use!? So I stopped all research in this direction and focused on simply strengthening the body through the conversion of energy. But now…”

Her eyes shone, like a snake who finally found its prey, “Now I have the perfect specimen in front of me. This is simply a miracle!”

A miracle, huh?

Sol closed his eyes. His mind was going toward a certain goddess. He did not know whether this was a miracle or not. At the very least, this was a man-made miracle — or should he say a goddess made one?

Sol grinned suddenly, realizing another very interesting fact. Something that would make someone he knew have very complicated feelings.

I wonder what Nent will feel once she learns about this.

Nent had made many dubious choices in her life but, if Echidna’s theories proved to be true…then it would mean that Nent had not been wrong in her research. Perfect hybrids were indeed the way. She had simply missed crucial information. Even then, she had thrown her money on Sol and it seemed like she had made the right bet.

“What are the other Chakras?”

“You already know one.” Echidna pointed at his forehead. “The Third Eye chakra. All seers and those able to see the future naturally opened that Chakra, and not just them.” Echidna gave a glance at Isis as she spoke, “You also have unlocked it with those eyes of yours.”

Isis nodded. She was learning many interesting things and did not wish to interrupt.

“Then you have the Throat Chakra. Races such as mermaids and succubi generally have it unlocked.”

Sol had to fight the urge to make a very corny joke but he simply coughed, “What about the rest? You have only named five — The Crown, The Third Eye, The Throat, The Heart, and The Core.”

“The final two are the Sacral Chakra, located at the navel, and the Root Chakra, located at the base of the spine. I am pretty sure all Dragons have this one naturally unlocked. As for the Navel, this Chakra naturally opens once one reaches the Level of Demi-god and creates their territories or…” She shook her head, as if she found it absurd, “When they have a dimension.”

“So you are saying…”

“You already have all of the Seven Chakra naturally opened. All you are lacking is proper guidance for you to make your energy circulate in the best way possible. This is where my Seven Chakra Opening will intervene. It will be more than enough to create a body so strong you might become the first Duke-rank able to face a King head on — and win.”

She chuckled evilly, “Of course, if I give you the wrong circulation route, you might destroy your entire body and cripple yourself. So what will it be? Will you leave your future in my hands?”

Sol smiled and clasped her hand, “I believe in you, or rather, I believe in your desire to see the birth of a god. Teach me.”

Of course, this was half bullshit. There was no way Sol would believe in Echidna fully. But things were pretty simple.

If things went wrong — he simply had to die and undergo Nirvana.

Once again, everything feels perfectly in place. What an uncanny feeling this was.

As Sol contemplated the meaning behind Echidna’s theory, he started wondering if it was completely accurate.

The goddesses, as far as he knew, were not hybrids. Furthermore, were the goddesses not the creators of all life? How could they not understand the imperfection in their own creations?

In the end, Sol was able to glean three conclusions.

As things stood, either Echidna was wrong and her theory was a mistake or incomplete and there was another path to godhood.

The second possible solution was that Echidna was right but there wasn’t only one path to godhood.

The final conclusion was that…perhaps everyone was wrong and there was no path to godhood in the first place, or that path was broken.

Either way, this was the most concrete theory he had obtained to date and he would explore it until he was sure that it was right or wrong.

After reaching this conclusion, Sol focused on Echidna once again, “I will need to learn this in the remaining six days of the cease-fire. What do you think?”

“Since you have already opened all of the chakras, it will only take a few days to synchronize everything perfectly and get the machine rolling. It won’t be an instant power increase, however. The main goal of this technique is to vastly increase your toughness, both inside and out — wider mana veins, stronger core, better cladding. But the more you circulate this technique, the more perfect your body will become.”

Echidna looked at him up and down. The technique she had created still had a few minor imperfections and through Sol, she might be able to cover them. If she succeeded, she could make sure anyone would be able to use this technique even if not to the full potential.

“Sol Luxuria, you understand what this technique means, right? If it is perfected and shared across the world, the average level will increase dramatically. I am not exaggerating in the slightest when I say that this is an epoch-changing technique.”

Sol grinned, “Don’t pat yourself on the back too much. You certainly are not the only epoch-changing genius I know.”

Sol truly wondered what would happen if Echidna, Kali, Atachne Milaris, and Theresa teamed up. What if he added Anubis and Ambrosia?

Sol shivered just at the thought. This would either be the strongest all-star team ever created, or this would be a team that would sink faster than the Titanic because of how chaotic all those personalities were.

With such a team I could perhaps even conquer the Astral realm.

Sol chased away his crazy thoughts. He did not want to enter into full war with the goddesses if at all possible. For all his desire to become independent from them, and his opinion that they were nothing more than children with too much power, he was still grateful to them for bringing him into this world.

“Well, now that we made our deal, let’s discuss the contract. If you wish to make one, I would advise you to take the Gluttony one. It will be the best way to maximize Nuwa’s strength and Gula will certainly be on your side.” Once she was done with saying her piece, Echidna looked down at her hand.

She was very pleased. Taking over Nuwa’s body may have been a failure, but she was realizing that the current situation was even better than anything she could have ever imagined.

She would do it. She would create a god and once this was done… Echidna closed her eyes. She did not know what she would do once she succeeded, and truthfully it did not matter. It was too soon to think about that. All she could do was continue walking and taking things slowly.

Who knows? Perhaps Sol would kill her once she was of no use anymore. At the very least this would take away the need to ponder about what to do if her goal was achieved.

This would definitely be a satisfying end to her very long life.

“Now then, if you do not have more to say, allow me to fall into slumber. I need to search deeply in my mind and soul in order to remember all the parts of the technique.” On those words, the overpowering aura of Echidna slowly vanished and gave place to the languid aura of the Nuwa they knew and loved.

She tilted her head, her eyes slightly heavy. The difference in power between her soul and that of Echidna was so high that it needed no explanation. While Echidna took control, she had a feeling similar to being slowly crushed by a rock. But at the same time, she felt as if she was being smothered in a fluffy cloud full of warmth and gentleness. It was truly hard to explain; as such, she did not try to.

“I am tired.” Nuwa’s voice was low and slow, clear proof of her current situation. Sol did not wish to tire her more than that was necessary. but he needed to act fast. He had no time to waste and every minute should be used in the best way possible.

“Let’s leave first, before my dimension starts affecting you. You can rest in the real world while I work. We will spend the rest of the week together.”

The discussion with Echidna had been greatly enriching and now he simply needed to digest things. The time for him to finally reach the King-level was fast approaching and he would leave no stone unturned in order to obtain the name he so dearly wished.


Chapter Six


Second Day


God called the expanse "sky." And there was evening, and there was morning and so went the second day.

With the sound of the second trumpet, something described as "a great mountain burning with fire" plunges into the sea and turns a third of the ocean to blood. Soon after, a third of all sea life and a third of all ships will be destroyed.

Words of a Scripture

A new day had dawned when Sol entered the Church. The world may have been in war, but this place was still an oasis for him, as he knew that he could rest here, certain that no one would bother him. At a time when everything new was nothing more than a source of a headache, it was important to know that he could come here.

Sadly, his goal this time was not to rest or even to enjoy a moment with Camelia. No, he was here for something much more important.

Reaching the small chapel, Sol stopped. He did not have to wait for long, as a gentle voice came from inside.

“You know you can enter at any time, right? It’s not like I can stop you from doing so.” Aurora’s voice was as beautiful as she was. It had a clear tenderness showing her age but at the same time a certain maturity that went beyond the experiences she should have.

“I know that you cannot stop me. But I believe that one should be polite to his allies.” He chuckled.

Entering the chapel, Sol was reminded of the first time he had met with Aurora in this place and how it had changed everything. Sol knew that one of the reasons he had managed to get the goddesses off his back was Luxuria. Without her, the so-called rules meant absolutely nothing and Invidia would not hesitate to attack.

But here, down on the mortal world, the one who had been most essential to his plan was Aurora Castitas. A woman full of mysteries and power that defied all understanding. Power so high that she could even hide from the goddesses without any fear.This power alone, while not much usage in combat, was such a game-changer that Sol could only have doubts about what kind of person this woman might have been in her past life.

At first, he thought she might have been a False God. This would have explained much. False Gods were entities who, for all intents and purposes, were equal and sometimes, superior to the goddesses themselves. But they all lacked something and that something stopped them from taking the final step.

The fact that a False God would die and reincarnate was not impossible. Very unlikely, sure, but definitely not impossible. Sekhmet was the proof of this as while she had not reached the level of False God, she definitely was a very powerful Demi-god.

Now though… Sol realized that he had been ignoring one other possibility. One so outlandish that he had not even thought it was possible.

“Aurora…Can I count on you in the war?”

Aurora showed a puzzled expression. “Have I not demonstrated enough by now? Or were all my efforts for naught?”

“You did and I am thankful for your work. But I believe that soon, something will happen and by then you will have to make a choice. Will you stand with me or against me? I do not know the answer to this question.”

Sol advanced toward her. His gait was slow but menacing and the world seemed to change even as he walked. “The cold, rational side of me is telling me that I should kill you now. That I am no different from my father in letting someone who can obviously stab me in the back walk so freely, and that I may regret it if I do not end you now.”

His hand closed around her throat, as if it was ready to crush it at any moment.

“Yet you do not crush my throat. What is stopping you?”

Despite having his hand around her neck and knowing full well that Sol could kill her in a flash, Aurora showed no fear, only interest and curiosity.

Slowly taking his hand away, Sol shook his head, “Why? I do not know myself. I cannot answer this question. Is it guilt? Gratitude? The false belief that I am charismatic enough to change a possible enemy into an ally?”

She raised an eyebrow, “Do you not believe in the restrictions you put on me?”

“I do believe in them, but not so much that I will let my guard down. You are a woman who can fool even the gods. You are an entity so old I am sure my current experience is nothing but a speck of dust compared to yours. It would be nothing but hubris on my part to think I can completely control you through threats alone.”

Sol was not naive. Against a powerhouse, threats could only go so far. There was a limit to what he could force her to do, and Sol knew that when shit truly hit the fan, having a willing ally would be far better than an unwilling one.

This was one of the reasons why he had changed his approach to Echidna. Threatening someone as mentally unstable as she could only be a temporary solution. Only by giving her what she wished for was she sure that she would give 120% for what he needed her to do.

“So, what do you propose?”

“I thought deeply about this. One of my ideas was to make you my woman but for some reason, this idea seemed very repulsive to me, and from your current expression it seems like you feel the same.” He smiled at the expression of disgust she showed.

It should have bothered him more but Sol found that he simply did not care. What he cared about was knowing if the woman with the greatest assassin-type skill he knew would betray him.

“I decided to make things simple. Once this war ends, you can choose for yourself. Leave Lustburg or stay. If you leave, I will consider my debt to you paid by not going after you. Of course, I will keep my restraints on you but I will ask nothing of you and you can do anything you wish. Of course, on the other hand, if you come later as an enemy I will be without pity. Once this war ends, you can stay. The restraints will be weakened and I will consider you as one of my allies in the truest sense. But you will have to show your soul to Isis and tell me the truth about everything.”

“Everything?”

“Everything. Who you are. What you are. Where you come from and most importantly… if there are more who are like you and where they might be.”

Sol observed Aurora as he uttered those words, but her expression did not even twitch. One might have been fooled by this but Sol could feel how her aura wavered for a short moment and thanks to that, he knew that he had hit the bullseye.

“Why make things so complicated?” Aurora sighed and massaged her forehead.

“I wish to give you a chance. What I am doing is honestly stupid and reckless and I might even regret it in the future. But I feel like I would regret more not giving you this chance.”

When he finished, Sol turned and started walking away. A bitter smile formed on his face. Lilith had decided that he should be more intimate with women because she wanted him to learn how to not fall for their tricks so that he would not end up like his father.

But here he was, making contracts with crazy or mysterious women who could backstab him at any moment.

He wondered what Lilith would think if she learned about this. Even if she was now more carefree than ever, this would be more than enough for her to become very angry.

Well, I will cross that bridge when necessary.

She would perhaps understand, since letting Aurora live wasn’t just because of his feelings.

His eyes became cold as he remembered Lucifer’s prophecy.

“The End of the world is coming. A new Era is approaching. Doomsday will soon be upon us and at the end of all of this, ‘They’ will finally arrive.”

“He did not know who ‘They’ were but what he did know was that he needed to be ready to welcome them. Whether they were enemies or allies.
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When Sol had finished giving his warning to Aurora, he immediately left the chapel and started going towards Camelia’s office.

Since he had decided to reforge his relationship with Camelia, it was important to have some good times with her periodically. Camelia may have manipulated him, but all of that had been for his own good.

They said the way to hell was paved with good intentions and Sol could see this firsthand from the events that had happened. He could not entirely fault Camelia for the reasons she had done what she did; after all, he had been unable to inspire her with confidence back then.

He stopped short in the hallway when he saw Camelia holding out her hand near an open window for a small red bird to sit on. A light breeze made her golden hair sway, while a sunbeam shone on her hair, giving her a halo and a holy aura beyond compare. When looking at her in such a setting, it was hard to see her as some super-perverted woman who enjoyed taking it in a place where the sun didn’t shine.

“I can feel very rude thoughts coming from you.” Camelia arranged a strand of hair and the bird, startled, immediately flew away. There was a regretful expression on her face but it vanished soon as she turned to pout at Sol.

“Heh.” Sol smiled as he approached her, before hugging Camelia. A hug that was reciprocated as she settled in his large and muscular arms.

“I always feel strange when I realize that you are now taller than me.” This was not the first time she had noticed this but every time she did she always marveled at this reality. This was also a constant reminder to her that Sol was now a man, and that he did not need coddling from her.

“So. Have you decided what you will do with Aurora?”

“I have.”

Camelia looked in the direction of the chapel and frowned. “I understand that you want to believe in her, but I think it would be better to end her.”

It was quite the drastic measure, even for Camelia but after all, once bitten, twice shy. Lilith was not the only one who had been traumatized by what happened all those years ago. In fact, Camelia might have been hurting even more, if in a different way.

“Even to this day, my deepest regret was not listening to my instincts and letting Ibuki join our team at the insistence of Mars.”

The fight against Echidna might have been gruesome, but they had everything handled and were about to seal her away. If only Ibuki had not stabbed them in the back, then history would have been very different today.

If only she had been assertive, Camelia thought. If only she had been more careful. If only she had believed in her guts and done what she thought was right.

Regret would exist forever in her heart as she continued to wonder. What if…What if…Again and again.

Thinking about this, Camelia soon made a decision but–

“Don’t even think about going behind my back.”

She was startled and looked up only to be met with a calm, confident look, as if he could see all her thoughts.

“I know what you are thinking. It truly isn’t hard to do so. I will tell you again. Don’t. Do not act without my explicit order in this matter. Otherwise, all you will accomplish is messing with my plans. Understand?”

“But…”

Sol wished to tell her that there were no buts. That there was nothing to discuss. But he knew that such actions would only result in the opposite of what he wished to happen.

He scratched his hair a little before finally sighing. “I guess I have no choice but to tell you what I believe I have found out. But I will do so after the war. By then I should be able to confirm my theories. This is why it’s imperative that you listen to me. Do not hurt her. Do not even try. Leave Aurora alone.”

“Sol…”

“Don’t you trust me?”

Sol asked while cringing inwardly when he saw her hurt expression. This was like a prebuilt sentence for wannabe manipulators, and the first step toward gaslighting in most cases. What was the person supposed to answer in such a situation? ‘No, I don’t trust you’?

Sol knew very well that he could corner Camelia easily in the current situation. But this was not his goal. An acceptance born from coercion and manipulation would always be filled with doubts and hesitation and at the most decisive moment, it would crumble like a sand castle.

This is why he changed his words. “Please trust me on this case. I am not blind to the situation. I know what I am doing and why I am doing so. All I can ask is… believe in me and my judgment.”

Camelia bit her lip strongly, hard enough to almost draw blood.

This was a very important decision but, looking at his pleading expression, she knew that Sol would not relent.

Was she about to make a mistake again? Would history repeat itself? Camelia wished in moments like this that she could read the future. She did not know what would be the best decision in this situation.

In the end, though… she closed her eyes and took a deep breath before looking at Sol with resolution. “I believe you. Even though this is eating at me. I promise you that I will not act behind your back.”

“Thank yo⁠—”

“But!” Camelia interrupted him. This was something rare for her but she was fighting her inner demons. “I have a few conditions, and I beg you to accept them.”

She knew she could not force her so-called conditions on him. But this was the only way she would accept keeping a potential traitor so close. If he refused, then she would kill Aurora, no matter what. Even if it would tear her apart to see him hate her. Sol needed to be alive in order to hate her, and a live Sol was better than a dead Sol.

“Go on.”

“I only have two conditions. One, she needs to be bound by a curse that will end her life if she makes a mistake.”

“Already done. I told you I knew what I was doing.”

Camelia nodded, “Two. I want her to leave the Church and go live in the Tower of Babel.”

If there was one secure place in this entire world, then it was the Tower. As long as Ambrosia had her gaze on this woman, then Camelia had nothing to fear.

There was nothing much Sol could say about the conditions Camelia proposed as they were quite sound and logical. If there was one little problem though,

“Ambrosia is going to think I am using her as a jailer.” He believed he was the only mortal in the universe who could keep ordering a Demi-god around and use her as some kind of glorified keeper and supervisor.

Another problem was that Aurora was more dangerous than one could imagine, “If it was in a normal situation I would agree with you. Keeping her in the Tower would be the smartest move, but not with her.”

The Tower was filled with many people he cared about and was his center of power. Aurora was dangerous. If she could hide from the goddesses, then unless Ambrosia had something similar to his Eye of Akasha, there was absolutely nothing she could do to stop Aurora from acting.

Also, moving Aurora to the Tower would make it clear that he did not believe in her and might break any chances he had of pulling her on his side. They had managed to build some modicum of trust between them, and it would be stupid to lose this for a false sense of security.

He could have forced Camelia to listen to him but he wanted her to be able to understand his reasoning. Trust was something that went both ways and he could not expect her to believe in him if he didn’t believe in her. Reciprocating was always the best.

“Then… Do you truly believe we should leave her alone and unsupervised? Is this the best way?”

“I cannot tell you for sure. What I can tell you though is that Aurora will be an invaluable ally.”

Sol spoke no more. Lustburg was Luxuria and Castitas’s territory, and he knew that as long as he was there, Invidia had no means of spying on them as long as Luxuria didn’t allow her to do so. But, it was still better to be prudent about this.

At the same time, it was also a reminder of how important Aurora would be to his plans. Her ability was a game-changer and it was important for him to control such a trump card.

“Camelia, do you remember how I was able to induce an evolution for Setsuna’s and Lilin’s growth?”

“You mean how you made them enter some deadly fight against their nemesis?” Camelia raised an eyebrow. She was still surprised how Sol had managed to know that this would be the best way to act. From what she understood, the divine weapon Theresa had created was simply a cheat in many ways and helped Sol make decisions with great implications.

But Camelia understood that believing in prophecy and the future was the surest way of falling into a deep pit. The future was never settled. If it was, then the goddesses would not be so helpless.

“What is this about?” She asked carefully and took his hand as the two started walking toward her office. It wasn’t as if she was expecting something to happen. She knew that now was not the time for such a thing. But still, a girl could dream, right?

Sol smiled at Camelia. It wasn’t as if he could see the kind of thought she had and he indeed hadn’t been giving her much love lately. But now wasn’t the time. Not yet. “I believe that a similar event will happen to you soon. My form of foresight cannot tell me who or what kind of thing you will face but, it’s pretty easy to deduce with the hints I have on hand.”

He ignored the curious look Camelia was giving him. She was quite cute when she was clueless, rather than having her perpetual know-it-small smile at the corners of her mouth. It may not be not so novel anymore but it was a feeling that he was relishing.

“I feel like I am being insulted.” Camelia pouted.

“Heh. I just find you cute.” He tapped her forehead gently, causing Camelia to blush a little.

“Your sweet tongue will not be enough to get out of this mess, young man.”

“Are you sure? I believe my sweet tongue can do way more than just help me speak.”

“Oh…” This time she was positively crimson, which caused Sol to explode in laughter, “I am surprised. Where is the woman who proposed some kinky lovemaking on our first time together?”

Sol raised an eyebrow. One had to remember that on their first night together Camelia literally offered her ass to him before showing him that she was also into soft BDSM. Compared to this, the teasing he was giving her was not worth mentioning.

“Well…I was more or less putting on a facade, you know? It wasn’t like I had any experience in the first place.” She pouted quietly, an action that would have looked ridiculous on almost anyone but on Camelia, he could only say that it made her seem even more charming.

Camelia shook her head. She had indeed been a little too bold back then. However, she would not hesitate to repeat it, as this was one of the best memories she had. Even if it was slightly unconventional, the first time she had with him would stay forever in her mind as a fond and precious memory.

It was the day their relationship had changed forever and while it may not have been the best thing she could have done, it was something she would never regret, no matter how shameful it might have been.

Like this, both Sol and Camelia started to settle into a calm discussion. They did not talk about the war, about the sad past nor about the troubled future. They simply joked, smiled, teased, and overall enjoyed each other presence.

The beauty of love and life was sometimes in the most mundane moments of everyday life and it was important to remember that this simple life was won after many sacrifices.

“I didn’t forget about Aurora, you know?”

“I wouldn’t dream of it,” He replied.

It was hard to say what tomorrow held in store for them. But right here, right now, they were happy and were enjoying life.

The rest of the day went in a rather similar way, and while what Camelia expected did not happen, Sol made sure she understood how valuable his tongue could be and all she could do to stop the deluge of pleasure was to beg him to stop.

The day ended with them cuddling together in the bed before Camelia finally drifted into sleep, her lust partially assuaged.


Chapter Seven


Third Day


And He said, “Let the waters under the heaven be gathered together unto one place, and let the dry land appear, Let the earth put forth grass, herb yielding seed, and fruit-tree bearing fruit after its kind, wherein is the seed thereof, upon the earth.”

With the sounding of the third trumpet, a great star called Wormwood falls to the Earth, poisoning a third of the planet's freshwater sources, such as rivers and springs. Many will die from the bitterness of its taste

Words of a Scripture

When the third day started, Sol found himself looking at the rain falling in his dimension.

This was something new, because this was actually not happening in the real world. In the actual world, only snow was falling.

This might seem extremely minor compared to some of the craziest things he did with his dimension, but this was truly the first that out of his own will was able to manipulate the weather outside of when he inverted Lucifer’s dimension.

Smiling, he went ahead and lay down on the grass and let the rainwater bathe him. He knew that Camelia and Clara would have a fit if they ever saw him completely drenched as he was now, but he didn't care.

He simply wished to enjoy it, perhaps even sleep a little, but he knew he couldn't. He needed to spend more time with Nuwa, but he was starting to realize that she did not fit into his plan.

His relationship with her was simply too shallow and, while he wished to sign a Gluttony contract with her, they still needed a certain level of relationship. The way things were going, he would fail and even if he didn’t fail, the link between them was too weak to satisfy what he wished to accomplish. Failing now was not such a big deal but it would destroy most of his plan and slow him down considerably.

The more his mood changed the more turbulent the rain became. Soon, the winds started picking up as well, changing the peaceful atmosphere to a dangerous one filled with thunder.

“You seem to be agitated.”

A feminine voice reached him, causing him to break out of the negative spiral of thoughts he had inadvertently entered. Lately, his emotions have been harder to control. His mind was stressed because of everything he had to take into account and the way the appearance of the real world seemed to slowly crumble around him.

Even the way he was looking at people slowly started changing the more he interacted with the threads of destiny. The more he used his power, the more he realized how much power things such as destiny had, and how powerless most mortals really were.

“Sol?” This time Sol focused on the person speaking to him, doing his best to gather back all his stray thoughts.

“Lilith. How have you been?” Lilith was one of the rare individuals who seemed to truly love staying in his dimension. For the Witches, even though they were not affected by the inverted emotions, they did admit that they did not feel at ease while in this place. It was something about feeling like they were constantly attacked or in enemy territory. Lilith though, suffered no such thing. In fact, she was more akin to a fish in the water in this place.

“I think I am the one who should be asking that,” Lilith said, as she fought a rebellious strand of hair that refused to settle down.

She was as beautiful as always and her elegance was not diminished by her younger face. She was wearing a flowing white robe and had a black sword at her hip. The form of the sword was enough to know that this was not the great sword to which Lilith had been accustomed.

“Well, I guess you could say I am doing alright.” Sol shrugged, unwilling to let her worry now about the problems he was facing. This was his cross to bear, so to speak, and while he was sure that she would be able to give him valuable advice, he had to admit that the macho in him refused to ask for help.

“Sol…”

He grimaced as Lilith used a tone of voice against which it was impossible to fight. It was the kind of voice parents used to scold their children in such a way that the children would be traumatized for life.

In the end, Sol decided that fighting against this wasn’t suitable for him. There was also the fact that he had given so much grief to Camelia about hiding the truth from him because it was for ‘his own good,’ would always be bullshit. “I am worried, I guess.” He admitted with a sigh.

“Speak to me. I might have quite a problematic family life, but I believe my years of experience can give you better insights.” Lilith smiled as the rain vanished suddenly and was replaced by a small sun floating on the horizon.

Becoming a full Demi-god was not easy, and since she had managed to do so in a way, now would be the perfect occasion to explore the world and try to find the best place for her territory. This was a step all Demi-gods had to go through if they wished to be stronger. The territory may not be movable but it was extremely useful for the Demi-god.

Lilith, though, did not have to go deep into dangerous places to find herself becoming stronger and creating her territory. She had just to create her in his.

Thinking about it, a sudden thought jolted him. “You know, I think I have never asked this. Mars was a true Demi-god, right?”

“Yes, and one very strong at that.”

“I see then — Where was his Territory?”

The answer he received was sadly immediate. “I don’t know. I am sorry. I don't even know how Mars managed to get the space necessary for his Territory.”

Sol pinched his brows. He should have kept his mouth shut. Now he had another problem on his plate.

In order to become a Demi-god, one needed first to ascend. This ascension was not something anyone could do and generally, it ended up with death but those who did succeed became something more. They became Demi-gods in a way without truly being one. They could not even be called False Demi-gods, only half-step ones.

The final step was the creation of a territory.

Only by creating the territory, and fusing with the core to have full control of that place, could one become a true Demi-god. This was a lengthy process; depending on how attuned one was to their power, it could go between a year to several years.

Some Kings who had reached a level near ascension but were unable to create a territory would simply steal a territory that was deteriorating after the death of the Demi-god that had created it.

Those kings who became Demi-gods in such a way were called False Demi-gods, for the simple reason that despite having the power of one they lacked the true nature. The territory they had stolen generally did not match the Truth and the Name they had developed.

This was the case of the Demi-gods that had faced Tiamat and Anubis in the past. In a way, since all Demi-gods were weakened when outside their territories, there was not much difference in power between an average False Demi-god and an average Demi-god. Those guys had just been stupid enough to fight Anubis and Tiamat.

“One of the reasons we have so few Demi-gods in the Mortal Realm is because finding a space for a Territory is extremely rare and complicated. The space is too hard to cut. Everything is too stable and, more importantly, the goddesses aren’t exactly happy when this happens.” Sol mused.

For this reason, all Territories always existed in the Astral Realm. The space was far more malleable there and easier to cut for the creation of a Territory. The stronger a Territory was, the stronger the Demi-god would be even when outside of it. This was another reason why Faith coins were so important to strengthen a Territory and evolve it until eventually, at least in theory, it became a Divine Kingdom.

“Finding Mars’s territory is basically impossible since we would have to search through the entire Astral Realm and there are no hints as to where it could be.”

“Hum. I think at least it would be close to the dragon’s territory but in such cases, ‘close’ is relative and it would be hard to measure. Either way, it doesn’t matter. Perhaps later I can search for his territory. Either False or true, having an additional Demi-god would be really helpful.”

There were definitely Kings in both the Mortal and the Astral Realm who would kill to obtain a Territory. Only those who had the slim hope of becoming Demi-gods or at least False Gods cared about the origin of the territory they owned.

Lilith frowned a little, something Sol did not miss. “Does it bother you?”

She hesitated a little but, having learned that one needed to be more honest when it came to what they felt, she did not want a repeat of what happened not long ago, with her bottling all her feelings and causing so much pain in those she loved.

“If we ever find Mars’s territory, I hope that it can be kept for your descendants. Only one of your children will be Blessed…” Lilith frowned and shook her head, “At the moment, only two of your children will be Blessed. Perhaps three if you ever take Nuwa as a concubine. But the rest will not. Becoming a King is not easy becoming a Demi-god, even less so.”

Sol shook his head, “That is a bad idea. I can already see the level of drama this could bring.”

The status of Blessed was something that could not be chosen and as such, there were generally no inheritance wars between royal children, for the simple reason that everything was already decided from the start. Cases such as what happened to Setsuna were incredibly rare and only happened because there was a power vacuum.

The existence of a Territory as an inheritance, though, was completely different. To which of his children should he give such things?

Becoming a Demi-god meant basically getting eternal life. Even his wives would most likely fight to make sure their child was the one getting it. Sol knew very well that his harem was already pretty unstable.

Lilith grimaced as she realized that this proposal of her could only end in bloodshed and very negative feelings.

Sol was undoubtedly the most promiscuous King in the history of Lustburg, and now this was creating problems.

“I am sorry.” She became a little crestfallen when she realized that she was the one who put Sol on this path. The reason he had so many relationships was because she had pushed him to know and understand women more, because of her fear of what could happen in the future.

Sol was confused at first, wondering why Lilith was apologizing. But it didn’t take long to connect the dots and once he did, he laughed.

“Don't apologize. While it’s true that your orders back then spearheaded everything, you never forced me into anything. It would be hypocritical to act as if I was an unwilling participant when I very much enjoyed everything. Also, do you truly think Camelia, for example, would have waited for your green light before pouncing on me?”

His laugh caused Lilith to smile slightly. It was true that some of Sol’s relationships would have happened with or without her intervention, so indeed she did not have to take all the blame on her.

“My future life will definitely be tumultuous and my children might not like each other. But either way, I do not plan to have any children now.”

At the very least, he didn’t plan to have any children until he could deal with that whole reincarnation thing.

Sol very much did not want one of his children to have memories of their past life. What if he was unlucky enough to get some psychopath? Furthermore, the existence of memories would make bonding as a family extremely hard.

All of this was drama he did not want to deal with and would certainly not deal with as long as he took the proper measures. As for any possible succession war between his children, that would be left for the future him.

“Well, the good thing I guess is that all my children will generally have something to succeed to.” Most of his harem members were already leaders of certain forces so it would make things easy, or relatively easy at least.

Furthermore, he did plan to rule the entire world. Surely there would be enough legacies for everyone, right?

Now I am getting worried.

Sol snorted and shook his head, “Enough about this. Why don’t we talk about the immediate future? What do you think of your fight with Wukong?”

“I will fight him and I will win. Simple.”

Sol gave a feeble smile. He believed in Lilith but Wukong was no easy opponent. Still, if she wished to fight, then so be it. If her life was in danger, he would have the witches jump Wukong. Honor be damned.

“Then, about creating a Territory here — are you sure?”

“I am. I am only waiting for the war to end, but once it does I will try creating a Territory here. I believe it will succeed and it will make you stronger. At the same time, I will have a mobile Territory in a way, so I have not much to lose. The rewards outweigh the risks by too much.”

Sol knew that she was doing this mainly for him and he was glad, but this was definitely dangerous and the results could only be guessed.

If this worked, then it would be huge. It would be revolutionary, in fact, but if it failed… Lilith might never be able to become a true Demi-god in her lifetime. Was it really worth it? He didn’t know, but he would know soon.

“I guess I should start working on making this place inhabitable for people below the King-rank.”

The two of them smiled. There were not many days left before the final battle, so they needed to use all those days in the best way possible.

Sol knew that what he had to do now was simple: learn the Seven Chakra Opening and finally make a contract for his fourth slot. Now he knew exactly who he wanted and what kind of contract it would be.


Chapter Eight


Fourth Day


And He said “Let there be lights in the firmament of the heaven to divide the day from the night, and let them be for signs, and for seasons, and for days and years. let them be for lights in the firmament of the heaven to give light upon the earth.”

Following the sounding of the fourth trumpet, a third of the light that shines from the Sun, moon, and stars becomes dark from the celestial bodies being "struck." This catastrophe causes complete darkness for a third of the day, even through night hours. This is the final trumpet that sounds before the three woes, also known as the fifth, sixth, and seventh trumpets.

Words of a Scripture

For once, Sol was not in his dimension but rather, he was walking outside and observing Lustburg. He had been able to bring more and more change to the country, changes that were completely independent of the real world. While those changes were still small in scale, he knew that very soon, he would be able to manipulate his dimension as he wished.

His dimension’s control aside, Sol knew that he could not ignore the reality of the world and this was one of the reasons he was looking in on Lustburg. At the end of the day, the reports he received could never really cover everything that needed to be known, in spite of Clara’s and Milia’s best efforts.

This was why Sol was not in the Capital at the moment. The Capital was safe and there was no unrest. People knew that even if worse came to worst, they would be protected by the Holy Territory of the Supreme Daughter.

The border, though, was a different matter. This was the place that had been the most affected by the war, and the people there were the ones in need of more protection and reassurance.

“Where are we now?” He asked quietly as he observed the small city. In terms of size, it was only about a quarter of the Capital, and the infrastructure made clear that it was definitely not as developed.

Spreading his awareness, he could see small crimes happening there and here, as well as people begging for food on the streets and hiding in the slums.

Sol frowned. He wasn’t so naive that he thought he could solve all the problems in the world such as poverty. But, even then, this was a little too much.

“Your Highness, this is the ex-Gorfard Duchy. This was undoubtedly the place that was touched the most by the war since there is no new proxy lord who can control the power vacuum they left.”

Milia, who was walking alongside Sol, calmly explained this to him. Despite their best efforts, they had not been able to completely take care of the Duchy. Gorfard had always acted more like a criminal lord than a ruler and he had many dealing with dark forces. After his fall, the power vacuum had caused fight after fight to break out. Milia had been forced to send a few members of the Crown’s Shadow to eliminate all those with problematic behaviors.

Sadly, after the war with Wratharis began, even the nobles began causing problems. Those troubles were not severe enough to be punishable by death, but when they all accumulated, their result was what could be seen.

The worst was that Gorfard’s territory was not even close to the battlefield, but it was somehow more chaotic than both Milaris’ and Highland’s duchies, who were all at the frontlines.

“After the war, we will have many things to do. I have promised to give this place to the witches and it would be wrong of me to give them a problematic duchy.”

Sol doubted the witches were used to ruling over humans with no special powers. He could already foresee much chaos when the handover happened, so it was necessary to decrease their workload.

“How is the creation of the officials’ training school going?”

Lustburg did have an academy, but as could be expected of a world of swords and magic, the academy only taught some basic skills when it came to reading and other mundane topics. The rest of the lessons were focused on combat. Another popular academy focused on military tactics and formation, but that school was geared more towards nobles rather than commoners.

What Sol needed now wasn’t that. What he needed were scholars who could improve the kingdom, and officials to run it. He couldn’t only use undead for the administration forever, right?

Once Sol finished inspecting the duchy, as well as a few more counties and baronies to have a deeper understanding of the situation, he found himself standing on a small cliff with the light of the setting sun shining on his face.

The visit may have been short but it had been truly useful. The more Sol acted as a ruler and a leader, the more ideas he had, and the more he realized how important this duty was.

Being a ruler was not about what one wanted but what those you ruled needed. A true ruler could not be selfish and should always put the well-being of his domain over even his own desires. A ruler was a father, a mother, and a guardian.

Every day I realize that I am really not cut to be a ruler.

This was nothing new. Sol had many times called himself a selfish prince, because he knew that the security and the well-being of those he loved would always be put above the security of the kingdoms.

Was it fair? Not at all. His position, his power, and all the advantages he had in life were obtained because he was a prince, because he was Blessed. As a prince, he was born with a diamond spoon, received an education that peasants could only dream of, ate the best food, slept in the best bed, and was trained by the best warriors.

Looking at himself with his Eye of Akasha, Sol could see millions of small threads that were all attached to him. This was an inescapable karma. A link that could never be severed.


Chapter Nine


A New Contract


Sensing his mood, Milia tried to intervene, “Your Highness.” But Sol waved his hand to stop her.

“I am not whining. Oh, woe is me. It would be hypocritical, don't you think? And while I am undoubtedly quite the hypocrite, I do not want to hide my head like an ostrich. As the Crown Prince and future King, I own Lustburg and all its citizens. At the same time, I owe Lustburg and while I cannot put it as my first priority, I must make sure the people are safe and able to live fulfilling lives.”

Sol had many ideas he wished to implement and unlike his predecessors, he had the resources necessary to do so. He did not think that he was a messiah who could change the world but he had people he knew he could count on. People he knew would move even the earth for him if he so asked.

Once he became a Demi-god, he would be able to cover the entire Mortal Realm without much of a problem. By then, he might even be able to bring a modicum of peace.

“I am sure Your Highness can bring peace.”

Sol shook his head, “I cannot. As long as free will exists, evil will always exist. This is an absolute reality. The only way to get rid of evil for good would be to get rid of free will in its entirety. But getting rid of free will is perhaps one the greatest forms of evil that could ever exist.”

Sol did not have such a great goal as getting rid of all evil. He simply wished to bring happiness to those he cared for and those he had a duty to care for.

“Milia, do you remember, you told me that I should not sign a contract with you because it would be a waste of my precious capacity?” He asked with a soft voice. Since Milia was standing behind him, he could not see her expression, but he could feel her heartbeat increase.

But these weren’t the only things that were wildly moving. The gears of fate itself were moving, changing, adjusting. The choice he was about to make was not the most optimal if logic was solely observed and the strings of fate itself had decided that Sol should take Nuwa as his fourth contract rather than Milia.

This was the logical choice between the two. No matter how one looked at it, Milia was nothing more than a bad copy of Echidna and an inferior version of Nuwa. For all the power she possessed, she was flawed, and the power she wielded could not compare to that of Echidna and Nuwa.

But — So what?

Sol grinned as a faint golden luster shone in his eyes before swiftly vanishing. His goal had always been to fight against Fate and to control his own destiny. He refused to simply be a lapdog that followed the Threads of Fate without trying to think for himself. Doing so would be the same as accepting that Fate was absolute and could not be changed.

Milia, standing behind him became flustered, this was a feeling she was not used to. After all, she had always been the one in control of the situation and as well as her feelings.

“Your Highness…” She took a deep breath and steadied her feelings. “Sol. I believe that you are making a mistake. Even if you have enough capacity to have Nuwa after me, keeping the remaining capacity for a possible alliance would be better. Furthermore, once you bond with Nuwa, you will realize that the power we gave you is the same. Only, Nuwa is the superior version.”

A contract allowed one to obtain power. Even though Sol’s combat style was already pretty much complete, there was nothing wrong with having more skills. Furthermore, it would be possible for Sol to sign a contract with an elf or a dwarf and thus have an alliance with those kingdoms.

She knew that Sol needed the earth element, from what he told her. Surely he could obtain it from her, but once again, having a contract with a dwarf would give him the same element.

No matter how she looked at it, there were only losses and no advantages to signing a contract with her.

“Your Highness, I understand that you wish to do right by me. Perhaps you are confused because I am the first woman with whom you had a relationship. Perhaps you feel pity because I am the weakest out of all those close to you. But please, do not let emotions cloud your judgment. My loyalty to you is eternal and my love will not waver. I need no proof of the feelings you have for me, either.”

Her voice started breaking a little even as she spoke those last words, and she started to lower her head. She was stopped by a large and warm hand that cupped her cheek and raised her face.

With the sun at his back, she could barely see the expression on his face; she could only become dazed by the sight of a halo-like light forming around him. She had the impression that she was surrounded by nothing but love and warmth and at the same time, she felt like she was standing in front of a being larger than life.

“Milia, listen to me.” He lowered his face and brought it closer to hers, “I am not a confused boy nor do I feel pity for you. Milia, you are my rock. You are the one I know I can count on more than anyone else. You are the shadow to my light, and there is not a single person in this world I would wish to have as a bond more than you.”

Their foreheads gently touched, “I know you feel inferior compared to those who surround me. I know that you only have my best interest at heart when you say that you do not wish to form a contract with me. You always did this and I am thankful for everything you have done for me. But this time I am not talking to you as simply a servant.”

His voice was oh-so gentle and oh-so-sweet even as he continued to address her, “I ask you, Milia. Not the perfect maid you portray yourself as, not the leader of the Crown’s Shadow, nor even as experiment number 26. I do not ask for reasons or logic. I only wish for you to answer. Do you wish to form a contract with me? Do you wish to stand beside me for all eternity as the shadow that will grow with my light?”

Tears gathered at the corner of her eyes and for the first time in years, Milia cried as she uttered the words that she had been keeping close to her heart.

“Of course I do!”


Chapter Ten


First Letter


Her voice came out more like a strangled cry or a choked sob. This was undoubtedly the most emotional Milia had ever been.

Throughout her life, Milia had suffered through three great upheavals and those events shaped the woman she was now.

