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Our Story So Far


Luxuria, the Goddess of Lust, has tasked Sol with a mission: if he wishes to enter the Astral Realm again, he must conquer the Mortal Realm.

After returning from the Astral plane, Sol saved Lilith via a special ritual, which earned him the ire and enmity of Invidia, the Goddess of Envy. Following these events, he decided it was time to start his world’s conquest and take revenge for Setsuna.

After a prolonged battle, Lustburg won the war against the kingdom of Wratharis. Sol defeated Lupus the Usurper, and reached the King-rank by using the power of the Witches, as well as his contract with Isis.

Now the old gods are moving and Hypnos has decided on a bold plan: resurrect Echidna.

Sol, meanwhile, enjoyed a rare moment of peace before going to forge an alliance with the prideful elves. He conquered Satella, the elven queen, and the priestess Jasmine, the two rulers of the Elven Kingdom. His stay there was tumultuous, but he succeeded in all his goals and forged an alliance that would last as long as he was alive.

Now it is time for him to think about the kingdom of the angels, Slothstein, and also prepare his wedding with Medea Asmodeus, the Witch of Time and his first love.


FIRST ACT: Burden


Prologue




『 Wratharis — Patientia Temple 』

Wratharis Kingdom, one of the seven great kingdoms in the Mortal Realm, represents the sin of Wrath and the virtue of Patience. It was the kingdom of the beastkin, which had fallen under the control of a mad tyrant for more than a decade and undergone a steady decline.

Now, the kingdom was finally seeing a new day; a new ruler had taken the throne, after a brutal war that ended with the disgrace and death of the mad tyrant, who almost took the country down with him.

This new ruler is called Setsuna Ira—the daughter of the previous king, who was murdered by the tyrant, his own brother. Setsuna fled to Lustburg as a child, returning in triumph after years of training and suffering in the kingdom of the humans.

“Hum…. I didn’t really suffer in Lustburg, though.”

In the office of the ruler, an oni and a wolf were working together to sort out the tale that would depict the ruler’s journey.

The oni was of short stature, with purple-black hair and two horns protruding from her forehead. She was wearing rather risque clothes, which still had a certain grace to them, somewhere between seductive and majestic. But, when people noticed the gourd filled with alcohol, the majesty and grace vanished, and only the decadence and hedonism inherent in the oni race remained.

She was Shuten Doji, one of the Four Great Leaders of Wratharis.

Facing her was a golden-haired, golden-furred female wolf beastkin. The wolf was wearing a traditional kimono with floral patterns—the de facto choice of clothing for the royalty of Wratharis—and had a sword at her hip. Her long golden hair was tied in an elegant ponytail; paired with the sword and her dignified movements, it gave her a valiant appearance.

This unusual pair of women was busy transcribing the Memoirs of Setsuna, something they planned to share with the population to help them understand and connect with the new queen of their nation. This was an idea proposed by Setsuna, and Shuten accepted it with little opposition—that was her specialty, after all.

Shuten Doji stopped writing and adjusted her glasses as she looked up from the paper she was holding.

“Princess…” She began, but Setsuna stopped her, an exasperated expression on her face.

“I know, I know. This is propaganda, and we need an interesting story.”

Shuten nodded slowly. “I will be honest. Your actual story sounds even more unrealistic and propaganda-like than the lie we are fabricating.”

“What do you mean?”

“Think about it.” Shuten took another stack of paper and started reading. The story of your childhood was quite compelling, but after that, it’s nothing but romance fantasy. Like, you reached Lustburg and immediately met their Supreme Daughter?”

“Miss Camelia was very kind.”

“Then, just as you finished your discussion with the Supreme Daughter, the Crown Prince of Lustburg suddenly appeared?”

“Sol visited the church regularly as a child.”

“Um-hmm. Then, after meeting you, the prince immediately took you under his wing and named you an Apprentice Knight?”

“Miss Camelia decided that this was the best form of protection for me as a royal in exile.” Setsuna protested.

“You faced no discrimination, no harassment, no racism. You and Sol fell in love. He never abused you, never used you, and somehow you became not only the personal Knight of the Prince, you also became his fiancée?”

This time, Setsuna could only clamp her mouth shut.

“I don’t know about you, but no matter how I read this, it looks like some kind of propaganda to make Lustburg look better and whitewash the prince.”

“But it’s the truth.” Setsuna gritted her teeth, feeling wronged for being doubted.

“The truth doesn’t matter in this situation. What matters is the perception. Your story shows no struggle. Blessed you may be, but this level of luck is simply out of this world. I can promise you, show this to a hundred people, and over ninety will think that you are flat-out lying.”

Setsuna growled at the blatant remark, but she hated that there was nothing she could retort with Doji's words. Even she had to admit that her life was basically a fairytale compared to what it could have truly been.

“Yet I do not wish to lie, much less tarnish Sol’s reputation.” Setsuna was resolute. She knew that this was not the moment to act willfully. They needed to establish her authority and increase her approval rating among the people of her kingdom.

She refused to lie. Not about this.

Setsuna and Shuten Doji gazed at each other for a moment in a contest of wills. One was an experienced politician, someone who cemented her position as the leading force of a country despite being a foreigner. One could say that she was a miracle-worker.

The other was a young woman with no experience in governing, and who only knew how to swing her sword and follow orders.

In the end, though, Shuten was the one who relented.

“You are stubborn. I wonder if it’s characteristic of all the Blessed.” She sighed and put down the paperwork she was holding. Flames erupted, consuming them until there was nothing left. “Very well. Let’s start from the beginning again—and this time, we will tell the true story.”

Setsuna smiled, her golden tail wagging behind her like a cheerful dog as she nodded, “Let’s do that. We should start with how Sol tried to touch my ears on our first meeting.”

Shuten gave a long-suffering smile and started working, with lethargy in her eyes. Today was going to be a long day.
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A few hours later, a happy Setsuna walked out of Shuten’s office, leaving a thoroughly drained oni by her lonesome.

The moment the door closed behind Setsuna, all expression of lethargy vanished from Shuten’s face, as a cold and calculating light flashed in her eyes.

She took the story she had written and started rereading it, again and again. This was valuable information. Setsuna might have concealed the most important part, but people always underestimate how important mundane information can be.

Still, the more Shuten read, the less she understood the princess. Sometimes she was utterly naïve, and other times she was extremely cold. Setsuna was a battle maniac, yet she would rather negotiate than fight if possible. She was a pervert who could lie down with any woman throwing themselves at Sol, but still treated the few he cared for as if they were her entire world.

Setsuna was a walking contradiction, a worrying situation, a doomed fixation. Sol was a storm in formation, and she knew that soon this very storm would sweep through everything and anything in its path—even if that path laid waste to the Mortal Realm.

Whether for good or ill, Shuten could not say, nor did she care. All that mattered was for her to be on the right side of the storm that was coming.

“Shuten, you seem to be deep in thought.” The oni adjusted her slouched posture and looked up, not surprised to see Kiku entering through the window, her kimono ruched up over her knees.

“Old fox, I guess you finally moved.”

Kiku shrugged and adjusted her robes, her kimono struggling to contain her massive chest. “I was wondering if you were planning on brainwashing the princess, but for now, it seems like you are keeping your thoughts to yourself. That is very unlike you.”

“Unlike me, huh…” Shuten looked down at the new story and smiled. “My friend, you know me best. It would be a lie to say I wasn’t tempted to make use of her. After all, this is a chance to become the shadow ruler of Wratharis. I briefly contemplated manipulating her and maneuvering her on our side.”

“But you gave up. Why?” Kiku had only asked this in jest, but looking at Shuten’s face, it seemed like there was more to it than she first thought.

“Why?” Shuten shook her head and gave her a bitter laugh. “Why would I risk my neck trying to manipulate a fanatic like her?” She shuddered violently just at the thought. Shuten did not know what kind of drug Sol gave to Setsuna, but she knew one thing.

Had she insisted on tarnishing Sol’s reputation, her head would have been sent flying.

Of that, she had no doubt.


Chapter 1


Lilin and Setsuna



“Princess, please stop fidgeting.”

“Ugh...” Setsuna groaned as the servants around her worked tirelessly to adjust her kimono to prepare for the official coronation in front of the entire country.

After leaving Shuten Doji, her retainers whisked away Setsuna before she could even say anything. Even if she had wanted to speak, she was powerless then. A part of her still saw herself as Sol’s knight and faithful protector. It was an age-old adage that all knights, capable and loyal, hated wearing complicated clothes. All they did was impede her from moving her body the way she wished.

The rational part of her mind understood that it was not a matter of what she wanted, but a matter of what was required of her. As the only remaining member of the royal family of Wratharis and the sole Blessed of the nation, she had a duty to her kingdom that she could not ignore, nor was she willing to.

“I get… ahem… I understand.”

A glare from one of the elder maids made Setsuna clear her throat. She did not fear them, nor was she crass enough to use informal language in such scenarios. Still, she could get overwhelmed sometimes and let something impolite slip, as was the case now.

“Heh… I guess becoming queen isn’t all that rosy.”

The voice coming from the other side of the room did not help Setsuna calm her nerves in the slightest. All she could do was glare down at the intruder lying on the sofa, close to where Setsuna stood like a doll to be dressed up.

“Lilin, what are you doing here? Aren’t you supposed to be training?”

Lilin Luxuria, the princess of Lustburg, was as beautiful as ever. Ever since she awakened her succubus bloodline, she has become even more alluring. Her long purple hair was as eye-catching as it had always been—nay, perhaps it had become even more enchanting. She was wearing a simple white shirt and a short red skirt. On her hip was a sword of unnatural length. The daughter of the Queen Regent of Lustburg was one of the few who could keep their weapons while next to Setsuna in this place.

“Heh, and miss a muscle-brained battle maniac like you acting like a princess? Never!” Lilin giggled as she munched on cakes with relish.

Lustburg had erected a portal that connected the two countries, allowing easier travel between them, mainly to allow Setsuna to get easier access to Sol and the others. However, as Sol was not currently in Lustburg, Setsuna had been in Wratharis, focused on her royal work.

As for Lilin, she was currently one of the most bored people in the entire country.

All the witches were busy preparing for Medea’s wedding, and half the national powers-that-be were busy working on the security details for said wedding. Meanwhile, Lilith had vanished somewhere, probably training with Sun Wukong. The two had become friendly, though from the way they fought against each other when training, one would think they were trying their best to kill each other.

For all her talents, Lilin understood very well that she was not worthy enough to intrude upon those monsters' training regimen. They were simply too high-level for her. At least for now.

In all of Lustburg, Lilin had only four friends.

Clara, the elven woman who acted as Sol’s business manager, was perhaps the busiest woman in Lustburg. There was no way Lilin would disturb her now, even if she wanted to. She was not a monster‌.

Nuwa, the child of Echinda and Asmodeus, was currently in the care of Ambrosia, the Thousand Spells Witch and Medea’s mother. From what she knew, they were preparing a new body for Echidna, and also discovering how to separate the two souls in the safest way possible.

Isis, a phoenix from the Astral Realm and Sol’s contracted lover, was nearly as busy as Clara; her undead horde was working overtime. The girl herself was strangely absent-minded as well, as if worrying over some problem about which only she knew. Lilin had tried to help her; however, Isis had politely declined, making it clear that it was something she had to work on alone, for it was a hindrance in her path and no one else could walk the path for her. Lilin understood and left her to her devices.

“That leaves only you, dearest friend of mine.” Lilin chortled.

“Geh. Thanks, I guess, but I am busy as well, as you can see.” Setsuna sighed.

“I wouldn’t say getting fitted for a ceremonial dress is being busy. But what do I know? I am not the future queen of a kingdom.” Lilin chuckled again before sighing heavily.

Setsuna could see that, despite her casual and nonchalant aura, Lilin also had her share of worries. She thought a little before signaling the maids to leave. They seemed slightly hesitant, but in the end, they bowed and departed; they could do nothing but obey when the soon-to-be queen of the nation ordered them to do something.

Now alone in the room, Setsuna snapped her fingers, spreading her mana around to create an isolation barrier. Finally, she asked, “So, what is really happening?”

“What do you mean?” Lilin tried to appear nonchalant, but Setsuna would have none of that.

“Out with it. I need to go to work soon, you know? What is bothering your tiny brain?”

She adjusted the blue kimono she was wearing. Taking a few measured steps, so as not to undo the work put into fitting the complex clothing, she carefully sat next to Lilin. Setsuna had forgotten how uncomfortable ‌traditional dresses were, but wearing them gave her a certain feeling of happiness she could not explain properly. A cultural appreciation of the soul, perhaps?

“Urggh…” Lilin groaned, but in the end, she only sighed before speaking in a resigned tone, “I have been thinking about many things—about Mom, about myself, about my power, about Sol. The more I think, the more I end up feeling confused.”

“Are you feeling useless or weak?” Setsuna asked gently, trying her best to be reasonable and accommodating.

Lilin shook her head in response, then scratched her head. “No… I mean, I feel I can reach the King-rank soon. I’m ‌still confused about what Name to put on the Concept I have readied. It’s a bit daunting.”

She lifted a finger, and a red haze covered it.

War.

As a Concept, it was pretty brutal, but it suited Lilin in a way few other Concepts could. After all, the first Intent she had cultivated was bloodlust.

“After that whole ritual with Sol, I keep feeling like it’s just a matter of time. So no, I am not exactly feeling left out. It’s just… I guess I feel a little jealous?” She mumbled.

“Jealous?” Setsuna seemed surprised.

“Yes.” Lilin nodded, “I mean, let’s be honest. The last thing Sol needs is firepower. Even if I ascend to the King realm, at most I can only take a small part of his burdens, and it isn’t like he has a lack of King-ranked folks running around him either.”

Setsuna gave a bitter smile, but there was nothing she could say against that. The Tower of Babel housed enough powerhouses to strike fear into the heart of anyone. Sol also had connections with many powerful beings outside of Lustburg or even the Mortal Realm.

Truthfully, a new King was not enough of a boost for the proverbial monster he had become.

“I also know that Sol needs us to advance for his dimension to stabilize, and I am genuinely happy for that. But right here, right now, there isn’t really much I can bring, no matter what I do.” Lilin started counting off on her fingers. “Just look at our current generation. Clara is the Chief Administrator of Lustburg, the Supreme Secretary. Even though she isn’t even a Duke, I think she is more important to the group than I am. Isis is the Princess of the Underworld and a King-ranked phoenix. Nuwa is the Princess of Gluttony Foss. You are the Princess and soon-to-be Queen of Wratharis. Even Chloe, who is still on the fence, is the Holy Daughter of Slothstein. Then we have Aurora, who is the Holy Daughter of Lustburg.”

“You are also a princess, Lilin. The Princess of Lustburg.”

“A princess without power. I have been working on growing my army, but it’s hard, you know? And now Sol is about to marry Medea and gain control of all the Witches. Then he will marry you and get Wratharis. What about me?”

“So… you feel useless, is that what it is?”

Lilin gave Setsuna a death stare. If looks could kill, this was it. Setsuna simply smirked, eyeing her with defiance. The stare-off lasted for some time before Lilin gave up and admitted the truth.

“Yeah—happy? I feel quite useless.”

“I think the problem is that you are aimless rather than being useless.” Setsuna tapped Lilin’s forehead. “Your whole world revolves around Sol, so much so that you seem to have forgotten your own goals now. What about your dream of becoming a renowned Swordmaster? Or beating your mom? Have you already given up on everything?”

Lilin stayed silent for some time, unable to say anything.

“I don’t know.” She finally said with difficulty.

“You know,” Setsuna smirked, “it’s quite ironic how a dream demon cannot have a dream of her own.”

“Dreams are good, but it’s exactly because I am a dream demon that I understand. Dreams can never beat reality. Dreams always scatter at the first break of dawn.”

“And what is the reality that made you give up?”

“I can never become the strongest swordmaster. I can never beat my mother. I simply do not love the sword as much as she does. My path is inherently different from hers and I can never reach the peak of the sword that my mother pursues.”

“Then it’s quite simple. You just have to find a new dream.”

Setsuna spoke with confidence, and Lilin laughed before lying down on Setsuna’s lap. Her head on the wolf girl's thigh, she simply closed her eyes.

“Enough with all this depressing talk, okay? How is everything on your end? You are about to become a queen. The Queen of Wratharis.”

Setsuna shook her head at the thinly veiled change of topic, but she knew that there was no point in pressuring her further. This was a step all those around Sol had to go through.

Who would have thought that having a mate too competent could be an issue? She chuckled inwardly.

“Well, to be honest, I have done little. Shuten Doji has been taking care of everything that could even be a hindrance.”

“Haha, do you not fear becoming the second coming of the Puppet King?” Lilin laughed, but Setsuna just shrugged in response, clearly unconcerned by the implication.

Neptune the Puppet King was Sol’s grandfather, and the one who had created Lilith and Lilin by using the blood of the Nightmare Queen. Setsuna knew little about him because they hid and destroyed most of his vile acts. People primarily knew that the nobles of Lustburg manipulated him.

Of course, those in the know understood that Neptune had never been interested in ruling, which allowed the nobles to run wild. In the end, that piece of information ultimately added nothing to the equation.

“Like Sol said, if you know the enemy and know yourself, you need not fear the result of a hundred battles. Calling Shuten an enemy is an exaggeration, but as she is now, I wouldn’t mind letting her become the shadow ruler of Wratharis. I know I do not have the skills to be a competent ruler, and I do not have the will to even try to be one, either at the moment. I am ‌a knight first, not a princess or a queen.”

Setsuna did not doubt herself. She had put those doubts to rest ever since she faced her true self and reached the Duke Realm. What she wanted, what she wished to accomplish, and what her dreams were—all those things made her true. All of that encompassed her existence.

Seeing the resolute gaze of her friend and deep confidence in her sense of self and identity, Lilin could only smile wistfully. “You are strong. I thought that after getting your revenge, you would be lost. I know now that I have thought wrong.”

“Revenge should never be the goal. It was nothing but a means for me to reach inner peace and advance to the next level in life. Now that Lupus is dead, and I have accomplished my revenge, I can simply be myself and live happily alongside those I love.”

“You… you are about to become a King?”

Setsuna nodded. “Indeed. I can already feel my name forming. It’s just a matter of time.”

“Congratulations.” Lilin clapped while keeping her head on Setsuna’s lap. She was truly happy for her friend.

“Thanks.”

“I guess everything is going well for you.”

“Not exactly. There are still a few rebels who are causing problems—extremist nobles who were under Lupus’ faction. From what I know, some of them recently started contacting the dwarves. We believe they are smuggling weapons to Wratharis.”

“What? They dare!? Even after Sol gave them a warning and showed leniency?” Lilin did not know all the details, but she knew Sol had used his power to kill many of importance in Greed Dike. That had been a warning, nothing more, and yet they still dared to meddle in matters that did not concern them. Were they just tired of living?

“Don’t ask me. I don’t know who the bitch is that’s making the dwarves act like such morons, but it doesn’t matter. What matters is that soon we will erase the extremists. We are just waiting to round up all of them or at least the lion’s share of the buffoons.”

“Why not just stop them now?”

Setsuna shook her head. “Shuten said that beyond just catching the extremists, the most important thing is having a just cause.”

“For?”

“Conquest.” Setsuna grinned, her blue eyes gleaming with a murderous light. “Starting a war is easy, but to truly conquer a kingdom, we need a just cause, and these stupid people are giving one to us. Soon, Wratharis and Lustburg will declare war on Greed Dike.”

Lilin smiled at Setsuna’s words. She had been wondering if they were seriously going to wait a few months for Slothstein to impeach them.

It seemed now that she had been wrong.

This was going to be so much more fun than just waiting idly.
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In the capital of Lustburg, a woman clad in light armor, a white halo above her shimmering golden hair, walked forward with silent steps and a graceful gait, striding through the massive hallways of the Church of Castitas.

Wherever she went, both nuns and paladins alike gave her a look filled with both wariness and vigilance; however, they still showed their respect by bowing their heads, even if with reluctance. Whenever she walked past them, she could hear their murmurs full of doubts and derision, all directed toward her.

“Is she still here?”

“I thought she would have left by now.”

“Is she acting as a spy?”

Spy, traitor, ungrateful, vile, and many other condescending and hostile remarks—she had heard them all. Once she had been a source of respect; now she was only seen as a pariah, despised by all.

Chloe could only smile bitterly in response. Nothing more, nothing less. When this all started, she could still muster ‌feelings of anger and try to protect her honor. Now, she could only feel weariness in her heart, nothing else.

A traitor.

In reality, they were the furthest from the truth. After all, she had never sworn allegiance to Lustburg. She was the Holy Daughter of her own kingdom. Her loyalty to the angels should be clear.

Yet she did not refute when they called her a traitor.

I might really be a traitor. Chloe mused to herself, feeling extremely bitter.

The current situation left her bewildered. Chloe believed in the duty of all angels to safeguard the order of the world. This was their mission, one that surpassed everything else that made up their existence. The goddesses had granted angels power and technology far beyond anything that could exist in the mortal realm to accomplish that goal.

If so, then why do I still hesitate?

Chloe could only release another strained sigh at the thought.

The order to come back home had been sudden but not unexpected. Sol was proving to be a disturbing factor in the status quo of the mortal world. The angels could not allow the birth of a second Khan; the first Demon King had been one too much.

Yet, Chloe still did not leave.

I need to talk to Sol. I also need to speak to the leaders.

This was a war that should never have happened, no matter what. She had seen what Sol was capable of and also witnessed all the power he had built for himself in the Tower.

The chances of Lustburg losing the war against Slothstein were near-zero.

But…

The chances of Lustburg winning against Slothstein in the truest sense were also near-zero.

Chloe’s eyes darkened as she bit her lip to the point of drawing blood. This whole situation was ‌very frustrating.

She took a deep breath and released a final sigh. Right now, there was still no need for her to hyper-focus on that. Lustburg and Slothstein were still at peace, even if temporarily. Neither of them would start the war lightly.

She stopped when she reached the chapel. This was where Aurora would hide and pray when she was not officiating.

The entire chapel had recently been redecorated and refurbished. This room was going to be used for something far more interesting than a simple offering of prayers to the goddess.

A small smile formed on her face. In this sea of bad news and frustration, that Sol was about to have his first wedding here filled her heart with joy. She had, sadly, not been much of a friend to Sol, but she was truly happy to see him take the next step in his life with someone he loved.

Watching the human nuns move around hurriedly ‌under the orders of a pink-clad witch, a few beastmen and elves working on the roof or moving the pieces of equipment, and dwarves busy fighting about how they should add a patio, Chloe laughed.

This was a sight that was only possible in Lustburg, results born from years of combat to adjust to a new society. Sol’s predecessors had worked hard to make this dream a reality and Sol worked just as hard, if not harder, to bring the Witches into the fold as well.

It was a beautiful sight, so much so that Chloe disagreed with the orders of the upper echelon once again.

Sol may be an element that would bring much chaos to the natural order of the world, but he was also someone with the potential to usher in a new era of peace in these troubled times.

If this were really the case, shouldn’t it be their duty to assist him rather than fight against him? Weren’t the angels bringing chaos and war into the world by trying to control him?

Chloe mused, her head hurting just at the thought of all the ramifications of war. She had never been the kind to think about all the intricacies. Her time with Camelia helped her learn to think more critically, but there was a limit to this as well.

So she made a simple decision.

I just have to talk to him.

She would say and do what she could.

As for the more complicated matters? She would leave them to Sol. He was quite used to dealing with such things, anyway.

“May this peace last eternally.” Chloe prayed. No sooner had she uttered those words, the cry of a phoenix resonated throughout the capital of Lustburg, as a giant gate opened in the middle of the sky.

Feeling a sense of déjà vu, Chloe lifted her head and watched the sky tear itself apart. Golden flames escaped from the fissure, and wings covered in lightning appeared one after another. Each wing seemed large enough to encompass half of the capital, and the beast’s mere presence filled the air with a divine aura.

Chloe watched in silence as the giant lightning phoenix finally escaped the portal in its entirety and let out a second cry.

The mere presence of the divine beast seemed magical‌. She could feel her body become lighter and filled with energy; even hidden wounds she did not notice healed at the beast’s presence.

The sky grew dark, thunder roared, and lightning flashed everywhere, creating a strange paradox in which light and darkness seemed to coexist.

Watching this display of power, Chloe remembered the bombastic entrance of Isis back when Sol came back with her from the Astral Realm.

She did not know which phoenix it was this time, but she had to say, those phoenixes liked to show off.


Chapter 2


Speech


『 Southern Pride 』

After Sol left the palace reserved for him and his women during his stay in Southern Pride, he went to a large clearing, where the dignitaries of the Elven Kingdom waited for his arrival.

Nefertiti and the other women took a step back to stand behind him, while Satella and Jasmine joined the other elders among the elven dignitaries.

The Grand Priest had been giving a speech while they waited, and though he was quite eloquent and imposing, the elves were already growing impatient with his seemingly endless rambling. They had not gathered there to listen to his boring speech after all; there was a more important matter at hand.

Sol stood before the gathering of elves, his eyes scanning all he could see, and even those beyond his vision.

There were many. He felt that nearly all the elves alive in this country might have gathered at this location. Some gathered together on the ground, while others climbed the gigantic trees in the distance, all observing him with bated breath.

Curiously, none dared to climb the trees closest to him. From what he had gathered during his stay among the elves, to look down upon the Dragon Emperor was an insult that no elf, either friend or foe, would ever dare to commit.

Elves truly are a different breed of madness.

Yet, there was a charm in their madness; such were the thoughts of Sol Luxuria. He was no stranger to mad admiration and absolute obsession. Milia, Nefertiti, and Skuld made sure he was already immune to any sense of awkwardness when in contact with such intense emotions.

In Sol’s eyes, their madness was both beautiful and admirable. It was a relentless emotion born of pride, reverence, and an unshakable sense of tradition.

“I would now like to offer the stage to His Majesty, the Dragon Emperor,” the Grand Priest announced, his voice carrying a clear and unshakable charisma that resonated in everyone’s hearts.

In a gathering filled with eternally youthful faces, the Priest's aged features stood in stark contrast, a reminder of just how ancient the man truly was. Sol knew he was one of the oldest mortals alive and one of the most fervent believers of Tiamat. He had taken part in the war of chaos versus order, which would make him over ten thousand years old at the very least.

And yet, there was a gleam in the old man’s eyes—not the wisdom of age, but the undeniable spark of youth. He stepped down with a calm smile, his eyes twinkling as if he were giving Sol ‌silent encouragement.

Silence fell upon his departure, born from eternal reverence instead of fear or despair. Every murmur ceased when he stepped up. Every rustle of leaf and breath of wind seemed to pause as if even nature itself awaited his words.

Thousands of eyes turned to him.

Waiting. Watching. Worshipping. Hoping.

And then—he felt it.

A current, like a tidal wave made of light and expectations, rushed toward him like a tsunami’s relentless barrage. Faith. Not abstract, not poetic, but nearly tangible and visible to his eyes. It curled around him like heat, like power, like a crown made of fires of devotion and silent pleas.

He was not even a Demigod. Not yet.

And yet, the belief of thousands flowed into him, feeding something deep within his core.

Thanks to his connection with Nefertiti, this ability had only grown stronger. Behind him, he could hear her gasp softly, silent enough that only he could hear her. Clearly, even for her, the relentless barrage of faith had been too much to handle at once. He wondered just how the goddesses could support billions of prayers, hopes, and wishes, all focused on them, every second of every day. He also understood why the gods and demigods were indifferent to mortals' struggles.

It was overwhelming.

It was also extremely humbling.

At this very moment, watching all those elves await his words with trepidation, Sol felt himself hesitate for the first time in quite a while. He had not felt this kind of pressure even when he was delivering speeches during the war against Wratharis.

Yet this was certainly different. A wave of attention from a whole other dimension. Few in Lustburg had looked at him the way the elves were doing now. The sheer trust they had in him, the faith so pure it burned like flames of molten white, made him hesitate. Not from fear, but from respect.

What should he say?

He understood more than anyone that here and now, even if he were to say the most outlandish thing, the elves would still cheer and scream in joy as if he had delivered the very truth of the universe.

He knew that most of the elves here would blindly accept any of his words as the gospel of the Lord Almighty, even if said words were detrimental to them.

This should have made things easier for him, and yet it did the opposite.

The knowledge that they trusted and believed in him made him reluctant to dismiss them and leave after giving banal remarks.

So he wondered once again… What should he say at the moment? What could he even say?

He closed his eyes; the weight pressing down on his shoulders heavier than any crown ever could.

But even that single breath was enough for him to find it within himself.

Not the perfect words. Not a speech of legends, but the truth that was his.

Sol opened his eyes and spoke.

“I hate war,” he started, a calm dignity in his tone. His words drew confusion from the elves because of the sheer randomness of the topic. It was a bolt out of the blue for all of them.

“War is a monster that devours wealth. But if that were all, it would be tolerable,” Sol continued, his voice never losing its steadiness, the unwavering dignity.

“Unfortunately, it doesn’t stop there. It disrupts economies, shatters lives, and erases futures. War is a calamity, one born not from nature, but from the greed of those who stand above.”

Sol loved fighting. The feeling of his blood pumping as he exchanged special moves and techniques against a worthy opponent was simply exhilarating, and because of that, he found war to be supremely distasteful.

“A war of conquest is worse,” he said, his tone colder, more hateful. “The economic losses; the emotional devastation; the generations erased before they’re born; the consequences reach further than I can truly comprehend. But I know many of you do.”

The confusion slowly settled, and a few elves had eyes filled with memories. Indeed, many of them lived through war and understood its weight.

“Culture. History. Economy. Values. You can’t absorb a nation without absorbing its soul. If you subjugate it by force, the backlash is inevitable. And even if you succeed… conquest is never short term.”

This was why, even after winning the war, Sol made sure that Lustburg did not exercise open control over Wratharis beyond a certain point.

Lustburg never pressed too far. It was important for the citizens of Wratharis not to feel cornered. He let Wratharis breathe and gave it space to remember its own name.

But rebellions still broke out daily. Of course, machinations from nobles and other individuals with vested interests caused most of them. Some citizens also took part in those rebellions. Had Sol tried to get full control instead of putting Setsuna at the front, he was sure that the situation would have been a hundred times worse. The entire country and its people would have revolted in the first week.

“One thousand years ago,” he said quietly, “my ancestor, the Conqueror King, Jupiter Luxuria, waged war for no reason but his own desire to stand above all. He bathed this world in fire and called it his moment of glory.”

Sol’s fists clenched at his sides.

“I despise that man. And yet…” He inhaled. “I now walk the same path I had despised.”

Jupiter was nothing but a filthy bastard in Sol’s eyes. A vile man with an ego too big for his own good. He died a miserable death, befitting the pride that devoured him whole.”

But Sol had little right to insult the man, since he was now causing bloodshed all for his selfish desire. Luxuria may have asked him to do so, but he was the one who accepted her command, even going beyond the initial assignment.

A murmur rose again, but died before it could form. No one dared to speak. The air around Sol shifted, heavy with something vast pushing out of his very soul.

“I hate war, and yet I will not hesitate to continue this war. No—this conquest.”

The elves gazed at each other, slowly understanding the situation. This was no random speech.

This was a declaration.

“Attention, elves of Southern Pride. Hear my proclamation. I am Sol Dragona Luxuria, ruler of Lustburg.” Sol said with the utmost solemnity.

“Wratharis has surrendered to me, and yesterday so did your Queen.” He paused, letting the silence stretch. “But I will not stop here. My ambition and goals will not be satisfied with only this much.

His eyes swept over them, glowing with small motes of golden light. “I want to control the fate of this world, and if anyone dares to resist my supreme authority,” his eyes darkened as he declared, “I will show them no mercy.”

He let his words spread so they could truly understand the determination inlaid in his speech, his very will. Sol would conquer this world, no matter what. But he could not do it alone.

He looked down at the elves, his eyes now filled with a certain warmth.

“At this moment, the only ones who can challenge my military rules are the angels, and a clash between us is inevitable. So, I ask here and now, despite knowing all of this…”

He extended a hand not in threat, but in offer.

“... Will you stand by me?”

For a heartbeat, the world held still.

Then from among the sea of elves, one figure stepped forward. She was young—or rather, she appeared so. In elven terms, she might have lived for centuries; no one could be sure other than‌ herself.

She fell to one knee, her hand over her heart, and lowered her head.

“I will.”

Another elf followed. Then another.

Soon, thousands of elves bowed their heads, hands pressed to hearts, the gesture as old as their very race and sacred as any vow. Not even the elders remained standing, and soon Jasmine and Satella followed their lead.

A murmur ran through the crowd, not as speech, but as a single breath shared between them all.

“We will.”

Sol did not smile at their devotion, their belief, and their determination.

He could not.

This differed from the blind devotion shown when he first arrived.

This was not admiration or devotion directed at a dragon.

This was pure faith and belief directed solely at him.
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Sol left Southern Pride.

On the day he arrived, the elves knelt before him.

On the day he left, the elves still knelt before him.

The weight behind the two moments was utterly different.

This was why he could say now with no doubt or hesitation—Southern Pride belonged to him.
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『 Divine Kingdom of Invidia 』

After Sol finished his speech and began his return flight toward Lustburg, Invidia engaged deeply in discussion with some unique individuals in her personal realm.

One of these was a golden-haired woman with cerulean eyes and large bat-like wings. She was standing respectfully next to Invidia; yet she did not show her the same deference that mortal beings would in her presence.

The other was an old man with gray hair and a hunched back. Two horns protruded from his forehead; one of them in a half-broken state. His eyes were mostly closed, and it seemed like he was about to die at any moment now. But his massive aura, which enveloped the entire territory, belied his frail appearance.

{ What do you think? } Invidia asked. Her voice was calmer than usual. They had been watching and listening to Sol’s speech and had seen the thread of Faith swirling around him. The way Sol absorbed them was proof that he was close to ascending to the Demigod realm.

“He is an ambitious man. I did not think a new Conqueror would once again come from Lustburg so soon after the death of Jupiter. This one seems to be far more competent and adept at obtaining the hearts of his subordinates.” The old man praised, and Invidia nodded.

She hated Sol and thought of him as nothing but a mortal who was grasping towards power—power he did not deserve. But there was no denying the reality.

{ It’s his seemingly endless ambition that makes him dangerous. Luxuria told me about their bets, and how it’s unsurprising that he wants to conquer all the kingdoms. But will it really stop only there? Would someone of his caliber be happy ruling a bunch of weaklings in that place where not even mana can thrive properly? }

“I must say, your words are quite hurtful. After all, we are the ones guarding that backwater place for you.” The winged woman chuckled. Her eyes never left Sol and the succubus next to him. She had been suspicious in the past, but now her suspicions had been confirmed. Chuckling to herself, she turned her gaze to Invidia, sitting on her throne.

“I am more surprised that you allowed us to witness this. I thought this was against the rules of the game to share information.” The golden-haired woman asked, her eyes filled with a glimmer of curiosity and amusement.

{ I did not break any rules. Calling my Blessed and my most loyal servant is not against the rule. That you could witness this scene is nothing but a coincidence. }

She continued, { Superbia and her twin are at fault. If they wanted to keep the information from spreading, they should have simply cloaked the country, as Luxuria did for her own mortal territory. }

Invidia was calm as she explained the small loophole she exploited here. The rules she and her sisters had created were far from perfect, and many such loopholes existed just waiting to be exploited. Usually, none of them would bother using such petty tricks.

But as she was now, she could not allow herself to keep watching things flow as they were.

The angels were moving slowly, but that would not be enough for them. Sol’s Fate was becoming too strong. Even if the angels were to attack, they could only ensure mutual destruction—the chance of them actually killing that cockroach of a man was extremely unlikely.

They needed something strong. Something decisive that could end this whole situation with no problems.

Tch! Just how much Karma did my stupid sister invest in this man? Invidia fumed.

It was not as if there had been no one climbing the ranks in power so quickly. But Sol’s growth was more than abnormal.

What made his power incredible was how attuned he was to survival. Beating Sol was moderately hard but not impossible; killing him was nigh impossible.

She felt frustrated at how blind her other sisters were‌; however, there was nothing she could do directly.

Sol Luxuria was a danger to them. They needed to stomp him and destroy his soul, to ensure he never even got the chance at reincarnation. After that, they also needed to stop Luxuria from bringing back foreign souls into their world.

This might have been fun at first, but now it was clearly a very dangerous move that could not be used with little thought. All foreign souls were irregular, individuals who could continuously break the limit of even the goddess’ understanding and work outside the laws of the universe.

There was no need for such irregularities in their games anymore.

{ Give me your opinion on his power growth. } Invidia asked. As she was born a goddess, she never experienced realm ascension or a growth in her powers. She had been born perfect, after all. She never had any interest in such things either. After all, no matter how much they struggled, mortals could never hope to become gods like her.

“He will soon become a demigod—perhaps in a year or perhaps in a month. All he lacks, it seems, is a moment of enlightenment and enough energy to change his vessel.” The golden-haired woman murmured in reply to the goddess’ question.

“I would normally concur, but in this case, things are more complicated. I do not know about enlightenment. But when it comes to energy, the amount necessary to build a vessel that will satisfy this man seems to be astronomical. Of course, the result would be astonishing if he succeeded in building his body and ascended to demigodhood.” The old man spoke in jest, but there was clearly worry in his voice.

{ He is working with Echidna. } Ividia told them with a frown.

“Oh…” He did not ask how she knew Echidna was still alive, nor how it was possible for her to be walking around while her soul should have been destroyed and her body sealed.

All that mattered was that Echidna’s existence alone was a game changer. In his long life, he had witnessed the rise and fall of many geniuses, but few, if any, could compare to the Mortal Trio, as he had loved to call them: his rebellious nephew; the crazy slave who loved magic more than herself; and the mad woman who had chased after the paradoxical state of perfection.

Thinking about this, he chuckled, “The Son of the Hero King, the son-in-law of the Death King and the Thousand Spells Witch, as well as the partner of the Mother of Thousand Monsters.” His laugh was filled with helplessness.

“Out of the four mortal demigods, he is directly related to all of them. I knew that Fate could be unjust, but I must admit… this is the most incredulous sight in my waning years.”

Fate was just, and the Blessed were the favored darlings of Heaven. But, there should be some limit to the absurdity that went about these individuals.

“My goddess, I will be honest. I do not advise further antagonizing him. I am the perfect example of what happens when one becomes an obstacle against the darling of an era. I am only alive because my rebellious nephew did not want to kill me.” He tapped his broken horn as he explained.

He was once a powerful Demigod that few could even hope to match among all the demigods in all the timelines. Now, he was just a broken shell, barely hanging on the strand of divine power he was keeping together. His immortality was destroyed, his vessel shattered, and his pride turned to dust.

All of this is because he stood in the way of Anubis.

He knew that Anubis’ birth was because of the whims of his goddess. But he did not hate her for it. After all, she too was nothing against the Will of this universe. Fate affected all, even the high and mighty goddesses.

This was why he needed to warn his goddess.

“Sol Luxuria makes all the Blessed or Singularities I observed in my life look like fireflies compared to the sun. There is no comparison to be had. We should not become his enemies. We should…”

{ We should beg him and grovel for his magnanimity? }

He clamped his mouth shut at Invidia’s wrath, bowing his head in deference and apology.

“I apologize. I misspoke. All will be done by your will.”

Invidia gazed at him silently and then observed her Supreme Daughter, whose smile never slipped.

The goddess understood well that the old man was speaking out of loyalty and care, rather than fear or cowardice. Despite that knowledge, she still could not stop herself from acting out.

She had to stop Sol. No matter what, even if her sisters stood against her.

{ Remember this: I always win. No matter how this scenario ends, I will still be the winner. }

Invidia’s goal was to protect her sisters. Her defeat or victory would lead to the same outcome.

{ Also, who said I have no hope of killing him? }

Her eyes gleamed. She was not some crazy woman brought senseless by the concept she wielded. There was no way she would act without preparation.

To manipulate all events to lead to this, Luxuria must have used most of her divine power.

This is just a last resort. But I might need to test this theory soon.

{ The two of you can go down and act as you see fit. }

The Supreme Daughter of Envy giggled as her form started to fragment. “Thank you for this gift. Now I must go visit the princesses. This is going to be fun.” She laughed and vanished.

As for the old man, he gave one last look to Invidia and shook his head, “Rest well, my goddess.” Then he too vanished, leaving Invidia all alone, ruminating on the future atop her lofty yet desolate throne.


Chapter 3


Going Back Home



The return flight home was proving to be quite entertaining for Sol. His back was wide enough and his scales smooth enough for everyone to sit comfortably and chat.

The talks had been very animated on their way to Southern Pride, but now, on the way back to Lustburg, a rather unnatural, subdued silence was present at the scene. The cause of it was clear—the presence of the queen of the elves, Satella.

And that was also the reason for Sol’s amusement.

There was a subtle tension between Satella and Persephone. A thousand years ago, Persephone, under the banner of Lustburg, fought and beat Satella so overwhelmingly that it completely broke the elven queen’s path to godhood, leaving no hope of repair.

In the end, Jupiter, who spearheaded the whole mess, betrayed even the witches, but that did nothing to mitigate the damage.

The path towards transcendence was something very personal and precious for those pursuing the path. Destroying someone’s path, for some, was no different from killing their loved ones.

It went without saying that Persephone and Satella were deadly enemies and might have fought to the death if the situation had been even the slightest bit different than it was now.

Fortunately, though, they were now sharing the same man and fighting under the same banner. And for that reason, calling the current atmosphere awkward was a severe understatement.

As Pandora and Camelia were Persephone’s old-time comrades, they were mostly siding with Persephone and thus were slightly alienating Satella to support their friend.

Nefertiti meanwhile, was fully content to just sit aside from everyone else and smile, creating a weird three-way confrontation between them.

Thankfully, while the tension was high, there was no killing intent being thrown around by anyone.

The proud elven queen did not know how to approach her former enemies, and the haughty witch did not know how to approach the one she had beaten once in the past.

Sol briefly wondered if he should intervene, but decided against it in the end. Problems like this were too deep for him to poke his nose in; this was something they needed to work out between the two of them.

Not all of his women liked each other—some even resented each other. This was nothing new to him. They simply needed not to cross the intangible line that he had set up for them and keep to themselves.

“Sol, how far are we from the capital?” Pandora broke the silence first among his retinue of women. It was predictable, since she was the one with the least amount of nerves among them and was suffocating from the awkward ambiance. She was at the point where she was considering the option of simply jumping out of Sol’s back and flying by herself to escape the whole damned thing.

“Not far. We should enter Lustburg’s airspace in a few minutes. Then I will accelerate.” His voice came out in deep rumbles like the reverberations of thunder. “Please cover my body in illusion, Pandora.”

“Of course.” Pandora nodded and used her spells. At this distance, she did not need to conjure anything complicated; a simple spell to affect the light refraction around Sol’s body was enough to achieve the desired result.

The spell’s effect was immediate; from the perspective of anyone who might have observed from below, the huge dragon flying in the skies would vanish like smoke. Anyone who might have spotted him would do a double-take and wonder if they were hallucinating for a second.

Seeing this, Sol ascended higher, and only then did he accelerate his flight speed. Flying too fast while close to the ground would only result in disturbing the lives of the common people.

Once Sol reached a cruising height and speed, Pandora turned around and spoke to Satella.

“Speaking of—will this be the first time you visit Lustburg?”

“No. When the human kingdom was still under our control, I visited while following the Queen.”

“Oh…” Pandora clamped her mouth shut at her reply, prompting an amused chuckle from Sol.

His poor succubus had a heart of gold, but she was truly lacking in tact. There was no love lost between Lustburg and Southern Pride.

Before Jupiter rose to power and gained the help of the witches, the humans, dwarves, and beastmen were enslaved under the control of the elves, demons, and angels. The elves, in particular, were the hegemonic power back then and had more slaves than everyone else combined.

This was a dark part of history for all the races. After all, unlike the current system in Lustburg, where slaves were more akin to civil servants, the slaves during that era had no rights, and were treated worse than animals—or even criminals, for that matter.

The prideful elves saw all the other races except dragons as inferior, and while they would not get out of their way to mistreat someone, they were not kind masters in the least.

This was why Jupiter’s actions brought about rebellion from the oppressed races. It allowed the dwarves and the beastmen to escape from their oppressors by siding with the humans and actively participating in the rebellion.

Elves looked down on the world and thus were hated by the world as a result. This was also why, even when Echidna was rampaging and all the other kingdoms came together to create their heroic party, the elves stayed out of it.

Camellia, who had stayed silent till now, asked, “So, do you have any remorse for your actions?”

Satella furrowed her brow. “Why should we? I do not think we did anything wrong. It’s the right of the strong to control the lives of the weak. In the same way, humans nowadays have slaves from all races. You were weak then; now you are strong, and you act no differently from we did.”

Camellia had no reply to Satella’s statement, which was only cold hard facts. Humans were not saintly creatures; in terms of damages alone, they had a more sordid past than any other race in existence.

The elven queen said with a sneer, “If there is one thing that I admit is that we should have been more careful when screening for talented individuals. We missed many people of high caliber. Perhaps if our overall system were better designed, we would also have had fewer rebellions in our heart. But this does not change the overall dynamic of our relationship with the other races. Thinking anything else is nothing but hiding yourself from the truth.”

Satella continued, “‌In terms of human losses, look at this woman over here. I am sure she killed more than anything we ever did. How do you think she got the name of Poison Princess?”

Persephone shrugged, “Personally, I do not care about the bothersome and tiring things you did back then. But thanks to you, I was able to get in contact with Ambrosia and become her daughter. I have a few regrets regarding the atrocities I committed all those years ago, yes. But if you were to ask me whether I would do so again or not if I could go back to the past, the answer would be—yes, without a shadow of doubt.”

The more Sol heard about her past, the more curious he was about Persephone. It seemed like she had been an absolute menace, and Sol was not averse to that fact.

The atmosphere between the women had somehow become even stiffer than before. Still, by voicing their grievances now, Sol was sure that there would be much more room for reconciliation in the future. When you hit rock bottom, the only place you could go was up.

He was already thinking about how fun it would be to see the two enemies become friends. Lost in his pleasant fantasies, something unusual caught his attention.

Hmm? What is happening?

“Sol?” Camelia asked, feeling the changes in Sol’s aura, but he did not reply.

He focused, and what he saw when he did made him frown immediately.

“We need to land—now.” His voice was cold, his anger barely held in as he immediately dove.
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[ A few moments ago… ]

The scorching rays of the sun pierced the sky.

Despite the intense sunlight, there was a surprisingly dark alleyway, lit only by dim fluorescent lights, no neon signs in sight.

Huff, huff…!

A young man was running down the alley, gasping for breath. He wore leather armor with a crest of a black snake. His body was covered with wounds, as if he had been carved mercilessly by a sharp knife.

And those wounds were increasing as he ran for his life.

Poof!

“Ah…!!” The young man fell to the ground.

He reached out to his earlobe as he felt a stinging sensation, and a hot liquid smeared his hand.

“Uh, ugh…!”

His ear had been cut off.

The burning pain was stronger than any he had ever experienced in his life. This should not have been possible. After all, though he was but a humble squire, he was still a potential Black Knight.

But he could not just stay still. Or else he would have to forfeit his life.

“I need to run!! I need to relay the message!”

He gritted his teeth and rose to his feet, continuing to run despite the pain. His chances of success were low, but giving up was not an option.

Rip!

No sooner had he cried out to encourage himself than his right leg was cut. He fell helplessly to the ground.

“Ugh…!”

He knew that screaming in pain in this scenario was a death wish. But the cry had to escape, no matter how much he wanted to stifle it. Fighting against the growing pain and despair was simply too much.

It was then…

“Where do you think you’re running off to?”

A woman in a red-and-gold kimono approached, humming a tune.

Her hair was black as the night, and she had two fox ears twitching above her hair while nine fluffy tails danced behind her. Her eyes had hints of gold in them, but the golden light flickered before being replaced by an ordinary shade of brown.

“You know, long, long ago, this world was a space known as a separate world: the Heart of the Universe.”

The woman started talking to herself while observing the man, as if she were a kid looking at an ant with curiosity.

Therefore, this place severely restricted the beings. Demigods not born in the Heart could hardly enter, and goddesses had limited power of observation here. This did not differ from a cursed plane. A curse of law that prevented their interfering with this world.”

Her voice was light but gentle. It was hard to imagine that such a voice belonged to a maniac like her.

“My stupid little sisters call the restrictions games and rules. But ‌they were simply hiding their own limitations. Those are laws.”

She scoffed, slightly amused as the boy tried crawling away from her. Laughing, she walked up to him and placed her heels on his back.

“You see, Dad has been gone for too long, and now there is an opening. Although it’s called the Heart, it’s not a law made by the perfect god of creation, but by Mother. In the process, part of the law became distorted.”

It is difficult to violate the laws made by the god of creation. Even the extraterrestrial beings could not set foot on this world because of those laws.

Even the highest celestial beings could not exist if they broke the laws, as the backlash would be too great for them to bear, no matter how transcendent their existences were. Under the gaze of the creator, everyone was equal—equally beneath him, that is.

“But we are different. We were all reborn in the Heart this time. Therefore, we can roam freely in this place. Isn't it ironic?” She laughed.

“Why– why are you telling me this!? What are you even talking about!?” the young man pleaded. He understood the words she was saying, but their meaning eluded him completely.

“For one, I am bored. And two, it’s a test. Brother told me that when a villain gives a monologue, something fun is sure to happen. So, I just want to test it out.”

The fox woman smiled brightly, revealing her ugly and distorted heart. All of this was nothing but a game for her.

“And isn’t it unfair? Haven’t you ever thought about why you should die? Well, not that I have any intention of letting you live, anyway.”

As she smiled brightly, her eyes glazed over pink, and she activated her specialty—illusion magic. The young man, his eyes dazed, staggered to his feet and drew his sword.

In the crowd, another woman clutching a bloodstained dagger approached them, her eyes solely fixed on the man.

“Lyod, is that you?” She gasped, before lunging at him.

Their focus blurred. The man called Lyod and the mysterious woman, who both appeared to be in their early twenties, drew their swords simultaneously. They were not the only ones either.

“What is this? Are their feelings mutual? Well, I guess this means you guys will reunite.” The vixen laughed wickedly.

These two, who had once cherished each other, were now aiming their swords at each other’s throats.

“No!!”

“Stop, stop it!!”

Thus, the knight, the girl, and the rest of the townsfolk fell—one by one.

All that remained was the malice of a malevolent being. The vixen felt and absorbed the people’s negative emotions with delight.

Family members, lovers, and best friends were killing each other. She became the target of the most intense negative emotions.

“More! Give me more! Dance for me, everyone!”

She danced a waltz alongside the macabre scene. Happiness filled her heart as the power of despair grew unendingly under her malevolent illusions.

All around them, blood was flowing as a massacre was occurring.

Parents killed their children, and children killed their parents. Friends betrayed each other, and lovers did no better. They committed atrocities while grinning widely, but only tears of blood flowed out of their eyes, contrasting with their smiles.

In the distance, the vixen could see a group of beastmen ravaging the people with pure savagery, their eyes red with bloodlust as they then set the place on fire.

“Mortals are truly fun.” She laughed for a few seconds but soon lifted her head, an enigmatic smile forming on her face.

“My, seems like my brother was right. Monologues bring out the heroes.”

She giggled and licked her lips. A part of her wished to fight now. She had seen the files about the boy. But, there was nothing like a good fight to truly understand your opponent.

They needed someone to test him. He might be one of their brothers or sisters who had yet to awaken, but it was not yet time to approach him.

The boy possessed a way to cut contact between their avatars and their main bodies. Sacrificing an avatar was pointless if they could not glean any information.

She knew she was still not at her previous peak. Just a little more, though, and she would at least gain back some divinity to contend against the boy.

“Well, this has been a good experiment.”

In the end, reason prevailed, and a red vortex appeared behind her. She gave one last glance at the magnificent spectacle she had created and finally left.

This was only the beginning.

The festivities were just starting.

She hoped Sol would like the festival of carnage that she had prepared solely for him.


Chapter 4


Anger



As Sol rapidly grew in power and finally obtained his King name through his ascension to the King realm, he came to realize that most of his emotions had become slightly muted.

The ability he possessed and the world he saw through the Threads of Fate affected his emotional spectrum more than he would have liked to admit. Outside of events related to his loved ones, few things or people could make his emotions fluctuate violently.

It was an undesirable development—one he did not find appealing—but there was nothing he could do. Eventually, there were aspects one had to lose to gain power. Nothing came free in this universe. Sol even wondered if he had lost the ability to feel the full range of emotions.

Now, though, he realized he had been wrong.

He could still feel.

And what he felt now was an insurmountable tsunami of anger.
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“What the hell is that?”

Landing on the ground and watching the events play out, Sol’s eyes twitched. Instead of the clean air of the countryside, he was met with the scents of smoke, fire, and the undeniable metallic smell of blood.

The laughter and joy of the commoners were replaced by the screams and cries of the innocent.

The soldiers who should have been protecting the citizens were instead killing each other, while the beastmen who should have been in Wratharis were instead in this place, killing everyone left and right.

Even his sudden appearance and overwhelming aura did not stop the madness. It was as if they could see nothing but themselves.

“This is an illusion. Most of them are deeply entranced in a powerful mind-control spell. This is something I have never seen before. I don’t think even the Nightmare Queen could reach this level of power.” Pandora muttered on the side, but Sol could not hear her.

“Oh? Who do we have here? Intruders? Get them!” A few beastmen seemed to notice them and immediately started rushing at the group. They had clearly gone berserk. Otherwise, they would have paid more attention to their appearance before recklessly attacking.

Still, Sol paid no attention to them. His mind was on overdrive, the gears turning so fast that even time seemed to have come to a standstill for him.

They have set up a barrier.

He muttered to himself inwardly. It was a powerful barrier, so powerful that Sol might have noticed nothing if he had not been in the vicinity. And with that, he realized the barrier was not something your average resident of the Mortal Realm could create.

Judging by the level of the barrier, outside of Demigods and a few very powerful Kings, the only people who could fool his senses were them.

Adam… I believe I have been lenient toward your children till now. My consideration was for naught.

Sol felt no particular negative feeling about the reincarnated gods. This was apparent in his treatment of Dawn.

But…

They had crossed the line. A line they shouldn’t have dared to cross.

Time resumed from his perspective, and the surging anger vanished without a trace. An utterly expressionless and indifferent expression settled over his face.

They will all pay the price for their transgressions.
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『 Dimension Encroachment 』

The entire village was immediately cut off from the world, stopping any observing gaze from the outside world. With this, no one, not even the gods, could be privy to what was happening inside.

Sighing, Sol took a step. An endless tide of shadows rose from the ground.

No, one could not simply call them shadows. They were more akin to a void that denied and devoured everything in existence. The girls behind Sol all took a step back. No matter how powerful they were, all of them realized that they absolutely should not be in contact with this power, no matter what.

This was the antithesis of all life.

This was something that denied and rejected all of existence.

This was— End.

“You are not even worthy of reincarnation,” Sol muttered, devoid of any emotion in his voice.

All those being encroached by his domain stopped in their tracks. Even the deepest illusion could not stop them from freezing in front of the most primordial fear that had existed since ‌the beginning of the universe.

Yet there was no will in them to resist. Even without fully releasing it, his presence, which had reached one of the highest levels, was already suppressing them.

The darkness moved in eerie waves.

“Wh-what!”

“Why isn’t my magic working?!”

“S-save me!!”

“Everyone, get away from the darknes–aaargh!!!”

A different cacophony of screams echoed from the town. The target had been the beastmen, and their screams echoed in all directions of the domain.

Watching the carnage, Sol simply walked calmly.
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Something like a shadow covered the entire world.

Above this small village, it looked as if the very abyss had emerged.

Wriggling grotesquely, something black, like tar spilled on a canvas, spread out in all directions, leaving not a single gap. It happened so fast that none of the berserk beastmen could react.

What is this?

One of them, a cat beastman, asked himself. They had agreed to take part in this expedition to retaliate against Lustburg. This was supposed to be a simple scorched-earth mission: steal, pillage, kill a few garrison soldiers, and vanish. Then rinse and repeat.