The first one came from the death of her parents during the war between Lustburg and Wratharis all those years ago. Living as a street urchin had not been easy. Milia had learned how to lay low and how to not attract the attention of dangerous people or perverts who might hurt her for their sick pleasures. After all, even as a kid, she had quite the early development.

Her best efforts had not been enough, though, as she had been captured as an experiment by those under the orders of Neptune Luxuria. What she went through there was pure hell. A hell that she only survived by slowly killing all the feelings inside her heart while also relying on the few who had survived alongside her. Those people became family, or at least as close to one as it was possible. They were people she cared for and for whom she was ready to die.

Sadly, reality once again slapped her in the face as even those feelings had not been enough to stop the greed and jealousy of a few, which prompted their betrayal and as such — their execution.

This was the final nail in the coffin, the event that birthed the creation of her Zone, Melancholia.

Each of those events had broken pieces of her heart, and her tears had completely dried up as she realized that no one would wipe them away for her. She was alone. An abomination who had no reason to exist, a heartless monster who had killed those she had sworn to protect.

Those days had been dark for her, days she wished she could end her own life but she had been too much of a coward to even do such a thing.

Things changed when she found Sol. He was like a ray of sunshine in a world where only darkness and shadow reigned, and he slowly became her only reason to live.

Milia was not stupid. She had enough knowledge about psychology to understand that her love and obsession for Sol was a twisted feeling born from her depression and her loneliness.

Those feelings did not shine as brightly as those lovely young girls such as Isis, Setsuna, or Lilin had for Sol. Hers were dark, disgusting feelings that crawled like maggots and bugs that were attracted to the light shining on them.

Did she want to form a contract with Sol? What a senseless question. Of course, she wanted to! She even dreamed of it. There was little she wanted more than this. Her very purpose in life was to be of use to him, and signing a contract would put a part of her soul in his while bringing a part of his soul in her. She would become his strength and a support for him to bring to greater heights.

How could she not want it?

If Nuwa had never appeared, she would have happily accepted to sign a contract with him and give even her soul to him. But Nuwa had appeared, and she was nothing but a straight upgrade to everything Milia had to offer to Sol.

Milia wished to become Sol”s strength and It was exactly because she wanted it so much she knew that she could not form a contract with him.

Because if she did, rather than becoming his strength, she would be nothing but a weakness. A dead weight that would bring him nothing but trouble. Even if Sol assured her that everything would be alright, deep down she would always wonder if Sol could not have gained more by signing with someone else.

She could not allow her rationality to get clouded by her emotions and selfish desires. She could not let Sol make a mistake that he might regret in the future either. She had to make sure that Sol became as strong as possible. This was her duty and her duty trumped her feelings.

“I am sorry, but I cannot accept this contract. It’s simply not right.”

She sniffed a little but her gaze was clear and her decision was made. Even if it tore her inside, she would not budge on this unless she was sure that this decision would not bring down Sol.

Her feelings would never be as important as his success. This was the absolute truth by which she lived.

“Milia…” Sol uttered her name quietly as he watched the tears fall uncontrollably from her face. Sol could guess the thoughts filling her mind at the moment and he could feel the strong reticence coming from her.

He knew that at this moment, he could not convince Milia if he stopped at emotions. The only way to convince her was to make her understand that this action was undoubtedly the best one possible.

This was not something wanted. He did not wish for his relationship with Milia to be based on something like pure logic and interest.

Calm down and think.

Sol had many choices at his disposal. He could force Milia by using his own way, imposing his feelings without thinking of hers, and getting what he wanted by making her listen to him.

Milia was loyal to a fault to him and she would undoubtedly obey him if he ordered her to sign a contract with him. But this was not what he wanted. He did not wish to cause grief to those he loved, much less ignore their feelings.

Thankfully, Sol’s choices had not been fueled simply by hot-headedness, “Milia, I want you to… No, I hope that you believe me when I say this. Signing a contract with you is undoubtedly risky. But…The risks are outweighed by the possible rewards.”

He grabbed her arms before sliding slowly until he held her hands. They were so small and frail. He could even feel small tremors as her shoulders shook because of her sobs.

“Look at me.” She did as he asked and held his gaze with hers, “I would never lie to you and you know me more than anyone else in this world, so you should be able to know that I am telling the truth. If my plan works, you will be the last stone to everything I have been trying to build until now. For everything to work, I do not just need someone powerful, I need someone who completes me and whose feelings for me are so strong that no doubt about them can exist.”

The strength of a contact depends on the type and the relationship between the two parties. Even if Sol wished to make a contract with Nuwa, the simple fact was that he was not close enough to her and this was not something that could be changed in less than seven days. Even if it was simply a Gluttony-type contract, the link between them would be too weak.

“Listen to me well. Getting a power-up from the contract would be nice and Nuwa’s Devour is definitely superior to yours when it comes to self-growth. But I can get it later from her, when we become closer. What I need now, though, isn’t the power of Devouring. What I need is threefold. I need shadows, I need earth, and more importantly, I need a powerful and unbreakable link. Because once my plan starts… Only the strength of the bond I have made will be able to help me succeed.”

His eyes started shining, “Milia… What I am trying to do is something that has never been done in this world and the only way to do the impossible is to break through convention and logic.”

As sappy as this may seem, what he truly needed was undoubtedly the power of emotions. He needed all his contracts to fit into a template and Milia fitted everything to a T, more so than Nuwa could.

“Is it…” Milia felt a small hope burn through her heart and almost asked if what Sol said was truly the truth but, looking at his eyes, she swallowed the rest of her words. There was no need to ask, there was no need to even ponder or hesitate. Sol was undoubtedly telling the truth at this moment.

She did not know what made her happier: the fact that she could be useful to him, or the fact that she could indeed make a contract with him and reach a level of intimacy and closeness that was even beyond marriage.

“I am sorry for making you cry.”

Milia closed her eyes as she felt Sol wipe away her tears with his thumb. His movements were slow and gentle, as if he was trying to soothe a small child.

She opened her eyes wide when she felt his lips on hers, but soon closed them once again and let herself go as the two of them exchanged a deep and passionate kiss. Somehow, this kiss was different from all those they had until now. This was not a kiss filled with passion and desire.

No. This was a soft and gentle kiss, one that was filled with love, reassurance, and longing, as well as a promise for a better tomorrow.

When their lips finally separated, she found herself blushing, as heat spread across her cheeks. This heat did not diminish as Sol teased her about it for a short while before finally taking a serious expression, “Are you ready? What kind of contract do you wish to make with me?”

“Do you even need to ask?” She smiled tenderly before taking two steps and giving an elegant curtsey.

Even if Milia had been a virgin and so able to form a Lust contract with Sol, she would have not taken this road. Her love for Sol was undeniable but it was like a candle to the great fire that was the devotion and loyalty she had for him.

Sol was her lover but he was also her master, her lord, and even in a certain way — Her god.

Sol understood this and did not need to argue. “Then, let’s start.” He took a deep breath and searched for the power and feeling that came when he formed a contract.

His eyes shone with luster as he called upon the law of the world,

“I call the attention of the world…and that of the goddesses”

The world listened and thus answered. A large grin formed on Sol’s face even as the magical circle appeared below him and Milia.

So I was right.

He fought the urge to laugh even as the very structure of the world and the fabric of reality seemed to have no secret in front of his eyes.

The large tree of light and the unending river of time had never seemed so close yet so distant. He had the feeling that he could almost touch them as if the very law of the world were at his fingertips.

At the same time, the name that had been so blurry before seemed clearer in his mind now, and he could even see the first letter of his name forming in his very soul as if branding him.

That letter was — “D”


Chapter Eleven


Lunaria


The appearance of this only letter was akin to thunder and lightning roaring in his mind. No sooner did this happen that even the sky above him seemed to shake. Dark clouds gathered and rain threatened to fall while a powerful wind picked up.

Milia could feel terrible pressure exercising on her shoulders. It was a power filled with a terrible thirst and a desire for absolute destruction as if it wished to bring everything to an absolute end.

At the same time, it was a power filled with warmth and joy that brought life and happiness wherever it went.

Such a contradiction in intent should not be possible but here it was. Something that should be impossible. Something that should not exist in this world.

Faced with this strange and inexplicable phenomenon, Milia did not feel fear or danger. Instead, all she felt was a deep exhilaration once she understood that this event was caused by none other than herself, her lord, and her love.

Her eyes shone with deep love and fanatical loyalty as she finally started her vow, “I, Milia, leader of the Crown’s Shadow and fervent servant, come on this day with a new vow of allegiance.”

Unlike the Lust contract, where the two participants swore their love to each other and lived as equals, the Pride contract was a one-sided pact where one side swore her loyalty and allegiance to the other. The higher the feeling of subordination, the deeper the pact, and the more power could be obtained from it.

“Milia, what are your vows?”

Milia, ignoring the raging wind and the dark clouds above her, took a knee on the soft ground and bowed her head deeply..

“I swear to serve and protect you, my lord, to be loyal and true in all matters, and to uphold the honor and dignity of your name and your household.”

The magical circle, born from the call of the world, started to shine brightly. It did not change into the pink hue that came when he did the Lust contract, but rather a powerful and regal purple.

“I pledge to you, my lord, my sword, my strength, and my loyalty. I will defend you and your lands with all my heart and skill, and I will uphold your honor and commands above all else.”

Milia spoke, her voice stronger and faster but each time her vow became stricter, “I vow to you, my lord, unyielding loyalty, unbreakable resolve, and unwavering courage. I will shield you from harm, and honor your name until my last breath.”

Each time she spoke, purple chains would appear and connect her to Sol. This vow was one that would bind their souls forever in a way beyond anything. The strength of her vow was already such that it could be said to have been extremely rare even when scouring through annals of history.

But Milia would not stop there. She refused to stop, for the previous vows could not cover the height and depth of her loyalty.

“I pledge my body, my heart, and my life to you, my lord. In your service, I give all that I am. I will stand with you in the darkest of times, offering my strength and my will. Your cause shall be my purpose, and your well-being my highest priority, until the end of my days and even beyond.”

Sol frowned but he did not speak as Milia lifted her head and looked at him, her eyes shining in a deep purple light even as the chains coiled around her heart. Those words were her deepest thoughts, and she decided that she would serve him even after death by becoming an undead if it was necessary. Stopping her now would be an insult to her loyalty and her devotion.

When she realized that Sol would not stop her, Milia let out a sigh of relief and planted her second knee on the ground before lowering herself fully, her chest touching the muddy ground. Rain was already falling but she had no care for such things.

“Finally, I offer not only my body, my heart, and my life, but also my eternal soul and unwavering faith, O my Lord. As your humble servant, I dedicate every fiber of my being to your divine will. My existence shall be but a vessel for your divine purpose, and my faith in your righteousness shall guide me through all eternity.”

Lightning flashed in the sky as a new chain flew at Milia and entered deep into her body, holding and restraining her soul. This was not just a vow to a lord but one to a god.

At this very moment, if Sol so wished, only one thought from him was sufficient to extinguish her soul or change her into a puppet with absolutely no will. This went beyond any Pride contract recorded, and might be the only such contract even in the future.

“Milia, do you stand by your words?”

“I do.”

“Will you become my shadow?”

“I will.”

“Even if my desires go against yours?”

“Your will is my will.”

“Even if I become the enemy of the world?”

“Your enemies are my enemies. If following you is a sin…Then I will gladly become a sinner.”

Sol smiled softly. What could feel better than knowing that you had someone who would give their everything to you?

Once again, he realized that his true blessing was not because of all the power but rather all the people he had around him.

A sword made of golden light appeared in his hand and he placed the blade against her shoulder

[Bestow her name.]

The magical circle moved as the last step of the ceremony was reached. Sol gave a look at Milia.

“What name do you wish for?”

Milia smiled. She had no need to think deeply. She had no need for a pompous name or a very important-sounding one. She simply needed one name.

“Lunaria.”

Since Sol wished for her to be the shadow of his light, then her name would represent the moon that could only shine using the light of the sun. Sol could only be more moved as he understood the meaning behind this name.

“Henceforth, I, Sol Dragona Luxuria, as your lord, your love, and your god, will shoulder the weight of your life and your eternal soul and bestow you the name Lunaria. Do you accept it?”

“I do.”

—And so the ceremony ended as both Sol and Milia’s souls were tied down together for all eternity.


Chapter Twelve


Meeting the Goddess


When Sol opened his eyes, he was not surprised to find himself once again in a different space. His experience with Castitas, Ira, and Invidia had been more than enough for him to know that the goddesses would not let pass the chance to have a private discussion with him.

He only wondered which goddess would be the first to act. Milia was a beast-kin, so she was under the domain of both Ira and Patientia. At the same time, she was a modified chimera and had the genes of Echidna. As such she was theoretically also under both Gula and Temperatia. Finally, the contract they signed was a Pride-type, so Superbia also had her share.

Looking around him, the space slowly started to morph until he found himself in some kind of dining room, with a large rectangular table and fifteen luxurious chairs arranged all around it. The room itself was quite lavish; soft music filled his ears, while small golden lights floated near the ceiling, illuminating the whole room.

The table itself was covered with mouth-watering food, and Sol could feel his stomach growling as a seemingly insatiable hunger started filling his body.

Eat eat eat eat eat! This one singular thought was repeating endlessly in his mind, as if it wished to drive him insane and change him into a monster who had no desire aside from eating.

Sol frowned a little as he fought against this feeling and took a seat. His steps were slow and measured as he fought the influence of the compulsion that was tearing him apart. In the end, he was able to properly sit and look at the person sitting on the other side of the table.

“Goddesses Gula. Happy to meet you.”

“You are as impressive as the others have said. I am surprised you were able to fight the urge to eat. Not that it would have changed anything. I prepared this food for you, after all.”

Sol grinned, “Why the surprise? I have already shown that I can fight the compulsion goddesses naturally emanate.”

Even as he spoke, Sol made sure to not have Gula's face in his direct line of sight. Gula was undoubtedly far stronger than he thought at first, and he did not want to take any risk as he thought about what could happen if he made a mistake here.

“Heh. You underestimate how impressive this is. Out of all of us, Luxuria and I are undoubtedly the strongest. This is because while the other's sins and virtues are emotions or actions, Lust and Gluttony are tied to primordial needs. They are things from which no one can really escape. Even more so for mortals.”

Sol nodded, quietly tucking away the information about the power level of the goddesses. He could feel that Gula was pretty chatty and was directing no hostility toward him. In such a situation, it would be stupid of him to start the hostility and push away a potential ally. Even more so when she was seemingly part of the top two most-powerful goddesses.

“So, with what should I begin?”

“Oh? Are you not worried that I might have poisoned the food?”

Sol shrugged, “I believe someone whose concept is related to hunger would not desecrate food.” That, and he was also sure he could survive if she did try to poison him.

“You are funny. I like your confidence.” She giggled lightly, giving Sol the impression that he was facing nothing more than a young woman who was still discovering the world. “Then…Let’s eat? Only after eating can we talk about serious things.”

The meal proceeded in silence and Sol watched, bemused, as the food seemed to be literally inhaled by the dainty and slim woman in front of him. If she had been eating in a disgusting way, he would not have been so surprised. Instead, she was eating in a stylish and well-mannered way that contrasted greatly with the amount she was consuming.

Ignoring the human-shaped vacuum cleaner, Sol focused on the food he was eating and he nodded as he realized that while the food did not possess some mind-blowing taste, it had a certain warmth that filled his body and made him feel calmer.

His nerves, taut because of all the stress he had been under lately, started relaxing and he could feel his sense of danger lessen greatly.

“One of the spices I used is a special one from the Astral Realm. It grows by feeding it the water of the River of Forgetfulness. It is a rare ingredient that is extremely useful when it comes to helping the soul grow.”

“Oh…” Sol looked down at his food, wondering for a moment if he wished to know more about the food he was consuming. Realizing that all it would result in would be to upset him or destroy his appetite, he decided to simply smile and keep eating.

He ate and ate, and did not raise his head even as two shadowy figures appeared and sat on either side of Gula. All he knew was that the food was good for his soul and he certainly was not going to miss this occasion.

When the food finally vanished entirely from the table, Sol finally gazed at the two new goddesses who had joined them. He didn’t really need to hear their names to know who they were. He simply needed to focus on the feelings they were bringing out. This was more than enough,

“Goddess Superbia. Goddess Temperatia. I am surprised you are joining us. I thought it would once again be a one-on-one meeting.”


Chapter Thirteen


Deal


Sol had expected many things during this gathering, but meeting three goddesses at the same time was certainly not what he had been expecting. Still, he was grateful. This way of acting showed that the goddesses were looking at him less like a bug or an ant they could casually step on, and more like an equal or someone who could potentially become their equal.

This was both something he appreciated and something that worried him. Sol had not let hubris cloud his mind and he understood that one of the reasons he could still live so peacefully, or as peacefully as it was possible to live with an ongoing war, was that the goddesses did not yet see him as a threat.

They were underestimating him and because they were doing so, he could fly under their radars. But the moment they stopped doing so, things could get quite dicey.

I will have to take this into account.

Temperantia answered his question quite simply, “This was the plan. Until I realized that my idiot sister would most likely end up eating with you without speaking of anything important until the end of the limited time we have.” Her voice had a distinct and mature feel to it as well as a certain edge.

“As for me? I simply joined because I am just curious.” Superbia seemed like some tomboy who was simply having fun while observing the chaos. Sol could feel that she was very dangerous and if Tiamat's power was any indication, chances were high that Superbia was part of the top three or top five strongest goddesses, which meant he had to have on his side.

Furthermore, if the information Skuld had given him were any indication, the goddesses might have a way to directly control Divine Beasts. The last thing Sol wanted was to be hunted down by Tiamat.

Doing his best to hide his thoughts, Sol looked around before asking, “I gather that the Goddess Ira will not join us?”

“She told us that she had already shared everything she wanted to tell you and that any more discussions would be unnecessary.”

Sol grinned at those words. Temperantia's answer was within his expectations. His discussion with Ira after he signed a contract with Setsuna and Lilin had been quite the enlightening one. He had formed a certain respect for the goddess who openly admitted her fear but was also steadfast in her way.

He might not like all the goddesses, but this proved to him that he could not look down on them. Some of them were worthy of respect even if they sometimes acted like spoiled children with too much money.

“Very well, dear goddesses, may I ask now why I was called?”

The three of them looked at each other before Temperatia finally took the floor, “I have three demands, and if you respect them. I believe my sister and I would be willing to support you when Invidia inevitably snaps and tries to attack you again.”

Gula gently wiped a crumb from her mouth with a napkin as she continued, “Echidna must live. We have invested too much divine power in her, and having her die would be a waste of our investment. Furthermore, she is our cute little daughter.”

Sol wondered if someone like Echidna could really be called cute but he did not speak.

“Nuwa or Echidna must become your wife and bear your child once you become a god. Ideally, it should be your first but we care not about such things,” Temperatia continued once again. Her choice of words irritated Sol. It was even more so since he did not particularly have such a feeling for Nuwa at the moment. Even if he had such feelings, he hated having the goddesses try to meddle in his life in such a way.

“I can feel your displeasure but we are simply stating the terms that will make us believe in you.”

“You have shown that, unlike some of your ancestors, you attach great importance to those you care about.”

“So your solution for us to work together is to try and blackmail me emotionally?” He asked quietly incredulously. The way the two goddesses bounced off each other’s sentences didn’t help in making him calmer.

“Blackmail?”

“Why would we blackmail you?”

“Is alliance by marriage not something common in the mortal world?”

“Is it not the way you convinced Invidia’s blessed to fall under your flag?”

Sol closed his mouth, for he knew that he had no retort to this. The actions he had undertaken to control Pandora were of which things he was not particularly proud, even to this day. This was one of the reasons he had been avoiding her and not spending time with her. It was truly horrible for him and he understood that. But he did not know how to talk to her.

This was undoubtedly his most awkward relationship to date.

“It seems like you still feel shame.” Superbia, who had been silent all this while, snickered, which caused Sol to take control of his emotions and release a sigh.

“I withhold any judgments until I hear about the last demand.” Sol added.

The goddesses once again looked at each other and Gula took Temperatia's hands in hers.

“Young hero, you might not understand this, but we sisters only had each other as support for eons and this truth will be the same for eons to come.”

“At the moment, we are divided because we struggle between our desire to see the birth of a new god or the desire to support our dear little sister. But–”

“Make no mistake.”

“We are forever bonded to each other.”

“We will always protect each other.”

“If you become a mortal enemy with Invidia in the truest sense⁠—”

“ —We will protect her.”

“So what are our last demands you ask?”

“Use your wits.”

“Use your legendary charms.”

““And make Invidia fall for you.””

Sol waited for a moment, the words slowly making sense in his mind as he processed them, “...I beg your pardon?”

He had received many requests until now but this was undoubtedly the most nonsensical one to date. The boisterous laugh that came from Superbia was the proof that might have had quite the comical expression at the moment.

“We’ve said our piece. The choice is yours. In the end, everything will only matter if you become a god. So… do not disappoint us.”

Sol was not able to answer as he was sent away from the Divine Territory. What he did know though, was that he had no intention of accepting this request.


Chapter Fourteen


Seventh Day


And on the seventh day He finished His work which He had made, and He rested on the seventh day from all His work which He had made

The sound of the seventh trumpet signals the "third woe." This is the final trumpet and the final woe. Loud voices in Heaven will say: "The kingdom of the world has become the kingdom of our Lord and His Messiah, and He will reign forever and ever."

Words from a Scripture

When Sol came back from his visit to the goddesses, which honestly had come to a rather baffling end, a few more days passed as he finished all the spiritual preparations he had begun.

The girls clapped and cheered for Milia when he announced they had formed a contract. Even Clara seemed happy for her, though Sol had been able to see a distinct sadness in her eyes.

This was something he would have to take care of after this war. After all, Sol was not blind. One would need to be denser than a black hole to not notice the affection Clara had for him — or should he say obsession? Either way, it was true that she felt for him, and while Sol could not say that he loved her as much as the others close to him, Clara had become someone dear to him thanks to all the work she had been doing without asking for much in return.

Outside of Clara, his discussion with the goddesses also opened his eyes to how he had been treating Pandora because of his guilt. This was something unforgivable, and he did his best to remedy it by spending a little more time with her and having a heart-to-heart discussion. It was sadly a short one, as Sol had to start his training with Echidna, but it was enough to lighten the situation slightly and make sure they had the chance to spend more one on one later. Sol did not know how his relationship with Pandora would continue, but he would be damned if he didn’t try to make it work, as this was the least he could do.

Outside of his relationships, Sol made sure to hire as many bards as possible, and they were all under the control of Clara. Milia had joined him in his training because it seemed like she was also on the limit of transitioning into a King-rank.

Her name seemed obscure still but the barrier that had been stopping her progress was no more.

This was a very much appreciated news. After all, one more King would make Lustburg stronger, but he had to make sure to control her progress. He needed her to still be a Duke until he finished everything he had to do, which would thankfully not take long.

As for Clara, she was doing a great job and more legends about him were being spread all over the world. This had been something he had started since the moment he healed Lilith, and soon he would reap the reward for this.

His spies were also observing Wratharis, as it was important to avoid being attacked while everyone still followed the cease-fire. Lupus had yet to answer, so it seemed like the war would start again tomorrow.

Sol hoped Lupus would move the way he anticipated, as only then would he be able to get the best of both worlds. He didn’t want to go on a killing spree if it was possible, after all.

“Focus.”

Sol sighed and nodded as he felt two dainty hands on his back. On this new day, he sat cross-legged, eyes closed, and in deep meditation.

Sitting behind him in a maid’s uniform and with her hand against his back was Echidna. She had once again taken over Nuwa’s body. This was another point he needed to work on. He had been worried at first, wondering if the constant switch was affecting Nuwa negatively, but it was completely the opposite. It seemed like Echidna’s soul was working like a sharpening stone and was making Nuwa’s soul sturdier.

“Don’t say I didn’t warn you if all your mana veins get tangled.”

“Sorry.”

Sol chuckled before releasing a sigh and focusing on the matter at hand. He had been working on the circulation of his energy and learning all the nodes he needed to follow. Even for someone like him with his powerful memory, it was a great amount of work. This made him all the more impressed with what Echidna had studied. She was truly a genius of a different kind.

It didn’t take long for the two of them to become completely still, while the sun's light shone softly on them as they sat on the green grass.

There was neither snow nor rain, and one would have the feeling that they were in summer rather than winter.

This was Sol’s dimension and for once, it was neither bathed in monochromatic light nor a mirror to the real world. This was a space he was able to manipulate completely at will.

It was still very small, relatively speaking, but he now had near absolute control over a hundred meters square in his dimension and could do more than simply inverting things.

Sol and Echidna were not the only ones present in this place. Surrounding them, all cross-legged and in meditation, were Isis, Setsuna, Lilin, and Milia.

Although only Dukes were present, the aura of power and the pressure that they were emanating would have been enough to make even some Kings hesitate slightly.

This scene was only possible now because as long as they stayed in those hundred meters, Sol could protect all of them from the emotional inversion power of his dimension.

“Listen. I will push a little bit of my mana into your body and you will follow the circulation closely. This will be the first time for me to have someone with all the seven gates opened, so it will be slow, but once the first circulation is done it will be up to you. You already memorized all the points, right?”

“Of course. 72,000 nodes, 114 pathways, and seven chakras. I have memorized them all.”

“Good.” She nodded and looked at the other girls. She could see the suspicions in their eyes and knew that if she made a mistake at this moment, they would immediately incapacitate her. Her eyes lingered a little longer on Milia before taking her eyes away.

“Well, let’s start I guess. This will be fast.”
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For some people, the body was akin to an entire universe, filled with enigmatic treasures and seemingly endless.

Up to a few days ago, Sol had never really taken the time to observe and understand his own body despite the fact that it was one of his greatest weapons.

Now though, as he followed the flow of energy Echidna was transmitting to him, he realized his own ignorance and marveled at the beauty that was his body.

72,000 nodes, 114 pathways, and seven chakras, which translated to hundreds of thousands of combinations possible. Out of all of those combinations, many were wrong and would lead to death or destruction, while only a few would bring clear and positive results.

Sol remembered the notes Echidna had given him. She had created many derivative techniques that focused on the different chakras, since most races only had a few of them open. The number of combinations was vastly inferior, after all.

Some of the techniques she created could tremendously increase the dexterity of the user or they could increase their speed or strength. But when the seven chakras were open, things changed completely and the results were an all-around boost to all physical ability and an increase in physical attack resistance.

If Echidna's results were to be believed, it would be possible for someone with the seven chakras to grow with their physical body alone and without needing any enlightenment, they would be able to reach the King- or even the Demi-god-rank in terms of pure power.

Of course, truthfully thinking such things seemed superfluous. After all, while having a powerful body was important, a powerful realm was even more so as the usage of laws became the main way of fighting.

Sol understood this more than anything as he had been able to manhandle Surtr and Nihil thanks to his superior control of the laws while he used his dimension. It didn’t matter that Surtr had been stronger than him. He had been rendered helpless.

Since learning physical body enhancement was useless, few people dedicated themselves to this practice and Echidna could be said to be a true pioneer in the domain.

I feel warm.

The energy of Echidna was warm but at the same time extremely heavy. There was a hunger to it, an all-encompassing feeling similar to the hunger he had felt when he met Gula, the Goddess of Gluttony.

“You should be able to use this power, right? Feel it and move it. Use your core to absorb the energy in your body and use the power of devouring to digest the purest essence.”

Sol did not bother answering and simply did as he was told. Indeed. His union with Milia had brought him quite a surprise. While he had not been able to obtain directly the power of Devouring from the contract itself and only obtained the power of Earth, he realized the startling fact that he was able to copy and use all the power and technique Milia had.

This went both ways, as Milia had received many minor boosts to her physical prowess and even obtained resistance to magic that was similar to his Chaos Dragon body. Finally, even her shadow seemed to have become something akin to a Minor dimension and while she could not use skills such as dimension encroachment as the dimension itself was too small, she was able to keep things in it.

She called it the shadow dimension.

“I am about to take back my energy. Are you ready? Once the circulation starts, you cannot stop. You will have to expel all the impurities accumulated in your body and reach a perfect union between body and mind. I believe once you succeed you will become the best punching bag a King could dream to have. ”

Sol breathed deeply and relaxed while ignoring the Joke Echidna threw at him. Reaching the King-level with his physical body would not make him strong enough to face the threats, but it would certainly give him more confidence.

It seems like the path of being a cockroach and expert at survival is something from which I can never escape.

He allowed himself one last laugh before his mind emptied and the flow of energy in his body became like a torrent rushing in his ears.

It did not take long for a complete map of his internal mana veins to appear in his mind as he followed the flow given by Echidna. As this flow slowly vanished, Sol replaced it with his own flow, slowly filling one node after another.

Ugh…

Sol groaned and the sweet taste of blood filled his throat. His energy thread was akin to a needle poking and piercing through everything on its way. Each opening brought an excruciating pain and the thought that he had to do it 71,690 more times made him feel like he should stop.

Why does it have to be painful every time? For once couldn’t we get something sweet and easy?

Sol fought the urge to curse. Be it the first time when he grew his core or when he advanced his body with the dragon blood. Each and every time had felt like hell on earth and now it looked like he was on a new road trip to hell. One that was beyond anything that he had ever felt.

Thankfully, after all the beating Sol went through in his short but intense adventures, he had developed quite a high pain resistance and was able to go through the worst of this situation easily.

When the last node was connected and the cycle began anew, Sol knew that he had already done the greatest part of the work and now, he moved the energy and started sending it to his chakras.


Chapter Fifteen


Kingdom of Dawn


Seven chakras.

Starting from the Root Chakra located at the end of his spine, climbing to reach the Sacral Chakra located in the navel, and then the Solar Plexus Chakra, which represented the core, Sol focused more than he had ever done in his life.

He could not afford to make any mistakes now. Carefully, very carefully, the energy climbed and reached the place known as the Heart Chakra and the location was more than clear.

Sol gritted his teeth as the pain exploded once again. It was as if thousands of needles were stabbing his heart, threatening to make it explode. But he could not hurry this part. It was necessary to stimulate his heart as much as possible to get rid of the old blood and bring in new.

The impurities in his body were caused by the mixed blood bath he had taken in the Astral Realm. After all, while it had mostly contained Tiamat’s blood, which was one of the purest in the world, it did not change the fact that neither her blood nor the blood of the dragon belonged to him and could not be fully assimilated.

Even with his eyes closed, Sol knew that his body was expelling all of the bad blood, not unlike what had happened when he had first formed his core. The sticky sensation and the fishy odor were not something he could easily ignore and were in fact pretty disgusting as they came out from nearly every orifice of his body.

Once he was more or less done with the Heart Chakra, the energy continued to climb, finally reaching the Throat Chakra. This prompted him to open his mouth and vomit up blood and pieces of internal organs that were being destroyed and replaced inside of him, as if cleansing the interior of his body.

Soon it reached the Third Eye Chakra and Sol acted even more carefully. After all, this place was related to his Divine Weapon and he knew that once he finished, even that would become stronger, which would push him further in the path of omniscience.

The itchy feeling that spread in his mind was numbing and distracting but it was nothing compared to what he felt when he finally reached the last chakra — the Crown.

This was the final connection, the last energy point, and as Sol filled that place and completed the first rotation, he felt like his mind quite literally exploded as pure whiteness covered his vision.

His body felt larger, as if he was a giant who could reach a mountain and pluck the stars from the sky. His heart started beating louder as if responding to a rhythm only it could hear. The power of his heartbeat seemed to make the ground itself tremble under its might.

Slowly, his skin started tearing apart as new skin grew to replace it. His muscles grew and shrank repeatedly, becoming sturdier as time passed, and so did his mana veins as they became wider and stronger to bring in more mana at a faster rate.

Soon, the ambient mana was absorbed greedily and helped in making his body stronger.

Echidna, who had been observing his changes in real life, immediately distanced himself and shouted at Isis and the other girls, “Release your mana!”

The girls did not hesitate and did as they were told. Soon a full tornado of mana filled the area, so dense it was almost liquid. It completely drenched Sol in energy, bringing even more magical changes as his body devoured the mana like a starved beast.

Soon, golden flames covered Sol’s body, causing Nuwa to open her eyes wide as she realized that Sol was also using the phoenix flames to further purify his body even as he absorbed the energy. This diminished the quantity of mana, but the quality was greatly enhanced.

Just what kind of transformation will happen? She wondered curiously. She was becoming more and more curious about this.
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Sol meanwhile, was unable to focus on all of this. Hundreds of pictures and sounds were flashing in his mind, and he felt as if he was witnessing things that were beyond his comprehension.

His connection to the river of time became more and more intimate, and he slowly realized that he was looking at pictures of possible futures; however, these were all too blurry for him.

Soon though, things changed, as if going backward. The pictures moved and became clearer as Sol could see things that happened days or even months ago, from his fights against the Great Sages, to his return in the Mortal Realm, to his fight against Surtr, and even his first time with Milia.

Each time those pictures went by, he had the feeling that he could grab one of them and bring it out in reality, but something was screaming at him that doing so would be the stupidest thing he could do.

He wondered for a moment if this was how his other self in the alternate future with Skuld was able to reset the entire timeline. Even though he could only see, he had the distinct impression that it wouldn’t be impossible for him to enter those timelines and change the future by affecting the past.

You shouldn’t even think about it. You are still far from this level. All this would result in, would be the creation of a parallel timeline.

What?

Sol looked around him, feeling like someone had been talking to him, but he was unable to see anyone.

He soon was distracted as the images reached the period of his childhood. He saw the first time he had met Medea, when he got lost with Setsuna. The first time he met Setsuna, then Milia, then Lilin, then Camelia, and finally Lilith.

Then the memories went even beyond, to a time even he could barely remember. He could see a beautiful woman with hair as red as fire looking down at him with a smile filled with affection. Not far from her was a golden-haired man. It was pretty easy to deduce who they were: Blaze and Mars, his parents in this world. This was the first time he had seen Mars outside of his portrait and Sol had to admit, the man had a certain aura about him that brought confidence.

He wondered what was about to happen when Mars slowly approached him with a sad smile.

“If that woman is right, we will most likely not survive this ordeal. Are you sure you want to come with me?”

Blaze shook her head, “You know I do not believe in destiny. Not even Tiamat can say things with such assurance, much less a mortal who came from who-knows-where.”

“And yet you already prepared the ceremony to take out your core and horns as quickly as possible.”

She shrugged, “We are about to face a Demi-god. Preparing my legacy is only right.”

Mars sighed, clearly understanding that he would not be able to convince his wife. As such he did the only thing that he could. He gazed at their baby and spoke, “I do not know whether the foreign soul within you has awakened or not. Perhaps you do not even see us as your parents. But let me leave you with a discovery I made that might be useful for you.”

He looked around, “Many people wonder how I was able to become a Demi-god and where my territory could be. More importantly, how did I become so strong? The truth is — I was lucky and I will share a great secret with you.”

“Firstly, I am a false Demi-god.”

Sol gasped at this shocking news, but Mars was far from finished. What followed was nearly mind-numbing.

“False Demi-gods are kings who have reached the level of Demi-god by luck, thanks to finding an abandoned territory. But then, how was I able to become this strong? Well, it’s because what I found wasn’t a territory but a crumbling Divine Kingdom. Do you understand?”

There was an intensity in his voice but the voice slowly became faint and Sol was having a difficult time listening in. “This means that once upon a time, gods who were neither the fourteen nor Destruction, Time, Space, Death, and Life existed, and there may be more crumbling Divine Kingdoms in the mortal realm. As for the crumbling Divine Kingdom I found, it was called — The Kingdom of Dawn.”

Those were the last he heard before everything became entirely dark.


Chapter Sixteen


Second Letter


When Sol awakened, he found himself deep in a crater, energy swirling around him and constantly filling his body while being purified. His energy reserves and his mana veins were all growing at tremendous speed, but most of this energy was diverted toward his body, causing it to grow even more monstrous than it was.

In the past, thanks to the dragon blood, his resilience had been somewhat equal to that of a weak King, but this only meant that he had been a good punching bag.

Now though, the feeling of power that was coursing through his entire body gave him the impression that he could fold a King in half if that one was not careful.

Damnit. Not now.

But the changes did not stop there. All this time, he had been stopping his realm from increasing and reaching the level of King. He had no intention of simply becoming a normal King-ranked being.

Now though, it seemed like he had absorbed too much energy and could not stop the process. Already a new name was forming in his mind and trying to overwrite the letter he had previously formed when contracting Milia.

That name was only halfway created but Sol knew what it represented — ‘Invic’

The name whispered sweet promises of power and victory to his mind. Invictus. Ever victorious. Never defeated. Unconquered.

The synergy he had with this name was incredible and unlike Hyperion, the previous Name he had rejected, this one had truly great potential and could allow him to become a top-ranked King without any problem.

Sol Invictus.

This would be perfect for him and his situation, and this thought made him hesitate. For one very short instant, he wondered if he should stop chasing after a wild dream with low probability and settle for this incredible power.

But in the end, Sol fought against the temptation and buried the feeling of hesitation deep into his stomach. He knew that becoming a King was a dream for many people. Even the legendary Great Sages had been blocked in the Duke-level for so long. They would most likely scream in agony if they knew what he was about to do now.

But Sol had no care for such things. The ceiling so many strived for was a floor that was simply too low for him.

Break!

Sol felt like a part of himself broke, as his will pushed against the name that was trying to form in his consciousness.

Becoming a King was an important step and the result of the legend built by the user. From what Sol managed to understand by using his own knowledge of the other world, the closer the actions, personality, power, and legend of an individual were to a certain myth or legend on Earth, the higher the chances of receiving that name.

This was why Sol was not surprised by the name Invictus as it was without a doubt the results of his actions during the war both in the Mortal and the Astral Realms. In both cases, he had remained victorious and in both cases, his actions had been witnessed by a large number of people.

Invictus was the result of his efforts and he loathed the thought of destroying it. But it was inevitable.

Crack~

Blood spurted from his mouth, and this time it was not some bad blood that needed to be purified. The pain was tremendous and soul-deep but this did not deter him in the slightest.

In the course of history, a few daring, courageous, or lucky individuals rejected their King names and started from the stages of Duke, including Tiamat, Lucifer, and even more recently, Lilith.

But in all history, Sol was perhaps the only one to have rejected a name twice.

Crack~!!

This time, the name completely dimmed and was broken into thousands of pieces, causing Sol’s eyes to roll over as his consciousness threatened to collapse. But Sol bit his tongue and forced himself awake.

He could black out later. Now though he had work to do.

Focusing, on the broken shards of Invictus's name, Sol started gathering them and pouring them toward the letter “D” that had been on the verge of destruction. Invictus contained the legend of the unconquered sun and ever-victorious god. There was no way he was going to give up on those concepts as they would perfectly fit what he wished to accomplish.

What he was doing at the moment was something that should have been impossible, but Sol felt like the fragments were nothing but docile sheep in his control who followed his orders. Perhaps this was a result of creating a perfect cycle with the seven chakras. In the end, it did not matter. What mattered was that the letter ‘D’ started swallowing the fragments greedily and shone brighter.

He could feel the wounds he had caused on his soul heal at a faster pace than he would have anticipated until no pain even remained and his aura continued to grow.

This wasn’t all. The control he had over his dimension increased greatly. It had extended to more than 500 meters square and was still growing.

He did not know how much longer he stayed like this. Perhaps an hour, perhaps two? It was hard to say.

When he opened his eyes, Sol realized that he was completely different from the inside out. His power had skyrocketed and he knew beyond a shadow of a doubt that he could easily toy with his previous self.

All those changes were startling and even exciting but for Sol, the greatest and most important change was in his sea of consciousness.

After all, a second letter had formed and it was “E.”


Chapter Seventeen


A Thousand Eyes


[Tartarus]

In the depths of Tartarus, hidden behind many seals, three women were sitting together, weaving mana slowly and carefully, handling each thread of mana as if it were extremely fragile.

The three women were clad in flimsy white tunics that looked ready to fly off at the slightest gust of wind and reveal the little they were covering. When looking at their faces, one would be immediately struck by the eerie similarity between the three of them. As if they were looking at the same person at a different moment in time.

Their pink skin glistened with sweat while their crimson pupils moved erratically, left and right, trying to capture even the slightest moment without blinking.

They were the Norn sisters. The Weavers of Fate.

Urd ("That which transpired") was the oldest as well as the calmest of the three sisters and had power over the past.

Verdandi ("That which is transpiring") was the worrywart among the three sisters and could observe the present.

Skuld (“That which would transpire”) was the most carefree and chaotic among the sisters and could predict thousands of futures.

In the past, they were the worst enemies of the Order, for their power was insidious and pervading. For what they lacked in power, they made it with smarts and cunning. The number of failed operations resulting from their machinations was innumerable.

Those Norns were now using their most-prized skill, and weaving the tapestry of time and space to look for a better future and walk toward it.

This was incredibly similar to what happened when they had to help Sol finish his transformation and walk toward the Duke level. Only, at that time, Skuld and Verdandi had been the only ones present.

One might think that the absence of Urd was minimal as her power represented the past and in a way, they were not wrong. Even so, a man without a past had no future and her absence had definitely complicated things. This time, the three of them were together and the results were incredible.

“Sisters. What do you see?” Skuld asked quietly even as more and more strands of mana were filtered by her. Her brows showed clear signs of tiredness but she did not stop working.

“I believe I have found the last dragon traitor. Urd?”

“Fifty years ago, the young dragon signed a pact with Chaos. Surprising. I would have thought it would be an older one. It seems like all the elders who were related to this fled long in advance.”

“No matter. This has nothing to do with us. If Tiamat had hired us sooner, we could have dealt with this more efficiently. Only the shrimps and the idiots were left.” Skuld sneered as a small golden pair of scissors appeared in hand and then with the simple sound of a snip, the threads were cut and began darkening.

“It’s a shame though. This body had so many bright possibilities.”

“So did all dragons. Betraying Tiamat because of their greed or feeling of inferiority was pure stupidity.” Skuld did not waste time feeling sorry for the dragons whose future was not her problem.

Now that they singled those out, Kiyohime would go on and start a new massacre. Skuld would have felt bad for Kiyohime if she cared. But she did not. No matter how many dragons killed each other, it did not matter. All that mattered was that with this, her deal with Tiamat was complete and soon it would be time for her to —

“Oh?” Skuld stopped, feeling a disturbance in the River of Time. Urd also exclaimed quietly, “Someone is exploring the past.”

This was a very small disturbance, one so small they would have never detected it if they had not been weaving using the mana from the River of Time at that very moment, but they did.

“Is it Bastet? That woman is one of the few who can hide in the River of Time.” Verdandi wondered.

Bastet had managed to survive nine times by recuperating her past self from the River of Time even when her body was destroyed. This was an incredible feat even for the Norns, and they knew that Bastet could have truly become a False God if things had been different. Sadly for her, after each death, her chances of success lowered and now they were so close to zero they might as well not exist.

Urd tilted her head, as if listening, as if watching, her eyes growing vacant and empty. Soon a strange expression crossed her face.

“I cannot see?”

Her voice was bewildered. She was the titan of time; the River of Time held almost no secrets from her. Only the goddesses and a few False Gods could hide their pasts from her.

How could she not see anything? She focused, trying to force through it

“Sister, stop!” Skuld screamed, suddenly realizing the cause of this weird event.

Even though Urd was surprised, there was no way she would not have heard Skuld's warning and as such she tried to take a step back. Sadly for her, she was a little too late.

“Ugh!”

What did it feel like to stare directly at the sun? Truthfully, this was a question that had no meaning for someone like Urd. After all, she was a titan. Unlike mortals, staring at the sun for an hour would not even affect her.

Now though, as she covered her eyes with her hands and leaked tears of blood, she understood what it means to stare at the sun with naked eyes.

“Are you alright!?” Verdandi asked worriedly while Skuld cursed under her breath. “What did you see?”

“Sister! Don’t you see she is hurt?” Verdandi was shocked by Skuld's actions, but the small titan paid her little heed; instead, she only gazed at Urd, who answered with difficulty.

“I do not know. I felt like I was facing a giant made of light, walking in the River of Time. One covered with thousands of eyes. I was not able to see much more than this, thankfully.”

Urd's voice was filled with fright even as her vision recovered. She had no doubt that had she gazed deeply at the creature before Skuld warned her away, she might have truly become blind — or worse.

“What was that thing?” Urd asked after wiping the blood away and looking at Skuld, whose face was covered by a giant grin.

“The All-seeing and the Crown. Sol had finally obtained his power.”

Skuld fought the urge to laugh. In the past, Sol had been unable to obtain the Eye of Akasha, and as such did not have the Seven Chakras open. There was no doubt that Echidna's Seven Chakra Opening was one of the cornerstones that had allowed him to climb as high as he had.

“Things are moving faster than I anticipated.” Beneath her joy, there were also hidden worries. After all one of THEM should have already noticed Sol before this, and with this event, THEY might all discover him.

Even THOSE aside, it was very possible for the goddesses to also notice him. If this happened, Sol might be designed as enemy number one, as had happened in the past.

Thankfully, things only lasted an instant and none of those related to the power of time should be awake yet.

Skuld bit her lip until she drew blood. She could not afford to leave this up to luck. This was simply too important. Sol should be about to carve his new name. She did not know what the name would be — not even the previous Sol could deduce it. But whatever it was, it would be incredibly powerful. She could not let THEM disturb him or start attacking him now.

“Sisters. Are you ready to risk your lives with me?”

Trying to interfere with the reverberations of the river of time to hide information from the gaze of gods would most likely cost hundreds, if not thousands, of years in lifeforce. It was necessary, however, and this was how, her gaze filled with sadness and determination, Skuld proposed what nearly amounted to suicide to her sisters.

Thankfully for her, even as she proceeded with hiding Sol’s tracks, the price the Norn Sisters paid was far less than what she had anticipated. Almost as if — someone else was already hiding him.

Who might this be?


Chapter Eighteen


Dawn


Skuld’s intuition was not wrong in deducting that someone was indeed interfering, hiding Sol’s reverberations from spreading and being noticed by those with a certain level of understanding in the River of Time.

Sitting alone in her chapel, Aurora felt the blood dripping from her nose, eyes, and mouth. Her swollen eyes, damp with blood, could barely open, and her face betrayed a mixture of complicated feelings.

He had grown stronger again.

Aurora had only woken up in this era a few years ago, but thanks to her own memory and the general knowledge available to someone of her station, she knew more about the power system of these mortals. She understood that becoming a King was not something that should happen so easily.

How long had it been since Sol had even awakened? If the time he had spent in the Astral Realm was included, it would not even reach a year.

In less than a year, the boy had gone from someone with no power to nearly a King-ranked being. She knew that even for someone with supreme talent, it was definitely a little too fast.

Of course, Aurora — or rather, Dawn — did not care about the power level of a normal King. Even the strength and power someone like Lilith displayed did not concern her. She had no interest in how powerful mortals could be. At the end of the day, even the strongest mortal would only be a mortal.

But Sol was different…

Dawn summoned a ball of water with her hand and wiped the blood from her face. If anyone saw this display, they would be quite surprised, as humans were not able to control elements unless they had a Zone that was closely related to an element.

Dawn was not bound by such restrictive rules, however. As the Goddess of the Night and the Moon, thanks to the authority she had devoured from her sister, Dawn possessed minor divinity related to the moon and water. Manipulating the law in this case was pretty easy for her.

Once her face was completely clean, she opened her bloodshot eyes and looked at the statues of Castitas in the chapel.

Sol’s existence was not something that should be normally possible. Back then, in order to put Adam down, all the gods had united and fought back. Even then, they would have and should have failed. Adam was simply that much powerful.

But for some reason, they had succeeded and were able to scatter Adam’s soul to all corners of the universe.

Dawn did not know how they had done it. After all, she died before the success of the plan. But she had been the one to design it. Even in the worst case, Adam shouldn’t have been able to awaken, even if partially, in a new vessel for another one or two thousand years.

Something was wrong. Someone had brought forward the reincarnation and possible resurrection of Adam.

I should have also awakened earlier.

It was strange how she had become Casitas' divine daughter, and how she was still unable to find her own Divine Kingdom.

Luxuria, Castitas, what the hell are you doing?

Dawn couldn’t help but feel lost and confused. Adam was supposed to be the enemy. What were those two stupid girls playing around with by bringing him forth sooner?

Just trying to think about all this gave her a headache and the blood loss certainly did not help in making her feel better.

Well, it isn’t like I can speak to anyone about it.

She could complain all she wanted about her two sisters giving help to someone who would become an enemy, an act even more stupid than their usual antics.

But Dawn herself had repeatedly helped Sol, making sure to keep him alive and hidden. Even a few minutes earlier, as she felt the reverberations in the River of Time, the smartest thing should have been to take away her divine blessing of secrecy.

If she had done this, all the goddesses, even Ymir, would have felt Sol’s power and would have known that he was too dangerous to live. All their so-called rules would have been thrown aside, and even Luxuria would not have been able to stop his execution.

In the end though… she had not made the smartest choice. She made the stupidest choice. One based on emotion, all because she wished to have an answer to a question that had been tormenting her for a very long time.

“Why?” Dawn caressed her throat as she asked herself.

Gods were immortal. Once a god fused with a concept, it was nearly impossible to kill him. Even if he was ‘killed,’ he would come back to life sooner or later. Unless, of course, the concept itself was devoured, as Dawn had done with Nyx, her twin sister.

The other possibility was to be killed by the very concept of the END. There was no reincarnation possible in this case — only pure and simple extermination.

At least, this was what she had managed to summarize. But this truth brought a different problem in mind.

Those killed by the power of the End could never come back — and yet, here she was, weakened, but alive and well after being decapitated by Adam.

She should have died for good.

Her soul should have been extinguished.

But neither had happened and she was not the only one.

Why?

Why did Adam bring about the Twilight of the Gods? Why did he kill some using the power of the END and others without using it?

Was it a small hypocritical feeling of compassion after betrayed those who had trusted him? Or was it something more?

“You have to survive.”

It was stupid, reckless, short-sighted, ignorant and very dangerous but, until she managed to obtain a straight answer to her question, she would not be able to rest and for that — Sol needed to live.

That was all. There was no other intention.

This was what Dawn thought as she closed her eyes and ignored the small seed of hope in her heart that refused to die out.

After all, she still did not know what she would do once she obtained an answer.


Chapter Nineteen


Decision


[Wratharis]

As the night of the seven day slowly rolled out, the citizens in the capital of Wratharis and those in the provinces were becoming more and more restless.

The seven-day ultimatum had caused much more chaos than even Sol could have anticipated. After all, it was only in times of danger that one’s true nature would reveal itself.

Many people made the mistake of thinking that the weak were always righteous and the strong evil. The reality was that the weak showed the true ugliness of their heart when they had nothing else to lose.

Those seven days had been nightmare-inducing. Many people started turning to religion, praying to the goddesses in hopes of being saved. Others started selling their houses and leaving their villages. This mainly happened to those who lived close to Wratharis, as they would be the closest targets.

This resulted in what could only be called a mass exodus, as more and more people did their best to head the capital as quickly as possible. After all, they knew that it was possible for the Supreme Daughter to erect a Holy Territory and protect them from any danger.

Those leaving their homes faced much danger, while the rate of criminal acts in the capital skyrocketed. The price of housing increased by more than 1000% and the cost for daily necessities increased as well, as merchants understood that this was the best moment for them to enrich themselves.

Meanwhile, as more and more people crowded the streets, with no way to find housing or even get food, new slums were created, one after another.

It was hard to believe that all of this happened in only seven days. How the situation had gone from peace to absolute chaos left many people bewildered.

Kuki and Shuten had been working hard to keep things from completely spiraling out of control, but there were limits to how much the two of them could do. Of course, even as they did so, Shuten did not forget to make sure to push the public opinion in the direction that suited her the most.

The funny thing was that, in this case, she had little need to do much of anything. While some people might feel resentment, there were very few people who actually hated Sol outright in Wratharis.

Beastkin were war beasts, animals born for war and battle. They, more than anyone, understood that Lustburg had been very lenient during this war. Thanks to the Rangers, as well as Setsuna, Lilin, and more importantly, Sol’s display of power, there was no doubt in their minds that the amount of casualties could have been far higher.

Furthermore, they were the ones who declared war on Lustburg, so this made this situation doubly embarrassing and miserable.

Though the citizens’ hatred was not directed at Sol, this did not mean that it did not exist. In fact, all this hatred was focused on one individual.

Lupus Tiangou Ira — The Tyrant.

For the last few days, more and more protests had exploded while citizens surrounded the main palace. They shouted at the top of their lungs for Lupus to step down from the throne and surrender it to the righteous heiress.

This was even more since they knew that once the war resumed, Lustburg would be truly merciless in its action.

And so they reunited, and so they raged! Their voices reached the top of heaven to bring down the Tyrant who sat high up.
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In the depths of the palace, sitting cross-legged with a long golden spear resting on his lap, Lupus was breathing deeply and slowly. His face was slightly emaciated and sickly pale, all signs showing a great lack of blood.

Even now, holding the spear, his veins bulged out while the spear shone with crimson light as it drank his blood.

The room he was currently in looked more like an abandoned dungeon than anything else, and the only decorations were two chairs and the mat where Lupus was meditating.

Lupus was not alone in this small training room, as the Monkey King, Sun Wukong, sat with his back against the wall, his staff resting on his shoulder.

“Those so-called Divine Weapons seemed more demonic than anything.” Wukong mused as he looked at Lupus’ pitiful state. The Divine Weapon was sucking away his life force like a vampire, and he had undoubtedly lost more than a few decades of his lifespan.

“There is nothing I can do. Divine Weapons cannot be wielded at their true maximum potential by mortals. Only by using the divinity in my blood as nourishment can I use it. This is no different from the creation of a Holy Territory by a Supreme Daughter.”

“So it’s because you are weak. I see. It makes sense.”

Lupus’ lips twitched a little. Sun Wukong had a way with words that infuriated him deeply, but at the moment he needed the man’s help. So Lupus simply swallowed his words of anger.

“You are surprisingly calm. I thought by now you would be screaming for those people to be beheaded.”

Lupus was nearly at the peak as a King, and Sun Wukong could be considered a half Demi-god. Even as deep as they were in the palace, it was easy to hear the outraged cries of the masses.

Lupus simply caressed the spear with a hollow smile, “Half of them must be people working for Kuki, while the other half are just ignorant fools. Their cries change nothing. They can do nothing. Their actions are meaningless. The weak do not get to decide their destinies.”

His smile slowly changed into a wolfish one, “No matter how much they cry, scream, protest, riot, or curse. Once I kill my niece tomorrow, they will have no choice but to lower their tails and show their bellies while begging for forgiveness. That is all they amount to.”

The rules of the world were clear, and there was nothing the citizens could do against him at this moment.

“Still. It must sting, right? Knowing that you have no allies, that everyone hates your guts and wishes you would simply die. Then again, I guess you never had anyone stand on your side, so you must be used to it.”

The smile on Lupus’ face twisted a little as he lowered his head and caressed the shaft of the divine spear.

“I once had an ally. He was a stupid man who would cheer me on whatever I did. A man who would raise me up when I failed and would reward me when I succeeded.” His voice was soft.

“Oh? What happened to that man?”

“I killed him and I took everything that belonged to him.”

“The previous King, huh.”

Silence settled between them as Lupus tilted his head, “Are you not curious? Don’t you want to know the reason I killed my brother? Everyone always asks me why.”

“I am not.” Sun Wukong shook his head, “Do not be mistaken, Lupus. I have no interest in you. Your reasons, your desires, your justification are all worthless in my eyes. But I do not hate you, either. You are weak. I only pity you.”

Sun Wukong stood up and started walking toward the exit, “You said those mortals were worthless, as they cannot change their destiny and in a way, you are indeed right. They are weak. But this does not give you the right to look down on them. Do you want to know why?”

“… Why?”

“Because ultimately, they are not alone. They have friends, lovers, and people who care for them. Their struggle may be meaningless, but they are risking their lives to fight for an impossible dream in order to assure a better future for their loved ones and themselves. As for you?”

A low chuckle escaped him, “Even if you manage to win this war, you will still be all alone. Nothing but a lonely tyrant whom no one loves and cares for, destined to sit on a bloody throne until the day you die. Even after your death, you will be remembered as nothing but a stain. How truly pitiful.”

On those last words, Sun Wukong left the room, leaving Lupus alone — or at least, that should have been the case.

“I must say, that man is really terrifying. I feel like he would have noticed me if I hadn’t used this divine weapon to hide my aura.”

A voice full of amusement sounded behind Lupus, but he did not bother turning around.

“So, dear King. It seems like this is the end. What will be your answer?”

Lupus closed his eyes, “I have made my decision.”


Chapter Twenty


Eve of the Final Clash


Under a full moon in a starry sky, Lilith and Lilin crossed swords at the top of the Tower of Babel, in the Hanging Gardens full of snow.

Their steps were light, their swords were fast, and the exchange of slashes happened at a speed few people could truly understand. This was akin to a dance. A dance reserved for a select few.

“It’s beautiful.”

Camellia murmured as she sat under a blooming Sakura tree with a steaming cup of tea in her hand, looking at the impressive display of skill. In the current weather, it should have been impossible to have a blooming tree, but such a thing becomes less complicated when you have the Witch of Life and a phoenix with you.

Tucking a strand of hair behind her ear, Camelia looked away from the two people who were showing off. This all started because Lilith wanted to test Lilin’s skill after they returned from Sol's dimension. After all, in the coming fight, Lilin would be at the vanguard to fight the Tyrant King.

No matter how much they looked down on Lupus, this was only based on his morals. Power-wise, Lupus was no pushover ,and out of all of those who were going to fight him, Lilin was undoubtedly the one with the weakest defense, even though she had theoretically the second-strongest attack.

As the fight between the two dragged on, more and more of the women related to Sol came to the Tower. At first, there was only Sol, Milia, Lilith, Lilin, Nuwa, Setsuna, and Isis. Then Camelia came with Clara and Scheherazade because she wanted to talk with Sol and asked for directions from the elf and the little fairy.

Following this, the four witches — Persephone, Medea, Freya, and Kali — also appeared, followed by their mother, Ambrosia, and the succubus queen Pandora.

Milia immediately took things in her hand as she was used to doing, and a small gathering was organized in a flash.

Looking down at the tea in her hand that was reflecting her appearance, Camelia could see that she was sporting a very conflicted expression.

The people who were in this place were technically all at the highest possible level in terms of power, influence, or even appearance. Yet here they all were, turning around a young man as if they were planets orbiting the sun.

From her place, she could see the looks that they gave him, the hunger in their eyes, and the way they sweetened their voices.

This scene was something she was used to and brought many memories of the past. The actors were different, as was the overall power level. But there was no denying that this was similar to Mars being surrounded by many of her companions.

The only difference was that Mars had acted voluntarily in order to not hurt the feelings of anyone in the group. In her mind, this had been much more cowardly than truly being dense and not understanding the feelings of the women around him.

“A penny for your thoughts?” Persephone asked as she sat next to Camelia and shared a small cake delivered by a maid. The training session between the two swordswomen had quickly become a sumptuous picnic. Pandora soon joined them at the table.

“I was just thinking about how familiar this current scene was.”

“True.” Pandora gave a sly smile as she sat on the other side, “Looking at his team reminds me of the past. It was pretty fun back then.”

Camelia nodded. She had been the only one in the group to not have feelings beyond friendship toward Mars, and it had been pretty frustrating to watch all their weird antics. At the same time, it had been one of the best times in her life.

Exploring the world, fighting alongside people she could trust, getting more companions, and escaping from dangerous dungeons after cleaning them up. They were young but strong, and their sense of justice was even stronger.

Slowly but surely, the ragtag group of young ruffians with a dream bigger than their eyes became known as strong adventurers and then powerful heroes.

“How do you think this will end?” Pandora asked quietly.

“I am surprised you are worried about him. I was pretty sure you would hate him or at least keep your distance.” Persephone chimed in, prompting a bitter smile from Pandora.

“Well, I was indeed a little resentful. Being outplayed and slightly coerced by someone I thought I could manipulate easily is definitely not a great feeling. But, later, we had a more level-headed discussion. We both tried to use each other. I was simply less skilled. Now, the two of us are allies in the truest sense.”

“Heh. I like this. I thought your story would end in tragedy, but it seems like it became more akin to a romantic comedy.”

Pandora sighed, “Anyone ever told you your way of seeing the world is creepy?”

“I was told it was pretty cute.”

“Then the one who said this must have poor eyesight.”

“Still better than the expression you made when Sol dominated you in bed.”

The two women laughed and exchanged insults easily while keeping smiles on their faces.

As for Camelia, she was very thoughtful. In the end she expressed her thoughts, “You asked how this will end, right?”

Pandora and Persephone stopped their banter and looked at her.

“Had you asked me this a few months ago, I would have said that this would end with Lilith and me most likely dying or completely crippled. We were the only deterrents of war of Lustburg, and while we had a few Dukes, none of them was really game-changing outside of the White Knight. Lustburg was weak and helpless, and the only thing we could do was act bigger than we were. Sol was not even a Duke then, so it would have been impossible for him to lead the charge. Meanwhile, we were still at odds with the witches.”

No matter how one looked at it, the situation of Lustburg had been very grim and desperate. If a war had occurred back then, their losses would have been tremendous.

“It didn’t help that our internal structure was a mess, since Lilith had no true legitimacy. The nobles were becoming more and more restless, and traitors began to appear out of nowhere. In order to change the situation, I used all my wits. Lilith was dying, I was the only true war potential and Sol was weak. I felt like I had the weight of the world on my shoulders, and so I started fighting dirty. I lied and manipulated the man I loved and plotted behind his back because I was sure I knew better.”

If she had to be honest. “I do not regret what I did.”

By risking her life, Sol was given three boons from the goddesses. By manipulating Gerald Hightower behind his back, she was able to kill a vast majority of traitors. She did not regret her actions. No, what she regretted was–

“My greatest regret is underestimating him.” She grinned, “It has only been a few months but in his hands, Lustburg’s current situation is akin to a complete reversal.”

Internally, Sol managed to get the allegiance of the three remaining Ducal houses and proceeded to gradually clean up the kingdom with the help of the Crown’s Shadow. The fortunes of those nobles were seized and used for the good of the country.

New posts and administrative jobs were created, and they even had the help of tireless undead to make the job easier. As if it wasn’t enough, Sol healed Lilith, brought Isis, and helped awaken Setsuna, while also making Lilin far stronger.

Externally, he managed to make a true alliance with the witches, brought Envilya to their side, and was also working to secure Southern Pride. As if it wasn’t enough, he found a secret dwarven dungeon full of treasures. Thanks to his relationship with Theresa, he managed to create one of the most terrifying special forces in the world.

Camelia had witnessed miracle after miracle, watching how the young man she had once underestimated became a charismatic and powerful leader while bringing more and more dangerous people under his umbrella.

She sipped her tea quietly, “Even though there has never been a case of a Duke beating a King in history, I can say with full assurance that Sol will win tomorrow.”

“Why? Do you know his secret plan?”

“I do not know and it does not matter. Sol said he would win tomorrow, and so he will win. The how and the why does not matter.”

“Blind devotion is dangerous, you know?”

Camelia chuckled at Pandora’s words and finished her tea, “I was born blind, and I thought I was able to see clearly after my eyes were opened when I Awakened. What I did not know was that my pride and my prejudice blinded me once again from reality. Now, though…”

She looked in the direction of Sol, who coincidently looked at her while pushing Scheherazade with his finger. The two of them exchanged a smile and Camelia felt her heart pounding with joy, love, and happiness.

“...My sight has never been clearer.”


Chapter Twenty-One


Camelia


After the conclusion of Lilith and Lilin’s display, the party slowly came to a lull. They all knew that very soon, they would have to fight for their lives. While some had roles of a different nature than the rest, all of them needed to get into the right mindset for war. 

Still, as if they had planned beforehand, the girls waved or kissed Sol goodnight before leaving one after another until… only Camelia was present. 

Looking at the awkward smile plastered on her face, Sol was more than certain her presence was no coincidence. That smile also told him that Camelia was aware he had seen things through. 

“What a beautiful night, don’t you think?” Camelia cleared her throat and spoke in what she thought was a completely nonchalant way. Yet, the faint trembling of her fingertips, the rise in her body heat, and the drumming of her heartbeat did not escape Sol’s keen senses. 

Camelia had become… meek, ever since that particular incident happened. Always walking on eggshells, as if she feared offending him and permanently breaking off their relationship. This was a change that irked Sol much. When he distanced himself from Camelia, his goal was not to make her bow and cower. All he ever wanted was a relationship of equality between them, one where they could trust each other without needing manipulation.

“I heard your discussion with the others,” Sol spoke, interrupting her as she tried to make idle small talk.

Camelia was startled but then, looking at the sincerity in his eyes, she felt herself calm down, “I… I simply shared the way I felt. I regret many things, and while I know I cannot change what I did, I am happy I was able to open my eyes before it was too late.” She stopped, then looked at him with clear hesitation in her eyes, “It’s not too late, right?”

Sol approached her and took her hand in his, “I already told you that you had nothing to fear. But it seems like I have to teach this to you more thoroughly.” 

Camelia tilted her head in confusion, wondering the underlying meaning of his words. However, her thoughts soon vanished, a yelp escaping her lips as Sol effortlessly swept her off her feet before holding her in a princess carry.

“Sol?” 

Flashing her a proud grin, Sol looked down at the bewildered Camelia and murmured, “Tomorrow will be a perilous day and you will play a very important role. We can’t have you in a confused state of mind now, can we?”

Chuckling, he started walking toward the exit of the Hanging Garden while Camelia held him in silence, her thoughts running wild as she wondered what he was about to do with her.
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A few minutes later, Camelia had a flushed look as she found herself lying down on Sol’s bed, her arms tied down above her head by a mana string. Compared to some of their earliest play, this was quite minimal but this time, Camelia truly had the feeling that she could not free herself from the restriction tying her down.

“This is…” She released a hot sigh, not knowing what to say.

“It seems like your preferences are still as perverted as always.” Sol chuckled, his words making her avert her gaze. 

Looming above Camelia, Sol got a first-hand chance to appreciate her mesmerizing beauty once again. She may not have the youthfulness of his other lovers like Isis and Setsuna, but she made up for it with her mature aura and her incredibly voluptuous appearance. 

Her body was everything a man could dream of and time seemed to have left no traces on her immaculate self. Even when lying down, her breasts stood proud and defied gravity, while her narrow waist was a delight for his eyes as he trailed down and lasciviously took in her wide, plump hips. 

Sol had made sure to disrobe her nearly entirely beforehand, leaving her in nothing but pure white lingerie. White stockings reached her mid-thigh, a garter belt, and frilly crotchless panties. Her bra was not much better, as there were open slits that revealed her perky nipples, giving access to them. 

“I always wondered what the other nuns would think if they realized the kind of underwear the so-called Supreme Daughter of Chastity wore beneath her clothes.” Sol was simply mesmerized by her lewd appearance. He knew very well that Camelia put that risque lingerie on entirely for his sake. 

As always, knowing how far his girls were willing to go for him was an extreme ego boost for him; even his junior agreed with him on that front. 

“I don’t usually wear this. I just thought…” Camelia mumbled to herself, fumbling with her words in shame. Telling Sol that she had prepared beforehand in case she got lucky was more shameful than she would have thought. The more women joined Sol, the more insecure she felt. After all, they were all so cute. Her only advantage over them was knowing Sol longer. 

Still, from the fiery look of lust in his eyes and the obvious swelling in his pants, she was glad to see that her preparations had not been for nothing. 

Suffice to say, her insecurities did not escape Sol’s keen mind. And it only made Camelia more cute in his eyes, his love for her only growing stronger. There were many things he wanted to say, but he knew very well that words were not enough in this situation.

“Well… I guess I simply have to show you how much I want you.” He breathed in her ear before proceeding to nimble it, causing her to shudder.

Camelia looked curiously as Sol stood up and went to his drawer before coming back with a sleeping mask in hand.

“You can say no, you know? Just in case, let’s say the safe word this time is ‘war.’ Say the word and I will immediately stop.” Sol had no plan to go heavy on the S&M today. It would just be small play, but it was always good to have a way to stop things. In S&M play, the one in control should always be the M.

Sol was very careful on this as he knew that Camelia had once been truly blind, and he did not wish to arouse trauma in her. He covered her eyes with the sleeping mask he had specially prepared for this very occasion.

“From now on, you don’t need to worry about anything; just leave everything to me.”

Camelia's heart drummed violently against her chest, an erratic rhythm, after losing her sight. The raw sensuality in Sol’s voice did not help. Her excitement and shame were at an all-time high.

“Sol…”

She spoke but got no answer. The only thing she could hear was the rustling of clothes, which told her that he was disrobing himself. For a King-ranked being like Camelia, all her senses were extremely sharp, and the loss of her eyesight only sharpened those senses further.

She didn’t know what Sol had in mind for her, but she held no doubt that this night was going to be absolutely wild. 
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Camelia could feel her heartbeat accelerate greatly.

There was a big difference between closing one’s eyes and having them covered by someone else. All her nerves had gotten so sensitive that even her breathing sounded loud to her. The dryness of her parched lips, and the saliva going down her throat as she swallowed could be felt keenly enough to be called excessive. 

All of her senses seemed to have come alive now that she could not see with her eyes. The feeling of the meager clothing on her skin had never been so vivid, and her nipples started to become painfully erect and brushed against her undergarments, heightening the pleasure and excitement that was building up inside her.

“It seems like you are even naughtier than I first thought.”

His voice sounded right next to her ear, and feeling the hot breath in tandem with his sensual voice made her quiver. She could only imagine what she looked like now, with her hands tied above her head, her eyes covered, and her body clad in sexy lingerie.

She heard Sol chuckle with amusement and felt something touch her abdomen, just below her breasts. He then tugged at her brassiere that wrapped around her smooth, jiggling breasts, caressing her soft and malleable mountains.

A moan of pleasure escaped her lips. The anticipation building up inside her threatened to ravage her mind. She wanted nothing more than to be touched, more and more, in every nook and cranny of her body by her beloved. 

When she bit her lips out of habit, Sol grabbed her lower lip with his index finger and thumb. He grasped and caressed her supple lips with his hand and played with it to his heart’s desire. It was a very strange feeling.

“We have plenty of time to ourselves.”

His voice sounded so full of desire, as if he was about to devour her and leave no trace of her existence on this earth. She had never felt so deeply desired in her entire life. This made her realize how ridiculous her fear of Sol abandoning her had been.

“Open your lips.” He said in a low and commanding voice. She swallowed down hard, even forgetting to breathe, from the nerves she felt; her throat hurt due to the dryness she felt. Her face was tinted in a shade of luscious pink as she hesitated to follow through, but in the end, she let her lips fall apart slightly as he so wished.

Soon, his lips firmly pressed against hers. His tongue smoothly ravaged the insides of her mouth. He slowly made his way around her teeth and the sides of her cheeks. A jolting pleasure unlike any other shuddered through her body when their tongues met and clashed. 

It was a hungry kiss but also comforting, a strange mixture. Camelia felt herself melt in his embrace, forgetting all the problems that plagued them, even the war to come. In this very moment, all that mattered was the two of them. 

A throaty moan escaped from deep within her body, reverberating through Sol as he pushed on with the kiss. The hungry kiss gradually heated up further. He kept making her breathless until she reached her very limits. Then he parted his lips from hers, and after letting her catch her breath, started once more. 

Breathing had never felt so sweet and agonizing for Camelia. But Sol did not let her rest for long and started kissing her again.

Their kiss continued that way for many more rounds. Camelia’s shoulders, which had been stiff from nerves, gradually relaxed, drooped, and even shuddered intermittently. His kisses were sweet and soothing. When he parted from a particularly long kiss, Camelia lightly gasped for breath. With only this much, it felt like she had been fighting for hours.

“Now shall we get to the main course?” Sol said.

A violent shudder ran through Camelia as she felt her bra being completely stripped off her. The cold sensation of air brushing against her half naked body was vividly felt by her enhanced senses, heightening her pleasure. She could feel her nipples stiffen further, growing rock-hard, while her lower abdomen heated up and leaked gushing streams of sticky love juices. 

“You are gorgeous,” Sol muttered right into her ear before nibbling her earlobe with his lips. “Tell me, how does it feel to be in the dark?” He seemed curious.

Her heart swelled with a strange, ticklish feeling while her brain seemed to melt because of his words. As he gently rubbed her naked skin, all her nerves jolted as if possessed by the very incarnation of pleasure itself. 

The fingers that had been on her lips moved down to her collarbone, then her arm, brushing across her torso and upper body. Her body trembled in response to the hand that stroked her sides, gently avoiding her breast every time— a masterful tease.

“I… I don’t know.” She was confused. This was different from the sensation of darkness she had in her memories, for obvious reasons. She knew that she simply needed to move what was covering her eyes to be able to see again. All she felt now was unending pleasure.

“I see. I guess I need to work harder then.” Though she could not see him, she felt him nod to himself. Then a clear chuckle escaped him as his hand finally reached her most intimate place once again.

“You are even wetter than at the start. It seems like I am doing something right, at least.” His voice held a tinge of amusement as well as pride as he teased the outer lips of her moist garden. 

As soon as he finished speaking, Sol’s fingers began sliding into her tightening folds. Her eyes flashed at the sudden intrusion and she instinctively buckled. The pressure took her breath away as well as her senses as his thick fingers stirred her insides.

Obscene sounds echoed out of her moist pussy. Each time a long finger pressed in deep, his thumb rubbed exquisitely against that sensitive bundle of nerves near her entrance. 

As Sol’s hand pushed up again and again on her clit, Camelia’s vagina got wetter and wetter with each passing second. Sloppy, sticky, and transparent love juices splashed out of her vagina with every movement of his digits. 

Camelia sobbed and shuddered with his brazen movements. Her legs went weak from the rush of pleasure and her mind was becoming hazier by the second.

But Sol showed no signs of stopping. 

While he worked on her vagina with his fingers, he traced his lips from her neck down to the vicinity of her breasts.

A jolting pleasure from her breasts forced her to let out a short moan. He took a mouthful of her jiggling breast and sucked. As if milk was coming out of her breasts, he licked her nipples meticulously and without any pause. He kissed her nipples and bit them with just the right amount of pressure, making sure to stimulate her enough without hurting her.

Her body couldn’t stay still with this ticklish and strange feeling growing inside of her. Her upper body bent upward slightly as her breasts jiggled with the writhing of her body.

A familiar feeling ran along her spine, causing her to curl her toes in delight. Her breathing turned sharp, and she couldn’t think of anything but the feelings that were brewing inside her chest.

“Sol… It’s…” She could hardly speak and words stopped coming out when a tingle surged up, flooding into her body and causing her muscles to spasm, as euphoria circulated throughout her entire body for what seemed to be an eternity. A long cry of throaty pleasure left her mouth as she reached a new height of pleasure. 

The short moment of bliss passed, and her senses dulled, while her body had no strength left in it to even move a single finger. She felt content, even more so when Sol started caressing her hair comfortingly. The feeling of his fingers smoothly combing through her hair as the climax slowly washed off her body was hard to describe. She missed these moments. 

“How was it?” Sol asked, knowing the answer fully well. But Camelia did not disappoint him with her words. 

“It was incredible.” Truly it was. This was pretty softcore compared to some of her eccentric tastes, but it also allowed her to quietly enjoy the ever-growing pleasure.

“I am glad you enjoyed it.” Sol smirked, “Time for round two.”

During this period of war, Sol had done his best to restrain his libido as much as possible. It was only after the seven-day ceasefire that he was able to let his restraints loosen and finally relax. 

Even so, it wasn’t as if he was completely relaxed. Though he projected an image of absolute confidence, he was filled with endless worries deep down. The weight of the expectations on his back could not be easily ignored, nor was he willing to ignore them. For the upcoming events, even the simplest mistake may cause him to lose his life or the lives of his loved ones. It was stressful — very much so. 

But right here, right now, holding Camelia in his arms, Sol could feel his heart finally find a semblance of peace. Though he knew he would have to fight for his life tomorrow, all that mattered at the moment was this woman who had been ready to give her life to him.

This was why he fought: to spend these blissful times with his loved ones.

“I will untie you for now. But let’s keep the blindfold on.” He did not wait for her to protest before acting on his words. 

It’s now time for the main event. 

A smile stretched his lips as he placed his rough hands on Camelia’s smooth, plump thighs. 

Camelia moved her hips in surprise as she felt his hands on her limbs. A small shriek escaped her when he took hold of her ankle and spread her legs out wide out. Shame burned her cheeks when she realized how ridiculous she must be looking with her legs spread apart like so. 

“I want to devour you right now.” He said while kissing her ankles and leaving a trail of saliva behind as he progressively went lower, inching closer to her moist entrance. 

Camelia’s hips moved involuntarily, chasing the sensation of his kisses, while her brain supplied her with an imagined vision of the entire scene. She knew she was dripping wet right now, and the waterworks were not about to stop anytime soon. 

Sol could no longer hold himself back at the sight before him. His lower half had gotten beyond hard for some time already, so much so that it had started to hurt him. 

He held her hips with his hands, a bit roughly, just how she liked it. Her long slender legs clumsily wrapped around his hips almost immediately, as if on instinct, bumping here and there through the process.

“Hold onto me,” Sol said, nay commanded. He had to force himself to calm down and reign in his impatience, but some of it still managed to leak out. With such a lovely woman in his arms, who could even blame him? 

She followed his order and wrapped her arms around his shoulders. His muscles felt firm yet also flexible. Even though she could see nothing, the perfect definition of his body was enough to further intensify her excitement. 

“I am going in,” Sol warned.

He raised his upper body and centered himself against her, gradually adding his weight onto her voluptuous body. Soon, he inserted his manhood inside her inviting hole, inching through her quivering folds. She was still wearing her crotchless panties, making this scene more intense than it should have been. 

Camelia groaned as she felt him enter.

His penis pressed in and stuck along the walls of her wet pussy. Her soft, fragile, and pink-hued inner walls trembled as they spread with the insertion of his member, making way for his cock. She furrowed her brows as she felt the gradual intrusion of the foreign object inside her.

She felt like her body was twisting from the inside. Her wet internal walls had already wrapped and tightened around him. Her nail dug into his shoulder, but Sol did not even flinch nor groan in pain. This was absolutely nothing for him. 

He nibbled and licked her neck and chin, careful not to leave any marks on her body, and slowly made small movements along his hips. Like this, the oldest dance in the world started once again inside the confines of this room. 

He went on carefully; as if he was handling glass, fighting against his heart that wanted to rough up her body to his desires. One of his greatest struggles was always to make sure he did not end up hurting his women during the act. They were so fragile, after all. Even a King like Camelia would be in danger if he used all his strength if she didn’t protect herself with mana.

As the movement started to accelerate, the pleasure on both sides continued to intensify. Her red inner walls, which twisted and swelled up, slowly began to wrap around his member and pulled him in, as if it had adapted to his size. Every time he thrust in, there was a lewd and obscene sound that rang from the inside of her body.

She moaned out loud. She looked to be in pain, but her body still twitched with pleasure and reciprocated his movements. When he pulled out, she felt a searing burn along her inner walls, but once he pushed in again, her entrance swallowed him with a hunger that she had a hard time understanding. Her soft inner walls continuously stimulated his shaft. 

The sound of flesh slapping against flesh and the sloshing sound of lewd liquids being spilled and stirred stroked her ears obscenely, bringing endless pleasure to Camelia. 

Sol hugged her upper body tightly against his and changed his posture. She was placed on his lap, and his cock stuck her deeply due to her weight. Seized in a position that felt like the center of her body had been pierced to her depths, Camelia held her breath.

Gradually, she lost all senses in the lower half of her body, and her mind felt hazier than ever. She felt like she was on drugs, even though she had never even taken drugs in her life. 

“Hha… Hha…” Her rough breaths increased, flooding the room alongside their lewd pants. 

“Your insides are shaking like crazy, you know.” Sol breathed hard.

He firmly held onto her hips as he bore deeper into her. Her juices flowed out from her down to her buttocks. As he continued to thrust, the viscous fluids created a constant and moist slapping sound.

He slowly changed the direction of his thrusts as he penetrated deeper into her folds, inching toward her womb. He concentrated on her panting and groaning and stubbornly hammered into all the sweet spots he remembered. 

“Ah! Aah…”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 let out a long, throaty cry. Her entire body began to tremble. He was far from reaching his limit but stopped holding himself back.

“I’m going to cum.” He warned and groaned immediately as he felt his penis swell and finally release everything he had been holding in. 

The two hugged each other tightly for a long few minutes, bathing in the pleasure their bodies had elicited in the other. 

Camelia felt herself filled with strength. She wanted more, she wanted to continue. But a kiss from Sol managed to calm her down.

“Let’s sleep for now. We need to conserve our energy for tomorrow.” He smiled and took away her blindfold. 

The sudden intrusion of light was a bit hard on her eyes, but after blinking a few times, Camelia gazed at Sol and hugged him even more tightly, as if she wished she could fuse with him.

“I love you.” She knew those words might be corny to say after they just had sex, but those were her honest feelings. She loved him, more than anything or anyone in existence. 

Sol kissed her forehead; her words filled him with elation. He knew that she loved him, but the feeling when she uttered those words would never grow old. 

“I love you, too. More than you can imagine.” He said gently and with this, both closed their eyes, drifting towards dreamland. 

The final act of this war was inching ever closer, but for now, they would rest.


Chapter Twenty-Two


Eighth Day


As the sun slowly rose in the sky and the light of dawn graced the world, citizens of both Lustburg and Wratharis were either kneeling and praying or were sitting anxiously and waiting.

They knew that on this day, the final direction of the war would be decided. Everything would depend on the answer of the King of Wratharis.

No one wanted war, and though Lustburg had the advantage now, everyone knew that once the King-levels started fighting, everything else would be meaningless. Of course, the ones with the most worry were those from Wratharis.

No matter how much they rioted or protested, they knew very well that the final decision was not in their hands. Only Lupus could make the decision that would either doom them or save them.
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In the Shrine of the Maiden, Kiku was not in her usual slovenly state. Her golden tails were swishing while she swung on the branch of a sacred tree. She was clad in a red-and-white kimono and her wrists were drenched in golden blood.