They talked about liberation and rebellion, but he did not care. He had already received an advance payment. After this operation, he would have been able to live a stable and rich life in just about any kingdom that was not Lustburg.

This was not their first attack.

But this time, things seemed to have gone horribly wrong.

He could hear the screams filled with utter despair from his fellow brethren. Yet none of them showed even the slightest hint of struggle, calmly accepting their demise. The ground, now entirely black like thick tar, did not allow them to resist. It denied their pride, absorbed all their mana, twisted their magic veins, and burned their blood.

The cat beastman followed the path of this eerie power that should not belong to this world. The source of it was a man clad all in white, with silver hair and rainbow-colored eyes—an alien appearance, one he could not even fathom.

He made the mistake of looking into the man’s eyes. Something seemed hidden within him, as if his current appearance was nothing but a shell barely containing an immense entity of unknown origins. An unknown that no one should even dare to uncover.

“Hahaha…” The cat started laughing hysterically. His mind recoiled, and his brain frantically tried erasing the memory of what he had just witnessed. But to no avail.

Is this a god?

He looked at the ground, his thoughts twisting and breaking. Someone once said that when you gaze into the abyss, the abyss gazes back. He realized that this was a warning that should never have been taken lightly.

Madness flashed in his eyes, laughter escaped his lips, while tears of blood flowed down his cheeks. His claws grew longer and sharper, and finally, he plunged them deep into his own throat.

He instinctively realized that only death could be a sweet release. He absolutely could not let himself get killed by this darkness.

Sadly for him…

Hah…

He watched as time seemed to reverse itself entirely. The gushing blood stopped, and his wounds closed at a speed beyond his natural recovery.

This was when he realized—his fate might be even bleaker than the ones erased by the abyssal darkness.

After all, this monster would not even allow him the sweet mercy of death.


Chapter 5


Fight



In the black space above, the people who Sol spared from the abyss’s devouring frenzy stood dazed, watching the bloody phenomenon with utter shock. They were ‌innocents, manipulated against their will to commit atrocities, so Sol chose not to harm them.

This was the power of the End—a power Sol rarely, if ever, used because of how heinous it was. It brought true death and destruction to everything, annihilating even the soul and reducing everything it came into contact with into pure nothingness. It was the end of existence itself.

Those killed by the End could never reincarnate.

It was a power that denied everything, embraced everything, and burned it all to ashes of nonexistence.

From the moment Sol started walking to when he stopped, only one minute had passed; yet the ground in a 60-kilometer radius was turned pitch black like an endless cascading abyss.

The screams stopped, but the void did not seem content with just that. It tried to expand further, to touch and devour even what Sol deemed as off-limits.

“That is enough.”

The power tried to rebel but to no avail, and finally it yielded under Sol’s control once again. The darkness that had covered the ground gathered under his shadow once more, slumbering, waiting for its next opportunity to devour and destroy.

Sol looked at the sky, his dimension encroachment also vanishing now that there was nothing left to hide.

“865,” he muttered to himself.

That was the number of people he had erased from existence in an instant. Soon, even the memories related to them would slowly vanish from the minds of weaker people who may have known them.

Their bodies, their souls, even their very existence and memories—all extinguished from the face of reality.

“Truly a detestable power.” Sol shook his head in disgust. He had mainly used the power of the End because of his anger, but also as a test. He realized that he certainly should never use the power of the End without careful preparation. Otherwise, the power might even try to devour him once it went completely berserk and out of his control.

Satisfied with the current results, he looked at the only remaining beastman. He had left this one alive for interrogation, but the man’s mind was shattered from witnessing things he should not have seen.

Sol scoffed, his finger touched the forehead of the cat-eared man.

He did not need a sane man.

All he needed was to follow the flow of karma and punish the culprits who caused this problem.

None of them would be spared.

Never.
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Out of all the women present, the only one who couldn’t shake off her instinctive fear was Satella. She was not at fault for her reaction.

Though so far she had seen many sides of Sol, and had even witnessed his prowess in combat when he fought against Kiyohime, this was on a completely different level altogether.

Just how could a King-rank emit such a dreadful aura? What kind of monster was this young man with whom she had made a pact?

Looking at the other women, she could only grit her teeth when she realized that she was the only one who was afraid.

This made her feel terribly ashamed of herself, as if she were inferior to the other women. She felt she was but a shell of her once-glorious self. It was an outcome she could not accept, not after everything she had done and sacrificed to turn over a new leaf.

“Don’t worry too much. It’s normal to feel a little overwhelmed in our beloved’s intense presence. Just understand that while this might be the first time, it definitely won’t be the last.” Camelia gave an encouraging pat on Satella’s shoulder, which ironically made her feel even worse. After all, as they were, Camelia was the weakest among the women present.

Camelia shrugged at the elven queen’s reaction. She knew well that no matter what she said, nothing would change what Satella was feeling.

“Let Sol work on this. Please help me settle the survivors and take care of the wounded. Pandora, use your power to make everyone fall asleep for now; put the most mentally broken ones into a dream and devour their nightmares. Sol, is that alright with you?”

Sol frowned at Camelia’s suggestion. He did not favor mentally manipulating people when they were not his enemies, much less when they were just normal people. This situation was too complex for him to object. In the end, he could only sigh as he swept his hair back.

“I will give you full control. You are more experienced when it comes to these matters.”

He bit his lips hard enough that they almost bled. Even after exterminating nearly all the perpetrators here, he was still not satisfied.

As the prince and future king of Lustburg, he had a duty to his citizens. There was a contract—loyalty and obedience for safety and protection.

And now he had terribly failed on his side of the contract.

The people here were his citizens.

This place was his kingdom!

And they dared to tamper with what belonged to him!?

How dare they!!?

His anger soared again, and the more angry he was, the calmer he appeared. A paradoxical scenario.

Adam. I will ask once again. If I kill your children with the End, what will you do?

Sol discarded all cordiality. He needed to know if Adam would be a liability to his plans.

At first, only silence filled his mind. Then, he heard a sigh.

{ The Twilight of the Gods had many reasons. Those who survived the power of the End were given a chance to reincarnate. }

Adam rambled a little. He was clearly feeling agitated.

{ I hoped that after being reborn as mortals, they would change and redeem themselves; seeing Dawn gave me even more hope. But it seems I was sadly mistaken. }

Another sigh followed, and Sol heard Adam’s voice again; it seemed far off, as if he was walking away into the distance, closing himself off.

{ Do as you see fit. This is no longer my era. }

A cold light glinted in Sol’s eye as the Thread of Karma formed around him.

The thread connecting him to this place and the massacre was slowly dissolving. Someone on the other side could also manipulate Karma to a certain extent, it seemed.

If things continued, soon, no trace would remain of the perpetrator. Even for Sol, it would be impossible to locate the culprit of this horrific scenario.

Thankfully, he could still act.

His eyes moved frantically, scouring thousands upon thousands of pieces of information conveyed through the karmic threads. He followed the already-broken threads, repairing and joining them to form new ones—all to find the culprit.

[ Oh? ]

A voice sounded in his mind, of a man he did not recognize.

All the threads he had been holding started to burn faster, much faster than Sol anticipated.

He frowned, realizing that finding the perpetrator’s location was now impossible; he could find neither her name nor her appearance.

However, he glimpsed a nine-tailed fox woman and a man with a horn and four arms holding four swords.

“Got you.” Sol grinned. He found little about the fox-woman, but things were different for the horned man.

Far from vanishing, the Karma connection between him and Sol became even stronger.

“So he noticed me and didn't hide like a rat?” Sol mused.

Not only did he not conceal his aura, but the man wasn’t even hiding in another dimension.

This could mean three things.

One—the man was supremely confident in his power.

Two—the man was stupidly arrogant.

Three—this was a trap.

That said, none of them mattered.

Sol would feel no satisfaction until one of those so-called gods received a lesson. And what better lesson to learn than complete extermination?

“Girls. Go back home after you finish things here.”

At those words, he crossed the boundary between dimensions and immediately teleported towards his destination.
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Inside Sol’s dimension, a purple-haired woman holding a sword was clashing against a black-haired man carrying a gigantic staff.

The exchange between them was done with no mana or even intent, yet each of their clashes caused the ground to shake and the air to tremble. It was an intense fight, and from the sweat on their bodies and the damage to their surroundings, it was obviously not a warm-up match. They were absolutely serious in their sparring.

Fierce smiles tugged at their lips as they continued their full-on brawl of destruction. In the end, the purple-haired woman sighed as her sword snapped and the staff stopped an inch away from her head.

“I lost this time.” Lilith raised her hands in surrender, even though the action itself caused her body to scream in protest.

There was no sense of loss on her face, no signs of fatigue or the immense strain that her body was under after the intense duel. The two of them had been fighting nonstop for some time now, and the ratio of victories and defeats between them was more or less equal. “With this, it's 68 victories for you and 52 defeats.”

Lilith Luxuria scratched her disheveled hair. Even for her, it was hard to stay spotless after fighting for days on end.

Sun Wukong, the Monkey King and leader of the Seven Sages of Wratharis, shrugged as he moved his staff away. “The format of our training is not ideal for you. That I still lost 52 times despite having the advantage shows I have so much more to learn.”

A sword was a murder weapon, and Lilith's concept, Severing, and sword art God Slaying Sword were based on cutting and killing, not sparring or training.

In a training where the goal was not to kill or maim, Lilith undoubtedly faced many restrictions compared to Wukong, who used a staff and an inherent concept that excelled in all forms of combat. In fact, Lilith was operating under a severe handicap in their sparring sessions.

But it was not as if Wukong was not facing some limitations of his own. In order to grow his skills, he restricted most of his tricks and simply went all-out with his staff.

The results of their gruesome training with so many restrictions were more than evident.

“You are at a disadvantage, and yet you still get the upper hand. I must admit, your mastery of the sword is truly at a level that I can’t even comprehend. I have learned much about martial arts thanks to you.” Wukong may use a staff, but he was not a master of the weapon. He relied on his innate strength and powerful defense to pummel his enemies to death.

“The feeling is mutual. I have also learned how to handle my body better thanks to our repeated combats.” Lilith was still learning how to use her new physical abilities effectively, and fighting Wukong was immensely useful for her.

They continued to sing each other’s praises. Their feelings were sincere. After all, if there was nothing to learn, there was no way they would waste time fighting as they have.

“So, have you decided when you will complete your ascension?” Wukong asked while wiping the sweat from his face. The two of them were already Demigods in more ways than one, yet they each lacked one essential specification to complete their ascension.

A Territory.

A Demigod could not move their territory as they wished. However, the creation and fusion with a territory were essential for their full ascension.

A Territory represented the culmination of a Path, the expression of a Concept. It was necessary for Demigods to create their territories while mixing in the power of their Concepts, making a Heart Core. This core would carve out their territories on the existing world and make them function properly.

Lilith, who had decided that she would create her Territory in Sol’s dimension, should have already started the procedure. She knew that once she did, she would fall into a coma and be unavailable for some time.

There was nothing she could do about this outcome. Transcendence was difficult; it was a sublimation of an individual’s life. It was the very moment when an individual shed their mortality in the truest sense and finally stepped on the Path towards Godhood.

She should have started already. In fact, she had already said that she was about to start many times. However, she hesitated each time, and in the end, she never went through with her claims.

Was it fear stopping her from doing what she needed?

Indeed. It was fear.

But not for her.

She feared for the safety of her loved ones.

It was quite ironic. She had been ready to die, to go down in a blaze of glory once she was sure that Sol and Lilin could take care of themselves.

But now that she was alive, she could not stop worrying about their well-being, and the more time passed, the more her anxiety rose.

Another reason was that she did not feel at ease with her current power. The next step in her ascension was a venture that many almighty Kings before her had attempted and failed miserably. No one would remember their names, as the names of those who failed held no value.

Now that she had tasted the sweetness of Life, she feared the bitterness and separation of Death.

“I don’t know…” she murmured.

“The more you hesitate, the more likely it is that we won’t be able to call upon you when your presence is crucial. You should know how Fate works; though we can fight it, changing it is never a good outcome.” Wukong gave a sidelong glance at Lilith.

Unlike her, Wukong did not doubt his success in ascending to the Demigod realm. The only thing that had stopped him until now was finding a good place for his territory.

The two of them exchanged smiles, but then sighed quietly.

The training was good—great, even.

They were undoubtedly growing stronger each time they fought. Slowly but surely, accumulating new insights.

Yet frustration was building inside them.

The power they could unleash during such a training combat was minimal, limiting the resulting growth.

If only…

The two of them could not voice their thoughts as a silhouette appeared close between them.

Sol, his expression cold, gazed at two of the strongest fighters he had at his disposal. He did not want to bring them out now; he wished to destroy the bastards who dared to kill innocents in his territory.

He also understood that he could not recklessly charge into what was most likely a trap, putting himself in danger. Most of his enemies were Demigods, while he was still a King.

“Sol? What is the matter?”

“Lilith, Wukong. Come with me.” Sol gave a fierce grin. “It’s time to slay a god.”


Chapter 6


Deus



What is a god?

Even after all this time, with all the divine experiences under his belt, it was something Sol did not have a straight answer to.

It might be strange for someone who was not even a demigod to contemplate the power of gods, but he was not just your average person. It was essential for him to contemplate this meaning.

Back on Earth, when defined by monotheist religions, God was supposed to represent an entity that was omniscient, omnipresent, and omnipotent. When described by polytheist religions, gods were more akin to powerful entities who had full control over an aspect of nature, laws, or the natural order of the universe.

If so, then… What did it mean to be a god in this world?

The Goddesses of Sins and Virtues were very close to the childishness depicted by Greek gods, while Gods like Adam were closer to the definition of the monolithic almighty. That being said, even Adam had limitations and things he could not control.

Sol’s lack of understanding frustrated him, and so he avoided directly antagonizing the reincarnated gods while he was still growing.

But that decision had clearly been a mistake, since they dared to attack his kingdom in broad daylight.

It was then that Sol realized he had been looking at the problem all wrong.

To know and understand what a god was… all he needed was to kill and study one.

[image: ]


High in the cloud-filled sky, fissures and cracks marred reality and space before a massive gate swirled into existence from within, expanding the cracks upon reality.

From the gate emerged a blonde-haired man, walking on thin air with quiet steps. His short hair swayed in the wind as his cold gaze scanned his surroundings, which was an icy mountain peak.

The peak stood high above a vast chain of mountains, jagged and towering, stretching endlessly in every direction. Mist clung to the cliffs, drifting between sharp ridges like flowing water.

Far below, clouds rolled over the lower mountains, hiding the valleys and making the peaks look like islands floating in the sky. Ancient stone paths cut along the mountain face, narrow and broken, leading to multiple shrines built into the rock.

The cold air caressed his skin, and the snow drifted on the horizon, giving this place a desolate yet mystifying appearance.

He recognized this place; it was one of the mountain peaks of Wratharis. Qinglong Fang, the Dragon's Crest—a sacred summit that belonged to a group of monk-beastmen who had renounced all earthly attachments, or so they had claimed.

Since they did not take part in the war, Sol had given no orders to conquer this place and left them alone.

Now, though, this place, which should have been filled with praying monks, was unbearably cold and silent. There was no blood, and no corpses either. But, the stench and decay of death were unmistakable to him even from this height.

A massacre had taken place in this holy place.

The coldness in Sol’s eyes intensified as they gazed at the only person still alive in the desolate cold.

It was a silver-haired man—an oni, of the same race as Shuten Doji of Wratharis.

He stood barefoot on the stone, silent amidst the snow. His skin was a deep crimson, almost black under the shadowed light, and his upper body was bare despite the biting cold. Four muscular arms hung at his sides, wrapped in old prayer beads, and each hand was holding a large curved sword.

His torso bore many scars—not from battle, but from ritual. Jagged lines, etched into his flesh with deliberate precision, formed ancient glyphs that pulsed faintly with a dull red glow.

Sol could not decipher the meaning of those marks, but he could understand the intention hidden within them. Those marks were most definitely an ancient power system that amplified the strength and concept of one’s body—body cultivation.

The man’s eyes met Sol’s.

“Gold, huh…” Sol muttered under his breath. The man did not conceal his aura. This was undoubtedly the power of a Demigod. His aura was faint, clearly having ascended recently.

But the golden light in his eyes was the proof of his Divinity.

Silence stretched. The oni and Sol posed a stark contrast—one with silver hair and golden eyes, the other with golden hair and blue eyes.

“You are called Sol Luxuria, I suppose?”

Surprisingly, the man was the first one to break the silence. He had a serene countenance. His eyes, as he looked at Sol, held no wariness nor hesitation. It was a gaze one could only have when looking at someone who posed absolutely no threat to them.

Sol hated that gaze.

“I am he. But who might you be?”

“My name, huh… In this life, you can call me Asura. I am but a simple warrior seeking the path to greatness.”

“Asura. You know why I am here, right?”

“I do.” Asura nodded. “My mischievous little sister has been causing trouble lately, and I have been chasing after her to calm her down. I apologize for what happened.”

“Apologies?” Sol gritted his teeth.

“I understand your frustration. But I advise you to step aside while you still can. As powerful as you may be, you are but a King-rank. Still, words alone are insufficient to rectify the damage she caused. What would you like in exchange?” The oni’s voice was still calm and composed.

Sol looked at the man in disbelief before releasing a sigh.

Right.

What did he expect?

In their eyes, the thousands of lives lost were little more than a speck of dust.

“Let me ask you something. Are you the ones who killed all the monks here?”

“I did.” Asura replied.

“Why?”

“To fuel my ascension.”

“... Only for that? For such a reason, you committed such ignominy?”

“Didn’t you spark a war for your own personal reasons? Why speak of morality now?” Asura looked truly confused. “My means are unlike those of my sister. Those monks suffered no pain, and died blissfully unaware. If you wish to talk about rules or morality, my actions resulted in far less death and suffering than your decisions.”

“I see.” Sol did not argue with the Demigod. He understood that conversation was a waste of time here.

“Very well. There is only one thing I want.” The anger vanished from Sol’s face, causing Asura to look slightly confused as he asked, “And that is?”

“Your suffering.”

At Sol’s indifferent response, Asura abandoned any attempt at persuasion. Hypnos had asked him and the others already awake to avoid antagonizing Sol directly. Thanks to his sister Daji, the plan was now in shambles.

“So be it. I might as well give you a lesson. Words have never been my forte, after all.” Asura grinned maniacally as all four of his limbs tensed in unison.

There was nothing grand at the start of the fight—no clashing of auras, no flashy power-ups, no declaration of ultimate moves. Crossing the distance that separated them in an instant, Asura slashed at Sol with minimal movements, fully intent on putting him down for good. The slash was silent and efficient.

It was a very simple movement at its root, but the power it contained was nothing to scoff at. An intangible force wrapped around Asur’s hand. The invisible force flickered according to his command.

Bang!

Sol’s body reacted first. He leaped, pushing off the air as if he were stepping on the ground, his body bent low.

He extended his arm, golden mana coiled along its length at his silent command. Dragon scales emerged simultaneously as he offered a command to both Lilith and Wukong.

Don’t come out yet.

Sol may have appeared reckless, but he was not stupid enough to let emotions cloud his judgment. He could feel it at the edge of his consciousness—someone was observing them from the shadows.

No reason to expose my cards from the start.

The intangible force and the explosive power gathered in his draconic arm clashed. He blocked Asura’s attack, which was shot playfully, with his dragon scales.

He frowned as small cracks appeared on the scales. The cracks swiftly vanished, but that did not stop Asura from realizing that in a contest of strength, he had lost.

This was not the first time for him. Despite that, the realization was still deeply upsetting.

“Interesting—so this is a dragon? Your body is a work of art.” Asura commented. He and Sol were locked in a power struggle, neither of them relinquishing control to the other. However, Sol could feel that he was losing ground little by little.

Stronger than Kiyohime. About as physically strong as Wukong? He muttered to himself, analyzing Asura’s prowess. This was troublesome. Though not fully a Demigod yet, Sun Wukong was undoubtedly one of the strongest beings in the Mortal World.

“I dislike the look in your eyes,” Asura said, catching the way Sol was analyzing him.

“What can I do? Looking at your ugly face makes me want to blind myself.” Sol quipped. All of his wounds had already healed.

“Then let me blind you.” Asura immediately made the sword vanish, causing Sol to lose his balance briefly. Then, with his fingers gleaming, the oni reached toward Sol’s face, ready to dig into his eye socket.

An aura of frost and ice covered Asura’s hand, freezing everything around them and causing Sol’s breath to transform into mist.

Sol was not one to let himself be caught off-guard. While his position was awkward, a tail formed behind him and lashed violently at Asura. The massive surge of mana from the oni clashed with Sol, freezing the air between them. The powerful shockwave caused the clouds and the snow in their surroundings to vaporize in an instant.

Asura grinned as his punch was blocked by a man who was so young, he might as well have not even been a baby in front of his unending years of existence.

All the blades he was holding simultaneously vanished, and punches rained down on Sol in a relentless barrage of brutality.

Sol countered in kind in a perfect display of martial arts. That he was facing four arms did little to fluster him. He did not even need to use the power of his eyes to follow their trajectory.

After all those fights with combat masters such as Lilith and Wukong, it would have been an insult to them if he could not even easily track these half-hearted attacks.

As the fight dragged on, each of Asura’s hits increased in speed, accuracy, and power. If before, Sol could match him, the difference in power was slowly but surely increasing with the continuation of their exchange.

Despite the advantage he was steadily gaining, Asura felt no joy. His impatient and brash nature, which he had been trying to control, was leaking out. He knew that the longer the fight continued, the higher the chances of his losing control.

He had not put down Sol after all this time in a battle of fists and might, a truly embarrassing moment for a former god like him. The two of them had yet to use their Name or Concept, but he was a Demigod, while his opponent was only a King.

What enormous potential!

Just thinking about that fact made cracks form in his indifferent expression. The speed of each punch more than tripled, along with his rising temper, and Sol’s defense was on the verge of breaking.

Thanks to his Chaos bloodline, Sol had a high resistance to magic, bordering on near-immunity. But the oni was not using magic or any fancy tricks.

It was pure physical power.

Sol blocked another punch, but his arm bent slightly under the force. He clicked his tongue and adjusted mid-air, spinning to the side and letting Asura’s next blow graze past his shoulder.

He did not waste even a single chance, using the imperceptible opening.

His leg came around low and fast, slamming into Asura’s ribs. The oni grunted, his body shifting back half-a-step in the sky, but there was no sign of pain—just growing excitement and anger.

Another arm swung in from above. Sol raised his forearm, parried, and shifted forward.

Palm strike.

Uppercut.

A knee strike to the gut.

Asura took it all, arms weaving in impossible motions to deflect Sol’s attack while pressing forward, putting pressure on the King of Humanity. One fist caught Sol in the ribs, sending a ripple through his scaled torso.

Sol did not even flinch at the full-on blow to his torso. He moved with the impact, twisting into a short-range elbow that slammed into Asura’s jaw.

Crack!

The oni’s head jerked back, but he was already moving—two fists shot forward, while a third wound up a punch from behind. Sol ducked under the first two, then twisted and grabbed the incoming arm by the wrist. Without waiting even a moment, he pulled with all his might.

Asura’s body jerked forward slightly.

Immediately, he headbutted the former god.

The air cracked from the force, and for a moment, the oni’s movements slowed.

Sol did not press on the opening, however. His expression remained calm, his breathing steady.

“I see,” he muttered. “You fight like someone who hasn’t had a proper match in a long time.”

Asura grinned through bloody lips. “And you fight like someone who doesn’t know fear.”

“I don’t have time to fear people beneath me.”

The smile vanished.

Asura’s four arms blurred.

One punch to the chest. Another strike to the temple. A spinning kick followed by three fists striking from different angles.

Sol defended, countered, stepped off the air, and retaliated. But he was now on the back foot.

Even with his training, even with his bloodline and reflexes, Asura’s power was rising too quickly. Nay, rather, he was done with holding back, letting himself use more and more of his power.

Another strike slipped through and hit Sol’s jaw. He spun in the air, caught himself, and blocked the next blow with both of his forearms. The impact sent him flying back, clouds parting in his wake.

Asura did not chase after the young King.

He stood in the air, chest heaving slightly, steam rising from his skin.

“I wonder,” he asked. “How long can you keep this up? I have seen some of your power. Where is your Light of Annihilation or your Proud Dimension? What about your Name and Concept?”

His eyes narrowed. “Did you perhaps truly think that you could beat me in just a contest of physical might?”

Sol steadied himself, wiping blood from his lip. He did not grace the former god with an answer. His eyes locked onto the oni, his mind cold and focused.

There was no need for him to respond, nothing to gain from it. His anger had long since simmered down, replaced by a desire to test himself against a new foe.

His training with his women or even Wukong was never enough. None of them had ever gone all out against him. Sol couldn’t help but wonder— just how much did his body grow? What limit had he reached in his physique?

Right here, right now, he could truly test the limit of his strength, and there was no way he would give up on this chance.

Asura could instinctively read the emotions in Sol’s eyes. He understood that the young man truly did not fear him.

Worse—he was treating him like a test dummy.

“Haha…” A cold laugh escaped him.

How long had it been since he had suffered such an insult?

He scoffed, “So be it. Let’s see how long you can hold on, o’ prince of humanity!”

Asura rushed in again, even faster this time. The air cracked behind him as he closed the distance between them. His four arms moved in perfect sync, each strike aimed to break bones and crush resolve.

Sol moved.

There were no wasted motions in his movements.

He leaned aside, letting the first punch slide past his cheek. His foot pivoted in midair, and his body twisted with practiced precision. A punch shot forward and caught Asura in the stomach. The blow did not stop him, but it slowed him just enough.

Sol followed with a rising knee strike, slamming into the oni’s ribs. Asura grunted ever so slightly, but his return strike came fast, a backhand aimed for Sol’s throat.

Sol raised his forearm, blocked it, and pushed off the air, flipping backward to regain some distance. He could not go far.

Asura was already on him again, fists hammering in a relentless barrage of brutal might. Sol met him head-on. His arms blurred, blocking, parrying, countering each of the Oni’s assaults. The exchange grew tighter, faster, and more brutal with each passing moment.

Punch for punch.

Blow for blow.

The air around them split apart in a hurricane with each clash.

Then Asura shifted.

One hand feinted a punch, another jabbed toward Sol’s throat, and a third came swinging around from the flank. Sol twisted, avoiding the first two, but the third hit home.

The punch crashed into Sol’s ribs. His body bent slightly, his breath knocked out of his lungs, but he did not retreat.

Instead, he stepped forward.

His right arm glowed gold, silver dragon scales pulsing on his skin.

He drove his fist straight into Asura’s sternum.

The oni’s body jerked from the impact, a shockwave rippling outward and tearing through the mist.

Neither moved for a breath.

Then both exploded into motion again.

A flurry of attacks—limbs clashed and, mana crackled between them. The sky shook from the sheer force of their exchange.

Sol could feel it—his advantage slipping.

Asura was not slowing down. His movements were getting tighter, his timing sharper.

This was not just physical strength; it was his experience coming into play. Skill. A lifetime of battle condensed into every strike. Sol may have had the otherworldly talent that could surpass everyone in existence, but even he could not surpass the experience of someone who lived so much longer than him.

Sol ducked under a sweeping blow and spun low, landing a solid kick to Asura’s side. He tried to press forward, but two arms blocked him, while the other two lashed out.

He dodged one punch and blocked another, but the third caught him square on the shoulder, while the fourth slammed right into his chest, sending him flying into the air like an over-compressed bullet. He caught himself midair, coughing once. Sol’s body ached; his scales were severely damaged. His internal organs were a wreck.

But he did not draw power from his True Name.

Not yet.

He looked at Asura, who hovered across from him, chest rising and falling, the faintest smile tugging at the corner of his mouth.

“You’re stalling,” the oni said. “Do you plan to call on your allies to fight me?”

Sol did not deny those words. He wanted this god dead, and for that, Lilith and Wukong’s help would be necessary.

In fact, putting himself at risk now was beyond reckless.

However, the gleam in his eyes said something else. His battle lust had reached the summit.

His bones may break and his blood may flow, but his desire to fight would never cease.

Asura’s smile widened. He recognized this thirst, this deep, unending desire for battle.

“I see,” he said. “So, you’re just like me.”

He lowered his stance slightly, four arms flexing, muscles tightening. The air trembled. “Finally, a worthy opponent. Our battle will be legendary.”

Sol did not respond with words of his own. His body moved on instinct.

He kicked off the air again, closing the distance in a blink. His fist collided with Asura’s forearm, the impact sharp and clean.

The second punch came low, aiming for the ribs. Blocked.

A knee shot upward. Parried.

Another fist swung from the left, met by two of Asura’s at once.

The clash was brutal.

Each strike echoed like the loudest rumbling of thunder. Each blow sent shockwaves that ripped through the drifting clouds and scattered snow into whirling gusts.

Sol twisted his body, using his tail to spin in midair. He dropped low, kicked off the sky, and rose with an uppercut that barely missed Asura’s jaw.

Asura countered with a rapid series of jabs. Sol deflected two, dodged one, and took the fourth to the shoulder. His body reeled, but he stayed in close range, refusing to give the former god any ground to exploit.

Their limbs became a blur, the rhythm of the fight pushing beyond what most mortals could track.

Sol’s breathing quickened. The cracks in his dragon scales deepened, but his grin grew even wider, even more maniacal, even more hungry for battle. Fighting someone with four arms was proving to be a pain, but it felt so good. He could feel his martial skills grow in real-time. His blood burned in his body like only a few times before.

This was it.

This was the feeling he had been missing ever since he came back from the Astral Realm.

Asura noticed.

“You’re insane,” he grinned manically.

Sol spat blood to the side. “You are not much better.”

He stepped in again. No tricks, no powers. Just fists, elbows, knees, and force of will.

Asura met him in kind. No techniques. No divine abilities. Only pure martial arts.

The two fought like beasts in the sky, neither yielding.

Below them, the peak of Qinglong Fang—once a silent, sacred place—crumbled under the pressure of their battle. Sections of the mountain had split apart, stone platforms reduced to rubble. Entire shrines blew off the cliffs, their shattered remnants falling endlessly into the valleys below. The clouds tore open, leaving wide, swirling gaps that exposed the blue sky above and the broken land beneath. Every clash between the two sent fresh shockwaves outward, clearing the mist like a storm front ripping through the heavens.

And in that moment, Sol did not care about strategy, survival, or the eyes observing him from the shadows.

All that mattered was the fight. This feeling.

And yet, as exhilarating as that moment was, Sol knew it would come to an inevitable end.

“You should give up. You are no match for me if we continue like this.” Asura spoke, his wounds healing.

He was losing.

Sol’s body, refined to the peak, empowered by dragon blood and his powerful mana, stood on even ground with Asura’s. Blow for blow, he could match him.

But he could not surpass Asura—not as he was now.

Sol’s strikes carried weight. His speed was sharp. His technique, honed through months of brutal training, held no flaws.

But Asura was still faster, still stronger.

He fought like someone who had broken through every wall Sol had yet to face. A creature born of war and endless experiences.

Sol knew instinctively the results should satisfy. After all, he was only a King-rank. He had obtained his True Name less than two months ago! And here he was, fighting against a Demigod.

For anyone else, this should have been a source of pride. A feat beyond imagination.

He should be happy, right?

HE HATED IT.

Not because he was losing.

But because he had reached his limit.

And that—more than anything else—was utterly unacceptable for him.

Sol exhaled, low and steady. The air trembled. His heartbeat echoed like a drum of war.

Boom! Boom! Boom!

Golden light pulsed beneath his skin. The cracks in his scales stopped spreading. Then, slowly—they glowed.

Bright. Blinding. Defiant.

Asura paused mid-strike, eyes narrowing. “...What are you doing?” Instinctively, the oni took a step back. Until now, he had not seen Sol as a threat—not for an instant. Yet now, things were changing rapidly.

Sol raised his head, his hair fluttered upward as if caught by the wind.

“You are right. It was arrogant of me to think that I could win against a combat-focused Demigod with just my body.” He admitted his hubris and his defeat; humiliating as it was, this was the undeniable truth.

The world responded.

Thunder roared in the distance. The clouds that had parted were now being shoved aside completely, revealing a burning light high above—not the sun, but something else. Something older, hungrier; like a giant eye observing the entire world.
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『 Dimension Encroachment -::- The World 』

A ripple spread through reality, as if the world itself had blinked. The two of them found themselves isolated from all prying eyes.

Sol looked up. His irises were no longer blue, nor were they gold.

“Stand proud, Asura. You are strong.”

A beautiful rainbow hue flowed out of his iridescent eyes.

“This is why I will go all-out to erase you from this world.”

Sol’s aura ignited. It was not a flame, nor was it lightning. No…

It was pure annihilation.

The sky fractured again. Golden pillars of power erupted around him, shooting upward like celestial spears. The mountain below cracked as gravity distorted under the weight of his awakening.

His dragon blood howled. His mana surged beyond containment.

His very presence pressed down on Asura like a collapsing sky.

And then⁠—

His Name stirred.

It had been waiting. Watching. Dormant.

Now, it answered.

“My name is… “

｢ DEUS!!! ｣

Sol’s declaration echoed into the air.

Asura tensed. His four arms shifted into a guarded stance, his instincts warning him far before his mind could make sense of the situation.

Sol stepped forward, leaving him little time to think. With each step, faint cracks spread beneath his feet, as the space subtly warped under the pressure of his energy. The colors in his iridescent eyes shifted in slow, steady waves—unnatural yet deathly calm.

Asura narrowed his gaze. “You held back until now, I see.”

The sheer weight of his aura made every breath feel that much heavier.

Sol did not grace the former god with an answer. The space between them vanished. Twisting and bridging distance was an effortless task for the current Sol.

In the next instant, he appeared before Asura, fist pulled back. The motion was sharp and efficient, with no wasted flourish.

The punch connected.

A sharp detonation rang out through the cracked and twisted space. Asura’s body shot backward through the air, carving a line through the clouds. He righted himself quickly, feet skimming across the thin air, like a car skidding across the asphalt, to stop his momentum.

The mountain peak below cracked, small chunks of stone breaking loose and falling into the mist.

Asura flexed his fingers, shoulders rising and falling with controlled breath.

Sol hovered quietly across from him, his aura steady, no longer flaring wildly.

“Get up,” Sol said flatly. “I’m not finished.”

Asura's brow furrowed as he felt a power several magnitudes higher than what Sol had shown him earlier. A name was an increase in all stats, but this was way out of bounds for anything that the usage of a True Name should be able to bring to the table.

I could not react?

He pondered briefly before realizing what had happened. Sol did not move fast enough to surpass his perception. He simply erased the space that existed between them.

This was impressive—truly so. Unfortunately…

“That’s still too weak,” Asura muttered to himself.

“Huh?”

“This power, I mean. There is no way something like this could completely erase my brother's clone or make him fear you.” Asura was hot-headed, brash, and battle-hungry—a literal muscle for brains, as they say. However, in combat, his mind could analyze everything far faster than his brothers and sisters. He was a genius at battle.

As he was now, Asura was far weaker than Hypnos, mostly because of his concept and his fighting style. Even as a god, he had never been good at handling conceptual powers to his advantage.

He simply needed to punch hard, and if something did not go down with the first blow, all he had to do was punch harder, even if it meant surpassing the limits of his power.

Still, it was important for them to determine what kind of power Sol had.

“Heh—if you are so curious, why don’t you force me?” Sol smirked.

“Now, you are speaking my language.” Asura returned a bloodthirsty grin.

The two gazed at each other in silence for a few moments that seemed to stretch on eternally.

Asura lunged first. There was no hesitation, nor any feint in his attack. His crimson body shot forward, arms clenched tight into fists aimed straight for Sol’s chest. Sol shifted slightly—a subtle ripple in the air distorting Asura’s charge. The punch passed harmlessly through empty space.

Sol reappeared on the side, foot swinging sharply to strike Asura’s ribs. The Oni twisted, taking the hit with a grunt and spinning with a set of open palms aimed at Sol’s head. Sol tilted back just enough to avoid the consecutive barrage of blows, the force slicing through the dense clouds and sending fragments of mist scattering.

The air cracked sharply with every exchange. Sol’s calm, measured strikes, enhanced by imperceptible manipulations of space, met Asura’s wild, aggressive attacks, each one stronger than the last. The sky darkened as their fight pushed upward, scattering the clouds and literally shredding the atmosphere like mincemeat.

As he was now, Sol’s power integrated with his Divine Eye—Akasha. He could literally see and predict all the moves Asura would make, and his body could react instantly, following his vision.

The only limitation to this power was his own mind. When fighting against people such as Lilith and Wukong, the number of possibilities was too extreme for him to judge properly. But Asura, while extremely skilled, had a more straightforward fighting skill.

The oni grinned as his skin darkened to a deeper shade of red. “This is it... finally!”

Sol’s eyes narrowed and he raised his hand.

｢ BOUNDARIES OF SPACE-TIME -::- REWIND ｣

A faint clock appeared briefly around Sol’s arm as the bruises and cracks on his scales mended themselves instantly. He could have simply waited for his natural healing to do the trick, but he wanted to show Asura how useless his attacks were before Sol’s otherworldly powers.

Asura’s expression flickered with surprise, but rather than showing disappointment, he grew wild with excitement. “You bastard... you really are something.”

The battle-crazed oni charged again. This time, Sol met him head-on.

Asura’s arms blurred, fists pounding from multiple angles. Sol deflected, redirected, and then struck back with sharp, surgically precise counters.

Still, Asura only grew faster. The more blood flowed from the shallow cuts Sol inflicted, the more Asura’s strength climbed.

Sol grimaced at the scene. “So that’s your trick...”

Asura laughed. “The more you break me, the stronger I get!”

Sol stepped back. “Then let’s test that, shall we?”

Asura’s power seemed very similar to Kaiser, the young dragon who Sol fought back in the Astral Realm. He could also become stronger the more hits he received. Asura was a different caliber altogether compared to the young Duke.

｢ FAMINE -::- ALL-DEVOURING BEAST ｣

The air warped violently. A gaping black maw opened behind Asura, lined with jagged teeth and countless unblinking eyes. It lunged with terrifying speed. This was the attack that had taken down Hypnos’ Avatar when the man had tried to use self-destruct to escape.

Asura barely twisted away as rows of teeth snapped at him. The beast chased relentlessly, tearing through clouds, mountains, and even space itself, swallowing chunks of the broken landscape as it pursued.

The oni danced between the snapping jaws, delivering punishing blows into the dark mass. Each strike sent out deep reverberations but failed to stop its advance.

The ground below ceased to exist; what had once been a towering peak was now nothing but a hollowed scar.

Asura's fists struck again and again, arms slick with his own blood. His expression twisted into raw exhilaration.

“COME ON! IS THAT ALL?!”

The beast caught his leg, teeth digging in deep. Asura roared, muscles bulging as he pulled against the crushing bite. The strain painted fresh blood across the sky.

Sol hovered above, watching in silence, hand raised to control the all-devouring construct.

Asura’s arms locked onto the jagged edges of the maw. His grin widened like a deranged lunatic.

“YOU WON’T EAT ME!”

With a guttural cry, Asura heaved with everything he had. The beast’s form buckled. One last pull, and the dark mass split apart in a violent surge, scattering into fragments that dissolved into the air.

Asura staggered, chest heaving, body drenched in blood. His crimson skin darkened further, his form seeming to radiate intense and uncontrollable heat. Two more hands sprouted out of his body, drenched in his blood.

Six swords materialized before him, hovering in the air. Without a word, he caught them in each of his now fully extended six arms.

His grin was sharp and feral. “Let’s go, golden boy.”

All his blood loss and terrifying wounds should have weakened him, and yet it looked like he was ready to ask for more.

With an explosive surge, the distance between them vanished. Sol’s Eye of Akasha traced every muscle shift and blade angle, predicting every path that they could trace. However, knowing did not mean having the ability to stop them. Asura’s speed had reached a level where Sol’s body simply could not respond in time.

A blade slashed from the right. Sol twisted, spatial boundaries flickering to adjust, only for a second sword to bite into his shoulder. Blood splattered across the drifting clouds.

Four more blades followed in rapid succession from impossible angles. Sol bent, weaved, and even folded the air to accommodate his movements, but it was barely enough for him to minimize the damage. Cuts scored his arms and side. The speed gap widened with every passing breath.

A knee smashed into Sol’s chest, driving the air out of his lungs. A fist followed immediately, connecting with his jaw and hurling him backward through the open sky.

Sol flipped midair and steadied himself, wiping the trail of blood leaking out of the corner of his mouth with the back of his hand. His gaze locked on Asura, calm yet bone-chillingly cold.

The oni was already before him once more.

The mountains below collapsed under the shockwaves of their movements. Towering peaks shattered and tumbled into the clouds like falling spears. The sky churned, air currents splitting violently with every impact.

Sol sidestepped one blade, caught a second between two fingers, and twisted, intending to snap the weapon. Asura simply let go, slamming a fifth blade deep into Sol’s side. Sol staggered, the blow nearly piercing his hardened scales.

Coughing, Sol grabbed Asura’s wrist and hurled him downward with raw force.

The oni crashed through layers of stone and cloud, vanishing for a moment in a storm of debris. When the dust cleared, Asura hovered effortlessly, his chest heaving, blood dripping from dozens of wounds. His grin was even wider than before, and a maniacal light in his eyes that could make one’s skinn crawl with disgust and fear.

“You’re tougher than I thought you’d be!” Asura called up, voice rasping, wild energy crackling from his frame.

Sol did not answer. He descended sharply, preparing a strike, but Asura intercepted him mid-fall. All six blades moved as one, weaving a vicious cyclone of steel. Sol was forced to pull back, unable to break through the storm of blades.

Each swing came for him…

Faster.

Stronger.

Heavier.

Sol felt the limits of his body creeping up fast. Every micro-adjustment of space, every slowed moment of time, only bought him mere fractions of a second at best. Asura’s brutal momentum could not be stopped with his current level of power.

“Faster!” Asura roared, veins bulging, crimson skin darkening deeper as his blood loss fed into his maddening strength. His power spiraled to a higher plane, his form radiating unbearable heat.

Sol exhaled, steady, measured, as his golden eyes narrowed.

I still can’t outmatch him physically. Should I use the power of the End now?

He briefly considered but dismissed the notion. Asura differed from the people he had massacred before. If Sol used the powers of End, he needed it to be one sharp blow that could instantly stop the whole fight.

Then, should he use the extent of his Concept and True Name? This was something worth considering if he had no other way, but as it was, he did not need to suffer needlessly.

It’s too bad.

Ideally, he wanted to end this fight alone, but it was clear that he couldn’t do that comfortably or without showing some cards that needed to remain hidden.

Since it had come to this…

“Lilith, Wukong.” Immediately, two sharp auras exploded, and Sol manipulated the distance to bring them into Asura’s vicinity, as close as he could.

“Hahaha! I knew you were not alone!” Asura's laugh continued even as the auras of Wukong and Lilith made themselves known.

On his left appeared a sword so sharp it could cut through existence itself. On his right was a staff so heavy it could sink the very concept of existence.

Asura had information about these two Singularities; he knew it would be difficult for him to win against either of them. Blocking their attacks would give him only an instant.

But so what?

“Since we are in your dimension, I guess I can safely go all-out.”

Time seemed to stop; the sword and the staff stopped a few inches away from him.

“I am Asura, the Demigod of Struggle and Combat.” He laughed out loud, unperturbed by what was happening. “Using my divine authority, I declare… none may intervene in this sacred combat.”

Space started unraveling. An irresistible force pushed Wukong and Lilith away, while it brought Sol and Asura closer.

He was nothing but a Demigod. He had yet to reclaim his Divine Throne, and yet… This was a Law they could not overturn, not even Lilith or Wukong. Not even the goddesses themselves.

This was his Concept, his power, the Rule that defined his very existence.

“HAHAHA!!! LET’S FIGHT TO OUR DEATH, YOUNG KING!”

It had been eons since the last time he had used the full extent of his power. The last time he had was in his fight against Adam, and he had lost miserably.

Asura did not know why his Father had spared him that day, killing him without the power of the End. Nor did it matter.

Why think about Father now?

He guffawed at the thought. Why think about his mad, dead Father? He had a fight to enjoy.

Meanwhile, Sol, feeling himself trapped, simply released a sigh. He had underestimated this man.

The Law of Struggle, not unlike that of Secrecy which belonged to Dawn, was a power that suppressed nearly everything. It was a concept, a part of existence itself, and defined the bounds of reality. Very few things topped that. Sol could feel it; even if he tried to modify the distance or erase the space between them, it was impossible to include Lilith or Wukong in this fight.

It was also impossible for him to leave.

A divine power.

“Divine, huh?”

Until now, Sol had been hesitant in fully using the power of his True Name. He feared it would kill the humanity within himself and put him on a path he could escape.

But now, since he had no other choice, he simply had to embrace it.

Placing his palms together, Sol muttered in a voice only he could hear. “To become a god is to become emotionless.”

The light in his eyes vanished.

“To become absolute is to become one with the world.”

His presence grew fainter, as if he could vanish at any moment.

“To become an absolute god is…… to erase the boundary between existence and nothingness.”

The last words left Sol’s lips like a final judgment.

His form seemed to blur, no longer fully anchored to the physical world. The very fabric of space and time around him twisted subtly, responding not to force but to his will.

It seemed like it was time to show Asura why his name was Deus.


Chapter 7


Burden of Power



As Sol grew in power and reached the threshold of the Demigod rank, he started looking inwards, into his very essence, and observed the power system that built this world.

Of all the realms that one could walk on the path to godhood, the Duke realm particularly intrigued Sol because it seemed to have limitless potential.

The Zone…

It was bringing one’s inner world and truth into reality.

It was not something that beings at a higher rank would usually do. Those of the King realm and beyond had no more need for their Zone.

It was nothing special. When one reached a high rank, they were busy altering the laws of the world and incorporating them.

As a Dimensional mage, Sol saw things differently because of his inherent traits and uniqueness.

A zone could be a world entirely on its own.
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“Do you know an ideal world requires harmony to function? A Fine Balance.”

A world was the harmony of all its elements: the earth, the wind, water, fire—all of nature and everything in it. They were all different things when viewed separately, but together, they formed a complete world.

A world needed harmony to function, even if that harmony was in chaos.

“And do you know what happens when that balance becomes distorted?”

Four lights of different colors shone on Sol's fingertips before fusing into a perfect white light, and he pointed his finger at Asura as if he held a gun.

He mouthed, “Destruction.”

『 Miniature Light of Destruction 』

Now that Sol had reached an adequate level of mastery over his powers, it was possible to use the Light of Destruction in such a fashion. Each attack lacked the overwhelming power of the base attack, but it came with the advantage of needing no time to charge whatsoever. This allowed Sol to fire miniature versions of the attack rapidly.

At first, he fired only a single ray of light from his palms. Soon, a dozen more followed. Sol, now akin to a machine gun, never let Asura leave his sight.

Booom!!!

A massive explosion erupted, so enormous that it connected heaven and earth.

Thousands of Lights of Destruction detonated at once, distorting, shattering, and tearing the very fabric of reality itself.

Where once the mountain stood tall, proud, and unyielding… nothing but a giant crater remained. Everything within a few miles had been erased from the face of the world.

Well… nearly everything…

“Still alive, are we?”

The answer came not in words but in a frenzy of steel.

The metallic fury’s screech sliced apart space itself. Sol swiftly stepped back, and the sword strike tore through the place where he once stood.

Hovering in the air, he looked down at the bloodied oni. “So you also survived that?”

Asura’s eyes burned fiercely with a burning desire for a worthy battle. He ignored all of his wounds and asked, “I thought you were about to show me the might of your True Name? If this is all you are capable of, then I will be sorely disappointed. I almost feel like a fool for getting my hopes up, you see.”

Without even letting his words sink in, Asura launched a veritable assault of his own. His six swords all moved simultaneously in a massive omnidirectional slash. He had no name for this technique. He needed no name for it either.

Sol snapped his fingers, and hundreds upon hundreds of Light of Destruction detonated, intercepting the oni’s attack before disrupting it in its entirety. They did not just stop there, homing in on the former god of struggle with their full might.

Asura did not stop. A series of chaotic, twisting, and erratic slashes serrated out of his blades, tearing through space and time. A gleam of ecstasy flickered across Asura’s face, prompting him to burst out in a peal of joyous, raucous laughter.

“CONTINUE! Hahaha!”

Crack~!

Space fractured like cracked glass, on the verge of breaking into millions of shards. His sword was powerful and deep, his technique was mighty, yet it held no philosophy, nor any of its wielder’s unique intent.

This made sense when one considered Asura was inherently not a swordsman, but merely a user of the weapon.

He was nothing but a madman who could swing a sword in well-coordinated attacks because of his inhuman battle sense—nothing more, nothing less.

Using a slight gap only he could perceive, Sol launched two projectiles at extreme speed toward his chest.

With a sickening sound, a hole gaped open in Asura’s chest, burning his internal organs and reducing them to ashes.

“GOTCHA!” Asura screamed at the top of his lungs. Using this momentary pause, he swung his sword with all of his godly might. Two of his arms elongated and traced a dizzying arc.

Sparks flew as they came into contact with Sol’s scales. One blade grazed the side of his head, and strands of severed hair scattered in the air. The other bit into his arm, cutting his flesh and severing it.

Asura snickered. “You are truly strong. But you are still too young. Sadly, you will have no chance to learn from your mistakes. You should never have defied a god.”

“Is that so?” Sol looked at the arm flying in the air and the blood flowing from his body. The pain registered, but he could control it almost effortlessly. It was but a minor wound for him. Though Asura’s divine power seemed to hinder his healing factor, his arm would eventually grow back. It always did.

Holding his bleeding stump, he spoke, “Since you so graciously gave me a lesson, let me share one with you as well. My greatest strength has never been my body.”

Declaring in an almost-mocking tone, he glanced over toward Wukong and Lilith, who were watching the combat in the distance, unable to intervene because of Asura’s divine authority. Eyeing the duo, he gave them a simple yet absolute order.

Close your eyes and flee.

The two immediately flew away at their highest possible speed. They did not know why Sol had given them such an order, but their instincts were screaming they did not want to know why.

This was perhaps the best decision of their lives.

Asura noticed the two fleeing at top speed, and a foreboding feeling grew in his mind, but it was already too late. The die was cast.

“... My greatest strength is my soul.”

And so, Sol shed his mortal body and displayed his divine soul: a giant made of ominous light that seemed to cover heaven and earth. He took his first step into the world, a thousand eyes covering his body, witnessing the past, present, future, and the dimensions and times beyond.

DEUS.

The power and stature of a god and the price of looking at the true form of a god were something worse than death.

《 Be afraid 》

Blood burst from Asura’s orifices.

This was something that should never be described. Something that should never be witnessed.

Yet, he saw it, heard it, felt it.

And in that moment, he tried to understand what he was looking at. His mind screamed and twisted and tore.

Once a god, he was now nothing but a mortal, and a mortal could not understand divinity.

Eyes? Mouth? Holes? They stared at him. They whispered, screamed, and sang. A mixture of young and old, men and women. A litany with no end.

“Arghhh!!!” Asura screamed and thrashed wildly. The man who had laughed even as a hole pierced his chest was now reduced to a crying mess. A pain beyond anything he had ever felt was tearing his soul and his very existence apart.

Had he been a simple mortal, his own existence would have already been extinguished, granting him the sweet release of death. But as a god, his soul was sadly strong enough not to collapse immediately.

The price of laying his eye on Sol’s soul was actually easy to describe. The oni’s soul melted out of existence, becoming one with the vast nothingness that was Sol.
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Deus watched the one called Asura. There was no joy, no sorrow, no interest—only complete and absolute indifference.

Deus knew, though he was now weak, that the puny thing was once a divine entity, and given enough time, the shock of witnessing his true form might calm down.

But Deus would never give the muscle-headed god the chance to recover.

Though the Almighty He did not remember why He was fighting Asura, that didn’t interest Him.

A puny entity had dared to defy Him.

Erasing his existence was a fitting action.

The white light turned black. Deus’ giant palm fell on Asura, covering him, devouring him, absorbing him.

That inconsequential bug screamed. Even with the power of the End being used, it survived for some time, only because Deus was still inexperienced.

In that split moment, the consciousness of Asura, now submerged in the power of End and the body of Deus, saw something.

Within the endless abyss of Balance, he witnessed countless truths that transcended the very Boundaries of this world.

At the very end of it all, he saw something that he could not describe, something that came from nothing and yet was the Origin of all things.

It was not something a fledgling Demigod could withstand. Desperate to survive, he locked himself in his own mindscape, and yet this was still not enough.

They said knowledge was power.

But too much knowledge was poison.

And now that very poison was devouring Asura’s soul inside, while his body was being devoured by the power of the End outside.

Deus continued to bombard Asura with an infinite surge of information—the authority of the Omniscient God.

Asura’s awareness screamed. He severed his memories and dissolved his ego, and only after halting his thoughts and dissolving his sense of self was he finally able to escape the pain and suffering Deus was inflicting on him.

In that very moment, in a last flash of lucidity, Asura understood. He faced someone related to Adam, or maybe Adam himself. He was before his Father.

Fear and regret filled his heart when he understood that the best thing he could have done was not to involve himself with Sol.

Sadly for Asura, it was already too late.

And so Deus erased Asura, the God of Struggle.

His ego shattered, his divinity devoured, and his existence erased.

There would be no third chance for him. Not before the End of All.

The silence that followed Asura’s death was heavy and sombre. A deep, unsettling dissonance hung in the air.

Deus’ form shimmered in multicolored lights, both seen and unseen. He knew that his mission was now accomplished, yet He did not know what He should do next.

An all-devouring, all-consuming darkness covered his body, and the impulse to erase everything in existence and non-existence alike continued to rise within him. The Beginning and the End clashed. Origin and Nihility started to twist and go out of Balance. As there was already a Beginning, should He not bring an End to it all now?

Innumerable eyes moved erratically, analyzing and decomposing thousands of laws. The fabric of reality seemed so flimsy in front of the knowledge only He possessed in this universe. One thought from Him and⁠—

{Sol, it’s time to wake up.} Adam spoke, his tone empty of emotion, yet it was like magic.

His thoughts halted. His innumerable eyes closed. His power receded, and His form shrank until all that was left of Him was none other than Sol himself.

The king of humanity and the emperor of all dragons was back, albeit in quite a difficult and headache-inducing situation of his own creation.
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The sky above, torn and twisted by the divine battle, showed no signs of healing. Space itself shimmered in an unnatural hue. Where Deus had stood, even the wind seemed hesitant to return.

This was a wound in Sol’s Dimension, one that would not heal easily, as the direct bombardment of the power of the End caused it.

Sol hovered above the void. Cracks had formed across his arms, chest, and jawline. Light seeped from them in pulses, as if they were trying to break through his body.

Every breath he drew felt like swallowing gravel. The air resisted him, mana bucked and twisted around him, and his bones throbbed with something deeper than pain. It was excruciating.

Asura was gone. Not just dead—erased from existence itself. His body, his will, his divinity—all consumed by Deus, Sol’s Avatar.

However, Sol couldn’t devour his power cleanly. The residual power of the fallen god was simply too much for the current him. This differed from when he devoured Hypnos’ clone. Back then, that clone had already spent nearly all of its divine energy fighting Camelia and then Ambrosia. This was why Sol could devour it so easily.

It was a vastly different circumstance this time around.

He had devoured a Demigod whole; not just that, a Demigod who had access to his divinity.

Asura’s essence churned within him like a second heart, heavy and hostile against the devourer of its previous owner. It refused to settle, refused to submit. It clawed and raged, an echo of the God of Struggle’s unwillingness to be erased.

The immensity of Sol’s soul could not overwhelm and suppress it within him. However, his body also couldn’t house it. The rejection came as swiftly as the westerly wind.

That divinity was now trying to fuse with Sol’s own; he rejected such a notion. The law engraved on this divinity did not belong to him—this was not his path. If he absorbed it, the Divinity of Struggle would overpower his nascent divinity of Balance. If he lost Balance, the power of Origin and End would start clashing in his body and bring him to a Fate no different from what happened to Adam, the God King of this universe himself.