Next to her, Sakura, the Holy Daughter, was performing a careful dance. Step by step, slowly dragging her feet on her ground in a trail of her own blood, she formed a ritual circle. Unlike Kiku, Sakura’s blood only had a few hints of gold in it. After all, Kiku was the biological daughter of a Divine Beast, as well as one of the oldest Supreme Daughters. The only reason she had yet to reach the Demi-god level was because the path she followed was similar to that of her mother, which slowed her down and blocked her path.

A little more afar, Shuten Douji was holding her gourd with a trembling hand. Shuten was a smart and cunning woman, one who had planned the demise of many of her enemies and had fought many bloody battles in her life. Despite all this wealth of experience and despite her not even standing on the battlefield at this very moment, she could not help but feel like she was suffocating.

After all, this was it. Her plans and machinations were finally coming to a conclusion. What would happen soon would decide if her gamble had been the right one.

After all, there was no way Lupus hadn’t caught on by now, and if he managed to survive or keep his throne, the Oni would most likely lose their places in Wratharis.

Meanwhile, even if Sol succeeded and Setsuna took the throne, there was no way to know what would happen next.

When she had started all this, Shuten’s plan had been on the basis that Lustburg should have been slightly inferior or not much stronger than Wratharis. Lustburg would win greatly thanks to her intel and in the end, Lustburg would be too weakened for a true power grab on Wratharis.

In the end though, she had been too naive — or rather, she had underestimated how unfair a Blessed could be when Fate was on their side. In a matter of weeks, Lustburg went from being more or less inferior in terms of firepower to being so vastly superior it was not even funny.

Her machinations seemed more like a joke now, and she realized once again that in front of absolute power, all strategies and tactics were for naught.

When Sakura finished her dance to a song only she could hear, she stopped. The magical circle flashed as Kiku continued to murmur silent prayers and like a dream, it vanished.

“Are you done?” Shuten asked, to which Kiku answered with a nod, “The magical circle is ready. I can now activate the Holy Territory with just a thought.”

“Wasn’t it supposed to be some complicated ritual?”

“It is. But I have the advantage of having more divinity in my blood than many. The only ones who could match my speed would be the angels or the demons. Of course, there was Echidna as well, but she is dead.”

Kiku sighed and massaged her neck. “The last time I had to prepare this ritual was nearly a hundred years ago. I never thought I would have to do it again, and against Lustburg.” The solemn atmosphere around her vanished and became more relaxed but there was still a glint in her eyes.

“So this is it.”

“Indeed.”

The two were silent while Sakura, who had been dreaming of some potion for blood replenishment, asked, “Master, I do not understand. Is Lustburg not our ally?”

She was pretty confused by the current situation. Though she was happy to have gotten the experience of creating this circle, she did not understand why they were preparing against their own allies.

“Well… Let’s just say that this is more a measure of precaution than anything else.” Kiku caressed Sakura’s hair as she answered softly, “I have a feeling that we will need it. What did I tell you about feelings and intuition?”

“Never ignore them.”

“Indeed. Blessed are both the beloved and the slaves of Fate. This is why, when we feel something is happening, we never ignore it. We can act on it or refuse to. But we absolutely never ignore it.”

Kiku insisted on the ‘never’ before focusing on Shuten. “So, old friend, what do we do now?”

Shuten chuckled as she forcibly stopped the shaking of her hands and drank a mouthful of alcohol.

“I am going to the front.”

Since she had her hand in this situation, it was only logical for her to see the end of this.

“So you don’t think Lupus will surrender?”

Shuten laughed and stood up, “Don’t ask questions to which you already know the answer.”

If Lupus wished to surrender, he would have done so days ago.

Now there was no option for surrender available.

Only war.

[image: ]



Everyone waited with bated breath. The army of Wratharis had been pushed quite far and, while the Capital was still not in sight, it was only a question of time.

Many soldiers stood helpless and confused, not knowing what they should do, and whether they should try fighting off the approaching Lustburg army or just wait and observe them.

Should they fight? Was it truly worth giving up their lives for the Tyrant Wolf? But then, if they surrendered now and Lustburg lost or simply came to an agreement with Wratharis and retreated, wouldn’t they be considered as traitors?

This was perhaps the hardest choice that many of the soldiers had to make in their entire lives,and they knew that the choice they made now would decide their fates.

To say that this was nerve-wracking would be an understatement.

The soldiers of Lustburg had a different mindset. This was perhaps the most relaxing battle they would ever have to go through. They knew that even in the worst case, they would not have to fight. In fact, they had received express orders to not even approach farther than a certain point, and to be ready for mass teleportation at any time and not even try to resist.

The soldiers understood what was happening. The battle that would happen soon was not one in which they could participate. This was a battle between rulers, and only the highest powers in Lustburg and Wratharis would join in.

Except for the recent battle, where Lilith had faced the necromancer who had infiltrated Lustburg, the world had not seen a fight at the King-level for over a decade now. That had been the coup d’etat orchestrated by Lupus against his brother.

Still, the soldiers knew that staying close would be suicide and they were more than happy to listen to those orders.
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The silence was oppressive. The two armies stood facing each other with a distance of approximately one kilometers separating them, a distance that seemed large in appearance but could be crossed in an instant by most soldiers.

When the sun finally reached a high point in the sky, a few people gulped as they looked up and were finally able to see him.

A young golden-haired man with a tall stature, wearing regal clothes entirely white and blue, with gold thread depicting a phoenix and a snake.

He was sitting on a throne vastly different from the ice one they had witnessed seven days ago. This throne seemed to have been molded and sculpted from rock. It was an intricate design full of majesty and elegance.

His eyes were closed, as if he were sleeping or simply had no interest in what was going on below him.

Even so, his mere presence was suffocating. All those who tried to look directly at him for more than a few seconds would feel great discomfort, as if they were mere mortals trying to gaze at the sun for too long.

The young man was not alone. Adding to his presence was a giant black phoenix with feathers floating in the wind, looking like the incarnation of Death itself.

The people here had never seen this phoenix before, and its mere presence was more than enough for many of them to buckle under the combined pressure of those two monsters. They even wondered for an instant if they were not looking at the two Kings, but the aura those two showed was definitely that of the Duke-rank.

This simple fact reminded them why the Crown Prince of Lustburg was so frightening.

After all, under the regulations and laws of war, since he was “only” a Duke, no particular limits restricted him. He was free to cause as much chaos and destruction as he wished on the battlefield.

The number of monsters did not stop there, however.

Sitting to the right of the Crown Prince, on a throne made of ice, was the second Blessed of Wratharis, Setsuna Ira.

She was clad in the traditional armor of Wratharis. Two sheathed swords could be seen on her lap. Her expression was quite melancholic as she caressed one of those swords, but her bloodlust was also palpable.

All of them, even the youngest ones, knew the story of Setsuna Ira. They understood clearly that by the end of this day, Wratharis would most likely have one less Blessed.

On the left of the prince was a purple-haired young woman, Lilin Luxuria, the Sword Demon. Unlike Sol and Setsuna, Lilin was not sitting on a throne. She was standing on a long and relatively thin sword. Her purple hair swayed, and her body was clad in a thin, skin-tight black suit under a red Qipio.

She might be young, but her prowess were undeniable and her power was frightening.

Watching this small team of four, the only thought that crossed everyone’s minds was that, as long as they didn't die, Lustburg would undoubtedly enter a new golden era.
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As time passed, more and more soldiers felt like hundreds of tons were weighing on their backs. The only reason they did not outright kneel was more because of the Crown Prince's leniency and his disinterest in humiliating them further.

“It's time.”

All the pressure vanished and his soft voice covered immediately the distance and reached all of their ears.

Opening his eyes, Sol Luxuria straightened up on his throne and looked at the horizon. Immediately, more than ten screens appeared all around them in the air. No one was surprised by this fact, as this was not the first time this technology was used.

The soldiers on both sides also stood straight and sported more serious expressions.

“The seven-day ceasefire has officially ended. We now enter the eighth day. I believe I have been extremely lenient and charitable. Don't you think so?”

No one answered. No one needed to answer, for they knew that they were not the target of those words.

“I, Sol Dragona Luxuria, hereby declare on this auspicious day…. Surrender and you will be spared. Resist and you will be exterminated. Make your choice very carefully. This will be the last mercy I give.”

It was hard to say to whom Sol was speaking but the answer soon became evident.

“I do not kneel! I do not beg!”

Awooooo!!!!

A long howl filled the sky, and dark clouds gathered alongside lightning strikes and electricity.

Light bloomed, lightning flashed, thunder growled, and he appeared. Clad in golden armor, holding one long spear in hand and entirely cloaked in lightning, he was–

Lupus Tiangou Ira. Tyrant, King, Usurper, and Murderer.

He was known by many monikers, each one less flattering than the last. But out of all those monikers, there was only one that he accepted readily — the Celestial Wolf who howled at Heaven and devoured the Sun.


Chapter Twenty-Three


Fighting on all Fronts


Lupus Tiangou Ira. The current king of Wratharis, and the first stumbling block on Sol’s path toward conquest.

While Sol had seen the man many times in pictures, this was the first time that he had met the man about whom he heard so much.

One might imagine someone as evil and selfish as the Tyrant looking like some evil being, ugly and hunched. But as expected of a Blessed, the very possibility of not being good-looking did not exist — or at least this should have been the case.

At this moment, the man who should have looked like a warrior in his prime had an emaciated appearance, with a gaunt face, and sunken eyes. For anyone present, it would look like Lupus was already on the verge of death, but no one present could underestimate the aura of power and danger he emanated. This aura was even more evident when one focused on the spear in his hand.

At the moment, the color of the spear was a mixture of golden and blue hues that were entwined around the shaft of the spear, like Yin and Yang., The aura he was emanating was quite frightening, even for someone like Sol.

Next to him, Setsuna became fidgety and it was clear that she was about to go all out. But a hand from Sol managed to calm her down. She knew that now wasn't the time for her to fight.

Once he had made sure that Setsuna would not act rashly, Sol focused on the problem at hand.

To start with, he pulled his Divine Weapon out from his dimension with a click of his tongue. The best-case scenario would have obviously been for the Tyrant to rely on his egotistical pride and underestimate Sol’s team. Had this happened, they would have most likely ended this fight in one go.

Now though, they had to be careful about what kind of weapon Lupus was holding. Sol’s Eye of Akasha was so powerful that it was frightening, even though it held no direct attack power.

He did not even want to imagine what a true combat-focused Divine Weapon could do.

Well, there goes plan A.

It was a shame but it was not a surprise.

Nowadays, unless his opponents were completely stupid or simply lacked knowledge, there was no way they would ever underestimate him. Not after what he had done when he had faced the Great Sages.

Sol’s eyes only briefly paused on Lupus before looking past him to the one sitting cross-legged on a white cloud. He had black spiky hair, a golden band wrapped around his forehead, a flying nimbus, and a long staff in his hand.

If Lupus gave him an uneasy feeling, this man made Sol feel like he was standing in front of an apparently calm and vast sea with a tumultuous undercurrent. Even the already-silent battlefield seemed to grow a little quieter as the man appeared.

“Sun Wukong. The Great Sage Equal to Heaven.”

A few people muttered on both sides, causing a small stir in the crowd, but this soon settled as no one wished to make too much noise and get singled out.

Sun Wukong — the Stone Monkey, the Monkey King, the Crownless King, and the Great Sage. Each of those titles were proof of the legend this man had left in this world, both in the Mortal and the Astral Realms.

Excitement started to brew as many soldiers from Wratharis went from slightly fearful to hopeful, a feeling that had not appeared even when Lupus stepped in the battlefield.

Lupus only inspired terror in the heart of the population, while Sun Wukong was the idol of many of those soldiers. The title ‘Uncrowned King’ was born from their hidden desire for rebellion. It was a subtle way for the population to tell Lupus that he was unwanted and that if he wasn't Blessed, he would have never been King.

Sol briefly analyzed his chances of winning and realized that even with his current power, he could only become a punching bag for Sun Wukong.

Smiling, he spoke, “I guess we know who is the true ruler of Wratharis at the moment.”

His voice was low but managed to spread through the entire battlefield and even reached Lupus.

But the man was stoic, something which was quite rare.

“Enough joking, King of Lustburg.”

His reaction caused Sol to become more serious. The less flustered and angry Lupus acted, the more dangerous he was.

“Firstly, I am still just a prince.” Sol smiled. It was important to keep things straight. After all, becoming a king now would diminish his danger factor in the eyes of many. Sol was not yet ready to defy the angels, after all.

“But you are right. Enough jokes. I believe it's time for an answer, even though I can already guess what you will say.”

Sol left his throne and two wings appeared on his back, tearing apart his shirt and revealing his muscular frame.

“Will you surrender now? Or will you fight to the death!?”

His voice this time was loud, causing the ground to shake and the wind to stir.

Everyone waited, everyone watched, and some people forced themselves to not blink for fear of missing what would most likely be one of the turning points of history.

Feeling all the gazes on him and even from beyond, Lupus felt his heart beat surprisingly calmly. For the first time in years, the ever-present feeling of anger had cooled down, and his mind felt extremely calm and serene.

He was currently standing at the top of the world, his figure was reflected in the eyes of all seven races.

They were looking at him.

His decision would change the course of history for decades and even centuries to come.

Lupus' grip tightened around his spear and his aura rose like a furnace that was finally unleashed after being held down for far too long.

“This opportunity is quite hard to come by.” He grinned, “Well then, amuse me.”

No sooner did his words end that the world was bathed in a sea of lightning.
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The fight did not start with great fanfare but rather with a shower of lightning and the rumbling of thunder.

The attack was sudden, and it came straight at Sol at a speed that was hard to react to. But all he did was smile and wait.

<<Zone: Boundless Swords>>

Unsheathing her sword, Lilin immediately activated her Zone and slashed at nearly everything that came at her. Thanks to her sword being forged with Sol’s scales, her sword had anti-magical properties and was perfect for this situation.

Sadly, even for her, Lupus’ attack was too much to block entirely. Thankfully, she knew that she was not alone.

<<Zone: Nihility>>

Ten shadowy snakes, with crimson eyes and razor-sharp mouths, appeared from Sol’s back and immediately rushed at the remaining lighting, completely devouring it.

“I will not let you touch my master.”

Milia’s voice floated in the air before quieting down as the snakes vanished. Milia had always been a very powerful Duke, but thanks to her contract she was able to reach a new level. Furthermore, her contract with Sol allowed her to find a new Truth and thus change her Zone from Melancholia to Nihility.

Sol was happy to see the current result. After all, his two lovers had managed to block the attack of a King.

At the same time, this also made him understand that Lupus was indeed not someone he could afford to underestimate. After all, it had taken two of them to block what was most likely a light greeting.

“I guess this is your greeting.”

“Just a light greeting on my part. I thought you would face me alone.”

“No need to goad me. I am sure I could, but why should I fight honorably against someone without honor?” Sol grinned before giving a glance in Wukong’s direction. It was easy to see the growing frustration on the face of the Monkey King, and Sol knew that if he didn’t do something soon, then this man might interfere in their fight.

“Monkey King.”

Sol threw something at him. When Wukong caught it and looked down at his hand, he tilted his head in confusion.

“I did not think you swung that way.”

In his hand was a small golden ring with no decoration.

“What? No… It’s not what you think. Put it on. Your fight is not here.”

Wukong nodded once he understood what this was and with no hesitation, he placed the ring around his right ring finger.

A white portal suddenly opened next to him. He understood that once he went through it, he would be sent to another dimension.

“Perfect.”

Sun Wukong stood up from his floating cloud and gave one last look at Sol, Setsuna, the other girls, and Lupus. He knew very well that once he came back, there would only be one ruler standing.

He truthfully did not care which one it would be.

“Farewell.” He gave his goodbye and entered the Portal.

One would die, one would rise.

At least this was the thought that floated in his mind as he went through the portal but — the moment he stood on the other side and felt the all-encompassing sword intent that seemed ready to tear him to shreds, all thoughts about Sol and Lupus vanished from his mind.

After all, he realized that he might not even be able to walk out of this place alive.

In front of him was a purple-haired woman, floating in the air with her legs crossed in the lotus position. All around him was a field of thousands upon thousands of swords.

“Hahaha….”

All the lethargy in his movements vanished and his grip around his staff tightened.

He immediately knew who she was. Even if she looked vastly younger than in her pictures, no one else other than her could have such a power.

“Truly befitting the title of Sword Saint.”

“I am flattered.”

“Those are my honest words. I believe at the moment, in the mortal world, outside a few expectations, you and I are most likely the strongest ranked, and unlike all of them, you are just a mere human or rather…you were.”

He gave her a look. While her appearance was still human, her current scent was strange. Was it perhaps because she had become a Demi-god? He did not know, nor did he care.

“I have also heard about you, and so I wished to fight you. I have to thank Sol for this.” Lilith spoke as she stood up and held a sheathed sword in her hands. Her all-permeating aura slowly receded until it seemed all nonexistent. At the moment, for all intents and purposes, Lilith looked like nothing more than a normal, weak mortal.

Wukong gave a bloodthirsty grin, as he was in no way led astray by this appearance. In fact, his senses were screaming at him that at the moment Lilith was even more dangerous than she had been a few moments ago. How long had it been since all his senses had been completely awake?

He did not even dare to blink, as he felt like he would immediately get cut if he made the slightest mistake.

What a marvelous feeling!!

The feeling at the precipice of life and death, the power to shatter mountains and move seas.

The last time he had felt like this was during his fight against Fafnir, the Dragon King. But back then, he had felt like he was fighting a wall with near-impenetrable defenses; now he felt like he was facing the sharpest blade held by the best swordmaster in this world.

Wukong laughed in happiness. This feeling, so long forgotten, was even better than the best alcohol he had ever drank, and he would make sure to savor every last bit of it until the end.

“I am Lilith Luxuria, the blade of Luxuria and I shall defeat you today.”

“I am Sun Wukong and I have never known defeat.”

Two different battlefields and two different battles. It was hard to say how this would end but those fights would be forever recorded in the history of Lustburg and Wratharis.

“Grow! Ruyi Jingu Bang!” Sun Wukong shouted as his golden staff elongated.

“Cut! Muramasa!” said Lilith as she unsheathed her new sword.

The clash between the two started with a bang. There was no intention to probe, no desire to take it slow.

Wukong’s eyes shone as his golden band broke and he uttered his mantra.

“Through Heaven and Earth, I alone am the Honored one. My True Name is

<<Avatar: Victorious Fighting Buddha>>

“I will cut Gods, I will cut Devils, and I will even cut Buddha. My Name is…”

<<Avtar: Musashi>>

The two of them were ready to go all out.


Chapter Twenty-Four


Sun Wukong vs Lilith


The clash between the two strongest entities of their respective kingdoms was one to behold, even more so as they immediately summoned their King names without the slightest intention to waste time.

Thanks to her Zone, <<Limitless Sword>> the entire battlefield was covered by her swords and intent, allowing her to strike Wukong from absolutely every side, even as the two were in a deadlock because of the clash between the sword Muramasa and the staff Ruyi.

Wukong showed no change in expression as the swords neared him. In fact, he gave a small sneer and it was soon easy to understand why.

“This is useless!”

The thousands of swords struck him but to no avail; he simply ignored them and changed the length of his staff, shortening it, causing Lilith to falter, before sweeping down the staff toward her head.

<<Body Refinement Technique: Vajra Body.>>

This was the technique created by Wukong after he observed Fafnir. Unlike the dragon, Wukong had no interest in providing absolute defense for an army. All he needed was to make sure no one could hurt him. The Vajra body was in his opinion – as strong as the War Form of Dragon Kings, and the results were clear.

Lilith managed to easily avoid the staff as she mocked Wukong, “Do you think you can easily block all my attacks? With your bare body?”

Not even Sol could do something like this, despite him having a body nearly immune to magic.

Indeed, at the end of the onslaught, Wukong could feel a few parts of his body bore small wounds. They were not bleeding and in fact were already healing. But this was the proof that indeed, he had been wounded.

This was quite a surprise for Wukong. His body was impervious to water, fire, and metal, and his defense was perhaps one of the highest in the world.

“Your sword intent…”

“There is nothing in this world I cannot cut. This is my belief.”

Her aura went up in crescendo and reached a level so high, that Wukong doubted this was something a mortal could reach.

“Beautiful.” He muttered and increased his aura, causing them to clash. The resulting pressure born from the two auras would have been enough to erase the entire army if they fought in the Mortal Realm. After all, the two of them were Demi-gods.

Looking at the new swords that were appearing all over the place, Wukong knew that he could not let the situation continue as it was.

Thankfully–

“You are not the only one who can fight on multiple fronts.” He said, dodging ten swords that were ready to skewer him.

Lilith opened her eyes wide when a myriad of Sun Wukongs appeared, their numbers nearly matching the number of her swords. The worst was that she could feel those clones were in no way weak — each of them was more or less equal to a Duke-level.

She laughed. This was indeed a reminder of why people like them were not allowed to participate in war. Her swords could kill thousands of Dukes without her moving a single step, and clearly Wukong could do the same.

What followed could only be described as a dance of death between two armies: one made out of swords and one made out of flesh.

None of Wukong’s clones could survive her swords, but at the same time, the energy in a sword would be spent after killing a clone and Lilith would have to create a new one.

Even as the clones and swords fought, Lilith and Wukong did not stay idle. With his cloud under his feet and a flying sword under hers, the two of them were zipping around the battlefield exchanging hits and slashes one after another, showing the depth of their martial arts and weapon techniques.

Because the range of her attack was restricted by her weapon and her swords were blocked by Wukong’s clones, Lilith found herself in a dangerous position, as she had to constantly defend against the ever-changing range of Wukong’s magical staff.

Not only could the Ruyi Jingu Bang grow and shrink at will, it could also increase and decrease its thickness. This was something she learned the hard way as she was swatted like a fly by what looked like a mountain, crashing down.

Cough~This is not good. I would have been in really bad shape if this was my previous body.

She cleared her throat from the congested blood and immediately moved away as a giant pillar came down where she had previously been standing. Her body felt horrible, but a body recreated with divine energy, dragon blood, and phoenix nirvana would never break down so easily. Something that would have broken her bones in the past was now just a minor inconvenience.

I understand now why Sol loves to act like a meat shield.

She laughed out loud even as she escaped from more and more close calls. All her life, Lilith had been fighting in a body that was too weak to support her might. Her high reserves of mana were useless, as her body could not conduct mana fast enough, and she had to waste too much energy in cladding herself because the slightest mistake would mean death.

Always acting carefully, always paying attention to the slightest details, always cursing her limitations.

She realized that her previous thoughts about sacrificing herself to beat Sun Wukong had been extremely short-sighted. Had she fought him as she was in the past, she would have lost.

Now though…Now things are different.

Lilith’s heart beat faster and faster in her chest and the movements of her body became better, while her mana continued to increase as if it was endless.

She is getting faster?

Wukong was astonished by Lilith’s performance. On paper, outside of her Sword Art, there was no domain where Lilith should have been better than him. Even less so when it came to speed, strength and resilience. His own body was equal to dragon kings after all.

There is no doubt — there is no way she is a human.

But if not a human, then what? He had heard rumors about Lilith being a partial succubus, but even that should not have been enough. Demons in the Mortal Realm were nothing but fallen Divine Beasts, after all.

Well, it doesn’t matter.

Wukong stopped flying and gazed at Lilith in the distance. His clones were dwindling and the number he could create was limited. If things continued like this, he might really lose after wasting all his energy.

Such a defeat was a humiliation he would never accept.

“I believe it’s time to stop running away.”

He threw his staff in the air and clapped his palms together.

<<Zone: Buddha’s Palm>>

The world shuddered and space twisted as five pillars similar appeared all around, creating a fighting ring from which no one could escape.

What is happening?

Lilith was surprised by this sudden display of power, and even more surprised by the apparent effect.

“This is a cage, a ring made exclusively for battle. A zone born from my desire for battle uninterrupted that I created after observing the Holy Territory from the Supreme Daughter once in the past. There is no escape and the space will continuously shrink. Even a dimensional mage would find it hard to forcibly break down this space. The only way to leave… is by beating me.”

Wukong caught his staff as it fell and he twirled it. This was a Zone he rarely used but every time he did, the results were always the same. The expression of his opponents would morph into despair as they realized they would be imprisoned in a ring and forced to fight.

This was why…

“So you're telling me that we are stuck here, and that this space will not be affected by this dimension no matter what we do or how hard we fight?”

Wukong found himself very disturbed when he saw Lilith smiling with all her teeth, as if she was a kid receiving the best present in the world.

He had a feeling that something bad was going to happen.
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The distance between Wukong and Lilith was less than 200 meters now. It was still a considerable distance for many, but for the two of them, this small distance might as well not exist.

“I don’t understand why you’ve created this ring when a larger range gives you a greater advantage with your weapon.”

She did not know how far his staff could reach, but she knew that it gave him an incredible breath of movement.

“Well, I didn’t create this ring just to restrict your movements.” Wukong chuckled as he started twirling his staff in his hand. His form was slowly changing as well. His height increased, golden fur covered his skin, leaving only his chest open.

“You… you are still holding back, right?” His elegant appearance completely vanished and left the place to a more savage one. His muscles twitched as if they could barely hold his power and his fur swayed in the wind. “I do not understand why. Perhaps because you are buying time? But it should not be just this. I thought about something, but then I made a deduction. Most likely, you have a power or a skill that could negatively affect this dimension.”

Not all warriors were equal, and while Wukong did not think he was weaker than Lilith, there were definitely means and techniques that she possessed that he did not. Wukong had always been quite straightforward as a fighter, simply relying on his innate strength and godly defense to crush all that stood in front of him.

In front of absolute strength, all tactics and strategies are useless.

This was his motto.

“So, what will you do?” He brought his hand forward and taunted her.

Lilith sighed when she saw Wukong's transformation and felt how much more threatening he became.

So this is the path Sol is following at the moment.

Absolute strength and absolute defense. Using one strength to defeat a thousand techniques was not something anyone could do. Only people like Sol and Wukong could recklessly fight and care for nothing else.

Wukong was right. She had indeed been holding back. But it was not what he might have thought it was. Sol had already taken into account the possibility she might lose, and subsequently prepared by bringing the witches in his dimension. Even if Wukong won against her, the situation would not change, and this dimension would be his prison until Sol decided otherwise.

The reason why Lilith had been holding back was that her strongest attack would most likely destroy the wall separating this dimension from the Mortal Realm.

Sol’s dimension had become far stronger than in the past and his control over it was admirable. But she had also grown exponentially stronger after obtaining a new Name and reaching her current level.

She could have destroyed the wall of his dimension when she was literally at the verge of death and only a King. She could do so even more easily now with her new Name and her power as a half-step Demi-god.

“I hope you won’t regret this.” Lilith swung Muramasa slightly, causing the sword to hum. A few cracks were running alongside the blade, likely a result of blocking the repeated attacks from Wukong’s staff.

But it was still more than good enough.

Focus.

To fight, one needed to breathe the right way. Lilith exhaled slowly, as all the mana that had been dispersed in the air and in her swords started to gather toward her, fusing in Muramasa.

Once she was done, Wukong and Lilith gazed at each other before rushing at full speed once again.

The sound of metal clashing resonated once again. This time there were no gimmicks, only pure strength and technique.

Wukong’s eyes were burning with fighting spirit as he showed why no one wished to fight in close combat against him. Lilith blocked a downward swing from him, causing the ground to crack under her feet because of the weight of his attack

From the sound that reached her ears, the ground was not the only thing that cracked, as she did the same and her bones groaned.

“Incredible. Ruyi weighs more than 7000 kg — you are truly strong.” Wukong laughed and tried to lift his foot to kick her. Lilith anticipated his action as she planted her heel on his foot before taking a step forward and striking his solar plexus with her elbow.

Wukong did not even bother avoiding her attack. Even if her arm was covered in sword intent, it was impossible for it to be as strong as it would have been had she used a weapon.

“Haha…”

He simply laughed and ignored the small amount of pain that was transferred to him before leaning down and headbutting, Lilith causing her to stagger.

“Kuh~!”

Lilith groaned, her forehead split and bleeding. This was proof that not all the changes she had received were positive. In the past, cladding herself in sword intent had been one of her strongest techniques, as she saw herself as a sword and her King name reflected this reality.

Now though, she was a Sword Master and while her strength with a sword in hand increased, her body lost in sharpness.

I simply need to change gears.

She was not discouraged, however. She sidestepped the incoming attack from his fist, ignoring the sharp wind that was caused by the friction of his smash and how much damage she would have received if it landed on her. She then used his chest as a springboard and pushed herself backward.

Wukong was about to ignore her attack once again, but he grimaced when he felt a sharp pain in his abdomen.

“You!”

He looked down, only to realize that she had breached his defense by attacking twice in the exact same place, and on the point of her leg was a small blade filled with sword intent and mana.

The wound is shallow, but it was taking time to close.

Lilith’s sword intent seemed to be filled with a strange power that had only destruction and annihilation as a goal. This was a power completely foreign to him, but he knew that he could not let things continue as they were.

Lilith, meanwhile, knew that she could not last long in this fight. She had barely reacted to Wukong’s last attack and her strength was a limiting factor in the face of the weight he could use.

“You should give up. You cannot win against me.” He spoke with confidence and she had a hard time denying his words.

The fight continued like this for a few minutes, neither relenting, each of them giving their all in order to win and gain the title of strongest. Their wounds accumulated, slowly but surely.

Sun Wukong was less wounded overall, but Lilith used any occasion to stick small blades in his body, causing him great pain. The lack of healing did not help. Lilith, meanwhile, was bruised on nearly every part of her body.

Not much damage could be seen externally, but she was sure that her organs were a mess at this moment.

We are more or less evenly matched.

Neither could say that they were superior to the other, and they knew that any error at this point could be fatal. This was a dangerous moment, one where their very lives were at stake and yet, the two of them showed exhilarated expressions.

For Wukong, his heart was bursting with happiness because he was finally able to have the kind of fight he so dearly wished for, while Lilith was delighted by her ability to use all the techniques she had long stopped using.

Even as they fought, they kept growing in power and technique, proving that they were indeed Singularities. They were beings who could ignore Fate to a certain extent or use it for their benefit.

The two separated. Lilith's breath was ragged as she grabbed the hilt of her sword with her right hand. No matter how much her body was trembling and shivering because of tiredness, her grip stayed steady.

She scanned the surroundings. The ring created by Wukong had shrunk, leaving only a diameter of about 20 meters now. Beyond this ring was Sol’s dimension, a white-and-black monochrome world with hints of colors appearing.

It should be enough time, right?

She sucked in a deep breath. She did not know what was happening to Sol and the girls, but she believed in him and she knew that he would keep Lilin safe.

I was really arrogant.

She laughed at her past self, who had thought she could have easily won against Wukong if she sacrificed her life. Thanks to Sol, she was able to fight at one hundred percent, but she was reaching her limit.

This situation felt somehow amusing for Lilith. In the past, she had been the one to protect Sol, because he was weak, because he was young, because he was not mature enough. So many reasons and yet, all of it boiled down to the fact that she lived for years with the mindset that everything rested on her shoulders. A sense of responsibility that was so strong it was crushing her.

Now though, she was free from all this sense of responsibility, because she knew that even if the sky was to fall down, he would be there to hold it for them.

A smile graced Lilith’s lips, born because of her joy of fighting a worthy opponent. Her stiff joints became relaxed, her erratic breathing slowed down and calmness filled her mind and heart.

At this moment, she could feel it. A moment of absolute calmness, the moment when she and her sword became one.

There is nothing I cannot cut.

This was the belief in her heart. The reason she created the Immortal Slaying Art and upgraded it to God Slaying Sword Art.

I will cut everything in my path.

She was no more a sword seeking a master, and yet as a swordsman it was necessary for her heart to be filled with a purpose. At this moment, she had decided what would be her purpose.

I want to see it.

Sol wanted to create a world only for them, one beyond the grasp of even the goddesses. This was a selfish goal but at the same time, this was one filled with selflessness as it showed the love he had for those he cared for.

I want to help him create such a world.

For that he would be a vanguard. Someone who would cut down those who oppose him.

I will cut everything.

Be it the strings of fate, the angels, or even the goddesses. Nothing would stop her sword and nothing would stand in his path.

At this very moment, Lilith reached enlightenment as she swung her sword.

<<God Slaying Sword Art: Void Severance>>

A scream of metal being crushed echoed from the sword, even as she completed her movement and sliced through the air like a beam of light at a speed nearly equal to it. The entire space along the trajectory cracked apart.

At that moment, Sun Wukong’s eyes dilated as he faced a crisis like never before. A gigantic sword strike, rendering space and time meaningless, was hurtling towards him. Chills ran down his spine as the light filled his vision. All his instincts were screaming at him.

You must not stop this attack with your body.

Sadly, and in an ironic twist of fate, there was no possibility of escaping, as his movements were limited by the very prison he had created.

For the first time in his entire life, Wukong faced the prospect of true death. A primordial fear filled his veins at his possible and incoming demise.

Ah…So this is it.

Both Lilith and Wukong were Singularities, and both of them were geniuses with few equals. Light filled his eyes as he realized something at this very moment between life and death.

He was Sun Wukong.

Even in the face of death, he would never give up. Never stop forward.

Since he could not flee — he would just have to block it.

<<Body Refinement Technique: Vajra Body.>>

This was not enough. Not even close to enough. He needed more, much more than this.

Golden light filled his body as he shouted toward the sky.

<<Body Refinement Technique: Golden Vajra Body.>>

Like this Wukong was entirely swallowed by the sword strike. The last thing he heard was the sound of a sword breaking reaching his ears.


Chapter Twenty-Five


Ultimate Spear


A few moments before the decisive strike between Wukong and Lilith, in the Mortal Realm, soldiers were fleeing for their lives as they finally understood why King-ranked were forbidden from simply going crazy and ending all conflicts.

The sky was overcast, dark clouds all around buzzing with electricity.The rain was falling like a torrent, and the wind was so strong that some people were almost lifted up despite wearing armor.

In the midst of all this, Lupus was facing Sol, and the fight could only be said to be of catastrophic proportions as lightning strikes fell all around indiscriminately, rocks were lifted and hurled, ice chunks and mountains were formed then destroyed, and dark flames filled the sky.

Tch!

Sol clicked his tongue as he signaled Milia to not move while he swatted away a lightning bolt. He knew that Lupus was simply playing with them at the moment, but so was Sol.

We need to make him use his weapon on our terms.

Wratharis’ Divine Weapon. While they had not been able to receive intel about the effect of the weapon itself, from what the Supreme Daughter of Wratahris had told them, they knew that it was filled with a curse of unknown origin, one that had helped past kings bring victory when they had used it.

But like all Divine Weapons, using the power of the spear would come with a price. But in exchange for that price, it was possible to bring out an “absolute” effect, one that could break down even the law of causality.

As long as Sol could not be sure about what it was, he could not afford to gamble.

{Girls, we are going with the strategy. This is a raid. Everyone knows what they have to do.}

Sol spoke softly. This was not a whisper, but a deeper skill, as he was directly talking into their minds. At this moment, all their souls were linked to him. He was akin to a transmission tower and could receive their thoughts and bridge communications between the girls. This kind of thing was quite heavy on the mind but for him it was nothing. He simply had to ignore the four women chattering in his head sometimes.

{Understood.} Spoke Setsuna.

{Let’s end this.} Added Lilin.

{I can finally fight. Nefertiti is going to be so jealous haha.} Isis laughed giddily.

{I will keep my guard up, Your Highness.} Milia was resolute.

The main advantage of this discussion was that the speed was nearly instant, and they could have an entire discussion in the span of a few seconds.

Wings and scales covered Sol’s body as he entered his War Form, fighting in his giant dragon form against a King-rank who would be asking for a beating.

Sonic bombs sounded as he flew at full speed and punched at Lupus. The shockwave that followed the clash of their two fists was enough to cause the rain that was falling to pause for a second.

“Hahaha! Lupus! Let’s see how strong you are!”

“It’s time for your elder to teach you a lesson.”

What followed was a display of martial prowess as the two entered into close combat. Since he was the one with the highest defense thanks to his Chaos body and the Seven Chakra Opening, as well as strongest insight thanks to the Eye of Akasha, Sol was able to keep up with Lupus despite the clear difference in speed. It was also obvious that he played the role of tank in this party.

Even if Lupus brought out the absolute effect of his spear, Sol was sure that he could survive it.

Even then, Lupus was not an easy enemy. For every two hits Sol managed to block or dodge, he would receive four more. Lupus was fast — extremely so. If he did not count Demi-gods or Nent, Lupus was undoubtedly the fastest person he knew.

Thankfully —- they were ready for this.

“<<Slow>>, <<Decay>>, <<Confusion>>, <<Life Drain>>”

Far in the back, with her black robe billowing, Isis was covered in black flames as she threw curses at Lupus. Though she was unable to use most of her skills as a necromancer, this did not stop her from participating as a Debuffer. After all, the art of black magic did not just stop at resurrecting the dead.

Sol had learned about how Drei had sent curses against Lilith during their fight, and he vividly remembered the effect they had on himself back then. While Isis was not a King-rank, her curses were still extremely powerful, and Lupus was slightly affected.

{Tch! Only Slow and Confusion really affected him. His life force is weird. I cannot affect it. I think I only slowed him down by 10%. His accuracy should also be affected.}

{This is more than enough. Keep refreshing the debuff.}

10% might not seems a little but suddenly losing 1/10th of your speed would affect anyone even if only for an instant and this was why,

『 Zone –::– Eternal Memories 』

『 A Step into the Present :—: Fimbulvetr 』

For one moment — one instant — the world froze. Though this time freeze lasted nothing more than an instant, this was more than enough for Lilith and Setsuna, who were both the designated damage-dealers in this battle.

Crimson blood light shone one as the two swordswomen unleashed the strongest technique she knew.

『Re Immortal Slaying Sword: Ashura』

『Temporal Sword: Indra』

When Lilin and Setsuna fought together — time and space became meaningless. This was their strongest strike, the result of the power born from years of training and frustration.

Two beautiful arcs were created as they instantly reached the frozen Lupus, cleaving him in two… or at least this should have been the case.

“I see. The five of you are definitely powerful. Perhaps, you could even take down a weaker king with this combination. But — it seems like you have underestimated me.”

His voice reached them as Lupus slowly but surely started moving in the frozen world.

“Sol Luxuria. You are the first target.”

『Drill! Gae Assail!』[1]

His spear gleaming with a crimson light was thrown at Sol, destroying the frozen entirely on its way.

For the first time in a long while —- Sol felt truly the shadow of death approaching.

[image: ]


Ever since Sol had obtained the Eye of Akasha, he had been enjoying the advantage of what was essentially the power to observe and alter fate. A power designed to be more of an incredible burden than anything else, ended up becoming a toy to enjoy and abuse as he wished.

At his moment though, Sol came to the realization of a very distinct and detestable feeling— the feeling of having Fate itself work against him.

Time seemed to have slowed down to a crawl as he witnessed the spear, streaking with a crimson arc of malevolent light, break all restraint and lunge at him in full force. From his perspective, employing his Eye, Sol could observe and even vaguely feel thousands upon thousands of strands, all colored in the same Fate, tying him down on the spot as the spear shot through the air, aiming for his life.

There was no escape — that was the only conclusion he could reach. He had a hunch that even fleeing into his dimension or creating infinite distance between him and the spear would ultimately be meaningless. The spear would bend reality, alter fate, jump through time, and ignore all causality to reach him and reap his life. No matter how he tried to alter its course or destroy its advance, nothing changed.

The outcome was already decided from the very moment Lupus threw the spear at him. Cause and effect had been completely inverted to serve an irrevocable purpose. An absolution that may have surpassed even Fate itself, or maybe it was just the machinations of Fate all along — he didn’t know for sure. As annoying as it was, he shouldn’t have been surprised by this outcome. The spear was a Divine Weapon that was on the same level as his Eye of Akasha, after all.

In this very instant, Sol found out one of the abilities of the spear— Absolute Accuracy. The spear would always reach its target no matter the scenario.

Realizing that escape was an impossibility, a frigid light flashed in Sol’s eyes and he decided to change his frame of mind, trying to observe the scenario from a different perspective.

He stopped trying to change the Fate of getting struck in the heart by the spear, to the Fate of getting struck slightly below the heart.

It was a minuscule difference, all things considered. A change that could only offer him a few inches off the total trajectory. However, those few inches also represented the difference between life and death, and Fate seemed to have responded to those changes. The bastard hadn’t abandoned him after all, it seemed.
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While the world moved at a slow pace from Sol’s perspective, thanks to his enhanced senses, for the rest it was but an instant.

They all watched with bated breath how the King of Wratharis went from seemingly being cornered to throwing a devastating attack at the Prince of Lustburg. A spear with deadly accuracy and heavenly might flew straight at him, so fast that there was next to no chance for anyone to even react.

The key word being next to.

『 Ultimate Technique -:- Black Hole 』

From Sol’s back, an enormous inky-black snake made out of smoke and mana zapped forward with its maw opened wide. All the mana in a ten-meter radius was immediately sucked dry with the advent of the snake’s strike, resulting in the spear – destined to strike Sol’s heart – deviating ever so marginally from its absolute trajectory.

An impossible outcome — that was the thought of the observers.

It should have been impossible for a Duke to react to the attack of a bonafide King-ranked being.

It should have been impossible for her to mount a somewhat effective defense at such short notice.

And it definitely should have been impossible for her to nudge the weapon away, even if marginally, as she did.

However, as if ordered by the whims of Fate itself, all those impossibilities became reality and the spear that should have pierced Sol’s heart— landed slightly below its intended destination.

The impact created a shockwave and Sol was shoved downward until he hit the ground below them, causing a cloud of dust to rise.

{Sol!}

Belatedly reacting to the horrific phenomenon, Setsuna and Lilin shouted out loud while Isis moved to rush towards him.

{Do not break formation!}

A stern reminder was immediately relayed to them by Milia, even as the snake was utterly destroyed in its attempt to destroy the spear, but had still succeeded in modifying its trajectory.

{His Highness is not dead. Now focus! We know the second effect of this spear: magic nullification. It’s not an absolute effect, it seems. But with the difference in power, it might as well be one. Isis, send a new wave of curses. Setsuna, transform now! Lilin, cover the flank and I will be providing support from the back. We have to hold out until His Highness recovers and rejoins us in battle.}

Milia was positively going crazy with uncountable worries threatening to rip her head apart. She was fighting every fiber of her being to not just break down the formation right here and now and rush over like a crazed madwoman to see how Sol was doing. However, she knew it was not the time to falter.

If they broke the formation right now, they would be picked apart and destroyed with no hope of even fighting back properly.

Her words seemed to have their intended effect, as Setsuna immediately transformed into a gigantic golden-furred wolf with a ravenous expression of rage and lunacy. While taking on their full form was something most warriors avoided, as it meant coming a giant target for the enemy to take down, in this case, the added durability that came with the form was too much to pass on. Indeed, Milia’s judgment had been right, as not even a full second later, Setsuna received a sucker punch packed with pure lightning of destruction on her snout that dizzied her for a split instant.

“Haha! Dear niece, it seems like your prince is not able to protect you any longer.”

Lupus laughed while he took a step back and lazily avoided the downward slash aimed by Lilin, while a wall of viscous, nearly-solidified water appeared on his left and blocked a ball of fire thrown in haste by Isis.

A new wave of curses followed soon after, and he grunted as he felt his strength lower yet again, while his speed was cut down drastically.

Despite his appearance, Lupus was definitely not in a good condition right now. Gae Assail was definitely a top-tier Divine Weapon, even amongst the other similar weapons of its rank. It had many powerful effects alongside the absolute effect of always reaching his target as long as the target was within his line of sight.

However, as befitting something with such a powerful effect, the price to pay was equally substantial and… painful, in a word.

He had been feeding it his blood and divinity for weeks now, terribly weakening himself before the fight had even started. Despite the terrible price, he could only use the weapon a few more times before he had to recharge it once more with his lifeblood and divine powers.

This was the only reason he was minimizing his movement and was not just blitzing those worthless bastards at a moment’s notice.

I planned to use it on Camelia or one of the witches if they appeared on the battlefield.

It was a shame to waste one of its uses on a mere Duke. But it was almost worth it since it was to take down a troublesome Blessed like Sol.

With his greatest threat taken down, he could slowly destroy the girls at his leisure.

“It's time for you to learn that a Duke can never win against a King. Recall.”

Lupus stretched his hand forward, intending to recall his spear but⁠—

Huh?

He could not feel it any longer.


Chapter Twenty-Six


Pierce


One of the most important functions of Gae Assail was the malevolent combination of lethal absolute accuracy, alongside the recall function. While the second function of the weapon was not an absolute authority, like the first, it still allowed the spear to be used as a very effective throwing weapon. The weapon was built in such a fashion that taking down enemies from afar without worrying about losing the weapon was practically a trademark application.

Until now, that is. Lupus was surprised to realize that no matter how much he tried to call forth his weapon, it would not respond to his call, going radio silent. It almost felt like… it was somehow trapped at a large distance away.

Fuck!

Lupus swore internally as his hair stood on end. His aura density caused the air to tremble as his wrath was manifested in its full might in real-time.

“Where is it!?”

Since the beginning of this epic battle, this was the first time Lupus was showing any signs of losing his composure. Even when he had been cornered by Sol and his ragtag group of Dukes and other lower beings – in Lupus’ eyes, at least – he had been the very example of pride and confidence. That was the level of assurance the King of Wratharis had of his victory, no matter the scenario. That assurance was slowly crumbling down into nothingness at this instance, however.

It didn’t even take a moment for Setsuna to notice the change, nor did it take for others with the suffocation that permeated the air with the king’s wrathful aura. However, despite the difficulty in breathing induced by a difference in power, Setsuna’s lips curved into a smirk, which translated to a snarl in her present bestial form.

“You find this funny?”

Lupus gazed at her, his eyes filled with malevolence and all-consuming anger. “I guess your prince must have done something then? Very well, let’s see how long you can keep that smile on your face, little girl. I am done playing nice.”

『 Zone -:- Midnight Moonlight 』

In but a single instant, the world surrounding them changed into the vision of the Wolf King. The induced change was similar in nature to dimensional encroachment, as the laws of nature were being rewritten in real-time in front of the girls. The sun transformed into the moon, and with it, the day made way for night.

People looked up with fear and awe as a gigantic silver-white moon hovered above in the sky where the sun should have been shining in full glory. Lupus’ Zone worked similarly to the Bull Sage’s or Setsuna’s Zones. It induced a pseudo-domain into reality, taking over the husk of the natural laws and superimposing it with a nature that constantly buffed its wielder, increasing the host’s power to unimaginable heights.

Midnight Moonlight was the Zone born for this very reason. It was a world created by Lupus’ will to ensure his well-being. That was the realization of his truth. As befitting of a King-ranked being, no one could underestimate the danger brought forth from his zone. Not only did the domain-esque Zone apply multiple buffs to him throughout the board, it also brought his healing factor to nigh-immortal territory. As long as he was under the moon, he believed himself to be invincible.

Furthermore, the Zone also applied mild debuffs on his enemies— slowing down everyone he deemed necessary, and even adding the Fear effect on the weak-minded and less able. Once the debuff took hold of the target, even the smallest of fears would be amplified to an unholy level while the Zone was in effect.

It was a Zone perfectly tailored to the Wolf King’s tastes. Not only would he constantly gain strength inside the area of effect, his enemies would only keep getting weaker and face their worst fears as they wallowed in despair and agony in front of his regal might.

Arcs of incinerating lightning crackled and buzzed in Lupin’s surroundings, with him as the center. A veritable armor of water superimposed by the zapping arcs manifested around his body. An aura of invincibility flowed out of his very being the moment the armor solidified.

“Setsuna. You will soon learn the difference between the two of us and you will watch as your futile struggles amount to nothing in the end. At the end of the day, no matter how strong or how talented you are, you all are only Dukes and a Duke… can never beat a King.”

A golden pillar of incandescent light exploded from Lupus’ body, invoking a barrier of wind to assault the girls and push them far away from the Wolf King.

“I am Lupus Tiangou Ira, King of Wratharis, Blessed of Ira, the Celestial Wolf, and I will never lose against mere low-lifes like you! Come at me!!”

His voice was tinged with malevolence and evil. And with that, a bodily transformation was set in motion; his golden fur grew and covered his body and his whole frame began to morph and expand. Crack after crack resounded on the silent battlefield as bones broke and reformed, until what was left of the Lupus was a hulking two-meter-tall humanoid golden wolf of invincible might.

“You all… will perish… forever!”

His words came out as a beastly growl but the thick killing intent behind it was unmistakable. Even Milia, who had experienced many horrible fights in her life, felt herself tremble on her feet for the faintest of moments.

This was undoubtedly the greatest challenge of her life, and Sol was still not responding despite their multiple calls. The situation was definitely dire; however, there was hope to come out alive of this predicament. They still had one recourse, Milia thought as she gave a firm look at Isis, making her nod with a grim determination on her face.

{Setsuna, are you sure you want to continue? The danger has increased and we might all die if we are not careful.}

Setsuna’s answer was an earthshaking howl as she summoned a storm of ice and lightning. Her wrathful words echoed in the air, reaching all the people who were running away in the distance,

“A king who needs to constantly preach, I am the King, is no true King! Lupus, next year this day will be the anniversary of your death!”

Both Setsuna and Lilin rushed at a sneering Lupus, who did not even bother blocking Lilin’s sword as he dodged it with minimal movements of his body and proceeded to push back Setsuna with a simple swat of his beastly palm.

The shock was enough for Setsuna to black out for half a second but she bit down on her tongue, forcibly keeping herself awake as she sent a dense stream of lightning to strike Lupus down.

“Hahaha!”

Lupus laughed as the lightning stopped short of reaching him and started twirling around his body, as if he had seized control of it.

“Poor lass. You might be a Calamity Wolf now but I am still a Lightning Wolf at the King rank. Do you truly think your control of Lightning can match mine? How foolish!”

He laughed and the dense web of lightning arcs fused in his hand, transforming into an arrow of condensed lightning.

“Taste this for yourself.”

All the danger sensors in her mind screamed simultaneously, a single-tuned melody of caution and warning, driving Setsuna to hastily create two temporal clones while she retreated with desperation.

With the snap of a finger, the two clones were immediately destroyed as the supercharged lightning arrow pierced through their foreheads and hearts, killing them on the spot before they could even exude their presence.

Setsuna shuddered in fright as she watched the horrifying scene of the Wolf King’s dominance. While those clones were weaker than her, they still had the strength of an ordinary Duke backing them. Had it been her in their stead, she would have at least been gravely injured if not dying outright to that beam of concentrated power.

{Fight girl! Don’t worry, as long as you don’t die, I can heal you!}

Setsuna could only let out a bitter chuckle as Isis’ excited words reached them, making her share a knowing glance with Lilin.

Indeed. They had been too greedy. Having the thought of fighting a King-ranked being, and a Blessed on top of that, without even considering losing a limb or two at the minimum, had been excessive of them. Their minds had muddled with their newfound powers, but they had already made their resolve.

“You ready?”

“I can do this all day.”

Thus, the two girls enacted a dance, treading the thin line between life and death, as they gave up all means or desire to defend themselves from any of Lupus’ attacks. They could only believe in Isis and Milia to keep them from getting killed.

This was suicidal, to say the least; however, they did not falter.

Was it because they believed in each other?

Of course not.

Lilin and Setsuna were one thing, but the four girls did not have a tacit understanding born from years of fighting together, nor did they share deep and meaningful moments together as the duo in question had done throughout the years.

What they had in common, though, was a singular and deeply-rooted belief that bordered toward fanaticism— all directed towards a single entity.

Sol Dragona Luxuria. Their lover and lord, the master of their faith and irrevocable love.

Even in the face of overwhelming odds, they did not lose hope because they had a fanatic level of belief in him. No, it wasn’t just belief, it was knowledge… a foregone conclusion! They knew that Sol would return, stronger than ever, and would change this situation no matter the state or outcome.

All they had to do in the meanwhile was hold on, and victory would be theirs. Of that, they had no doubt.
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The fight immediately resumed but for the observers, it was difficult to call the event a fight by any means.

Rather than a fight, what they were witnessing was more akin to a joke. A horrible joke where a man was playing a group of girls like they were hardly even a speck in front of his almighty presence.

Lupus was strong himself, but he was also a Blessed on top of that. Even with his current weakened strength, due to the usage of his Divine Weapon, he was still head and shoulders above anything mere Dukes were capable of dishing out against him.

For the next few minutes, Lupus showed his absolute and complete domination in the fight. Lilin’s sword techniques could attack from all distances, but the power behind each slash was nowhere near enough to cut through his hardened skin. Even the light wounds he received every now and then were immediately gone, as though they were merely illusions, thanks to the exemplary healing boost he received with his Zone deployed. Meanwhile, the trickier, more-lethal attacks that came off her blade were easily dodged with the most minimal movements, thanks to his extreme speed and swift reactions that were beyond anything the girls could break through.

On the other side, Setsuna was treated like nothing more than a glorified ragdoll of giant proportions thanks to her beastly form. It only took a few minutes for her body to become battered beyond what her healing factor could bear.

She had lost a large patch of fur from her pristine and regal body, one of her eyes was as good as gone, and even a single one of her forelimbs was now in a limp state, most likely broken in the course of the horrifying battle. She was forced to block the mana flow that would cycle through her wounds to obtain just enough mana to keep up with Lupus’ relentless assault.

Her breathing had gone harsh and wanting; her lungs had been punctured by her broken ribs. Her mana was also at an all-time low due to the relentless assault, without having any time for recovery.

Despite seeing his niece in such a pitiful state, Lupus showed no joy, only a note of frustration. Why wouldn’t he? Golden flames soon emerged from Setsuna, covering her whole body and healing most, if not all, of her grievous injuries, achieving at least an 80% recovery rate wherever the healing flames touched. Whenever he tried to stop the healing process, a slithering snake in an inky-black hue would lunge at him, hacking away at the slightest opportunity it found, forcing him to dodge the assault and abolish any thoughts of attacking Setsuna.

Lupus growled as he turned his attention towards Isis and Milia. Those women were the sole reason this joke of a fight showed no signs of ending anytime soon. It was frustrating and downright insulting for the king.

None of Milia’s attacks could really hurt him, but he could feel his mana constantly drain whenever those disgusting shadow snakes touched his body or any part of his aura. With his current, weakened self, there was no avenue for him to lose even the slightest trickle of mana. He had to preserve it for the off-chance that someone jumped him out of the blue, or in the extremely unlikely scenario of Lilith defeating Wukong.

This led to this frustrating, insulting, and maddening outcome— no matter how much he hurt Setsuna, she would stand up again after being healed by that phoenix, as if she were an undying warrior who feared no pain.

“You should give up already. Even though your prince managed to seal my spear by some wretched means, no doubt, it is clear that he is unable to leave from wherever he stored my spear at the moment. As for the rest of you, even if you keep getting healed, there is nothing you can do outside of being my punching bag. You have already lost.”

He spoke to them, wishing to break their spirits with his words, but the only outcome that he received was a wave of frustration, as a laugh escaped Setsuna’s bloody maw in response to his mockery. Lilin even went as far as to laugh out loud while holding onto her chipped sword.

“We will win.” Her words were short and precise, a fanatic belief as though it was a foregone conclusion. The pain from all the wounds she had received did not vanish; a few were still open and bleeding even now. However, the brilliant light that shone in her eyes never wavered for a single second. Not when Sol was effectively neutralized from the battlefield, nor when Lupus showed her the immense difference in power between them.

No matter how much pain Lupus was inflicting on her body, it was incomparable to the pain she felt when she ran away like a criminal from her own home, her homeland— Wratharis. Barefooted, without a single thing to eat or drink, while she was still a kid, she had made a journey to nowhere with the heavy mind of leaving everyone and everything she loved behind her to rot as she clung to her life. The pain she went through and the pain she was constantly going through… were incomparable to any physical pain anyone could bring to her.

“Do you truly think you win!? Against me!? When you cannot even break my defenses!?”

He could not understand their reasoning.

Lupus could see that despite the situation at hand, those girls were not losing hope and there was not a single drivel of fear in their hearts. They did not doubt their victory, leading to an unwavering heart that was ready for any adversity.

How could this be possible!? What allowed them to stand up again and again despite the clear disparity in power between them and an invincible being like him? He had no way of knowing.

“I am sure we will win.” Setsuna’s body faintly quivered as her leg was finally healed and she stood straight, the blood on her body could not hide her prideful elegance and poise.

“Why!!?” Lupus nearly shouted, anger filling his heart at the sight of Setsuna standing up once more to continue this farce.

“Because my lord, Sol, has declared as such.”

Lupus stopped, his eyes opening in utter disbelief,

“Just that?”

“That is more than enough for me and everyone else.” A cold wave rushed from her body as she sought to slow him down again and freeze him, while Lilin was ready to come at him from behind with her sword in hand, damaged or not, but Lupus ignored everything as his mind kept replaying Setsuna’s words over and over again.

Those girls were willing to lay down their lives simply because they believed in one person?

How utterly ridiculous!

Once again, Lupus found himself hating and envying Sol. Has there ever been anyone who looked at him with such trust and belief in their eyes?

A forgotten memory started to resurface, one mixed with blood and eyes filled with sadness and betrayal. A bitter memory he had forcibly pushed down for so many years that it had become a blurred afterthought. Lupus squashed those memories once more, not letting them grow any bigger. Thinking about what he had destroyed with his own hands was nothing but a waste of time that would serve no purpose for him.

“I have decided.” Lupus did not dodge Lilin this time and caught her sword with his right hand. Blood started to pour out but he ignored it and looked at the girl with eyes filled with so much hatred that it became tangible.

“I am going to bring you the ultimate despair.” He clenched his fist and broke the sword before immediately piercing Lilin’s stomach with his clawed left hand, his hand opening a large hole in her body as blood and guts poured out incessantly.

『 Avatar -:- Lycaon 』

The light dimmed in Lilin’s eyes as she was flung away like a lifeless doll.

“Do you still believe you will win?”

A toothy grin stretched Lupus’ lips as he saw Setsuna flinch. He tasted the warm blood of Lilin from his hand.

Only by watching the light of hope in their eyes vanish could he sweep away this bad taste in his mouth.

He would break them, in mind and body, and relish their despair. Slowly, carefully, painfully, and with all the atrocity this world could never hope to reenact.

This he swore in his name and invincibility— on the name of the Celestial Wolf.


Chapter Twenty-Seven


Negative Distance


The path to power was the same for all creatures of Order. Firstly, learning mana application and thus strengthening their body, then cladding yourself in mana, thus learning how to project your power unto reality. Learn Intent in order to affect and manipulate reality with your will, find your Truth and impose it on the world, manifest your ideals, and carve out a part of your world into reality. Finally… grow your legend and become reborn as a new self.

This new self, known as Avatar for those in the Mortal Realm and True Name in the Astral Realm, was the greatest expression of power a mortal could bring forth. While it was possible to become a Duke with hard work, it was only possible to become a King with immense talent.

The moment Lupus invoked his name, the already-dire situation became nigh unbearable for Isis. Even though she was a phoenix, the Divine Beast representing healing and purity, she did not specialize in healing due to her origins. Her healing power was more a subset of her control over death, along with her innate nature that was the boon of the phoenix.

She was not equipped with the capabilities to thoroughly heal all wounds without leaving anything behind, like someone of Persephone’s caliber would be able to perform, with her authority over Nature and Life. Even someone like Aurora would do a better job with her vast amounts of holy magic and additional authority that came with her being a Blessed.

Sending another ray of healing aura toward the downed Lilin, Isis couldn’t help but fancy the thoughts of breaking all rules and bringing forth her trump card right this instant.

The thought itself made her grit her teeth in frustration and helplessness. If she used her undead army on the battlefield, the act itself would give the enemies of Lustburg enough ammunition to bury the whole kingdom, be it literally or metaphorically. The Kingdom of Lustburg could not afford to enter another war after their current campaign against the Kingdom of Wratharis. Let’s not even mention the possibility when the enemy turned out to be the entire world.

At least, it would be impossible for them to enter a war against the world at the moment. Just at the moment, that is.

She took a deep breath and channeled all of her focus on her powers. Her crimson eyes shone in a deadly hue as she gazed at her opponent. Lupus was seemingly in pure rapture at being able to display the vast difference in power that separated him from them.

Setsuna was doing her best to keep up with the Wolf King, but there was not much she could do against Lupus’ precise and meticulous onslaught.

There were many times, far too many to count, when the King of Wratharis could have ended Setsuna once and for all. However, the dastardly king had set his mind on slowly and sadistically breaking Setsuna apart before he delivered the final blow. Quite literally too, in fact, as all the earlier wounds that had been somewhat healed were already re-opened and new wounds and broken bones were being added to the queue without having the chance of mending itself.

Isis couldn’t help but swear unspeakable curses as she saw him smile with sadistic glee while she tried her very best to heal and stitch back Setsuna into one piece. Clearly, he was intentionally putting the poor wolf girl in a constant cycle of torture where she was healed and then methodically broken down into pieces.

{We cannot continue on like this.}

Her eyes flickered toward the still incapacitated Lilin on the ground not far away.

{I have a plan.}

Setsuna’s voice soon reached them — weak and tired, yes, but in no way did it sound desperate, a stark contrast to the situation they were currently facing. Setsuna’s words had not just been empty boasts. She believed in Sol and believed that victory would be theirs in the end. However, the prerequisite to that was for them to play their part perfectly.

{I know this might seem strange but I really believe we can help Sol be decisive –Ugh!}

Setsuna's words soon turned into a muffled grunt as her kneecap was ruthlessly obliterated by Lupus’ precise attack.

She was so weak that she could barely keep her giant wolf form active but she knew that she had to hold on. None of them could fall, otherwise, only death awaited them.

{I can feel it. We can do it — no, we have to do it. I refuse to end this with us doing absolutely nothing. If all we can do is stall until Sol comes back then… what is even the use of us fighting alongside him?}

Her eyes were fierce, filled with rage at her own weakness and desire to be useful to her beloved, no matter how small that contribution may be. She refused to just be a weak woman— a damsel in distress who could only wait for her hero to save and protect her. She despised such an ending.

{Isis, Lilin… Our plan will heavily rely on both of your performances.}

Despite her words, Lilin still did not move. She did not even answer and yet Setsuna did not insist because she knew very well that her friend and rival would never accept staying down.

{The plan is quite simple… Everything will ultimately depend on you— Isis.}
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A few moments went past after their small strategic meeting and now Lupus was nonchalantly holding Setsuna by the neck with his right hand. Setsuna’s face was bloodied to the point that even her expression was hard to make out. She had a hard time breathing properly and her feet were dangling in the air. She was so tired she could not even muster the strength to even put the effort necessary to pry away the wretched hand that was holding her up.

The damage inflicted on her body was so excessive that a normal person in her place would have been crippled beyond repair. Even so, the dangerous glint in her eyes never vanished, not even for a single instant.

Lupus gritted his teeth and started growling like the beast he was. He hated this outcome, hated the feeling this scenario evoked— the feeling deep in the pit of his stomach that refused to let go.

This reminded him of that day. The day when he placed his wretched paws on his own brother’s throat.

Even to the end, his brother had never ceased to look at him as if he was nothing more than a misbehaving child.

Those eyes had haunted him for years. Only recently had he managed to push away the phantoms of the past. But now, those damn eyes had made a return, and in the form of her niece, no less.

What if I simply plucked out those eyes?

Since Setsuna refused to give up, then all he had to do was blind her forever. However, that was far from enough; something so trivial could never sweep away the anger and discomfort that was constantly wreaking havoc in his heart.

“I will give you a choice.”

Lupus kept one eye on Milia and Isis, who were still keeping their distance. He could feel that the annoying duo were preparing something, but anything those puny Dukes did was inconsequential to a King like him. Even a Divine Beast like a phoenix could not easily bridge the difference between the realms of King and Duke.

“If right here, right now, in front of all the people here, you give up on your right to the throne, I will spare your life and that of your friends. You will have to swear in the name of the goddess. What do you say?” He smirked, baring all his fangs in a toothy grin, “All you have to do is give up and you can walk out alive. I should warn you though. Gae Assail is extremely poisonous and has a curse that keeps disrupting most regeneration skills. While they are not an absolute effect, chances are your dear prince is facing death. His being a hybrid dragon changes nothing.”

The moment those words left his lips, he could immediately see her eyes quiver ever so slightly, making his grin grow larger, grotesquely so, and more threatening than ever, “Or…” He stretched his words for some painfully long moments, enjoying the growing fear assailing the heart of the girls, “You can resist now — fruitless no doubt, as you did until now. I will then kill all your friends here and I will make sure to kill your mate. However… I will keep you alive.”

Lupus’ grin threatened to rip his face, the malice in his eyes glowering worse than ever, “I will cut all of your limbs and keep you as nothing but a helpless vase, as you live a life I would normally not even wish for my worst enemy. You will beg me to kill you, to put an end to your misery. But I will not do that. I will savor every single moment of your miserable life for decades or even centuries and then, when you finally break… in mind, body, and soul… I will heal you again and start everything from scratch.”

Glee filled his voice as he started laughing, clearly imagining the miserable situation his archnemesis would be in. Furthermore, as long as Setsuna was alive, no more Blessed of Ira would appear ,so he did not have any reason to kill her.

“So, what will be your choice?”

He gazed down at her, his blue eyes shimmering with malice and notes of expectation. Logically speaking, securing Setsuna now and leaving this accursed place was the smart answer. If she gave up and he acted on his words, then she would be a hidden danger waiting to spring on him at any given moment.

Killing her was the most efficient decision. Even if a new Blessed came later down the line, it would not be easy for a newbie to bridge the gap between them, and by then, he would have grown infinitely stronger than he was now. All logic dictated Setsuna’s end. However, while logic and reason spoke to him the song of death and decay, Lupus decided to follow the song of sadistic pleasure that his heart whispered in his ears.

He wanted to see it. The moment when the light of confidence vanished from her eyes as she ineluctably surrendered.

If she did so, he would have no worry for the future for a Duke with a broken spirit and a destroyed legend couldn't become King, Blessed or not.

“So, what choice will you make? You only need two words. Say, I lost.”

Lupus looked down at her, his heart beating fiercely in his chest with untold anticipation as he awaited her answer.

“Ah…”

Setsuna opened her mouth but her words came out as a murmur so low that even a beast like him could not hear them. Hypnotized, he approached her slowly, intent on hearing those sweet words of defeat from his niece.

When his face was close enough, the words coming out of her mouth were far from anything he could have ever imagined.

“Fuck. You.” She smirked at him.

Lupus recoiled so hard one would think he was slapped in the face, and they would be right as that statement was nothing short of that. The worst part about it was that… Setsuna did not just stop there. Even with her broken arm, she gritted her teeth through the pain, lifted it, and… showed him the glorious middle finger.

Her face may have been a bloody mess, her body may have been completely broken, and her consciousness may be growing dimmer with each passing instant, but her spirit never wavered. Not even for a single moment.

Even though Lupus held her neck in his hands, being able to twist and crush it with just a single movement, there was a fierce, almost savage smile on her lips as she gazed at him with a defiant look— her actions would make even the most daring of warriors whistle aloud in acknowledgment.

“You wench!”

Lupus shouted, fully intent on pummeling her face on the ground. However, his actions couldn’t pass through as Setsuna chose to spit blood on his face, marring his mane in a bloody hue.

Setsuna did not fear death — she was far from such baseless fears. As a warrior hell-bent on revenge, she knew that death was her constant companion, waiting patiently for the chance to take her in its embrace.

Yet she was not suicidal either, and would not have provoked Lupus in this situation without any contingency put in place beforehand.

What she spat was not just any blood; mixed into it was her own innate lightning and divinity. Thanks to how close the two of them were and with his mind clouded by anger, Lupus should not have been able to respond to this sudden attack. However, as befitting a King-level being, his reaction time was beyond what they could even fathom.

Thankfully, they had even taken this possibility into account.

<<Slow>> <<Slow>> <<Slow>>… <<Slow>>

As if waiting for this exact moment, Isis spammed the curse of stagnation more than a few dozen times on Lupus without a single break. It did not matter how resistant Lupus was, the few curses that did take effect were enough for him to slow down for an instant and all Setsuna’s spit needed was an instant to reach and pierce his right eye, causing the Wolf King to let out a blood curdling scream of pain and rage at the humiliation of losing his eye against a group of Dukes he did not even initially pay attention to.

The attack forced him to loosen his grip around Setsuna’s neck. The poor girl fell helplessly on the ground, too weak to even move a single inch.

However, things did not stop there. There was no way Setsuna would have waited for this moment only to take one eye from Lupus… as satisfying as that action was for her, it was not the end but only the beginning.

{Now!}

The ground shook as three large shadowy snakes burst forth from underneath Lupus’ feet and brought forth their relentless onslaught, ensnaring him in their venomous holds. Milia’s snakes were created with her power of Devouring and as befitting its name, the voracious snakes immediately started draining the energy of the prey they had ensnared.

Milia let out a grunt as Lupus’ never-ending energy was transferred to her at the highest speed she was able to drain him. The difference in the reserves between a Duke and a King was as vast as the ocean itself, and her mana veins were screaming under the relentless strain of a never-ending stream of power, making her feel that her body was about to explode.

She did not relent, however, not even for a single moment. How could she even think about doing something like that when Setsuna had sacrificed so much just for this very moment? As long as she could absorb even 10% of Lupus’s current reserves, she would consider it a win.

Lupus could feel his mana draining at rapid speeds, far faster than had since the start of this battle. He ignored the throbbing pain in his eye as he started tearing apart the snakes restraining him from all sides. Even though new snakes were constantly generated to keep him restrained, there was no way Milia would be able to keep him at bay for long.

“You think such charlatan tricks can stop me!?”

He shouted, his roar causing the air to screech. however…

“Of course, we know this alone is not enough.”

Lupus stopped short as Isis, who had been staying at the very back of the group up until now appeared close enough to take his head between her hands, her eyes glowing with a mix of crimson and gold.

“Lupus Ira. It’s time for your sins to be judged. Show me your soul.”

Her voice seemed to come out of the very depths of the greatest abyss and violently permeated his whole spirit.

Past memories of his life right from the very day he was born flashed through his mind. His life as a child. His life as a teen. His first kill.

Everything about him was like an open book to Isis.

"Get out of my head!!"

He let out a roar of pain and anguish, as the world around him changed, and a constant stream of memories manifested and wreaked havoc in his mind.

In the deepest part of his mind, he could see the phoenix girl sitting on a throne while on her right side, a wolf-like monster the size of a house was crouching down, looking at him with hunger evident in its eyes.

Behind her, a black scale was floating steadily while measuring two objects. On one side was a golden feather, and on the other side was a heart that was beating at a crawling pace.

Lupus was confused and for the very first time… started to feel true fear, as he looked at the ominous scene. This was a skill he had never even heard about, nor could he even fathom how a mere Duke was capable of using such power.

[You are being judged.]

An answer came to his mind while chains covered and restrained his spirit and soul. They tried to make him kneel, but the pull of the chain was not strong enough for such action against a dignified King.

“You!? Judging me!? Don’t make me laugh!”

He ignored the image of his brother and sister-in-law dying at his hands. His own guilt might eat at him but his pride was too strong to let anyone other than himself judge him for his sins.

“You have no right to judge me!”

He rejected his past and ignored his sins, and then, a crack began to appear in the world that governed the mind and housed the soul.
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The Eyes of Judgment. One of Isis' deadliest skills and a skill she used on very rare occasions. The difference in power between her and the party she judged was extremely important, as the Weak could never judge the Strong. But even so, it was not completely ineffective even against people stronger than her.

Everything depended on their sense of guilt and the magnitude of that guilt on their inner mind, and if there was one thing she could perceive from Lupus’ soul, it was that he had a lot of guilt pent up inside him, locked away at the deepest depths of his being. This was the only reason she had accepted this crazy, nearly suicidal plan.

Isis felt a sour taste in her mouth as blood and bile rose at the same time. Trying to judge a King was hard. Trying to judge a Blessed King was nearly impossible. The backslash from her mind realm breaking was extreme but she could not stop here.

{Even if he is judged, I cannot give him the death penalty. Killing and taking the throne was a Divine Ordainment, as he was given a Blessing. His act of fratricide does not surpass the Divine Law. As a King, he also has power of life and death over his subjects, so nothing he did is considered a crime by the laws of this world. At best, we can seal a part of his strength by using his guilt.}

Isis had already explained this to them and they knew she could do nothing while Lupus was under judgment. However, the same applied to Lupus, and now Milia was free to pump as much energy as she could.

However, this was still not the end, still not a decisive strike. They were not just stalling for time or hoping to weaken Lupus. All this time, they moved toward a singular goal— killing Lupus.

Isis was frozen in place as she judged Lupus’ soul. Setsuna could not even muster enough strength to move, and Milia was facing the strain of a King’s mana threatening to destroy her whole existence.

But there was one person… one who had acted as if she was completely done for, waiting exactly for this instant.

Purple mana started swirling around Lilin as she pushed herself out of the ground, while her wounds healed at visible speed until only a faint scar was left. Her form changed as long leathery wings formed at her back and two curved horns formed on her forehead.

Lilin’s succubus blood may not be pure but it was extremely strong, and the current transformation brought out all the strength she could muster and beyond.

『 Zone -:- Boundless Sword 』

Her surroundings were covered by her sword aura, rendering distance meaningless as her strike would reach her target no matter where she stood as long as her target remained in her Zone. However, Lilin knew it wasn’t enough to finish Lupus.

What she needed now was not a multitude of slashes, but rather a single all-powerful sword attack that would end this fight once and for all.

Bending down slightly and spreading her feet apart, Lilin took hold of the hilt of a sword as it remained sheathed, entering a traditional Iai stance. It was not her sword but rather the sword that belonged to a woman who once swore vengeance on Lupus.

The sword of Setsuna’s servant, born from resentment and cursed toward the one man who had taken everything away from her. Known as Neun for years, her true name was Ayame— the maidservant who once took care of Setsuna in her childhood.

Lilin focused inwardly, discarding all distractions; her sword intent flowed naturally and condensed under careful, delicate, and meticulous control.

Once again, she was one with the sword and one with the world as well. Her breathing steadied and her heartbeat calmed down to a crawl, almost coming to a stop.

Everything except her target vanished from her field of vision. Like a calm lake, her silence descended on the battlefield. She ignored the bleeding Isis and the shouting Milia. She did not pay attention to the destruction of the shadow snakes that were restraining Lupus, nor did she see how Isis was already taking steps back while bringing Setsuna with her.

Her entire mind and soul were focused on this one single instance, even as a part of her remembered the first time she used this technique, back when she fought against the dwarf gunslinger.

Lilin was not the young inexperienced warrior of then who needed Three Steps to attain her target and yet she knew that only by taking those three steps could she reach the maximum velocity and striking power.

All the ideal conditions were reunited.

Lupus was as weak as he would ever get. No divine weapon, no divinity, exhausted mana reserves, along with Isis’ judgment had culminated to seal more than 50% of his remaining powers.

Now all she needed to do was— take that first step.

{Lilin, now!}

“One step to go beyond the speed of sound…”

This would be the strongest strike she ever swung in her life. Already, her muscles screamed as she broke past all her limits.

“Two steps to go beyond the speed of light…”

Blood exploded all over; even her skin started to burn from the ferocity of her mana and the strain the world was putting on her. It was clear that she would be immobile after performing this attack.

“Three steps to reverse causality!”

Time and space were erased. The past and the future fused into the present and cause and effect were reversed.

『 God Slaying Sword Art -:- Negative distance 』

The very moment Lilin unsheathed her sword, Lupus’ eyes opened wide in disbelief as he saw the world spinning around him. His head had been cleanly separated from his body and blood splattered all over as his body slumped on the ground.

When Lilin sheathed her sword again, she nearly screamed out loud, as pain unlike anything she had ever experienced assailed her whole body. Falling to the ground, she remained immobile as she became unable to even support her own weight.

Even so, she did not mind her state. This pain was more than worth it. They did it! They had won! Without the help of Sol, the four of them converged their forces and took down a bonafide King.

Many things had to be put in place, like strings needing to align on a set course, for this moment to come to fruition.

If Sol had not taken the divine weapon with him.

If Lupus had not been weakened when nourishing the divine weapon.

If he had not underestimated them or tried to play with them like the sadistic maniac that he was.

So many ifs, so many whats, and so many instances where even a single thing going out of place would lead to all of their deaths.

However, such thoughts didn’t matter anymore. “Setsuna we…” Lilin forced herself to look up even though her vision was momentarily blinded as blood covered her eyes. She wished to see her friend and share this moment of victory with her.

After all, Lupus had died from the sword of Ayame.

“Well, well, well… Now aren’t you happy you made a deal with me?”

She stopped short and not only her but even Isis, Setsuna, and Milia froze in place as they looked at a man who appeared seemingly out of nowhere and was standing right beside the bleeding head of Lupus.

He was an unassuming man. Even now, those who could see him would have difficulty describing what he looked like. The only thing they would be able to remember would be his monocle.

The man was not alone. By his side was a tall woman with two long horns on her forehead. She was holding a large metallic bat filled with spikes.

“Hello everyone. Happy to meet you.”

“Who are you?” Milia asked, her hand trembling and veins bulging while her eyes were bloodshot. The side effects of housing far more mana than she could possibly contain were showing themselves already.

The man took off his top hat and placed it against his chest as he gave a theatrical bow.

“Through history, I had many lives and many names. But for now, you can simply call me Eins.”

Time seemed to go still. This name was not foreign to them. Eins, the second-highest ranked of the Wings of Freedom and more importantly–

“A Demi-god.”

Isis murmured breathlessly. Things were definitely taking a turn for the worse. They had already given their all to barely win against an extremely-weakened King. Even in their peak condition, and no matter how many things fell into place to push them forward, they stood no match for a Demi-god.

“Well then, young ladies. Would you be so kind as to follow me? I need some bargaining chips to recover the spear.”

Even though he directed those words at them, he didn’t even look at their general direction as he went past them. He took Lupus’ head in his hand before walking toward the body. He was the epitome of confidence, as he knew that absolutely no one could match him at this moment on the battlefield

Or at least, that should have been the case in theory. The reality was vastly different, however.

“It seems like Sol was right. I still have my part to play.”

His smile slowly vanished as a feminine voice reached them from high up in the sky. There, a tall golden-haired woman clad in a white robe with streaks of blue manifested out of thin air.

“Camelia Castitas.”

He muttered the name with confusion, wondering what a Supreme Daughter was doing so far from her Church.

However, he soon realized what was about to happen. After all, the Kings of the Seven Kingdoms were not the only ones who could use divine power. Sadly for him, the realization came far too late.

Placing her hands together, Camelia muttered a prayer, “Dear goddess, come to me and help me purge those faithless traitors.”

『 Forbidden Technique -:- Goddess Descent 』

Radiant holy light came pouring down from the sky in a pillar of brightness, streaming down like a waterfall. And with that, six pairs of wings, all wielding eyes of varying sizes, all closed, manifested on Camelia’s back.


Chapter Twenty-Eight


It's Time


While the divine light enveloped Camelia's body in heavenly radiance, far away from her position, a woman of short stature was standing while holding a pair of binoculars in her hand. A set of revealing, almost-scandalous kimono covered her petite frame, and two horns protruded from her forehead.

Her body was trembling intermittently and even the binoculars in her hand were on the verge of cracking with the pressure she was exerting on them.

“Lady Doji, we need to leave this instant. A fight between two Demi-gods could level the entire battlefield.”

The soldier spoke to her with a worried frown. The earlier fight had been an incredible sight — no doubt about that. However, the fight that was about to transpire was in a whole different realm than anything they had ever witnessed before.

“I know.”

Shuten Doji took a deep breath as she lowered the now-destroyed binoculars. Initially, she had joined the battlefield more out of morbid curiosity than anything else, wondering how the fight with the King of Wratharis would end.

What she saw, however, went beyond her expectations, or even any of her wildest imaginations. Four Dukes had made history by beating a King on their own. Lupus' state did not factor in the slightest in their incredible feat. The sheer ludicrousness of it was enough that people would remember them for ages. Those women would surely be added to the pages of history for what they had achieved.

Well, that should have been the case… if not for the intruders butting in at the end of the battle.

She has changed a lot.

She was taller, and far stronger than before. Her hair had also changed into a beautiful golden color, and her horns were covered in a metallic sheen.

Shuten gnashed her teeth with a complicated expression on her face as she thought about the woman who followed the man named Eins.

She was Ibuki Doji, the previous leader of the Oni tribe, as well as Shuten Doji’s mother. There were only very few people in existence who Shuten hated more than her mother Ibuki. The vile woman was a selfish, egotistical monster who had completely given up on her tribe and her family, forsaking them to fight more-powerful individuals to fuel her battle lust. She didn’t even let her family tie her down from fulfilling this selfish goal of hers.

If that had been the length of her misdeeds, then her actions could have simply been chalked up as the whims of an eccentric with too much zeal and no social cues whatsoever.

However, she had not just stopped there. Far from it, in fact. Not only did she abandon her family, but she had even betrayed their faith and joined a terrorist organization that wanted to destroy all the realms!

The fact had been unknown by most individuals. Even Shuten, Ibuki’s own flesh and blood, had been in the dark about this matter… until now, that is. With her appearance on the battlefield, Shuten had no doubt that people wouldn’t be able to make the connection and identify the woman as Ibuki.

“Let's go.”

Turning around, she walked away from the vantage point, intent on erasing even the sight of the woman from her memory. She needed to start working on keeping the reputation of her clan intact, since the news of her mother’s arrival and eventual betrayal would soon spread throughout the continent.

“Yes!”

The soldiers who served as her guards let out a sigh of relief. It was clear for anyone to see that they weren’t exactly keen on witnessing the battle between two Demi-gods.

Unlike them, however, Doji was cool and composed even during this precarious situation. In her mind, she couldn’t help but wonder about one fact.

What is the prince doing?

One of the biggest factors of Lupus’ demise had been undoubtedly the loss of his divine weapon early on in the battle. Shuten Doji was close to Kiku, and she had a great understanding of how much a Divine Weapon affected a Blessed. The amount of special power that had to be sacrificed to use the weapon’s powers couldn’t be described in words.

While absent for a major part of the battle, it was undeniable that the victory of the four Dukes was only possible due to Sol’s actions.