This divinity was completely worthless to Sol.

As if the predicament were not enough already, all of Asura’s memories were trying to overwhelm him. Had Sol not already gained experience with Adam, his mind and personality would have been completely overwhelmed by now.

But more than anything, the problem was his own Avatar… Deus.

“Shit!” Sol growled. This was the very reason he had been hesitant in using his Avatar. The amount of power he could wield was unparalleled, but in exchange, he couldn’t control the power and danger it brought with it. It would indiscriminately affect everyone who looked at it.

Deus also represented his ideal self. In that form, the amount of information and knowledge drawn to him was absolutely immense—too much information for a mortal like Sol to withstand.

My soul and my body are still not strong enough to handle my avatar.

It was ridiculous. His body was powerful enough to match some weaker Demigods in terms of pure power, and his soul was powerful enough to make even some mighty Demigods feel true fear. Yet it was not strong enough to control the power of his Name? Not powerful enough to wield his Truth?

His fingers trembled, whether from pain, overwhelming emotions, or something else entirely, he wasn’t sure. His vision blurred at the edges. Golden static filled his ears.

“Sol!” Lilith’s voice carried through the pressure. Her voice helped him gather his wits, even if it was slight.

He could see her now, and Wukong, both watching him from afar. But not for long.

“D-Don’t c-come!” He struggled to push out those words, realizing a few moments later that even if they wanted to come, it would be impossible at the moment.

They simply could not approach him. The very world itself was trying to push Sol away from it.

Even in this state, Sol thought enough to deduce that this was more akin to a defense system of the world. The will of the world was trying its best to drive away the Harbinger of the End.

Something cracked along his ribs. Blood spilled in a glowing arc, humming with unstable divinity.

Whispers clawed at the back of his mind. A mixture of polluted information seemed intent on bringing him to the abyss, chipping slowly at his soul until it accomplished its goal or Sol perished whole.

“I’m still Sol,” he muttered. “I’m Sol Dragon Luxuria…”

Sol continued to repeat those words like a mantra, to keep holding on to the thread of his slipping sanity, to fight against the onslaught of memories tearing at his soul.

It was helpful.

His sense of self was too powerful to be erased by Asura’s remains. However, that in no way meant that the current scenario was easy for him to overcome.

The remains of Asura, still roiling within him, were not about to go down without duking it out with him one last time.

His knees buckled, and he screamed.

Sparks of the Light of Destruction burst from his body at random, uncontrolled, undirected. They struck the ruined battlefield in quick succession. He tried to pull it back, to lock it down within him.

But the surge came all at once.

His body collapsed.

He hit the ground like a fallen star, tearing open the already-ruined terrain. A crater widened around him. Smoke and debris rose into the air.

He was losing control of his own energy. His mana veins were breaking down, and his core was working on overdrive, trying to expel the energy out of his body.

This was the first time anything even close to this had happened to him, and he knew that if he did not regain control over his body fast enough, he would cause extensive damage to his own dimension.

{It seems like you have reached your limits. Perhaps your eyes are bigger than your stomach.} Adam’s voice sounds smug in Sol’s mind.

If you do not plan to help, then shut up, please. Sol berated Adam inwardly, but he also did not beg Adam for help.

He was in this current situation because he annihilated Asura, and his Name devoured the fallen god. Sol was not so shameless that he would ask for Adam’s help now.

He gritted his teeth, his eyes bleeding. This too was within his expectations, as dangerous as his current situation may be.

Eating all by himself was not his style.

I will share the power.

Adjusting himself, he focused once again within, solely on the power he had gained by staking his very existence.

Deus—a Name born from his desire to become almighty and based on the Concept of the Beginning and the End. A power bringing Balance to it all.

He had not created this power of his alone. It was born thanks to eight concepts. Eight people.

Medea, Persephone, Kali, and Freya—the four witches who represented the Beginning.

Milia, Setsuna, Lilin, And Isis—the four contracts that represented the power of the End.

Yet, it was not limited to them alone.

“Lilith. Wukong.”

The two looked at each other and approached him. The power of the End was still a glaring threat to their lives, but the two could feel that this was an opportunity they could not miss.

Surely, with those ten, it would be enough?

{You really are crazy.} Adam laughed boisterously.

{Still, this alone won’t be enough. You are underestimating the divine essence of Struggle. If they inadvertently absorb this divinity, their path will forever be tainted.}
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Inside Sol’s mindscape, the ghost of the past sighed and entered the gate. His thoughts complicated, he gazed at a book resting inside Sol’s soul. A book that had yet to open or respond fully.

He did not have his Pen and so could not use the book fully, but as it was now, it did not matter.

He could simply use his own existence to bring out its true potential. After all, Adam was Origin itself.

{Seems like I will have to fall asleep after this.}

He was satisfied; he had already lived long enough. Now he had only one goal left.

Bringing his finger to his lips, he bit until he drew blood. Golden ichor dripped on the pages of the book as Adam wrote.

[Once upon a time…there was a god born from strife, battle, and struggle.]

It was the start of a new story, and he was the author of that story.

“Watch and learn, Sol. This is how you use the power of Origin.”

This was the power to rewrite reality itself.


Chapter 8


Price of Power



The pain showed no signs of stopping as Sol’s body writhed desperately.

Even after Adam started writing, even after the golden blood seeped into the book resting in Sol’s soul, the pressure inside him did not disappear. If anything, it became heavier. Still, it was within the limits of his control.

His pride would never let him succumb to something as measly as pain, even if it now burrowed deep into his very soul.

Man, this shit fucking hurts.

He gritted his teeth and grumbled inwardly. The divine essence of Struggle was still active, still trying to force itself into places it did not belong, nor could it ever belong.

But the difference now was that it was no longer spreading on its own; it was being pulled by an external influence. Sol had zero clue regarding what Adam was doing, but the ancient old bones clearly had a far better understanding of Divinity than Sol himself did.

While Adam was working inside, Sol was also receiving help from outside influences.

Lilith reached him first. Her expression was calm, but her steps were slow and careful, as if walking into deep water.

She made sure not to approach the ominous energy Sol had used. However, no matter how much she tried, her eyes would eventually end up drawn toward that energy.

It felt dangerous—extremely so. But it also felt very familiar. She decided she would meditate here later.

The moment her hand touched his, Sol felt some of the pressure lift as he focused the power on her.

He transferred a fragment of the energy into her. Not enough to hurt her, not enough to change her path—just enough to make a difference. At Lilith’s current level, all she needed was enough energy to complete her metamorphosis.

She tensed slightly. Her aura flickered for a moment; unlike Sol, Milia, and Nuwa, Lilith had no power or skills related to devouring. Receiving power in such a way was a first for her.

Sol expected that. Her foundation was already complete. Even if she couldn’t absorb the energy of struggle, she could help him redirect it.

“Sol. I have decided where I will create my territory.” Lilith grinned at Sol’s surprised expression and gave one last look at the place that was filled with the power of the End.

There could be no better place than here for her ascension. Once she decided, she closed her eyes and focused on absorbing the pure energy Sol was directing towards her. It was hard, extremely so, but since Sol was sending a gentle and steady flow, she could handle it somewhat.

Wukong came next. His clothes were torn and disheveled, and his staff buzzed faintly in the unstable air, but he walked with the same casual confidence as he always did.

“Tch. You look like utter shit,” he said, crouching beside Sol. “Need a hand?” Inwardly, Wukong felt humiliated. He and Lilith had appeared in such a grandiose way, only to be of no help when Sol needed it the most.

That a Law separated them was of no importance. Rules were made to be broken, and Wukong’s goal was to reach a level where he could destroy all laws standing before him and his goals.

Sol didn’t answer the monkey’s provocation; there was no need for him to do something so base. He knew how important pride was for people like them. No words could help the handsome monkey king now.

“Well, we can talk about this later. I think it’s time for me to also truly become a Demigod. Of course, if you will have me—I need a place to rent.”

Sol chuckled, and the two exchanged a fist bump before Wukong placed a hand on his back.

The moment their energy connected, another sliver of power flowed out of Sol.

Similar to Lilith, Sol allowed no hint of divinity to flow into his connection with Wukong.

The Monkey King's concept of Combat was extremely similar to that of Asura. In fact, with Asura dead, giving the divinity to Wukong would have been the best choice. But he knew that the man would never accept a free meal. It went against everything Wukong stood for.

“You’re damn right,” Wukong growled softly, feeling insight into all forms of combat thanks to observing Asura clash with Sol. In fact, the Law Asura used at the end was very similar to Wukong’s Zone.

Undeniably, a part of him felt tempted to devour the insights of Asura. But in doing so, he would destroy his own potential. Observing and learning from it was one thing, but his path was ultimately different from the fallen god.

“We are not enough,” Lilith interrupted them. The power of Asura was too strenuous. “Call the others.”

Sol nodded and signaled his beloved women. Thanks to the ring he created for the witches and his soul connections with his contracts, it only took a moment’s thought.
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Outside Sol’s dimensions, all the women who received his messages reacted simultaneously.

Milia, Isis, Lilin, and Setsuna could feel his condition because of their connection to Sol, even beyond dimensions, time, and space.

This was why they knew that something was terribly wrong with their beloved. They could feel the changes in his soul and the danger he was facing.

In the Tower of Babel, the space in front of Medea twisted. Without speaking, she raised her hand, and a crack in reality opened—a portal. It was jagged and unstable, but it would lead them to Sol’s dimension.

Behind her, Freya, Kali, and Milia were already moving. Medea's lips were tight, arms crossed over her chest. Freya said nothing, but the sharpness in her gaze was obvious. Kali was calmer than the rest, though she clenched her fists once before stepping forward.

Milia was the first to walk through. Her face was unreadable, but her aura was colder than usual. Behind her, Setsuna and Lilin appeared almost simultaneously. They were in Wratharis, but thanks to the rings, they could open a portal to Sol’s dimension wherever they were.

Both were silent, but their expressions said enough. Setsuna’s jaw was locked tight, her fists trembling at her sides. As a knight, not being able to fight alongside her king had already deemed her a failure like none other. She could only wonder what kind of enemy he faced this time to end up in such a state.

Lilin gritted her teeth hard enough to draw blood. The air around her warped with pressure. Her discussion with Setsuna had helped ease her fears and feelings of inferiority, but she was reminded once more that there was so little they could do for their man.

Setsuna placed a hand on hers. “Let’s do what we can. Right now, he needs us more than ever. It is not time for us to feel remorse, only respond.” Lilin wanted to snap, but she knew that Setsuna felt the same way as her about their weaknesses. She sighed and nodded. “Let’s go.”

Isis appeared last. Her shoulders were shaking. She tried to wipe her eyes quickly, but the tears kept coming. Just a few moments ago, she had been filled with joy because she noticed the energy signature of her parents in the mortal dimension. But now she could only think about Sol.

“He’s not dead,” she muttered to herself. “He’s not dead.” As a master of the Soul, she could feel the turmoil Sol was facing, and with that understanding came an even more pronounced fear.

She dared not imagine what kind of combat he experienced, or how powerful the ones he fought were.

The group passed through the portal and into Sol’s realm. What greeted them was worse than any of them expected.

Twisted terrain. A shattered sky. Divine energy that burned just from being near it. And at the center of it all, Sol, barely upright, bleeding golden light from dozens of cracks in his body.

There was no hesitation.

One by one, they stepped forward.

Medea. Persephone. Kali. Freya. Milia. Setsuna. Lilin. Isis.

Each one walked with purpose. They knew that this was a great opportunity and that after this night, their realms would increase greatly. However, there was no joy for any of them. This was a necessity.

Each of them stood in the same position they once did during the ritual for his ascension to the King's realm. Each helped anchor the runaway force burning inside his body.

Further in the distance, Pandora, Nefertiti, and the others watched. Ideally, Sol wished to send them some energy as well, but not now. They reached a precarious balance, and adding one more person would disturb the balance that was so hard to attain.

The pain did not vanish. His injuries did not heal, and the backlash did not stop.

But slowly, the unending energy that was burning inside of him settled down.

His vision cleared slightly. The whispers at the edge of his thoughts quieted. The weight in his chest evened out.

The power of Deus, wild and directionless, was no longer pushing against his will—it was now responding to him. It was still volatile, still too unfathomable for him to wield, but no longer entirely out of his reach.

Adam’s voice echoed once more within this precarious peace.

{You are very lucky. Truthfully, I envy you. It might be cheesy to say this now, but you have what I lacked the most: people who believe in you and in whom you can believe.}

Adam’s voice reached him. It was faint and far weaker than he ever remembered the old man being.

In Sol’s inner world, the golden blood finished its last line, and the book inside his soul pulsed with a faint light. Nothing flashy—just a low, steady hum.

He looked at the story written in the book, the story of a poor god born for battle with no goal of his own.

It was a pitiful story, and yet there was undeniable beauty within it.

Sadly, there would be no happy ending for the pitiful god.

[... Thus, the power of Struggle was released into the world, waiting for someone to obtain it.]

This was just the story of a minor character, one out of thousands upon thousands, and he had no power to put an End to it. As such, he wrote,

[To be continued…]

The moment those words were written, something seemed to snap into place.

The power fighting inside Sol vanished as if it had never existed. Adam had rewritten reality in a way so that the event of Sol’s eating the divinity of Struggle never happened.

This action consumed nearly all the power at his disposal, and he could feel his existence vanish at a higher speed than initially intended.

This was not good. The faster he vanished, the more information Sol would have to assimilate. Sol’s ego was incredibly powerful, but everything had limits. Cracks were already appearing after he used a power he could not yet control and tried to devour a fallen god whole.

{Truly, what a troublesome child.}

At the very least, this was going to be an important lesson for him. It was time for Sol to understand the danger those reincarnated gods truly posed.

Adam smiled. He felt no sadness at Asura’s end. The oni had been granted mercy once; sadly, he was not able to cherish his second chance.

{I wonder, Sol. How many people will be part of the Happy Ending you are envisioning?}
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Thanks to Adam’s intervention, the rest of the ritual proceeded smoothly, with the energy being shared among all ten of Sol’s chosen. The quantity each of them could absorb was not equal, but they were all feeling quite bloated.

Lilith let out a small sigh and sat beside him. Her skin was pale, and her mana felt unstable, but she did not seem too concerned about her own condition.

Wukong looked half-asleep, eyes narrowed. “So, that’s it?”

Sol stayed silent for a few seconds before answering.

“… For now.”

His voice was rough. His body still felt like it was about to fall apart at any second, but he could feel that the worst had already passed. He could no longer hear Adam’s voice inside him, but he could still feel his presence. Adam was now asleep, and it was unlikely that he could help if Sol recklessly devoured another demigod.

For the time being, they had handled the crisis.

He looked down at his hand.No more outbursts. No more stray divine sparks. Just a slow pulse of steady energy.

He had kept his Balance.

Barely.

Lilith turned to him. “What do we do now?”

Sol thought for a moment before replying. “… Rest.”

He closed his eyes and exhaled. There was still his initial target. The fox woman—the instigator and source of all the problems.

Sadly, Sol knew he was in no state to fight or even search for another demigod. The one who could affect Karma seemed to have erased all traces as well.

But Sol did not despair.

He had no clue just how long he had before the next problem popped up for him to solve. But right now, he had done enough.

He just wanted to sleep.

[image: ]



『 Nihil’s Dimension 』

Sitting on a rock, a young, white-haired boy wearing shorts and a black shirt opened his eyes. A golden light flashed as he released a sigh, and a voice far older and ancient than what his appearance suggested came out of the boy’s mouth.

“I cannot feel Asura’s karma line anymore.” Three pairs of white wings flapped lightly on his back, and a golden halo shone above his head. He was an angel, and in his hands was a small lyre.

“So he died.” Hypnos pinched the bridge of his nose. Things were not progressing as he had expected. Asura might not have been the strongest of them all at the peak of all their abilities and power. However, in the current era, where most of the others were still asleep, his straightforward combat abilities were practically invaluable. Losing him was a blow to their plans.

“Was he able to send some information at least? Who was he fighting?”

“Sol Luxuria.”

“Him again.” Hypnos gritted his teeth, eyes narrowing with unconcealed hostility. Be it in the Astral Realm or during the war against Wratharis, this damned young man, barely even an adult, had proven to be a thorn in their path again and again. And Hypnos was sure that he would not stop being a thorn in the future.

More than anything…

“He is just a King, right?” Hypnos could only shake his head in disbelief. The way mortals grew in power was very intriguing, and after years of studying, Hypnos was sure that few could understand this system more than he.

A being in the King realm putting up a fight against someone in the Demigod realm was, in theory, not impossible.

If the King was a powerful Divine Beast, like Kiyohime the Dragon Queen, or one of the four Great Witches, then it was possible to match someone like a False Demigod, someone who reached their level of power through pure luck by stumbling on a crumbling Territory.

Even then, victory would be nearly impossible without great suffering and unimaginable sacrifice.

However, Sol Luxuria was not some ancient being that stayed stuck in the King Realm for millennia.

Asura was not ‌insignificant as a Fake Demigod, either.

“Any chance they ganged up on Asura?”

“Impossible. The very reason we chose Asura for testing the boy in the first place was because it’s impossible to gang up on him. He can always force a one-on-one duel, no matter the circumstances. Not even Tiamat or our stupid sisters could counter that Law.”

Hypnos nodded. They had already lost their powers, but their divine authority was still somewhat usable. Only a full-fledged God with a Law of equal or superior level could stop Asura’s forced duel Law.

For him to be dead meant that he had died fighting against a single opponent, who may or may not have been Sol Luxuria. The moron was hot-headed enough to disregard the plan and fight the strongest there. It was very possible for him to have died fighting Ambrosia, Lilith, or Sun Wukong.

“What do you think, Karma?”

Karma was the one who stood closest to the power of Fate. In terms of pure combat power, the young boy was probably the weakest of them. Ass someone who governed Dreams and Illusion, Hypnos knew abstract powers like theirs were always more dangerous than brutish powers like Asura’s own.

“Well, let’s just say that I am debating killing myself again.” Karma laughed, but his words brought a chill down Hypnos' spine.

Eons ago, Karma was the only god to die before the Twilight of the Gods.

His end was simple—he killed himself of his own volition.

Back then, no one knew why he had done it. Some theorized that he might have gotten bored with life. Only after Adam went mad did they realize Karma had killed himself to escape the massacre that would soon unfold.

“Is it that bad?” Hypnos asked. “Is Sol the reincarnation of one of our siblings?”

“I do not know.” Karma swung his legs, now acting more like his appearance—that of a child. “All I know is that you have two choices, or perhaps three.” Karma giggled.

“One. Give up Su Daji. Bind her and offer her to Sol Luxuria as a sign of peace and surrender yourself.

“Two. Do not bother him again until Nihil wakes up. She is currently his fated nemesis. The Narrative Story and Fate can give her a powerful edge against him if you play your cards right.

“Three. Use all the power at your disposal now and launch an all-out attack to destroy Lustburg and Sol Luxuria. And when I say all, I mean everything you have. If you hold back even a little, you will fail.”

Su Daji was their younger sister. Born slightly before the 14 goddesses, she was also a goddess governing a Concept of emotions—the duality of Love and Hatred.

Karma shook his head as he finished speaking. “I know your ambitions, and I know that there is simply no way you will surrender yourself to that young man. As per our contract, I will shield you and our other siblings from prying. I will sever and erase all Karma lines. But that is it.”

“You plan to play on both sides.”

“Yep.” Karma smiled, not denying the allegation in the slightest. He felt no shame. “I am a coward. All I want to do is observe the world and amuse myself. If I have to be honest, helping you guys already makes me somewhat of an enemy. But as long as I do not cross the line, I will be spared, whoever ends up being the winner.”

Hypnos gritted his teeth.

“Do not resent me, little brother. Thus, is the destiny of the weak. I hold loyalty only to myself. Only my survival matters the most. Why do you think I left no messages before killing myself back then? It was not just to make our father angry. In his madness, he might have chased my soul across space and time just to erase me from all of existence.”

His form became faint. It was only an avatar, and now that his work was done, he had no reason to keep it here.

“It seems like it’s also time for me to leave the angels’ kingdom. Those stupid pigeons might put me in the crossfire.” He appeared to be whimsical, going with the flow wherever the wind took him.

His fingers glided on the strings of the lyre, bringing out a cheerful melody that contrasted with the somber mood.

“Smile, my brother. A new era is upon us. A beautiful and epic story is unfolding. The roles we will play in this era depend entirely on ourselves. Will you be a loser or a winner? A major character or only a footnote in the history to come? Only time will tell.” With those words, the young bard vanished from this space.

Now alone, Hypnos looked up. His plans needed to be changed.

As for surrender?

He never considered it even for an instant.

How could he call himself the God of Dreams and Illusions if he dared not even have dreams of his own? It would have been a ludicrous notion otherwise.

“A new era, huh?”

Then surely this new era would belong to him.

This was his only dream.


SECOND ACT: Wedding


Chapter 9


Waking Up


『 Lustburg — Tower of Babel 』

A few days had already passed since Sol had returned to the Tower of Babel, asleep as if he were in a coma.

Everyone was already aware of Sol’s incredibly overpowered regeneration ability; hence, seeing his wounds not heal even after all this time was a major cause for concern. On top of that, he had not woken up even after they had done basically everything at their disposal. The overlapping circumstances were enough for everyone to lose their minds at this point.

Not even Isis, Nefertiti, or Nephthys could heal him. They finally had to stop forcibly Isis from using Nirvana on Sol.

The tension was at an all-time high, and the women in the Tower stayed silent and somber as the atmosphere dictated. All they could do now was wait and pray for their beloved man to wake up on his own, because nothing they did was working.

For the maids of the Tower, who were used to tranquility and peace, the last week had been a source of immense stress and fear. They were too scared to even breathe loudly and were doing their best not to make any mistakes whatsoever.

Not only was Sol's coma causing all the women in the Tower to be extremely irritable, to add insult to injury, they also had to entertain some really important guests.

Three new Phoenixes.

The Elf Queen.

And even the father of Isis, Sol's partner.

They did not know exactly who the man was. But that he had a phoenix as a wife was enough for them to understand that his stature and identity were beyond their imagination.

Because of these extremely adverse circumstances, all the maids had been on a warpath, constantly navigating and serving a group of powerhouses while taking care of the sleeping prince.

It was an arduous battle, and the only saving grace was that none of the new guests seemed to be the kind to mistreat them because of their weaknesses and mistakes.

Even the ever-impassive Milia showed clear signs of extreme stress and had to remind herself constantly not to lash out.

Thankfully for the maids, their days of suffering were coming close to an end.
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Sol’s bedroom, near the top of the Tower, was richly decorated with artwork, fine furniture, and exquisite wall coverings—which he had never truly cared about. However, Lilith always insisted that a king needed a room fit for a king. And because of that, Sol never complained much, even though the room felt extremely tacky to his modern sensibilities.

Lying down on his large, king-sized bed, Sol slowly opened his eyes before promptly closing them. The light was blinding to his eyes after they were closed for so long, and he could only let out a groan of pain and frustration.

His eyes were not the only things hurting. Sol’s whole body felt like it was wrecked beyond description. His skin felt extremely sensitive to the flow of the air, and all kinds of odors and scents triggered his nose, which was extremely irritating and grating to his psyche.

Information flooded his mind as if he had fully activated his dimension, but he knew that not to be the case.

What is going on?

He opened his eyes again, slowly this time, trying to adjust himself to the onslaught of light that was blinding his swollen eyes. Such an overflow of information was not a first for him, and while this was without a doubt different from his dimension, the process was definitely similar, and so was the pain.

After finally adjusting to the light, he realized where he was.

My room?

“Did you think something cliched, like ‘An unfamiliar ceiling?’ Then again, it should be an extremely familiar ceiling in your case, no? It is where you live, after all.” A mocking but gentle voice came from his side. Sol did not even need to physically turn to recognize who it was.

“Anubis… Am I dreaming? Or did I die and enter the afterlife?” Sol chuckled. His throat felt sore. He was glad to see someone he could call a friend. There were very few of them in his life, and he cherished their company.

A black-haired man with golden eyes gazed at Sol. Though his eyes were filled with worry, he let none of that show in his words and expressions.

He answered in his characteristic sarcastic tone.

“I mean, I know I am handsome enough to be part of many people's dreams. But no, you are not dreaming. As for dying—sadly, I do not think I could transform you into an undead. Quite the shame, I must say.”

“Becoming an immortal undead would have been an interesting experience, indeed,” Sol answered in kind while focusing on the wounds on his body.

No blood flowed out of them, and they had already been partially closed up; it was unusual for his body to heal so slowly. He briefly considered just reversing time to heal himself, but he had a feeling that the 24-hour mark had passed long ago.

“Though the whole charade is quite amusing. This is the second time you've woken up with me at your side. I guess this is fate in a way.”

Sol released a sigh, mostly because he hated how weak he was feeling at the moment. “True. Waking up with a beauty beside me would have felt infinitely better. But I guess you will have to suffice.”

He did a brief scan with his mind; surprisingly, he could cover the entire Tower, though not restricted zones. This was a result that was far higher than his previous record.

“Oh?” Anubis raised an eyebrow. “You scanned the entire Tower in a second? Your growth is honestly admirable. You are becoming more of a monster every day.”

“I don’t think calling someone a monster is considered a compliment.”

Anubis shrugged and ignored Sol’s words, “I heard you killed a Demigod this time. That is a new level of bullshit. Your talent is the definition of bullshit, you know that? Not calling you a freak is already a consideration on my part.”

“What can I say? I am just built differently.” Sol laughed but then entered a coughing fit. His body still hurt like hell, and he could not hold it in.

This kind of back-and-forth with someone other than Kali was always welcome. But even as he continued the discussion, Sol’s mind was working furiously; multitasking was a simple gesture for him at his current level.

“How long was I out? And what brings you to our puny Mortal Realm, oh mighty ruler of the Afterlife?” Sol quipped jokingly.

“Curiosity, mostly. Boredom, most assuredly. Also, we were also missing our daughter.”

“So you came with your wife.” Sol nodded and tried to prop himself up, but Anubis placed a hand on his chest, pushing him back to his bed.

“Don’t force me to bind your body with a hex. Stay down, rest, and listen. I will now give you a recap of everything you missed.”

Sol briefly considered resisting, but in the end, he simply sighed and closed his eyes. There was no use in fighting back right now with a friend for something as nonsensical as pride.

“Before you start… where are the others? I am surprised they aren’t already swarming in.”

“Oh, they are nearby; I simply closed the space with a barrier. What you need now is rest, not a bunch of admittedly very attractive women crowding around you. Once we finish, I will tell them you are awake.”

Sol hesitated for a moment, eager to meet with his women, who were definitely worried about him, but in the end, he simply sighed.

“Thank you.” He did not want them to see him still wounded, so this was perhaps the best solution.

Now that he was awake, he could already feel his wounds slowly closing. His will was powerful enough to override the foreign energy in his injuries and cleanse him of it. His regeneration power would soon activate.

“Very well. Now then, where should I start?” Anubis smiled. He thought about his return to the Mortal Realm after so long and all the interesting things he got to experience.

Anubis immediately started his story in a lighthearted tone. It was hard to see him being flustered about anything.

“I came here with my wife for the sole goal of spending some much-needed quality time with our daughter. While entering and leaving the Mortal Realm is not a problem for me, I am beholden to certain rules if I wish to keep a semi-cordial relationship with the goddesses at a minimum.”

Anubis did not fear the goddesses. As someone who could be considered a False God, he could match any of them, for a short time anyway. But only one of them at a time. That was the catch of that argument.

There were 14 goddesses, and then there was their mother above them, like a silent guardian. Becoming their enemies was not the smartest thing in the universe, as one would expect.

“Anyway, I came here, all happy and excited after being away from home for so long. So imagine my surprise when I was welcomed by tears and snot from my daughter, begging me to inspect your soul and make sure you were alright. I was bewildered enough, then. But as if it wasn’t enough, I nearly went both blind and mad trying to look too deeply into the soul of a King-ranked brat. Man, that was so darn humiliating, gosh…”

Anubis gave Sol a reprimanding look, and the perpetrator could only respond with a sheepish smile.

“I am sorry.” Sol could not stop himself from wincing.

“Don’t. It was mostly my fault. One of the first lessons I learned on my road to necromancy was to never underestimate the value of souls. I should have been doubly careful with a freak like you.”

“So you ended up calling me a freak, after all.”

“Excuse me. Blindness and madness much? I mean, have you seen your soul? It is ugly enough to make a grown man cry, and I am downplaying what I witnessed.” Anubis quirked a brow at him.

“Ouch. You didn’t have to go that far now, did you?” Sol clutched his chest. He felt like Anubis had been throwing arrows at his fragile heart with his barbed words.

Even worse, he couldn’t deny the allegations, or come up with any words to oppose them. Sol’s soul was not something a mortal could carelessly meddle with—not even one who could call himself a god.

Looking at his soul indirectly or when it was inactive was already quite dangerous, unless Sol made sure not to hurt them.

However, when he actually used his soul offensively, like he did when activating his Name, then all bets were off.

It was an indiscriminate power he could not use when fighting alongside his allies, just as he could not bring people below the King-rank in his dimension in the past.

“Anyway, though your soul is a monstrosity, I, thankfully, had no ill will against you, and you seemed to recognize me, even if unconsciously, so you deemed I was no threat. This stopped the worst from happening. The worst, as in me destroying your soul, because there is no way I am going mad. Then I would have had to flee the Mortal Realm because of the dozens of powerful women who would come for my life.” He wiped away nonexistent sweat, as if relieved, but Sol did not miss the indirect warning.

“Don’t worry. I am not so arrogant that I think it’s a surefire win-all trick that would work on everyone.” Sol nodded in understanding.

In the truest sense, the reveal of Sol’s soul was not an attack in itself. All it did was to expose those who witnessed his soul to a large amount of information and even the truth of the universe, so to speak.

This effect was enough to bring madness to lesser beings and stun more powerful ones. But against beings who were close to the Truth themselves, the effect would be less impressive.

Of course, Anubis himself did not know about the Origin and the End, so he might underestimate the danger of the attack. But, as much as Sol liked Anubis, there was no need to share information about his power with someone who was not completely under his wing.

The two smiled at each other. There were calculating feelings to their smiles, but neither of them held any ill will against the other; it was the reality that secrets were only ever secret when they were not shared.

“So, what happened next?” Sol asked.

“Nothing much, really… Your soul was not truly wounded. If I had to use the right word, I would say that it was overstuffed and having indigestion. Isis was quite vague, but she explained what you did. But even that was not enough to relieve the burden. Something must have happened, but I suppose you won’t tell me what.”

Sol just kept smiling at him, squinting his eyes to tell the false god more than what any words could. He had no intention to discuss Adam with Anubis—not now, at least.

“Thought so.” Anubis merely smiled understandingly at Sol’s silence. “Well. I will start with the good news first, since you seem to be worried about this. Congratulations—you will soon have six Demigods under you.”

“Oh?” Sol raised an eyebrow.

“The witches are all in seclusion. I believe they are basically on the door of becoming Demigods themselves. All they need now is to create Territories and ascend.” Anubis laughed.

“The monkey brat already started creating his Territory, and it seems like that woman, who is sharper than a sword, could have started as well. But she said she couldn’t begin before your wedding. In fact, the same goes for the witches. They are in secluded meditation to control their realms and seal the excess power you gifted them. Once they are ready, they plan to use that energy to push themselves instantly into the next realm.”

Even as he said this, Anubis could only shake his head in disbelief. A force of six Demigods. This was unheard of outside of the goddesses and a few independent forces.

Those six differed from the riff-raff fake Demigods who attacked the Dragon Realm in the past. They were genuine Demigods, who all commanded absurdly powerful Concepts.

Even if they fought outside their Territories, they would still be a force to be reckoned with, and from what he understood, they all planned to create their Territories inside Sol’s dimension.

Even with all the knowledge Anubis had accumulated throughout his long existence, he didn’t know such a thing could be possible before now. The Dimensional Mages’ plane should have been too unstable to accommodate a Demigod’s Territory; not even Tiamat could do such a thing. All she did was fuse her dimension—the Sea of Stars—with her Demigod Territory.

What Sol and the others planned to do was a feat of mythical proportions.

The future will be interesting, Anubis thought to himself briefly before continuing.

He lifted three fingers. “Setsuna, Lilin, and– Milia, was it? Those three women, with whom you signed contracts, are already on the verge of becoming King-ranked. That is impressive, though less so than Demigod-hood.” He chuckled, “Admittedly, in terms of power and mana, they are already superior to most beginners in the King realm. All they lack is a spark of realization, which shouldn’t be hard with their talents and connection to your soul.”

Anubis scratched his chin. “In fact, I believe that cow woman should have already become a King. Your current situation simply affected her mental state.”

Sol clenched his fist, and a smile spread across his face. He was glad to know that his decision to share the power had not been wrong.

“What about Isis?”

“Well…” An awkward look flashed in Anubis’ eyes. “She should have become a King long ago, as you know. I thought she had found her way and accepted using the concept of Death. But it seems as if seeing me made her hesitate once more. Quite a peculiar situation, I would say.”

Sol sighed, but he said nothing. Isis was extremely talented, more so than he was in a certain sense. After all, she reached her current level without a powerful ritual or the soul of the universe's creator.

But what held back was that one of her greatest talents was the same as her father's: Death.

To become a King with the concept of Death would mean that Anubis and Isis would become adversaries for the right to become a God. There was no way Isis would make this decision lightly.

“I wonder how you even convinced her to focus on that concept? But I am happy you did.”

This surprised Sol. “You’re not mad?”

Anubis did not know about his plan to create a new universe; there was no way he would know that he had found a way for two Deaths to coexist. From his perspective, Sol was forcing the father and daughter pair to become enemies.

“Of course. Godhood is a treacherous path filled with uncertainty. But I am not yet so blinded by power that I would sacrifice my daughter's happiness for power. This would be putting the cart before the horse.”

Anubis chuckled.

“Of course…” His eyes held a cold light. “If you had done so and manipulated my daughter for your selfish goals, we would not be having such a pleasant conversation. You understand that, right?”

Anubis' aura filled the room with its oppressive might. Thanks to Sol's newly developed sense, he could see the thousands of souls screaming and squirming inside this power, chained down by a cloaked grim reaper holding a gigantic scythe, which was close to Sol’s throat.

“Haha… So you can see it. Truly, what a wonderful young man, full of talent!”

Sol gazed impassively at the incarnation of Death itself, and he realized that all of Isis’ worries had been for naught. Anubis’ power was far beyond what many imagined, and his understanding of Death was profound enough to make him pause.

In this very moment, one thought was all Anubis needed to end his life—or at least this would have been the case if Sol was just a normal King.

Sol ignored the incarnation of the Grim Reaper and gazed quietly at Anubis. All the emotions he had been showing slowly vanished, leaving nothing but a dry and indifferent husk.

“I don’t like being threatened, even if it’s by my beloved father-in-law.” He gave a smile devoid of any warmth.

No aura emanated from him, but this made him even more dangerous. For a moment, Anubis felt a chill go down his spine, as if he was being stared down by something far greater than himself, far greater than anything he could even comprehend.

This was an absolute being.

The smile on Anubis’ face grew larger. Feeling the vastness of the universe gazing at him, he felt no fear, only exhilaration.

For a brief instant, a voice muttered in his ear, urging him to swing his scythe and steal Sol’s soul. By doing so, the gate of Godhood would open for him.

But Anubis scoffed, not even entertaining the notion.

Reaching his goal in such a way would be worthless. Worse, it would be nothing but the admission of his own inferiority.

“Splendid. Entrusting you with my daughter was not the wrong choice, it seems.” Anubis was the first to back down.

“Trust me. Soon you will realize this was in fact the best decision you ever made.” Warmth returned to Sol’s eyes as he also relaxed.

“Is that so?” Anubis nodded. “Though from what I noticed, it seems like you're truly becoming less and less human. How much of your emotions do you still have?”

Sol answered with silence, and he looked down. His gaze covered the entire tower, and with this, he could observe all the people he loved, the reason that pushed him to such extremes.

If it were to protect them⁠—

“Idiot.”

Anubis interrupted Sol’s thoughts with a light bonk on his head.

“Your power grew, but it seems like your mindset became a little twisted. Aren’t you putting your own cart before the horse?”

Sol’s eyes dimmed. “I have no choice. The enemies we are facing will only grow stronger. Sacrifices are necessary.”

“So you’ll sacrifice yourself, huh? Man, do you think you are some tragic shōnen hero or something?”

“Anubis.” There was a quiet warning in Sol’s voice.

“At least you can still feel anger, so you aren’t too far gone yet.” His father-in-law chuckled, unbothered.

“Well, this is the path that you must walk. Just make sure you don’t regret your decision. Don’t you think it would be quite a shame if you felt nothing on the day of your wedding?”

He gave a compassionate smile and stood up. He had nothing more to say; Sol was young, but he would learn with experience.

Hopefully, it would not be too late for him.


Chapter 10


Necessary Discussion



After his discussion with Sol came to a close, Anubis announced his awakening to the whole tower. It went as one could have expected. Dozens of women swarmed his rooms, all caring for his well-being. Isis was already crying and hugging Sol at the moment, but no one mocked her, as even the most stoic women of the group were teary-eyed.

This reaction was quite normal—this was the first time Sol had been wounded so much. Even after the injury from Wolf King’s spear during the war, Sol had simply shrugged off his wounds and healed them like it was nothing at all.

Anubis smiled at the heartwarming sight and left the room. Now that Sol was awake, his job here was done; he would leave the rest to the girls.

Walking down the hallway, he glanced to his right and whistled.

“Not going to meet him?” He asked the tall, dark-skinned woman, who was resting against a wall near Sol’s room.

The woman was Nent, one of the Phoenix Queens and perhaps the strongest phoenix alive after Gabriel. She was the eldest of Gabriel’s daughters, and a war veteran who had stood on the front lines alongside Kiyohime the Dragon Queen against the forces of Chaos.

She was a beautiful woman, with long, flowing red hair and a voluptuous body that many men would die for. No matter what opinions he may have had about her, Anubis acknowledged that her physical beauty was undeniable.

However, for him, such ephemeral beauty was worthless. All he cared about was the interior, the soul of a being, and for that reason, Anubis had previously found Nent to be an eyesore—an ugly, worthless woman who was running towards her ruin, alienating all those who cared for her in a desire for revenge and recognition.

Her desperation and growing madness reminded him too much of Echidna, and he knew that such a road was a direct path to self-destruction.

Now, though, her sad and rotten soul was bright enough that one would think she had bathed herself in holy water—which he was sure she did. But ‌holy water was not all that rare in the Astral Realm anyway, so that meant nothing.

Though it was said to be good for the skin, so there was that.

Nent gave a smile and ignored the strange glance Anubis sent her. She knew what opinion Anubis had of her in the past, and though their relationship had considerably eased off, there was still some awkwardness left between them.

“I have time. For now, I will just let the others be with him.” Nent answered his question with a shrug. She was in no hurry; she had full confidence in Sol's ability to wake up and heal, and as such, she had been less worried than the other women.

After all, she had seen firsthand what miracles he could accomplish. In her opinion, there was little Sol could not do if given enough time.

She was more interested in observing the women around Sol. During the last few days, she could not examine or talk with them properly, as everyone was tense and worried. Sol was their anchor, and with him in a dire situation, they had been too distraught.

Now that she was here, Nent could see a group of monsters surrounded Sol. All his women were extremely talented in their own right—some more than others. She had always thought that Sol was exaggerating when he described them and their abilities with pride, but now she realized he had, in fact, been underselling them, and by quite a bit.

“If those women had been born and raised in the Astral Realm, they would have been monsters.” She muttered.

Anubis looked behind him, his eyes landing on the women gathered around Sol, but then shook his head.

“This is where you are wrong. Of course, they are talented, but this talent would have never blossomed if they had been born in the current Astral Realm. Things might have been different if they were born during one of the wars, though.”

He grinned. “Mortals struggle like no other being. To reach the peak, combat and struggles are inevitable. This is why so many of them can reach the King-rank, while only a limited number of Divine Beasts reach the King rank in the Astral World.”

Anubis laughed. Talent was great, but it was never enough to reach the apex. A lot of luck and a lot of hard work were necessary as well.

Nent nodded in acknowledgement and walked away.

Seeing Sol was nice, but that was not why she had come down to the Mortal Realm.

It was now time for her to find Nefertiti.
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For Nent, finding Nefertiti was easy; she wasn’t trying to hide.

Now, in the Tower of Babel, within one of the private chambers reserved for honored guests, two phoenixes sat across from each other. A complicated relationship bound them, and they realized the words were not coming easily.

Nefertiti's hands trembled slightly as she held a cup of tea, the delicate porcelain reflecting the soft pink glow, tinged with gold, that emanated from her eyes.

The transformation to King-rank had changed her in subtle ways—her presence felt heavier, more substantial, as if the world itself acknowledged her new station. Yet despite this newfound power, she felt smaller than ever before the woman sitting across from her.

A bitter smile formed on her face. When she became a King, she faced many of her deep-seated traumas. Because of this, she initially thought that talking with Nent would be easy. Now they were both King-ranked, right?

How naïve she had been. Years of trauma and indoctrination could not vanish this easily.

“Nefertiti. Please, look at me.” Nent was the first one to break this uncomfortable silence.

Nefertiti looked up and was surprised by what she saw.

Nent had always observed her Nefertiti with eyes filled with disappointment. Disappointment born from centuries of failures and rejection. In the past, Nefertiti was nothing more than another failure, the proof that she could never reach her goal.

This time, things were different. The crimson-haired phoenix appeared as composed as always, her beauty unmarred by time, but there was something different in her gaze today, something softer.

"Congratulations," Nent said finally, breaking the silence that had stretched between them. "You have accomplished what I worked seven hundred years to achieve. The first phoenix in ten thousand years to reach King-rank." She paused, swirling the wine in her glass. "Though we both know it wasn't my work that brought you here, was it?"

Nefertiti's fingers tightened around her teacup. "No," she admitted quietly. "It wasn't."

A rueful smile crossed Nent's lips. "I suppose I should have expected this. For all my careful planning, all my selective breeding, all my calculations..." She laughed, but there was no bitterness in it. "In the end, love proved to be the variable I for which could never account."

"Lady Nent⁠—"

"Let me finish." Nent raised a hand, her voice gentle but firm. "I owe you an apology, Nefertiti. Several, in fact."

Nefertiti's eyes widened in shock. In all her years, she had never heard Nent apologize to anyone. The matriarch of the Phoenix realm did not apologize. She commanded, she directed, she manipulated when necessary, but she never admitted fault.

"I treated you as a piece on a game board," Nent continued, her gaze distant. "A beautiful, valuable piece, to be sure, but a piece‌. I selected your parents with the same care a jeweler uses to cut diamonds—calculating bloodlines, predicting outcomes, optimizing for specific traits." She set down her glass with a soft clink. "Your beauty was intentional. Your charm’s spirit heritage, deliberate. Even with your gentle, accommodating nature, I bred for that, believing it would make you the perfect political bride for whoever I deemed worthy."

"I know," Nefertiti whispered. She had always known. For all her faults, Nent had been nothing but honest about her goals and means. Nefertiti had always understood what ‌the ultimate destination of her life was, and she had embraced and accepted that reality long before even meeting Sol.

"But what I failed to account for," Nent's voice softened, "was that in creating someone so perfectly designed to love and serve, I created someone with a heart far purer than my own, someone capable of a devotion I had long forgotten existed." She met Nefertiti's gaze directly. "You, your parents and everyone else were not meant to be just tools. Somewhere along the way, I forgot myself. I forgot people were more than the sum of their genetics."

Tears formed in the corners of Nefertiti's eyes, though she fought to keep them from falling. "You gave me life. You gave me purpose. Everything I am⁠—"

"Everything you ARE," Nent interrupted firmly, "is yours and yours alone. Yes, I gave you life, but you have taken that gift and transcended every limitation I tried to place upon it." She stood, moving to sit beside Nefertiti on the cushioned couch. "Tell me—when you awakened to your Truth, what did you see?"

Nefertiti closed her eyes, remembering the moment of her enlightenment. "A world of mirrors. Thousands upon thousands of them, each reflecting a different moment of my life. From birth to the day I met him."

"And what did you feel?"

"I felt..." Nefertiti's voice caught. "I felt complete. For the first time in my life, I understood why I existed. Not because you made me, not because I was designed for a purpose, but because I chose it. I chose him. I chose this path. And in that choice, I found myself."

Nent reached out, gently wiping away a tear that had escaped down Nefertiti's cheek. "That is the difference between us, little one. I have spent centuries trying to escape the chains of fate, fighting against the destiny that was written for me. I resented every limitation, every expectation; I wanted to show the world that the sacrifice of my friends was wrong, that the theory Hansel and Gretel established was right." She smiled sadly. "But you... You embraced fate. You looked at the threads binding you to Sol, and you didn't see chains—you saw a lifeline, a connection to something greater than yourself."

"You must think I'm foolish," Nefertiti said. She knew very well that powerhouses generally despised the concept of Fate, but Nefertiti loved it. For it was Fate that brought him to her. But she did not bow down to Fate, because while Fate brought him to her, it was her own will and actions that helped her walk alongside him.

"No." Nent's answer was immediate and absolute. "I think you're braver than I ever was. You know what true freedom is, and it isn't what I've been chasing all these centuries."

Nefertiti turned to look at her Nent fully. Gone were the trembling, the fear, and the doubt. Now, only curiosity was present. "Then what is it?"

"Freedom," Nent said slowly, as if testing each word, "is not the absence of bonds. It's the choice of which bonds to accept." She took Nefertiti's hand in hers. "I spent so long trying to break free from my mother, from the expectations of being a phoenix, from the weight of my bloodline. But you... You chose your chains. You wrapped them around yourself willingly, and in doing so, you flew higher than I ever could."

Nent truly admired the way Nefertiti changed. It was not something she could do. Even though she was doing her best to become a better person.

A comfortable silence fell between them, broken only by the soft sounds of breathing and the distant bustle of the tower below.

"I love him," Nefertiti finally said, her voice barely above a whisper. "Not because you designed me to, not because fate bound us together, but because when I look at him, I see light in a world that always seemed gray to me. He makes me want to be more than I am. He makes me believe that even someone like me, born and raised as a tool rather than a person, has a value beyond my utility."

"You are right. The start of your relationship might have been far from romantic," Nent said softly. " But now, he sees you. Not just your beauty, nor your lineage. He sees Nefertiti. The woman who loves him so deeply that it transcends reason. The woman who achieved the impossible because her heart demanded it."

Nent squeezed Nefertiti’s hand. "That is why you succeeded where I failed. Not because you're stronger or more talented, but because you had something worth fighting for beyond your own ambition."

Nent felt cheesy even as she uttered those words, but she truly believed in them.

Nefertiti, meanwhile, couldn't hold back the tears anymore. They flowed freely down her cheeks as she leaned into Nent's embrace, something she had never done before, not even as a child.

Nent's arms wrapped around her, and for the first time in either of their long lives, there was no calculation in the gesture, just love and appreciation.

"I'm sorry," Nent murmured into Nefertiti's hair. "I'm sorry I made you feel you needed to earn love. I'm sorry I taught you that others measured your worth in bloodlines and power rather than the content of your heart. I'm sorry I tried to control something that should have been yours to discover on your own."

"You gave me the tools," Nefertiti said through her tears. "Even if you didn't mean to. You taught me discipline, you taught me observation, you taught me patience. And when I met Sol, I used all of those lessons not to trap him, but to understand him. To love him better."

They sat like that for a long while, two phoenixes who had spent decades or centuries wearing masks finally allowing themselves to be vulnerable with each other.

Eventually, Nent pulled back slightly, brushing the last tears from Nefertiti's face. "There's something I need to tell you. Something I should have told you long ago."

Nefertiti waited, her newly awakened King-ranked senses detecting the shift in Nent's demeanor. It was nervousness, something she had never witnessed in the ancient phoenix before.

"I love him, too," Nent admitted quietly. "Perhaps not as deeply or as purely as you do. But when I shared my secret with him in the Phoenix realm, when I allowed myself to be vulnerable for the first time in centuries... he didn't use it against me. He didn't see a weakness to exploit. He saw someone who needed understanding." She met Nefertiti's eyes. "That night we spent together, you and Sol and I—I told myself it was strategy, a way to bind him to our interests. But the truth is, I wanted to be close to someone who made me feel like I could be more than what Gabriel created me to be."

"I know," Nefertiti said gently with a cheeky smile. "I've always known. Falling for my wonderful lord is normal. Even the goddesses would fall for him if he so wished.”

“You truly are a fanatic.” Nent chortled.

They laughed together, and the sound was light and genuine.

As their laughter faded, Nefertiti's expression grew more serious. "Lady Nent, can I ask you something?"

"Just call me Nent; you are a King now. And you can ask me anything. I will do my best to answer."

Nefertiti hesitated a moment but eventually nodded. "Do you regret it? The seven hundred years of planning, the careful breeding programs, all of it? Now that you know I would have reached King-rank anyway, through love rather than genetics?"

Nent pondered the question, her gaze drifting to the window, where the sun painted the sky in shades of gold and crimson. "No," she said finally. "I don't regret it. Even if my methods were flawed, even if my motivations were selfish, they led to you. And you, my dear, have become something far greater than anything I could have designed."

She turned back to face Nefertiti. "My only regret is that I almost missed seeing it. That I was so focused on my plans, my goals, my need for freedom, that I nearly failed to recognize the miracle standing right in front of me."

"The miracle?" Nefertiti asked softly.

"A woman who knows exactly who she is and what she wants, who isn't afraid to devote herself completely to something greater. A woman who achieved the impossible not through birthright or breeding, but through the sheer force of her will and the purity of her heart." Nent's voice was thick with emotion. "You are my greatest achievement, Nefertiti. Not because I made you, but because you surpassed everything I ever dreamed you could be."

Fresh tears spilled down Nefertiti's cheeks once again. She never thought that she was so emotionally fragile. But how she had longed for such words from Nent. Receiving ‌recognition from the one she had admired all her life was simply wonderful.

"I need to tell you something as well," Nefertiti said, her voice steady despite the tears. "About my awakening and what it means for the future."

Nent straightened, her attention fully focused. "Go on."

"My True Name is Theia. The concept I've awakened to..." Nefertiti paused, choosing her words carefully. "It's not just servitude, though that's part of it. It's deeper than that. I've become the embodiment of devotional love—the incarnation of Faith. Every prayer spoken in Sol's name, every act of faith, every moment of genuine reverence—it all feeds into my power."

Nent's eyes widened in understanding. "You're building a foundation for his godhood."

"Yes," Nefertiti confirmed. "And I need your help. Not as my creator or my superior, but as..." She hesitated, then smiled. "As my partner. My collaborator and an advisor."

"What do you need from me?"

"I need your knowledge, your experience. I need your understanding of how the divine beasts and the goddesses maintain their power through faith." Nefertiti's eyes gleamed with determination. "Together, we can create something unprecedented. Not a religion based on fear or obligation, but one built on genuine love and devotion. One that will elevate Sol to heights even the current goddesses cannot imagine."

Nent studied her granddaughter for a long moment, then slowly smiled. It was a smile full of pride and affection, but also one filled with ambition. She understood what Nefertiti was asking for. "You want me to influence my progeny? Do you wish to control everything from the shadows?"

"No. Faith should not be sneaky. I'm asking you to walk beside me," Nefertiti corrected. "As equals, as family. As two phoenixes who both love the same man, for different reasons but with equal sincerity."

"Equals," Nent repeated, tasting the word. "My mother would be horrified. Her daughter, one of the four King-ranked phoenixes, agreed to deviate from the faith that should be reserved for the goddesses just to help my mate."

"Are you declining?" Nefertiti asked, though there was a playful glint in her eye.

"Absolutely not," Nent said firmly. She extended her hand. "I would be honored to work with you, Nefertiti. Let's spread a new faith in the Phoenix’s Realm."

Nefertiti took her hand. They stayed like this for a moment, savoring this new relationship.

"There's one more thing," Nefertiti said as they released their grip. "About Sol's last fight..."

"You're nervous," Nent observed.

"Terrified," Nefertiti admitted. "He nearly died. He pushed himself beyond his limits, fighting that ancient god. Yet I was of no help to him. I hate that. I hate this feeling of helplessness.”

Nent placed both hands on Nefertiti's shoulders, her gaze fierce and unwavering. "Listen to me carefully, little one. That boy loves you. Not because you're useful, not because you're powerful, but because you're you."

"How can you be sure?"

"Because," Nent said with absolute certainty, " I've seen how he looks at you." She smiled gently. "He sees your worth, Nefertiti. He always has. The only one who ever doubted it was you."

Nefertiti took a deep breath, then nodded. "You're right. I know you're right. I just..." She laughed weakly. "I just love him so much that the thought of disappointing him terrifies me more than facing any enemy ever could."

"That's what makes your love real," Nent said softly. "If you weren't afraid of losing it, it wouldn't mean anything."

Nefertiti nodded and stood up. Now that she was calmer, she faced Nent and gave a bow.

"Thank you," she said simply. "For everything. For creating me, for raising me, for finally seeing me. For becoming more than my creator—for becoming my family."

Nent's eyes glistened with unshed tears. "The thanks should be mine. You've given me something I thought I'd lost forever."

"What's that?"

"Hope," Nent replied. "Hope that even someone as calculating and cold as I've become can still learn, still change, still love."

She squeezed Nefertiti's arm. "You've taught me that freedom isn't about escaping bonds. It's about choosing which ones to cherish. And I chose this one. I choose you, and I choose him, and I choose this strange, imperfect family we're building together."

If they were ever to create a genealogical tree, it would be one that was so twisted it would look grotesque, yet she would never give up this feeling.

Nefertiti laughed, understanding full well what Nent meant.

With the air now clear between them, they opened the door together and stepped into the corridor, walking side-by-side toward their chambers. Behind them, the tea and wine sat forgotten, symbols of a conversation that had changed everything.

As they walked, Nent spoke quietly, just loud enough for Nefertiti to hear. "You know, when I conceived of this project seven hundred years ago, I imagined creating the perfect hybrid. Someone who could reach King-rank through pure genetic superiority."

"And instead?" Nefertiti prompted.

"Instead, I created you. Someone who reached King-rank not through genetics, but through grace. Not through breeding, but through love and Faith. The very things I rejected." Nent smiled. "I suppose the universe has a sense of humor. I tried to play god; instead, I helped create someone who will genuinely help make one."

They shared a quiet laugh as they left while preparing plans for the future, one of which involved something quite naughty.

Nent hoped Sol would appreciate the surprise.


Chapter 11


Three Great Mortals



After watching Nent’s departure, Anubis nodded to himself. She had truly changed. Her goal was still the same, but she lacked the all-consuming darkness that had once filled her heart and mind.

My son-in-law is really incredible.

Anubis chuckled to himself and took the stairs. His destination—the Hanging Gardens. Nent was not the only one who had put an important discussion on hold while waiting for Sol to wake up.

Now that he was sure that the boy was in no danger, it was time for him to meet with people who had once been very dear to him.

Anubis could have just flown to the rooftop or teleported, but as he climbed the tower, his steps were slow, deliberate—almost hesitant.

Memories he thought long buried were now resurfacing; some were warm, but others much less so.

His adventures in the past had not always been all roses and sunshine. In fact, he suffered as a bastard born to the Demon King. He was the product of a union between an unwilling, lowly woman and an all-powerful King who had ruled most of the world. The result was easy to guess; when compared to his numerous siblings, Anubis was nothing special, just a lowborn mortal.

Mocked, despised, and rejected by a world he had never wished to be born into, Anubis went nearly mad; perhaps he would have done so had he not met them.

Stopping at the gate of the Hanging Garden, Anubis gazed at the two women sitting face to face. He could only muster a small smile at the sight.

“Ambrosia. Echidna. It has been a while.”

This should have been a happy reunion for the age-old friends. Anubis already knew…

The three young dreamers of yesteryear were no more.

When was the last time the three of them had reunited peacefully?

Anubis could say with full confidence that it had been more than a thousand years, long before Ambrosia had created her order of Witches; before Echidna had established Gluttony Foss; before he had conquered the Afterlife.

The three of them all reached the lofty realm of Demigods, thanks to their talents and what Anubis liked to call a lucky encounter—or a cheat.

For Anubis, it was the Book of Death and his status as a Reincarnator. For Ambrosia, it was her talent for mana manipulation and her contract with Asmodeus. As for Echidna, her very birth was a cheat in itself.

Now, seated under a parasol in the Hanging Gardens and drinking delicious and soothing tea, Anubis could only sigh like an old man and say to his friends, “I thought many times about how our meeting would go. But I must say… It seems like I became the strongest out of the three of us, because the Soul is indeed the best.” He grinned as Ambrosia gave him a flat stare and Echidna gave him the middle finger, spite written on her face. It was an unbecoming gesture for such a woman, even more so since he was the one who taught her what the gesture meant.

“You two can be sore losers as all you want, but it’s the truth.” He pointed at Ambrosia.

“You had to wait a thousand years until Sol’s birth, and only then did your daughters reach the Demigod rank. Even if you become a full-on False God and grasped a hint of divinity, it will be thanks to Sol, not your own magic.”

Ambrosia coughed. “My daughters taught him magic and created the ritual necessary for his advancement. I will say it’s thanks to magic that he reached his current level.”

“Bullshit!” Echidna, still in Nuwa’s body, shouted as she stood up, clearly agitated. “My Seven Chakra Opening technique is the reason he found the way and created a body strong enough to contain his power. Hell, it’s also thanks to me he could reforge his body and handle all that powerful mana.”

“But what did he use to kill a Demigod?” Anubis interrupted, his grin growing larger. “His soul! He used his soul, not his powerful body nor some intricate magic. Only pure soul power could stun his opponent.”

He laughed, “Come on, just admit it. The way of the soul is the best! Hell, what about you, Echidna? You were killed by your own scheming and greediness. But look at you! Alive and well, and thanks to whose research about soul manipulation and switching? Mine!”

Echidna gritted her teeth, but unable to counter, she simply took her seat again and crossed her arms.

Satisfied, Anubis finished his tea and sighed again—the sigh of a victorious man who finally won an argument against people he had been trying to convince for literal centuries.

“Well then, now that we all know that I am the strongest, smartest, most handsome, and suavest; why don’t we talk about something less interesting but still crucial?”

The grin on his face vanished, and he asked in a quiet and somber tone, “I thought we had erased the Cult of the Old Father thousands of years ago. So, can one of you explain why the hell they still exist?”

He scanned the two women, his two golden eyes narrowing. “I sincerely hope that I am wrong, but did one of you meddle with this cult?”

Ambrosia waved her hand, chasing away Anubis' pressure like it was nothing. “Those games are useless, Anubis. Neither I nor Echidna was ever interested in such things. The goddesses directly blessed us. In fact, you are the most suspicious. Need I remind you they wished to use you as their Saint?”

Anubis flinched ever so slightly at her remark. Dreadful memories started resurfacing with the offhanded comment. He gnawed his lip in frustration. “Don’t joke. You know that by ‘Saint,’” he sarcastically quoted with his fingers, “all they truly meant was glorified living sacrifice. They also wanted to use me since I was the Son of the Demon King and had rights to the throne despite being a bastard.”

He spat these words out, but neither Echidna nor Ambrosia called him out on it. Once he calmed down, Anubis continued, “Back then, after we massacred them, I inspected their souls down to the very last memories. Their belief made no sense—that was what I thought, anyway. No myths explained the presence of a Father God, and even to the very end, we found nothing. So I thought they were just a bunch of raving lunatics.”

Many cults existed back in those days. No one really enforced the concepts of the seven kingdoms and seven churches. Belief in the goddesses was loose, so to speak, and the Demigods ran rampant, abusing mortals to gather more Faith Coins.

So‌ with no more leads, Anubis, Echidna, and Ambrosia deduced that this so-called Cult of the Old Father was just a sham, created by a crazy Demigod with delusions of grandeur.

Anubis continued. “Now I know that other gods actually existed. Worse, those gods are coming back to life and getting back their old powers.”

He scratched his chin, his mind wandering. “All the information we had about the myth of Genesis and the creation of the world was nothing but lies and propaganda spread by the Fourteen. I mean, in hindsight, that shouldn’t have been surprising; it just made no sense for the myth to be true.

“How could the Mother Goddess of Chaos have goddesses like Ymir, as well as the goddesses of Time, Space, Life, and Death, under her control, while the Mother Goddess of Order only had goddesses linked to emotions? Something never added up.”

Anubis did not look down on the goddesses’ power; no matter what personalities they might have, their divine might was undeniable. But the gap between Ymir and the Fourteen was simply too wide.

The goddesses could barely handle Ymir alone. But Chaos and Order were equal in power.

“Also, now that we know the so-called Old Father Cult might have actually been right, I have a sneaking suspicion about who their next Saint candidate will be.”

The three Demigods shared a look. There was no need to guess—it was pretty evident.

If the cult were once again active, Sol would inevitably become their target soon.

“Should we inform him?” Ambrosia asked, and Anubis nodded immediately.

“There is nothing more infuriating than someone hiding information like this for someone else's good, or whatever excuses people like to make. It helps no one and serves no one; it only creates frustration.” Anubis waved his hand, and Echidna nodded.

“I concur. Though being honest, in the current situation, I believe we are the ones who should beg for information from Sol.” She snickered a little. “He knows more about the gods and everything that is happening than he is letting on. In fact, I can say that he is the one hiding information for our own good, as you would say. Or rather, for the good of his lovers.”

Anubis cringed a little at Echidna’s words, but he could only agree. His son-in-law was definitely a man with many secrets, some far more dangerous than the others.

Ambrosias smiled wistfully. “He is carrying a heavy burden. One he refuses to share in its entirety. But I have been observing him. The road he is taking is one that leads to misery and regret.”

“You jest.” Echidna scoffed at Ambrosia’s words. “He is walking a road none of us could: the true path to Godhood. Flimsy things such as love and emotions are nothing but useless pebbles—trash that needs to be discarded. No sacrifice is too steep for such a noble goal.”

The other two grimaced simultaneously. They had somehow forgotten, but this was why they had distanced themselves from Echidna.

The three of them were all mad in their own ways. It was impossible to reach their current level without a certain form of madness and obsession. However, Echidna, by simple definition, was on a whole other level. Her madness was nothing but selfish insanity, and they both knew that had they stayed close to her, she might have actually turned her fangs against them.

Echidna, ignoring the complicated gazes of her two former friends, started talking excitedly.

“Forget all this talk about cults and secrets. Sol will take care of that.” Her eyes gleamed with a new light.

“Now that the two of you are here, why don’t we try again? The technique we never completed in the past.”

“You mean…?” Ambrosia spoke quietly.

“Yes. A technique that perfectly fuses our understanding of the Three Concepts. A sound Soul dwells within a sound Mind and a sound Body.” She recited the mantra of the technique that might have revolutionized the world.

“Let’s do it! Let’s complete the Twelve Chakra Unification Sutra.”

The air froze under Echidna’s words.

The Twelve Chakra Openings. This was the name of the hypothetical technique that the three of them came up with long ago.

Their goal back then had been to create one technique that could open the road to godhood and allow everyone practicing it to reach that insurmountable goal.

Obviously, they failed.

“You still think about it?” Anubis sneered as if Echidna were childish, but his expression changed once he noticed her gaze. It was perhaps the most earnest it had ever been.

“Every single day.” She said. “There is not one moment I do not think about the wonder that the three of us could have created had you not fled. We were unbeatable. We were legends. Three geniuses born in the same era yet following different paths of power.”

She then turned to Ambrosia. “At our current level, even if we cannot create a technique that can lead to godhood, we can definitely create one that will revolutionize the world, and that will just be the beginning. The twelve chakras are just the foundation that needs to be built.”

She chuckled, “I have been theorizing again and again and again and again. Far, far more than any of you might even realize. Until now, I had lacked crucial data to finish all my calculations. But thanks to Sol completing the Seven Chakra Openings, I could see the way forward and know about the true culmination of our power. For now, I will call it The Three Pure Ones. A technique that can only be created by reaching the perfect balance between Energy, Body, and Soul.”

She hissed the last few words.

“As much as I hate to admit it, I have reached my limit. This little girl’s body is great, but she’s simply too weak. My calculation and analytical abilities cannot even reach one thousandth of what I had at my peak. That is the sad reality. But…” She looked at her two old friends. “You two are different.”

“In this mundane world filled with nothing but ignorant meatheads, only you two are my equals. Only you two can see the same world as I, and match my abilities. Finally, no one in this world can match us in our respective fields of expertise.”

There was pride and arrogance in her words, but neither Ambrosia nor Anubis rejected her words.

They might act in a certain humble way with people they cared for, but they held an undeniable pride carved deep in their bones. The belief—nay, the knowledge and certainty—that they were the best.

Anubis closed his eyes, his thoughts moving as he analyzed Echidna's proposal. As she had said, the three of them differed greatly from the past. Creating the Twelve Chakras would not be impossible. But the Three Pure Ones, as she seemed to imply, would be another beast.

“You know you are basically asking us to share the results of a thousand years of research we conducted with nothing really in exchange,” Ambrosia asked.

“I do.”

“You also understand that even if we created this technique, there are chances that Sol decides that you have no more utility and immediately executes you.” Ambrosia continued.

“There is indeed a high chance of that happening, yes.”

“You know that even if he does not execute you, once Sol seals your power, you can never become a God. Even if they succeed, all you will do is watch in regret. Are you sure?”

“This is where you are wrong, my dear friend,” Echidna interrupted Ambrosia. The madness in her eyes lessened as she gave her old friend a soft smile. “My purpose, the reason for my creation, is to create the Path to Godhood. The only reason I craved power was that only a Demigod would have the computational power necessary to decipher such a mystery.”

A smile formed on her face, a sad smile that seemed closer to tears than anything else. “For me, my greatest regret would be to die without accomplishing this goal. This is all I have.”

Anubis averted his eyes. Seeing Echidna look so vulnerable was new to him. Ambrosia commented as such, but Echidna shrugged, “A youthful body and all those hormones are affecting my emotions. I cannot modify this body as I wish, since Sol would most certainly erase my soul if I did any such thing.”

She clearly did not wish to dwell longer on this unexpected show of weakness, but Anubis saw things differently.

In his mind, Echidna had never changed. She was supposed to be the same dangerous, crazy woman he had fled from so long ago.

But now, he realized people could indeed change.

It might be nothing more than a slight change, and Echidna literally had to die first before changing.

But she was indeed changing. Once he realized that, Anubis decided.

“Let’s do it.” He declared. “A new alliance created for the sake of achieving Godhood. One where we will share all our knowledge without any fear or hesitation. Whatever the final result may be, let there be no regrets.”

He stretched out his hand.

Ambrosia hesitated a little, clearly torn between what to say. To accept would be to recognize that she needed them and that she could not accomplish her goal alone.

This wounded her pride.

But…

As a seeker of knowledge, not accepting this proposal would be the greatest sin known to existence.

The three of them once collaborated to develop the prototype for the entire Chimera race. What kind of miracle would they be able to accomplish now?

“I accept.” Ambrosia nodded and also stretched out her hand.

Seeing this, Echidna felt so giddy she thought she would scream. She brought her hand forward and placed it atop Anubis and Ambrosia’s own.

“I, Anubis, Sovereign of Death and Ruler of the Undead, solemnly swear…”

“I, Ambrosia, Seeker of Knowledge and Ruler of the Witches, solemnly swear…”

“I, Echidna, Shaper of Flesh and Ruler of Chimera, solemnly swear…”

“… to relinquish all pride, to lay bare our knowledge, to forge a path not for ourselves alone, but for all who seek the truth of ascension,” Anubis spoke.

“… to walk this road without fear, to accept the price, and to leave behind a legacy greater than our names,” Ambrosia added.

“… to create a technique beyond divinity—one that balances Soul, Mind, and Body, and awakens the Twelve Chakras in harmony.” Echidna completed.

Their three voices became one.

“We swear before the Heavens, the Earth, and the World Beyond—this oath shall not be broken. Even in death, our vow shall stand.”

They did not swear to the goddesses but to the world itself.

And with that, the pact was sealed, one that held their very souls as collateral.

“Since we are now all on the same side, Sol, why don’t you join us?”

He spoke to empty air, but neither Echidna nor Ambrosia appeared surprised, and soon indeed, a form materialized above the three of them. It was nothing but a projection, but it was undoubtedly Sol.

“Hello everyone. Seems like you reached an understanding.” Sol smiled at them, his expression unbothered.

“For someone who had been spying on us, you seem quite nonchalant,” Anubis observed, but Sol snickered, clearly amused.

“Trust me, Anubis. You will soon learn that in this tower, privacy is a hard currency to earn.” He gave a meaningful glance to Ambrosia, who at least had the decency to blush. She knew very well that she had spied on Sol in many, let’s say, embarrassing moments.

“If this is any consolation, I only passively observed this place. You should understand that I could not let three powerhouses like you unsupervised in my Tower.”

Anubis nodded.

Sol, satisfied, made a chair appear and sat on it. This was nothing but a projection of himself, as his true body was still downstairs in his room. This discussion could not be put off any longer. “Well, now that we are done with the niceties, why don’t we talk about more important things?”

“Such as?”

“Oh, many things. The angels. The Cult of the Old Father. Life and death. But more importantly…” He paused and smirked.

“Let’s talk about Godhood.”

The other three started in surprise.

“Currently, I have so much knowledge that I do not even know what to do with it. But I am no researcher; my wisdom and experience are too limited. But behold! Here are the first three mortals to become Demigods. Living legends in the flesh. The sharpest minds in all the worlds. Wouldn’t it be a shame not to use you to the fullest?”

He grinned and looked at his father-in-law.

“Anubis, you told me I should not bear all the burden alone, right?” He continued, not waiting for his father-in-law's answer. “Then let me tell you this here and now. I… am the reincarnation of this World’s Creator.”

For the first time, the three greatest researchers in the world realized that some truths were beyond their wildest understanding.


Chapter 12


What is My Name?



The silence that followed Sol's confession was absolute.

Echidna’s expression froze. For a moment, she did not even move, nor did she breathe. Then her brows drew together in confusion, not disbelief. She was already trying to calculate what he meant, where it could lead.

Ambrosia was less restrained. “You’re serious?” None of them doubted Sol. They knew him well enough already to understand that he would never joke about something like this.

However, this very insight into his character was exactly what paralyzed their minds for an instant. What Sol brought to the table had changed their perception of the world.

Sol nodded. “Completely.”

Anubis narrowed his eyes. “Let’s say that a creator God did exist. Are you not from Earth like me? How then are you suddenly claiming yourself to be the reincarnation of some Father God?”

Anubis tried to examine Sol’s soul, wondering if the body had gotten confused or if he was being manipulated by some being to spout such drivel.

“Souls don’t reincarnate only once. You should know that more than anyone else,” Sol clarified. “Just to be clear, I'm not a clone, nor a vessel or the result of some kind of inhumane experiment. I am more akin to a continuation than a reincarnation. We may share the same soul, but we have two distinct identities. I know what you are feeling; trust me, I do. I didn’t believe it at first, either.”

“How?” Echidna asked. The question was simple, but her voice was tight and her breath was short. Clearly, she was using every ounce of her mental strength to force herself to stay calm and lucid. She was also clearly failing and looked like she was a moment away from jumping at Sol.

“I’ve been having visions,” Sol said. “Not dreams. Memories, fragments of a life that wasn’t mine—but now is. A place before this world existed. The creation of the laws, the structure of mana, and the shaping of time and soul. I didn’t understand at first. I am still mostly confused, sealing the memories so that they do not affect me and overwrite what I am now.”

He looked at them all, one by one, gazing deeply into their eyes as though peering into their very souls.

“I’m telling you this now because I need you. The information I have in my head tells how to use godly power, but now to fully understand this, I will need your help.”

Anubis pinched his brows and muttered under his breath, “I am too old for this shit.” He let out a sigh of frustration, then faced Sol again.

“Very well, Sol. We are clearly working on an asymmetric level of information. Why not start from the very beginning and explain everything?”

“This is going to be a long story.”

Tea was refilled on the table, and a new cup appeared in front of Sol.

“Go on,” Ambrosia said as she sipped her black tea with grace. “We have all day.”

Sol chuckled and looked down at his reflection in his tea. It was troubled, mirroring the ripples in his heart.

This would be the first time he had spilled everything. It was quite frightening, if he had to be honest. But as they said, nothing ventured, nothing gained.

“Well, since it’s a story, let’s start with style.” Sol grinned, chasing away the mist covering his thoughts. This was the most logical action he could take at the moment; ‌hiding more was just a waste of time and a hazard.

“Once upon a time, there was a boy named Adam.” Since he needed to start from the beginning, he would do so.

From the very beginning. The Origin of Everything.

“For 20 years, that boy lived a normal life, thinking that he was just a normal human. He had simple human dreams and goals.”

Anubis and the others looked at him attentively. They wondered what kind of story he was telling.

“As you may have already guessed, this boy was not so normal, and he discovered the Truth about himself on his 21st birthday, interestingly.”

“How so?” Anubis couldn’t help but ask.

“Simple. He died, murdered by a crazy serial killer.”

Echidna chortled, but Sol ignored her.

“That should have been the end for the boy named Adam. People die when they are killed, after all.” This time, only Sol and Anubis snickered as they exchanged a knowing glance. “But, well, that was clearly not the case for him. On that day, Adam revived, and it changed him forever.

Sol started slowly at first. He introduced enough to explain who Adam was and how this mortal man, cursed with immortality, rose to the rank of Godhood and created his own universe.

For this, he skipped many details. This was a Genesis that could not be covered in just a few words or a few hours of explanation. It was a past worthy of its own tale.

“Adam created this world. The Father God of all living creatures and also one who nearly brought this universe to an End.” Reaching there, he frowned and stopped himself.

The Twilight of the Gods was an event that brought extreme anguish to Adam. It was also a time he barely remembered, and as such, there was little Sol could say about that period.

What he knew, though, was that Adam was not the only one who fought and killed during this period.

“Gods fought and murdered each other. Siblings betrayed and devoured each other to obtain and contain more Concepts, to become more complete. It was a time when the term ‘ally’ was nothing but a luxury and, funnily enough, in those times of war, Luxuria led her 13 sisters and stopped them from succumbing to the madness of the apocalyptic times.”

He closed his eyes. “They may not have been the strongest, but in a world where everyone else fought alone, targeting a group of 14 who had each other’s back was simply an impossible venture. Adam also never targeted them. In the end, only about twenty gods and goddesses survived; those who did were terribly wounded, and some eventually succumbed to their wounds. One such example was the Goddess of Death.”

He looked at Anubis. “The Goddess may have died, and you may have obtained her Artifact, but she did not die by the Blade of the End. As such, her soul survived and entered the circle of reincarnation. She is alive, somewhere, and as long as she exists, the Throne of Death will be hard to acquire.”

He then looked at Ambrosia. “The same goes for Time, Space, and Life as well. Obviously, there is no need to even talk about the Throne of Destruction. Thankfully, we have a loophole here; if the Witches gain divinity in my own Dimension, then we should be able to escape the limitations of this universe.”

He wet his lips with the tea and continued, “After the Twilight of the Gods, Adam killed himself, but even he could not erase his own essence. So he planned to destroy it through reincarnation and death. Each reincarnation would weaken the soul, chipping away at his very essence. Sometimes those reincarnations would awaken the Power of the End and bring destruction to their respective universes, but there was little Adam could do to stop that. That was his very essence, his calling. The cycle continued for a long time, until Adam reached what should have been his last reincarnation. Nothing but the faintest embers of his existence remained at this juncture. One more death, and it would truly be the end for him. But Fate had something else in reserve.”

“That reincarnation was you,” Anubis said.

“Yes. I died. Even now, I still do not remember how. I remember little of my life on Earth, not even the faces of my own parents. There are only fragments of memories that bring few emotions, only indifference.” He shrugged. “Well, it doesn’t matter. What matters is⁠—”

“Hold on a minute.” Anubis stopped and looked at Sol seriously. “It matters. It matters a lot, in fact.”

Sol frowned. “Anubis, I understand that you still have lingering attachments to our old world. But…”

“No, you don’t understand. Don’t you find it strange? You have always been a curious man, and you are telling me that your lack of memory doesn’t strike you as odd? You are a King-realm existence, for fuck’s sake—your computing abilities are beyond anything remotely human. In fact, the very moment you became a Duke, you should have been able to remember everything down to the smallest detail, but now you are telling me you don’t even recall the faces of your own parents?”

Sol’s eye twitched.

“I…”

“Okay. Let’s say that you indeed do not remember them. Let’s say that the memories of the past are blurry. Let me ask you only one question.”

By then, Sol was massaging his forehead. He felt a small headache and a true distaste for this discussion. He did not understand why Anubis was talking about this now. There was no need to focus on this fact when they had more important things to discuss.

Anubis did not care about Sol's irritated expression as he posed a simple yet significant question.

“Sol, please tell me. What was your name in your last life?”

Sol shook his head with a sigh, clearly annoyed by the simplicity of the question. “What do you mean, what was my name? Of course, it was… it was… it… Huh?”

His eyes became cloudy, unfocused, lost even as his mind drifted off. He could not help but mumble to himself as a faint question took root in his mind.

“What was my name?”

Sol frowned, as the question of his name before his reincarnation struck his mind. By now, he realized something strange about the matter.

For some reason, he had never truly pondered why he could barely remember his past life.

The suspicious elements regarding his past and his reincarnation didn’t stop there, either.

Memories related to trivial general knowledge were extremely vivid in his mind. Even before he became a Duke and enhanced his computing abilities, he could easily recall trivia about mythologies and cultures from Earth—to a frightening degree, in fact. However, he did not remember ever studying mythology.

What did he even study?

Blank—he could not recall anything.

Which country was he born in?

Another blank. He could not even force himself to remember, as though it had never existed.

What were the names of his parents? What kind of friends did he have? Where did he live?

Blank after blank after blank.

Then…Who…Who was he?

He was…

He did not know.

Sol groaned as pain shot through his mind like hot steel searing his flesh. He closed his eyes as he felt blood flow from his lips. The cognitive disorder affecting him was causing a mana reflux overload.

Someone else in his place would have had their mana veins rupture entirely, but Sol was able to stop the violent flow.

“Sol!?”

“What is going on?”

Ambrosia and Echidna immediately stood up and cried out, while Anubis observed the shocking ordeal with impassiveness. The two women only calmed down after Sol raised his hand, signaling that he was okay before wiping away the blood from his lips.

“What just happened?” Sol coughed out the rest of the blood that had clogged his system, before evaporating with a snap of his finger.

Through all of this, Anubis stayed silent. His eyes could see through the exterior of all individuals and observe their souls directly. Though observing Sol’s soul was not as easy as in the past, it was still possible, as long as he made sure to protect his soul at the same time.

Something flickered in his eyes as he observed Sol's lost expression. He arrived at a certain conclusion, but now was not the time to expose it. Anubis needed more information before he could reach certainty.

“I might have an idea.” He mumbled.

“What is it? Don’t make us wait?” Echidna was the most worried of them all. If before she had only placed her hope in Sol thanks to his extraordinary birth and talent, now she was fully certain that he would be the one to help her accomplish her dream. How could she watch as something terrible happened to him?

Anubis ignored her words and spoke in a somber tone, “Your soul is jumbled. I believe you absorbed too many memories. Your sense of self is being negatively affected.”

He showed three fingers. “For the sake of argument, let’s say that there are three of you: the one named Adam; your self from Earth; and your current self. Out of the three, one was an ancient god, and the new one is about to become a god as well. But what about that other personality? I am sorry to say this, but it was nothing but a normal, ordinary mortal.”

A bitter smile crossed Sol’s lips—a sign that he could not refute Anubis’ words. He may not remember who he was, but even the most exalted status on Earth was nothing compared to what he was currently or what his original soul had been once upon a time.

“I have two hypotheses. No…” He hesitated a moment, but in the end, Anubis readied himself. “Three.” He scratched his head before sighing. “The first is, Adam's memories are slowly overwhelming you. As the weakest set of memories and the ones from a time when you were nothing but a powerless mortal, it’s not impossible for those memories to slowly be erased.”

“Adam has been working on keeping the memories in check for a long time, but he fell asleep after exhausting himself recently. So I can’t say that it isn’t an improbable hypothesis.” Sol readily accepted.

“The second hypothesis is you are the one who erased those memories from your mind. After all, you feel no particular attachment to Earth, unlike me. It’s possible you unconsciously erased those memories yourself to cut your past from yourself.”

“Hmm…” Sol pondered on the next hypothesis, “I would like to say no, but it’s hard to know. What I can say, though, is that the current me would never discard anything simply for such a petty feeling.” He could not help but frown at his own uncertainty.

“Then this leaves the third possibility. Someone or something has tampered with your memories. But if this possibility is correct…

“I did not want to mention this one, as there is currently no basis for it. But you can understand to a certain extent.”

Sol's expression grew complicated. The manipulation of the soul was by no means an easy feat, even more so for him, who lived all his life until not long ago in the Tower.

For someone to manipulate his memories like this, only a few people came to his mind. More precisely, only two.

Adam and Luxuria.

Sol slowly calmed down and the gears in his mind moved faster than ever.

Adam had already once interfered with Sol's mind, back when he had reached the Duke realm and faced Ymir in his Mindscape. He had only regained memories of that time because Adam judged he was now able to protect his mind from the goddesses.

This set a precedent, and yet, Sol did not believe Adam was the culprit.

Adam was unlikely to have directly or intentionally interfered. Sol did not believe he fully understood the man, but he knew one thing. Had Adam wished to harm him, there would be nothing he could do.

Even after he became King, if Adam did not personally restrain the flow of memories, the entity known as Sol would have been completely erased by the sheer weight of Adam’s eons of existence— he was just that much of a monster.

Moreover, Adam had no reason to affect Sol.

What about Luxuria? She had a direct hand in his reincarnation, and he was her Blessed until recently. Manipulating his memories would have been easy when he first entered this world.

As for her motive?

If she were the culprit, he had an inkling about what could have been the reason.

His fingers tapped on the table, and he sighed.

“Let’s talk about more important things.”

Anubis frowned. “Do you still want to ignore the problem?”

“No. This is definitely a serious problem. But the reality is… There is nothing I can do about it. For now, at least. No matter which of the possibilities you presented ends up being real. I am powerless to change the current situation.

“Since this is the case… Rather than waste precious energy on meaningless activities, we should focus on what is truly important—becoming a God.”

He smiled, “With that in mind, ladies and gentleman, let's put our minds together to accomplish this glorious endeavor.”

His calm demeanor was alien when faced with the new revelation about his memories.

Anubis simply sighed and nodded. He understood why Sol cared so little. How could Sol care about something he did not even know he was missing?

“Very well. Let's start with the 12 Chakra Opening, then. Your help will be invaluable.”

Sol nodded, pleased with himself.

Kali, Theresa, and Arachne were working on Lustburg's technological advancement; now, Anubis, Ambrosia, and Echidna were working on the magical advancement.

This also means I have both the father and the daughter under my employment.

His eyes twinkled as he remembered something.

Currently, a large part of Lustburg’s administration was maintained thanks to Isis's extraordinary efforts. Sadly, she had limits on how many undead she could control simultaneously.

Yet, behold! The King of Necromancers in the flesh was sitting in front of him.

A blazing smile crossed Sol's face as he gazed intently at Anubis, causing the King of the Underworld to slowly scoot backward in unease. His intention, honed through a thousand years of war, told him he would not like what Sol was about to ask.

“I refuse.”

“I said nothing yet.” Sol gave him a calm, good-natured smile.

“I know, and that is exactly why I said it preemptively.”

“Hear me out.”

“Begone, vile demon! Your sweet whispers will not sway me.”

“I mean… aren't you the demon?”

“This is discrimination!” Anubis yelled.

“You are the one stereotyping your own race.”

“Your words do not reach me.” His father-in-law covered his ears like a child.

Sol pinched the bridge of his nose, but then decided to use his ultimate attack.

“Ten photos of Isis eating cake outside with her friends.”

“Hmm?” Anubis stopped but then cleared his throat, “If you think some adorable photos of my beloved daughter can buy me…”

“Another ten photos of Isis in cute clothes, and one of her discovering an amusement park.” Sol did not lose a beat.

“.... Then you are absolutely right.” Anubis immediately folded. What could he do? He was nothing but a weak, doting father.

Sol made a V with his fingers in victory, while Echidna and Ambrosia both rolled their eyes, wondering who between the son-in-law and the father-in-law was the worse idiot. In the end, they both sighed, realizing that such a question was meaningless.

“So, now that we have come to an arrangement, what do you want me to do?” Anubis asked, carefully placing the precious photos Sol just gave him in his pockets.

“Simple, really—undead unpaid labor.”

“What a vile capitalist you are, not even letting the dead rest.” Anubis mumbled.

“I like to call it resource management.” Sol shrugged, clearly unbothered.

It was not like the undead could go on strike now, could they?


Chapter 13


Preparations?



After Sol arranged things with Anubis, Echidna, and Ambrosia, events progressed quickly. Sol focused mainly on recovery in his room, while the women went about their work. There was much to do and little time to accomplish everything.

Isis' load was lighter thanks to Anubis lending some of his undead. They were only low-level undead, as Anubis was unable to meddle too much in the matters of the Mortal Realm, but Sol did not mind the restriction.

Anubis was in a weird position when it came to the so-called rules. Beings from the Astral Realm were not allowed to affect the political landscape of the seven kingdoms in the Mortal Realm, especially the Demigods—they were fully restricted from any contact. That was why Demigods were unable to enter the Mortal Realm.

However, the rule only applied to foreign Demigods. Since Anubis was born in the Mortal Realm, most of the restrictions the world placed on the beings from the other Realms were non-existent on him. Yet, by fusing his essence with the Realm of the Afterlife and creating the Underworld, his position became more ambiguous.

If one had to give an analogy, he was someone with dual citizenship and received double taxation.

Either way, Sol did not need to rely on his father-in-law. Lustburg was already a well-oiled machine, and the addition of the undead was just the cherry on top.

The problem came from the attack of those old gods. While Sol was in a coma, Camellia and the others informed Milia, who immediately ordered a wide search. They realized that many small settlements and villages had been attacked and eradicated in what could only be called a full ritualistic massacre.

Thousands of citizens and knights had been quietly killed without them noticing anything until now.

Sol knew that it was unwise to reproach himself for the actions of terrorists, but his sense of responsibility was far different from what it once had been. While he would not hurt his loved ones for the sake of the world, there was no denying that it was his duty as the king of all humanity to ensure the well-being of his citizens, and he had completely failed in his duty.

Sol was not fond of failure, no matter what shape that failure came in.

While he was asleep, Milia had issued a gag order and stopped this discovery from reaching the wider population until receiving further orders from Sol. Now that he was awake, it was time for him to decide on the matter—whether to share it or conceal it from everyone, to avoid spreading kingdom-wide panic.

The people had the right to know the truth, but sometimes, the truth also needed to be hidden.

As if the headache of this matter was not enough already, because of Asura’s massacre in Wratharis, Setsuna and Shuten Doji also made a territory-wide inspection. The results were far worse than they had been in Lustburg. After all, Lustburg had a certain stability, but Wratharis was a wide territory under the control of different tribe leaders, with hundreds of islands and mountains that were inhabited by hermits or small groups.

As a result, an estimate of more than forty thousand deaths and disappearances was added to the list; far more were still unaccounted, and there were clear traces of horrific torture in all the sites.

Sol still remembered how Setsuna nearly went berserk when the news reached her. Ironically, the number of civilian deaths accounted for was higher than the number that occurred during the war. Back then, even Lupus had been somewhat restrained in massacring the civilians. Capture was more important than straight-on extermination, and for obvious reasons, Sol had asked the soldiers to be careful when handling beastkin civilians.

Bad news never came alone, and they were now sure that many rebel beastkin had joined forces with the dwarves from Greed Dike. It wasn’t hard to track funds of unknown origin.

Since Wratharis was now allied to Lustburg in name, but was in reality more like a colony, its problems became Sol’s problem, and it was now his duty as well to take care of them.

More duties. More responsibilities. More problems. More stress.

He should have been sleeping, but how could he rest comfortably when mortals were dying like ants because of crazy old gods who were chasing their past grandeur?

On the plus side, Dawn was clearly approaching her old Divine Kingdom, or what was left of it.

He knew that his father had once used that Divine Territory as a way to become stronger, but Sol had no intention of stopping Dawn—not now, at least. Once she discovered and activated it, he would definitely be the first on the place to study it, and then he would decide what he would do to her.

His only worry was whether there were other Divine Territories left in the Mortal Realm.

If yes, he needed to make sure that none of them fell into the wrong hands. He would have loved to find them, but whoever had hidden the Karma threads was a pro, and had a far higher mastery than Sol in controlling the Concept of Karma.

This was most likely the work of another ancient god and the proof that they could not be underestimated. Even a pure combat-focused god like Asura had been a pain to deal with, and Sol knew that he could not use Deus and End every time to deal with them. He needed to come up with more countermeasures.

So much stress. Things were happening too fast; many sad things—death, destruction, wars. One would think that the end of the world was fast approaching.

The angels were still dangerous, though much less important on his list of things he needed to worry about. The dwarves were a nuisance that needed to be taught a lesson.

Gluttony Foss was still unknown, but Sol intended to conquer quickly by using Nuwa's legitimacy to the throne. Ideally, Nuwa would soon awaken as a Blessed, a matter he had to discuss with the Goddess of Gluttony.

He wished he could ask Adam to enlighten him a little on the path ahead, but the ancient old man had fallen asleep in the very depths of his soul after overexerting his powers to save Sol.

His last stunt had clearly tired the old god far too much. His connection was now extremely faint, and Sol could feel that the time the two of them would part was approaching, and there was sadly not much he could do. This was an inevitability.

In moments like this, the only ray of light was that not all news was bad. For one, the Witches had nearly finished the delimitation of the airspace.

It was only around the capital for now, but Sol planned to increase their budget and give them unlimited funds so that they could cover the entirety of the country and even more.

This would allow them to prevent further tragedies from happening.

The second piece of good news was that Nent and Nefertiti managed to have a good discussion.

While there was some level of resentment, their relationship had never been as problematic as the one between Lilith and Lilin.

Now that Nefertiti had ascended to the King realm, the two of them were essentially equals. Of course, Nent was far stronger than her daughter, but with the power of Faith, Nefertiti was not helpless.

The two of them were already preparing more doctrines for his religion and looking for a way to integrate it in the Phoenix Territory and even into the Witches Territory and Lustburg.

Luxuria and Castitas were his allies and supported his Ascension to Godhood; they would hide whatever was happiest from the other goddesses so that he would not be accused of blasphemy, giving him the time he needed to build more faith.

They considered Wratharis but discarded the idea, as the Goddess of Wrath, while technically an ally, could easily turn on them.

On a third point, Satella adapted to life in the tower. There was still some distance between her and everyone else, but Sol was sure that they would become closer with enough time.

Nent and Kiyohime had also met in his dimension, leading to a brief conversation between the estranged lovers. The two clearly did not have much to say to each other now. The wounds of yesteryear might not hurt as much, but the scars would never vanish, no matter the time.

Once again, Sol was hopeful. At the very least, Kiyohime no longer hated Nent. This was a huge win in his book. After how Nent treated Kiyohime all those years ago, he would have understood even if Kiyohime had sworn not to breathe the same air as Nent.

Finally, the last piece of good news that made Sol smile, even through the back-breaking work and stress, was his wedding.

Because of all the bad news, he had considered stopping the preparations, but the others made him understand that it was exactly because of all this that they needed this wedding to take place, and that too as fast as possible.

Medea had vanished somewhere; the other women refused to tell him where. He would have to wait until the wedding day to finally see her.

Sitting on his chair and closing the last document he needed to sign for the day, Sol could not help but feel giddy. After so many problems that arose midway, his wedding was scheduled for two days from now.

Tomorrow, he would go to Arachne Milaris to get his suit, and the day after, he would be a married man.

Hopefully, nothing bad happened again. He swore he would exterminate the soul of anyone stupid enough to disturb him on that day.
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Sol leaned back in his chair, exhaling softly as he stared at the ceiling.

The wedding. His first official one.

A moment of joy. A sacred rite. A public ceremony that would mark a new beginning—not just for him, but for Lustburg and his people—all of humanity.

But what made a wedding successful?

He tapped his fingers against the armrest, letting the question turn over in his mind. He was sure that there were many factors to consider, but the first one was clear.

Security.

Unquestionably, that was the most important tenet for conducting a successful marriage event. Not just the physical safety of the guests, but also the symbolic protection of the event. It had to be unshakable. No one would dare interrupt his wedding unless they had a death wish… and he meant that literally. The witches were on full alert. The airspace project would cover the venue's airspace. The Knights of Luxuria and the Crown’s Shadow would all be on duty.

And yet, it wasn’t enough to merely keep intruders out. Sol planned to erase all possibilities of his wedding going wrong. Even if he had to tire his soul out by observing the Thread of Destiny, he would leave no stone unturned.

Outside of security, weddings needed something more.

Emotion.

A wedding had to have a meaning. It had to touch hearts, no matter who they were. It had to be genuine. Not just a formality between a king and his queen, but a story the people could believe in, a moment they could carry with them. He did not wish to put on a crown and smile like a puppet. He wanted to look Medea in the eye and feel that what they were doing now was both genuine, for both of them.

He wanted the wedding to matter, not just be some task that they needed to cross off a list And it actually did matter; it mattered a lot for him. Medea was his first love, and though the list of women he loved continued to grow, she still held an unshakable place in his heart. Medea was special in so many ways that he could hardly describe them all, and he wanted her to know without a shadow of a doubt that her position as the witches' leader did not influence his feelings for her.

Family.

Who would stand beside him? Lilith obviously would. In this world, only three members of the Luxuria family remained, and Lilith was the senior member. Though Lilith was only a homunculus and, in reality, was not related to him, there was no need for the world to be aware of that information.

Camelia, too, would be beside him. No one else but her could officiate such a ceremony.

Nent, perhaps. Kiyohime… maybe not at the altar, but present somewhere in the venue, watching the event. That would be enough. There was no need for everyone to forget the bitter and gruelling past, but he hoped they could share this one day, without claws, flames, or passive-aggressive stares.

He chuckled to himself. It was already a miracle that Nent and Kiyohime were not actively fighting and butting heads.

And of course, there were Lilin, Setsuna, Isis, Milia, and his other women. Nobles like Arachne and Athena Highland would also be invited, of course, but they were of no concern. To him he only thing worrying was how the wedding would proceed.

He had no clue as to what Medea was planning. Like a mystery wrapped in silk and shadows, his future bride was always a few steps ahead, watching from behind a veil, sometimes peeping a little too much. However, at this point, it was more a recurring joke than anything else. He was sure all his girls had found a way to peek, one way or another, at least once.

He did not even know where his future wife was right now, but Sol could calmly assess his situation. He knew she would come. There was no need to question her loyalty to him—it was eternal, and he knew it more than anyone. She had stood by him in ways no one else had. He just wished she would at least give him a hint about her dress.

Would she go traditional? Bold? He could already imagine her smirk, teasing him just enough to fluster him but never enough to lose control. Then, once he stopped playing along, her smirk would change into a shy smile that would melt his heart.

He was hopeless. Even after all this time, she had him in her clutches. But was it not how love was supposed to be? To be helpless in the presence of the other, to give everything for each other.

He chuckled. The next most important thing for this wedding would be⁠—

Symbolism.

His expression grew serious. For all the love he had for Medea, Sol was not so naive that he could readily ignore the advantages this union would bring.

As heartless as it may sound, this wedding was not just about love. It was also political. Spiritual. Divine even. This wedding would certainly become part of his doctrine, and Medea would also be part of his Pantheon.

He was a prince marrying a witch. A mortal approaching godhood, binding himself to a woman touched by the divine. It would set the tone for his future church, for the path ahead. The ceremony had to be perfect—not just extravagant, but meaningful and memorable. Every word. Every gesture. Everything.

It was a promise to the people. A promise to the goddesses. A promise to himself.

Sol stood and moved to the balcony of the Tower of Babel, overlooking the capital bathed in twilight. The golden roofs shimmered, and the temple spires stood tall against the dying light.

Standing so high, all the people below looked like mere ants to him. One thought was all he needed to eradicate all of them without even breaking a sweat. This was how far he had come in his journey chasing absolute power. From the simple boy unable to handle mana due to not having awakened yet, to someone on the doorstep of Godhood.

It was exhilarating. It filled his heart with pride that was slowly transforming into greed—greed for the highest throne of the universe.

This kingdom was his and soon this would extend to the entire world. Then all the realm and finally, this entire universe would one day rest in the palm of his hand.

“I look like some stupid villain preparing his megalomaniac plan.” He opened his arm wide, as if embracing the world, and took a deep breath.

Tomorrow, he would get his suit. Once again, he had zero worries. Arachne might be difficult; she had his best interest at heart, and she was the greatest seamstress in the Mortal Realm.

The day after, he would say his vows. It was funny how he had them written on paper. His memory was more than perfect, but he had to admit that he was slightly stressed and felt jittery about the whole ordeal.

Once the vows were spoken and they officially became husband and wife, after that… perhaps, for the first time in a long while, he could afford to just breathe.

No conspiracy, no training, no plans, nothing. Just enjoying his honeymoon with his beloved wife.

Thinking of his wife, he smiled and went back to his chair.

“Call Clara. We need to organize ourselves.”

They had more paperwork to do, and the sooner he finished here, the sooner he would be able to enjoy life with his wife.

Though he definitely needed to give Clara some vacation time as well. The elf had helped him greatly; without her, Lustburg would be in a far worse situation.

He could already imagine her refusing, but this time it wouldn’t be a request but an order. He couldn’t have his best administrator crumble on him now, could he?

The magical interface shimmered, and after a soft chime, a calm and composed voice answered from the other side.

“Yes, Your Majesty. How may I assist you?”

“You don’t need to use such a formal tone when no one’s around, Clara.”

“I believe protocol demands it, Your Majesty. Especially while you are on official business.”

“How is work on your side?”

“Fast. Thanks to Lord Anubis, we were able to complete much of the pending work and reparation for the victims of the recent ritualistic massacres. Currently, I’m only handling fourteen parallel budget streams; six ambassadorial requests to Southern Pride, Wratharis, and Envilya; and a rather idiotic group of nobles who think your wedding with a witch is a strategic mistake and an insult to your ancestors.”

Sol sighed. The group of nobles protesting was a major headache for Sol. If they were belligerent or corrupt, he could have simply exterminated them as an example. However, they were true loyalists of the crown. They were also extremely conservative and opposed some of his reforms, but they truly sought the betterment of the Kingdom.

This made everything more complicated, but thankfully, they never went too far in their protests.

He smiled faintly. “Thanks for all your hard work, truly. I don’t know what I would do without you.”

“Your Highness! This is too much honor. I am simply doing my duty.”

“That is true, but all good work should be rewarded. You’ve been working too hard; you need a break. Effective immediately, I’m giving you a mandatory vacation.”

A pause that seemed to stretch out for eternity. Finally, “Your Majesty, I truly appreciate your concern, but I assure you I am still functioning at optimal efficiency.” He could feel some worry in her voice, but he made sure to reassure her.

“I know you are, and just to be clear, I am not trying to replace you,” he said gently, “You’re not a golem, Clara. Lustburg needs you whole. That is why I’m asking you to take some rest.”

“… Understood. Then may I make a request, Your Majesty?”

He blinked. “A request?”

“I cannot rest now as we are still finishing some important documents, but when things calm down, if I must rest, I would be honored to spend two nights in Southern Pride with you. I would like to introduce you to my mother.”

Sol froze.

“… Your mother?”

“Yes, Your Majesty.”

His brows furrowed slightly. “Was she present the last time I visited?”

“She was, as far as I know. She sometimes visits the Astral Realm, but she stays in Southern Pride most of the time.”

A flicker of anxiety crossed Sol’s face. Memories of his stay in Southern Pride flashed in his mind. He had gone pretty wild during that time, and the number of elves he slept with was blurry. His only rule had been not to touch anyone married or in a relationship, but as far as he remembered, Clara’s mother was a widow, so she was still on the books.

Did I? He thought briefly, wondering if he laid a hand on her without ever knowing who she was.

Just to be sure, he reached out with his soul and tugged on the Threads of Karma leading back to that trip.

The thread twisted. It pulsed strangely.

Sol immediately pulled back.

Nope.

He was not going to peek. He was not going to know. Sometimes, one should act as an ostrich and deny the truth till the last second.

“Your Highness?”

He coughed lightly, straightening up.

“Very well. Two nights. It will be an official diplomatic visit.”

“I am most grateful, Your Majesty. I will handle the arrangements accordingly.”

“Haha…” He laughed awkwardly as he cut the communication and released a sigh while sagging in his chair.

Perhaps it was time to be less of a manslut?

He briefly pondered that with a somber and serious mentality, but it did not take him long to come to a conclusion.

Nahhh!!!


Chapter 14


Phoenix Surprise (H)



Sol had barely finished his communication with Clara when he heard a soft knock at his office door.

"Come in," he called out, already knowing who it was. There was little that could escape his senses in the Tower nowadays.

The door opened, and two figures slipped inside. Nent entered first, her crimson hair cascading over her shoulders, her amber eyes gleaming with barely contained mischief. Behind her, Nefertiti followed with a more demure expression, though the slight upturn of her lips betrayed her own anticipation.

"My Lord Husband," Nefertiti greeted with a graceful curtsy, her voice soft as silk.

"Sol," Nent purred, far less formal, as she moved to perch on the edge of his desk with the casual confidence of someone who had long ago stopped caring about propriety. " Drowning in paperwork, despite waking up not long ago. How dreadfully boring."

Sol leaned back in his chair, a smile tugging at his lips despite his best efforts to maintain some semblance of kingly dignity. "Nent, Nefertiti. To what do I owe the pleasure? Nothing diplomatic, I hope. As you can see, I am swamped."

"Oh, it's diplomatic," Nent said, examining her nails with exaggerated nonchalance. "Very diplomatic. We're here to negotiate the terms of your... evening activities."

Nefertiti's cheeks flushed a delicate pink, but she didn't contradict Nent. Instead, she moved closer, her soft pink eyes meeting Sol's with an intensity that made his breath catch.

"We wanted to celebrate," Nefertiti said quietly, "my ascension to King-rank, and your recovery. Plus, that we're all still alive despite everything trying to kill us."

"And," Nent added with a wicked grin, "we thought you could use a distraction from all those tedious budget reports and noble complaints."

Sol raised an eyebrow. "A distraction?"

"A reprieve," Nefertiti corrected gently, though her eyes sparkled with the same mischief as Nent's. "You've been working yourself to exhaustion, my Lord. Even kings need to rest."

"And we know the perfect way to help you relax," Nent finished, sliding off the desk and extending her hand toward him. "So, be a dear and come with us to your room. We have a surprise prepared."

Sol glanced at the remaining documents on his desk—reports on agricultural yields, military deployments, and a particularly dense analysis of trade routes—and then back at the two phoenixes standing before him. The choice was laughably easy.

"Lead the way," he said, standing and taking Nent's offered hand.

As they walked through the corridors of the Tower of Babel, Nefertiti fell into step at his side, her arm linking through his. The three of them moved in comfortable silence for a moment before Sol spoke.

"How are things progressing with the doctrines?"

"Smoothly," Nefertiti replied. "We've drafted several core tenets that emphasize devotion without demanding mindless servitude. The goal is to inspire genuine faith, not coerce it."

"Camelia has been helpful," Nent added. "Her experience as a former Blessed gives her unique insights into what resonates with believers. Though I must say, watching her and Nefertiti collaborate is... interesting. They are two women who embody servitude in completely different ways."

Sol chuckled. "I'm surprised you two haven't driven each other mad yet."

"Oh, we have our moments," Nefertiti admitted with a small smile. "But we both want the same thing—your success. That makes collaboration easier."

As they turned down another corridor, Nent suddenly paused and tilted her head, as if thinking about a fun joke. A slow, wicked smile spread across her face.

"Well, well," she murmured. "Hello, Kiyohime. I am sure you are sulking in Sol's dimension."

Kiyohime was a dragon, and did not have official permission to step into Lustburg’s territory. This was why she could only stay in his dimension.

Sol felt a pulse of indignation through his connection to the pocket dimension where Kiyohime waited. The dragon's presence flared with irritation, though she remained silent.

"Nent," Sol warned, though there was no heat in his voice. "Don't antagonize her."

"I'm not antagonizing," Nent said innocently. "I'm merely teasing her. It's not my fault she's trapped in there because of those pesky rules about Astral Realm-beings interfering in mortal affairs. She should complain to Asmodeus."

Sol laughed. He could practically feel Kiyohime's eyes blazing with fury from within his dimension.

"You know," Nent mused, "if you asked nicely, Kiyohime, I might consider putting in a good word with Gabriel. She has some sway over the restrictions. Not that I'm promising anything, of course."

Nefertiti sighed softly. "Nent, perhaps we should focus on the present? We have plans for this evening."

"Mmm, you're right," Nent agreed, though her smile remained. "Don't worry, Kiyohime. I'm sure Sol will let you out to play—eventually. Try not to freeze anything important while you watch."

The responding growl that echoed through Sol's dimension made him wince. He made a mental note to spend some quality time with Kiyohime soon—preferably before she destroyed her surroundings out of sheer frustration.

He could have simply brought Nent and Nefertiti to his dimension. But not everyone could share every moment. The two phoenixes had something prepared, and he would let them act.

They reached the door to Sol's private chambers, and Nent turned to face him, her expression shifting from playful to something more... predatory.

"Now then," she said, her voice dropping to a sultry purr. "Before we go in, you need to follow a few simple rules."

Sol raised an eyebrow. "Rules?"

"Close your eyes," Nefertiti instructed, her own voice taking on a breathy quality that sent a shiver down his spine. "And no using your domain to peek. This is a surprise, my Lord. Let us maintain the suspense."

It was very rare for Nefertiti to speak in such a commanding way to Sol. He widened his eyes for an instant, but then his anticipation soared through the roof.

"You want me to walk blindly into my room?" Sol asked, amused despite himself.

"We'll guide you," Nent assured him, already moving behind him to place her hands over his eyes. Her palms were warm against his skin, and he could feel the faint crackle of her lightning affinity dancing across her fingertips. "Trust us."

Sol could have resisted, could have used his abilities to see through their little game. But where was the fun in that?

"Alright," he said, allowing his eyes to close. "I'm in your hands."

"Good boy," Nent whispered against his ear, her breath hot enough to make him suppress a shudder.

He heard the door open, then felt Nent's hands gently guiding him forward. Nefertiti's smaller hand took his, her fingers intertwining with his as she led him carefully into the room.

"Just a few more steps," she murmured.

The air in his chambers felt different—warmer, perhaps, and carrying a scent he couldn't quite place, something sweet and exotic. Fighting the almost-instinctual urge to scan everything with his domain was only possible because he did not wish to disappoint his women.

Finally, they stopped.

"Stay here," Nent commanded, releasing his gaze. "Keep them closed until we tell you to open them."

"Don’t cheat," Nefertiti added, her voice already more distant as she moved away from him.

Sol heard the rustle of fabric, the soft pad of bare feet on marble, the whisper of something being adjusted. His heightened senses picked up every subtle sound, painting a picture his eyes couldn't see. He could already somewhat guess what was happening, but this did not stop his excitement from rising.

Finally, Nent spoke. "Start counting until ten."

"One," Sol said obediently. "Two. Three..."

More rustling. A soft laugh from Nefertiti, quickly stifled. The gentle clink of jewelry.

"Four. Five. Six..."

He could feel their presence in the room, two distinct sources of warmth and power. Nent's wild, crackling energy was like a summer storm, while Nefertiti's softer, steadier glow was like the first light of dawn.

"Seven. Eight. Nine..."

The anticipation was almost unbearable. His heart rate had increased despite his best efforts to remain calm, and he was acutely aware of every sensation. "Ten."

"Open your eyes, my Lord," Nefertiti's voice came from somewhere ahead of him, soft and inviting.

Sol opened his eyes, and forgot how to breathe.

The room had been transformed. Dozens of candles cast a warm, flickering glow across every surface. Sheer curtains hung from the ceiling, creating the illusion of a sultan's tent, the fabric dyed in deep crimsons and golds that seemed to shimmer in the candlelight. The scent he'd noticed earlier was stronger now—jasmine and sandalwood, heady and intoxicating.

But none of that mattered.

Because, standing in the center of the room, bathed in golden candlelight, were Nent and Nefertiti.

They wore dancers' garments—the kind worn by courtesans in the tales of the Thousand and One Nights, designed not to conceal but to tantalize. The fabric was so sheer it was almost transparent. Silk that caught the light and seemed to glow against their rich brown skin.

Nent's outfit was a deep crimson that matched her hair. The bodice was of delicate chains of gold that draped across her chest, supported by thin panels of translucent silk that did absolutely nothing to hide the curves beneath.

The fabric clung to her like a second skin, revealing the swell of her breasts, the dip of her waist, and the curve of her hips. A matching skirt hung low on her hips, split high on both sides to expose the long, toned length of her legs with every subtle shift of her weight. Golden anklets caught the candlelight as she moved, and a jeweled pendant rested in the valley of her cleavage, drawing the eye inevitably downward.

Delicate golden bands adorned her arms, and her crimson hair was arranged in an elaborate style, held in place by jeweled pins. But it was her eyes that truly captivated—they fixed on Sol with an intensity that promised both pleasure and danger.

Nefertiti's ensemble was softer, more innocent in appearance, but no less devastating in effect. She wore white and gold, the colors of purity and divinity, though there was nothing pure about the way the fabric clung to her slender form.

The white silk was so fine that it seemed to melt into her brown skin, creating an illusion of bare flesh. Golden chains wrapped around her waist and chest, connecting to sheer panels that draped over her modest breasts and down her flat stomach, the fabric so thin that Sol could see the shadows of her body beneath.

Her skirt was a waterfall of white silk that pooled around her feet, but strategic slits revealed glimpses of her legs when she moved. A golden chain circled her hips, from which hung delicate golden coins that chimed softly with her breathing. Her hair, usually worn simply, was styled with golden flowers woven through the strands, and her soft eyes watched him with a mixture of shyness and desire.

Both women wore veils that covered the lower halves of their faces but did nothing to hide their expressions. If anything, the veils made them more alluring.

They stood together like living art, like goddesses descended from myth, their caramel skin luminous in the candlelight, every curve and line of their bodies visible through the impossibly thin fabric.

Sol's mouth went dry.

"I..." he started, then had to clear his throat and try again. "I think I've forgotten how to speak."

Nent's smile was pure wickedness. "Good. That was the intended effect."

She moved first, her hips swaying with each step, the golden chains she wore chiming softly.

Nefertiti followed, her movements more hesitant but no less graceful. Where Nent moved with the confidence of a predator, Nefertiti moved like a flower swaying in the breeze—delicate, beautiful, and utterly captivating.

"We thought," Nefertiti said softly, her voice slightly muffled by the veil, "that you deserved something special, and the Witch of Life proved to have a very interesting collection of clothes."

"The mortal realm has its tedious aspects," Nent added, circling him slowly like a cat circling its prey. "But it also has its pleasures. And we intend to remind you of every single one tonight."

Sol watched them, his heart pounding in his chest. If Persephone were here, he would have kissed her until she fainted; her collection of cosplay was constantly proving how invaluable it was.

"You two are trying to kill me," he said, his voice rough.

"Not kill," Nefertiti corrected, stepping closer until he could see the way her chest rose and fell with each breath, "Just... overwhelm you with pleasure."

Sol swallowed hard. "I should probably mention that I have a wedding in two days."

"Then you'd better save your strength," Nent purred against his ear. "Because we're going to make sure these next few hours are... unforgettable."

Her hands slid over his shoulders, while Nefertiti reached up to undo the buttons of his shirt with reverence and respect.

"My Lord," Nefertiti murmured, her eyes meeting his. "Tonight, let us take care of you. Simply enjoy and leave everything to us."