But this begged the question… where was he now?

And more importantly, would his presence or absence change anything in the upcoming clash?

After all— for everything he had accomplished, the prince was only but a Duke.
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In a different dimension, hovering in the air with a spear piercing his stomach and his wounds refusing to close, Sol had been observing the past and present events with a focused expression. The Divine Weapon was not to be taken lightly, given its continuous attempts to erode both his body and mana and slowly, painfully drive him into death’s embrace. Any other Duke in his place would have died without exception.

His fists were bleeding as he had to continuously clench them and force himself to not intervene in the fight between the girls and Lupus. The only thing that stopped him from acting was his belief in the girls to pull it off one way or another. In the end, they had done more than just pull their weights. They had gone way beyond his expectations, overcoming all limits and boundaries to win the fight.

The growth that the fight brought was necessary for both Setsuna and Lilin. Unlike the other two, they were newly-appointed Dukes and had to attune to their powers and stabilize their realms.

Now that they had won, however–

“I knew that someone would intervene in the end.” Sol couldn’t help but mutter under his breath as Camelia started the Goddess Descent and brought down power beyond what her mortal body could bear. The Divine Descent was a time-limited skill that a Supreme Daughter could only use once in her entire life. After all, the only outcome for a mortal body that housed the power of a Goddess was either death or living the rest of their life as a cripple without any power.

Most Supreme Daughters didn’t have the connection to the respective goddesses that they served, or even the power necessary to house the divinity in their bodies. In the past, Castitas had refused to descend into Camelia’s body when had Nihil attacked Lustburg.

The only reason they had even accepted the request for the descent at this moment was quite clear to Sol. The goddesses were starting to get worried. It seemed like in their minds, Nihil, the leader of the Wings of Freedom, was less of a threat than Eins, her close second.

Sol sighed, erasing all thoughts about the upcoming clash. From the tears and numerous voids in his dimension, he could feel that Lilith’s fight had also come to an end, with her as the final victor. Sun Wukong was not dead, but he seemed content in staying down and not moving, despite having lost an arm and being almost cleaved in two by Lilith’s sword.

“Lilith, go help them.”

His voice traveled directly to her ears, and he opened a portal to help her descend to the battlefield.

While he knew that Lilith was quite tired from the battle, he had no choice but to send her to keep Zwei in check and prevent her from hurting the girls, who were all but depleted after their fight against Lupus. Thankfully, with the intervention of the Wings of Freedom, this was not a war between Wratharis and Lustburg anymore, so Isis was able to use her undead without thinking of any repercussions that may come her way.

Now I need to focus on myself.

Taking a deep breath, he focused on the feeling of divinity that the spear piercing his stomach emanated. This spear was a true work of art and a powerful weapon to boot. Sol could only flee endless glee at having obtained the spear to devour as he wished.

He had been troubled about what he could do to catch a big fish this time around but Lupus had been very helpful. More than he could ever imagine.

“Thanks for the dinner.”

『 Inverted Dimension -::- Inverted Causality 』

Sol had not stayed idle during his stay at the dimension. He had been studying and analyzing the flow within the divine weapon. Thanks to his intimate relations with Setsuna, and having seen Ira in person, Sol was able to complete his analysis with ease and with minuscule waste.

As for the control… compared to the divine power he used in the past to temporarily reach the Demi-god realm, the current level of divine power was far too weak to even be compared.

The flow of divine power that was trying to harm him and erode him stopped briefly before subtly reversing altogether. This was no different from how he changed the flow of the witches’ curse, only at a much higher level.

Thanks to Milia’s and Echidna’s teachings, he was finally able to devour all the divinity that the weapon housed. All of his seven main chakra pathways were filled to the brim with the power of divinity. The divine power flowed along his veins, giving him the feeling of being bloated but never stretched. Sol nearly laughed out loud with glee. Divine power was euphoric, and it made him think of all he could do with that power, even though it was not enough to make him become a Demi-god.

However, he didn’t need to become a Demi-god this time around. After all, his wish wasn’t to acquire a temporary power-up like last time.

“It’s time.”

Sol sat up and pulled out the dimmed spear, now devoid of divine power, from his stomach before tossing it away like garbage.

Indeed, it was time. The time to become…

A King.


Chapter Twenty-Nine


Assemble!


While Sol was busy going through the final preparations for his ascension to the King-realm, Lilith was gazing at the new portal in front of her with a vacant expression.

Utter exhaustion would be the best way to express the state of her body and mind. The last sword strike she had enacted was performed by putting everything she had in her, all her being and soul. And now, she could barely move with the exhaustion plaguing her. Her energy was rapidly filling up, however, and she could only thank her special constitution for this replenishing effect.

Sol had been clear and concise about his plan. If he asked her to come back, despite having fought Wukong, then it could only mean the situation was about to take a turn for the worse and could go down a route that they hadn’t even wanted to imagine.

“You are still alive, right? Why don’t you get up?”

Lilith shifted her gaze towards Wukong, a dejected glint in her eyes. For she, who had bragged endlessly about being able to cut anything and everything, the fact that she had been unable to completely cut down Wukong was quite the blow to her pride. At the very last moment of her strike, just as he was about to die, Wukong managed to gain enlightenment and thus strengthened his defenses by a great margin, which allowed him to survive her full-powered strike.

Well, at least she could console herself with the knowledge that the arm the warrior had lost would never heal in this life, even if the wounds in his torso might heal somewhat. Her attack was simply that powerful.

“Why should the loser move? I am just waiting for you to deal the final blow.” Wukong’s voice was calm even in the face of defeat. What he had just lost in this duel wasn’t just his arm or a part of his soul. The name he received when he advanced to the King realm, Victorious Fighting Buddha, was based on the principle of continuous victory.

It would have been one thing to lose to someone in a realm higher than him or someone far older, wiser, and experienced. However, since he had lost against Lilith, who was both younger and objectively weaker than him, his name had officially become meaningless, desecrating the power that came along with it.

The current state of his powers was not unlike that of the Queen of Elves, after she had fought against and was subsequently defeated by the Witch of Life, thus effectively losing her path towards the Demi-god realm forever.

Now, unless he discarded his King name and even his Zone and started from scratch, he would never manage to become a true Demi-god as he was.

“You seem quite calm for someone who has lost so much.” Lilith sheathed her sword and took a deep breath, calming her aura. She needed to focus every second available to her on recovering more of her mana if she wanted to be of any help on the other side of the portal.

As if to help her get a grasp on what she was about to become involved in, the Mirror dimension – or the Inverted Dimension, as Sol now called it – changed form and now, they were able to see what was happening on the other side of the portal.

Her eyes immediately locked on Zwei and all thoughts about taking a break vanished from her mind.

Zwei was once known throughout the Mortal Realm as Ibuki Doji. She had been a companion in their adventurer group, and was the ultimate cause behind Mars’ and Blaze’s demise.

Lilith may have lost the excessive infatuation she had for Mars, but that did not mean she would ever forget the sole person responsible for his untimely demise on that accursed day.

As if responding to her ever-soaring killing intent, innumerable swords of all shapes and forms manifested in her surroundings and whirled to form a veritable storm.

“It seems like you have a bone to pick with that woman.”

Lilith nodded wordlessly to the fallen warrior’s words.

“I will help you.”

Wukong stood up, his wounds still bleeding and his arm missing, never to be recovered. However, his expression showed no particular worry about his critical condition.

“You want to help me?” Confusion laced Lilith’s voice as she asked the question with a frown on her face. It had not even been a few minutes since the two were literally trying to annihilate the other. She had even destroyed his path to further power and effectively crippled him for life.

For people with mindsets similar to the fallen warrior, the current situation was even worse than death itself. And yet… Sun Wukong was wearing a serene expression, as if he was free from all worldly shackles and desires.

“You might not be able to understand it. However, I needed this loss. Losing against you was probably the best thing that has happened to me as I am now.” Wukong's remaining hand moved and caught his staff, Ruyi Jingu Bang.

“In the past, my Zone and Name were based on my own pride and desire for battle. This was also my folly. After all, who can be ever-victorious in life? My path may have seemed bright, but it was limited— a path filled with endless danger and transient glory. The path that I was walking would never allow me to become truly strong or even become a False God. That was my fate.”

He grinned and twirled the Ruyi in his hand while his skin started to shine in a golden hue. The wounds on his body started to heal at a visible rate and even the stump of his arm stopped bleeding altogether.

“When you meet Buddha, kill him. This was what I learned from Lady Tiamat once, when I was younger. However, I could not understand her words… until now, that is. After this fight, I will kill the Buddha in my heart and walk on a new road that belongs to me and me alone.”

“You… you are going to do everything from scratch?”

Wukong nodded as if it was a given, “Indeed. Is it not what you have done, as well? Your power is very different from what was known in the past.”

Lilith nodded her head with a sigh. When Sol had saved her, Lilith made the bold decision of destroying her Name and Zone and treading a new path.

However, things were far different for her than for Wukong. When she had essentially changed her whole identity and trode on the new path, she was backed up by an insurmountable level of energy and was essentially able to speed-run through the ranks like there was nothing.

If Wukong broke his path, he would have to start from scratch, and it would take him months or even years to even regain his former powers and attain the King-rank. Worse, there was a nine out of 10 chance that Wukong would not be able to succeed in attaining the path he sought.

“I will succeed.”

Wukong words were filled with assurance and unequivocal confidence. Not even the slightest bit of fear reflected in his eyes as he boldly started to advance toward the portal Sol had created.

Lilith could only let out a deep sigh as she looked in the distance. While it was faint, thanks to her connection to the dimension, she could feel tremors traveling all over the place. The dimension was changing, strengthening and broadening far beyond its initial capacity.

She knew nothing about dimensional mages, but she knew that such changes could only happen when the wielder was undergoing a metamorphosis in their powers, and it was not hard for her to guess what Sol was about to do right now.

“Be careful please.”

Lilith felt uneasy, more than she ever had before. She might not be a Blessed, but as a Singularity, she was also sensitive to Fate and her heart was telling her that whatever was about to happen now might change Sol forever.

She hesitated a moment before giving a small cough, her face turning red as she muttered those words at a volume so low that not even Sun Wukong would be able to catch them with all his powers.

“When all this ends, I will give you a reward. Anything you want and by that, I mean… anything.”

Giving one last very suggestive emphasis on the ‘anything’ in her words, she immediately bolted out of the dimension alongside Sun Wukong.

Meanwhile, further in the dimension, Sol couldn’t help but chuckle as he heard his aunt’s promise. He may have been feeling a little stressed out about what he was about to do, but thanks to Lilith’s bold encouragement, his heart slowed as he realized that he was not doing this alone.

“Are you guys ready?” He spoke without turning around as the sound of footsteps reached him.

“Always are. After all, we are about to be part of a story like no other.” Persephone, the Witch of Life, gave an elegant laugh as she stopped in a very specific direction.

“You are always so reckless.” Medea, the Witch of Time, gave a worried glance as she looked at the spear Sol had thrown away, but she still obediently stood in her position.

“I hope you have not forgotten your promise.” Freya, the Witch of Space, clad in her usual pink outfit, giggled as she stood opposite Medea.

“Ugh. I didn’t think we would have to do another super-complicated ritual so soon.” Kali, the Witch of Destruction, adjusted her witch’s hat as she stood opposite Persephone.

The four witches of Salem — the Four Directions — were gathered once more, with Sol sitting cross-legged at the center of their circle.

Finally, directly above him, he heard, “I hope you will succeed in your endeavor.”

There was Ambrosia the All-Knowing.

Sol grinned as he looked up, “Trust me one more time. Soon, all your investments will be paid back in full and then some.”

He was about to start what would perhaps be the greatest ritual in the history of the Mortal Realm. All so he could become a King. Truly, things always tended to reach another level when he was involved. For a short instant, he couldn’t help but wonder what he would have to do to become a Demi-god.

Well, he let the future him deal with that headache — he would focus on becoming a King for now.


Chapter Thirty


Ritual


After placing the witches in the positions in which he needed them, Sol immediately cut his wrist to let blood flow out in small trickles. He would've wanted the process to be faster, but keeping the wound open was a pain in the ass due to his regeneration. All he could do was repeatedly cut his wrist to gather enough blood for the ritual.

I guess I really cannot fault Camelia after this.

Joking inwardly, to give himself some levity, Sol started manipulating the flow of his blood with his hands to draw the magic circle he had in his mind.

The first step was to form a large circle as the outermost perimeter. He made sure that all of them were inside the outermost circle, and soon added a second blood circle inside the first that contained him alone.

Finishing with the overall architecture of the magic circle, Sol proceeded with the second phase.

This time, two stars with four branches each were drawn in such a way that they looked like a singular star with eight branches extending outward. The first star formed with its branches stopping just shy of the outermost circle, while the second star, with smaller and shorter branches, stopped at the inner circle in which he was positioned.

Each of the witches stood precisely on the branches of the largest star.

“A compass?” Ambrosia muttered under her breath as she observed the fascinating formation that Sol had constructed. From her position directly above them, she could see the full scope of the magic circle Sol was drawing. No matter how she looked at it, the shape and content could only be surmised to be a compass. Each of her daughters was standing on one of the branches extending from the star, and from the orientation, it was easy to see that those branches represented the North, West, South, and East.

Interesting.

Ambrosia could more or less understand what Sol was trying to achieve as her eyes paused on the star whose branches represented the North-West, South-West, South-East, and North-East directions.

With him as the center and her daughters as the four directions and then the four blank spaces in between… things were taking quite an interesting turn. Her gaze soon moved to what was happening outside of Sol’s dimension and settled on the bleeding girls – the four Dukes who had defeated Lupus – and she couldn’t help but give a small smile.

Sol was very daring this time. She could only wait and see what the future King of Lustburg had up his sleeve.
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Finished with his preparations, he couldn’t help but nod his head in satisfaction at his creation. He would have never thought that the few lessons he had received from Medea about witchcraft would prove to be so useful to him in critical moments— be it with what happened with Lilith not long ago or now.

Using his blood meant the circle was imbued with his divinity rather than the sum he had stolen from Lupus. He couldn’t afford to waste the divinity of a King-ranked being, after all, especially when it was far more concentrated due to him being a Blessed as well.

Meanwhile, he made sure to consume as much of his own divinity as he could. The concentration of the divinity he consumed was so much that parts of his hair showed signs of losing the golden glow that signaled his Blessed status, slowly veering towards becoming a lustrous silver-white.

So this should have been my original hair color, huh?

He was reminded of what happened with Camelia when she acted as if she had lost her divinity and blessing. Her original hair color had been brown, when she had not yet received her Blessed status.

“Well, the first phase of the ritual is complete.”

He took another deep breath, doing his best to fight against the seemingly insurmountable pressure of what was ahead and calm down his wildly-beating heart. He was betting a great deal now with his current plans and he could not afford to fail. Not to mention, he had the feeling that if he was unable to obtain the Name he sought right at this moment, he would never be able to obtain it in the future. Even if he started from scratch like Tiamat or Lilith, the name he sought would be lost to him forever.

For a better future… For a future with no tragedy… I need to succeed right now.

He would not have the same ending as his alternative future self. “Girls, whatever happens next… do not intervene. Do not move. I simply need you to provide me with your power and concepts.” He spoke solemnly as he made sure that they would not act rashly and destroy his life’s work due to their worries regarding his safety and state.

“It’s finally time.”

So, lifting his hand, Sol summoned the spear he had thrown away. Turning it around and bringing the point towards him, he pierced his heart in a sharp and swift movement.

Blood splashed, his expressions contorted and all the witches, Ambrosia included, watched with pure incomprehension on their faces.

“Only by facing death can I come closer to The End.”

For a dragon such as Sol, simply having his heart pierced would never be a fatal wound. This was even more so since the weapon was devoid of any of the divinity with which it was originally imbued.

However, things changed a great deal when he lowered his defenses and let the spear do its job.

And so, Sol faced death for the second time in his two lives. Deep in his sea of consciousness, the letters D and E shone with unprecedented light. Meanwhile, in his dimension, the witches looked at each other in dismay before Medea took in a deep, trembling breath.

“Sisters, it is time.” She said with as much confidence as possible.

Medea, the Witch of Time— the Witch representing the West.

Freya, the Witch of Space— the Witch representing the East.

Persephone, the Witch of Life— the Witch representing the South.

Kali, the Witch of Destruction— the Witch representing the North.

The Four Directions shone with a bright hue, each of them focusing on the concepts and power that constituted their very existence on this plane. Their respective powers started flowing into the outermost circle that they were bound within and soon flowed into the different branches of the first part of the star. The four branches channeled their power into a singular point and soon, all of their powers brewed into one and focused on Sol alone.

“We need to be careful with what comes next,” Persephone spoke as she gazed at him.

Kali gritted her teeth, as she felt some resistance in her side. Her power of Destruction, while close enough to the concept of Death in a way, was causing dissonance, as it did not mesh particularly well with the power of Life that channeled out of Persephone.

It was a core flow of her being, ever-present, a constant reminder of her inferiority and difference from her sisters. Not being able to learn the concept of Death had been her life’s greatest regret, which haunted her still to this very day. This was ironic when taking into account that, as a Reincarnator, few should be more acquainted with Death than her.

It was only after she finally stabilized the meshing of her concept as far as possible could they finally transitioned to the next phase of their roles.

“Sol is fucking crazy. I swear this is the last time I will participate in one of those rituals.”

She cursed; even as crimson light shone in her gem-like eyes.

『 Avatar -::- Shiva 』

This current process was similar to what they had done when changing Lilith's race, thus saving her life. Kali couldn’t help but wonder if Sol had some suicidal tendencies, seeing as though he was performing such a life-threatening procedure once more. However, she knew that at this juncture, all she could do was to believe that he would pull through somehow, as they had during Lilith’s case.

As such, Kali used her power of destruction to attack the interior of Sol’s body. Unlike Lilith, however, her first target was not Sol’s veins, but rather, the remaining divinity that was settled inside his body. As a Chaos Dragon, Sol was extremely resistant to any form of magic, so she had to make sure she didn’t use too much power in the process, or else his bloodline would negate her magical powers.

It was a very delicate process; she had to make sure to not destroy his entire body, only the targeted areas within his body that they needed for the completion of the procedure. The divinity that she was trying to extinguish was actively resisting her will, making the procedure far more difficult than Lilith’s case. Even so, she continued with as much care and meticulousness as she could muster, trying her very best so that Sol wouldn’t be affected beyond a certain threshold.

When she was finally finished with her ever-so-delicate task, Sol’s majestic golden hair had been completely replaced with a lustrous silvery white, a stark contrast to his original appearance. However, she still didn’t have the leisure to marvel at the sudden change.

I am becoming an expert in burning bloodlines.

First Lilith and now Sol. She hoped that this would be the last time something like this happened.

Ugh, I feel like I raised a red flag.

“Persephone,” Kali said.

“I know.” Persephone was not flustered. This time, she acted before Medea. Her goal was not to heal him, only to repair any damages that might have happened to his veins and counter the power of destruction.

『 Avatar -::- Demeter 』

Flowers of all kinds blossomed all around Sol as the energy of life overflowed. This time, Persephone did not have two phoenixes like Hathor and Isis to help, so she had a lot more on her plate than before. However, she was not worried about the extra pressure, because she knew that this was not the end of Sol’s journey — his story wouldn’t be cut short.

“I am done. Medea, it’s now your turn.”

“Yes.” Medea was only able to give a shaky nod to her sister. It was now time to stop Sol’s body in time. Once again, his Chaos physique proved to be a problem due to its magic-resistant nature. Being too competent came to bite back them this time, as Sol had even developed resistance against the machinations of time itself. However, as he was putting no conscious effort into defense, the difficulty was somewhat lowered.

『 Avatar -::- Chronos 』

Please, Sol, please, you have to be alright.

The most difficult thing Medea had to overcome, however, were her own shaking hands. It was imperative to keep Sol suspended in time, as they had to stop his body’s regeneration process and make sure that Luxuria’s divinity did not form inside him for the time being.

She hated every passing second of what she was doing to Sol, her mind already envisioning so many ways everything could go wrong; however, she still chose to go through with her task obediently. Not because she had no opinion of her own, but because she believed in Sol and his competence – she believed in his success.

And on the off chance that he failed? She would make sure that he didn’t have a trip to the underworld alone.

“Freya, help. Now!”

“Right.” Freya did not display her usual flippant attitude this time; the situation was too important for her to be acting frivolously. As Sol, the owner of this dimension, was unconscious, she needed to use her powers to limit the space inside which Medea’s powers took effect. Only through this method would they be able to reach the highest efficiency possible, consuming less energy to attain better results.

『 Avatar -::- Ouranos 』

Space warped at her fingertips and a bubble covered Sol’s body, making sure that all the energy channeling inside him was kept inside that space and didn’t leak out.

From above, Ambrosia observed each of the steps taken by her daughters. Many of the experiences and theories she had created over the years were being executed in front of her, and she appreciated the chance of being able to observe all of them firsthand.

She was also ready to act and share her own energy if it became necessary. Meanwhile, she could see that things were getting quite rowdy outside the dimension. The new Demi-god was fighting Camelia, while Lilith had engaged the Oni and the two were now in a standoff. Lilith was no slouch, but her opponent was extremely powerful based on what Ambrosia was able to sense.

As for Wukong, the Monkey King joining their side was an unexpected development, but it was very welcome in their current scenario. Somehow, Lupus’ head had been fused to his body, but he now resembled a monstrous abomination on the brink of losing his sanity. Whatever deal he had made with the Wings of Freedom, and whatever power he had gained in return, had clearly come with a steep price.

Thankfully, with all the King-ranked beings and above busy as they were, Setsuna and the other girls were free to move as they wished while they healed their injuries. Things were definitely heading in a very good direction.

I hope you will not disappoint me.

Ambrosia had a feeling she was about to witness an epoch-making moment and she hoped it would be through Sol’s victory. It would be quite hard to find another son-in-law so capable, after all.
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Sol’s plan hinged on many aspects, and luck was definitely one such factor. For most people, luck was nothing but an abstract concept that could not be measured or manipulated, but for Sol, things were a little different. He knew that there was a certain someone who would never stay still without acting once the ritual had started and he was betting on that.

In the capital of Lustburg, Scheherazade was flying frantically with a worried expression etched on her tiny face. At present, she was accompanying Chloe inside the church and she could not help but fidget restlessly.

“Are you alright?”Chloe asked, but Scheherazade could only show her a weak smile in response.

“Sol told me to not intervene this time, because what he is trying to accomplish involves many Kings and Demi-gods, and I might die if I try to get involved.”

Scheherazade clearly remembered how she had ended up when she helped Sol become a Duke. Her powers had been very useful, but she had nearly died as a result. If Sol hadn’t awakened when he had, she would have perished.

Now the situation was far worse and much more deadly. However, she knew that she could not just stand by and do nothing.

As such, placing her hands together, she prayed. She could not do much – perhaps nothing at all, for that matter. She was only but a Duke, in the end. But even so, she made a small wish, a wish for good luck and success in all of Sol’s endeavors.

It was nothing but a small wish, but her body froze and here she found herself falling toward the ground. Had Chloe not caught her, she would have crashed helplessly.

Holding on to her fading consciousness, Scheherazade made another wish. She wished that at the end of the day, they would all be reunited and have fun, just as they had before the war had separated them.
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In reality, Scheherazade was not one of the failsafes Sol had in mind; she was too weak to effect much change. However, there was someone else. Someone else who had enough power to skew the events to his advantage.

For what he wanted to do, it was necessary to affect the order of the world while following its intricate rules. To become a King, a being needed their own legend.

Sol had worked tirelessly for his legend to pass, for him to succeed at this juncture. Out of all his measures, the one with the most chances of success was the girl who had acted alone all this time, without any input from him.

Nefertiti.

Residing in the forest of the elves, Nefertiti was focusing on the link between her and Sol. She had selfishly asked him to give her this link when they were in the dragon territory because of her sense of insecurity and inferiority.

Now, though, this link between them was paramount in her having the right timing.

“Girls, are you ready?”

Hiding all the worries in her heart, Nefertiti turned around and gave a bright smile to the small assembly of elves watching her. They were all people she had slowly and carefully converted to a small degree. Sol had expressed his wish of not wanting her to abuse her power of Servitude, and that made her worry what she could do without using this power.

Thankfully, Nefertiti discovered that she did not need the power to accomplish what she had set out to do. The elves were already entranced by what dragons represented, and it had been easy for her to ensnare the less-experienced ones who had no firm faith in any of the other dragons.

A chorus of voices answered her, and the weight on her shoulders seemed to lighten alongside their symphony. She didn’t know how helpful she could be, but she knew that now wasn’t the time yet.

She had to wait. Just a little bit more.

“Very well. We will soon start the litany.”

It was time for her to help her lord.
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In the Astral Realm, holding the threads of destiny in their hands and weaving them in an intricate pattern, the three sisters of Fate were hard at work.

Skuld was panting and breathing hard, as if she had been running non-stop for a thousand kilometers. She could feel it in her bones — the moment she had been waiting for was fast approaching.

A new nexus, another point that would forever change Fate and avert the dark timelines she had been trying desperately to avoid.

THEY will wake up, and those who have already woken up might go into a frenzy.

As things were reaching this far, she knew that those who had been asleep even in the Dark Timeline would now wake up to intervene. This would mean that from today onwards, all her future knowledge would be completely useless. Even her powers to see the future would be severely affected by the newly-awakened adversaries’ influence.

Once all of them woke up, the future might even become worse than what they had anticipated. In the worst case, even Order and Chaos might decide to enter the fray. Such a scenario would lead to certain doom, there was no doubt about that.

However, as someone who could see and affect the future, she knew and understood this one truth more than anyone.

“If you let all the possible ways something can go wrong stop you from acting, you will never take a step forward.” She spoke to herself, trying to control her fears.

For every action taken, hundreds of thousands of bad things could happen as a result, and yet people had to act and make choices. Even refusing to make a choice was a choice in itself and for that very reason…

“Let’s fight for a better future.”

They had to fight, fight for the future they envisioned. Her hands never stopped, even as she thought of all the possible ramifications of what was about to transpire.

A new age would descend in the world and her darling would be at the forefront.


Chapter Thirty-One


I Will Succeed


While the world moved, and all the pieces Sol had prepared took their respective positions on the board to play according to his plan, he opened his eyes in his sea of consciousness, floating amid crystal clear waters of endless depths.

This place was no different from what he remembered when he became a Duke. There was an endless sea below and a clear blue sky above, stretching away to who knows where.

With vacant eyes, Sol gazed at the empty sky and slowly felt his position in the world of his consciousness. His current position was on the surface of the endless sea, not exactly where he needed to be to complete the current phase of his metamorphosis.

Deeper. Far deeper. At the very depths of this seemingly endless sea.

Sol did not move an inch; however, his body soon started to sink deeper into the water. Contrasting to the blank world above, the deep sea showed a far more turbulent world than he remembered.

It was an aquatic world, filled with strong currents yet no life. The deeper he sank, the more strongly he felt the sense of suffocation.

He recalled the truth behind everything that had happened during his ascension as a Duke and how the Avatar of Ymir was destroyed.

He could feel that his life was hanging by a thread, and he was steadily approaching death.

Death was an aspect with which Sol was very intimate. After all, he had already died twice, and not in a hypothetical sense. The first was when he had been nothing but a normal human on Earth, and the second time was not long ago, when he had faced Nihil and Surtr.

What was Death? Even with all his experience, it was still a question that was hard — almost impossible — for Sol to answer. However, many would consider Death the end of a person’s story, bringing the climax to their life and putting a period on everything that made a being who they were. For a select few, however, Death was part of a cycle, a necessity in a world that should never be erased.

Sol closed his eyes when he felt his back land on a hard surface. He had reached the deepest depths of his Sea of Consciousness. In the end, Life and Death were nothing but a cycle for Sol. There was no Life without Death, as even the largest stars would reach the end of their lifespan and then die in a blistering explosion of astronomical scale.

“If Life and Death are a cycle, then… I guess the End and Beginning are also cycles. If there is a Beginning, then there must be an End, the culmination of one’s journey. And if The End exists… then undoubtedly, a new Beginning would also exist for that particular individual later down the line. What do you think?”

Sol looked toward the slightly-opened gate and spoke in an indifferent tone. The once-closed gate was now ajar, showing only the Darkness that lay beyond the threshold.

Sol did not mind the lack of answer, and he stood up before walking toward his Gate of Truth. He could see the markings on it, a vivid illustration of the Tree of Knowledge.

When he finally stood a few steps away from the door, a giant eye manifested beyond the gate, as though appearing out of the endless darkness that lay beyond. The scene was eerie enough to spook even Sol, even though he had readied himself for something spooky to happen.

Even though all he could see was an eye, he had the distinct impression that the eye was smiling at him, and his experience told him that it was not just a feeling or his brain playing tricks on him.

“I would love to keep on prattling about philosophical ways of looking and understanding the world that surrounds us, but I do not have time for such things.”

While Sol had been sinking into the depths of the sea, images kept pouring inside his mind that reminded him of a distant past. Pictures and sounds, memories he had forgotten, or which had been sealed up for him to access when the time was right.

“Adam.”

Now he knew the identity of the being observing him from the other side of the gate. He also knew who was the source of all the dreams he had been experiencing lately, and all the strange information that was now filling his mind.

However, the knowledge changed nothing for him. In fact, it was only a confirmation that all his preparations until now were not useless.

[It seems like the young chick is ready to take its first flight.]

A clear, deep, and powerful voice reached him as the eye closed its lid and was replaced by a blurry silhouette with no distinct features to it, not even the shape. It was like mist, omnipresent.

“Playing mysterious again, are we?”

[No. I am simply being myself. After all, this might be the last time I have the chance to speak.]

Once again, Sol felt Adam smiling while gazing at him. Deciphering a faceless expression should have been impossible, but it seemed to not matter when it came to Adam.

[We are one, if not the same. So, it’s normal for you to be able to guess what I am feeling easily.]

“Correction. We are not one, nor are we the same.”

[Is that so?]

Adam’s tone was light, clearly finding Sol’s words mildly interesting, maybe even amusing. An irritating gesture, but manageable.

[Then, dear Sol… What do you wish for, right now? Why seek me once more?]

“I want to awaken a Name and become a King.”

[With your strength and talent, you could have become a King at any moment, and a very powerful one at that. Why seek more power when you already have enough?]

“Enough?” Sol chuckled, “Now that my memories have returned, all my suspicions about Aurora have been proven correct. It’s honestly a miracle she did not strike me down. Do you truly think I have enough power to deal with all the mess you have left for me?”

Adam stayed silent for a while, before ultimately sighing, an impossible feat with his blurry existence, but then, the world wasn’t lacking in impossible things.

[I guess more of them survived than I thought.]

“You seem glad. Happy even. It’s quite interesting. Why show relief when they all hate you after you killed them?”

[The Twilight of the Gods was an inevitable outcome. I seek the forgiveness of no one. I have simply done as I have needed to.]

“…”

[As for those who have survived… You should not worry too much about them at the moment. Without their territories, they are unable to get back their full powers.]

“I do not want to bet nor leave my life to the whims of Fate. It’s a very fickle existence, known to strike when you let your guard down. As such, I ask you to move out of the way.”

The only thing stopping him from reaching the power he sought was Adam himself.

Adam said nothing as he watched Sol walk forward and then phase through him like he was nothing.

[Hey, that is hell you are walking into. Once you go beyond this gate, nothing will ever be the same.]

Sol stopped for a moment, “I know.”

[Yet you’ve still decided to make such an illogical decision?]

“I will not break, because unlike you, I am not lifting this burden alone.” Sol laughed, his steps light, almost joyous. “Though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death, I will fear no evil. This may have all started because of my desires and selfishness, but at its core is a wish. A wish to save everyone I care for.”

[Even if that life… is that one where you must give up on your sense of self? Becoming nothing but a tool and a sword for Fate?]

“I refuse to give up, even on the slightest thing. Even if the path I walk is one drowned in lies, hypocrisy, and selfishness— I will become a monster if I have to, if that means I don’t have to give up on anyone or anything I hold dear.”

[I see.]

Adam did not look behind him. His gaze still focused forward, while his mind reminisced a past he wished to forget but was condemned to remember forever.

[You were right, Sol. You are very different from me.]

“Heh, you’ve taught me nothing. As long as my heart beats, I will control my Fate.”

Sol pushed the gate wide open and stepped through, leaving Adam alone in the Sea of Consciousness.

At this very moment, with Sol deep inside the gate, it would be so easy for Adam to emerge and take full control of his body. Sol should have known that, and yet he did not try to stop him.

“Haha… What a courageous fool. At least, there are still some similarities.”

Adam cackled out loud but did not move from his spot. He wanted to see whether the answer Sol would find at the end of this path would be one he would come to regret in the future.

Until then— he would wait patiently, eager to watch the story that Sol would weave.


Chapter Thirty-Two


Everyone is Fighting Hard


Stepping through the Gate of Truth, Sol was not sure what to expect when he reached the other side. Everything from here on would be a new experience for him that went beyond his calculations.

The fact that a source of unknown power had taken root in his heart for the entirety of his existence had been a great bother to him from the moment he was aware of it. It was definitely dangerous to have an unknown power slithering inside of him, so he had no choice but to seek out such a power. Even though there was a high chance it would swallow him whole, leaving nothing, Sol continued to march on without hesitation.

I should find something soon, right?

One step— just one step was all it took for him to find himself transported to a whole new world, completely different from any place he had traversed before.

What did the other side of his Gate of Truth hold? What kind of things could he see? What trials would await him?

The answer was now clear to him.

Nothing.

He could see nothing.

As a hybrid dragon, being able to see even in the deepest darkness should have been a given for him. But not here, not in this abyssal place. Even the strings of Fate that usually occupied his vision were nowhere to be seen.

Had Adam stayed in this place all this time?

Sol shuddered at the mere thought of living in such a place, and when he looked back, darkness was all that greeted him. The door to lead him outside didn't exist any longer — perpetual darkness had replaced its existence.

The situation was clear to him now. Either he found a way to escape from this place or he would be forever imprisoned here, with nothing but darkness as his partner.

Sol opened his mouth, cursing under his breath for finding himself in such a fucked-up place. However, he soon stopped, realizing that no sounds came out, no matter how much his lips moved. This… did not make sense. He was currently inside his sea or consciousness… his words and thoughts should virtually have no difference.

He could say nothing.

He moved around, trying to find at least some sense of direction but soon, doubt began creeping upon his mind. No sound reached him. Not the sound of his heartbeat, not even the sound of his steps.

He could hear nothing.

Ah….

Sol blinked — or at least he thought he did. He tried to pinch himself but he realized that he felt no pain, no sensation.

He could sense nothing.

By now, Sol realized that he was truly in deep shit. As a last resort, he even began sniffing, and as he feared…

He could smell nothing.

He did not know when, he did not know how, but slowly, all of his senses had been deprived of him, leaving him with nothing but his own sense of self.

Is this the End?

Absolute perpetual nothingness. A sad and lonely world— the destination of all things with their embers of existence extinguished. Every single thing in existence must meet its end, and they would eventually end up in this place.

Slowly, even his sense of self started to get eroded, the feeling that his consciousness was drifting somewhere far, far away was soon encroaching upon his existence.

… Huh?

He tried to reach out his arm, trying to grasp at something, anything… but he started to forget how to do that as well.

Focus!

It wasn’t just his arms. Since he was still able to think for himself, he realized he was sure that his head was still attached to his body, and so would be the rest of his limbs. However, even though he knew they were there, he couldn't recall how to move them at all. He surmised that his body should be in one piece, but even that thought began to drift and become doubtful to him.

… I still cannot feel anything.

If he could describe his situation in a nutshell, then it would be that his mind was wandering on its own, disconnected from his entire body. He could not see, hear, or feel his magic and for the first time, Sol started to realize just how important the five senses were when it came to keeping a person's sanity in check.

I have to get it together.

He finally understood why Adam had given him that warning, that nothing but hell awaited him if he were to cross the Gate. He could not feel anything, and his fears were starting to creep in, attacking his weakened mind. This was worse than any hell one could ever imagine. A hell of nothing but one's sense of self existing and that too dwindling with each passing moment was too horrifying.

… I am still alive, right?

As his perception of time started to distort, doubt began creeping in, and even though he continuously pushed away those thoughts and tried to focus… the fears were relentless, never stopping their onslaught on his mind.

Walk.

He thought to himself, he did not know if he was walking or he was staying put, but he still continued to focus on this single action…

Walking.

The direction did not matter, nor did the distance. All he needed was a singular point to keep his sense of self intact; otherwise, he could feel that his mind would start to drift without any sense of purpose until it got extinguished by this endless void of nothingness.

I am Sol Dragona Luxuria.

Sol repeated this firmly.

He was Sol.

He was the prince of Lustburg.

He always won, no matter what.

He would succeed in this Trial too.

The girls must be fighting now.

That would be quite lame — if he was to be defeated in his own mind, while his loved ones gave their all with their hopes and beliefs pinned on him.

Even if it was only for this vain purpose, he needed to win. To survive and to come out stronger than ever, just so he could be there for his loved ones.

But… could he even do that?

Sol smiled bitterly in his mind. He was biting off far more than what he could chew at this moment. Had he been alone, defeat would have been all but certain, for no mortal mind could face the solitude of endless darkness and still even hope to stay sane.

Thankfully, even if he could not see the threads of Fate in this forsaken place, and even while fear and doubt assailed his mind, he continued to walk as if he was never alone. And he would never be alone, he promised himself that.
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In the Mortal Realm, the transcendental fight between Camelia and Eins raged on, and the Supreme Daughter of Lustburg slowly felt herself reaching her limits.

Eins was surprisingly not that powerful, all things considered. She did not know if it was because he was holding back or if he was really only this strong in the first place, but she knew that as long as she got a clean hit, she could win.

Therein lay the first problem — being able to hit the slippery bastard.

“What is the matter? You cannot find me? I am to your right, you know?”

His mocking voice reached her, making her grit her teeth. She did not know whether or not he was telling the truth and that worried her. Eins had shown a power that completely isolated all her means. He seemed to be capable of manipulating her perception of reality, thus messing with all of her senses, be it mortal or divine.

Because of this, right and left, up and down, forward and backward, were all scrambled up, making it difficult for her to even sense him properly, hitting him was a faraway thought.

The one saving grace was that she was too powerful for him to hurt as well, but therein lay the second problem.

He was a true Demi-god, while her power was only borrowed — and said borrowed power was also reaching its limit.

[You should stop the descent and flee, you still have a chance to survive if you get away from him…]

The worried voice of Castitas reached her but she ignored it.

“It’s not time yet. I have to hold on.”

She knew that even now, Sol was working hard. So all she had to do was make sure all of his plans came to fruition.

Even if… she had to risk her life for it.


Chapter Thirty-Three


The End?


One plus one is two…

Ten times ten equals one hundred…

Four plus four equals eight…

The theorem of Pythagoras is…

Wait, what was I even doing just now?

… Oh, yes! Math! I was reviewing the basic arithmetic functions that I learned in my childhood.

Ha… haha….

For no particular reason whatsoever, Sol felt a genuine surge of happiness for the first time in a while, prompting him to laugh inwardly from the bottom of his heart.

It was an innocent laugh, like a child’s laughter full of purity. And that told him… he was reaching his limit. It had been long, so much he had even forgotten how much time he spent inside this endless void of nothingness.

After he stopped counting the time at 100 days, he started experiencing an internal meltdown, his sanity already on edge.

Has it been five months? Six? Or perhaps years? Decades? Centuries? Millennia?

There was no way to measure time inside this place bereft of everything. He could only guess while employing some ridiculous methods. He was sure that it was more than probable that only an instant had passed in the outside world; however, that wasn’t enough to calm him down or bring any comfort. Such was the solitude brought about by the End.

Perhaps he was already dead and was floating aimlessly in some part of the Afterlife. The very fact that he could even think coherently at the moment was nothing more than a miracle, the result of his inhumane mental fortitude and inherent nature.

Sol couldn’t help but laugh inwardly at the thought. Strange, he was sure that he was laughing wholeheartedly right now, but he could oddly feel that there were tears in his eyes. Of course, he couldn’t actually cry, but he imagined himself sobbing right now. Only by constantly bringing such thoughts of emotions into his mind could he keep himself sane for so long.

How did things get so bad?

He simply entered the Gate because he wanted to find the strength that would allow him to save everyone. To find the key to his future. Had he been too selfish and confident in himself?

Was I not strong enough to handle this challenge?

Had he truly been mistaken? If he was somehow able to escape from this abyssal hellhole… should he just run away, leaving everything behind? Should he perhaps aim for a weaker name instead?

Do I even have to do this?

As a Blessed and a Dimensional Mage, his path to power was more than just assured. Once he attained the King-rank, the path toward attaining the Demi-god realm would be nothing but a breeze, as he would face none of the restrictions that marred the path of others aiming for that realm.

With his Divine Weapon and Zone, even False Gods had no means of beating him. Though he technically couldn’t win against them, he could make sure that they would never win against him, either.

Murmurs echoed in his mind, tempting him, slowly bringing him toward a desire for acceptance. To settle for less, to give up.

This was the safe path. The logical path, one with no risks nor danger, and yet…

I don’t want that.