"Let us remind you," Nent added, her voice a sultry whisper, "how sensual creatures of purity can be."
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Sol observed the two beautiful women. There was Nent, tall and curvaceous in her dancing dress. It had a provocative design that left little to the imagination and yet hid all the important parts.

Her clothing and jewelry alone had to be worth more than most people made in a lifetime; they were probably enough to buy a few castles. But that luxury did not seem obscene on her; in fact, it suited her perfectly, almost like they were props used to draw out her true beauty.

Nefertiti, meanwhile, was objectively the most beautiful woman he had ever met, and watching her dance for him with such devotion made all the blood drain from his body and focus on one place.

“Hee-hee. You’re tired too, aren’t you? Come here and rest on my lap.”

Nent pulled up her dress to bare almost the entire length of her thick thighs.

“Eh?”

Sol froze, and she continued with a sweet tone to her voice.

“Come on. Don’t be shy.”

She rubbed her thighs, and he felt faint from the temptation.

Nent did not give Sol a chance to protest. The beautiful queen held him in her arms as if he were unbearably cute, and forced his head down onto her lap.

Her soft skin sucked at his cheek, and a sweet mixture of high-quality perfume and an adult woman’s scent tickled his nose. He was now lying on his back, his head resting across her lap.

In this position, he should have been able to observe her face, but her massive chest obstructed his vision. He was tempted to play with her a little, but Nefertiti soon drew his attention away.

Nefertiti began dancing. There were no singers or musicians, but soft instrumental music was playing in the background. Projecting music by manipulating sound was proof of an extreme mastery of mana, but Sol was too busy looking at the sensual dance to give a thought to the casual display of skill.

It was a beautiful dance, but what truly grabbed his attention were the gestures. The delicate shimmy of her hips, the little winks, the amused tugging of her lips, the shifting shoulders—every movement of hers was calculated.

Nent caressed Sol’s face while also admiring Nefertiti’s dance. She was the one who taught Nefertiti everything she knew, all for her grand goals. Watching her now brought nostalgic and complicated feelings.

“You know, having you like this here makes me think of our first night together.” Nent murmured. She stared down at his face, stroked his cheek with her left hand, and lifted a large cup filled with wine with her right hand.

After viewing it in satisfaction, she drank down the wine and kept the mixture in her mouth before leaning down and kissing Sol. Some gymnastics was necessary because of her chest, but soon, he was gulping down the wine as they shared an intoxicated kiss.

When their lips parted, Nent continued. “Back then, I gave my body to you because I wished to bet everything I had. I decided then that you were the one who could accomplish my goal. Now, though, I wish to recreate that night and give myself once again to you, but this time, not out of duty or greed but simply love.”

Nefertiti added nothing as she continued to dance. She had long said everything she needed to Sol.

They were already one soul and body. In her mind, this night was more for Nent than anyone else. This was why no one, not even Kiyohime or Isis, was accompanying them tonight.

This was a night only for them. A night when they could be at their most honest.

Feeling the earnest desire in Nent’s voice, Sol chuckled. It was quite awkward talking from a position where he could not even see Nent’s face, but his words were sincere.

“I might be the most sinful man alive in this world, and perhaps also the greediest. From the very moment you gave yourself to me, you were already mine forever. I will never let you go.”

“Oh my, so scary. I guess the Dragon Emperor stole the heart of the Wicked Phoenix.” Nent laughed, feeling a weight vanish from her shoulders. With her heart free of all restraints, it was now time for her to attack.

“Nefer, please come take my place.”

The dance stopped; it was time to start the main dish.
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Sol was still lying down with his head resting on beautiful and soft thighs. The only difference now was that there was slightly less meat under his head, and he could partially look at Nefertiti’s face.

The disapproving look Nefertiti gave him was proof that she could understand his somewhat irreverent thoughts, but Sol found her reaction cute.

While he was focusing on Nefertiti, a breeze went by his genitals and he realized he was now naked from the waist down.

While Sol was distracted by Nefertiti's breasts, Nent had been busy. She had crawled on top of him, pulled down his pants and underwear, and revealed his rock-hard penis to her gaze, all in one instant.

Truly, she was a phoenix of lightning speed.

Nent breathed a heated sigh while staring intently at Sol's manhood. The time difference between the Astral Realm and the Mortal Realm was not as high as when Sol had first traveled there, but it was still not perfectly 1:1. From her perspective, it had been months since she had last had sex.

Very long, hard months.

Yet, despite being more excited than anyone else, she intentionally took her time as she removed the top of her dress. The fabric covering her breasts slid to the side, revealing her overwhelmingly impressive breasts to Sol’s eyes.

Her skin was so youthful, and her breasts maintained their shape so perfectly,it was hard to believe they followed the same laws of gravity as everyone else. They looked like soft and ripe melons; they gave off an adult sex appeal not found in the younger girls in Sol’s harem, and just seeing them was enough to want to devour them.

Sol’s penis twitched, making Nent’s cheeks grow flushed. It was strange that she was feeling pride just because she had made Sol excited. But what could she do? Love and lust made people stupid, and she was no exception.

“It’s time to begin.” She murmured.

Nefertiti held her tits, which were far too large to fit in her hands, and she placed them on either side of Sol’s excitedly twitching penis, while Nefertiti bent down and started kissing him. Her right hand was also moving and caressing his chest.

Like this, Sol suffered two attacks simultaneously and could only helplessly endure.

Nent’s massive breasts entirely buried his rod, exposing him to the soft sensation and the tight pressure. It felt so good he thought he would ejaculate right then and there, and his hips trembled from a sweet tingling sensation.

Nent released some heated moans as she felt the young man’s energy directly on her breasts, and she stared lovingly at the head poking out of the cleavage.

“I want to pleasure you even more…”

She pressed her breasts together to squeeze the rod and spread her fingers to dig into and massage them. She beckoned with her finger, conjuring up a special lotion sitting on a nearby table, another gift of Persephone. Once in her hand, she squeezed a generous portion onto her chest and started working again.

To milk him with the incredible pressure, she rhythmically stroked his penis with her breasts. The sight of them bouncing atop his dick overwhelmed him, and he could not keep his eyes off her chest.

“Do you like it? There is no need to hold back. We have all night.”

She breathed sweet moans. Moving such enormous breasts must have been a lot of work because the sweat on her brow had plastered her red bangs there. It was quite funny; she could fight for hours or days on the battlefield without pause, but here, just a few minutes already made her sweat.

“I’m about to cum.” He groaned. He knew how pathetically fast this was, but he felt no desire to suppress the urge to ejaculate.

“Haha, Is that so? Cum whenever or wherever you like.” For Nent, his words felt like the greatest reward.

Nent began moving her breasts even faster as if to hasten the ejaculation. She also opened her mouth, sticking out her tongue. That lewd expression pushed Sol’s arousal over the edge.

Sol wished he could enjoy this superb titjob longer, but he had hit his limit. “Give it all to me…ngh…nmh~~~”

Nent lessened the pressure on her breasts to let the head stick out, and then she wrapped her lips around the head. The warmth of her mouth and the roughness of her tongue on the tip caused his vision to blank out.

His manhood throbbed over and over in her mouth as it shot out all of its semen. Nent looked pleased as she gulped it all down. His essence was like sweet nectar, and so she drank it all, her throat bobbing up and down.

With her tongue moving around his shaft, it did not take long for Sol to grow hard again, and Nent started sucking him lovingly.

Sol sighed before patting Nefertiti’s thigh. “My lord…” He said nothing, but Nefertiti understood what he wanted. She hesitated a moment; this was supposed to be their time to pamper Sol. But a second pat from him made her thoughts stop. Why think hard when she should just enjoy the flow?

Adjusting her hand below his head, Nefertiti stood up.

Watching Nent suck Sol had been frustrating, she had to admit. She could already feel her fluid trickling down, proof of how excited she was at the moment. She blushed while reaching into her nearly transparent garments, removing her damp panties.

“Then excuse me.” After changing her position and standing above Sol with her secret place in full view for him, Nefertiti lowered herself onto Sol’s face. Her swollen labia covered his eyes and nose.

“I hope this is okay,” she said, feeling embarrassed. This position reminded her of what had happened during their first time together.

Sol nodded his head. He was practically in heaven at the moment. Breathing in the smell of her arousal ignited his male instinct to lick and suck, and he had no reason to restrain himself.

Nefertiti let a startled cry at first, but then her expression melted into one of pleasure as she rode the face of her beloved.

Nent was licking and sucking Sol while Sol was licking Nefertiti. The scene went beyond fantastical and seemed downright decadent. The space smelled of obscenity and lust.

Once Nent got Sol nice and ready, she stopped sucking and started climbing. In the end, she found herself stradling his hips. It did not take long for his penis to gradually disappear into her hidden depths.

The phoenix devoured the dragon.

Her flesh wrapped around him, soaking him with love juices. Her honeypot provided the perfect pressure, as if to match his shape.

“Ah~finally~it has been so long!” Nent hissed when she felt his full length inside her. She had missed this feeling of fullness and now she once again felt complete.

Nent wiggled her hips to adjust to the manhood inside her, but then she began slowly working her hips while accelerating a little bit each time.

Since there was no one else present, Nent let go of all her inhibitions. She went all out with her hips, not caring how much lewd noise it made.

Sol was not idle. His mouth and tongue were busy taking care of Nefertiti, but his hand reached out and massaged Nent’s breasts. He squeezed her nipples between his fingers and twisted them gently. She writhed in pleasure, her hips pistoning. She pulled his penis almost all the way out before dropping her hips back down again.

Each time she dropped her hips down, slamming his cock against her womb, her movement would bring Sol intense pleasure. Her vaginal walls squeezed and rubbed at his penis.

She moaned loudly, and her tits shook. The outer corners of her eyes drooped, her cheeks flushed, and obscene pleasure covered her beautiful face. Her entire body gave off a powerful sex appeal.

She had tears in her eyes, saliva dripped from her gaping mouth, and her tongue hung out.

Nefertiti was not much better. The most sensitive part of her was on display, and Sol knew how to use his tongue. She had already climaxed once and was on the verge of a second one.

In this place there was no phoenix queen or princess; only two disheveled women entirely lost in a haze of lust and passion.

Their moans grew even louder, their hips moving, their bodies writhing. Their vaginas flooded with love juices, soaking Sol’s face and lap.

The phoenix queen finally cried out with tears of joy in her eyes. “I can’t hold back any longer …”

Sol thrust his hips without thinking about the pace, their pleasure rising to the highest levels. He gripped Nent’s hips, pumping into her.

Nent could feel his penis growing larger inside her. “Yes…cum inside me!”

The smell of sweat and reverberating voices filled the bedroom. The three of them achieved climax quickly, crying out almost at once.

Both Nefertiti and Nent lost their balance, their bodies sheened with sweat. Sol had filled Nent with so much cum that she was overflowing.

Still, this was not enough for the three divine beasts with matchless stamina.

The night was long, and they spent it in the most mesmerizing way until the first ray of sunlight appeared.


Chapter 15


Wedding Suit



The Milaris Manor was quiet.

Located just beyond the central market of Lustburg, it was not an ostentatious place of luxury and decadence, but one built with purpose. It had no high towers or gemstone gates—just clean architecture, solid enchantments, and the faint scent of silk and incense.

Inside her private workshop, Arachne Milaris was working with utmost focus.

She showed no signs of stopping, no signs of faltering with her work.

The enchanted threads moved as they always did—slowly, precisely, without wasted motion. The loom hummed, guided by her magic. Nearby, sketches floated mid-air, adjusting themselves whenever she gave a silent nod.

Arachne Milaris was a woman born with a supreme talent for art, a talent that had somehow dulled after all those years since she closed her heart. However, now, her heart was blazing again as she poured everything into the clothes she was preparing.

On the main table lay the ceremonial suit of Sol Luxuria.

She had been at it for days, adjusting the fabric weight, recalibrating mana conductivity, and modifying defensive layers. She knew Sol did not need those adjustments. Even if she were to become a King-rank, there was no way she could create a defensive manifestation that was stronger than his own body.

However, she did not care.

Everything needed to be perfect. It was not just formal wear; it was symbolic armor—something that would represent both the King and the man himself.

She stopped for a moment, brushing a hand down the chestplate lining.

Her thoughts, uninvited, drifted.

Mars Luxuria.

Sol’s father.

The only man to whom she had given her heart. Tall, handsome, reliable to a fault, and yet infinitely clumsy when it came to dealing with women.

Not charming like Sol. Not flirtatious, not complicated.

Just focused.

He had loved only one person—Blaze. And he never once gave Arachne, or any of the other women who loved him, a second look. Not out of cruelty, but out of honesty. In a way, it was quite admirable. After all, the women chasing him had all been of the highest pedigree. His love was steadfast.

Arachne had accepted it long ago. Despite her obsession with him, she knew that she never had a chance.

Still, as she worked on Sol’s suit, those memories resurfaced. Not with bitterness; just with the dull weight of something left behind but never buried. His memory lived forever in her heart.

“Stubborn old bastard,” she muttered, her eyes glimmering with unshed tears.

Mars would have never liked the suit she was making—too flashy, too detailed. He preferred thick armor and utilitarian function. Yet Sol was not Mars. Nor would he ever be. He needed something that balanced power with symbolism.

And for once, Arachne wanted to go beyond just delivering quality.

She wanted Sol to stand tall, to look like someone worth following. Someone even Mars would have acknowledged. This was the only gift she could give him.

She was nearly done with the suit now—just a few last stitches.

And maybe, once she saw Sol walk down that aisle, wearing what she made, smiling like a proper man—not as a prince, nor as the Son of the Hero King—but just a man …

Maybe that would be enough for her to close that old chapter.

A knock came at the door.

Her butler and contracted partner stepped in, standing at attention. A nightmare crow, he had been her staunchest ally for all these years. A friend she could rely on, even as she nearly sank into madness because of a love that would never be.

“Mistress Milaris, His Majesty has arrived.” His gaze was gentle, and she could see the worry in his eyes.

She nodded. “Good. Tell the apprentices and the servants to clear out. I’ll handle this one myself.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

As the butler left, Arachne made one last check on the cuffs, brushing off invisible dust.

She did not love Sol. She was sure she could never love him.

But she respected him, and she cared for him. Not just because he was Mars' son, but because he was someone worthy of respect.

This was not just tailoring.

This was her way of saying goodbye to the past and welcoming a new future.
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When Sol entered Arachne’s workshop, the first thing he noticed was not the clothes she was working on or the mess the room was in, but the noticeable lack of paintings or sculptures of his father.

Sure, there was still the giant painting of Mars on the wall. But the others were noticeably absent.

“I sent my collection to a museum in Mars’ name,” Arachne answered before Sol even had the time to ask anything.

She did not bother to greet him or stand to face him. With her back to Sol, her attention was solely on the completion of the clothing in front of her.

“I am surprised. I still vividly remember the first time I visited this place.”

“You mean to say how I was a crazy and obsessed woman who briefly contemplated selling my soul and your core to Chaos to bring back to life a man who never loved me?”

“Well…” Sol coughed awkwardly at the bluntness with which she mentioned her dark past. “I would have used more tactful words, but pretty much, yeah.”

“I have changed little. I simply wish for Mars' memories to be forever etched into the world.” She gently caressed the wedding suit.

It was a black suit. However, it was no ordinary shade of black. The fabric was starshade silk, gathered from Astral Spiders that wove their webs in dimensional rifts. Durable, light, and responsive to mana, it gave the suit a subtle shimmer, like starlight caught in motion. Arachne had gotten these materials from witches who frequently explored the Astral World.

She had stitched the seams with true golden thread, not decorative but refined from the molten blood of a Golden Dragon. Each line was precise and reinforced with runes designed to enhance mana flow and support long-term enchantment stability. Nent had offered the material to her; she said it came from a dragon named Fafnir. Using it had been hard, but thanks to Theresa, they tempered the material.

At the center of the chest was a small emblem: a snake biting its own tail. The Ouroboros. Forged from Old Silver, a material that could be found only in the mines of Envilya. Arachne had received the metal from Pandora. It was just one ingot, but it was more than enough for what she wanted to do.

Inside, the lining was made using leaves of the World Tree, a gift from the Elven Queen. It was a last-minute addition, but it was material too good to pass up. Soft, flexible, and resistant to time and degradation, it would never tear, fade, or burn. The material adjusted to body temperature and pressure and would keep Sol comfortable no matter the environment.

Underneath, different runes were etched into the linings. Medea herself had created these runes, ensuring that the suit would always repair itself no matter what it went through as long as Sol gave it enough mana. While Medea had created the runes, the one who inscribed them was Kali. After all, they could not exactly let Medea see Sol’s suit before the wedding date.

On the breast pocket was a small red phoenix, created by mixing water from the Fountain of Youth with a drop of blood from all the women who had a special relationship with him.

The phoenix was slightly bigger than Arachne initially intended. But there was far more blood than she thought there would be.

Truly, a man worthy of the title King of Lust.

The cloak of the suit was the final piece. Crafted from midnight wyvern hide, it had been tanned and refined over several months. The leather came from a rare breed of wyvern that only flew under new moons; it was naturally resistant to elemental damage and laced with mana-reactive properties. It retained a subtle sheen, dark but with hints of deep violet when caught in the light.

In terms of pure monetary value, this suit was enough to buy all the kingdoms and more. Its value was simply beyond petty coin, and entered the realm of a legendary artifact.

Even the strongest armor couldn’t beat its defensive power.

The wedding dress she created for Medea was exceptional as well, but this suit was her magnum opus. The possibility of her creating another masterpiece like this was so slight it bordered on the impossible.

“Is this…?” Sol asked with bated breath. He could even feel the aura of a phoenix on it.

In fact… not just a phoenix.

“I have taken a little from all those close to you. They all wished to help–they offered their blood, fur, even feathers. Without counting the additional rare materials that were used, we have the most expensive suit ever created in front of us.”

Sol whistled in admiration as he approached to inspect the suit. Arachne had truly gone above and beyond. While he might not have an eye for art, the power this suit radiated was already enough for him to acknowledge it as something close to a divine weapon.

In fact, calling it the start of a divine weapon would not be wrong. His eyes twitched in disbelief when he realized the truth of the suit.

First Theresa, and now you? He looked at Arachne from the corner of his eye. Because of Theresa’s genius, he sometimes overlooked that Arachne was a woman whose talent for art was acknowledged by all the goddesses without question.

Had she not failed to ascend because of her obsession with Mars, she might have become the third King-rank in Lustburg after Lilith and Camelia.

Now, the same woman had poured her heart into this creation, mixing the blood of divine beasts, blessings, and all kinds of rare materials.

A part of him was already thinking about all the things he could do with this suit. This was the cold and calculating part of his heart.

However, a more profound part was stirred.

“Thank you.” He said. His eyes softened as he gazed at the suit. Its seamless form lay bare how much work, sweat, and blood were invested in its creation.

His relationship with Arachne Milaris had always been complicated. There was a distance that the two of them chose intentionally not to cross. But now, Sol realized that the distance was meaningless.

The two of them might not be friends or related by blood. However, in this moment, he could truly see her as family. Someone he could fight for and protect with all his heart, not just a subordinate.

“You do not have to thank me. It wouldn’t have been possible without everyone else's help. Just make sure this is the best wedding I will ever attend.” Arachne felt the shift in atmosphere and how Sol perceived her. Yet this changed nothing for her; she had never acted for recognition, only for her own pure and selfish desires.

“I will.” Sol declared. He would also fill this suit with the right Concept to fully awaken it as a mighty divine weapon.

However, that was a story for another time.


Chapter 16


Problems?



While Sol was busy working on the final details of his suit with Arachne, Milia was also busy in her own way—perhaps more so than Sol.

What was a wedding? This was a question that had many answers, depending on the viewpoint of the ones getting married and the ones organizing said wedding.

This was why Milia could give one answer with full confidence.

“A wedding is war,” Milia said, her hands tucked behind her back. The skirt of her pristine black-and-white maid’s uniform fluttered as she inspected the rows of maids, battlemaids, soldiers, and other personnel with a severe expression. Many of the people present were also members of the Crown’s Shadow, but as always, they hid in the crowd.

Striding down the row, Milia zeroed in her judging gaze on soldiers or newer maids who appeared to be too sloppy.

The soldiers with little experience were getting annoyed, but a shake of the head from their seniors calmed them down. They all knew that, while she had no official title, Milia was Sol Luxuria’s right hand.

In the past, people thought she had reached her position only thanks to her alluring body and by lying on her back in the prince’s office. However, her display of unadulterated might during the war was enough to change their negative opinions.

For Milia, this was usually a shame; there was worth in being underestimated. People always showed their true faces in front of the ones they considered to be their lesser and of no threat to their well-being.

At this moment, she was glad there would be no one dumb enough to challenge her. They did not have the time for such futility.

“Madam—permission to speak.” A tall and muscular middle-aged man was the first to question. He was tall enough that he towered over Milia, but facing her, he lowered his head as much as possible. Milia did not get angry. “Knight Commander William. It has been a while; I see you are back from your expedition.”

She gave the man a rare, gentle smile. William had once been a Knight Captain in the order of the Black Knights; although they served under the Tyr family, he was a loyal soldier to the crown. So loyal in fact that, when he felt the elven woman Clara might have been manipulating the prince, he had not hesitated to clash with her. Milia knew he had been ready to die for his convictions, and this made her like him all the more. Loyal knights should always be cherished, even more so when they were war veterans.

“Excuse me. Should I call you William White now?” She gave an even bigger smile. Sol had made many promises, and they were delivered. From a simple knight with no peerage, William had become a noble with a hereditary title. Of course, it was only a barony with some land on the frontier, but this was more than many soldiers could have ever hoped to obtain in the past.

William shook his head, “I am still getting used to my new title, madam.”

“Still humble, I see. Very well, permission granted. Speak.”

William straightened slightly, though he maintained a respectful posture. His voice was as calm and disciplined as ever.

“There’s been unrest in the eastern villages, and rumors of monster sightings near the border. Minor ones—nothing large enough to warrant a formal dispatch—but it may disrupt the transport lines if left unchecked.”

Milia’s eyes immediately narrowed at those words.

The eastern region again, she thought, keeping her face impassive. It was with a supreme force of will that she did not start cursing.

The eastern region was previously under the control of the Gorfard family. Losing a noble family of such weight was significant, and it was clear that the enemies would not let this hole in their defense go by any means.

Lustburg also shared its eastern frontier with Greed Dike, the land of the dwarves, and Gluttony Foss, the country of the chimera.

“This close to the wedding?” She tapped her fingers against her elbow, her expression unreadable.

“I believe it’s exactly because of the wedding that unrest is growing throughout the kingdom,” William added. Despite his appearance, he was far from all brawn and no brain. No one could reach the position he had reached without a good head on their shoulders.

Milia nodded. “Send a squad—quietly. I don’t want this becoming a topic among the nobles once again.”

William hesitated briefly before relaying his thoughts. “I would like to request ten Power Armors.”

Milia stopped, her eyes narrowing, as she looked at William once again. All traces of her previous smiling countenance vanished without a trace. “Knight Commander William White, do you understand what you are asking? Can you take responsibility for the losses?”

The power armor Theresa had created could push a normal soldier to a level close to that of a Duke. Each suit of armor was extremely precious, a jewel of technology that needed careful maintenance and strict surveillance.

William tensed under the stare of the diminutive woman. He was so much taller than her, but at this moment, he felt like she was dwarfing him. The weight of her crushing spiritual pressure was unlike anything that should normally be possible for someone in the Duke realm.

He held his ground, his eyes growing even firmer than before. “I understand that the Power Armors are strategic resources of great importance. But I believe it’s necessary. Ultimately, they are weapons created for the betterment of Lustburg, and I believe the present situation warrants their deployment.”

He knew Milia could easily silence him now. However, if he let fear cloud his judgment, then it would be better to die than continue living under such dishonor.

“The monsters at the frontier of Gluttony Foss are acting strangely, and Greed Dike’s soldiers, who previously guarded the frontier, adjusted their formation under the pretext of a commemorative occasion.”

Milia scrutinized his expression for a while before nodding; her pressure vanished instantly with that gesture. She realized once again that this man was honest to a fault. It was no wonder he couldn’t rise in rank before being noticed by Sol.

“I have received your plea. I sadly do not have the authority for such matters; I will pass the message to Secretary Clara.”

“That is more than enough.” William bowed gracefully. He had taken a risk exposing such a matter here, but it was an urgent matter, and bureaucracy was too slow. Milia could contact the prince directly; getting her word meant the prince would hear his plea and decide on the matter.

Milia ignored the bowing soldier and turned away, her heels clicking against the stone as she resumed her inspection. Her voice still carried over her shoulder.

“You should rest for now. The approval will take a few days. Enjoy the wedding.”

William gave a sharp nod. For a moment, he wondered if he should comment on the prince's wedding to a witch. Reckless he may be, but suicidal he was not.

He knew better than to waste Milia’s time and give unsolicited advice.
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Milia exhaled slowly. The wind had picked up again, ruffling her skirt. She looked over the courtyard filled with bodies moving in perfect rhythm—maids organizing supplies, soldiers drilling in formation, scouts posting updates, and cooks finalizing menu rotations and rations.

It was a battlefield of logistics, and she stood at the very center of it. Her eyes became vacant. Problems were rising, one after another; no matter how fast she caught them, new ones appeared.

One of the minor problems was the dissatisfaction many displayed at the idea of Sol marrying Medea. She had noticed William White's hesitation, yet she chose not to comment, thinking it a waste of time.

Witches had been infamous for nearly a thousand years now; Medea had even been used as a bedtime story to frighten young children. The stories stopped during Mars’ era, but the prejudice remained. The younger population had mixed feelings about the witches, while the older generation was definitely more negative.

Much of this had been contained because of Sol’s accomplishments, but it still irked her somewhat.

This was why Milia swore to make this wedding a success. This day needed to be absolutely perfect.

However, as if the universe told her to stop dreaming, somewhere in the shadows, a voice whispered behind her. “We have a problem.”

She did not turn at the sound of the voice, only stating calmly, “Report.”

“The Crown’s Shadow has infiltrated the kitchen staff, the musicians, and the guests’ entourages. No irregularities so far. There’s been a change to the guest list. Someone from the old noble faction has accepted an invitation, one who wasn’t expected to show.”

“Oh?” She finally turned, eyes sharp. “Who?”

Someone handed her a small dossier. She flipped it open—a name. A face, with golden hair, and blue eyes. A seal she had not seen in a long time.

Her eyes twitched, and she nearly screamed in frustration as the paper crumbled in her hands.

“… I see.” Her tone dropped several octaves, colder than the north wind. There was no anger in her expression, only calculation.

“Prepare contingency Protocol Fourteen. Have Ketia and her unit move into standby position and contact Lady Camelia, Lilith, Pandora, Persephone, and Arachne. Warn them that an old friend of theirs is visiting Lustburg.”

She stopped for an instant. “Decrease the surveillance on Miss Chloe as well.”

The shadow behind her bowed and vanished.

Milia smoothed out her gloves and turned back toward the line of soldiers. Her eyes became cold. It seemed like some pigeons were getting restless.
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This night should have been simple and relaxing, an evening of rest and calm.

After clearing his schedule and spending a surprisingly agreeable afternoon with Arachne, Sol was feeling elated.

His wedding suit was stylish as hell, and could become his first true armor, as it had the potential to be elevated to a bona fide divine weapon.

This was great news. Though he did not have an energy source like the Dragon Pool, it was possible to get the required energy for the item’s ascension.

His wedding and potential battle suit aside, he had been feeling more and more excited, even giddy. His muted feelings could not stand in the face of this event—his wedding, the first of more to come, hopefully.

This was why, even when Milia informed him about the unrest in the east and the proposal to deploy the Rangers, he had accepted with no hesitation. His goal in creating that super-armor was to reduce human sacrifices.

Protecting his kingdom was his duty.

Sadly for Sol, his good mood didn’t last long. After all, the second set of news he received was shocking.

Iris Diligentia, Chloe’s mother and the Supreme Daughter of Slothstein, would attend the wedding. An uninvited guest was coming to Lustburg, and they were required to welcome her, a potential enemy, with open arms.

Sol was now facing a dilemma. Iris had once followed her father on his adventures; she fought alongside Lilith and the others, and in a way, she contributed to Lustburg’s peace.

Should he welcome her as a hero, a friend—or as a potential enemy?

Should he refuse her entry?

What if it was a trap?

Should he use this as a chance to capture her and use her as bait?

The situation was tangled in such a way that his actions could be perceived through many different lenses. Give her too much deference, and the citizens would believe that Lustburg was bowing to Slothstein. Treat her with too much open hostility, and it might spark an all-out war—and they would be held accountable for the spark.

Sol considered using his Divine Weapon, the Eye of Akasha, to explore the potential future, but observing the future of a Blessed was difficult. There were simply too many variables leading to a variety of outcomes; this could skew the future, making it nigh unreadable and dubious at best.

The deeper he tried to observe, the more fog appeared. This proved that the target was at least at the top of the King-level, or even a Demigod.

Sol tapped his fingers against the table, alone in his office. Milia and Clara were too busy, and consulting them on such matters was useless.

Though I cannot see much, knowing that the possibility of her becoming an enemy exists is more than enough.

Sol did not want to face a potential Demigod anytime soon, especially since he did not have Adam's protection and help. He had already experienced that in the Astral Realm, as well as here in the Mortal Realm. But the so-called ranks were nothing but minimum requirements; the difference between two people of the same rank could be so wide that it would be nothing short of ridiculous.

In the same way, being at the level of Tiamat or Anubis would be able to exterminate dozens of Demigods with ease.

Well, let’s not fall into a self-fulfilling prophecy.

Sol took a deep breath to calm down. He was already going into the mindset of full extermination, which was not the right way to look at things. He was a prince; his first weapons should be words and diplomacy. Sol needed to stay calm and collected, no matter what.

Releasing the breath he had been holding, he finally collected himself enough to calm down. Come what may, he was sure that he would stay relaxed.

“Your Highness!”

Sol covered his face when he heard Clara’s harried voice as she rushed into his office. The competent elf would never act in such a way unless something was really wrong.

Calm down. Calm down. Zen mode. Relax. Surely this is nothing.

He smiled at Clara, trying to share his composure with the frantic woman.

“What might be the matter?”

Clara cleared her throat and bowed, “I apologize for this unsightly display. I was a little flustered.”

“It’s alright. Take a seat, drink some tea. You are not a machine, after all. So, what has made you so flustered?”

Clara nodded and took a seat before hurriedly wetting her lips with the tea. Her actions made Sol’s smile twitch as worry wormed in his heart. The elven woman would usually not have accepted his order on the first try.

Just what the hell happened???

“Your Highness, we’ve received a message that the Supreme Daughter of Humilitas is joining us. An envoy from Southern Pride will come with a projection pearl.”

“Oh? That is all? Jasmine joining us is surprising, but it’s nothing major.” He almost released a sigh of relief. He could understand why Clara was so flustered; Jasmine might have acted like a pervert with him, but to the elves, she was still one of their highest-ranking authorities.

As for the projection pearl, it was not strange. The Supreme Daughter was tied to her Kingdom; she was the last bastion of defence in times of war. It was normal for her to be cautious.

“That is not all. The Supreme Daughter of Patientia will also be there for the wedding. Shuten Doji will be her representative.”

“Oh… Well, it’s surprising that Kiku would join us, but it’s not a big deal. I suppose she is participating in the wedding to show her support.”

By now, even he could feel that something shifty was happening; still, Sol tried to think about it rationally.

Kiku was an ally. He had little contact with her, as he did not wish to meddle too much with Wratharis; it was Setsuna’s territory, after all. He had slightly more contact with Shuten Doji, but it was only to threaten her so that she did not get the wrong idea about who was the real boss behind the scenes.

He stopped himself when he noticed the awkward expression on Clara’s face. He closed his eyes and pinched the bridge of his nose.

“Who else? Let me guess, the Supreme Daughter of Greed Dike is coming as well? Why stop there? I am sure Envilya will also send someone.” He said in a joking tone, trying to ease the atmosphere.

All Clara did was give an awkward smile.

“No…”

“Your Highness.” She flinched.

“Tell me it’s some elaborate joke.”

“I am sorry.”

“Goddesses-fucking-damnit!” He wished for nothing more than to flip the table in front of him and annihilate it right then and there.

[image: ]


The news that five of the six current Supreme Daughters would appear in Lustburg on the day of his wedding was not something that could be concealed by any means.

The next day, the news was already on the lips of all the nobles in the capital. Many of them were admittedly confused, and for a good reason, too. They did not understand why such a monumental event was happening just because of the wedding of a mortal prince.

Others were worried; they wondered if this was a prelude to a war that threatened to devour the whole Mortal Realm.

A few speculated they were reuniting to elect and officially put the new Supreme Daughter in her rightful position. This theory was gaining traction, as no one knew the whereabouts of Aurora, the Holy Daughter. Many believed that Sol had exiled her so that Camelia could maintain her vast and deep control over the Church of Castitas.

Amid all those conspiracy theories, the most confused one was Sol himself.

He knew the Supreme Daughters met periodically. However, those meetings usually took place in neutral locations, or even in dreamscapes—locations that could not be interfered with by outside forces.

Thankfully, besides the angels’ representative, the other Supreme Daughters would observe the wedding through projection. This was something Sol could accept; otherwise, having five Blessed of the King-rank in his kingdom would be worse than having multiple nuclear bombs ready to explode.

Blessed affected the confluence of Fate. The more Blesseds gathered into a single location—the proverbial eye of the storm—the more the fluctuation became impossible to predict.

Sol knew, even without coming in person, they were already affecting the strings of Karma unconsciously. Trying to read the future while adding them as variables made it impossible for him to see what would happen beyond.

The only good thing was that this situation applied to all seers. Currently, all magic related to future-seeking was in shambles, and the worst had yet to come. Even someone like Tiamat, a bona fide False God infinitely close to Godhood, would get a splitting headache if she tried reading the future now.

His plan to have a simple and beautiful wedding, free from incident, was proving to be more and more complicated to accomplish. Yet there was little Sol could do. Refusing entry to the Supreme Daughters was not an option; it would not follow his nature, and it would not change the situation.

Facing the situation head-on, rather than hiding, was the best way to avoid potential problems.

Just to be sure, he contacted Camelia, wondering if she had any information, but he was met with disappointment as he conversed with his saintly beloved. Ever since she lost her Blessing, she couldn’t contact Castitas as easily as she had done in the past; her mortal body could not withstand the gaze of a goddess. Sol did not underestimate her.

Despite losing her connection to her goddess and becoming blind once again, Camelia seemed to show no distress. Her aura had reached a level close to that of a Duke, and he had a feeling she would find her new truth soon.

With Camelia unable to help, Sol briefly considered contacting Aurora and making her return to Lustburg. But he knew it was not yet time for that. She needed to sort her thoughts and decide; once she did, he would give her the chance to join him.

For now, considering her as a potential enemy was the best move he could make in this game of fate. He knew he was being too soft on her, but there was little he could do.

His memories of the gods were still extremely hard to go through and understand. They felt both alien and yet familiar. However, those memories—at least those about Aurora, or rather Dawn—were numerous and filled with warmth.

Adam had sincerely loved Dawn and acted as a benevolent father as much as possible, at least as much as his identity as the God King allowed. Even toward the end, his sentiment for her did not change; despite his madness, he had not killed her with the power of the End so she would have a chance at reincarnation.

Of course, the biggest reason Sol did not subjugate her was that she seemed to be the most reasonable out of the current reincarnated gods. Having at least one of them as a companion could be useful.

Sol sighed. His bad habit of overthinking when he wanted to escape a certain problem was surfacing again.

Dawn was just a simple problem at the moment. It was more important to focus on the real problems, which were how to welcome the Supreme Daughters—or if he should welcome them at all.

The most troublesome was, funnily enough, not the Supreme Daughter of the angels, but the one belonging to the demons.

There was no ambiguity there, unlike the angel’s Supreme Daughter. The Supreme Daughter of Envilya was the enemy of Pandora, and as such, she was Sol’s enemy, pure and simple—someone who needed to be controlled or put down. That she moved in such a manner meant she suspected—or had already discovered—the true identity of the one acting as Pandora in Envilya.

Pandora had two daughters. One of them was a Blessed with a supreme level of talent, if Pandora’s words were to be believed. The two princesses had been acting as Pandora all this time, taking care of the kingdom's work while Pandora acted as Anastasia, her eldest daughter, exploring the world as she looked for a solution to get back their power and face the Supreme Daughter of Envilya.

The representative of the demons was an old man who seemed to have reached the twilight of his years. Looking at the image in front of him, Sol could feel a strong feeling of deja vu.

Ignoring such a feeling was the worst idea possible; he gleaned all the information he had about the man before letting out an exasperated sigh.

The man was a direct relation of Anubis and Isis.

This situation was becoming more tangled than he had expected; things had already surpassed what he was willing to accept.

It was time to bring in the big guns to make sure no one would misbehave, and the big gun in question was…

“Ambrosia! I choose you!”

Time to show the world that Lustburg was not a place where anyone could just do whatever they fucking wanted.


Chapter 17


Solution?



Once Sol decided, he immediately moved to accomplish his goal. Since Medea had left her World, the place had been left to rot. Sol and the other witches debated on destroying it, but left it for future generations who would live in the Tower of Babel. It could serve as a good place to hide, and also as a memento of a bygone era, forgotten by the ages.

With Medea’s World gone, finding the witches was far harder than usual. But he knew he could just follow the thread of their Karmic connection to himself. If Ambrosia had hidden her traces, it would have been tricky for him to track her down; with her in the open, it was easy.

It took him only a few minutes to find the black-haired witch. She was outside the capital, near the Gate that connected Salem to the real world. This gate was usually hidden by a boundary that she had specially set. However, at this moment, anyone passing by would have been able to see it.

Teleporting to her position, Sol whistled as he observed the shining, swirling blue gate. He could feel the connection between the two dimensions growing deeper, as if they were about to fuse again, and yet they were keeping a certain distance. This was a beautiful display of space mastery, one that Sol, despite being a Dimensional Mage, couldn’t perform or even dream of performing. He could barely understand how such a thing could be brought to fruition.

“I really should start learning magic from you. I have much to learn,” Sol said in jest, but deep down, he was serious.

In the past, magic in itself had not been all that useful for him. After all, he was someone who moved more on instinct. His mana manipulation was amazing—god-like, even—but when it came to spells, the best he could do was blast everything apart.

This was great when facing people who were weaker than him, but there was a limit to what he could accomplish with brute force alone. He could only go so far with using Deus without losing his sanity, like Adam, who had gone mad under the influence of the End.

“Your habit of thinking deeply after each sentence is still the same. I guess even when losing your touch with emotions, some things never change.” Ambrosia remarked offhandedly without facing him. She was much more interested in adjusting the gate’s restrictions.

“What can I do? I am a man of deep thoughts.” Sol shrugged. “So, what about becoming my teacher? You are the Witch of Origin. Honestly, your knowledge suits my new power set.”

He eyed the spellbook in her hand—the Book of Akasha. This book was no different from his divine weapon. If the Eye of Akasha allowed him to see all results and follow Karma, the Book of Akasha allowed Ambrosia to have access to all Spells created by all the witches in existence.

Of course, this book in itself was not a Weapon. but more like the manifestation of Ambrosia's True Name, the Akashik Record.

In terms of absolute rank, it was low at the moment, but in terms of firepower, there was no comparison.

“You are right in a way. While it’s quite shameful to accept, my Akashik Record is a lesser version of your Concept of Origin and Beginning. Though, now that I know this power of yours came from the literal God Creator of this universe, I feel better about myself.”

“You should be proud. After all, out of the three of your heaven-defying group, your ambitions were the biggest.”

“That is indeed true.” Ambrosia smiled and closed her book. “Now that you've finished flattering me to no end, speak. Why did you come? What do you want?”

Sol gave her a sheepish smile. “Nothing gets past you.”

“I raised more than a hundred daughters—I have experience. Now speak. I need to finish the adjustments here and go back to Echidna and Anubis before the two of them tear each other apart again.”

“The research is not going well?”

“Try creating a new power system while having two hotheads who hate each other as lead researchers, and see how it goes.”

Sol raised his hands in surrender, not wanting to anger Ambrosia further. From the look in her eyes, it was clear she was holding herself back from snarling in frustration.

“Just to be clear, I am serious about you teaching me. I need more intricate knowledge. In fact, I think having the three of you teach me would be amazing. Imagine the result if the three legendary Mortal Demigods imparted their knowledge to me?” He chuckled. “But you are also correct—that this is not why I’m here right now.”

He looked up, his eyes growing cold. “I need your help.”

“Oh my… It’s rare for you to ask for any help outright. What kind of ritual are you preparing again?”

“Not a ritual this time. I need you to act as a deterrent.”

“Hmm… You know that I cannot participate in confrontations between kingdoms, right?”

“I know, and I would not ask your help for such a thing. But these situations are different. Tomorrow is an important day, one I have been waiting for a long time. I’m ready to make anyone who acts up pay with their lives. But if I have to be honest, I don’t want to draw blood on that day.”

He wanted the day to be perfect, without the slightest blemish. He wished for Medea to have her dream wedding, blessed by everyone and remembered as an auspicious day.

“You really care about Medea.”

“I mean… Wasn’t it obvious enough already?”

“The human heart is deep and unfathomable. It would be foolish to think that you can fully understand even after observing them for years.”

“Is it why you peek at all my nighttime activities with your beloved daughters?” Sol smirked.

Ambrosia blushed and cleared her throat. “... So, you were saying you need my help? What do you want me to do?”

Sol grinned at the way she cleared her throat and changed the topic. This might have been the easiest negotiation of his reincarnated life.

Once Sol was sure that he had Ambrosia’s help, he shared his plan with her. He only had one task for the Mother of all Witches.

“Do nothing—merely exert your presence. Stand there and look beautiful. That will be more than enough.”

Few people knew who Ambrosia was. However, those who were unaware of her identity and magnitude were worthless; he wasn’t worried about them.

It was those who would recognize her that concerned him.

“I initially wished to keep our forces hidden for some time. You know, acting like a pig to eat the tiger and all that jazz. But people keep pissing me off. This made me realize… I hate being underestimated. I was a fool for ever thinking of playing the naive fool’s game.”

Playing at being weak to catch someone off-guard was a good plan. However, after the war against Wratharis, Sol realized he hated everything about it.

“So this time, I will make it clear. Since all the countries’ representatives are coming, I will use this occasion to showcase our full military might to the world.”

No more holding back, no more hiding. He would ensure that everyone knew not to mess with him.

As for the angels? Fuck those indolent pigeons. No, he was going to fuck them up for real soon enough.

“You seem to have a lot of pent-up anger,” Ambrosia remarked, amusement on her mature face.

“I am just tired. I’ve also decided that I might need to change my approach to world conquest.” Sol's cloak fluttered as he declared his stance.

Ambrosia noted that there was no wind picking up, which would mean he was using mana to make his cloak move. But she wisely decided not to comment. Sometimes, Sol and Kali would act like unconventional lunatics, doing wild theatrics for no reason. It was better to just smile and say nothing while they went about their lunacy. It was of no harm to anyone anyway; they could do whatever they wanted.

“Your reactions are boring.” Since he got no reaction from Ambrosia, Sol stopped moving his cape in the wind. The act was tough—tougher than it looked. He had to save that for later and prepare a more convenient way of pulling off that power move.

“Seriously, while I understand why you wish to display more of your power and military forces, your policy of hiding has been useful until now. A cornered rat will bite. As long as your enemies still believe they can win, they will not go all out. But what do you think their reactions will be if you show them they have no hope? Do you believe they will just give up?”

“No, I know very well how far desperate people can go when they see there’s no more hope left for them. I also know that my greatest strength—and also my greatest weakness—is time. As long as I have enough time, I can grow far beyond anything they could ever fathom. But you see, I am growing faster than anyone could ever guess. Even myself.”

Sol gave her a faint smile, a smile brimming with unbridled confidence, confidence in his own self.

“The ‘me’ of this instant is already stronger than the ‘me’ of a few seconds ago and will be weaker than the ‘me’ in a few minutes. Every second, I grow stronger. In fact, I feel that, if I so desired, I could become a Demigod in a few days. I have devoured enough power from Asura’s true body and Hypnos' projection to make such ascension possible.”

“But you will not do it.”

“Indeed, I will not. As always, simply climbing in rank is useless for me. I need to fortify my foundation and achieve the greatest result possible. I need to achieve perfection. The Demigod realm cannot satisfy my ambition, nor would the rank of a False God.”

Sol needed to become a God. More so, a God at the level above the two Mother Goddesses and even beyond, if possible.

“So this is the goal you have set for yourself,” Ambrosia muttered to herself. Now that she knew Sol’s true identity, she could better understand his horizon. She also realized that her ambitions might have been lacking compared to the young man before him.

In the past, she might have rushed forward to reach the summit, using everything at her disposal without hesitating. Her goal had been to reach the prized and lofty rank of God and stand in the sky above everyone else, looking down on them.

But as the years went by and the barrier stopping her from becoming a God never stopped hindering her, she doubted herself more and more; in this world, doubt led to stagnation, and even regression.

She still had not fully stepped into the realm of the False God. Ambrosia was eons behind the True God realm. She could reach a power level similar to one if she used everything at her disposal, but there were still inherent limits and stature that separated beings of the two realms.

Meanwhile, Anubis, once her companion, was now far above her; yet he too was blocked by the wall separating a mortal from reaching the lofty heights of godhood.

Perhaps this was why her drive took another hit. After all, if even Anubis could not become a God, then who could?

She then witnessed Echidna slowly destroy her own mind and body for a goal with no end in sight, only to die in the most pitiful way possible.

Why even obsess on obtaining godhood? She was one of the most powerful beings in the universe. The number of people who were truly superior to her was so small in the grand scheme of things that it did not even matter, even more so since those who surpassed her were more allies than enemies.

Time was truly the greatest equalizer.

Her drive died out, and her thirst for knowledge went along with it. She thought she knew everything there was to know. By knowing too much about the laws of the world, she created limitations on her own self.

This was a world where ascending to godhood was impossible, or so she thought.

It was a world where Fate and Destiny could not be challenged, or so she concluded.

It was a world where struggles were all worthless, or so she despaired.

Even after Echidna and Anubis started working on the mythical and illusory 12 Chakra Pathways and a potential path to godhood, she simply stood on the side. It was hard to reignite the passion that once burned in her heart.

Now though,

Ambrosia smiled, adjusting her white witch’s hat to hide her expression.

“Very well. Sol Dragona Luxuria. I will act as your pawn in this operation of yours. I will also become your teacher if you so desire. In exchange…”

“In exchange?”w me that there is indeed nothing truly impossible in this world. Allow me to witness a new path for magic and finally… bring happiness to my beloved daughters.”

“I will.”

There was no need to hesitate. That had been his plan all along.
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After gaining Ambrosia’s help, Sol's next target was his unruly father-in-law, Anubis.

Asking Anubis for his help during a wedding that had no connection with Isis was quite awkward, but Sol needed someone to deal with the demon’s envoy in the most effective way possible.

Thankfully, Anubis proved to be quite understanding of Sol’s situation. Although he did not enjoy seeing so many women around Sol, Isis had joined him while fully understanding what was going on, and what his values and beliefs were—that he could not belong to and love someone alone. As a father, all Anubis could do was respect his daughter’s choices and support her.

Of course, Anubis threatened Sol about making his daughter cry, but at this point, it was more teasing between the two of them than anything truly meant as a threat. They both knew that Sol would not hesitate to put his life on the line for Isis, or for any of his women.

The third target Sol went to meet was, amusingly, Echidna.

“So, let me get this straight. You sold me out to your women, sentenced me to a life of pain and suffering by separating me from my perfect body, breaking my meridians and core, then using me until I have no more worth, and yet… You are now asking me to use my power as a Blessed to cement Nuwa’s position as the ruler of Gluttony Foss, too?”

Sol could only awkwardly scratch his chin as the former terror of the Mortal Realm listed all the things to which he had subjected her. Of all the Blessed, Echidna's position was quite special; she was both the queen and Supreme Daughter of Gluttony Foss. This position belonged to her and no one else. As long as she was alive, no one else could take that role from her.

Currently, Nuwa’s hair was still white. However, it was simply because Echidna had stopped the assimilation of their souls to a certain degree. If she so wished, she could push this and give her status of Blessed to Nuwa’s body.

The problem was…

“If I do that, I will really have lost everything, even my Blessing, and the protection from Fate.”

Sol nodded. Becoming a Blessed was both a boon and a curse. The advantages were glaringly obvious to just about anyone with half a brain cell. However, the disadvantages were quite insidious. While Fate protected someone, everything went well—life was a breeze. Meanwhile, when a new Blessed was born, Fate would slowly start pushing out the older one until his or her death, and that was definitely not pretty in any sense of the word.

This was why, despite most Blessed beings reaching the King-realm and having a long lifespan, they died quite young relative to their races.

In this case, Echidna was an exception. She was the one and only Blessed of her country. Her race did not exist at all in the truest sense, as they were nothing but creations born from her own experiments. This meant that there was no one to inherit her Blessing or the position of Crown Prince or Holy Daughter from her, no matter how much time would pass.

As such, she could forever enjoy all the advantages of being Blessed until her demise.

Things were different now, though.

“Nuwa is your true blood, born between you and Asmodeus. If you were truly dead, she would undoubtedly have become the new Blessed.”

“But I am alive and well.” Echidna sneered, finding his words demeaning.

“That is true.”

“Since you understand everything, I am sure you realize just how much you are asking me to give up on, right? I am sure you also know that you cannot force me. You cannot even threaten with something as stupid as saying you will not do your best to become a God. We both know that choice is out of the window for you.”

The way Echidna grinned with Nuwa’s face was quite unsettling for him, but Sol knew he had to give something in exchange for the monumental thing he was asking from her. Beyond simply showing off during his wedding, having the full authority of Gluttony Foss would help him settle the unrest in the mountainous zones of his territory and the entire Mortal Realm.

“What do you want?”

“What can you give me?”

The two reached a stalemate, but Echidna was content to let the silence linger. Crazy in the truest sense of the word, she might be; that did not mean she was emotionless or clueless.

She had accepted her punishment simply because she knew that Sol was the only hope to realize her dreams. But in this scenario, he was the one who needed her. She was going to use this situation to her advantage and milk the bastard dry of everything she could.

It felt very good.

Seeing the ever-calm Sol, who loved to act as if everything was within the palm of his hand, now needing to beg her was mentally and physically rewarding. It tasted even better than the most delicious food in the world, if she had to be honest.

Speaking of food, Echidna wolfed down chocolate cake while computing an equation in her mind.

Her current discussion with Sol was just a way to pass time. But even now, a corner of her brain was busy as she analyzed the data she had gathered of his skeletal structure.

The completion of the 12 Chakra Openings was proving to be more challenging than she had initially expected. But thanks to Anubis, the results were coming out faster than if she had been working alone.

Thinking about working with Anubis and Ambrosia made Echidna's good mood soar even higher, and she started humming to herself. It was an old song she had heard as a child, one that the goddesses themselves sang when they finished creating her.

Sol could see that Echidna was truly at ease in the situation. Deep down, he knew that if he actually gave her an order, she would do his bidding, no matter what she thought. She would accept anything just to reach her goal.

But it was also true he had been very callous with Echidna lately. Keeping her happy would make life easier for him and would make his heart feel less heavy.

In the end, Sol gave in first. Compromise was the basis of negotiation, after all.

“I promise to let you create a new body using my blood as a catalyst.”

Echidna froze in place, stopping her humming. All the calculations she had been doing vanished from her mind as she gazed blankly at the calm countenance of the man before her.

“Are you ser… Wait a minute…” She tilted her head, “For someone like you, controlling someone's blood should be very easy.”

“As expected of you. You saw through me directly. Indeed, the moment you create a new body with my blood, you will be at my mercy—soul and body.”

“You are not even trying to hide it?”

“Why should I? I know very well that you will accept this poisoned chalice with joy. After all, there is no way you would give up on such a possibility.”

“I hate how right you are. You seem to know me well.”

“You are simply too easy to read despite your years.” Sol held out his hand.

Echidna grumbled under her breath but ultimately accepted his handshake. He was right, after all. Poisoned or not, the wine in the chalice she was being offered was simply too sweet for her to give up.

Thus, like this, Sol secured the help of the first Three Demigods of the Mortal Realm.

Not for any grandiose prize, but to show off during his wedding.

This was true nepotism at its highest pedestal possible. He was sure no act that occurred, be it past, present, or future, could top what he was about to do. This was true Aura Farming.


Chapter 18


A Cow Woman and an Elf Walk in a Room



After Sol convinced the three Mortal Demigods, he wandered through the long and wide corridors of the Tower of Babel.

For the first time in a long while, Sol found himself wondering what he should do.

Everyone was busy with their own work, striving to finish their tasks. Even the maids, who would usually take their time to frolic with him whenever they met, were now working tirelessly to make preparations for his wedding. As for his women, they were trying on new robes or dresses, making themselves presentable for his wedding, or solving their own problems—big and small.

And so he found himself in his present state, all alone, wandering through his home, the endless tower, with no one to accompany him for once. He soon realized that it was also the first time that no one was monitoring him or observing him. Usually, he would be in the sights of the witches—Medea especially—or one of his women, but now there was no one—no eyes watching, no ears listening.

By the time he stopped himself, Sol realized his feet had taken him to a rather special hallway, where the portraits of all the previous kings and queens of Lustburg hung in grand frames, exuding the aura of majesty that they deserved.

From the first king, Jupiter, to the very last before Sol… Mars—his father, the Hero King.

While they all shared blond hair and blue eyes, there were enough differences in their traits that no one would mistake one for the other.

Glancing at Jupiter's portrait, Sol thought about Medea and her relationship with this ancestor of his.

One thousand years ago, when both were just teens, Jupiter had seduced Medea, manipulating her to do his bidding.

It was hard to condemn his actions as purely negative. Lustburg itself did not exist in those times, and humanity’s only identity was being enslaved by the elves, oppressed to their very deaths.

From the perspective of the humans, Jupiter's choices and actions brought about a new era—one of freedom and identity, where all humans were born free and did not have to fear extermination and enslavement.

His actions may have been distasteful, but he also nearly led humanity to true hegemony over the entire mortal world.

Had Jupiter not made the mistake of letting his arrogance cloud his judgment, the world as Sol knew it would have been very much different from what it was now.

Even then, all of Sol's current advantages and birthright were obtained thanks to Jupiter.

“As much as I hate you, I suppose I should give you some thanks.”

A glass of wine materialized in his hand, and he lifted it high, offering his respects to his ancestor.

“Thank you for creating Lustburg, and thank you for being stupid enough to lose a woman like Medea.”

He drank the contents in one gulp and made the glass vanish as it had appeared.

Indeed, he was thankful to him, from the very bottom of his heart. And now, he was about to mend Jupiter’s greatest mistake and seize the ultimate glory.

His thoughts drifted once again to Medea—the Witch of Time, his beloved.

The relationship between the two of them had been free of hardship and misunderstanding. While Medea had been trying to keep him away from her romantically out of self-deprecation, she rarely, if ever, truly rejected him.

It was a slow, simple, and extremely cozy romance, one born from love at first glance on his side, then gradual growth, nurtured by everyday life.

The day Medea accepted his advances and shared her love with him was perhaps one of the most beautiful days of his life, one he would never forget. And soon, he would show his love for her to the whole world.

Medea was not the only one he loved, nor would she be the only one he would marry. However, she was and would always be the first. His first.

His first love.

His first confession.

Not his first time, but definitely his first wife.

Shouldn't I have a bachelor party or something?

A bachelor party would need some friends to organize it for him. Sadly, the only male friend he had was Ares Highland, Athena's brother. However, the two of them had quite a complicated relationship.

The good thing was. Sol didn’t need to think much about it. Someone was already preparing a surprise for him.
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[A few moments earlier]

The corridors of the Tower of Babel were quiet at this late hour, most of the maids having retired for the evening. Only the soft glow of magical lights illuminated the path as two women walked side by side, their footsteps echoing against the polished marble.

Milia moved with her usual grace, her brown hair swaying gently with each step. Despite the late hour and the mountain of work she had completed for the wedding preparations, her posture remained perfect, her expression serene. Only those who knew her well would notice the slight tension in her shoulders, the way her fingers occasionally twitched as if mentally checking off items on an invisible list.

Beside her, Satella walked with a different kind of tension. Her blue eyes were focused straight ahead.

The silence between them stretched, not quite comfortable but not hostile either.

Finally, Milia broke the quiet. "I appreciate you taking the time to walk with me, Queen Satella. I know you must be tired from your training earlier."

Satella's eyes flickered toward her companion. "It's nothing. I had no other plans for the evening." She paused, then added with a touch of stiffness, "And you need not use such formalities. We are... within His Highness's domain."

"As you wish." Milia's lips curved into a small smile. "Though I must confess, I find it rather ironic."

"What do you mean?"

"You defer to His Highness's authority so readily, yet you still struggle with mine." Milia's tone was not accusatory, merely observant. "I've noticed you often hesitate when I give instructions to the staff, even when they concern your own comfort."

Satella's jaw tightened, and for a moment, she said nothing. She finally spoke, her words measured. "I mean no disrespect to your position. It's simply... difficult for me to reconcile."

"Reconcile what?"

"You are a Duke-rank." The words came out blunt, almost harsh. Satella seemed to realize this and softened her tone. "Forgive me. I do not mean to sound dismissive of your achievements. Reaching Duke-rank is no small feat, and I understand you have worked hard to attain your current strength. However..."

It did not matter how close Milia was to becoming a King. As long as she did not pass the threshold, then nothing changed.

"However, you are a King-rank," Milia finished for her; her expression remained unchanged. "And in your world, power determines hierarchy. A Duke should not command a King."

"Precisely." Satella looked relieved that Milia understood. "It goes against everything I was raised to believe. The strong rule, the weak serve. This is the natural order we elves follow."

"And yet," Milia continued, her voice calm and even, "you follow my instructions, anyway. You accept my authority over the operations of this tower, even when it conflicts with your instincts. Why?"

Satella was quiet for several steps. They passed by a window, and moonlight spilled across the corridor, painting everything in silver. Finally, she spoke. "Because I have observed how the others behave. Lilith, who is far stronger than you. Medea, Persephone, and Freya, who are King-rank like myself. Even Pandora, who despite her... complications, is still formidable in her own right. They all defer to you in matters concerning the tower's administration."

"And this puzzles you."

"It did. At first." Satella's expression was thoughtful. "I could not understand why powerful women would willingly submit to someone weaker. It made no sense. Power is absolute, or so I thought."

Milia tilted her head slightly, inviting Satella to continue.

"Then I realized something." Satella's voice grew quieter. "They do not submit to you because you are powerful. They submit because Sol respects your authority. And what he respects, they respect."

"Very astute." Milia nodded approvingly. "You have identified the core issue. His Highness trusts me to manage his household, his operations, and to some extent, even his relationships. That trust is the foundation of my authority here; without it, I would be nothing more than a glorified head maid."

"But why?" Satella's frustration leaked into her voice. "Why does he grant you such trust? Surely there are others more qualified. Medea has wisdom from a thousand years of life. Lilith is a monster. Camelia was the Supreme Daughter. What makes you so special?"

For the first time, a genuine smile touched her lips. "Because of them all, I am the sanest and most mature." She puffed her chest with genuine pride.

Satella looked at her, completely speechless.

"I do not have Medea's wisdom, or Lilith's genius, or Camelia's divine blessing," Milia continued. "What I have is loyalty that has never wavered, and the ability not to let jealousy control my actions."

"That's...," Satella said slowly.

“I am sure it must seem strange to you, but you will understand when you spend more time with the other women.”

She shook her head. “All jokes aside, I have an obsession he values. He knows that no matter what happens, no matter how many women enter his life, I will always be his shadow. I will handle the tasks others find distasteful, and bear the burdens others cannot. I will stand where he needs me to stand, do what he needs me to do, without question or hesitation."

"But you are still weaker than most of his women," Satella said, then immediately looked horrified at her own bluntness. "I apologize. That was⁠—"

"True?" Milia smiled. "It is true. I am weaker. Though I have the power of Famine, in terms of pure value, Nuwa could easily replace me, and nothing much would change. But strength is not the only measure of worth in His Highness's eyes. He values loyalty, intelligence, dedication and, more importantly, love. These things matter to him as much as, if not more than, raw power."

"You make yourself sound like a tool ready for everything."

"A tool is exactly what I am," Milia said simply. "But I am his tool. His most trusted instrument. And there is pride in that, more pride than you might imagine."

“Pride, huh?” The way Satella looked at Milia changed.

They walked in silence for a moment, Satella digesting this information. Finally, she spoke again, her voice softer. "I understand. Or at least, I think I'm beginning to. Pride comes in all forms, and yours is undoubtedly worthy of respect. It reminds me of the Pride that pushes our Grand Priest.”

This was the highest praise Satella ever gave to anyone.

The Grand Priest of the elves was one of the oldest elves alive, a man who could have become a Demigod but refused to ascend out of devotion to Tiamat. For many, it might seem foolish. But the commitment to his Pride had always been a golden standard in the tribe.

Satella looked down at her hands, at the faint glow of mana that always seemed to surround King-rank beings. "I have power, but this power seems so measly in this tower. He already grasped the authority of the elves as well. I don't know what I have left to offer him. He doesn’t need me anymore.”

"Then perhaps tonight will help you discover it." Milia resumed walking, and Satella fell into step beside her.

"Tonight?"

"Mmm. That is why I asked you to accompany me, after all. I thought it might be beneficial for both of us." Milia's expression turned slightly mischievous. "Tell me, do you have any friends in this tower?"

The question caught Satella off guard. "Friends? I... no. I speak with Pandora occasionally, but I would not call us friends. We simply share a certain understanding."

"An understanding of what it means to have sold oneself for power," Milia said without judgment. "Yes, I can see how that would create a bond. But you need more than shared trauma to build genuine connections."

"I'm not sure I know how to make friends," Satella admitted quietly. "As queen, I had subjects. As a fighter, I had rivals. But friends? That concept has always been foreign to me. Jasmine, the Supreme Daughter, is more of a sister to me.”

"Then allow me to introduce you to a shortcut." Milia's smile widened. "In my experience, there are few things that bond women faster than sharing the same man's bed."

Satella stopped walking so abruptly that she nearly stumbled. "What?"

"You heard me correctly." Milia's tone was matter-of-fact, as if she were discussing dinner arrangements rather than something so intimate. "Tonight, we are going to give His Highness a bachelor party of sorts. A small celebration before his wedding tomorrow."

"A bachelor party," Satella repeated slowly, her mind struggling to process this information. "With... with both of us?"

"His first woman and his most recent one," Milia confirmed. "It seemed poetic, in a way. The woman who has been with him longest and the woman who joined him most recently, coming together to celebrate this milestone in his life."

"I don't... I'm not sure this is appropriate," Satella stammered, her usual composure completely shattered. Her first time had been with Jasmine, but this was different. She had known Jasmine for centuries, but she had only met Milia a few days ago. And the orgy in which she participated? This happened with Kiyohime present, so Satella did not mind that episode too much.

"He is about to marry Medea. Shouldn't he be spending this time with her or preparing for the ceremony?"

"Medea has sequestered herself to prepare for tomorrow. She is being attended by her sisters and will not emerge until the wedding itself." Milia's eyes gleamed with amusement at Satella's flustered state. "As for appropriateness, His Highness has never been one for conventional morality. Besides, the harem council discussed and approved this."

"The what??"

"The harem council. We meet regularly to discuss matters concerning His Highness's relationships, schedule time with him fairly, and resolve any conflicts that might arise. It's quite efficient, actually." Milia spoke as if this were the most normal thing in the world. "I serve as the de facto leader, though all decisions are made collectively."

Satella's head was spinning. "There's a council for his harem?"

"Of course. Did you think we all simply waited around, hoping for his attention? No, we got organized. We communicate. We support each other, even when dealing with jealousy or possessiveness." Milia's expression grew more serious. "That is how we maintain harmony despite our numbers. That is why we can function as a cohesive group rather than tearing each other apart."

"I had no idea such a thing existed."

"You wouldn't. You've been keeping to yourself since arriving here, training alone, eating alone, speaking to no one but His Highness when summoned." Milia's tone was gentle but firm. "That ends tonight. You begin to truly integrate into this household. And what better way than to strengthen your bond with His Highness while also forming a connection with me?"

"I..." Satella looked genuinely lost. "I don't know what to say. This is all so sudden. I'm not prepared. I don't even know what to⁠—"

"You need not overthink it," Milia assured her. "His Highness is not a complicated man. He enjoys pleasure, certainly, but more than that, he enjoys connection. Intimacy. The feeling of being truly close to someone." She reached out and gently touched Satella's arm. "Just be yourself. Let yourself be vulnerable. That is all he truly wants from any of us."

They had reached the door of Sol's office. Milia paused, her hand on the handle, and looked at Satella with an expression that was surprisingly kind.

"I know you are uncertain, and you feel out of place here. But I am offering you something precious tonight. The chance to belong. The chance to have friends, companions, people who understand what it means to love the same man and navigate that complicated dynamic together." Milia's voice dropped to almost a whisper.

Satella stared at her, and for the first time since arriving at the tower, she felt something crack in the walls she had built around her heart. "Why?" she asked, her voice rough. "Why would you do this for me? We barely know each other."

"Because His Highness cares for you, which means I care for you by extension," Milia answered honestly. She had no need nor desire to lie, and Satella felt her honesty.

Satella took a shaky breath, then nodded. "Alright. I... I will trust you."

"Good." Milia smiled and opened the door. "Then let us give His Highness a night to remember."

The office was empty when they entered, and the magical lights dimmed to a soft glow. Sol's desk was clear of paperwork for once, a rarity that spoke to how much effort he had put into clearing his schedule before the wedding.

"He should return shortly," Milia said, moving to stand by the window.

Satella followed her, unsure of where to stand or what to do with her hands. The nervousness that had been building throughout their walk was now at a fever pitch. "Milia, I... what exactly are we supposed to do? Should we wait here? Should we⁠—"

"Relax," Milia interrupted, turning to face her with an amused expression. "You look like you're preparing for battle, not a night of pleasure."

"I feel like I'm preparing for battle," Satella admitted. "At least in battle, I know what I'm doing."

"Don't worry. I will guide you through this." Milia moved closer, placing both hands on Satella's shoulders.

It was quite funny. Looking at them like this, it would be hard to guess that Satella was in reality far, far older than Milia.

But if Milia let age deter her, she would not be the one leading a council filled with women who were thousands of years old. In her eyes, Satella was nothing more than an ageless, immortal, yet immature woman.

The sound of footsteps in the corridor made them both turn toward the door. Milia straightened her posture. Satella, meanwhile, felt her heart race, her palms growing damp with nervous sweat.

The door opened, and Sol stepped inside, his golden hair catching the light. He looked tired but content. The smile on his face widened when he saw them both waiting for him.

He had already discovered their presence, but it was important to show the appropriate reaction.

"Milia, Satella." His eyes moved between them, curiosity in his expression. "I wasn't expecting a welcoming committee. Is everything alright?"

His curiosity was genuine. He always did his best not to listen to conversations happening in his domain. For one, it was useless information he did not need. But he also wanted to protect a minimum level of privacy.

"Everything is perfect, Your Highness," Milia said smoothly, moving toward him with grace. "We simply thought you might appreciate some company this evening. After all, tomorrow is a very important day."

"Company," Sol repeated, his gaze softening as he caught the undertone in her words. A slow smile spread across his face. "I see. And what kind of company did you have in mind?"

"The kind that celebrates new beginnings and honors old bonds," Milia replied, reaching out to straighten his collar. "Also, the kind that leaves you breathless and dirty but immensely content.”

Sol's eyes became filled with desire. He looked past Milia to Satella, who stood stiffly by the window. As lusty as he was, he did not want her to act if she felt forced to.

"Satella," he said gently, "you don't have to do this if you're uncomfortable."

"I want to," she interrupted, surprising herself with the firmness in her voice. "I want to be here. I want..." She paused, searching for the right words. "I want to be part of this."

The smile that lit up Sol's face was radiant, and Satella felt something warm bloom in her chest at the sight of it.

"Then I am honored to have you both here," he murmured. He extended his hand toward Satella. "Come here."

She moved without thinking, crossing the room to place her hand in his. His grip was warm and firm, grounding her. Milia moved to his other side, and suddenly Satella was acutely aware of how small this space had become, how charged the air felt.

"Shall we move somewhere more comfortable?" Milia suggested, her voice low and intimate. "Your private chambers would be more suitable for what we have planned."

"Lead the way," Sol agreed, his voice rough with anticipation. He had already spent the night before with Nefertiti and Nent, but his lust was endless.
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After entering the room, things proceeded faster than Sol expected. Soon he found himself sitting on the bed, with Milia standing at his side and Satella kneeling between his legs.

Milia was feeling mischievous. Before starting, she asked Satella about her first time with Sol, and after hearing the answer, she decided that it was time for Satella to know how to serve him.

Had the elf queen been genuinely uncomfortable, Sol would have stopped this, but she seemed more intrigued and hesitant than anything else. He wisely decided to shut up and observe.

“I’m going to suck your thing now…” Satella started hesitantly.

“Penis or cock, not a thing.” Milia interrupted her gently.

Satella glared at the cow maid, but Milia gave a shrug. “Names exist for a reason.”

The elf queen could only grit her teeth in defeat. She was the one receiving the lesson, and so she needed to listen.

“Sol, I am going to suck your… penis now.” She paused for a few seconds in the middle, but Milia was not mean enough to nitpick that.

After her declaration, Satella found herself a little lost about where she should start. She had fantasised about doing this for some time now, but all the experience she had with Sol was him on the offensive.

This was the first time she took the initiative. Thankfully, Milia helped her.

“You can start by removing his clothing. Doing so in a tantalising way can help enhance the mood greatly.”

“Like this…?”Satella began tugging at his waistband.

“Yes. Sol, please lift your hips a bit.”

Sol, who had been content to observe with minimal action, did so, and Satella eagerly removed his pants and underwear.

Once his pants came down, the elf looked at the partially erect penis with curiosity. It was not the first time or even the second time she looked at it, but it felt strange imagining such a huge thing entering her. Truly a mystery of life.

“So…What should I do?” After taking a few seconds to gather her wits, she asked Milia.

“Please start by gently licking the tip. Like this…”

“Ah—wait, Milia…ugh!”

The maid kneeled next to the queen, held the base of the penis, and ran her tongue along the tip. A tremor of pleasure ran through Sol’s body as soon as her wet tongue touched him.

Satella initially looked surprised by Sol’s writhing, but she nodded several times in newfound understanding. Milia slowly licked the penis head with her saliva-soaked tongue so the elf could see what she was doing.

“Satella, please join me…”

The maid moved her tongue to the shaft and aimed the glistening head at the elf.

“Oh…r-right…”

Satella had gone on and on about how much she wanted to do this, but she had been so overwhelmed by actually getting the opportunity that she ended up just staring in a daze. After Milia reminded her to actually do something, she blushed and stared at the rock-hard erection.

“Let’s do this.” After muttering that to herself, she stuck out her tongue and licked the head. Her warm tongue tip only touched it for a moment, but her crotch twitched as a jolt of electricity ran through her. The feeling of immorality and decadence was getting to her, and far from repulsing her, she was finding it even more exciting.

Despite her age, Satella always had a certain innocence about sex, unlike her sexually aware friend, Jasmine. Even after her first and subsequent times with Sol, the other women had been considerate enough not to make her do anything particularly strange.

But now she had stripped away that mask of innocence as she learned from the maid how to spread her saliva across his penis.

“Now that we've licked it enough, let’s start with our hand to get him fully ready. You need to hold it and rub it like this.”

Satella did as she was told. Her soft fingers wrapped around his penis and slowly moved back and forth along its length.

Her technique wasn’t the best, but he could sense her desire to please him. She kept her hand moving. Every time her fingers touched one of the bulging veins, it would throb. When she occasionally touched the bottom of the head, the entire penis would twitch.

But the way it moved in her hand didn’t stop her from continuing to rub it ever so gently.

“Now rub the swollen part at the tip.”

“L-like this?” Satella poked her finger against the head. Tingling pleasure immediately coursed through his body, making him groan slightly.

“Oh, s-sorry. Did that hurt?” The elf queen jerked her hand back in shock. She was afraid of breaking the mood now.

“No, the opposite. It felt good,” Sol quickly assured her.

Satella nodded hesitantly and touched the head again. Milia also helped pump beside her, and soon precum started gathering at the tip.

Milia wrapped a hand around the shaft. She pressed in from either side with her hand to contain its wild twitching and throbbing.

Satella also used a hand to rub harder against the head. She could reach the entire head now, and a dangerous amount of pleasure shot to his brain when she touched certain parts.

“You are a quick learner. Next, bring it into your mouth like this.” Milia said, before taking Sol’s penis into her mouth.

Satella watched in fascination as the head maid took the entire rod into her mouth and moved her head back and forth to stroke it with her lips. When the penis aimed her way again, she brought her lips close as taught.

She did not manage to deepthroat it as Milia did, but she swallowed nearly half of the erection. Once she did so, she narrowed her lips to stroke it with her lips and tongue.

Her oral technique was not as skilled as the maid’s, but seeing such a pure-looking elf sucking his penis built up male desire and arousal in Sol’s heart. He grunted more than usual to show his pleasure. He was not faking it; he was simply not restraining himself like he would have usually done with the more-experienced women in his harem.

Satella seemed to enjoy those reactions as she redoubled her efforts, and thanks to Milia helping her, Sol was able to feel an electrifying level of pleasure.

She moved her head back and forth to move his penis in and out of her mouth. The elf queen was indeed a good learner, and it wasn’t long before she had discovered where Sol liked it best, focusing her attack on the ridge of the head.

Meanwhile, Milia was staring at Satella’s growing blowjob technique with pride. Of course, while pride was one thing, she refused to be outdone.

While Satella focused on the head, Milia once again focused on the shaft. She stuck her tongue out as far as it would go and touched the penis with it. Once it was well-coated with saliva, it was a lot smoother, which allowed her to move her lips and tongue even more smoothly.

She knew Sol loved this. Emboldened by that knowledge, she added even more saliva.

As for Satella, this moment was so exciting, she naturally reached a hand down below her dress’s skirt and started rubbing herself. It was quite shameful, and she knew she had to stop, yet her fingers only picked up speed.

She started rocking her hips back and forth for even greater pleasure. She also swallowed his penis as far as her mouth allowed.

Satella’s tongue inside her mouth and Milia’s tongue on his shaft bumped together a little bit down from the head. But they continued the double blowjob like it hadn’t happened.

Their saliva had mixed and tangled together along his penis, sticky strings of it dripping down to his balls. The head and shaft were sticky.

“I am going to cum soon,” Sol grunted, his head thrown back in pleasure. He could feel his release building up, ready to erupt at any moment.

Satella gave him an excited look. In a small corner of her hazy, sex-filled mind, there might still be some shame and awkwardness, but at this moment, all she wanted was to get the fruits of her effort.

Milia took a half-step back to leave everything to Satella. The elf did not disappoint as she took the sensitive head in her mouth and teased it with her hot breaths and rough, saliva-soaked tongue before fully engulfing it. She wanted to drink everything.

Sol let go of his last restraint and erupted fully in her throat. Despite her eagerness, the queen spat out the penis in shock when so much semen poured into her mouth so quickly.

Sol’s penis continued to ejaculate. Like a geyser, the cum intermittently flew high before gravity pulled it back down all over Satella and Milia’s faces and hair, filling the room with an erotic smell.

Milia used a finger to scoop up some of the sticky whiteness from her cheek and licked it with an enamoured expression while Satella still seemed slightly lost.

“How was it?” In the end, Milia asked Sol with her usual mischievousness. Thankfully, the answer was a no-brainer.

“Fantastic.”

“Then, let’s go to the next step in our lessons.”
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Magic was truly efficient; Sol cleaned up everyone without having to use a bath.

Now the two women found themselves in a very interesting position; Milia was sitting directly on the floor while Satella straddled her thighs. The cow maid had already taken off all her clothes, and Satella never wore much to begin with.

With Satella on her lap, Milia pushed at the other girl's knee with her own and spread both of their legs. With nothing to hide them, their most precious parts were fully exposed, and they were both glistening with love juices.

Their hips came together, and their slits bumped into each other.

The sensation of someone else’s pussy must have seemed strange because Satella grew flustered, but she did not pull away.

The urge to shove his penis in had never been stronger for Sol. “Now, who should I start with?”

He rubbed his solid rod against their thighs and gulped in pleasure. He usually enjoyed pleasuring girls, but right now, all he felt was an animal desire to please himself.

“Satella, should I start with you?”

Her shoulders shuddered as the heat of the tip poked at her entrance, but she still looked the other way. She was prideful, and she was in front of Milia, so that was hardly surprising.

“Then what about you?” Sol pulled back and caressed Milia this time.

The maid was clearly more honest with her feelings as her hips trembled. It had been some time since the last time they had sex, and with all the stress piling up, she desperately needed it.

“Please~” She uttered, making Sol grin in a sadistic way. He was of the mind to play a prank, but it would have been too cruel.

“Well, since you were honest, you should get a prize.”

Sol’s penis throbbed as he held the rod by the base with one hand while holding Satella, who was above Milia, with the other.

Once well adjusted, he pressed the tip against her secret slit. He suppressed the urge to slam it home, and instead slowly moved his hips forward.

Milia tried to control herself, but once the penetration began, she could not suppress a low, groaning moan. Her warm and soft vaginal walls swallowed the rod in its entirety. Then once he was fully inside her, she squeezed tightly.

He adjusted the angle so as not to hurt her and to control the weight distribution of Satella to avoid an accident. They wouldn’t get hurt, but it would certainly spoil the mood.

As their union deepened to the base, they forgot everything else and stared only at each other’s faces. Sol found her so adorable that he leaned forward to kiss her, but he remembered that this was physically impossible since Satella was between them.

Sol grinned and shifted the position of his hands. He reached around Satella’s upper body, then grabbed her breasts, massaging and kneading the soft sensation in his palms.

Satella let out a cute yelp of surprise, but Sol did not stop. He used the rougher groping to keep her from thinking about escaping. After waiting for the right timing, he pinched her nipples.

Satella had been feeling a little awkward when Sol and Milia seemed to enter their own world. But thanks to his actions, she let out a sweet moan as the carnal flame inside her reignited.

He blew onto her earlobe, bit at her nape, and worked up all the erogenous zones he knew so well. Soon, the two of them started kissing. Satella was normally arrogant, but every little thing she did became so cute at times like this.

He had not forgotten about Milia, of course. He slowly sped up his hips to drive his ferocious cock into the sensitive flesh surrounding it.

Satella gazed at the union of the two. From her position, she had a front seat to see Milia’s massive breasts shake continuously. She could also see the face of the usually well-kept maid completely melt in pleasure.

I want this. She thought silently.

But her thoughts were clearly evident, as Sol leaned to her ear and muttered, “If you want something, then beg for it.”

Begging was proud Satella’s least favorite thing, and this was why Sol did it. His penis was actually about to burst in its desire to ejaculate as soon as possible, but he somehow managed to maintain control.

Satella hesitated. It would have been one thing if they were alone, but Milia was here too.

The struggle was evident in her eyes. But the more she looked at the cow woman, the more she wanted the same.

In the end, she pulled on both sides to spread her hairless pussy. A transparent fluid dripped down, leaving a sticky string behind.

Sol chuckled as she demonstrated the sex appeal of a dog in heat. “Not enough,” he said cruelly.

Realizing what she needed to do, Satella took a deep breath near Milia’s belly and said with a voice so small only someone with superhuman hearing could decipher it.

“Here…Please stick your cock in here.” She did not even hesitate to use vulgar words. Here was the queen of the proud elves, begging for her mate’s cock. Sol wished he could immortalize this moment in his mind forever.

She ended up begging much more honestly than he had expected.

“Well done.” Sol caressed her hair. Pulling out his penis from Milia’s dripping honeypot, he penetrated the elf’s beautiful garden.

“Yesssss!” Satella groaned in delight, and all the feeling of humiliation that previously clouded her mind immediately vanished.

Once the shaft was halfway inside her, her rounded butt shook, and her back arched as if a jolt of electricity passed through her. His dick was not even fully inside her, but she had apparently already climaxed.

After this, it was hard to say what was happening. The three of them continuously changed position as Sol filled them; they even moved to the bed at some point, though he could not remember when. To give them both as much pleasure as possible, he massaged both women’s breasts while fucking the other.

He also kept his hips moving to alternate between vaginas and enjoy their bodies as much as he could.

Love juices flowed endlessly from their union; each thrust sent a sticky sexual sound echoing through the room.

His rough hip movements rapidly built up the urge to ejaculate, so he could barely keep his lower body tensed anymore.

“More, give me more…ah, ahn!” said Milia. “If you grope my boobs that hard, yes!”

“Me too, Sol!” said Satella. “Don’t forget me!”

Pride? No such thing was left in this place, only endless need and lust. The women’s moans were growing more urgent, and their bodies were flushed. Satella was sure she was going to regret this tomorrow, but for now, she only focused on this precious, mind-numbing feeling.

“I am about to cum!!” Sol told them of his approaching orgasm while a tingling built in his spine, but they only wiggled their hips and urged him to do it inside them.

“Go ahead. Y-you can cum inside me!”

“Ahn! No, inside me! Cum inside me!”

He wished he could do both, but his limit fast approached. Even so, his hips sped up, and his penis roughly rubbed against their vaginal walls.

Their vaginas squeezed tighter and started to convulse. He still could not decide which vagina to ejaculate inside, so he reflexively pulled out just beforehand.

His forcefully-launched semen rained down all across the two women who were now lying on the bed. With each throb of his penis, an incredible amount of cum splattered on Satella and Milia’s stomachs, chests, and even their flushed faces.

They looked up in ecstasy as the second milky shower of the night poured down on them. A sweet surge of pleasure ran through him at the sight, and his dick was hard again in no time.

The night was only starting—it was not even midnight. Sol grinned as he looked at the two worn-out women.

It was impossible to make love all night, since Milia had a lot of work to do for the wedding. But this did not stop them from going at it for another two hours.


Chapter 19


A New Day



After a beautiful night with Milia and Satella, Sol could not sleep.

Deciding that tossing around in his bed wouldn’t help, he phased through the wall of the room and stepped outside.

The cool air rushed to him as he phased out into the open, causing his hair to rustle in the wind. Sounds of joy and laughter filled his ears, and he bathed in the festive atmosphere.

Hovering above, Sol looked up at the round moon in the sky before mumbling to himself, “I wish the day would come sooner.”

Raising his hand, he briefly wondered if he could manipulate the time of the entire Mortal Realm and speed it up, just so the day would arrive and he could finally attend his long-awaited wedding.

Sadly, it was still beyond him. As such, all he could do was wait, like all the beings bound by the realm. Wait for the day when he could finally gain the hand of his beloved.

Sleep eluded him, and so all he could do was meditate and let time fly—peacefully, quietly. He settled quietly into a meditative pose.

No sooner did Sol begin his meditations that the air shimmered, as space began to distort and writhe.

He sighed. “Go back. I do not care what you have to say. I am sure it can wait until the day after tomorrow.”

Sol did not even spare a glance at the spatial distortion happening before him, continuing to meditate.

“Do not make me repeat myself. This will be your last warning. I do not care who or what you are—reincarnated god or whimsical angel. Since you can manipulate Karma, you should be able to anticipate what I will do to you if you don’t heed my warnings and insist on being insolent.”

Sol's voice betrayed no emotion, even as he harshly rebuked the entity and gave his stern warning.

“Hehehe….” A small, boyish laugh escaped from the ripples beyond the distortion. “I guess it was gauche of me to seek you on the eve of your wedding. We do not have to meet, and I am not so brazen that I would actually set foot in a place filled with so many dangerous people. I am quite the coward, after all.”

The voice stopped for an instant before speaking once more in the same annoying, boyish tone. “10 minutes. Give me 10 minutes.”

Sol frowned, finally opening his eyes. “You are the one who stopped me from finding the fox-woman after the massacre in that village.”

“I am. You may call me Karma.”

“Hm… You have five minutes.”

Sol did not want to care. He felt like the closer the wedding was, the more distractions appeared, giving him greater headaches.

This time, even if the goddesses themselves came, he would not push back the date.

“I can see that I am not welcome. Take this as a small sign of my friendship.”

Something flew out of the ripple in space and landed in Sol's hand. He did not have to look at it to understand what it was.

A map. More precisely—a map of the Astral Realm.

The map was very detailed. Not only did it show the relative positions of the Fourteen Divine Beasts’ Territories, but also the Territories of different Demigods hidden in the abyss.

He had seen similar maps from the witches who came back from exploring the Astral Realm.

Even so, the map in his hand was on a whole different level than anything he had ever seen before. The details on this thing were no joke; it was the real deal.

On the map, he could see a small black dot moving.

“This is her location.”

“You’re selling out your comrade?”

“Comrade? Hah.” A harsh cackle escaped his lips, like the grating of metal against metal. “Remember this: I care only for my survival. To achieve that goal, I would bark like a dog and sell even my siblings. I am a despicable man who knows nothing of honor, and yet I feel no shame. That is who I am.”

The voice faded.

“I do not wish to make an enemy of you. Nor do I wish to fight against my brother, who dreams of grandeur that is out of his reach. I will stay as nothing but a bystander.”

“How can I know that this is not a trap?”

“Well… that is for you to find out. Hahah!”

With those last words, the ripples in space vanished.

Sol did not even bother trying to find him. He simply looked down at the map before throwing it into his dimension.

Nothing would distract him from his upcoming wedding.

Absolutely nothing!

And so, he waited in the sky, eyes closed in meditation, until a hint of sunlight started appearing in the sky.

Today was a new day. The day of his wedding.
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The rising sun ushered in a new day, and with that, it brought about the start of the festivities. Lustburg was on the eve of an event that had never been seen before in all of its relatively short yet tumultuous history.

The wedding of a prince—well, that was not unusual.

However, the prince being wedded to a witch… well, that was news of such humongous proportions that it could not be stated in words.

A thousand years ago, the First King, Jupiter Luxuria, was nearly tricked by a witch into doing her bidding and bringing chaos to the realm of man and humanity. At least, that was how the story was told to the children to frighten them to sleep and the history that was being taught in schools.

The story was of the evil witch who fell madly in love with the prince and gave him a potion to control him, or how she was an evil witch who thirsted for power and tried to obtain the kingdom by manipulating the naive and lovestruck prince, or something along those lines.

After so many years had gone by, there were hundreds, if not thousands, of slightly different versions of the same story. However, in all of them, there was only one commonality that rang true, no matter what: an evil witch, and a poor, helpless prince.

That poor prince shattered the curse and rose against the witch by sealing her forever in the Tower of Babel.

Some conspiracy theories even added that the death of the king was most likely because of the witch’s curse, which she had inflicted on him during her isolation and confinement.

Technically, they were not entirely wrong in their theories and their beliefs. But they had no way of actually knowing that, and no one was about to enlighten them.

Because of all the above points, the relationship between the humans and the witches had been extremely tense.

It worsened seven hundred years ago, when a witch and her brother were executed by the paladins for the crime of heresy. The common people had no way of knowing the names of these two, but it further soured the relationship between the two sides, leading them to hostility and hatred, even to the brink of war.

This was why, when the wedding was first announced, more than cheer and happiness, the first thing that plagued the minds of most citizens was worry.

After all, Sol was still young. While he had proven his valor and power as a crown prince and the future king of the realm, there was always a shadow of doubt about his maturity.

This fear was further fueled by the corrupt nobles, hiding, twisting, and manipulating everything from the shadows. Some of those nobles acted because of the weight of tradition, mixed with genuine worry about the prince’s mindset and the peace of the realm. Conservative nobles wished for nothing more than the betterment of the kingdom; they judged that allying with the witches was the wrong move, as it would give them too much power and control over the realm. Given their history, as skewed as it may be, their concern was genuine.

Other nobles had much less altruistic thoughts. They moved mainly because of all the reforms Sol was implementing throughout the lands, and in some cases had finalized. Land was not infinite, and the more land and noble titles the witches gained, the less land they would have to govern themselves.

The Crown’s Shadow found those two groups to be extremely difficult to deal with because, unlike traitorous nobles, they could not simply threaten or execute them.

Well, they could.

However, Sol did not want a kingdom ruled through fear alone. Fear was a tool that should be used at the right time and place, not just whenever someone disagreed with you or opposed your wishes.

The saving grace was that, while many doubted and feared the witches, there were just as many who were intrigued and wished to befriend them.

This was thanks to the propaganda Sol had been spreading. Many also realized that the kingdom’s new super-weapon, the Rangers, had been created with the witches’ help, and so their popularity had been slowly and steadily growing.

In the last few weeks after the war, many witches also brought relief to the more unfortunate areas, working on public safety, and helping to strengthen the aerial defenses that had always been a weak point for the realm.

When added to the neutral people who simply cared little about the witches, the Crown’s Shadow realized seventy-five percent of the population were in favor of or neutral about the wedding, while around only twenty-five percent were truly against it, and even there most of those were not vehemently protesting, only being cautious due to Lustburg’s history

When she finished reading the report that was given by an operative, Milia gave a sigh of relief. The rehabilitation of the witches’ reputation had been an ongoing work for decades now, starting during Mars’ era and now finally reaching its conclusion in Sol’s time. His wedding to Medea would be the culmination of this ambitious plan.

The work had been slow in the past; no matter how much the Crown brought up the idea of the witches not being bad or evil, there were simply no witches around to let the populace familiarize themselves with them.

The unknown was sometimes scarier than anything else; the more mysterious the witches were, the harder it was to disprove the lies against them. The fact that some witches were, in fact, evil and did use their life absorption power on innocent people in the past did not help.

With Salem opening its gates and the witches becoming a more common sight, fear of them decreased to a significant degree. Peasants and commoners alike had more pressing worries, like how to put food on the table or a potential war, than worrying about such abstract things.

Milia had little opinion on the witches. She was the result of experiments, and knew that there was no such thing as an absolutely evil race, only absolutely evil individuals.

The only thing that mattered to her was Sol’s happiness, and she knew that this wedding would make him extremely happy. She wished for this wedding to be blessed by the world, and if that was not possible, she would make sure to curate the invitation list so that no dissidents would appear.

This wedding needed to be PERFECT.

And because of this need for perfection, she felt nothing but revulsion as she looked at the updated list of invitees.

There were only five. But in her eyes, these five were nothing but seeds of chaos, waiting to bloom at the worst possible moment and destroy the most important day of her beloved prince.

The worst was that she could not eliminate these seeds, as most of them were technically allies.

Releasing another sigh, she started walking through the large corridors of the tower.

This was going to be a long day, and there was much left for her to do and handle… with her own hands.
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While Milia was busying herself and making sure that the wedding would proceed without issue or interruption, one of the uninvited guests, whom the maid was so worrying so much about, was busy leisurely strolling through the streets of Lustburg with an air of reminiscence and nostalgia.

She was a tall woman, tall enough that most men would have to look up to see her ethereal visage. Her long golden hair was tied in a ponytail that swayed under the breeze, and her shining cerulean eyes were sparkling in wonder and unbridled nostalgia as she approached the different stores of the capital.

Her clothes were expensive and otherworldly at a glance—a white skintight body suit that accentuated her full, voluptuous figure, and futuristic-looking armor that seemed extremely out-of-place with the medieval feel that the city of Lustburg and its people were exuding.

Above her head were three concentric circles forming a triple halo of sorts.

It went without saying that the woman was an angel—anyone with even half-a-brain could easily identify her from the halo itself.

On her back was a half-retracted mounting lance. The lance looked ordinary at first glance, like the standard military gear that the soldiers guarding the city wielded. However, anyone below a certain power level who focused on it would look away from it, as if by some sudden compulsion that they could not identify. It emanated a certain holiness and divinity that made lesser people feel inferior.

“My, oh my! I remember this place! To think it's still standing twenty years later!” She exclaimed in delight.

Next to the tall, angelic beauty was a young golden-haired woman clad in white-and-gold Paladin armor, which was much more in line with the city’s aesthetic. It was the official armor of the Paladin order, which was standard in the Mortal Realm.

“I remember there was a candy shop next to this,” the angel continued. “You should have tasted the treats! So delicious. They would melt in your mouth in an instant. If I weren't using mana to burn the calories, I would have gained so much weight from them.”

Despite her rather extraordinary appearance, the taller woman gave a scatterbrained and sheltered impression from the way she acted and spoke. The exasperated look on the shorter Paladin’s face was all it took to understand that this was a daily occurrence the young woman put up with while escorting the angel.

However, despite their antics and the distinctive color of their hair and eyes, no one seemed to take notice of their presence in the slightest.

“Your Holiness! Please behave in public!” The shorter of the two hissed quietly.

“Little Clo-Clo! I always told you to call me Mom when we are not under prying eyes, didn’t I?” The taller woman burbled while hugging her daughter.

As for Clo-Clo—or rather, Chloe—she found herself unable to pry her mother away, no matter how much she wanted to do it.

Not because she was too gentle and soft-hearted to do something like that to her own mother, no. Rather, it was because she knew that behind the seemingly clumsy and airheaded appearance was someone with a grip of steel, so strong that no matter how much strength she used, Chloe could do nothing. There was no physical means available that she could use to push her mother away.

“Also, you don't need to worry. I may look like this, but I am not stupid. I already activated the camouflage function of my suit; at the moment, we only look like two ordinary humans taking a stroll through the festivities!”

The way she placed her hand on her hips with a proud look made Chloe facepalm… hard. She wished for nothing more than to throw a punch at her smug face, which was literally the picture of insufferable. Sadly, she was way too slow to even land a single punch on her whimsical and shameless mother. What could she do? Strength ruled above all.

“This is not why I am angry!” Chloe hissed once again while looking at her surroundings. She knew a little about the Crown’s Shadow, and she was certain they were being tailed right this instant.

However, that was not really the problem at hand. In fact, this was extremely normal in Lustburg.

The thing that was out of the definition of normalcy was that⁠—

“Why the hell are you here!?”

“Oh!!!... Teehee~!”Her mother tittered behind her hand, cheeks tinged pink.

“Don't play cute—act your age already!” Chloe snapped.

“This is discrimination. I am eternally young and cute.” Her mother protested, pretending to pout.

Chloe felt like she was about to go mad from humiliation and embarrassment.

For weeks now, she had been struggling between her allegiance to her friend and her kingdom, as well as the knowledge of how destructive a full-on war between the two kingdoms could be for the people.

Then her stress level reached another level when they suddenly told her about her mother’s visit.

Still, she did her best to think of the good side…

“You are the Supreme Daughter, for Goddess’ sake. What if something happens to the kingdom?”

“Slothstein is strong—we even have dimensional barriers. Not even Tiamat could infiltrate our country.”

She stopped herself for a second, as if in deep thought.

“Well, she could smash our barrier. But that is different from infiltration, right? So, I am not wrong.”

Chloe wondered if she was actually the one lacking common sense in this crazy conversation.

Massaging her forehead because of the growing headache, she continued. “You know that a foreign powerhouse sneaking into another territory is grounds for war, right?

“Meh. Lilith and Camelia are my friends; I am sure I will get a pass. They are still the true rulers of Lustburg, after all.”

Chloe was speechless at this declaration. “Aren’t you worried about getting attacked on sight or kidnapped?”

“I doubt there is anyone who can hurt me in Lustburg, outside of Lady Ambrosia. But from our data, Lady Ambrosia is a pure neutral force who avoids all forms of confrontation.

“Also, I am incredibly strong, you know? Don't be surprised, but I am nearly a Demigod, hehe!” She showed her slightly muscular biceps with a proud grin on her angelic face.

Then, with a more conspiratorial tone, she muttered. “The mana density of the realm has been continuously growing. I am sure many people who were stuck in their realm are going to have minor or even major breakthroughs soon.”

After giving such news to her daughter, she expected to be astonished. After all, reaching the threshold of Demigod was no small feat.

But…

“Mom…” Chloe sighed and pinched her brows after giving a look of pity at her ignorant mother.

The conclusions she reached based on the information she had were technically not wrong. The only problem was that all the information she had was extremely outdated!

What could she say? This reminded her so much of Pandora when she had arrived in Lustburg.

Should she tell her mom that Sol technically already had a score of 4-0 in facing Demigods? That he, in fact, even ended up killing one?

Should she mention the fact that Lilith and Wukong were already on the verge of becoming Demigods and that soon, perhaps four others would join their ranks?

What about the fact that Sol could now attack people via Karma retribution?

The more she thought about all the things that her mother was not aware of, the more desperate she felt inside. It was even more so because she knew he could, in fact, say nothing about all the information that she had at her disposal.

She was lucky enough to have gained Sol’s friendship while he was still very weak. Perhaps this was Fate, or just luck.

However, she could not afford to break this precious trust. This might be the only thing standing between peace and all-out war between the two kingdoms.

This was perhaps an opportunity. Convincing the royal family would be hard, but if Chloe could bring her mother to her side, then not all hope would be lost, and they could avoid a war.

She looked around once again before looking up. Her eyes could see nothing in particular, but she did not need to.

It might have been different on any other day, but she knew how important today was for Sol. This was why she was 100% certain of one thing.

Sol definitely noticed them. Camouflage devices or not, it was impossible to hide from him in his range.

“Please… don’t attack yet.” She only mouthed the words, knowing well that her mother would hear if she muttered them.

The tremors she felt were more than enough as an answer.


Chapter 20


Old Demon



The day was proving to be quite interesting.

At the moment, Sol couldn’t move or act as he wished.

That morning, a full army of maids, with Milia at the helm, had kidnapped him and started dolling him up from head to toe, declaring that they would not let him out until he was perfect in every way.

Struggling was useless. Their grip was even tighter than that of a boa constrictor. Thankfully, he had no desire to escape from them.

What followed was torture like nothing he had ever faced in his life. First was a spa massage from dozens of scantily clad women, but there was no happy end in sight, only blissful agony. Next was a long and bubbly hot bath, followed by getting his nails and his hair done to perfection. The maids went all out, not even daring to think about any sexy time with him, even though they fully prepared for that.

While it was a shame in more than one way in his mind, Sol was happy to comply with their duties. Having sex with another woman on his wedding day would be beyond tasteless, to say the least. Depending on the person, it would be downright insulting, and in his past life, it was grounds for suing the groom.

The maids were using nail clippers and scissors specifically created by Theresa for him. Normal grooming tools didn’t work on him anymore; even the ones that the dwarven woman created would have failed had he not weakened his defenses to such infinitesimal proportions for a time. Even then, the tools were being strained to their very limits.

Once everything was done, Sol burned all the nail and hair trimmings. The chances of someone potentially cursing him with those were close to none; however, as someone who dealt constantly with Fate, he knew better than to tempt the devil on his wedding day. There was also the fact that his bathwater sold like hot cakes in the Tower. He could not even imagine what they would do with his nails and hair; no, he did not even want to imagine something like that. Still, he could not help but wonder about the consequences… Would they destroy the whole economic system of the Tower of Babel? Would the first maid to get them be equivalent to the first billionaire on earth?

Hummm.

Now he was getting curious about the outcome, if not the process.

More random thoughts flew and settled inside his mind while he expanded his dimension. He couldn’t move away from his current preparations, but thankfully, he did not need to move away from the Tower.

Chloe was right; there was no way he would leave the uninvited guests to sneak into his territory, like it was their playground to romp around unimpeded.

Sol was observing everything that was happening in the city. Dividing his attention to observe multiple powerhouses was tiring, but it was necessary to avoid surprises of any kind. He did not want any, good or bad, on the day of his wedding. If someone like Karma could move around here, then nothing would stop other Demigods from doing the same.

He immediately noticed when an angel snuck into the Capital. This had alarmed him at first, as he could feel an aura close to that of a Demigod. However, he did nothing but observe the invader, as it seemed, at least on the surface, that the angel was not an enemy.

Learning that the angel in question was one of his esteemed guests had been quite irritating. He had been of the mind to smite her then and there for the audacity of her act. But held back with extreme patience.

The intruder in question was Iris Diligentia, Supreme Daughter of Slothstein, once a companion of his father during his adventures. She was also Chloe’s mother.

From what Lilith and Camelia told Sol, after Mars, the heart of their team, had died, they separated and went their own ways, never to meet again. Before Sol made everyone cross paths, Iris was the only one left out,

Anyway, their separation and gradual isolation from each other were inevitable. From the very start, this was an impossible party made up of nearly all the most important individuals on the planet. Having won the war and then promptly losing the man they had loved with all their hearts—bar Camelia, of course—there was little reason for any of them to stick together.

However, they all shared the same goal—avenging Mars and eradicating the Wings of Freedom. That was the pledge all of them had sworn over Mars and Blaze’s graves.

This should have made Iris a close ally. However, Slothstein was preparing for war against Lustburg, despite this relationship, which proved two possibilities.

One—Iris had changed and was no longer on their side. It has been nearly 20 years now, after all. While 20 years for long-lived races like angels was like the passing of a thought, it was still a large amount of time when thought collectively from all perspectives, enough for many things to change and allegiances to switch.

That Iris acted like a ditzy clutz reduced the likelihood of this possibility. From her actions and the Karma thread surrounding her, the Supreme Daughter seemed more like someone genuinely good rather than the sly, two-faced bitch that the first possibility made her out to be.

This left only one possibility: that, despite Iris’ potential goodwill for Lustburg, she simply did not have enough power to overturn the decisions made by all the other ruling angels.

Sol cared little which hypothesis was the correct one in this scenario. However, he hoped it was the second. After all, it would be a shame to kill a friend of Lilith and Camelia.

Iris aside, the other representatives had already arrived, and he had a perfect visual of all of them, thanks to his Inverted World.

As he was now, covering the entire capital with his Dimension was nothing short of extending a thought for him, so easy that it was not even worth mentioning. He could even do it in his sleep, for that matter, maintaining his dominion even through the deepest sleep.

His soul was still suffering from the negative effects of using The End, but it was nothing that was unmanageable for the current him; he just had to be careful and not push himself too much for the time being. It was like teetering on the edge, but it was not difficult.

After Iris, the next one he noticed was Shuten Doji, the oni and the representative of the Kingdom of Wratharis.

Unlike Iris, Shuten Doji followed the proper procedure and entered from the front gate. She settled in a special VIP location, highly guarded so that she could wait patiently until the ceremony started.

The representative of the elves was, surprisingly, the Grand Priest. In a way, it was very fitting for him to come. Satella was currently accompanying him, along with a few guides Sol had sent to help them out.

It was important for the elves to see more of the world, and Lustburg in particular, as they were extremely isolated after years in their endless forest. Sol had a feeling that more and more elves would soon leave the forest and venture into the wider world to extend their limited horizons.

“Milia, a reminder, please: increase the punishment for slave-traders and mercenaries who take commissions to hunt down elves or beastkin. Illegal slave-trading will be punished with the death penalty. Nobles who buy slaves illegally will cause their entire families to fall down in one rank, while the direct perpetrators will become slaves themselves, with no possibility of buying back their freedom.”

Someone who delighted in stealing the freedom of helpless people should be ready to lose their own. One could say that it was the perfect punishment—an eye for an eye after all.

“Focus on the current moment, Your Highness.” Milia murmured to him.

“Understood.”

Milia gently reminded him he should not think of politics now, but what could he do? Politics were everywhere.

Like the small dwarven woman who was sneaking into Hermes Travers’ mansion. Though she was wearing a hood, it was impossible to hide her golden hair and blue eyes.

He thought Iris was crazy enough to come into potential enemy territory alone. But clearly this one took the cake. The angel’s Supreme Daughter could protect herself, after all.

But this one?

Barely in the King realm, she might be even weaker than the mentally weakened Satella. This would make her the weakest Supreme Daughter he had ever seen in all the kingdoms.

She must be quite desperate to enter Lustburg and try to find Theresa.

Sol dismissed her from his mind for now. Theresa was now in the King-rank, and more than strong enough to fend for herself, not needing protection as she once did. He would leave it to her.

His full focus was on the last intruder, someone who stopped at the gate in a respectful way, but whose aura made it impossible for anyone to dismiss him.

His horns were broken, and his skin wrinkled. He seemed weak and old enough that he could fall down dead on the spot, and yet, he was, without a shadow of doubt, a Demigod.

The representative of the demons was proving to be very interesting.
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In front of the city gate, an old, hunched man with one horn was looking quietly at the citizens entering through the city gates of Lustburg. On their faces, he could see contented smiles, curiosity, and pure joy. It was hard to believe that Lustburg had been embroiled in war not too long ago.

War brought suffering to the masses, such that it could hardly lift in a single generation, much less the paltry time that had passed since the battle in Wratharis, even if they had emerged the victor.

Despite sticking out like a sore thumb, people would just glance at him before going on their way. One might wonder why no one even tried to approach such a sickly looking old man, but the people of Lustburg were no fools; they knew what was up here.

They might not feel his power level—he was so much more powerful that they could not even fathom his depths. However, that he was a demon who looked old was more than enough for even children to steer clear of him. The people of Lustburg knew to beware of old people from long-lived races. In this world, age might not be synonymous with power, but no one wanted to be the sacrificial lamb on such a beautiful day.

In the distance, the guards were also looking at him with utmost caution, but they made no movements. They had clear directives about these matters from the higher-ups—Milia herself, in this case—observe and report, nothing more and nothing less. Provoking a powerhouse like the old man would only result in useless death.

Coughing slightly, the old demon looked at his bloodied hand, ignoring the pitiful soldiers surrounding him, who were glaring at him with resolve.

“You have been waiting for some time now. Why don't you enter here?” A voice came forth as a woman with horns similar to his own appeared from the crowd. A group of battle maids surrounded her. She was wearing a loose gown that showed off her excessively deep cleavage.

The traffic nearly stopped dead as she appeared at the scene. Not only was she extremely beautiful and enticing, but she also seemed to emanate an odor that enticed both men and women, regardless of their preference. Only a powerful succubus could command such a presence.

The citizens, understanding this, immediately looked down and started advancing faster along their route. They could be anywhere but not there, lest they lose themselves in her allure. A few curious onlookers tried to stay and observe, but most people simply wanted to flee from this place as soon as possible.

“Good morning, My Queen. Or should I call you princess now? Pardon me, I am just a tired old man. Entering a den of monsters is a little too stimulating for my poor heart.” The old demon chuckled as he gave a meaningful look at the tower in the distance.

Weaker people might not have been able to feel just how horrible that place was; however, the prickly sensation on his skin was unmistakable to him.

Though he was a messenger, he refused to step inside the city for even a second. He had a feeling that he was facing a deeply hungry beast that was ready to close its maw around him at any moment.

“As cowardly as I remember you to be, I see.” Pandora snickered, but the old man simply smiled in response to her taunt.

“Those who were more courageous than I have all died, yet I remain standing.”

Pandora found herself speechless at this undeniable fact. The old man in front of her was one of the rare remnants of the old empire, born in an era when the Khan was the ruler of this world, from a time when demons were above all beings and looked down upon everyone.

It was an era when Demigods were common in the Mortal Realm. It was also a time when blood drenched the world and many powerhouses fell one after the other.

In such troubled times, power was not enough to ensure one’s survival. What was needed was luck and tricks, or so much power that no one could defy or challenge you anymore. A power so potent that it made practically everything meaningless.

The two demons gazed quietly at each other. Pandora's eyes were troubled, while the old demon showed an indifferent calmness born from the knowledge that he could die at any moment.

Death did not frighten him; he knew from his extensive life that, in this world, there existed fates far worse than death. The thought made him unconsciously touch his broken horn. A phantom pain, born from trauma that had haunted him throughout most of his life, still troubled him.

This phantom pain had been acting up since he approached Lustburg. This was another reason why he had been reluctant to enter the city. Thanks to his experience, he knew that dismissing his instincts would be foolish.

“I understand your worries. Your daughters are alive and well. In fact, outside of that detestable woman, no one knows that you have been absent,” he told the demon queen.

Pandora did her best to stop herself from releasing a sigh of relief. When she heard that Envilya was sending a messenger to Lustburg, she instantly assumed that something had gone horribly wrong at her kingdom—she just did not know what that was.

If Sol had not told her not to worry, she would have already lost her sanity by now. Pandora even went ahead to inspect the frontier to see if anything had changed, but the spies she had stationed there had no information to give her.

“What does she want?” Pandora asked. However, the old demon looked at her with a deep sense of curiosity in his ancient gaze.

“Despite knowing that your daughters are in her hands, you only show such a level of worry? Strange. The Pandora I know was not such a level-headed woman.”

He was insulting her, but his eyes betrayed genuine confusion. But then, he suddenly looked toward the tower; a meaningful smile stretched his lips as he gave her a knowing look.

“I see. So, despite missing the Father, you did not miss the Son.”

“Shut up.”

“Do not misunderstand; I respect your decision. People who never had their backs against a wall might mock you, but I would never be one of those people.”

“I do not need your understanding. Just tell me what she wants in exchange for my daughters.”

“Your abdication.”

“So you want to kill me indirectly.”

As a Blessed, it was impossible for the demons to hurt Pandora. However, the rules of Blessed were clear. The moment Pandora lost her title of queen and her daughter became the new queen, Fate would search for a new Blessed Crown Princess, which would most likely result in Pandora’s own death.

Of course, this would not happen instantly. It would take ten or even twenty years for her Blessing to fizzle out, perhaps more, depending on her compatibility with her Blessing. But such a lapse of time was nothing to the demons. This was the kind of plan that could only be pushed by long-living species.

“Your daughter will also stay in her custody until then…” He smiled and asked, “What will be your choice?”

The threat was clear. They could not risk hurting her youngest daughter, but her oldest daughter, Anastasia, was not a Blessed and could be killed at any moment. Pandora did not doubt that they would resort to torture if necessary.

This was truly a checkmate moment. There was nothing she could do.

Thankfully… She knew someone who could do something.

Taking a sideward step, she lightly bowed. “I am sorry to disturb you, sire.”

The old demon regarded Pandora’s action with confusion for one second, then immediately turned around, ready to bolt.

He was a coward.

It was something he could proudly announce to the world. Whoever Pandora was bowing to, she believed he was strong enough to change the situation, and he did not have enough courage or stupidity to want to verify whether she was right or wrong.

“Move, and I won’t just break your horn this time.”

The Ood demon froze.

This infuriating voice.

This complete nonchalance.

This dark and ominous aura.

Even if thousands of years passed, there was no way he could forget them.

The old demon immediately kneeled—no, not just kneeled. He groveled before the owner of the voice.

He groveled so low that his forehead touched the ground. There was no dignity or hesitation in his actions.

It was so fast and so smooth that it looked like he had trained in this movement a hundred times over, that it was deeply etched in his very bones.

“Welcome back, Your Most Honorable and Eternal Majesty! The Immortal Black Sun that illuminates this world with Darkness! Hail to the Supreme Emperor of Undeath.”

All the pedestrians surrounding them stopped. Until now, the conversation between Pandora and the old demon had been blocked. Now, however, even hearing nothing, they could see the old and feeble man kneeling in front of a younger, more vigorous one—a scene so full of contrast that all of them stopped in their tracks, no matter who they were.

Sensing the stinging looks of disdain and confusion being directed from all over the place, Anubis could only facepalm, feeling rather indignant.

“Pandora, cover us with your illusion.”

“Understood, sir.”

Pandora, while bewildered by the ancient demon’s grovelling, still nodded and immediately covered the entire gate with her illusion spell.

From the perspective of the citizens, the last few moments seemed to have been nothing more than a mirage, a hallucination of their minds, nothing of consequence. Thus, they simply went back to their activities as they entered the gate. For all her clumsiness, Pandora was still a being in the King realm, and one of the most powerful King-level beings to boot. Her mastery had only grown ever since she had joined the Tower.

After making sure that she erased the memories of the encounter from the people’s minds, she gazed back at the old, pitiful man who was still bowing so low she could see the crown of his head. His forehead was kissing the ground, and his two knees were bent in the most perfect enactment of grovelling that she had ever seen in her life.

Pandora could understand kneeling in front of someone stronger. She could even understand begging for her life.