Sol tried to chase away the darkness encroaching upon his mind once again and shut down the murmurs creeping in, however, they proved to be more than a bit persistent this time around. Even if he could go back to the past, he was sure that would still take the same path. That was his decision and yet…

I am so tired.

More than anything, more than even his fading sense of self, what gnawed at his mind the most was his loneliness.

In this life, the longest time he had gone without someone at his side could be counted in hours or days at most, and even then… he was sure that he would be exaggerating the time to some extent. All his life, he had both people who loved him and people who hated him at an arm’s distance. No matter where he was, there was someone beside him.

But now? Now, there was no one.

His memory was starting to become faint with each passing moment. The faces of those he loved and cherished began to compress into a blur, and their voices were nothing but a distant indistinguishable noise and unstable glimpses.

I don’t want this!

He roared in his mind, trying to gather those scattered memories that he cherished more than life itself.

There was nothing he couldn’t defeat. If he wanted to give up, he would kill himself before he could ever enact such a thought.

If I didn’t even have this resolve, I would have never come here.

Sol swore to himself that he would find a way out of this shitty. godforsaken place. He had faced Death multiple times already, fought Demi-gods when he was a mere Duke, defied and schemed against the goddesses themselves, and was planning to conquer the entire mortal realm and put it under his control.

There was no way he would falter now! Not when he was so close to achieving all of his goals.

Yet the trial he was facing could never be overcome by a mortal.

Then…

I simply have to become something beyond human.

Sol thought back to all the changes that had slowly been happening to him over the course of a few weeks back in the real world, as he came closer and closer to the source. His mind changed, and his perception advanced further than ever before.

All this time, he had been fighting against that feeling, trying to stop himself from drifting too far away, fearing that he might lose himself and vanish forever. But now… he knew that he had no choice. If he did not change his thinking from a fundamental viewpoint, his consciousness would not be able to hold on and eventually scatter.

I feel like I’ve become a cicada.

Some species spent close to 20 years underground until they died. They had one chance in their 20 years to shed their skins, to break away from their confines and earn their sweet freedom… however short that freedom may be. They could become new creatures and fly through the skies. The cicadas who missed their chances died thinking that the ground was their whole world, never to be aware of the existence of the infinite horizons above.

I will never die in a shitty place like this.

Sol sharpened his will and stopped fighting the darkness. He had to accept it, embrace it, and become one with it.

Everything had its own End— the conclusion of their story.

Some were sad, some brought relief, while others brought grief and woe.

No matter what people tried, all would eventually reach their predetermined End, such was the inescapable Fate of everything in existence. This was a basic rule etched onto reality and imposed upon all existence. It was a rule that had been bestowed upon all existences at the very moment of their creation, and by that rule, even he would reach his own End, basking in the embrace of Finality.

But not now.

Every Beginning had its own End, and reaching the End brought about a new Beginning. It was a cycle that encompassed all, and Sol was left with no choice but to accept that he had no way to escape this cycle.

I see…

Realization started dawning on him and enlightenment burned in his heart.

From one’s perspective, this world and this entire universe would begin with our Life and end with our Death. As long as there is someone left to observe the world, the world can never reach the End.

They said to think is to exist. I think, therefore I am.

And so, what he must do from now on was set in stone. To reach the end of his story, he needed to cease all of his thoughts by doing so, he would finally erase his existence.

Truly the gamble of a lifetime.

All or nothing!

If he was wrong and if he failed, his existence would truly be extinguished for good and there would be no path left for him to return.

Slowly, Sol stopped trying to maintain his consciousness, and like a candle under a gust of wind, the flame started to flicker until it was completely snuffed out.

Thus ended the existence of one called Sol.


Chapter Thirty-Four


The Four


Standing in front of the Gate of Truth, Adam looked on with unbridled curiosity brimming in his eyes. The void of the End was not somewhere one could ever escape from. Once they entered, there would be no returning for them. The Shadow of Finality inevitably brought everything to nothingness.

Sol was not the first of his reincarnations. Many had come before him, and many had managed to reach this final step as well — and yet all of them had failed. All because they tried to control the never-ending power and authority that came with the End of all things, or… if they tried to reject the notion of facing the End.

Adam found the notion itself funny, if he had to be honest. After all, in the first place, how could one even control something that was the antithesis of all existence? If the End of all could be controlled, could it be truly called the End?

Such a philosophical problem resulted in one thing.

Failure.

Be it in this universe or the others, all his reincarnation inevitably failed at this step, failed to revert or deny the End. Thus, in all timelines, the End inevitably swallowed them all, annihilating their world as Fate foretold.

Luxuria, you are really a stupid little girl.

Making sure that his soul would never reincarnate in this world had not been an easy feat, as he had to remove himself from the source of the world in its entirety and travel through a different universe before his self was completely destroyed.

Ultimately, by using his power over Origin, he was able to start a new Beginning for himself and remove his existence from his original world and everything he once held dear.

“This was supposed to be the last reincarnation.”

As long as Sol's previous incarnations lived and died on Earth, this would have been the end for Adam, the finality of his existence, his consciousness and thoughts wiped out in its entirety, and everything reset to the base self.

His existence may survive, but Adam would reach his own End, the conclusion of his story. There would have been no more chance for this particular soul to awaken the End and bring the total destruction of the world.

Sadly, his plan had been destroyed by someone unexpected. Someone from this world had managed to yank his Soul back to its original place, thereby rendering all his previous sacrifices for naught.

“I will dissipate either way after this but…” He couldn’t do much anymore.

Only the last ember of his powers remained now, and with it, there was little to nothing he could do to change the ultimate fate that would descend upon this world.

If Sol failed, the world he sacrificed everything to protect… would have to finally face its own End.

“How ironic.”

In trying to protect his world, he brought destruction to many worlds. Sadly, Karma seemed to have finally caught on and delivered him his comeuppance.

While such bleak thoughts plagued Adam’s mind, Sol’s Sea of Consciousness began to quake and crack away, breaking into pieces. Fissures ran along reality and the once deep blue sea turned into a deep bloody red.

Huh?

Confusion colored Adam’s mind. The current change was definitely a first in all of his reincarnations.

These signs could only mean one thing— Sol was dying. But this should have been impossible. The power of End necessitated a living vessel to manifest in its purest form.

So, though it would take over the consciousness of the wielder, it would not actively destroy its host until it delivered the End to the world.

What have you done?

A paradox had just occurred. If Sol was truly dead, Adam should have started dissipating as well after getting absorbed by the Gate of Truth for one last time, and yet here he was… still free and left to his own devices in Sol’s Sea of Consciousness.

Nothing about this made any sense by any means.

Perhaps that was why…

Adam could feel a growing anticipation within him— a hope, a wish, a possibility for success.

If it’s you then…

A grin formed on his face as a long-lost feeling of excitement filled his heart for the first time in who knew how long. Either way, this would be the last time for him, anyway… He had already invested once in Sol back in the Astral Realm, so why not invest in the mad lad once more…

All or nothing, right?
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At the same time in the Mortal Realm, Lilin, Setsuna, Milia, and Isis all felt their hearts miss a beat, as a feeling of emptiness washed over them in sync. A feeling that seemed to be conveying to them that they had just lost something that they held dearest, something that had always been with them for a long time.

“Sol…”

None of them panicked, but they understood that the worst-case scenario had come to pass. Knowing that, they immediately started spreading apart, putting distance between them to enact the emergency plan they had created for this very scenario.

Thanks to Lilith and Wukong keeping the two Kings busy, they were able to move about with relative freedom. Soon, they were standing at the exact positions representing the direction of the South-East, South-West, North-East, and North-West in the second circle Sol had drawn inside the Mirror World.

“It’s time to start.” The cry of a phoenix resounded in the sky as a pillar of flames connected heaven and earth with blinding brilliance.

Isis thought of the ritual Sol had prepared over the last seven days while infusing her surroundings with the power of Death. Thus, she started reciting the words Sol had passed onto her, all for this very moment.

“Once the sound of the Sixth trumpet resonates, the second woe will descend. The four riders of the Apocalypse will be freed from the river of apocalypse and bring forth the End of mankind. I am Death, the Pale Rider.”

I am sorry, Father…

She started muttering a short litany and those words resonated with the world, bringing her power. Isis had always rejected the concept of Death, as she did not want her path to clash with her father’s road to godhood. She knew that he would undoubtedly give in to her if she so wished. This was what not she wished, but now her hands were tied.

Still, Sol told her that she did not have to worry about ruining everything her father had built. He assured her that if he succeeded, two Deaths would be able to exist independently. She believed him, even though what he was saying made no sense and as such she decided to enact this gamble.

Her aura changed as the previous King's name she had worked on for her entire life eroded before her own eyes, and a completely new path opened up for her.

Close to Isis, Lilin took a deep breath while her mind went past everything that happened in recent times. Unlike Isis, Lilin had no particular path she wanted that clashed with anyone else. She had long given up on the pure path of the sword and more so wished to use the power of her killing intent to pave a new road for herself. This was a path of demons, a path toward becoming a Shura.

Her hair and eyes were dyed red as she brought forth the full power of her killing intent and manifested it into existence,

“I choose the path of War and thus become the Red Rider.” Blood coalesced into a sword and a name started forming in her Sea of Consciousness. A path through a sea of blood and endless death. But she knew that this was the path best suited for her.

Standing opposite Lilin was Setsuna. Out of all of them, she was the most wounded and still needed to recover. But she refused to let her injuries slow her down. Her path had been one filled with thorns for more than ten years and now, one of her greatest wishes was about to be accomplished.

Lupus would die and she would regain the throne that was rightfully hers. An all-freezing chill settled around Setsuna, billowing into a white mist, and a crown made of frost and frigid snow manifested above her head, akin to a floating halo.

“I am Setsuna, the White Rider and thus, I will embody Conquest.” A kingly path that was worthy of a Queen. If Sol wished to conquer the world then she would stand at the forefront with no hesitation whatsoever, decimating all his foes.

Watching the three girls all reaching a new level, Milia felt nothing but pride in her heart. After all, those girls were all under the rule of her one and only master.

For Milia, her path had long been decided, long before this plan ever came into fruition. Shadowy silhouettes of slithering reptiles billowed into existence and surrounded her, opening their maws with a bone-chilling hiss. As a child, she had been bestowed the power of Gluttony and yet she was not satisfied. She wanted more, like a deep black hole wishing to devour all creation. This was why–

“I shall thus be Famine, the Black Rider.” Devouring all creation would be the eventual path that would lead her to godhood, and she cared not that a goddess already stood on that very path. If necessary, she would eat even the gods themselves, if that is what her lord wished.

In the distance, Eins could feel that something was going horribly wrong. He did not know what kind of ritual was happening, but his intuition screamed at him that he needed to stop it. Yet he was unable, as Camelia seemed to have given up all thoughts of any defense and relentlessly attacked her surroundings while covering the four girls in her Holy Territory.

“Are you crazy, woman!? Do you not care about what happens to your friends!?” Neither Lilith nor Wukong were in the Holy Territory, and they were truly at risk of death at this rate, but Camelia did not stop.

She would rather eliminate everything in her surroundings than let this ritual be interrupted at this crucial moment.

“Girls, do not stop! No matter what, you must succeed!” Camelia shouted at Isis and the others, prompting them to nod and redouble their efforts to focus on the connection that had vanished from their souls.

Even though it was gone, the emptiness in itself was akin to a hole that needed to be filled. As the only one present with the deepest understanding of the soul here, it was Isis’ job to focus the powers and concepts that the girls embodied into bringing Sol back from the other side.

Death, War, Conquest, and Famine.

Four concepts related to the Apocalypse, and thus the very embodiments that delivered the world it's the End.

Holding this power felt like holding pure unadulterated energy, so unstable it was ready to explode at any moment. But under her careful control, this unstable power calmed down and started filling her and the missing link.

Please, Sol. Please!

Isis did not believe in the goddesses, only in Sol, and thus she prayed. Prayed that he was not wrong and that his gamble was not a mistake. All she wanted was for Sol to survive and for them to spend another day together.

Yet nothing seemed to happen.

Isis was on the verge of a breakdown. After all, Sol seemed to have truly vanished for good this time. But just as she was about to wail in despair, she heard it.

{Thanks.} Sol's voice sounded in her mind.

It was only one word. But for her, this word was worth everything, even the world itself.


Chapter Thirty-Five


King Level


In the beginning, there was nothing— a void of infinite darkness, silent, still, perpetual. Time itself lay dormant, uniformed, and the cosmos waited for its first spark of creation.

Right here was the beginning of the universe. If you were to compare it to a river, it would be the source— the beginning of everything.

The outside of the universe was not a space where a living creature could survive. No, not even a material object could exist in that space. The laws of physics didn't exist here, and to be precise, it couldn’t exactly be identified as a space or a location.

It just was.

It was a point where an unlimited number of universes and unlimited possibilities were being compressed into pure energy. But at the same time, time was frozen to a standstill. Although it had infinite possibilities, there was no spark for any of those possibilities to be realized. Although it was the beginning, nothing was starting.

Was it Fate or simply a series of coincidences? In this source where nothing started, one mote of consciousness gained self-awareness.

Up until now, it had never had a clear recognition of itself. Up until now, it had been the only existence in the infinite darkness, so there had been no need for differentiating between it and the rest.

But slowly, this one unique consciousness started to understand the most important concept of all.

That of the self.

— and thus the most important question in the history of creation was asked.

What am I?

This one thought, small and nearly inconsequential, was the spark needed to start the creation of the universe— for a universe could only exist when there was someone to observe it.

Then, in an instant, the veil of nothingness was torn asunder by a force of unimaginable power. From this primal rupture, a radiant explosion of energy erupted, a symphony of creation that filled the void with its majestic crescendo. This was the birth of all things, the Big Bang— a cataclysmic genesis that set the universe in motion.

Blinding waves of incandescent light surged outward, painting the cosmos with their ethereal glow. Colors beyond mortal comprehension swirled and danced in the cosmic expanse as if the heavens themselves were aflame with the joy of existence. The raw energy, seething and untamed, forged the fabric of reality, weaving together the very threads of space and time.

He witnessed it all. More than a creator, he was the first observer. The one who started everything, the one who set everything in motion.

So he named himself Adam — The Origin.
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As the power of the four riders filled him, memories from a distant past manifested in his mind, and the consciousness that had ceased to exist woke up once again.

I am Sol.

From nothingness came something. In a world where no light existed, a naked body slowly began forming, with golden hair, curved horns, a muscular body, and a humanoid appearance.

Two cerulean blue eyes opened and Sol stood up alone, his gaze slightly blank as he tried to remember the sight of the beginning of the universe. Now, he knew the true name and nature of Adam, his oldest self.

“Genesis.”

He muttered and realized that he could now speak. Yet the void he existed in had seemingly not changed in the slightest.

“Thanks.” Sol spoke, sending his thanks to both Adam and his girls.

He had won his gamble. He survived and woke up from the eternal slumber that would have finally ceased all of his existence.

Slowly, in his Sea of Consciousness, a third letter started forming alongside the D and the E. Even though it was still faint, he could see the contour of the letter. It was an – N.

END

Though the last letter was not fully formed, the horror and power of this name were enough to make all the risks Sol had taken till now worth it. Sol was sure of it now.

All he had to do was to accept this letter. Once he did, he would obtain a power like no other in the entirety of existence. With this power, once he ascended as a Demi-god, the goddesses would not even dare to face him and the reincarnated gods would fear the sight of him.

But this power came at a price, that of losing his own sense of self the more he used it, until he became nothing but a machine of infinite destruction and a void of nothingness.

Mana overflowed into his body and filled his lungs. Like a snake approaching with a sweet apple, temptations reached his ears once more.

All he had to do was become the embodiment of the End of all Life and all Creation.

The moment he thought this, a layer of himself was shed, and new senses started to sprout inside of his being. It was like an explosion, not unlike the creation of a new universe, and a new set of letters, even more blurry than the previous ones appeared before him, carving out a new name in his Sea of Consciousness.

ORIGIN

This was undoubtedly a gift from Adam. A way for Sol to push back the inevitable emptiness of his soul and existence. Though he could not see the strings of Fate at the moment, Sol felt like he could already see the possible future if he took this road.

In terms of power, Origin was no weaker than the End, even if not geared toward combat as much as its counterpart.

Still, this would be enough for him to stand above all. A path already walked by Adam would help him grow in power far faster, since he wouldn’t have to learn things by himself.

As for the power of the End, even if it started encroaching on his mind, he would have lived a long thriving life and could even leave it to his next reincarnation. Perhaps he could do like Adam and leave this universe and bring the End in others.

This was a tempting proposal. One filled with less risk but clear rewards.

Two roads now stood in front of him. One toward the End and another toward the Origin. Sol had the distinct impression that he was standing at a crossroads.

Yet a smile formed on his face. There was no need to hesitate, for he had long since prepared for this. Why else would have brought the witches alongside him for this ritual?

He may have not understood what Origin was when he prepared for this, but he had more or less been conscious of the End and now, more than anything, he was sure of his hypothesis.

“This world is full of opposites that complement each other.”

Be it the 14 goddesses who represented sins and virtues, or even the two mother goddesses, Order and Chaos. Everything in this universe followed this law.

But–

“It’s incomplete.”

He felt that this way was limited in many ways and that the right way was one toward completeness.

The two greatest hints toward this for him was none other than Dawn and Kali. Dawn possessed two concepts at the moment— Day and Night. Those two concepts were part of cycles and with them in hand, even as a Duke, Dawn was able to hide the secrets of heaven from the infinitely powerful goddesses themselves.

As for Kali, through fusing the power of Earth, Wind, Water and Fire, she managed to understand the concept of Destruction.

“I want the same. I want everything.”

One could say it was greed for more power or a daring mind to explore the unknown. Sol did not really care. All he cared for was the feasibility of this plan and so he started scheming. Using the witches as the basis, he had guided Setsuna and Lilin toward the path that would be the most advantageous for them — and also for him.

“The Four Riders represent the End while the Four Directions represent the Origin.” Those eight women had been the anchors for his source of power, the links necessary to fill his body and mind with myriads of opposite powers. Even then, this might not have been enough. But thanks to Adam’s intervention, the last obstacles lying before his path to completeness were destroyed.

Throughout his short but eventful adventure, Sol had observed many bright individuals, each of them walking a path they made for themselves, be it, Tiamat’s Defiance, Lucifer’s Rebellion, or even Nefertiti’s Servitude. Each of those paths represented the heart of the individual who walked on them.

“I am not the End.”

Sol crushed the ‘N’ with no hesitation. Though he had accepted the end, his path did not lay on it.

“Neither am I the Origin.”

Then what was Sol’s path? What concept did he seek?

“I am Everything, for I am Nothing. I am a concept… of concepts. Life and Death… Good and Evil… Reality and Illusion... Chaos and Order, all these things I know and affect… but never do they touch me,” His voice resonated powerfully as he gained more and more confidence on the path he wished to tread.

“My concept is that of Balance. I will become the one who walks between all Boundaries of existence and nothingness.”

This was his path toward omnipotence. His path toward Godhood.

Changes started on Sol’s body, and his blue eyes took a rainbow hue. This was an evolution of his divine weapon. More than simply observing the strings of Fate, it would help him see the fundamental laws of the universe themselves.

He would see everything.

He would hear everything.

He would feel everything.

The N that had been formed in his sea of consciousness was crushed and used as energy, and so did the name Origin.

“I will become The One Above All.”

Finally, after so many adventures, so many schemes, and so many preparations, Sol had reached the second step toward his ultimate goal.

The two roads that once stood in his left and right vanished and were replaced by one gigantic road that seemed wide enough to encompass all creation.

“From now on…”

Two new letters, U and S, appeared and were added to the previous D and E.

“My Avatar name will be— DEUS!”

The void trembled as if rebelling toward the advent of a new order and the birth of a new King.

“My first order is….”

He clapped his hands together and shouted,

“Let! There! Be! Light!”


Chapter Thirty-Six


Coming Back


In the mortal realm, the battle between Camelia and Eins was slowly coming to an end. Camelia was able to put up a great fight, but the ephemeral nature of her power made it so that she would only become weaker as time went by. This fatigue was exacerbated by her need to protect the girls while they continued the ritual to assist Sol in his ordeal. And her opponent, Eins, understood this fact perfectly as he continuously attacked the girls instead of targeting Camelia herself, making her waste even more energy than she normally would fighting against him head-to-head.

Did Sol succeed?

[….] 

Silence was all she received as an answer from Castitas, the goddess she served. The connection between them was so weak right now that she was unable to receive any more words from the divine being.

Camelia understood that her powers were slowly waning and with it, her Blessing. Her chest heaved up and down, the burden of the powers of a Demi-god weighing in on her. Her sight grew blurrier and the golden luster of her hair slowly receded, now showing a dull brown. She had reached and, in truth, even went beyond her limits long ago. Now, all the powers she showed resulted from her burning her divinity and life force, just to maintain this temporary state. 

It seems like Sol was right about triggering a flag.

She could feel her life force trickling away. With the remaining time she had on this world, however, she did not feel even a shred of fear. Her heart was calm and her mind serene. She had already prepared for death long ago, far before even Sol came to this world.

Still,

So, this is how it ends, huh?

Dying was quite a shame but at the same time, she was about to go down while fighting a Demi-god, protecting her lover and those for whom he cared. It was definitely a worthy death by all means— a death not too different from Mars and Blaze’s, even.

Fufufu! I wonder if Blaze will chew me up for seducing her son or for joining her so soon.

Another stray thought overcame her as her wings of light vanished one after another. Crack after crack slowly formed on the barrier she had created as her powers continued to trickle away. Even without Eins acting, the barrier would vanish soon on their own it seemed.  

“Camelia Castitas, you should give up now. Your chances of victory are non-existent as you are now.” Eins' voice sounded from far away than what should be for a bonafide Demi-god. Despite Camelia looking like she was at death's door and with only a single golden wing left, he still did not dare to approach her.

The last struggle of a dying beast was when it was at its most dangerous state and Eins was not about to let overconfidence be his downfall.

If I show more than this, they will definitely become suspicious.

Eins clicked his tongue as he gazed at the four girls who were steadily losing their energy for an unknown reason. He did not like the unknown, and as such did not like the current situation in which he found himself. If only Camelia could let him kill those girls or die faster, then…

Should I just pull out of this operation?

He had been feeling jittery for a while now, and all those unknown variables were not helping him feel any better. The original operation was just about getting Lupus under their control and recovering the Divine Weapon while they were at it.

While it was a shame that they could not get their hands on the weapon, at least one of their goals had been accomplished successfully.

His eyes once again landed on the four girls. The only reason he was still lingering here was his constant fear of the unknown. His instincts were screaming at him that if he did not kill them now, he would certainly regret it.

“Very well. Let’s unlock the first seal for now.”

Eins’ power set was not geared toward combat, and yet that fact did not matter at this point. At his current level, even if he couldn’t use the power of laws to increase his destructive potential, he still had enough energy to put Camelia down for good in her weakened state.

Lifting his hand, a golden spear of light started manifesting above his palm. It easily reached a length of more than ten meters before compressing until it was only about 3 meters in length. The height decreased but the destructive power only grew stronger than ever — the application of power compression.

“It was an enjoyable fight, but it’s time to end this.” 
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When Camelia felt Eins’ power level increase rapidly, she understood that there was nothing more she could do at this juncture. 

“Sol…” Camelia muttered, her gray, empty eyes looking ahead of her, in the direction she thought Sol should be. Her hair was mostly brown now, with only a strand of gold. Her sight was completely gone, and even staying in the air was proving to be a challenge.

Camelia had been born blind, and it was only normal for her to sink back into the darkness once again, as she was about to lose the Blessing that had healed her disability.  

In this near-darkness that felt oh-so-familiar, yet oh-so-distant at the same time, the only thought she had was that she needed to block the incoming attack with all her remaining strength. In the distance, Lilith and Wukong were still fighting against their opponent. No one could save the girls outside of her, and there was no way she would let things end with their deaths, not when she was still breathing.

“You were a worthy enemy. Now die in peace.”

Camelia ignored Eins’ parting words. She had no care for the praise of an enemy, focusing her all on standing in front of the girls, her arms opened wide, ready to block the incoming spear with her body if necessary.

She could feel intense heat and light coming at her at an incredible speed and at that moment of levity, she understood that she would not be able to block the spear, her body would be helplessly torn apart by the light and compressed energy.

Yet a smile formed on her face, for she knew she had accomplished nearly everything she wished. She could feel that the flow of energy from the ritual had stopped and even though she could not see the results, she was sure that Sol would succeed in his endeavors. She could now die in peace.

If there was only one regret left in her heart, it was that she would be unable to see Sol one last time. “If I ever get reincarnated, I hope you will be there for me and finally take me on a date,” she muttered as the light finally reached her, light so bright that even with her diminishing sight, she could clearly see it.

“Why wait for reincarnation?”

Space rippled, a pale hand stretching out of it, and the spear of light was stopped dead in its tracks as it came in contact with the hand. There was no explosion of power or any reaction in particular. It simply looked like the spear was blocked by an immovable wall.

Then Crack~ the palm clenched into a fist and with that simple action, the spear of light was destroyed. This time, a large explosion occurred, as all the energy compressed inside the spear was released, and yet Camelia felt none of the heat from the explosion. It was as if an infinite distance stood between her and the spear.

“This is quite the cliché entrance, don’t you think so?”

“Sol?”

Warmth enveloped her as she felt someone embracing her body from behind. Though she could see nearly nothing at the moment, she had never needed her eyes to see and recognize the souls of people around her.

For Camelia, Sol’s soul had always been the same — a beautiful and radiant sun that bathed her in its warmth. She should have been able to immediately recognize him and yet at this moment, his soul was completely different from what she knew it to be.

It was more radiant than ever, so much that if she wasn’t already on the verge of becoming blind, she would have surely lost her sight now. More importantly, his soul was not just a sun anymore. It was so much more than that.

What stood in front of her was a giant— a colossal being of radiant light. Its form shimmered and glowed, a beacon in the midst of darkness that enveloped her world.

Covering its immense body were a thousand eyes, each one a swirling galaxy of colors and secrets, constantly shifting and blinking in unison. Atop its head rested a magnificent crown, forged from starlight and adorned with jewels that twinkled like distant suns. The giant exuded an aura of ancient wisdom and overwhelming power, a divine presence that both awed and humbled her, making her feel as insignificant as an ant, everything important about her stripped away at the divine being’s mere presence. 

She should have been afraid. Her body and soul were screaming at her that she was facing something far beyond this world, and yet–

“Welcome back, my love.”

She gave a joyous smile, radiant and unwavering, even as her life force dwindled to its final flicker. Her spirit shone through her eyes, defiant and full of warmth, a stark contrast to the cold inevitability of her fate.

She may have started liking Sol because of his soul, but she started loving him because of who he was and the man he had become along his journey. Even a thousand-eyed monster would not change the affection she held for him.

She was simply happy that in her final moments, she was able to see him.

Sol seemed momentarily surprised by her words but soon, a smile also appeared on his face, “I am back.”

He floated down gracefully, an ethereal presence descending from the heavens. As he gently placed Camelia on the ground, a bed of flowers bloomed beneath her, vibrant petals unfurling in a symphony of colors and fragrances. The earth seemed to cradle her, embracing her with a softness and beauty that mirrored the tenderness of his touch. “You can rest now. When you open your eyes, everything will be resolved.”

Sol looked at the wounded and bleeding Setsuna, the smiling Milia, the tired Isis, and the cheerfully-laughing Lilin. His gaze lingered on each of them, absorbing the diverse emotions etched on their faces. Setsuna’s intense pain, Milia’s serene joy, Isis’s weary determination, and Lilin’s hearty mirth— all these scenes painted a poignant tableau of their enduring spirits and unwavering camaraderie amidst the chaos and dangers they went through.

Sol had demanded much of them, and they did not hesitate in risking his life for him. Yet he did not apologize, for such words would only belittle the risks they took for him.

Instead, he said,

“Leave everything to me. It will end before you wake up.”

It was now time to put an end to this war, once and for all.


Chapter Thirty-Seven


Clearing the Battlefield


With that single action, the whole battlefield came to a standstill. Lilith, Wukong, the abomination that was now Lupus, Zwei, and even Eins for that matter— all of their attention was now solely focused on one person alone. 

Sol.

Sol’s current appearance was more than a bit different from how he usually looked. The dissimilarity was so prominent that even though the rest of the individuals here couldn’t observe the souls of other individuals, like Camelia and Isis, they still felt threatened and even overwhelmed by his sheer presence. 

His short golden hair was now a long silvery-white that reached the lower part of his back. His previously deep, cerulean blue eyes had also changed significantly— the left eye still retained the initial blue color but the right one had now turned a bright majestic gold, giving him heterochromatic eyes. It was a sign. A sign of…

Divinity. 

This was an unmistakable feeling of power, yet no one could recognize the source of this divinity or to be exact… only a single person was able to recognize the source of that unimaginable power. 

Eins – who had been watching Sol hold Camelia in his embrace before placing her on the bed of green he had made with his powers – was perhaps the most astonished out of everyone gathered there. Literal goosebumps trailed all over his skin, as he couldn’t help but backpedal from the recoil he felt in his mind at witnessing Sol’s new form and power. 

“This is… Impossible…! It cannot be… N-Not yet.”

He mumbled those words while he trembled in fear and despair. Hundreds of scenarios ran through his mind in a fraction of a second at the sheer outrageous scenario he was now facing. The sensation was different; the divinity seemed to be mixed with another concept and yet, this prickling sensation on his skin was clearly unmistakable.

What he was feeling now… was definitely the power of both End and Origin without a shadow of a doubt. It was practically the exact same sensation he felt during that one fateful day that destroyed everything and everyone. 

Ugh.

Phantom pain shot through his head as he remembered the feeling of having it cut off. Despite the thousands of years and hundreds of reincarnations he had gone through, he could still vividly remember the sensation of his head separating from his body even now.

I need to run.

He needed to re-assess the situation and, if necessary, change the plan altogether. He didn’t care that the person facing him was only a newly-ascended King-ranked being, or that his current body was nothing but an avatar created through his authority. He had to leave this place right this instant. In front of this sickening power, even an avatar’s destruction could cause serious damage to his main body.

I need to send back the information to my main body first.

But—

“Huh…”

“There is no need to try anything. This place was already entirely cut from the Mortal Realm the moment I entered this plane.”

Eins couldn’t stop himself from shivering at those words. Slowly, ever so slowly, he shifted his head to the right. He did not even know when he moved, but Sol was now standing beside him with a sunny smile on his face. A smile that only fuelled the terror he felt. 

“You…”

It was only now that Eins realized that something had changed,

｢Dimensional Encroachment -::- The World｣

“This is not possible.”

Eins was no stranger to dimensional mages — few understood them more than he did, as he had been studying Nihil for a long time.

Dimension Encroachment was a skill that went against the laws of the world, as one individual tried to impose his dimension in another world. This always resulted in a clash between the dimension that was invading and the one being invaded. “There is no friction?” 

He looked all around, trying to decipher the changes in the reality surrounding him and looking for the clash between dimensions. After a long while of deep examination, he was only able to find a small trace of friction— the remnant of the clash between dimensions. However, those frictions were so infinitesimal that they might as well not exist.

“Pretty neat trick, right?”

There was something about Sol’s nonchalance that was extremely disturbing and off-putting. As if he was not part of this world. Yet, Eins could not focus on this feeling too much, for he knew that his situation had taken a turn for the worse.

Still, not all hope was lost; clearly, Sol wished to talk with him, and this would be his only chance of survival. He needed to spend as much time as possible to find his way out of this place.

“I didn't want to believe it. But is it really you, Father?”

“Father, huh… Such a strange word to be called so by a man so old.” Sol placed his hands behind his back and walked forward, “But no. You are wrong. I am not Adam. Even though I obtained some of his memories, I am Sol, only Sol, and will always be Sol. No one else.” 

The two gazed at each other and Eins found that while Sol’s face was smiling, his eyes showed a certain indifference as he gazed down at him— an indifference with which he was eerily familiar.

“Well, now that we have exchanged some niceties, let me give you the last grace. Leave after I erase the memories from your avatar. I do not plan to hurt the children of Adam… yet.”

Even though he heard Sol’s words, the new information Eins received was processing in his mind at a rapid pace. Sol was undoubtedly Adam’s reincarnation. But it seemed that even after getting Adam’s memories, the main personality was still that of Sol Dragona Luxuria, a happenstance that should have been impossible. 

Sol Luxuria was only a young man who had yet to reach his twentieth year. Adam was a god who lived for millions of years and had literally seen the very beginning of the universe. Compared to the weight of Adam’s memories, Sol's life was just a blip and yet, Adam’s personality did not prevail.

But… if that was really the case here then… 

Perhaps I can win?

Strength started coming back to him. Fighting a King-ranked Sol was completely different from facing a King-ranked Adam. No matter what divinity or concept Sol obtained, it was impossible for him to have a high proficiency in them, even more so without wielding the vessel of a Demi-god. 

Indeed, it’s too soon to give up and if I… no, when I win, I will be able to obtain the power he holds. 

“You nearly fooled me.”

“I see — so this is your decision.” The indifference in Sol’s eyes vanished, as a devious light filled them and a toothy grin covered his face

“Thank you, truly. I am grateful you are such a dumbass.”

After all, letting the man who beat my women go would have been quite a frustrating scenario. 

“Ambrosia — I choose you!”

“I never would have thought that I would one day be treated as a hunting dog.”

Eins had no time to react to the feminine voice, as a pillar of light swallowed him whole.
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Sol ignored the sudden flash of light, as well as the subsequent sounds of relentless lightning strikes that echoed from behind him, and the muted, drowned screams of Eins. It was a foregone conclusion for Sol, as Ambrosia was one of the strongest Demi-gods he had ever encountered. 

Things might have unfolded in a different route if Eins —or rather, Hypnos — was here in his real body, instead of one of his avatars. There was no way an avatar of any Demi-god, be it from the past or the present, could ever hope to match Ambrosia. 

I wanted to test my power against a proper Demi-god but now isn’t the time for that.

Thinking so, Sol leisurely walked toward the four Kings, who were now at a standstill. The world had never felt so vivid for Sol. Everything he did had a distinct and natural purpose, every step he took, every breath he made, all were small actions that determined events on a much, much larger scale. 

I feel great.

He felt high, he felt more powerful and stronger than he ever did in any state. All he required now was to test this power and figure out all the intricacies. 

“Here comes the perfect victim.” Sol ignored Zwei, who was currently keeping Lilith busy. After all, the opponent his aunt was facing was but a simple avatar, nothing more — definitely not worthy enough to warrant his personal attention. Yet the fact that she could create an avatar so powerful could only mean that she had newly ascended to the Demi-god realm, which was a cause for concern.

“Lilith, end the fight quickly. It's just a puppet — you don’t need to hold back.”

With a simple wave of his hand, space fractured and both Zwei and Lilith vanished from his sight as if they had been teleported somewhere else. In the past, Sol could only switch places between things in his dimension, or rather invert their positions. Now though, he did not need to use the principle of inversion. He had nearly full control over the space in this place now.

Watching this, Sun Wukong’s eyes couldn’t help but twitch a little. If he had to calculate, less than an hour had passed between the moment they first met today on the battlefield and now.

Yet, the current Sol was in a whole other dimension than the one he had first met. Such a difference and power could not be brought simply by an increase in realm.

“Thank you for helping, I will take things from here.”

Sun Wukong tsked and placed his staff on his shoulder with his remaining arm.

“Ah… Let me help you with that.”

｢Boundaries of Spacetime -::- Rewind｣

A small clock manifested over Sun Wukong’s arm and immediately started revolving counter-clockwise before infusing into his arm. In just a few seconds, the wounds that had been seemingly unhealable were now gone, the severed hand now becoming as good as new. 

Wukong looked at his arm with a stunned expression. He had become resigned to being armless for the rest of his life, as the power Lilith had used while inflicting this wound on him made it so that all forms of healing became impossible.

But now… Wukong couldn't help but show a bitter smile. 

“I guess monsters can only give birth to greater monsters.”

He sighed and walked a certain distance before using his staff as a pillar to rest.

He wished to see it… what would most likely be the end of the one known as the Tyrant Wolf?
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Wind stirred as Sol and Lupus faced each other.

“You truly look ugly.” Sol showed clear disdain on his face as he looked at Lupus.

The current Lupus was nothing but a shell of what he once had been. All his pride as a warrior and a king was gone; what was left was a mindless monster that looked like a giant deformed wolf.

His golden fur was now pure blood crimson and his blue eyes were only darkness, ruthlessness, and not a smidgen of intelligence left.

In a way, he looked pitiful. A man who sought the heavens, only for him to fall to the depths of hell, all because of his greed — truly, it was one of the most pitiful sights someone could witness.

“Let’s end this dark story.”

The Wolf, despite its lack of intelligence, seemed to understand the intent behind Sol’s words and howled at the sky. Clearly, while he was afraid of Sol’s power, his instincts and desire to live overpowered his fear.

As the howl went on, mana particles gathered in such high quantities that they became visible. The Wolf swallowed the condensed ball of light and then…

Whoosh~!

A beam of pure light was launched towards Sol at staggering speed. The distance between Sol and Lupus was less than 20 meters, and at such distance, the attack might as well have been made point-blank. 

This was an attack fast enough that few people should have been able to respond to it and yet,

｢Boundaries of Spacetime -:: Slow｣

The laws of Spacetime distorted and the light beam slowed down to a crawl, allowing Sol to avoid the attack simply by taking a few steps aside at a leisurely gait. A huge shockwave rocked the terrain when the beam finally came in contact with a small hill hundreds of meters away.

The explosion that followed was powerful enough to ruffle Sol’s hair; however, he received no damage.

“You know, I have thought many times about how I should handle you.”

Sol waved his hand and started walking slowly toward the beast, “I have considered torturing you, making you understand even a hundredth of the pain you inflicted on Setsuna.”

Another attack came, but this time Sol did not even bother using a skill and simply swatted the beam away as if he were dealing with a mere fly.

“I wondered if I should imprison you and put you to trial in front of the whole of Wratharis.”

The Wolf howled and lunged at him; its body was covered in a lightning cloak, enhancing all its abilities so that the beast could tear Sol apart before he even had the chance to react. However, all he managed to hit was air as Sol teleported right above the deranged wolf.

“In fact, I even imagined that we might have quite the epic fight, one where you repented and showed your chivalrous spirit and pride. One last hurrah for a not-so-cliché villain. I truly had high expectations of you.”

He landed on Lupus’ head, his hand in his pocket and a melancholic look on his face.

Lupus tried to shake Sol away but–

“Do not move.”

His golden eye shone as he spoke and what came out of his mouth was not just an order. It was an absolute law, as if a god had relayed them to a mortal, words that could never be disobeyed. It was a rule Lupus could never hope to go against… because he was just that weak. 

Yet, there was no glee on Sol’s face, only deep disappointment. He found no joy in beating a mindless monster.

Should I heal his spirit?

Sol considered for an instant but ultimately shook his head. Lupus had already died under the blade of Ayame, held in the hand of Lilin, along with the combined efforts of all his girls. 

What stood here was nothing but an abomination.

“In the end, I realized one thing. You were not even a mad dog. Dogs at least are loyal. You were nothing but a hyena. So, die like the pitiful beast that you are.”

｢Boundaries of Thermodynamics: Heat Death｣

Sol closed his eyes as a chilly air covered his body. The cold made him feel right at home, as if he was once again part of the whole universe.

Adam’s memories are affecting me a little.

Sol jumped and landed lightly on the ground.

“Haaa… Truly you were a disappointment until the very end.”

Behind him, all that was left was the frozen body of Lupus. Cracks and fissures started spreading and limbs broke and fell. Soon, nothing was left but snow and ice dust drifting in the wind.

Watching the end of what was once the King of Wratharis and a Blessed, Sol found himself feeling quite melancholic.

After all, … “I didn’t even have the chance to use my Avatar.”
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In the distance, Zwei and Lilith faced each other in silence. They had ended up at this place after Sol randomly teleported them away here. Lilith had her sword drawn, while a club rested loosely on Zwei’s shoulder; however, the two of them didn’t assume a combat stance, nor did they show any signs of resuming their battle. 

They both understood that fighting was useless. The situation had already been settled. Zwei, however, did not let her guard down. She distinctively remembered how much Drei had suffered after Lilith had sliced his very soul through his avatar. Even though her projection worked in an entirely different principle, she was not willing to take any chances. 

Not at this moment, at least. 

“To think that out of everyone in the group, the two of us would be the ones to become Demi-gods. It’s quite amusing, don’t you think so?”

“… So, you truly became a Demi-god?”

“What can I say? I have always been a genius. I just lacked the opportunity. Though finding a good territory was a tedious task and took the most time.” 

“I see.”

From the way they conversed, one would have never guessed that they were mortal enemies. Yet all of their words were filled with utmost composure and a serene undertone, making it seem like they were two longtime friends having a casual conversation.

“You are far calmer than I expected you to be. The Lilith I remember would have been swinging her sword like a lunatic by now, swearing revenge for her beloved brother.” Zwei tilted her head in puzzlement, “But now, just look at you. All grown up and mature. I almost feel like you don’t hate me at all.”

“Oh, I wish for nothing more than to kill you. You do not need to worry about that fact.”