However, was this not going a bit too far? Especially for someone of the ancient demon’s stature?

She was feeling utterly lost in the moment. She felt as though she were a little girl, discovering the tumultuous lies that the adults had hidden about the world.

The old demon, or better known as the Old Ancestor of the Demons, was perhaps the source of one of the greatest traumas in Pandora’s mind. A demon who had discarded his very name and only lived in the depths of memory, lying in wait like a looming guardian deity.

A man who had witnessed the Demon Empire at its peak and had also survived its fall. He was both an object of fear and reverence for her. He was a myth and a legend for all the young demons that tread the modern Mortal Realm.

Though the old demon would sometimes joke about how much of a coward he was, she had always taken his words as nothing but the humble jest of an ancient being. After all, the Ancestor had not cowered even before the Goddess of Envy. While he respected Invidia, he did not fear her. Even the Supreme Daughter was merely his equal—although the ancient demon had already lost his path to Godhood.

He truly was one of the highest powerhouses of the Mortal Realm. So how could such a man be a pathetic coward? Such a notion was simply incomprehensible to her.

However, that very nonsense was being played out before her.

The regal image of him that had existed in her mind for all her life… shattered in an instant.

“Hah… You should look at Pandora’s face. Seems like your pathetic display destroyed any respect she had for you.” Anubis sneered as he placed his foot on the old demon’s head, pushing his face further into the ground. However, the man showed not even the simplest sign of resistance.

“There is no shame in bowing to a man such as you, Your Majesty. Please do not sully your esteemed feet by touching my dirty body.”

“Heh, are you telling me what I should do?” Anubis demanded.

“I would never dare. A direct contact with you is simply too much of an honor for your faithful servant.”

Anubis’ face briefly contorted in disgust. If the man had been lying or acting, he would have found it admirable. People who could hide their indignation through the humiliation they received and bide their time to strike and crush their enemies, answering the humiliation back a hundredfold, were truly a fearsome bunch. They invoked a sense of admiration from the depths of one’s soul.

But as someone who could read the very essence of souls, Anubis knew there were no lies in the old coot’s words. There were no signs of hesitation nor deception, just plain truth that resonated with his belief.

The man was truly bowing and yielding to Anubis.

“Tsk. Bullying you isn’t fun. Rise.”

He took his foot from the old man’s head, and he rose, trembling, to his feet.

“I am grateful for your mercy.” He kept his head low, as if looking at Anubis directly was something he dared not do.

Anubis shook his head. It had been so long, but he remembered now—the reason why he had spared this man back then.

When Anubis stormed the Demon King's castle with Echidna and Ambrosia, he had been ready to raze everything and everyone to the ground, turning them all into dust. He spared only a few of the most-loyal servants. As for those related by blood, he killed nearly every one of them with his own hand.

He felt no regret for the massacre he caused. They were not family, merely strangers who shared blood ties with him.

Of the few he did not kill, the old coot grovelling before him was the most memorable one. This was undoubtedly the most shameless and cowardly bastard Anubis had ever seen in his entire life.

Had he been weak, it would have been one thing. But Anubis distinctly remembered that he had been the most troublesome one to fight after his progenitor, the Demon King. How in the hell someone like him became a Demigod in the first place was beyond his understanding.

But in a way, perhaps the fact that he was so clear about his desire and his own heart was why he could advance to such heights.

“Can you still use your Concept?”

“Surely you jest, Your Majesty. You destroyed my Territory, erased my Name, broke my Horn, and twisted my Veins. I am nothing but a poor cripple, shamelessly clinging to life, an old ghost of a now-forgotten glorious past.”

“The way you talk makes me look like a terrible man. Need I remind you that you were the one who proposed those measures in exchange for your pitiful life?”

“And I am forever grateful for your magnanimity.” The old man mumbled.

“Hum…” Anubis mused, scanning the demon up and down, scrutinizing every aspect of the cowardly ancient demon. No matter how he looked at it, the old man was crippled from head to toe. The only reason he was still alive was because of his innate vitality as a True Demon and the little divinity he cultivated as a Demigod before his fall.

“You make me uneasy. I want to kill you right here and now.” Killing intent brewed in Anubis’ eyes. “Why aren’t you saying anything this time around?”

“I know mere words cannot change your opinion. Once you decide to kill me, you will act.”

“What will you do then?”

“I want to live. But in front of you, any form of struggle is useless. I would simply destroy my body in a massive explosion and flee to the Divine Realm with my soul. Though it will be a shame, I am sure the goddess would allow me to stay at her side as a reward for my service.”

“So that is why you have been slowly gathering the small amount of energy you have remaining.”

“A cornered rat will bite a cat, after all. Letting my soul fall into your hands would be the end. It would be worse than death; at least there rest there.”

“Heh… Truly a coward, but not a complete buffoon, it seems.” Anubis mused.

“I am sorry to contradict you, Your Majesty, but I am quite stupid. I should have listened to my intuition and not approached this place. Who would have thought I would face you?”

Anubis scoffed. “You should be grateful you faced me. If it were the boy, losing your body or soul would be the least of your worries.”

“Is that so…?” The old demon did not ask if Anubis was exaggerating. He was one of the strongest beings in the whole universe; for him to say something like that could only mean one thing.

“Well, it seems like the Supreme Daughter will fail in her endeavor.” Taking a peek at Pandora, he smiled. “Your bet this time was the correct one. Congratulations.”

“Keep your flattery to yourself. All I want is for my daughters to be safe,” Pandora sneered at him.

“They will be, I can promise you. I have no intention of provoking His Majesty's respect.”

Pandora glared. She found it somewhat irksome that the old demon still called Anubis Majesty, while showing not even the minimum level of respect to her. However, she understood that in his eyes, she was no threat to his life.

Anubis spoke again. “Now that the issue has been dealt with, mind telling us why all the Supreme Daughters are sending proxies to Lustburg?”

“Of course.” The Old Demon nodded. “They wish to meet the new Supreme Daughter of Castitas. The investiture of a new Supreme Daughter is a very important event.”

“Cut the bullshit. What is the true reason?”

The old demon smiled thinly. “A Divine Beast will descend upon Lustburg. As for who it would be… it’s quite evident, wouldn’t you say?”

Anubis mouthed, speechless at this bombshell, “Asmodeus.”


Chapter 21


Start of the Wedding (Sol’s Suit at the End)



After his big reveal, Anubis immediately seized the old demon by the scruff of his neck and vanished with him to who-knows-where.

Asmodeus arriving in the Mortal Realm was earth-shaking news in more ways than one.

Ever since the last age had ended, Demigods not born within the Mortal Realm had been forbidden from entering it. The law grew even stricter after Tiamat’s rampage in the Mortal Realm, when a necromancer dared to desecrate the corpses of the mighty dragons.

Yet the greatest obstacle was not the laws placed to shackle the Demigods, but the very nature of the realm itself. The Mortal Realm could no longer sustain the birth of any new Demigods, nor hold those who descended from higher planes for long.

Asmodeus’s arrival was no mere intrusion. It was a herald—the sign of a new age.

If he could enter, others would surely follow soon after. That very scenario was something that went beyond what Sol could accept or allow.

The Mortal Realm had become his backyard, a stage where he had few equals outside of the angels and the reincarnated gods. However, if the barrier shifted to allow the sustenance of the Demigods, the balance would surely break.

The bitterest part was that he could not even curse aloud. The reason the Mortal Realm was healing, now allowing the sustenance of the demigods like in ancient times, was none other than himself. His very existence paved the way for stronger beings to return.

After thanking Anubis for handling the old demon, Sol turned away with a sigh. The thought weighed heavily in his mind, but brooding and wallowing in regret would not bring about a solution for this predicament. He could confront Asmodeus later, or even ask Luxuria herself regarding the circumstances behind his sudden arrival.

“Is everything ready?”

He faced the mirror. His reflection looked back, clad in black and gold, a suit that seemed alive with swirling power. What Arachne Milaris had crafted was no mere garment—it was the embryo of a divine weapon.

Adjusting his gloves, Sol’s hand drifted toward his newly styled hair. A sharp swat of Milia’s hand stopped him short.

“Don’t touch it.” She stood like a stern mother, her gaze uncompromising. Sol could only smile at his lover’s uncompromising demeanor and obey.

“Tell me, Milia… is it normal for my heart to beat this fast?”

He avoided the warm eyes of the gathered maids. For all his power, at this moment, he felt not unlike a child—embarrassed, restless, unable to even look himself in the mirror.

It was truly a strange matter. His emotions had dulled over the months, smothered by the weight of his divinity. Strong feelings came less and less, and sometimes he feared he was becoming nothing more than an emotionless machine, only pursuing efficiency to strive towards a singular goal.

But now… now his chest burned with an ache he could not contain or even understand. The closer the wedding drew, the more his composure broke down, and now, with only a few hours left, he felt like he was about to drown.

Breathing was becoming more and more difficult as the time to the grand event trickled to a close, and constant worry gnawed at his mind.

“Sol,” Milia’s voice softened, a rare gentleness brushing against him, “What you feel now is perfectly normal. This is the day you’ve waited for years. There’s no shame in being happy.”

A knock sounded at the door just as the head maid’s gentle consolation ended.

Lilith entered. She was draped in a flowing purple gown, its royal shade deep as twilight, trimmed with subtle glints of silver that caught the light. The gown was regal, yet warm, chosen not as queen or ruler, but as someone playing the role of a parent standing at their children’s side.

It matched Sol’s attire perfectly.

Lilith paused in the doorway, her presence filling the room as naturally as a shadow cast by the sun. She was on the cusp of becoming a true Demigod, only limited by her own decision.

She would never miss this day, not even for all the powers that could be bestowed at her feet by the world.

For all her usual allure and danger, she carried herself now with a calm gravity, as if she had shed the mask of the regent queen and the warrior she had forged herself to become over the years to stand in a role she had never played before.

Her eyes swept over Sol, lingering just long enough to make his throat tighten. She was utterly beautiful, beyond comparison. This was something he always knew, but at this moment, what touched him more than her ethereal beauty was her gaze as she took in his form.

“You look ready,” she said, her voice low, steady, and far gentler than he had ever expected it to be.

Sol almost laughed. Ready? His heart was thundering, his hands restless, and his mind was a veritable storm of emotions he could neither comprehend nor control. But under her gaze, he felt… steadied.

“Do I?” he asked, a faint grin breaking through his nerves.

Lilith stepped closer, her gown gliding across the floor. For a moment, she adjusted his collar with surprising care, the way a parent might before sending their son down the aisle.

“You do,” she replied simply with a subtle wink, throwing him the words he loved to repeat. “And even if you didn’t… you would still be Sol Luxuria. That alone is more than enough.”

The words carried no grandeur, no theatrical weight, yet they struck harder than any oath. Sol lowered his eyes, savoring the words.

Indeed. He could tarnish such a moment with his own hesitation and fear, right?

“Thank you.”

The two exchanged a look and a smile. No more words were necessary, and the fear that had been growing and gnawing in his mind, making his feet buckle under him, had vanished like a lie. With but a simple conversation, he was now feeling more than ready for the next step of his life.

Milia caught the look, her lips curling in a faint smile. It was a shame that she was not the one who calmed him down, but she felt no jealousy. Be it now, in the past, or in the future, all that mattered to her would always be Sol’s happiness. Nothing else, not even close.

The maids said nothing; they were simply happy to witness a moment as rare as it was fleeting.

They all knew that Lilith had mellowed after becoming younger. However, it felt strange to see the stern and almost glacial queen act with such gentleness and care for their soon-to-be king.

Though Lilith and Sol were not related by blood, there was no need to explain their relationship; the depths of it ran far deeper than any forged by mere bloodties.

At this very moment, Lilith was perhaps the happiest person in the room. She looked at Sol with eyes filled with love. She was giving her all to not tear up and smudge her carefully applied makeup.

This was a moment she thought she would never witness. A moment she thought she had no right to witness, and yet here she was now, alive and happy, about to see Sol marry and start a new chapter of his life.

Blaze, Mars, can you see this? Your son has become an admirable man.

Lilith observed the reaction of the people in the room. Sol was loved and admired by many. They continued to bask in the moment until the maids finished working on Sol, and all took a step back.

Watching him basking under the light of the sun, all the women in the room felt their hearts miss a beat.

Sol had always been handsome. However, right now, the presence exuding from him was simply divine. All he needed was a halo, and they would believe him to be a god.

Lilith exhaled and patted his shoulder once; her grip was firm yet colored with gentleness. “Come. It’s time.”

The door opened wider, and the sound of distant bells drifted in.

The world was waiting with eager anticipation for the wedding of the Blessed Prince and the Cursed Witch.
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Chapter 22


Ceremonials?



Wedding ceremonies in Lustburg were surprisingly simple. Thanks to the wisdom of previous rulers, people married by following straightforward procedures, which involved signing a contract in front of the administration. These were limited to clear-cut, non-life-threatening clauses. The only binding power of the contract was the power of the law, not any unsavory inclusion of desires from either party.

Nowadays, this was the most common form of marriage that was observed throughout the kingdom.

Even people from the most remote villages at the outskirts of the kingdom’s territory could easily register their marriage, with the town’s mayor handling their area or zone. Said mayor would then transmit that information to the nearest outposts, thus spreading the news throughout the four duchies and the whole kingdom.

The literacy rate in Lustburg was high enough to allow the formation of this system and tradition. However, beyond the most basic form of legally binding wedding that was widespread, the form of wedding most women in Lustburg aspired to was a wedding blessed by Castitas, the goddess of chastity. This was an incredibly rare occurrence, even for the past rulers of Lustburg. It was different from a religious wedding officiated by a priest; the goddess herself revealed her presence and bestowed her grace upon the wedding couple, blessing them with eternal prosperity.

Because of the Concept she ruled over, many couples initially thought that both of them would need to be chaste before the wedding to receive her blessing. However, there was a small misconception in this assumption.

Unlike what her name would make one believe, Castitas was not a goddess who placed value on virginity. What she truly wanted was love.

TRUE, UNEQUIVOCAL, LOVE.

Flesh could falter, mistakes could be made, and innocence could be lost against one’s will. The ephemeral nature of virginity made the concept flimsy at best.

What she sought instead was chastity of heart—the discipline of one’s desires, the ability to place love, respect, and fidelity above lust, greed, and selfish hunger.

Her grace, when bestowed, was said to wrap around a couple like an ethereal veil, deep and soulful. It was a subtle bond draped over their being, a bond not of chains but of eternal harmony. The blessing did not prevent temptation, nor did it make a marriage perfect. What it offered was clarity, the strength to resist thoughts of betrayal against one’s partner, and the courage to nurture trust even when tested by the all-devouring fires of time.

It was for this very reason that a wedding blessed by Castitas was considered rarer, holier, and infinitely more desired than any feast or grand procession. The law could bind two people before men, but only the Goddess of Chastity could bind two hearts before the heavens.

And so, even among rulers, generals, and nobles, only a handful throughout Lustburg’s history could claim to have stood in her light on their wedding day.

In fact, peasants and commoners had statistically higher chances of receiving the blessing of the benevolent goddess. It did not have a deep-seated reason or a bias toward the nobility—no, it was because of the inherent nature of noble weddings themselves. A wedding between nobles was more often than not a marriage of convenience between the two households under the shadow of union. There was no love or devotion, merely interest and selfishness.

The prince stood in his carriage, waving to the cheering crowd. And on the streets below, people could not help but wonder as they observed the scene.

Was this a wedding blessed by love? Or nothing but a strategic move to secure the cooperation of the witches?

The answer seemed more than evident to many.

Still, doubts still lingered for some; however, all the citizens and visitors could unanimously agree on one fact: The prince was pretty damn handsome.
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Sol was waving enthusiastically at the crowd while keeping a natural, charming smile on his face. He did not need to pretend; it was a smile born from the happiness of the day itself.

The scene was being broadcast live to the entire kingdom and even beyond its borders.

It was a wedding with too many implications.

The procession to the church was a bit too slow for his taste, yet his hands were tied in this matter. This was a necessary tradition—a tried and tested way of showing his composure and the weight of the crown.

In fact, in the past, during this procession, the prince would be attacked by fake assassins as a staged, public showcase of his courage and might. Simultaneously, it would emphasize the valor of his knights and their loyalty. It was something similar to the coming-of-age ceremony that he had previously participated in by dueling in the gladiator arena.

This tradition was scrapped because true assassins would sometimes use the occasion to actually attack the prince, even succeeding once or twice.

Even so, some nobles would do this whole charade on some occasions.

When a group of beastmen, clad entirely in black, appeared in the middle of the street, armed to the teeth and emitting killing intent, most citizens were more bewildered than scared. In fact, some were even excited by the whole development, watching it unfold with bated breath and a twinkle in their eyes.

The group, which appeared out of nowhere, immediately lunged at Sol’s carriage; however, neither Sol nor Lilith showed a change in their emotions, even as the team of assassins reached them.

Clang!

Clang!

Blades sparked as the first wave of cloaked beastmen clashed against an invisible barrier surrounding the carriage. The protective wards inscribed into the wheels flared, their runes glowing faintly before dimming again.

“Protect the prince! Subdue the intruders.” Knights from the Red Rose Order, led by Lilin, rushed out to deal with the pesky assassins.

The new order, created by Lilin, considered many names before finally settling on one they thought was the most appropriate. All of them, clad in crimson armor, a blood-soaked rose with verdant thorns on their breastplates, moved as one and established a tighter protection perimeter.

Not a hint of surprise showed on their faces at the sudden, impromptu attack, convincing the citizens that this was more a performance than any real threat.

A small fairy appeared above the crowd, breaking the tense atmosphere as she shouted in a voice more powerful than her small form would let one believe.

“Hello, dear citizens! We are now about to witness the wedding of the Century! A blissful union between the Witch Queen and the future King of Humanity. Is it not an event worthy of insurmountable joy!?”

Light burst as she giggled, “But behold! Malevolent intruders are trying to stop this beautiful union! What should we do!? Could this be allowed!?”

“No!”

“It cannot be!”

At first, only a few voices rose in response to the lovely fairy’s invocation. But those voices gave more courage to the other citizens, and soon everyone was shouting out loud with all of their might, taking part in the show.

The rising excitement and the dark clothes stopped the citizens from noticing the bewildered look in the eyes of the supposedly fake assassins.

“Of course it cannot be! They need to be punished!”

At those words, the Red Rose Knights immediately rushed to capture the assassins, who suddenly could not move.

However, an ominous light shone from their bodies. The heat around them increased, as if they were ready to self-destruct and take everyone with them.

“Ohhh! How despicable! The undignified assassins are about to use a bomb! What should we do? Should we run!? Cry!? Or pray to the goddess?” the fairy cried.

“We need to fight!” one strangely well-built citizen shouted in answer before sinking back into the crowd.

“Fight!”

“We need to fight!”

“Show them that Lustburg is not to be trifled with. Crush them all!”

“Lustburg does not bow to terrorists!”

The fairy giggled at their answers and waved her hand high. Rainbow light sparkled, causing the crowd to look at the sky in wonder.

Meanwhile, the knights finally restrained all the would-be assassins, and they were marched off to jail, leaving the procession to continue without the slightest hint of damage or bloodshed.

It was nothing but a small performance for the audience to enjoy.

As for the small fairy, she vanished as mysteriously as she appeared, but would come back every time the procession was attacked to make a speech, leading the show and representing the audience’s will.

The wedding procession was not the only place where such performances occurred.

All over the capital, dwarves and beastmen would appear to sow chaos, but would then be stopped by flamboyant individuals.

In the plaza, shining undead knights could be seen dancing and playing while capturing some dangerous people on the road in the most amusing way possible.

What should have been a solemn traditional ceremony ended up being a moment of fun, joy, and amusement for all the citizens.

This continued for nearly one hour until Sol’s carriage finally stopped in front of the church’s gates.

Looking at the sprawling building, Sol spoke, his voice reaching the ears of every citizen without fail.

“Today is a day of joy. A day where Lustburg stands not divided by rank, bloodline, or allegiance, but united under one sky. From the highest noble tower to the humblest cottage, every heart beats as one.”

He paused, letting the cheers swell before his smile sharpened.

“And yet, how amusing it is that on such a day, there are always those who whisper in the dark. Those who think schemes, dangers, and cowardice could ever overshadow the will of this nation. To them, I say this—” His eyes swept across the capital, boring through everyone with a sharpness that seemed to look at their very souls.

He could see it, the power of faith being shaped by his words.

“Try as you might, Lustburg does not bend. Our people do not tremble before shadows, for I am the All-Seeing Radiant Lord.”

He raised a hand, the gesture deceptively casual, but the weight of his words sank like iron through water.

“I will protect you—all of you—my fellow citizens, people of my beloved nation. I will protect you from plots in gilded halls, from traitors hiding behind polite smiles, and from foreign beasts who dare dream to sow my kingdom in untoward chaos.”

His smile softened, almost taking on that same boyish charm once more. “So rejoice, Lustburg and her people. This day is yours as much as mine. Let the world see that our joy cannot be stolen, and our bonds cannot be broken, no matter what may come our way.”

After his speech ended, Sol gave one last wave before entering the church and reaching the altar.

Behind him, the crowd roared, swept up in the wave of conviction, though more than one noble in attendance felt the razor-sharp blade and the thorns hidden in the velvety smoothness of the prince’s words.

Some tried to move out, but a clown, a knight, or even sometimes a maid would appear and gently escort them away before the citizens noticed.

Never to be seen again.
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The citizens of Lustburg were filled with joy; in contrast, many of the nobles were filled with utter fear and terror.

“How dreadful. The young calf is now a tiger that no one can underestimate.”

A short and stout man twirled the glass filled with red liquid as he observed the proceedings from a VIP lounge of the inner church.

Around him, nobles murmured in hushed tones, their ranks noticeably thinner. Many of their number were gone, discreetly escorted away by various maids, knights, or even ‘clowns’ and other disguised staff to an unknown destination.

They all had the feeling that they would never see those people again.

“He is a dragon, Duke Hermes.” A white-haired veteran in uniform allowed himself a thin smirk, his weathered face lined and creased by battles long past.

“You are right, Duke Highland. A noble dragon without equal.” Duke Hermes' tone was filled with respect.

Duke Hermes and Duke Highland, two of the three current giants of Lustburg, were observing the ongoing scenario with an amused glint in their eyes.

They had witnessed Sol progressively changing from a beginner who only knew how to wield an executioner’s blade to a cunningly sharp politician who could use everything at his disposal, even himself, if he deemed his involvement absolutely necessary. Everything was done for the sake of reaching his goals.

“Still, to think terrorists would dare to attack Lustburg on this auspicious day. I must say, they are quite the daring folks.” Hermes commented idly. As a merchant with an intuition for money and events that bordered on precognition, Duke Travers had long since understood that opposing Sol was nothing but a fool’s errand. And Sol had not even reached the Duke realm then.

In his eyes, the present Sol was not unlike a sleeping disaster—a walking calamity and predator who should not be disturbed by any means, lest they had a fancy of stirring the apocalypse.

“They are not daring. Only foolish, and now they have incurred the wrath of a bona fide dragon.”

“But are they really as foolish as you say? What did they expect to accomplish by doing something like this? No matter what, the prince has now ascended to the King-realm. Only someone at the same level of power could even hope to affect him. Even then, they can do nothing to that monster. Why sacrifice carefully trained assassins and important chess pieces now? What is the purpose of this futility?”

The impracticality of the situation was the only thing about the whole scenario that left the intuitively sharp Hermes absolutely bewildered and stumped.

Sure, a few terrorist attacks would break the mood and might even have a few casualties if things had not been handled as delicately as they had been.

Even in that scenario, the death of a few hundred was nothing in the grand scheme of things, no matter how callous or scandalous such a thought was.

{There is no need to be uneasy. I might have an idea as to what is happening.}

A whisper reached the two dukes.

They stiffened imperceptibly. Their gazes did not waver, their expressions remained the same, yet both men understood that the voice echoing in their ears was no idle phantom or a figment of their imagination.

It was Sol Dragona Luxuria.

They knew the prince was now stronger than he had been before the start of the war. But this kind of small display always renewed their understanding and fear of his insurmountable might.

As shrewd as they were to survive the nobility, they had no notion that it was also a thinly veiled threat and reminder. A way to tell them he could monitor just about anyone in Lustburg, his domain—a sobering, horrifying reminder that nothing would stay hidden from his all-seeing gaze.

{Such trivialities are not something with which you should concern yourself. Just enjoy the day and my wedding. I will be quite displeased if the gifts aren’t to my liking.}

The voice stopped, leaving the two dukes too stunned to speak.


Chapter 23


Cursed Witch



While intrigue and schemes abounded, one important fact remained unquestioned—this day was the wedding day of a Cursed Witch and a Blessed Prince.

However, while the Blessed Prince had thwarted the attempts to desecrate his wedding, fighting against the enemies both hidden and in the open, where was the Cursed Witch?

Well… The Cursed Witch was facing what could be one of the most dangerous situations of her life.

“My dress is too tight.”

Horror and damnation.

The Four Directions witches, Ambrosia, and La Befana, the President of the Witch Association, were the six highest-ranked Witches in Salem. These were women whose renown needed not to be said, and who had enough power to decimate entire kingdoms.

Those six women were now feeling both speechless and powerless, something that they never thought they would feel after everything they had gone through. They were now facing a problem that was beyond their understanding, something that destroyed all notions of common sense.

“What if we use a spell to adjust it? Surely you must have some household-type spells, right?” Kali proposed with a soft voice, but immediately closed her mouth when Freya glared at her with eyes that threatened murder if tested further.

“Are you fucking crazy!? We created this dress by mixing in dozens upon dozens of protection spells and high-ranked materials. There is no way we can alter it now.”

“No need to shout at me. I am not the one who messed up,” Kali sulked and ducked down.

But Freya had already lost interest in arguing with her. “Let’s call Milaris—now!”

Freya started firing orders to about everyone present—even Ambrosia was not spared.

As for the cause of the current predicament, Medea… She could only give everyone a sheepish smile, full of exasperation and bewilderment.

“I am sorry. I did not imagine this would happen now.”

The fierce expression on Freya’s face immediately vanished, and she started massaging Medea’s shoulder with a comforting note in her voice.

“Don’t worry. You are still very thin. Don’t cry—you’ll ruin your makeup.” She then addressed their green-haired sister. “Persephone, how is the makeup session going?”

“Pretty well. I had to make a few modifications because of her sudden changes, but she is beautiful.”

“Perfect. Perfect. What is the situation outside? Everything under control?”

This time, La Befana answered, “The fairy Sheherazade, Isis, and Lilin managed the situation. Sol didn’t even have to lift a finger.”

“I also deployed many witches in disguise. Nothing will…”

“Don’t you ever dare finish that sentence.” Kali interjected, but Freya immediately clamped Kali’s lips shut.

Pinching the poor girl’s mouth, she asked with a glacial smile. “Aren’t you the one always going on about planting flags and something ominous? What the hell are you doing now?”

Kali immediately raised her hands in surrender, and Freya released her with a glare.

“I was just trying to make a joke.” Kali massaged her red lips with a pout. “Why the hell are you bossing us so much? One would think you are the one getting married.”

Freya shrugged as she arranged the flowers on the stand. “You know how important this wedding is. Not just for our sister, but for our race. This will be the first steps to erase the history of war and blood between us and the humans. Witches will once again be accepted in society and will even integrate with humanity.”

Kali stopped whining at the seriousness in her sister’s voice. In moments like this, she remembered Freya was actually the First Witch to have followed Ambrosia. Despite her appearance, she was the oldest of the Four Directions and the one who witnessed all the history of the witches with her own eyes. She was a living witness to the witches’ glory—and their misery.

“It isn’t like no witches ever married, right?” Kali asked.

“You are right.” She gave a bitter smile. “But it will be the first marriage that doesn’t end in a tragedy.”

There was nothing false in Freya’s words.

Witches suffered from a few powerful curses the moment they agreed to give up on their humanity, pursuing eternal knowledge.

The first was the curse of eternal youth; they were locked to the bodies of teens who had barely crossed puberty—or worse.

The second was the curse of love. All romantic relationships were doomed to fail one way or another. It was a curse that affected both their Fates and Karma; a binding that transcended time and space.

The third and most powerful curse that all witches suffered from was the curse of life steal. Being forever unable to share warmth with their loved ones without absorbing their life force while in the act brought them ever closer to death’s door the more they stayed in touch.

This one had the added consequence of rendering all witches infertile. A witch's body could never give birth, no matter what. Any fluids entering their bodies would turn into life force for them to absorb, nothing more.

Medea was lucky. Thanks to Sol being a Blessed, his Fate was superior to the Fate of doomed love imposed by her curse. Since he was half-Chaos dragon, the curse of life steal was weaker on him and could hardly dent his long lifespan.

But how many such people could exist out there? Even throughout their long lives, Medea had only seen one—Sol.

For witches, love was doomed the moment it began—eternal suffering and loneliness were their destiny. Most witches’ love lives ended in tragedy, betrayal, tears, and utter misery.

For those reasons, witches would either become reclusive and distant, or cold and abrasive. Obviously, not all witches sought warmth or love. Such witches were the luckiest among their race.

“This is why Medea’s wedding needs to succeed. Not only because she is our representative, but also because this is a way to affect the curse. The second curse, more precisely.”

Freya had been working on the curse ceaselessly for more than a few centuries now. The second curse of doomed love was clear about its effect.

Then, what would happen if a witch found a love that did not fail?

“It will create a paradox. The curse will go wild until it either dies or succeeds. We need to be very careful today.” Freya had already informed Sol about her hypothesis, but all he did was smile confidently and tell her that everything would be alright, gently chiding her not to worry.

“Honestly, even if a meteorite fell on us today, I would not be surprised. That's how dangerous the situation is.”

Freya sighed and shook her head while the others became more serious as they understood what was at stake today. They could now perfectly glean why she was so stressed.

A clap stopped the atmosphere from becoming too somber. All eyes fell on Ambrosia, the creator of the sudden sound.

The black-haired witch stood in serene contrast to the chaos and somber moods surrounding her. Clad in her signature ivory robe, with her witch hat perched just right atop her flowing curls, she gave a graceful clap, then smiled with that calm, all-knowing expression of hers—one only she who had passed through the door of Omniscience could wield.

“Ladies,” she said, her voice even and warm, soothing their vigilant hearts. “Let’s not forget what this day is about. We can argue, bicker, and panic all we want, but your dear sister and my beloved daughter is getting married in less than two hours. Focus.”

Medea looked up from where she was being tended to, a faint blush coloring her cheek in a lovely pink hue.

“... Sorry.”

Ambrosia walked over and gently tapped her nose, booping her. “You’ve got nothing to apologize for. You’re the bride. It’s your right to be a mess.”

Then she turned, gaze sweeping over the other witches with the weight of centuries in her eyes. “And you all, relax. If anything was going to go wrong today, it would already have by now.”

Kali raised an eyebrow at her words. “That sounds like a flag, just saying.”

“Good.” Ambrosia giggled with a mischievous grin. “Let the world try. I dare it.”

That earned a ripple of laughter from all the ladies. Clearly, the ever-passive Ambrosia decided that enough was enough. If Fate, Destiny, or even the Gods themselves wanted to mess with this day, she would show them all why she was feared across multiple dimensions.

Even La Befana allowed herself a faint smirk, her poise returning as she checked her wrist-sigil for any updates on the outside situation.

“All systems outside are reporting green,” she said with a calm nod. “Sheherazade neutralized the last wave of magical interference, and the security circle is stable. Isis is handling the air perimeter, and Echidna has been blending in with the nobles while disguised as a maid. She’s enjoying her work, apparently.”

“I’d be more worried about what she’s doing than what she’s watching,” Freya muttered.

“She knows better than to ruin this day,” Ambrosia replied with a smirk. “Even Echidna wouldn’t dare to act frivolously in Sol’s presence.”

Persephone sighed as she closed the last makeup box, wiping her hands on a silk cloth. “Medea’s all done. She looks divine.”

Medea stood slowly, adjusting the hem of her white ceremonial gown—a fusion of ancient witchy patterns and modern bridal designs. Arcane embroidery shimmered in silver threads wrapped across the fabric, protection wards woven seamlessly into divine elegance. Her eyes, red and gold, glowing faintly, stared at her reflection in the enchanted mirror with a misty look.

“I look… different,” she whispered in awe and bewilderment, still not sure if what reflected was her own self.

“You look beautiful,” Persephone corrected. “And you will be even more so once Arachne works on that robe.”

Medea turned toward the others. “Do you think Sol will like the changes?”

Ambrosia stepped forward, placing both hands on Medea’s shoulders.

“I think,” she enunciated softly, “Sol won’t care what you wear or how you look. You could walk in with bloodstained robes and messy hair, and he’d still look at you like you hung the stars.”

The silence that followed was warm and comforting. For a moment, none of them were witches, commanders, or ancient beings feared across the continents.

They were sisters, mother, and daughters.

And one of them was about to be wed to the love of her life—a wedding that could change the very course of their destiny.

“Alright, girls,” Freya said, clearing her throat and breaking the moment. “Let’s not cry. If someone ruins Medea’s eyeliner right now, I will curse you.”

A collective chuckle echoed through the dressing room.

Outside, bells chimed, and the door opened, revealing Milaris holding a black fan. She scanned the room, not even caring about Ambrosia.

“So, where is the witch who messed with my robe?”

Medea and the other witches gulped under Milaris' eerily glowing scarlet gaze. Somehow, they felt like she was way scarier than any curses they could face.
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After taking a few glances at Medea, Milaris nodded to herself. The strict expression on her face softened a little.

“I understand that since it’s your wedding day, you wish to be at your most beautiful. In fact, you already warned me about your changes, and we did the additional alterations in advance. Though from what I am seeing, it seems like you still underestimated the extent of what could happen.”

Medea winced at her pointed words. “I am sorry. I knew I would change somewhat, but the additional power boost I received made me miscalculate.”

“Hmm…” Arachne nodded and clapped once. The door behind her swung open, and a group composed of ten headless dolls clad in white robes appeared, one after another.

They filled the room and chased away the witches, leaving only Milaris and Medea in the room. While leaving, Kali waved goodbye to Medea, and Freya gave her a nod of encouragement. Ambrosia patted Medea’s shoulder gently, and Persephone sent her blessing of success on her grand day.

In the end, only La Bella remained behind. She gave one look at Medea, her eyes hiding deeply complicated feelings.

“I used to hate you, you know?” Her voice was calm as she delivered those not-so-calm words. “In fact, many witches hated you—many still do to this day. Your actions and decisions caused great damage to us, irreparable damage to our reputation that lasted centuries. All because of a pathetic love story where you were manipulated from start to finish.”

Medea flushed, head bowed.

“Nothing to say, huh?”

“There is nothing I can say. Words alone can never convey how sorry I am, nor can they bring back all the people we lost.”

“Indeed. The past can never change. But what we can do is live in the present and change the future. That is the only reason why I gave this moment a chance, but not because of you. I am doing this because I believe in the man you chose this time. For all his… scandalous flaws, he is a good man, and you are a very lucky woman to have met someone like him and earned his favour.”

“I know.”

Watching her back, Medea asked despite herself. “Are you part of the witches that still hate me?”

“What a strange question. I might be the witch who hates you the most in this world. I simply love witches more than I hate you, and I recognize that your happiness will bring happiness and prosperity to our race as well. That is why I will make sure your wedding will be a success.”

Her eyes held no malice as she confronted Medea, and in a way, this was more frightening. A pure, unbiased, unblemished form of hatred, all held at bay through absolute rationality alone.

“Well, I am going to stop here. After all, this day should be a good day, shouldn’t it?” La Bella smiled and cupped her hands together. “I, La Befana, current president of the Council of Witches, wish you an eternity of love, joy, and happiness. May you walk hand in hand with your beloved forever, and may your wedding open the gates of Salem to an eternity of prosperity.”

She bowed and languidly left the room.
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Once outside, La Befana closed the door behind her and immediately used a soundproof spell.

Her cold eyes scanned the other witches before settling on Kali.

“I guess it’s time for us to move?”

“Heh…” Kali snickered at those words. Her maid’s attire transformed into her witch’s combat uniform, complete with a witch’s hat with a mocking laugh etched on the border. Her eyes shone crimson. Gone was the usual laid-back witch who enjoyed sharing strange jokes with Sol.

Here was Kali, the Witch of Destruction.

Also, the de facto leader of the witch-hunting squad.

“La Befana, remember this: we are only capturing them. Sol made it clear. No bloodshed today here.” Kali gave an order.

“... Metaphorically, or literally?”

“Well… I am sure he will forgive us if we simply beat those stupid witches within an inch of their lives.”

“I guess that will have to do for now.”

The two of them exchanged nods with Ambrosia and Persephone and left the premises.

La Befana had been truthful with Medea. Many witches hated Medea, herself included. That was the simple, undeniable truth.

The only difference was that not all witches were as rational as she was. Some of them were ready to cause a disturbance at the wedding that was to change the very destiny of all witches.

To those witches, La Befana, once part of the hunting and execution squad under the command of Kali, only had one thing to say…

If they so vehemently wished to court death, then she shall gladly deliver it to them on a silver platter, gleaming with razor-sharp intent.

[image: ]


Back in the room, Medea gave a bitter smile as she felt Milaris and her dolls work on her.

She was the Witch of Time, on the brink of becoming a Demigod. How could La Befana's spell actually stop her from listening if she wished to listen in on their conversation?

They all knew about it, of course. The spell was a clear signal alluding to what was ahead, one that said Medea should not worry and simply focus on her wedding.

“Erase that frown from that beautiful face of yours.” Milaris finished adjusting the robe to Medea's new form. “You are surrounded by people who wish to see your happiness, so you need to pay in kind.”

“I did nothing to be worthy of such happiness.”

“Perhaps you are right. Then what will you do? You can still end this. With your mastery of time, you could escape this place without being noticed. What is stopping you? A sense of responsibility? Duty to the witches? Love?”

Milaris stood up.

“Once I fell in love with a man, a man who did not love me back. A man who loved another and thus could never reciprocate my feelings. Some might say it’s a sad story. But I do not see it that way. He never lied to me, never led me on. Loving him was my freedom. Simply spending time with him brought me joy. Watching him from afar was delightful, and seeing him happy made me happy as well.”

“When he died, I felt like a part of me had died alongside him that day. A part I will never get back, no matter what happens. Yet, even to this day, I do not regret loving him, and I will never regret those emotions, though I realize that it’s time for me to let go of my lingering feelings that are long due to be discarded. I also need to move forward without looking back, lingering in the past.”

She touched the wedding dress, a wistful expression on her face.

“The two of us have very different circumstances. I do not presume to know or to understand you. In fact, I even envy you a little, and I wish to live through yours and Sol's wedding. So let me ask two things. One—do you love Sol?”

“I do. More than anything.”

“Two—why then do you hesitate?”

“I am someone who has only brought suffering to my loved ones, a shameless woman chasing after my happiness while others drown in misery. Because…”

“All I am hearing are excuses.” Arachne Milaris cut her off with a sharp counter. “So I will ask again. Why do you hesitate?”

Medea sighed, and finally, the answer hidden in her heart spilled out.

“I am scared. Scared that I am being used again. Scared that I will be left at the alter. Scared that this wedding will only end in tragedy. Yet, deep down, I know my fears are groundless. I know Sol would never do such a thing, so I can only feel self-loathing at my ignorant, pathetic self. I hate the self that cannot help but doubt the man who would bring even the moon to me in a heartbeat if I just asked.”

Her eyes reddened ever so slightly, but she desperately fought, struggling with all her might to hold back her tears.

“It’s normal to be scared, you know?” Milaris laughed. “There is no woman in this world who would not feel fear and doubt on her wedding day.”

“Really?”

Milaris grinned, her eyes curving with delight at her fidgeting, almost innocent sight. “You fear because you love. You hesitate because you do not want to lose. There is nothing to be ashamed of. All you need to understand is this—today is your day. Grab your happiness even if you need to fight in the mud for it.”

Silence fell as Medea digested Milaris' words. She would never have imagined that the one who would comfort her in this moment would be someone she barely knew

But in a way, perhaps that was only normal. It was because Milaris was a stranger that her words actually reached Medea so quickly and powerfully.

Realizing that notion, she felt a huge weight lift from her shoulders.

“Thank you, Arachne.”

“The greatest thanks you can give is to show my marvelous dress to the world.”

“I will.”

Medea stood up and took the bouquet of white lilies.

In the language of flowers, they were a symbol of purity, good luck, and new beginnings.

I am certainly not pure anymore, but this will truly be a new beginning.

The Cursed Witch was finally ready to move forward.


Chapter 24


Vows (Medea’s Dress at the End)



There was some confusion among the nobles after the announcement of a slight delay to the wedding proceedings. Wild speculations flew left and right, invoking an atmosphere of a bustling flea market. Some wondered if the wedding would continue, if the bride fled, or if the young prince finally realized how unreasonable marrying a witch was. And she was none other than the Cursed Witch herself, the very reason the witches had such a bad reputation.

However, less than an hour later, a few of them were disappointed to learn that the wedding would, in fact, resume.

They were gently ushered toward the main room of the chapel where the ceremony would take place.

In this chapel, people were seated based on their level of power, not their social ranking or time of arrival.

The church’s chapel was the fairest location in all of Lustburg, a place where your birthright determined nothing. A place where nobles and commoners, soldiers and peasants could all sit together, not based on the equality of human rights, but on how much talent they were born with and how much effort they put in becoming stronger and reaching the soaring heights of the heavenly sky.

Unsurprisingly, most of the first row seats were occupied by the Dukes, members of the military, and nobles who lived on the frontier—honest, diligent, and dutiful people who had to fight the invasion of other kingdoms and monsters on the borders.

The nobles from the center were relatively weaker and sat further back. Though some nobles were dissatisfied with the sitting arrangement, they knew better than to complain, lest they invite the prince’s wrath.

“Everyone, stand up in honor of the closest to the Goddess, Camelia Castitas.” A nun's voice resonated in the tightly packed chapel, and all the attendants stood up in silence.

The door opened, and Camelia Castitas stepped into the chapel.

She wore a long white robe trimmed with gold—simple yet commanding. A soft veil framed her face, falling to her shoulders, while a modest mantle draped over her chest and back. The fabric featured delicate embroidery of phoenixes, symbols of the goddess’s light.

In her hands, she carried a slender staff capped with silver, created more for ritualistic purposes than practical. This staff also helped her direct herself since she had lost her eyesight, along with her status as Castitas’ Blessed.

The faint glow of divine energy radiating from her presence silenced even the most talkative nobles.

The attendees bowed their heads, not out of respect for the person but for the authority she represented—the will of a goddess herself.

Though Camelia was a Blessed no more—obvious because of the absence of the characteristic golden hair and blue eyes—they knew that her authority in the church had not completely vanished.

Camelia walked down the central aisle looking neither left nor right, her expression calm. Each step echoed softly against the stone floor, a reminder that, for this moment, despite losing her King-rank power, her presence overshadowed all else.

The rustle of her robes was the only sound until she reached the altar and raised her staff lightly, signaling for everyone to sit.

Her gaze swept across the audience, sharp and unyielding even through the blindfold. By losing her sight, she could see a world beyond everything the people here could ever hope to understand. She became enamored with this new world, and she wished to see the greatest light under the sun.

“Today is not simply the union of two souls. It is the binding of paths, the weaving of destiny under the eyes of the goddess. Let all here bear witness.”

The crowd bowed again in silence, some out of faith, others out of fear.

Camelia turned toward the entrance of the chapel, lifting her staff.

“Bring forth the groom.”

The doors at the rear opened, and Sol, clad in his regal black suit, entered the room—a confident smile on his face and his stride matched that emotion.

His appearance was as his normal human self, not the horns or the reptilian eyes that announced his draconic heritage. That did not mean he was rejecting his heritage. No, it was a more fundamental reason, a change in his very nature itself, as now, there was simply no difference between his human and draconic appearances.

As Sol Dragona Luxuria stepped into the chapel, the air seemed to have shifted instantly.

A hush spread across the hall, deeper than any command could enforce. It was not his clothes, nor the confident and deep smile he wore. It was the weight behind his sheer presence, the pressure that rolled outward the moment he crossed the threshold.

The walls seemed to groan and creak in protest, the candles flickered wildly, and the weaker nobles instinctively stiffened in place, their bodies tightening as if held down by invisible chains. Some clutched at their seats, others forced their breathing steady, refusing to show any signs of weakness before the prince and future king of humanity.

It was not killing intent that emanated from Sol’s aura, nor was it mana or any form of magic. It was something purer—a natural force, the instinctive dominance of a being who had long since surpassed the ordinary. Like a storm pressing on the ocean, his very existence carried weight now.

Even without horns or scaled eyes, the dragon in him was undeniable.

The Dukes in the front row narrowed their eyes, but none dared shift their gaze away. Soldiers accustomed to the battlefield felt the same sensation they once felt facing armies; a pressure that pressed and crushed on their momentum from all directions, unyielding and absolute.

Sol walked forward unhurriedly, his steps steady and dignified, his robe trailing behind him with a silent authority. The stone beneath his feet did not crack, yet every echo of his stride sounded heavier than it should, as if each step carried the weight of a kingdom.

For a moment, Camelia tilted her head in his direction. Though blind, she could sense him clearly. A faint, knowing smile tugged at her lips as she fought the urge to laugh.

She knew very well that at Sol's current level, had he truly unleashed his spiritual presence, all the people in the chapel would die in an instant.

He was someone who had slayed a God—a former one, weakened to the Demigod level, sure, but still a God with his own authority. Sol was also beyond trying to intimidate such weak people with his power. There was simply no need for him to put effort into something so worthless.

What advantage would an elephant get by trying to intimidate an ant?

What was happening was simple and, for this reason, was all the more hilarious.

{To think the mighty All-Seeing Radiant Lord is feeling nervous. How cute.}

{Shut up.}

The two exchanged light banter without a change in their expressions. But those words helped Sol calm down.

When Sol finally reached the altar, he stopped beside Camelia. His smile never faded, and his gaze swept across the still, intimidated crowd.

Those who met his eyes, even for an instant, felt their spirits tremble. To them, it was not a man standing there—it was a sovereign beast in human skin, a dragon which chose to sit among mortals, but could remind them at any second what they truly faced.

What they did not know was that Sol truly did not want to frighten them. He had no need nor desire to do such a thing on his wedding day.

As Camelia summarized, he was nervous. Extremely so.

When the wedding had been delayed, Sol had broken down in a cold sweat. Since he had intentionally stopped his dimension from observing Medea and her Karmic threads, he did not know what was happening.

Was she having second thoughts? Did she regret agreeing to stand with him before gods and men alike?

The thought gnawed at him, a rare crack in his otherwise unshakable composure. To him, facing armies or even deities was simpler than waiting for a single woman’s answer.

He swallowed down the unease and steadied his breath, but Camelia, standing right beside him, could feel it. The faint tremor in his aura, the restless shift that betrayed his calm and confident act.

A gentle smile formed on her face. She had been worried that Sol was becoming someone, or rather something, that she could not recognize any longer. He was slowly destroying himself to attain more power.

And she was not wrong to have those thoughts; they were true, after all. As Sol’s power grew, his disposition also changed to accommodate that power.

Still, seeing him like this, she realized the situation was not as bad as she once thought it to be. At his core, Sol would always be the same.

All Sol needed was Love. Their love.

Truly, the Concept of Love might be the strongest of them when considered from this perspective.

Camelia smirked faintly, lowering her staff. “The groom has arrived,” she declared, her voice clear and unyielding, quiet yet still echoing in everyone’s ears. “Now let the bride come forth.”

The great doors at the end of the chapel opened once more.

A light breeze stirred through the room, carrying with it the faint scent of flowers, sharp against the heavy incense that had filled the air. The nobles craned their necks instinctively, silence rippling through the crowd as every pair of eyes fixed on the entrance.

The moment stretched. Even Sol, for all his restraint, felt his chest tighten as he turned his gaze toward the open doors.

Then… Medea appeared at the end of his gaze.

The chapel of the Church of Castitas fell into stunned silence as Medea appeared at the doors. Guiding her forward was an illustrious Demigod, her mother Ambrosia.

The moment he laid his eyes on her, Sol’s breathing stopped for a moment.

Medea had changed—by an absurdly astounding degree, in fact. It was as though she had suddenly gone through a growth spurt overnight and had a few years of growth all at once.

She stood taller now, her figure refined, elegant, and overall fuller, every movement carrying quiet confidence. Though still not as tall as Sol, her height and bearing gave her a commanding grace.

Her long silver hair spilled in smooth waves down her back, gleaming under the chapel light like threads of moonlight. What drew everyone’s gaze, however, were her eyes— one a deep, burning red, the other a luminous gold. Together, they carried both danger and allure, as though they held two worlds within them.

All hesitation, fear, and worry that were gnawing at Sol’s mind had vanished in an instant. In their place, all that was left was a young man mesmerized by the first love of his life in her wedding dress.

For as long as anyone remembered, Medea had worn black—robes, dresses, veils, and shadowy silhouettes covering her form like armor. Today, however, clothed in white, her beauty struck even harder than he could have ever anticipated.

The dress Medea was wearing seemed simple at first glance, yet its craftsmanship and the materials used on it were in no way inferior to Sol’s robe.

White silk flowed around her in intricately layered waves, each fold catching the sunlight and breaking it into a mixture of faint, kaleidoscopic colors.

The bodice fit close, trimmed with pale blue lace that traced her neckline and shoulders, soft against her skin but precise in detail. A satin ribbon of the same blue tied neatly at her waist, holding the shape of the gown as the skirt spread outward, wide and full, moving with each step like ripples across water.

In her hands she carried a bouquet of pastel flowers bound with blue silk.

The veil framed her face in soft shades of light, the gown flowing like water around her graceful, ethereal form. Nobles who once whispered doubts now held their breath, struck by her beauty.

In such an enchanting atmosphere, under the stunned gazes of the assembly, she reached the altar, and Ambrosia released her hand before taking a few steps back.

Medea stopped beside Sol, and when their eyes met through the veil, the world shrank for both to accommodate only the pair, the presence of everything and everyone else fading out. Only the two of them understood how many obstacles, internal and external, they had to face before they were able to stand side by side in this place.

Medea in particular felt bewildered by it all. Deep down, she still wondered if she had been trapped in some blissful dream or nightmarish illusion that could break at any moment and elevate her eternal torture. Many dreadful scenarios passed through her mind. Perhaps she was still sleeping deep down in the Tower, wallowing in misery with nothing else to do.

However, no matter what depressing thoughts might be fleeting through her brain, this was ultimately the reality. A reality that not even her wildest dreams could have ever conjured.

Sol was not faring much better than Medea.

His hand twitched slightly at his side, an unconscious urge to reach out for her and wrap her in his embrace, trying his best to mold their bodies into one. He forced it still, but the weight in his chest only grew heavier.

He had faced goddesses without blinking, threatened leaders, and even fought on a battlefield full of Demigods… But now, with Medea standing beside him, his throat felt unspeakably dry.

Camelia’s voice cut through the hush, breaking the pair out of their world.

“The bride has arrived. Let all present here bear witness.”

Camelia lowered her staff, her blind eyes resting on them both. A quiet feeling of happiness filled her heart. Though she was not standing at Sol’s side, it was trivial to her and in no way diminished the feelings she bore in her heart.

“One thousand years ago, Witches and Humans, once allies, were separated. A thousand years of bloodshed, a thousand years of hatred, and a thousand years of persecution will now be put to an end here and now with the union of the two people standing here.”

Her tone was solemn, unyielding.

“Before the Goddess, before this assembly, vows shall be spoken. Sol Dragona Luxuria, Crown Prince of Lustburg and the Dragon Emperor, step forward and speak.”

As though performed off a script, all eyes turned to Sol at once. The air seemed to grow heavier, but not from his aura this time around. It was the pressure of expectation, of history, of countless voices waiting to hear what he would declare.

Sol inhaled slowly, the edges of his nervousness softening as he looked at Medea’s gorgeous countenance once more. Her presence anchored him. At that moment, the grand hall, the nobles, all of it receded.

All that was left was the woman he loved. The first love of his life.

“Medea. Do you remember how this all started? Back then, not so long ago in fact, I was but an immature young man. No power to speak of and only hopeless bravado. I told you then that, though I could not understand your pain, I would help you with all of my being.”

He gave a gentle smile and endearingly called her, “Back then, you told me that you hated your cowardly self and that you were an empty person.”

Medea’s ears reddened at the reminder of her dark past. Memories of that day came back to her mind in droves, from a time that was indeed not so distant. Less than a year, in fact. For long-lived species like her, one year was not even a blip in their existence. Barely enough for a light nap. But for Medea, that one year was worth more than the preceding 999 years of her grueling existence.

It was amazing how much had changed in so little time.

“All I could say then was that I loved you despite all your possible faults. Let me change the declaration now.”

He looked down, eyes softening with infinite love for her,

“Be it then or now, you are the greatest person in this world for me. You are not flawless. You make mistakes, you can act clumsily, and you are sometimes very scatterbrained. All those small flaws constitute the woman I love.”

His smile grew… wider, gentler, infinitely loving.

“The Medea I know and love is not worthless, nor is she selfish. She is a gentle, kindhearted woman. She was the guiding light in my life, and now she is the light I wish would shine beside me for my whole existence.”

Sol could see Medea’s eyes redden at his solemn declaration.

“I love you. Always have, always will, and not even Death can break us apart. This, I can promise with my immortal soul on the line.”

Medea lowered her head slightly, her veil trembling with the faintest motion. The red and gold of her eyes shimmered, blurred by the tears she desperately struggled to hold back.

For someone who had carried centuries of bitterness in silence, to hear such words spoken so openly before all… Those words, the feelings, they pierced deeper than any blade ever could. In a good way.

The chapel remained utterly still. Even the most cynical nobles could not scoff, not with the weight in Sol’s voice. His vow had not been lofty rhetoric about kingdoms or duty. It was raw and disarmingly human.

The words of a man madly in love with his beloved.

Camelia raised her staff again, her expression unreadable, though a faint smile could be seen tugging at her lips if observed closely enough. She turned slightly toward Medea.

“Medea Asmodeus, Witch Queen and Tutor of the Crown. Speak your vows.”

Medea’s fingers tightened around her bouquet, her chest rising and falling as she steadied herself. For most of her life, she had worn her armor in the form of silence and distance.

After being betrayed by the man she once loved, she fell into a swamp of negativity and depression.

Words had never been her strength. Still, before Sol, she found them far too easily to justify her awkwardness with speech.

When she spoke, her voice was soft but clear, carrying through the entirety of the hushed chapel.

“Sol… When you first discovered the Gate to my hidden space, you brought with you a wind of change. My own pitiful and cowardly self slowly withered, and now I stand before you a changed woman.”

Her lips curved in the faintest smile as she continued, eyes shining with love and adoration behind the veil.

“I was empty when you found me, hHollowed by guilt, fear, and shame. But you… You filled that void. With your recklessness, your laughter, your stubbornness, and above all—your relentless, passionate love. You gave me back the right to dream once again and to correct the mistakes of the past.”

Her hand loosened on the bouquet. She was now finding her confidence again. She knew how much Sol loved her. Still feeling fear at this point would be nothing but an insult to him and his emotions. An insult to everything they’ve been through to reach this point.

“You say I am the greatest person for you. But for me, you are far more than that. You are my Sun. My Hero.”

She looked up, doing her best to hold back the tears that threatened to let loose and never stop. The depth of the emotions swirling in those blurry eyes bore a weight that no one could deny.

“So I vow to walk beside you, even into fire. To bear your burdens when you falter. To share in your light, and to give you mine when darkness surrounds you.”

At the end of her words, Medea lost the battle, and a tear slipped past her veil, glittering in the chapel’s light.

“I love you, Sol. And I always will, until the End of all things and beyond.”
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THIRD ACT: Dawn of a New Era


Chapter 25


Ascension



Love was truly a powerful feeling.

Love, when wielded with precision and will, was an incredibly powerful concept.

The wedding between Sol and Medea was being broadcast to the entire world and beyond. Camera artifacts and flying screens all over Lustburg and in the border towns, as well as in the neighboring countries, were viewing the glorious sight of their union.