“My, is that so? That's a relief then; I would have been disappointed otherwise.”

Lilith tightened her grip at the nonchalance in Zwei’s voice, “You truly are a hateful woman. I should have cut you down back then.”

Zwei only gave her a cheeky smile in response, “You were too weak back then and you are still too weak now.”

The bloodlust hidden in their smiles slowly intensified, and the pressure they exerted on their surroundings reached a level where it was practically materializing into tangible phenomena. 

Lilith was not in a good state at the moment. Fighting Wukong had already exhausted her, and then she still had to fight against Zwei after that, without being able to rest. There was no chance for her to ignore her, as Zwei would have interfered in the ritual otherwise. 

She had already gone beyond her limit and was running on fumes now. Meanwhile, for all her power, the Zwei in front of her was only a projection. She couldn't give a deadly blow to Lilith and even she had to worry about what would happen next.

“Hum?” Zwei let out a defeated sigh when she felt a great aura vanishing, as though it was a lie. “Lupus has died.”

There was very little emotion in her voice as she mentioned the death of one of her comrades. From the power Sol had shown since he appeared, it was clear that he was a monster on a completely different level. Still, “It’s a shame. Lupus could have become a reliable teammate. Sadly, it seems like he went against the wrong man. Should I say as expected of Mars’ son?”

“Sol reached his current level on his merit. This has nothing to do with Mars.”

“Oh…?” For the first time, Zwei seemed to have truly looked at Lilith seriously. Even now the face of the young and inexperienced Duke-ranked Lilith flashed in her mind. She now looked very much like her younger self.

Still, if there was one great difference, it would be the feeling of serenity the current Lilith was emanating in all of her actions. The Lilith of the past was like a starved, restless child, continuously searching for acceptance, acting like she was chasing after Death itself. 

But the most important thing was the unhealthy obsession the girl had for Mars in the past.

Now though, all of those negative factors that slowed Lilith down were no longer present. 

“You have become dangerous now.” Zwei’s smile grew larger. She was truly pleased with this realization, happy to see that her enemy had reached such a level in power.

“Our next combat will be truly legendary.”

It would be a fight to the death, after all.

“Well, there is little more to say. My main self will sadly not be able to get the desired information it sought. Even so, I am sure she will see your growth as a beautiful surprise. So, let me give you a taste first.”

She placed her club on her other shoulder with her other hand and crouched down on the ground. She would die. Even if Lilith did not kill her, there was no way for her to escape this place. But Zwei did not care. She lived for battle, breathed for battle, and wished to die in the most epic battle ever. 

“Let’s go all out — hahaha!” She laughed as she launched herself at Lilith who also rushed at her with her sword drawn and ready for a clash. Truly what could be more exciting than a great fight and dying in a blaze of glory?

Truly it would be… 

“I apologize but… could you guys please stop the drama already?” Out of nowhere, a clock manifested between her and Lilith, severely slowing her down.

This lasted for but an instant but in a fight between powerhouses at their level, a missed instant was the moment that decided life and death. 

Swoosh~!

A clean line was drawn on her body as Lilith's sword slashed down, “Hah~”

“I believe scum should die like scum. Who gave you the right to die as a warrior?”

Footsteps reached her ears, even as her vision dimmed. She recognized the voice — that of Mars’ son.

So, this is how it ends?

It was quite regrettable to die like this. But there was not much she could do now.

“Don’t worry. I may not feel much for those parents of mine, but it would be quite remiss of me to not make sure the one who betrayed them dies in the worst way possible, don't you think? This will be a little punishment for you.”

Zwei looked up with difficulty, but all she could see from her position was a shadowy face and two bright eyes shining with a frigid light that seemed to be freezing her very soul. 

There was no hatred, no desire for revenge. Only endless indifference, as if he was looking at an insect crawling on the ground.

“See you soon.” A finger approached her and finally landed on her forehead.

Looking at those eyes, for the first time, Zwei felt an emotion different from the excitement she felt when she was about to fight.

It was…

… Fear.

Zwei reached this realization as an unimaginable pain assaulted her whole existence. This was a pain that went beyond anything she had ever felt in her long, long life, attacking her very soul. 

She could hear someone screaming, and it took her a few moments to understand that those screams came from none other than her.

A hand gently caressed her face, “Projection or not does not matter. Let’s see how long you last before your main body cuts the connection, alright?”

Those horrifying words were spoken with a gentle tone and a brightly-smiling countenance. That look was all it took for Zwei to understand that she was about to face even greater pain.

… This was the first time Zwei wished her prediction might be wrong.

[image: ]


The ongoing fight between Eins — or rather, Hypnos — and Ambrosia was not faring well for him. He had always looked down on the Demi-gods. He had once been a god, after all, and would soon be one again once he found his territory.

Struggling against a Demi-god made him seethe with anger at his powerlessness, but he knew that there was not much left for him to do. This was different from his fight against Camelia. Facing a genuine Demi-god with a mere avatar and hoping to win would be a foolish notion. 

“Seems like Lupus has died. Your partner has also been captured.” Hypnos gritted his teeth as he looked at Ambrosia. A book was floating next to her and she acted as if he was not even a threat to her. Still, she was speaking the truth. 

This whole operation is a monumental failure.

Hypnos was enraged. Not only had he been unable to secure Lupus or the divine weapon, but he was also unable to send back the important information he had gathered to his real body. 

We need to kill Sol, now while he is still weak. Forget about hiding and accumulating more power. 

They’d had so many plans, made so much preparation, and yet everything was about to go down the drain just because of one fucking individual. The frustration agonizing in his heart right now was not what mere words could hope to explain or convey. 

They had been hiding for eons, growing and healing their souls and now… they were only one step from reaching their goal. 

“I can feel your thoughts going at hundreds of miles a second at the moment. Must be very frustrating, right? Don’t worry, I understand. My son-in-law is a man of many talents.” Ambrosia chuckled.

Hypnos eyed Ambrosia, his anger at an all-time high as a puny Demi-god mocked him so, but did not give in to his anger. His eyes landed briefly on the sleeping girls who were being healed on a flower field alongside Camelia. However, he could feel the presence of the Four Directions near them, hiding in between dimensions to protect them. 

Normally he wouldn’t fear four King-level beings; however, with a Demi-god here to keep him in check, there was no way he would be able to bypass them. Attacking them and trying to take them hostage was useless.

In the end, there were only two options left in front of him. Realizing this fact, Hypnos stopped fighting and raised his hands in a gesture of surrender.

“I give up,” Hypnos said calmly.

Ambrosia eyed him with a suspicious look in her eyes. She stopped the spell she had been weaving to attack Hypnos, but decided to keep it semi-activated for good measure. 

“What are you scheming?” She asked.

“Scheming? Nothing. I will be like an open book.” He grinned and spoke, “Sol, I wish to bargain.”

Hypnos was not surprised to see Sol manifest before him out of thin air the moment he called him. Even though he could feel multiple presences with Sol’s energy signature, one near Lilith, one near Sun Wukong, and the other now standing before him, he was still not surprised. 

Three avatars at the same time, huh? No, perhaps even a fourth?

This alongside the different laws Sol showed, was proof that Sol was trying to walk the path of Omniscience, Omnipresence, and Omnipotence simultaneously. Yet, the knowledge was still not enough for him to have an estimate of the concept Sol chose to embody. 

“Speak,” Sol ordered, and Hypnos showed no irritation at the clear lack of respect and decorum.

Releasing a sigh of defeat, he continued, “We have no reason to fight each other. You do not follow Luxuria and the others, and more importantly, I can see that you are not my father, Adam. You are not our enemy, and our goals also differ and do not converge. I believe an alliance between our two sides would be possible.”

“… You speak so eloquently and yet do you think you even understand my goals?” Sol shook his head, but Hypnos was not deterred by his nonchalant attitude.

“I might not have understood them in the past… But I can guess that you are trying to conquer the Mortal Realm. Now that I have seen the evolution of your dimension, I can guess that you have an exceedingly more-ambitious goal.”

“… Then, what about yours? Why are you trying to gather the power of the Seven Divine Weapons?

Hypnos closed his eyes for a moment, — only for a moment though as they swung right open instantly— a blazing determination rippling in his pupils. “Our goal is simple, really. We wish to bring back the era of the gods.”

The wind stirred as if the words he uttered in themselves were enough to shake everything and yet… Sol showed no particular surprise.

“You speak as if you’ve revealed some grand truth, when really you gave me a whole lot of nothing. I hate when people take me for an idiot.”

Hypnos clicked his tongue, realizing that Sol was not fooled by his half-baked words.

“We plan to face the goddesses and recuperate our Divine Thrones in the Divine Realm. Furthermore, we also plan to get back our rightful places as the rulers of this world. For you, nothing would change if you accept this alliance.” Hypnos still hid as much information as he could, but decided to be more forthright by sharing one of their main objectives.

“Heh...”

This time Sol outright laughed, “So you mean to say that despite knowing I am Adam’s reincarnation, you feel no enmity with me and, even after conquering the universe, you will quietly let me rule the Mortal Realm?”

His laugh slowly vanished as a sneer covered his face, “Don’t make me laugh.”

“You can trust us. In fact, we can even make an Oath on the World if you so desire. I am sure none of my siblings wish to have someone like you as an enemy.”

Hypnos was serious as he spoke. Though he definitely would find a way later to break the contract, at the very least, having Sol as an enemy now was nothing but an inconvenience. The enemies they needed to face were strong enough already and they did not need more of them.

“My answer is clear… I refuse.”

Negotiations failed, huh…

Hypnos acknowledged the situation and understood that there was nothing he could do now.

There was no escape. However, he could not let Sol obtain any more information from him. 

This was why,

“Farewell, I hope you will not regret your choice. All seals unlock!” 

Hypnos’ body began to swell and shine with an incandescent light. The power of divinity was not something an avatar could contain, not when it was to such a degree, and that’s why… the inevitable was about to occur. 

Ambrosia was startled and immediately started retreating toward her daughters. She had no wish to face such a self-sacrificial attack head-on. She was not worried about Sol — she knew the boy would survive.

Sol’s expression, meanwhile, did not change, even as he watched Hypnos reach his very limit.

He knew from the start that containing and imprisoning a Demi-god like Hypnos would have been nearly impossible, so he had never made any plans to even try. When the power was finally at its breaking point, Sol snapped his finger,

｢Famine -::- All-Devouring Beast｣

A giant maw made of darkness loomed, its edges jagged and irregular. It was covered with thousands of eyes, each one unblinking and filled with a malevolent glow. The eyes darted in every direction, scanning the surroundings with a hunger that could not be sated. The mouth opened slowly, revealing row upon row of razor-sharp teeth, each one glistening with an unnatural sheen.

As it opened wider, a deafening silence filled the air, as if the very essence of sound had been swallowed. Hypnos, now nothing but a pulsing orb of brilliant light, floated helplessly before the gaping maw. He was still conscious and the last thing he saw was unending darkness.

With a swift and voracious snap, the mouth closed around him. The darkness seemed to ripple and writhe as the explosion was devoured; the light was consumed by the abyssal teeth. The eyes blinked in unison, their glow intensifying momentarily before fading back into the depths of the darkness.

In an instant, the mouth vanished, leaving no trace of the energy it had consumed, only an echo of the insatiable hunger that lingered in the air.

“Thanks for the meal,” Sol said as he suppressed a burp. The energy of a Demi-god, even if only an avatar, was perfect to shorten the time needed for him to become a Demi-god.

He had to say, enemies who left gifts like this were truly the best.


Chapter Thirty-Eight


This is a New Beginning


Sol looked up as the edges of his dimension began to recede from the world. While he had managed to devour the explosion of Hypnos in advance, the dimension was still affected by the ensuing might, causing the boundaries between the real world and his vision of an ideal reality to break. 

Still, it mattered little in the current situation.

“Finally, the war is over.”

His silver hair swayed in the wind while his golden eyes twinkled. It was not the end. While they had gained victory this time, managing to hide most of the information regarding his powers and state, things were not yet resolved.  The enemies would still wonder how the avatars died at this place. 

At the very least it should buy us some time.

Sol did not know exactly how many of Adam’s children had woken up beside Hypnos and Dawn. However, there was no doubt that they would all be extremely troublesome.

There is also the matter of the goddesses.

Sol caressed his hair. For his vessel to accommodate the power of Balance, he had been forced to give up almost all the divinity of Luxuria. 

At the moment, only embers were left in his body but even those embers would soon be consumed and entirely replaced by the power of Balance. He had some insurance and was sure of the fact that Luxuria would still be on his side.

However, Invidia would undoubtedly use this to her advantage if she were to get wind of what was happening. After all, if Sol lost his Blessing, then he would also lose his legitimacy to the throne and the right for his family to rule over humanity. 

What about Dawn? How should he face her now that he knew who she was? What about the forces of Chaos?

Sol groaned and closed his eyes. One problem was resolved, but hundreds more seemed to be waiting for him.

“Sol!”

Surprise colored Sol’s face as someone jumped at him like a comet. The fact that someone managed to sneak up on him was more of a surprise than anything else, but when he looked down and saw who it was, a smile spread out on his previously astonished face.

“Isis… How are you?” Sol asked.

Isis ruffled her head against his chest before looking up, “I am alright. But what about you?”

There was a worried expression on her face, and Sol realized that the source of her worries was the frown he had been sporting as he pondered the upcoming adversities. 

The thought made him survey his surroundings. He could see Lilith, Lilin, Setsuna, and Milia, as well as the four witches.

Outside of Setsuna and Lilith, who had suffered very obvious and significant wounds during their fights, the others were also not in good shape by any means. Since they had been used as batteries, for a lack of a better word, for the monumental ritual, the strain on their bodies and even souls must have been substantial. Camelia, in particular, should have completely passed out by now, and yet… she was struggling to keep herself awake. 

They were all exhausted but they were still looking at him, waiting for his words.

Realizing this, warmth spread in his heart and a joyful smile stretched his lips. 

“It’s over. We have won.” Sol realized that he had not been focusing on the right things. The past was already long gone and there was no way to affect it. The future was an ever-changing mystery, so there was no use in worrying about that either.

What mattered was the present. They had won a great victory against impossible odds and fought against their assigned fates. All of them survived and came out of it far stronger than before… together. 

This was the greatest gift he could have received.

It was as if his words cut intangible strings, holding everyone tight with tension, as everyone sagged in relief at his words. They had been worried a new enemy would come again, but now they could rest.

They had so many questions they wanted to ask but none of them were in the right state of mind at the moment.

“Fuck, I want to sleep so bad now.”

Kali laughed as she slumped on the ground, showing none of her charisma as a revered witch. Even Persephone did not show her usual composed smile as she looked at the ground with longing. Lying down would be supreme bliss right about now. 

Setsuna had a complicated look on her face as she looked up at Sol. She could not explain the emotions she was feeling right now. After all, the one who changed her life forever was now dead. The revenge she had pursued for more than ten years was now complete, and yet time continued to move without stopping. The world would not wait for her, and Lupus’ death did not change anything.

A certain emptiness filled her heart, but she did not dwell much on this feeling — or rather, she was not allowed to as Lilin reached her, a sword in her unsteady hand.

“This sword has accomplished its duty.”

Setsuna received Ayame’s sword from Lilin’s hands and only then did reality start to settle in her mind.

“Mom… Dad…”

Tears gathered at the corner of her eyes and yet… they refused to fall. “You know there is nothing shameful in crying, right?” Lilin kneeled and put a hand on Setsuna’s shoulder.

This was the last straw, as tears soon started to fall like a waterfall, prompting Lilin to give her best friend a tight hug. She needed it. 

Lilith and Camelia stood nearby, observing the scene in silence.

“It’s quite heartwarming, don’t you think?”Camelia finally murmured, her eyes empty.

Lilith chuckled, “Indeed.” Her laugh was forced, something Camelia did not miss.

“Seems like Zwei — Ibuki — escaped.”

“She was only an avatar.”

“Oh… well, you’ll simply have to kill her the next time, right?”

“Your words are quite bloody for a saintess.”

“Ex-saintess you mean— I have lost all my Blessing. There is no coming back this time. It’s a miracle I am still alive.”

“… Do you regret it?”

Camelia gave a fierce grin, her pearly white teeth flashing as she looked in Sol's direction. If all the people around her were like bright stars in the sky, Sol was akin to an entire nebula, eclipsing everything in its presence.

Regret?

“What a stupid question. You act as if you wouldn’t have done the same.”

For once Lilith had nothing to say in reply. It was indeed a stupid question. A smile formed on her face as well, and her gaze inevitably drifted towards Sol and the other girls. Lilin in particular caught her attention.

Lilith knew that she had made many mistakes in her life, and she had many regrets. But, seeing Lilin all grown up now, she realized that all those mistakes were necessary to pave the road for her beloved daughter.

To the world, Lilin might be nothing but a clone and a homunculus like her, but to Lilith, she would forever be her beloved daughter. And now… her daughter was ready to spread her wings and fly high up in the sky. This was indeed a beautiful day.
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Out of all the participants in the fight, the only one who was only moderately tired was Ambrosia. She had spent some energy fighting Hypnos, but it was nothing much. This was why she was able to marvel at everything that had been accomplished in this place, and all of this was done by one young man who was not even one hundredth her age.

Truly incredible.

Betting on Sol had been one of the best decisions in her long life and yet… she knew that it was too soon to rest. The trials that awaited them would be even more dangerous. Even one mistake could end with them facing the goddesses and a group of Demi-gods.

Yet strangely, she did not feel worried.

I have so many questions.

Ambrosia sighed. Curiosity filled her mind, but she knew that asking too much right now would not be the right thing to do. Even so, there was one thing she needed to know.

“This is not the end, right?”

Sol hugged Isis and looked at everyone. The victory today would not have been possible without their help and the help of many more, such as Nefertiti, Skuld and her sisters, and the others. He refused to forget this fact and became engulfed in arrogance. He still had much to learn and much, much higher to reach still. 

New enemies would come and he would trample on them all.

“No, this is not the end.” He laughed as his eyes became blue and his hair gold, the result of sealing his divinity.

Turning around, he spoke with a voice filled with confidence, “This is just the beginning.”


Chapter Thirty-Nine


Long Live the Queen!


When the barrier separating the dimensions finally came down, the soldiers of both Wratharis and Lustburg –  who had slowly approached the edge of the shattered barrier to get a better view – were greeted with the appearance of Sol and his girls— Isis, Setsuna, Milia, Lilin, and the wounded Camelia. Behind them, Sun Wukong and Lilith stood next to each other and followed. 

The soldiers had already witnessed what happened after Lupus was beheaded— how the Wings of Freedom had appeared on the battlefield, as if they were waiting for that very moment. Their appearance proved that the Tyrant had betrayed the forces of Order and joined hands with the terrorists of Chaos.

Now though, they could see no trace of Lupus or the other intruders, and it was not hard for them to guess what might have happened.

“… We… won?”One soldier from Lustburg asked with a trembling voice, eyes filled with disbelief. Even though Lustburg’s victory against the forces of Wratharis had been more or less certain due to Sol’s presence, the intrusion of the Wings of Freedom put a wrench in that certainty, drastically lowering their chances of victory. Many of the soldiers even thought that Sol was already dead after being pierced by Lupus’ spear.

Yet now here he was, standing strong, with no wounds whatsoever. Not to mention, there were no wounds on the women who fought with him inside the dimension, which meant that they had already been healed to a certain extent. 

An excited glint lit up in the eyes of the soldiers when they started to understand what had transpired inside the isolated dimension— understanding who ultimately got the upper hand and had the final laugh.

“Hah…”

On Wratharis' side, things were entirely different, as a few soldiers let the spears and swords they were holding fall to the ground. A mixture of despair and relief filled their hearts and minds, while their eyes flashed in a complicated light.

They lost, but in a way, they had also won. For the less-ardent supporters of Lupus, what would happen next was a result they welcomed. Those who had bet everything on the Tyrant King, however, found themselves paralyzed with fear, wondering what would happen to them in the future. 

Sol was able to take in all those emotions, missing none. His eyes briefly landed in the distance, where Ibuki Doji’s daughter was present at the moment, but he soon lost interest. Shuten Doji would become his subordinate sooner or later. He could have a more in-depth conversation with her then. 

He looked at Milia, only for her to nod imperceptibly. More than a dozen screens manifested in the air, showing Sol’s face from different angles.

Sol once again had his characteristic golden hair and blue eyes, definite proof that he was still Blessed.

“My courageous soldiers. Rejoice! After a long period of war and the death of many martyrs, I can now proudly announce the death of the Tyrant, Lupus Ira!”

Sol’s voice was strong in itself, but the gravity of his words was even more significant. He did not differentiate between the forces of Wratharis and Lustburg, clearly showing his desire to embrace them all.

“I know what is in your hearts and how much many of you have sacrificed. But with the Tyrant gone, a new era of peace awaits us.”

Sol could not tell them yet that this was nothing but the prelude towards even more conquest. But at the same time, his only real problems at the moment were the dwarves and the angels.

The dwarves should be easy to deal with, but with their superior weapons, a confrontation would be detrimental unless Kali and the other mad geniuses decided to build more MK armor.

As for the angels, if Chloe’s words could be trusted, they had multiple weapons of mass destruction in their arsenal. Going against them would be extremely taxing and damaging.

Still–

“I am honored to have fought with or against all of you, and no matter what the circumstances, I hope that Lustburg and Wratharis will be able to walk hand-in-hand toward a brighter future. I swear to make this my endeavor.”

Sol spoke as his aura started to spread across the battlefield, allowing all the people present to realize one simple fact.

“The prince has reached the King-rank.” A few muttered, almost in a trance.

This was an incredible achievement. Reaching the level of an enlightened one at such an age was something very few could accomplish.

However, Sol was not finished with his speech. “On this day, in this place where many of our compatriots have shed blood and lost their lives to fight for what they believed to be right, I would like to announce one thing.”

Sol smiled and took a step back, handing the stage over to the tired Setsuna. While Sol had healed her, he made sure to not erase the blood on her clothes and armor.

At this moment, those clothes were still stained in her blood and yet this appearance did nothing to diminish her charm and dignity.

“I am Setsuna Ira.”

The projection flashed in all parts of Wratharis and Lustburg as well as in the surrounding kingdoms.

Setsuna was young — incredibly so — but no one could underestimate her for even a second. She had already shown her power on the battlefield, and she had demonstrated her courage by standing up against the King and coming out victorious. 

No one would begrudge her for her victory against Lupus, with the aid of the other girls. She would be lauded and acclaimed as a legendary figure for doing the impossible.

Facing the crowd and imagining those in the distance who might be watching her, Setsuna felt a sudden bout of dizziness. Her heart was beating so fast she felt like it would explode, and her mouth felt drier than chalk.

This was it. This was the moment she had waited and dreamed for years, and she now found herself lost for words when she achieved it all.

What could she say in this situation?

{Don’t worry. I am here with you.} 

Sol talked to her through a whisper and Setsuna found her inner calm. Indeed, she did not need to overthink. Whether her speech was grandiose or awkward, nothing mattered in the slightest at this moment. The only thing that mattered was for her to talk. 

“A little more than 10 years ago, I was nothing but a young girl ignorant of the world. A princess born with everything, who had nothing and no one to envy.”

Her voice was a little hoarse but she paid no heed to it.

“I thought I would always live in happiness, surrounded by those I loved.”

This was a dream many shared, a goal everyone wished to accomplish and yet–

“Reality, however, was cruel.”

People were riveted by her words. Setsuna was by no means a great orator, but the story she told was one many could vividly imagine. It was a story that many others had lived themselves.

In Wratharis, many looked down on the elderly who remembered the time of the previous king. Wratharis might not have been the strongest kingdom, but it had been stable and the citizens were happy.

“Everything changed when the Usurper took the life of my parents.”

The day of betrayal — a dark day that would forever be a stain on the history of Wratharis. It was also a day where many had been helpless to stop the tragedy.

While many called him a usurper, Lupus, as a Blessed, had the right to aim for the throne. Even if it meant his means were less than savory, there was no question against his right to the throne. 

“On that day, all my family and retainers sacrificed themselves to help me escape a sure death, perhaps a fate worse than death even. I ran and ran, with no food and nowhere left to call home. I felt suicidal, yet, I refused to give up.”

Despair may have filled her heart, but rage clouded her mind and helped her resist the urge to give up and perish. There was no way she would have allowed herself to die before killing Lupus with her own hands.

“Now here I am. Alive and victorious.”

Now Setsuna’s voice was filled with confidence. Her voice rose and her eyes shone with the light of a proud wolf. 

“So let me say this…”

She grinned and shouted at the top of her lungs, “The King is dead. Long live the Queen!”

““Long live the Queen!!!”” 

It was hard to say who reinforced her words… But soon, those words repeated again and again, everywhere on the battlefield and in all of Wratharis. 

This was the rise of a new Queen and a new Dynasty.


Chapter Forty


A New Future


[Southern Pride]

While Setsuna’s declaration reverberated throughout the battlefield, stirring the hearts of the soldiers and citizens of both Wratharis and Lustburg alike, Nefertiti’s gaze — and her heart — were fixated on the image of her one and only lord. His face, suffused with pride at the victory he had achieved through a long fight, was a sight she would etch onto the deepest murals of her heart. 

She knew that this was only the beginning of a long road and she was ready to walk it alongside him.

For better or for worse, no matter the outcome, she will always accompany her lord. 

“Lady Nefertiti. Your hair…” A female elf caught Nefertiti's attention, breaking her reverie. The elf was one of her lord’s most ardent followers and someone she was considering introducing to Sol once he came to Southern Pride.

Even so, “What might be the matter?” Displeasure radiated from Nefertiti at being interrupted. She hadn’t had many chances to observe Sol lately and she desperately needed her fix, so to speak. However, when she finally focused on her hair, as the elf mentioned, her eyes opened wide.

As a hybrid phoenix, she had not been born with the recognizable scarlet tresses of her people. Her hair had always been brown with a reddish tint.

At this moment, however, while the upper portion of her hair was still the same color, the lower part told a completely different story, as bleached-blonde locks gradually progressed to a deeper golden-blonde hue. 

“Huh…?”

Nefertiti blacked out for a moment at the surprise she felt with the abrupt change. A change of color was not particularly alarming, but things completely changed when it was related to two specific colors.

Waving her hand, water coalesced until it took the form of a small mirror, and as she thought–

“Blue…” One of her eyes was now entirely blue.

The implication of this change made her heartbeat accelerate, nearly as quickly as it had during her first time with Sol.

“Hahaha…” She was dumbfounded. She knew very well that Sol had planned to create a sort of pseudo-religion and increase his influence and legend to reach a higher level as a king.

It seemed, however, she had underestimated the ambition of her lord.

“Lady Nefertiti, are you alright? Should I call for the doctor?”

Nefertiti smiled benevolently as she observed the members in her congregation. She now realized that she was witnessing history in the making, and was herself actively a part of that very history. 

“Do not worry. I have never felt better.” Indeed, this was great news. Her beloved lord was paving the road toward the godhood he rightfully deserved. What more could she ask for? “Why don’t we pray in respect for the Dragon Emperor’s victory?”

She was happy to see their expressions light up. For now, this was just a seed, a small cult without any roots. But soon, this would become a raging inferno that would engulf the entirety of the Mortal Realm. 

It seems like I should start working on the tenets of the church.

She was also going to need a new title to add to that of Dragon Emperor. Sol was much more than just a Dragon now, after all.

She didn’t know when Sol planned to arrive and negotiate with the high elves for their allegiance, but she would be ready to welcome him with a great surprise: the first bible in his name. 

An idea flashed in her mind as she placed her hands together in prayer.

Why don’t we start with this?

“Genesis of the All-Seeing Radiant Lord.”

It was a mouthful at the moment, but she was sure they would find a way to refine it.

[image: ]


In the Astral Realm, the Norns all lay on the ground, gasping and sweating, the results of hours upon hours of using their full power while sparing nothing.

“Did we… succeed…?” Verdandi asked, her voice hoarse, blood seeping from her tightly-closed eyes. 

“Shouldn’t we be the ones asking you that? You are the one who can see the present.” Groaning in pain, Urd’s voice did not have its usual soft timbre. She was the least tired of the three sisters, with just enough energy to move for a short period if she so wished. However, she had no will left in her to move even an inch. 

Like her sister, blood flowed from her closed eyes, eyes that had momentarily gone blind. With this state, she should have been unable to see anything. However, being a Demi-god had provided her with additional senses, both magical and physical, and she could use them to get a good feel for her surroundings. 

After witnessing the giant with a thousand eyes, Urd knew that what Skuld was planning was no joke. Even equipped with such knowledge, she had never expected events to escalate as they had. Both her and Verdandi’s eyes were destroyed, resulting in a loss of their vision. The good news was that this was only a temporary setback for the sisters. However, for the foreseeable future, they were rendered useless, unable to use any of their fate-peeking powers. 

Speaking of the future, “Skuld… Are you alright?”

A forced cough was the only indication Skuld could give, indicating to her sisters that she was still in this world. At the same time, that action told them just how severe their youngest sister’s-condition was. 

Out of the three, Skuld had undoubtedly sacrificed the most. It was to such a degree that they felt being alive was nothing short of a miracle for the youngest. 

Skuld’s current appearance made her hardly recognizable. Like her sisters, she was crying a river of blood, but things did not stop there. Blood dripped from her lips and even her ears, while her body looked so emaciated, that one would think she had been starving for months.

If this was the extent of her damage, then her sisters wouldn’t be much worried about her. The wounds, albeit more profound than anticipated, could still be healed. The main crux, though, was Skuld’s aura. It was so weak that it seemed like it could be blown away by the smallest breeze.

“You look like shit.” A coolly feminine voice sounded from the skies above. A heroic woman, with dragon wings jutting out of her back, slowly descended inside Tartarus, the prison of the spawns of Chaos. Even with their inability to see in their current state, it was easy for them to realize their visitor was none other than Tiamat. No one could replicate the unique, majestic aura that belonged only to her. 

“Hahahah…” Skuld gave a weak laugh as she felt Tiamat land next to her, but was not able to do much more. This action of her alone was enough to sap most of the energy she had managed to gather.

Tiamat glanced at the wounded Titan with undisguised pity in her eyes. 

Her relationship with Skuld was not friendly by any definition. Skuld had never tried to hide her hatred for Tiamat; similarly, the Dragon Empress had never bothered to cover her disdain for the diminutive Titan.

Even so, was it because she was quite lonely? Tiamat found her relationship with Skuld to be entertaining. Few in the entirety of existence could act so forthright in front of her.

“You power… is this state of yours temporary?” Tiamat asked as she examined Skuld, an almost imperceptible hint of worry in her eyes. The Dragon Empress could not sense even the faintest embers of Skuld’s power, which had even dropped below a random Duke’s. If Tiamat had to give a comparison, she was barely at the level of a newly awakened human.

For an exalted Titan as ancient as creation itself, someone who had both witnessed and survived all the wars that shaped their world, her current state was a shocking setback, in more ways than one would expect. 

Unlike creatures of Order, who could train to increase their power, Titans and Chaos Spawns could only devour and evolve. It was one thing in times of war, but in the peaceful times in which they lived, getting her powers back would be a nigh-impossible task for Skuld. 

“I… regret… nothing,” Skuld spoke those words with more difficulty than one could even imagine. She lifted her trembling hand, demanding the Empress to help her up. 

Reluctantly, Tiamat decided to entertain her wishes, lifting all three Norn sisters at the same time for good measure. A stream of water moved under her silent command, enveloping the three sisters and washing away all the blood and dirt before evaporating instantly.

“I infused some of my energy in the water. It should help your recovery for the time being.” Though Tiamat’s healing prowess was not comparable to Kiyohime’s, as the creator of all dragons, Tiamat still had a high level of mastery in the draconic healing arts.

“Thank you.” Skuld still seemed quite weak and her appearance was fragile, but at the very least, it did not seem like she was about to pass out and die at any moment.

“So, can you tell me what exactly you did?” Tiamat asked, but Skuld only smiled in response.

“I would love to answer you… but please… answer one question of mine first.” Skuld said.

Tiamat’s eyebrow arched at her response, “Even at death's doorstep and weaker than an ant, your sassy personality never dies.” In a way, it was impressive in and of itself. 

Tiamat would have normally slapped anyone else who gave her such an unruly attitude, but she found herself feeling forgiving when it came to Skuld.

She sighed, “Go on.”

Blood started flowing from her lips again but Skuld showed no care. She only had one question, one thing she needed to know more than anything at the moment and it was…

“Can you still see it?” Skuld asked weakly.

Tiamat stopped short, realizing what Skuld was asking and her gaze immediately shot up towards the sky. 

Though the air of Tartarus showed nothing but red clouds, this changed nothing for Tiamat, as this entire place was inside her dimension— The Sea of Stars.

She started searching, again and again, looking through all the stars representing dragons until… she found what she was looking for. 

The star that belonged to Sol.

She was startled to realize that the star had more than tripled in size, dwarfing all other stars in her dimension. Even those belonging to the Four Dragon Kings paled in comparison to the star of her beloved grandson.

It was a pure behemoth of sparkling white, shimmering with power and unbridled radiance. 

But more than the change in color or size, what made Tiamat truly gasp in surprise was…

“I can’t.”

In the past, she was able to gather hints about Sol’s fortune. But now, she found that to be impossible. It was like a haze was obstructing her sight, blocking her from gathering any information about him.

Even the star’s current size and color were more akin to the last information that was imprinted on her dimension before the haze covered everything from her eyes. Chances were high that Sol’s star could have grown even larger at the moment.

“Hahaha… I see.” A crazed laugh escaped Skuld. So much so that Tiamat wanted to point out that Skuld could see nothing since she was currently blind.

The laughter mixed with a bloody cough, which continued for a while before Skuld stopped. Her chest heaved up and down, showing how tired she was. But jubilation filled her veins.

After all — they had finally succeeded! 

All the pain. All those sacrifices. Everything she had done was for this very moment.

Darling… I am sure you would have been happy if you could see this.

Skuld silently mourned the future that would never come to be, even though she felt happy that it would never come to pass. The sadness was overshadowed by jubilation and hope. 

And yet, this was not the end. There was still much to be done, and from now she would not be able to rely on her powers.

However, Skuld felt not even an ounce of fear.

The future might elude her from now on; however, she had exchanged her future sight so that her darling might become all-seeing.

“You asked me what I did, right?” Skuld spoke, a state of inner peace washing over her mind and soul. A sincere smile bloomed on her face as the peace that soothed her broken existence. 

“I… No…We helped create a new future.”

One that would lead to a world filled with joy and happiness for them all.

[Nihil’s Dimension]

In a world filled with crimson light coming from a looming blood moon of ominous proportions, Hypnos was standing in front of Nihil’s cocoon, observing her current state.

She had been healing inside the cocoon since her deadly bout in the Astral Realm. However, for some odd reason, her healing speed seemed to have progressed significantly, like a rapid shift in gears.

Still, the state of her recovery was hardly of importance for the reincarnated god. What bothered him at the moment was something of far higher importance than Nihil's well-being.

“I lost contact with my avatar,” Hypnos muttered as he adjusted his monocle. His expression was calm, but it was hard to hide the tumultuous waves that were visibly shifting in his head, fueling his unease and apprehension.

“So, I was not the only one.” A feminine voice sounded behind him.

“Zwei. Did you finish your task?” Hypnos asked, but Zwei simply shook her head.

“I tried establishing my territory in Nihil’s dimension, as you suggested, but that was a failure. This dimension is not stable enough to contain a territory yet.”

“A failure, huh…” Hypnos released a sigh. He wasn't disappointed by the outcome. It was something he already expected. A dimension under the control of a Dimensional Mage where nothing but minor space orbiting around the main realms.

The rules and laws inside were incomplete and for that reason, they couldn't support the creation and growth of a new Territory.

Still, it was quite a shame. After all–

“If you try to establish your dimension in the Astral Realm, the goddesses will immediately find you.”

Zwei was different from the other believers of Chaos. Titans and Chaos spawns did not create a territory when they reached the equivalent of the Demi-god realm. This was why they could flee and hide in the abyss with no fear.

But Zwei had belonged to the forces of Order initially, and as such was beholden by its law. Unless she established her territory, she would always be considered an incomplete Demi-god.

“This is troublesome, but shouldn't we worry more about the loss of our avatars? Honestly, I am quite surprised by this outcome.” Zwei grinned as she cleaned her ear with her pinky.

She didn't care much about Hypnos' goals and machinations. Truthfully, she didn't care much about becoming a Demi-god, either. She had already planned to visit the abyss later and establish a territory there if necessary. Fighting against the horrors hidden there would be quite a novel experience.

What she really cared about at the moment was, “Despite you berating Nihil for her failure, it seems like your master plan has faced quite the unexpected setback, wouldn't you say?”

She cackled out loud like the delinquent she was, “You sacrificed the precious essence of Chaos to convert a Blessed in his entirety, but now the man is dead for good. We have no Divine Weapons in our hands. Our avatars died mysteriously, and we do not have the slightest bit of information or clue as to what happened at all.”

She looked at Nihil, “Meanwhile, by now the goddesses should be more or less aware of your presence, and the Mortal Realm will be more careful about our approach. Creating another functional avatar at the Demi-god level will take a few months and plenty of divine power. Divinity is pretty scarce, since no one worships you any longer. A King-rank avatar might do but well, it seems like fodder at this point with what happened to our previous avatars.”

Hypnos gazed expressionlessly at Zwei. He could see the madness in her eyes. Despite everything, she seemed to genuinely enjoy the current situation.

“You are really a crazy bitch.” He spat with clear distaste.

“I will take that as a compliment coming from you.” Zwei showed no care despite being insulted.

“So, how do you think our avatars died? Surely it must have been in an epic fashion. Besieged by enemies on all sides, fighting against traps we could not have imagined. Squeezing every last drop of blood and energy until inevitably falling at the end by the endless assault of our enemies. A battle like no other. One worth to be remembered for decades to come.”

The more she spoke, the more excited she became. Hypnos closed his eyes. It seemed like he was only surrounded by crazed maniacs.

Honorable death? What could be honorable about dying? Only someone who had never died could say something so stupid and distasteful.

He caressed his throat with a determined expression.

He would not die again. He would rise back to the throne of gods and reach true immortality this time around.

But for that, they needed a stronger power. Something that could face even the all-extinguishing power of the End in all its glory.

Otherwise, they would forever live with a shadow of death looming over their lives at every turn, never knowing if or when Adam would awaken and start his slaughter all over.

“I will send a Duke-level Avatar. I should be able to condense one in a week or so and let it roam the mortal world for some time. We need information. We need to know what happened in this forsaken battlefield and more importantly— we need to decide on our next course of action.”

He gazed at Nihil, still sleeping in her cocoon.

This naive woman was essential in his many plans. She was one of the cornerstones, and he could not afford to let her go.

Ideally, he would have preferred to use the seven Divine Weapons instead, but it did not matter. They would make do with what they had.

“I have no other choice.”

The number of sacrifices necessary to replace the missing Divine Weapons would be… staggering, to say the least. Even if they sacrificed the entire mortal realm, it still might not be close enough.

They needed something more. They needed….

Hmm?

A grin split his face as he realized just where they needed to go to find what they required: the body closest to godhood if the reincarnated gods were not added. The nearly-perfect being created with the image of Chaos in a body that belonged to the forces of Order.

The Mother of Thousands of Monsters.

“We need to unseal Echidna’s body.”

It would take some time. However, time was hardly a problem for them. They simply had to sink in the shadows while they prepared for what was to come.

“You have won the first round.”

Hypnos thought of the prince of Lustburg. He did not know what the prince had done to completely annihilate their avatars but whatever it was, victory was his at the moment. This was something Hypnos had no choice but to accept.

Even so–

“We will be the last ones to laugh.”

He would make sure of it. He would not let a mortal humiliate him a second time.

END OF BOOK 6


End Note


So end Book 6 as well as a Major Arc that has been building up since Book 1. I have done my best to make this book as epic as possible and I hope that you liked what you read. B7 will take a little time to come out.

For B7 I plan to follow a tempo a little more like B3. If you missed the explicit scenes, don’t worry. B7 will introduce very interesting ones I believe haha.

So wait for me in Book 7: Elves, Witches and Weddings.

Also, I was asked about a Glossary. I have a fan made WIKI. Really thanks to the readers who worked on this. One warning though is that this wiki was made by the web serial readers. So, there might be some small differences between the info the wiki gives and what actually happened in the final and edited Amazon version.

For example, Sol’s age or some of the relationships he has. For those who have knowledge on Light novel and Web novels. You can imagine that the difference between the Web serial and the Amazon version are in this style.

For those who didn’t know, I started writing SHK in 2020 on a few websites and patreon as a web serial. It was only in December 2023 that I left Webnovel and signed a contract with Royal Guard Publishing. Then on February 11th, released the First book officially on Amazon after careful editing and a few corrections such as the age and certain relationship.

You can join my Patreon or you can just follow me on Amazon to get notification for incoming books.

Finally for social media I have a Discord Server for those who want to discuss with me and have questions.

If you want more haremlit stories then think of visiting these Facebook groups:

HaremLit Readers

Duke of Harem

SuperLit Books

Cultivation Novel

Monster Girl Fiction

Harem GameLit

If you are more into reddit then: 

r/haremfantasynovels is very chill with very interesting haremlit stories
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