Spies relayed the images to the leaders and dignitaries of the entire world. Angels, demons, beastkin, dwarves, elves, chimera, and humans—all of them were witnessing a love that transcended a thousand years of hatred.

Even beyond the Mortal Realm, the wedding was being observed by the goddesses. Since the representatives of nearly all the goddesses were present one way or another, they were able to pierce through Luxuria’s shield and watch the wedding for themselves.

It was truly a beautiful moment. The culmination of much pain and suffering, all culminating in love and happiness.

At this moment, as Sol and Medea made their vows under the eyes of the world and realms beyond, even divine, a powerful current spilled outwards from the heavens.

Divine light poured into the chapel, soft yet overwhelming, as though the goddess herself had descended to bear witness to their eternal union. The walls seemed to shimmer, the air itself vibrating with a sacred resonance. Even those without a shred of faith felt their hearts stir as the presence of something vast beyond their comprehension, sitting on the throne of eternity, brushed against their souls.

The nobles gasped, some falling to their knees. Soldiers, hardened and scarred, bowed their heads in unison, silent, reverent. The light did not burn; it embraced, washing away resentment and doubt, if only for a fleeting moment.

Camelia stood at the altar, her veil lifting in the radiance. Though blind, her face tilted upward as if gazing at the heavens. A rare, genuine smile spread across her lips.

So… even she acknowledges this union.

The light gathered above them, shaping into a blazing symbol: a phoenix rising from the ashes, wings spread wide into fiery shadows of nirvana. It hung over the chapel, a visible testament to the world that something had happened, something divine and otherworldly. It was a declaration that their love was blessed by even the goddesses through Gabriel, her divine beast.

Sol felt the warmth wrap around him, a reminder of the oaths he now carried with him at all times.

It was different from the sensation he created through the Lust-type contract. Similar in many ways but less binding, less restrictive.

It was a blessing in the truest sense of the word. A wish for greater prosperity and all the good things in the world.

Medea’s veil fluttered in the current of light, her mismatched eyes glowing faintly, red and gold reflecting the divine brilliance in her contrasting orbs.

Her expression grew vacant. She initially thought that in such moments, her mind would be filled with memories of a long-forgotten past.

But as she was now, she could think about no one else but Sol.

His smile, his voice, his face. Her mind was being burned by his entire persona. A branding seared her very soul, leaving a trace that would never vanish, no matter what may pass.

Camelia raised her staff, her voice steady and resonant, amplified by the divine current of the brilliance left behind by the goddess’ blessing.

“Before the eyes of mortals and goddesses alike, this union is sealed. From this day forth, Sol Dragona Luxuria and Medea Asmodeus Luxuria are bound as one. If there is anyone who objects to this union, speak now—or forever hold your peace.”

Her words echoed into silence.

This was a challenge but also a chance. The last chance for anyone who might have been against this union to act. Act and get smited by Sol’s wrath.

No one moved. No one even breathed too loudly in fear of what that might imply. The nobles who had once whispered doubts stared straight ahead, their tongues heavy, minds cowering in fear. Soldiers who might have scoffed at the union of man and witch lowered their eyes. Even the priests and dignitaries, representatives of other powers, remained still, choosing the embrace of silence.

All waited, wondering who would dare to act.

In the zenith of space, a portal opened, and divine power gushed out in droves, whirling through the chapel. The boundless aura of the Snake of Lust, Asmodeus, reached Lustburg, further pushing anyone into silence.
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The combined energy of Asmodeus and Gabriel was like a detonator.

Far from the capital, on a scarred battlefield where smoke still curled from the earth, Kali and La Befana stood amidst the broken remnants of a coven.

Witches lay scattered, their bodies battered, their minds fractured. Some had lost limbs, others clawed at their faces in madness. Not a single one had perished—yet their hatred remained unbroken.

The limbless cursed with their tongues.

The mute cursed in their thoughts.

The broken-minded cursed in their hearts.

Hatred, deep and corrosive, radiated from every witch like a sickening miasma of filth.

La Befana’s eyes narrowed, her wrinkled lips tightening. “This isn’t natural. To loathe Medea, yes, that was expected… but this—” she gestured at the writhing forms “—this is something else. A hatred without end, without reason.”

Kali’s gaze sharpened, crimson eyes reflecting the bodies surrounding them on all sides, radiating so much malice that it had become tangible. “It’s as if something is feeding them, fanning their malice into a frenzy.”

They had expected some interference, but this was definitely not anything they had ever imagined finding.

She turned towards the Capital, “Let’s go. Something is wrong. Horribly wrong.”
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Back in the capital’s prison, the captured beast folk suddenly erupted into chaotic bellows.

The silence that had lingered within the cells shattered as they began thrashing violently, clawing at the walls, at themselves, at each other. Some bit into their own flesh, others slammed their heads against the iron bars until blood ran down their faces.

Milia, stationed nearby, narrowed her eyes into slits, her gaze darkening. What she saw was not desperation; it was pure hatred bordering on absolute malice. The prisoners screamed Sol’s name, spitting it like venom, cursing him with their every breath, even using up the breath that they should use to fill their lungs, depriving themselves of oxygen just to shriek out another curse.

Hatred, raw and unfiltered, filled the air. Malice so dense it became a tangible miasma, thick enough to choke one on command.

“Restrain them!” Milia’s command rang sharp, fury washing over them all. Shadows surged from her feet, wrapping around the convulsing figures, binding limbs and silencing jaws.

However, even as their bodies stilled, their eyes blazed with unyielding loathing, as if they no longer cursed with their tongues alone, but with their very souls.

A chill ran through her spine. Something was wrong— terribly wrong.
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“One thousand years ago, a cursed witch fell in love with a blessed prince.” A feminine voice echoed through the lonely silence.

“Yet that prince knew no love, only conquest and betrayal. That betrayal led to sadness and hatred, the hatred of thousands of powerful witches and even the hatred of the snake Demigod, Asmodeus.”

“Countless witches died, countless people perished, and hatred continued to grow unimpeded.” The voice continued in that clear tone, like blessed water.

“One thousand years later, a blessed prince fell in love with a cursed and broken witch whose heart was filled with hatred and bitterness. He washed away the hatred in her heart and filled it with Love. It’s a dream come true.”

Laughter from the woman spilled out and ricocheted through invisible walls. “Now, under the eyes of the World, while fighting against a curse given by Fate, the two main characters of this beautiful story stand, professing their Loves to each other.”

In the zenith of the clear skies, space twisted, and a roar resounded like the wrath of heaven.

The body of a giant snake that was trying to enter through the portal was bisected, crimson blood with a streak of gold splashed, and a bloody rain petered out through the earth.

The portal Asmodeus opened as he tried to enter the Mortal Realm was fragmented, and soon new crimson portals opened.

One leading not into the Mortal Realm, or even in the Astral Realm, but the Divine Realm!

Far away, in the accursed land of Gluttony Foss, a vixen approached one of the many rifts tearing open the skies. Her steps were unhurried, each one echoing with quiet confidence, as if the world itself bent to make way for her.

Behind her, nine black tails swayed in hypnotic rhythm and allure, glistening faintly under the blood-red light of the eldritch portals. A tenth tail, incomplete, flickered into being, proof of her ascension, of power long denied but never lost.

Her eyes shone a deep and beautiful gold. Her smile never wavered; it was the smile of someone who had waited far too long to clinch what was their right all along.

When she spoke, her voice stretched beyond the wasteland, beyond kingdoms and borders. It slithered into the ears of mortals, echoed in the hearts of nobles, and resounded even in the souls of Demigods.

“I am Su Daji… now a mortal, once a goddess. I was cast down, forced into shadow by my own father, but no longer.”

Her tenth tail was nearly complete; the portal trembled under her presence.

“Using the power of Love and Hatred, today I return. Not as a fallen relic, not as a forgotten name. I return as the one who will reclaim her rightful Divine Throne. My birthright.”

The heavens answered her words. Dark clouds surged across the skies, swallowing the sun in a single breath.

Thunder cracked like the roar of a beast, each strike rattling the foundations of kingdoms.

Winds howled through cities and forests alike, carrying with them an unnatural chill that made even the bravest of warriors shiver in fright.

The thunder struck her continuously. From afar, the scene looked like divine punishment had descended to smite her down for her blasphemous words. However, it was in fact a test and a reward for her patience.

In her surroundings, new golden portals tried to open to no avail. Su Daji laughed louder, her gaze unworried.

The world welcomed the birth of a new god. This was a moment that could not be stopped.

“Poor sisters! You cannot stop me. Bound by the rules of this world, you are unable to enter the Heart of the Universe.”

She cackled like a madwoman. Bones cracked, flesh dissolved, and yet her laughter only grew louder, echoing like a curse across the heavens.

At last, her body reached its absolute limit.

From the ruin of her mortal shell, something greater took form. Her outline burned with shifting light, half-radiant gold, half-seething crimson, interweaving in a blend that was indescribable, undeniable. Her voice rang clear, carrying both tenderness and venom in every word.

“Today, Su Daji dies… and in her place, the Goddess of Love and Hatred, Euphoria, is reborn!”

Crimson rifts tore wider, bleeding across creation, while golden brilliance flared in defiance. The realms of the divine groaned under the weight of her birth.

“From this moment, the age of mortals comes to a close. Behold! The return of the golden age of gods!”


Chapter 26


Birth



The ascension of a new goddess was an event that shook the world, extending even beyond the borders of the Mortal Realm.

In the Divine Realm, dozens of ruins floated, the remains of what had once been the Divine Kingdom.

Out of them all, only the ones belonging to the 14 goddesses, as well as Ymir, the Goddess of Destruction, were fully active. Meanwhile, the kingdoms of the Two Mother Goddesses were still dormant to this day, silently accompanying them in their prolonged sleep.

Now, however, where there should have been nothing but ruin and destruction, a wind of change stirred, bringing with it the aura of rejuvenation. Shattered stones gathered, and two broken kingdoms started fusing under the will of the world.
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Love and Hate.

Similar to the twin goddesses, they were opposite laws—two sisters sharing Concepts that seemingly clashed with each other but were in fact complementary. They were two sides of the same coin.

During the Twilight of the Gods, the one once known as the Goddess of Love fell, her Concept devoured by her sister.

Adam killed her not long after, but since she did not die under the power of the END, she was able to resurrect with the two authorities in her possession.

Reborn a little over a thousand years ago, she explored the world, searching eagerly for a way to ascend once again to obtain her Throne in the highest known sky of the universe—the Divine Kingdom.

However, disappointingly, she was unable to find a way to facilitate her ascension. Instinctively, she knew what she needed to do. She just needed to perfectly resonate with her Concept once again and give birth to a new Divinity.

Such a monumental task was easier said than done, even for an ex-goddess of her caliber.

So she explored the world with even more effort and resolve. For more than a hundred years, she searched through the Mortal Realm, trying to find something that would stir her heart.

She brought kingdoms down, made a mockery of all forms of life, and manipulated as many people as her whims demanded on the moment, and yet it was never enough.

None of those plays could make her heart beat. None of them could inspire her to take the next step.

At least, that had been the case till this fateful day.

The day she met a small witch.

It was nothing but a whim, a way to pass the time and alleviate her increasing boredom.

But she soon realized how interesting the insignificant witch was. Thanks to that witch, she witnessed a story worthy of the greatest drama.

A story filled with love, regret, jealousy, and betrayal.

A story of the likes she had witnessed many times before, and yet that one reached such an intensity that she watched with bated breath, anticipating with relish what would happen next.

After all, the actors and protagonists of the story were of a caliber few could reach.

The tale of a Cursed Witch and a Blessed Prince.

Two people who could be considered darlings of the world, whether because of their respective identities or the power they possessed, were both nearly at the highest rank of the established realms.

It was an incredible epic, unlike any other for her.

She laughed when the witch confessed her love to the man.

She watched with bated breath when the witch used her sisters to help him conquer the world.

She teared up when the witch was finally betrayed by the man she loved.

For the first time in a hundred years, she could feel her heart powerfully beating in her chest.

This was it. This was the story she had been waiting for. She wanted—needed—to be part of this story.

No longer a bystander, she became an actor.

Stepping onto the stage, she brought down a protagonist of this tragic story with her own hand while hiding in the shadows.

She killed Jupiter Luxuria. She did not even need to move herself; pushing those cult members who worshiped Adam had been more than easy enough.

Had she not intervened, the future would have changed drastically from the path it had taken. Jupiter would have become the Emperor of the Mortal Realm and then would have fully exiled Medea. Not even Ambrosia would have been able to attack him, and the story would have ended.

However, because of her intervention, a story that should have fully ended was merely put on hold.

And so she waited.

For a hundred years, she waited.

One hundred became three hundred.

She witnessed many more tragic stories.

A story about a young witch who loved humanity too much but was ultimately betrayed.

A story about a vicious princess who terrorized the world with her poison.

A story about two twins who died because they wished to prove their theories to the world.

Even the story of a young phoenix who failed to protect her friends.

All those stories were beautiful, and yet none of them affected her like that of the Cursed Witch.

Three hundred years became seven hundred, and soon nearly one thousand years went by.

Yet she was never tired of waiting. Why should she? In the grand scheme of things, one thousand years was nothing but a blink, an inconsequential amount of time to beings that measured time in eons.

She just needed to be patient. She knew very well that such a powerful story could not end so anticlimactically, and her patience was finally rewarded.

After one thousand years, a new chapter had opened, starting with Mars Luxuria, then continuing with Sol Luxuria.

She watched it all from a distance, never stepping forward to go on to the stage herself, but never too far away that she could not even call herself a spectator. When the wedding between the two of them was announced to the world, Su Daji could say, without the shadow of a doubt, that she had cheered the most among them all, more than even the participants of this wonderful play.

And so she stepped up once again onto the boards; tying her story to Sol this time, she became someone he could not ignore.

If life were a play, then she was both a spectator, a scriptwriter, and an actor.

Though the death of her sibling was a shame and something she had not foreseen, she accepted it as a loss necessary to increase the power of the narrative she was weaving. After all, what revenge could be more beautiful than one driven by the death of family? Your own flesh and blood?

She chuckled, feeling the power of Fate weaving around the narrative she created.

A benefactor to one and an enemy to another.

Fights at the level of gods were not just about simple punches and kicks; the ability to control the narrative could change everything for beings of their caliber.

Though it was a shame she could not become Sol’s nemesis, as he had already established a rule of three against Nihil, she did not mind.

She knew that desiring such a role might be too dangerous, breaking the equilibrium she had carefully crafted throughout the millennium of her machinations. After all, the narrative of a nemesis could only end when one died.

She did not fear Sol, but there was no need to entangle herself too much with him.

Finally, she opened her eyes. The world under her divine sight looked now so familiar; she could not help but groan in unbelievable ecstasy.

Only now did she realize anew how diminished she had been as a mere mortal.

But she also realized another important fact.

I cannot use my full power here.

This was still somewhat bearable as a Demigod. But now that she had become a Goddess once more, she truly felt like a whale trying to breathe on land, or a shark in a fishbowl.

The mana in the air was simply too thin, and her existence too large to facilitate her existence.

Though it was growing fast thanks to the birth of a goddess, paradoxically, it was in danger because of the same goddess.

It’s a shame, but I should be careful.

If she went too far in breathing in mana, the world would be in danger and would deem her an enemy. If that event were to transpire, she would automatically lose her advantage and become unable to enter the Mortal Realm any longer.

“This cannot be!”

Invidia’s scream interrupted Euphoria’s musings.

Watching their reaction, a smirk graced her divine lips. “Truly stupid as you always were, my dear sisters.”

All fourteen goddesses reacted. Luxuria first verified Asmodeus' survival, while Invidia and the others tried desperately to stop the catastrophe that was about to unfold.

But they soon realized that there was nothing they could do. The gates to the Mortal Realm were stopping them from reaching in. They could still see, and they could even send in their Avatar if they so wished, but they could not materialize with their true bodies inside the realm.

The very world was rejecting their presence.

This rejection was one-sided, unfortunately. They knew that the newly born goddess, or rather the reborn goddess, could enter the Divine Realm from her side, and there was nothing they could do to stop her.

Euphoria understood this, and so did nothing but snicker as she watched the helpless goddesses.

“Dear little sisters, stay silent and watch, and know that this is just the beginning.”

Confusion soon gave way to fear as the goddesses realized one simple fact from Euphoria’s words.

She was just the first.

Luxuria, the calmest of them all, approached the gate and watched the one she once considered her elder.

The distance between them seemed so close, yet it was a distance separating two entirely different realms, something that could never be crossed unless Euphoria took the first step to enter the Divine.

“So you were indeed alive.”

“Are you not surprised? Well, I guess you were always the smartest of the bunch. So, what plans do you have, my sneaky little sister?”

“Me? Nothing. I knew you would come back, but I am sure none could have imagined it would happen like this.” Luxuria smiled slightly, unbothered by the threats that loomed with Euphoria’s ascension.

“For someone who knows they are powerless, you seem very composed,” Euphoria commented, her eyes narrowing into slits, suspicion thick in her gaze.

“Of course. After all, you might not have had a choice, but you truly chose the worst day possible to ascend.”

As she drawled those words, Luxuria gave a meaningful look toward Lustburg. She knew that something interesting was bound to happen soon.


Chapter 27


I Love You



The birth of a godly being was no small matter.

Even if the being ascending to the throne of godhood had once worn the mantle of the divine before, sparing her the struggles others might have endured to cross the final threshold, such details meant little to the masses.

A goddess was still a goddess. As stupid and obvious as it sounded, the words had merit.

A goddess was an existence beyond mortal measure, one who could twist the laws of the world itself, who could decide life and death with but a thought of theirs.

Her proclamation of a new age thundered in the ears of mortal beings, driving them to their very knees. Some prayed out of awe, others out of terror, and a few out of true devotion.

Love and Hatred.

Two primal forces that dwelt in the heart of every sentient being alive in the entire multiverse. So long as even a single soul remained, Euphoria would endure, and she would triumph.

This was the rule. The absolute law of existence.

However, as with all laws, there was always one exception. And the one who embodied that exception was not pleased at this very moment by the goddess’ transgressions.

[image: ]


In Lustburg, Sol lifted his gaze to the sky toward Gluttony Foss, eyes calm, almost indifferent. Yet everyone near him felt it, the vast, oppressive wave of cold and silent anger.

Today was supposed to be a beautiful day. Everything was supposed to be perfect.

It had to be the sort of day where he would show his love to the world and finally be one with his dearest.

Just for this, he had restrained himself. He even decided not to make blood flow on this day, no matter how stupid the enemy might be.

He wanted it to be a day to be remembered.

“I guess it will be.” Perhaps today would be the most memorable in all the pages that store the history of the Mortal Realm.

Sol adjusted his gloves, a cold smirk stretching his face into a lopsided grin—one that downplayed the cold anger that seethed in his eyes like a wrathful abyss ready to devour everything in its path.

“What will you do?” Sol asked the void.

He was furious. Truly so. If things were as usual, he would have already flown to Gluttony Foss and raised hell, Gods be damned.

But right now, he knew one thing for certain: he was not the angriest here.

“I am going to teach her some manners.” Thus spoke Ambrosia, in a voice devoid of emotion.

Then, her figure flickered and vanished, teleporting without hesitation. Sol watched her go, then looked to the others.

“What about you?”

“I need to go! Now! This is the greatest chance to witness the birth of a god!” Echidna’s voice shook with feverish hunger.

He could somewhat understand her. He knew how obsessed Echidna was with the ascension and birth of a literal god, the only thing left for her to accomplish in her otherwise miserable life.

That she could still wait here was a testament to her personal growth through the time she spent with Sol. The Echidna he first met would have broken out long ago.

I guess even someone as hopeless as she can change in the end.

Sol studied her coolly. “I released all your restrictions and shared my mana with you. That should let you fight at your peak for seven minutes at most. No more.”

It was all he could spare without crippling himself. Echidna’s expression twisted into a maniacal grin the likes of which could wrench one’s soul in fear, her eyes gleaming like those of a starving wolf.

“Seven minutes is more than enough!” she crowed before vanishing in a blur, chasing after Ambrosia.

That left only Anubis. The handsome Necromancer King stretched lazily, rolling his shoulders.

“So, you’re not coming?” He asked his son-in-law.

“I can’t use Deus right now; I’d only hold you back. More importantly, the groom can’t leave the stage.” Sol could only give his father-in-law a helpless shrug.

Anubis snorted. “You’re underselling yourself.” With a flick of his hand, he rose into the air.

“Will you be able to handle it? She’s still a goddess, after all.”

Sol asked, but despite the worry in his words, his expression was serene and confident, showing the absolute belief he held for the trio of Demigods.

He knew they were strong, and they would not die at the hands of a mere ascendant God; they were made of sterner stuff than that.

Still, not dying and winning were vastly different concepts.

“A goddess, huh?” Anubis smirked, teeth bared. “I’ve fought one before. Let me share a truth with you, Dragon Emperor.

“At my level, a Goddess who has just finished her ascension is nothing to fear.”

And with that, Anubis vanished, following the other two into the storm.

For a moment, Sol simply stood there, gaze lingering on the empty air they had left behind. Then slowly, he turned back to Medea.

The witch had remained silent through it all. Her earlier smile of happiness was now gone, replaced by a steadfast light shining in her eyes.

There was neither shame nor fear in them, much less guilt or even self-doubt—dark traits that had almost become second nature to her.

Sol felt surprised. Knowing Medea, he had expected her to be filled with guilt.

After all, Euphoria had clearly used them to succeed in her goal. In a way, they were accomplices, albeit unwilling ones, in the Goddess’ grand goals.

The surprise melted away, replaced by something softer. A quiet smile curved his lips as he raised his hands and cupped her face gently, his thumbs brushing against her veil.

“Do you wish to continue?” he asked, voice low, his eyes filled with nothing but love and tenderness.

Medea held his gaze. Then, slowly, her lips curved into a smile.

“I would not stop,” she whispered, “even if the world were to end at this very moment.”

Sol laughed out loud. All while this was happening, he had been keeping the room and even the entire capital under his protection.

A noble, greatly agitated, raised a hand timidly and asked, “Shouldn't we… do something about the… situation?” He did not know what he was saying or what they were even supposed to do. But wasn’t this a legendary moment? Why were they still here?

To this question, Sol’s answer was simple.

“Not even the birth of a goddess is more important than my wedding.”

“Oh…” The bewildered noble could only sit down, completely lost but strangely convinced by the sheer conviction and authority in the prince’s voice.

Camelia, amused, held up her hand and continued the ceremony.

“I will ask once again. Is there anyone who opposes this marriage?”

No one answered. How could anyone even dare to do so in this current atmosphere?

“Then, since that's the case, it’s my pleasure to call the two of you husband and wife. You may now share a kiss.”

Sol turned fully toward Medea. His hand slid gently to lift her veil, and for the first time that day, her face was revealed to everyone.

Sol smiled, unshaken by the storm that raged beyond these walls. Then he leaned forward, closing the distance. Their lips met, and soon the two of them shared a kiss filled with so many complex feelings they could hardly be explained.

As their lips separated, the two gazed into each other's eyes.

“I love you, Sol.”

“I love you, Medea.”

The wedding was still being broadcast, and so, the entire world witnessed the completion of the wedding while completely lost about what they should feel.

But this image was engraved in their minds.

They would remember this day forever.

Not just as the day when a new Goddess was born…

But also as the day when a mortal rose in defiance and continued his wedding despite the situation.

And the day was far from over.

In fact, it was just starting.
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Chapter 28


Time to Fight



Anubis muttered slowly, idly even, as he sauntered through the teleportation gate Ambrosia created for them.

“How long has it been since the three of us worked together?” Despite rushing toward what could only be considered a monumental fight against a nigh-insurmountable foe, there was no fear in Anubis’ face nor in his heart.

The surrounding space twisted under Ambrosia's power, the laws of distance bending to her whims, and they covered the span of nearly two countries—a stupefying amount of space—in only an instant.

Still, for him, that instant was more than enough to reminisce about their glorious and storied past. For beings that lived in the moment, an instant was all they needed to relive a whole life.

By his side was Ambrosia and Echidna in Nuwa’s body.

Nuwa’s hair was now shining gold, unlike the normal silvery hue that adorned the adorable but dull woman. With the gold hair came sharp features and a manic glint that pushed her appearance closer to Echidna’s own, a vestige of a time far ancient than even mortal history could keep track of.

Meanwhile, the young witch with the unkempt hair like a cuckoo’s nest and dirty clothes was no more, replaced by a mature and glamorous woman with all the right, sinful curves.

Anubis himself was very different from his once-youthful self. He was no longer the young boy consumed by vengeance and an abyssal darkness threatening to swallow anyone and anything that once roamed the mortal world. He was not a bastard trying to prove himself to his unfeeling father. Gone were the days of such insignificant and unfruitful struggles, marked by a road of slaughter, agony, and death.

The three of them had changed. They were far stronger, their fame was too monumental to be explained in mere words, and their combined knowledge could even put the fourteen divine goddesses to shame.

“Stop with the useless backstory. Make sure we capture that woman—or at least keep some of her limbs.”

Echidna's eyes were bloodshot, labored words tumbling from her lips as she spoke through the excitement and maddening glee. An incandescent aura shot through her, covering her from all sides as her power continued rising indefinitely, from Duke to now King. Soon she would reach her previous level—a fully fledged Demigod, one of the first three Demigods of the Mortal Realm.

“I am surprised Sol allowed you to use your power. Will this young girl be alright?” he asked her in an indifferent voice, but Echidna simply snorted at the distrusting probe.

“No need for euphemisms. You must be wondering if Sol let anger cloud his judgment or if I will use this occasion to slip away. I can feel your aura surrounding me.”

Anubis grinned sheepishly but did not contradict her words. He could trust Ambrosia to have his back; she was the one with the most personal stake in this confrontation with the Goddess. However, Echidna was still an untamed wild card that could blow up in their face like a nuclear bomb.

Seeing his reaction, and already knowing what was going on in his head, Echidna could only give out an exasperated sigh.

“One—you underestimate how strong Nuwa’s body is. This is the perfect creation, born from two Demigods who specialized in defense and regeneration. Her body will suffer slightly; I admit as taking on the burden of a Demigod’s power is no small matter, but she will come out of it far stronger. Two—you underestimate how cunning your son-in-law is as well. He is using this opportunity to make me imprint the power of a Demigod in this body before ultimately casting me out. This will make ascension far easier for Nuwa in the future.”

Echidna could see through Sol’s schemes as clear as crystal glass. Of course, he was genuinely angry about someone fucking up his wedding, but he was also someone who would use anything at his disposal, and this was the perfect moment to make Echidna go all out in Nuwa's body.

Since the two shared the same power, even though they had different Truths and True Names, Nuwa could learn everything with no loss. It was a massive boon for her.

“Ah… The same way he temporarily became a demigod during the last war.” Anubis nodded, remembering how Sol had exploded with the power of a Demigod when they fought in the Astral War. This experience was key in shaping the man he was now.

“That, but so much better. After all, Sol only had the power of a Demigod in temporary measure—no more than a few hours at most. However, he had neither a Concept nor a True Name for him to draw on and extensively branch out and experience the utilization powers of a Demigod. Nuwa's situation is far different from his. She will have a front seat to understand all my skills. No matter how stupid or lazy she is, it will be like cramming the answer to a test into her brain.”

“As for him trusting me not to flee, heh… Don’t even joke about that.” Echidna cackled like the ancient maniac madwoman that she was. She could still feel the seal Sol placed in her soul, and she knew that even if she used her full power as a demigod, Sol could shred her soul to pieces with nothing but a thought.

Trust? There was never such a thing between them. Not even the faintest hint of such a concept, only aligning interests and a clear leash restraining her.

Anubis whistled. “So you are basically his dog? Haha, how the mighty has fallen.”

“Dog is God written backward. Perhaps becoming a dog is indeed the best way for me to find godhood.” She dismissed Anubis' mockery with blind optimism and looked at Ambrosia.

“How are you feeling? Worried about the old snake?”

Ambrosia, her grimoire of all spells open, shook her head. “He is alive. Asmodeus is strong, and his specialty is regeneration. He only got done in so fast because he was taken off-guard. Otherwise, there is no way he would have been beaten up so badly. You should know this more than anyone, Echidna.”

“That is true. It wasn’t for nothing that I chose him as a mate. But I know you are worried, old friend. If it’s not about that old coot of a snake, then what is gnawing at your mind?”

“Narrative. I always knew the importance of Fate, but this is the first time I realized how important the narrative itself was. More than the thoughts of that matter, though, I wonder how the fight will go.”

“Goddess or no, there is no way a newly ascendant can beat the three of us teaming up against her.”

“Yes, but she is not really a new God now, is she? She was already a Goddess once, and now she is even stronger since she is using two Concepts. Not to mention she has been struggling for years as a mortal before ascending once again as a Goddess. To be honest, it would be foolish to think that we can understand what kind of power she can wield. What happened with Asura should be enough of a warning for us to go into this fight with vigilance and expectation that at least one of us may die, if not all of us, if we lose.”

Anubis was a False God, and Ambrosia was not far from his level. Though Echidna only had access to part of her power, she was still extremely dangerous.

Yet they lacked something, something decisive that could truly put the new goddess in danger.

“Then—will my blade be enough?”

The three mortal Demigods turned around and watched curiously as space divided, as if being perfectly cut by the finest blade in the world.

They were startled at first, but once Ambrosia realized who it was, she could not help but grin.

“Are you sure? If you fight now, the whole charade about you being a zombie will be exposed.”

“It matters not. I doubt the Goddesses would make enemies out of us in the current situation. We are saving their asses, after all.”

Wearing her bodysuit and floating on a giant sword was none other than Lilith. Her aura did not falter against the presence of the three oldest Demigods of the Mortal Realm.

“It’s time for me to test whether my sword art is worthy of its name or not.”

She was here to slay a God.


Chapter 29


Dream, Love, and Hate



Lilith Luxuria— once a lost, grieving soul who wished fervently for nothing but death, an end to her desolate and pained life full of losses and seemingly unending misery. Now, she was enjoying life to the fullest, not letting even the slightest chance of happiness and a shot at joy slip through her fingers, no matter the cost.

Ever since she was healed and given a second take at life by her dear nephew, Sol, her outlook and emotions had changed so diametrically opposite to what she represented that… those who were closely acquainted with her thought that someone had taken possession of her body. Thankfully, the change had been for the better.

Still, there was one obsession she could not let go of. The one desire that had filled her heart and, in a way, started this whole adventure.

That of seeing Sol marry someone he cherished with all his heart. Someone who would protect him and to whom he could bind his trust and affection. Someone worthy of his adoration. Someone he could believe in with all his heart.

And that very person… was none other than Medea. She was everything Lilith searched for in Sol’s bride… and more.

Though she found Medea somewhat distasteful at first, her love for Sol was undeniable, and her desire to protect him was just as strong as her own. That was a point of interest that let both of them bond and connect.

And for that reason, when Sol decided to marry Medea, she posed no objection. Rather, she even encouraged him to swiftly take her off her feet. Goddesses knew the girl needed someone burrowing into her heart, painful past and all that baggage ripping through her existence as it was.

At last, after many adventures and many treacherous, perilous battles, the moment she had been waiting for was just at her doorstep.

She would be able to witness his wedding.

Sadly—

“I am going to make her pay.”

Crashing the wedding was one thing. Using the pure feelings of the pair of lovers to fuel her own ascension, though?

The act had crossed a line that Lilith did not even know was possible for someone to cross. She seethed with rage just thinking of that absurdity. And in that, Lilith knew for certain… she could never forgive the ascendant goddess for that.

And with rightful indignation, fury, vengeful wrath, and solemn determination… she immediately slashed space apart and followed the three Mortal Demigods.

Lilith's addition to the team was obviously welcomed, and from there, it only took them an instant to reach their destination.

Lilith frowned when she observed her surroundings. On the horizon that stretched before her, she could see a giant sphere of abyssal darkness. This was undoubtedly the seal that surrounded Echidna’s body.

She eyed the snake woman now in Nuwa’s body, but Echidna did not even spare a glance at her old body. Every speck and atom of her attention was devoured by the presence of the goddess… by Euphoria— Goddess of Love and Hate.

Yet further along the shrinking horizon, she noticed fourteen distinct energy signatures. One in particular was easy for her to recognize. After all, it was the energy of the goddess who once wished for her death.

The newly ascended goddess observed the new arrival and snickered as though looking at bloody fools. Though she was facing such dangerous entities, she was not surprised in the least. They had already anticipated this possibility and prepared beforehand.

Anubis' arrival is a surprise, though. Euphoria could not help sighing as she watched the notorious False God, bane of all realms, inch closer toward her.

“We do not have to fight, you know? You cannot kill me. There is nothing to gain from this, and all you would get is an immortal enemy.”

Euphoria, amusingly as it may sound at the pun, did not let the euphoria of her new ascension cloud her judgment. Anubis was a renowned False God with control over the Law of Death. Even for her, fighting him was quite troublesome.

However, she did not fear them. There was no need for her to fear anyone. After all, not even Death could kill Gods. At most, it could temporarily put her out of commission for some time. But now that she had obtained divinity, there was nothing in this world that could threaten her.

“If you want, I will even apologise for disrupting the wedding. I am Medea’s biggest fan, you know? I am very happy for her. What do you think? The blessing of the Goddess of Love should be more useful than the Goddess of Chastity, right?”

Euphoria allowed a snickering glance toward the powerless goddess on the other side and shrugged with a sniggering laugh.

The goddesses stirred at the insult. However, they stayed mostly silent. They knew very well that a warrior at the Demigod level hardly listened to them. They also did not want to lower themselves to beg.

Except for two.

Invidia glared at Lilith with hateful eyes. If looks could kill – and hers could actually do that, but the barrier prevented anything like that from happening – Lilith would have died a hundred times over in each instant. At this distance, even though separated by the barrier of dimensions, even the Concept of Secrecy that once shrouded Lilith could not hide the circumstances of her existence from the goddesses’ penetrating and experienced gaze.

All the goddesses knew that Lilith was no undead. They simply were unable to prove that claim. Until now, that is.

“Invidia. Focus on what truly matters at the moment.”

Invidia gritted her teeth so hard that the realms started twisting at the goddess’s wrath; there was silence, and that silence would not be disrupted because of her.

With Invidia subdued under her gaze, Luxuria shifted her sights to the demigods and asked, “What will you do?” Her tone was serene, almost nonchalant.

There were no undertones of impatience nor fear in her voice. The birth of a new goddess was surprising, but in the end, it changed nothing.

No matter how powerful Euphoria now was, she was still vastly weaker than Ymir, the Goddess of Destruction, or even the goddesses of Time, Space, Life, and Death.

No matter what decisions the demigods took here, it would change nothing. Still, there was something that she was acutely sure about.

“You will fight.” She did not wait for the quartet to answer. There really was no need to question their intentions. The answer was already more than evident.

They would fight.

The reason mattered not.

“It’s quite infuriating, but you are right. Looking at her pisses me off so much like nothing I’ve experienced in a long, long time. How could I leave without at least showing her how dangerous Death is?” Anubis smirked.

“I need to study her,” Echidna salivated.

Lilith and Ambrosia stayed silent, but the killing intent in their eyes was answer enough.

Watching what the goddess deemed to be the gathered mortals’ charade, Euphoria could not help but scoff. “So it had come to this, after all.”

Fighting now was problematic. She was still learning and adapting to her new concept. In such circumstances, facing three or four powerful demigods was definitely a disadvantage for her.

Losing was a given. She did not doubt that.

That is, if she had been alone.

“Brother, please.” She spoke without looking anywhere.

“But of course,” and a voice answered from somewhere.

Everyone flinched. It was a voice so close and yet only now did they notice the owner of that voice.

It was a young man. No, no, it was a young woman.

Perhaps it was a child? Wait, it could be an elderly person upon a closer look.

Faint and blurry, a voice that seemed old and young, male and female. An appearance that constantly shifted and could not be described.

Yet no matter what appearance that person took, only one constant existed.

A golden monocle.

Voices spread. Genders and age unknown. Voices filled with an almost hypnotic amount of joy and laughter. Sending a beautiful message.

“Life is but a play.”

“A play born from a Dream.”

“It’s a place where no tears exist.”

“Let’s all laugh and drink.”

“The show will go on forever.”

“So welcome to my stage, my Paradise.”

“Welcome to My World!”

『 Fictional Paradise -::- Elysium 』

And so, dream and reality became twisted and knotted until… no one, none but the creator of the world, could sense them apart.
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『 Elysium 』

In a deserted street blanketed by knee-deep snow, a young girl opened her golden eyes. She blinked at first, confusion filling her mind as she tried to remember where she was right now.

She scratched her glossy black hair.

No. How could she have glossy and well-groomed hair, lowly dreg of society that she was?

She scratched her frayed and greasy hair, perfect for a lowly human with no home to call her own.

Her clothes…

She wore nothing but rags that were clearly about to give out; as a lowly human with nothing, even that was a blessing.

Her face was covered in grim and dirt, and her nails were dirty and torn. Her body was scrawny, her ribs showing briefly through the rags she called clothes.

She observed her surroundings. The cold was not a problem, after all; she was protected by a spell.

For someone like her, a lowly mortal human with no powers, the cold was dangerous. Exposed too long and she would slowly succumb to the embrace of death.

Cold, miserable winter—it was the season she absolutely abhorred.

With snow and ice blanketing everything around her, it was difficult to fall asleep on the freezing ground. She shouldn’t even dare to sleep, for fear of never waking up again, the ground’s cold embrace taking her in her sleep.

How many vagrants died in their sleep during winter? The number was incalculable.

At last, she could clue into her identity. Insignificant as it was, it did nothing but fuel her despair.

The slums. A place abandoned by all, where only the poor and criminals rallied.

She perfectly remembered who she was, what she represented, and how insignificant her existence was to the world.

She had no name. Unless Bitch and Stupid Girl could be considered names. Her parents had never given her another name.

Finally, she remembered the situation she was in.

“... I’m hungry.”

She unconsciously put her hand in her pocket. What she felt was a piece of bread that had hardened over so much from the cold that it felt like stone. Looking closely, it had something blue growing on the sides, too. Undoubtedly, that would be mold—the bad kind.

Despite its condition, it was the girl's last bit of precious food. Even though hunger kept tempting her, she had to endure. Judging from today’s situation, she knew she wouldn’t earn even a single coin today. No one would take her insignificant self to work in this weather, and she did not have any fixed work she could do for income.

If she ate her last piece of food now, how would she get through the night?

Though she hated the cold, what she hated even more was sleeping on an empty stomach. The hunger one felt when trying to sleep, the pains in their stomach not even letting dreams take them, was a pain that she was not willing to face again. Not soon, at least.

She needed to sleep well to work hard and earn money the next day. If she failed to do so, she would make a mistake and might even get her pay docked. For someone like her, not even being able to earn enough to survive the day, was a death sentence. It was more favorable to commit suicide than to die from starvation.

A doubt settled in her mind. Was this really what she should do?

Of course. What else would someone like her do?

Should she not be fighting right now? Was she not facing a go–-

What a silly dream! The highest rank in the Mortal Realm is held by the Khan, and he is just a King.

Then—it was nothing but a dream?

That is right. A beautiful dream, one filled with adventure and wonder. A dream that you have to wake up from to face your reality.

In reality, she was but a child. A poor child who was hated and beaten by her parents. One that could not even read, much less throw a spell.

Sighing, she approached one of the groups huddled in front of the fire.

Memories of her past started flooding in, but⁠—

Why care about the past? She should be content with her situation. Why think about unpleasant things to prolong her pain?

She gritted her teeth. Her golden eyes—her brown eyes—her golden eyes flashed.

This was a dream, and she needed to wake up.

This was reality, and she needed to stop dreaming.

“Fuck you.” Ambrosia cursed at the top of her lungs.

You wake up from a dream.

.

.

.

.

In a deserted street blanketed by snow, a young girl opened her BROWN eyes.

She scratched her frayed and greasy hair, perfect for a lowly human with no home to call her own.

She wore nothing but rags that were clearly about to give out, as a lowly human with nothing, even having what she had was a blessing.

Her face was covered in grime and dirt, and her nails were dirty and torn. Her body was scrawny, her ribs showing briefly through the rags she called clothes.

For someone like her, a lowly mortal human with no powers, the cold was dangerous. Exposed too long and she would slowly succumb to the embrace of death.

This was why she needed fire.

Sighing, she approached a group of vagrants huddled in front of the fire.

This was a day like any other. A day no different from usual. All she had to do was continue her everyday life.

[image: ]


You wake up from a dream.
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You wake up from a dream.

In a cell where light could hardly enter, a young black-haired boy was tending to his wounds.

His golden eyes⁠—

His red eyes squinted as he examined his broken arms. The flesh was already squirming and healing; all he had to do was to align the bones, or he would have to break his arm again just to mend it the way it should be placed. Healing was such a chore sometimes; it healed everything, but did not align the bone to its original position, ending up in some nasty deformations if not handled correctly.

The air stank of sweat, rust, and dried blood. Chains rattled somewhere beyond the corridor, followed by groans, whispers, and the occasional scream.

He ignored it all.

The young man’s red eyes flicked toward the other cells across the narrow hall. In each, he could make out silhouettes—men and women crammed together, their faces gaunt, their bodies marked with bruises and lash scars. Some murmured prayers to Invidia, the Goddess of Envy. Others sharpened scraps of metal against the stone in grim silence.

Most of them were demons. A few were beastmen. But there were no humans in the cells. Humans were just too weak for anyone to give them their attention. Even a cell was a waste of space for a species so useless. Humanity was the plaything of all races, just a comedic act for the amusement of the crowd before the true fight was about to unfold. They were on a different floor.

His cell was larger, isolated from the rest by reinforced bars thicker than a man’s arm. There were no companions to share the darkness with him, no voices to trade despair. The guards called it the Champion’s Cell—a mockery of his royal self, nothing more.

“Here, your food, Prince Anubis.” A guard struck the door of the cell and pushed the food. Something too vile to deserve such a name, but he had long since learned that refusing to eat would only bring him death—a death that his enemies wished and prayed every day to come to him faster.

Anubis frowned. He was a prince no longer. He had long since discarded⁠—

Indeed. He was a prince. A discarded prince. A bastard born from royal blood and thrown into a sick game created by his detestable father.

All the other demons on this floor were his siblings. Bastards like him, forced into a deadly game.

They were all promised freedom and true princehood if they won a hundred victories. However, they all knew it was a place without hope.

In 500 long years, only three bastards succeeded, while thousands of others helplessly died.

Anubis was at his ninety-first victory. Only nine more and he would be free. The difficulty from here would increase tremendously, and most people lost their lives right around this spot.

He was not worried. After all, he had the Book of⁠—

He was worried. He had nothing to rely on outside of his somewhat elevated talent. A trifling thing against the true extent of challengers awaiting him.

Anubis stopped tending to his wounds and sighed to himself, “I have to admit, this is truly a powerful illusion. Basing your attack on the past and trying to distort only minimal elements. Truly wonderful execution.”

“....”

“Nothing to say, huh? Well, I admit that I might not be able to escape myself. But, well, it doesn’t matter. You will realize soon that you have made a terrible mistake.”

Anubis' golden eyes shone with absolute mockery.

“You really shouldn’t have added that crazy woman into the mix.”

Anubis’s red eyes dimmed and closed. It was time to sleep.

Tomorrow, he would fight his 91st combat. If he won, he would have 91 victories and only nine more left for freedom.
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You wake up from a dream.

“How could you even understand my dreams?” Echidna waved her hand away at the illusory words. The power trying to gnaw at her mind helplessly failed in pushing deeper into her psyche.

Had she so wished, she could have even escaped already. But she judged that this was not the most optimal move.

You wake up from—Crack!

Standing alone in a dark void, Echidna bristled as she watched the void try to coalesce in what should have been a dream.

Sadly—

“You failed again. This is the seventh time now, right?”

You wake up⁠—

“Stupid, I was never asleep.” She laughed.

It was a Law, an absolute power of a God. One that could even put Ambrosia and Anubis in a dangerous situation. But for her, such Laws meant absolutely nothing. Only there to serve her amusement or annoyance.

[I gather that you are the so-called crazy woman?]

“Speaking now, are we? From your words, I suppose Anubis is also proving to be a tougher bone to chew than you expected.”

[The Supreme Witch and the Necromancer King are both impressive individuals. Trying to rewrite the stories of such people is proving to be rather complicated. But you are on a whole other level.]

Echidna could only shrug nonchalantly at his words.

Hypnos had been trying to rewrite her memories—or stories, as he said—but it was proving to be useless. Now she was consuming the power of the dream, devouring it to add it to her repertoire.

Anubis was right. Adding her had been a mistake.

[If that's the case. Chimera Queen, let me propose a deal. One that may interest you just enough to consider my words.]
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Meanwhile, outside of Elysium… In the real world…

“You are not affected?” Euphoria could only direct an incredulous glance toward the nonchalant Lilith.

“Too long I have been living in the past. Dreams can affect me no more. For someone whose whole life has been a hazy dream of recollection and misery, these tricks hold no value. No, I have simply severed that ignoble power. It can not affect me. Nothing your ally does can.”

Lilith adjusted her sword. The blade did not gleam under the sunlight; rather, it absorbed all light. It was a blade that was abyssal black. Darker than black, representing an all-encompassing void into which reality itself could sink. With time, of course; it had not fully matured yet.

It was a blade that severed all of existence and non-existence. It was the embryo of the Law of Absolute Severance.

“You will curse the day you interfered in this wedding.”

Lilith wanted to kill, to sever the hateful being before her, and her blade hummed in glee and agreement.
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Euphoria observed Lilith with an indifferent mask, her emotions a mystery to everyone but herself. In the distance, she could see the three Demigods trapped in Hypnos' Dream world.

He was clearly struggling to keep them contained, as evidenced by his trembling body. However, his measures to keep them bound for as long as possible were more than enough for her.

Briefly, she considered striking the nosy lot down, but she did not specialize in combat; her power was far more insidious. Attacking now would only help in waking them up with injuries they could heal from soon enough.

In the first place, she had no reason to strike them. She had already won.

She could leave this instant if she wanted—she had achieved her goal. Entering the Divine Realm and reacquiring her Divine Kingdom was not really possible for her at the moment. If she even made the slightest attempt, then she would get jumped all at once, ganged on by her thirteen little sisters and destroyed until she could rebuild herself again.

However, there was no need for haste. Time was on her side. Her Divine Kingdom would come to her, she was sure.

The other elder gods who had woken up from their slumber were either in the Astral Realm or the Abyss, but they were undoubtedly observing the situation. Now that she had opened the floodgates, she was sure that many of them would ascend as well. Many of them were stronger than her, and far more experienced in all aspects.

Again, it did not really matter if they woke up too.

She was the very first goddess of the modern era. The power of this narrative was not something that could be underestimated.

This was also why she could not flee right now.

At the level of gods, Story, Narrative, and Fate were extremely important. Those things could absolutely and completely change the outcome of a battle.

If she left now, she would not only become the first Goddess to lose, but she would also be someone who scampered away from a mere mortal who had not even properly embraced her Demigodhood.

This narrative would incredibly empower Lilith, and even in the future, Lilith would become her nemesis.

Tch. Worst case, I might enter a story of three encounters like that stupid Nihil.

She knew that Sol Luxuria had bound Nihil’s fate with a rule of three. Thanks to that narrative, his power level skyrocketed in an incredibly short amount of time, while Nihil stayed in a coma.

After all, they needed to be at relatively the same level for the last encounter to happen and decide the outcome.

I am certain that this Sol must be the reincarnation of a god.

Euphoria sighed. If Sol were a woman, she would have thought it was none other than Dawn herself. She was the only one who represented Light in all its forms.

Swish!

A sword stopped a few centimeters away from Euphoria, as if blocked by an invisible barrier.

“How impatient.” Euphoria dismissed the sword. She was not a combat-focused goddess, but a goddess she was, nonetheless.

“You thought you could wound me with an attack like this?”

“No. I just dislike you and that stupid face of yours.”

A new sword appeared in Lilith’s grasp. While she had a main weapon that Theresa had created, conjuring swords was nothing for her.

“Do you truly believe the sword of someone who is not even a Demigod yet can harm a God?”

This time, Euphoria was truly looking at Lilith with disbelief. She thought that the woman simply planned to buy time until the Anubis, Ambrosia, and Echidna woke up.

However, she was shocked to be proven otherwise. No, the crazed woman before her was far more ambitious than that.

Not only did she genuinely want to fight with her—a bona fide goddess—but her demeanor stated an unbridled confidence in herself. She believed she could win, that she could best a Goddess,

This realization irritated her to no end.

“Hahah. Do I look that easy to you?”

Pink light filled her now-golden eyes, and her hair billowed behind her in eldritch waves. An aura of charm spread throughout her in an all-devouring tsunami.

Suddenly, the world seemed far more beautiful than it should have any reason to be.

Though they were above the harsh environment of Gluttony Foss, it felt like the air itself had been replaced with a perfume that gave off waves of longing and need. The battlefield softened, the blood-soaked winds turning into a gentle breeze that carried whispers of forgotten lovers and unfulfilled dreams. Even the broken earth below shimmered as if wrapped in the sheen of dawn.

Euphoria was there, and so was Hypnos, occupied as he may be, but it did not diminish his presence. Dream, Love, and Hatred were extremely close. When fighting together, she could make even the most beautiful dream become a nightmare.

As a goddess, her power went beyond mere conversions and parlor tricks.

Lilith felt it immediately—the weight of divine affection, a gravity that tried to pull her soul closer, whispering that surrender would be the equivalent of salvation, the salvation that she had longed for forever. For an instant, her body hesitated, her blade trembling as if ashamed to be raised against such beauty.

Euphoria smiled. “Let’s start our romantic story.”

Then she moved. The goddess did not strike with mere weapons like mortal barbarians but with the very concept of emotions itself. Threads of rose-colored light unspooled Monster Merchant 2from her fingertips, slicing through the air like ribbons of razor-sharp death. Each carried an emotion—love, devotion, obsession, despair—and when they struck, they exploded into bursts of psychic heat that tried to burn through Lilith’s mind.

For a moment, Euphoria transformed into the most beautiful being in existence to Lilith, a person so beautiful that even thinking of hurting her seemed like a sin.

Euphoria was already envisioning the result now. Controlling Lilith would be impossible, but it was just a seed; once this seed was planted, she might bring the powerful warrior under her banner.

Lilith, meanwhile, was feeling dirty. She knew love. She understood hate. This was why these fake emotions filling her heart made her despise Euphoria far more than she had at the beginning.

She understood that the powers of Gods and Goddesses could bring out mental interference, but at her level, it should not have affected her so much—a mere suggestion at best, not this crippling desire.

Euphoria was proving to be far more troublesome than expected. If it were a war, this move alone could have changed the very makeup of the whole battlefield. Sadly for Euphoria, for one, this was not a war, and more importantly⁠—

“Your power is just an inferior version of his.” Lilith had already faced a far superior version of emotional inference before. She was sure Euphoria did not even hold a candle to him.

Lilith surged through the waves, though the dirty ribbons of filth, stepping through them as she drew a line of silvery light across the air with her sword. The threads that tied her were cut, severed out of existence, and those approaching from afar were shredded into non-existence.

Severing the seven emotions was the very basis of swordmanship she had learned in the past—the Empty Sword.

Her mind was cold, like steel. Her heart did not waver in the slightest.

Her voice came low. “Love, hate—it’s all the same in front of me. There is nothing in this world, in existence, that I cannot cut, not even the gods.”

Some might call her arrogant. However, that was the belief, the conviction that she had decided to live with at the start of her journey, and now… she was coming close to proving that very conviction.

Euphoria’s smile wavered. “Impossible… How are you resisting me?” It was incomprehensible. A new god she might be, but how was Lilith able to resist her concept?

For the first time since the start of the fight, Lilith laughed out loud like the repressed maniac she was. Fate was truly mysterious, and Euphoria was simply unlucky.

How could Lilith tell her that she was reborn and trained constantly in a dimension where inverted emotions were actually deemed to be normal, deemed true?

This fight might be far easier than she had anticipated, actually.


Chapter 30


Sword and Magic


『 Elysium 』

Ambrosia stared ahead… brown eyes reflected herself, one so different from what she knew, stared back from the mirror. Five years had gone by since she had woken up from the dream.

At first, she had wondered what the point was of the illusion in which Hypnos had trapped the three of them. However, she now understood the sheer destructiveness and the masterstroke of his plan and power.

“My story is changing. Completely.”

Currently, she was clad in expensive clothes she should have never worn in this period of time. Maids and servants were taking care of her and adjusting her beautiful dress.

Her brown eyes squinted as they admired her new form with relish—that of a young lady from a relatively wealthy family.

In this new story, she never contacted Asmodeus, and as such, she never learned magic or grew to be a witch. The Cardinal Witch of the Center did not exist in this story.

She never went on an adventure, nor did she get captured by slave traders and thrown in the Coliseum. This turn of events resulted in her never meeting Anubis either.

She was living a mundane, ordinary life of a wealthy noble’s daughter with little to herself but her ordinary beauty. A life with no curse, and no pain. A life where she was loved endlessly by everyone surrounding her and appreciated just for her existence alone.

This was not just a mere illusion or a standard dream. This was an entire alternate reality created to change the very person trapped in its clutches. To rewire them and their stories into different individuals, to recast their stories into forms that were entirely plausible in their timeline and lives. A story that had all the reasons to occur when accounting for the possibilities that existed for an individual and their surrounding environment and relations. It was a complicated weaving of a tapestry that made one lose and forget their own self and accept the fabric of reality created for them in this realm. And that… made this realm extremely dangerous.

“He is rewriting the present by changing the past. He is changing my very foundation. Impressive.”

Divine authority was simply incredible—this realm was the living proof of that statement. Her moments of clarity were becoming fewer, and she had a feeling that once she accepted this new reality as her own, she would immediately face a terrible backlash in the real world, possibly losing most of the power that she had accumulated through her life. Perhaps she would even lose her Demigodhood.

From the Duke Realm, where one realized their own Truth, to the King Realm, where the individual found their True Name, and finally the Demigod Realm… a stage where you needed to discover a concept that resonated with your existence, Truth, and Name—follow it, capture it, and wield it.

All those steps were deeply linked to an individual’s sense of self, and what created this sense of self were the experiences and memories that said individual accumulated through their life. The ingredients that shaped their existence and cemented it upon this world.

“I need to wake up.” Ambrosia kept muttering while ignoring the strange looks she received from the servants. Being embarrassed by their looks would mean she acknowledged their reality, their existence. That would bring her deeper into the dream, deeper into this alternate reality, and block every route of her breaking through this realm.

“Milady Ana, it’s time for dinner.”

Ambrosia—no, Ana sighed. A part of her wished to rebel, to leave this place and find a way out. But…. Just why did she need to rebel? Life was beautiful as it was. Truly perfect.

Her eyes became unfocused as she followed the maid and joined her new family. Looking at them, she could not help but smile genuinely.

“Ana, how have you been?” A gentle father who hugged her in his warm and protective arms.

“Ana, come take a seat beside your mother.” A beautiful mother who loved her with all the gentleness and care in the world.

“Ana! Look, I made a new scarf.” A sickly but kind little sister who followed her everywhere with stars in her eyes.

“Ana. You need to eat more and train.” A stupid but helplessly lovable big brother who doted on her with irresistible affection.

She spent the entire night enjoying the dinner in the presence of her loving family. She laughed and joked around; never a moment of dullness washed over her as she reveled in their very presence.

Truly, those were beautiful moments. Knowing that this could have been a future for her made the pain that much more mortifying.

But it didn’t have to be a possibility. She simply had to accept it.

At the end of the dinner, Ana sat near the hearth, lazily gazing at the dancing flames of warmth and danger.

Her father was telling a story, but her mind filtered the words out as her eyes locked in on the calm sway of the flames. Memories of her past filled her mind. A past that was so different from the one she was experiencing now.

“Ana. What is the matter?” Her mother asked in a worried tone, and she replied in a soft voice. “I was thinking about my biological parents.”

“Oh, Ana. Forget about them. You do not have to care about that sad past anymore, dear.” Her gentle and loving mother hugged her.

“Sad, huh?” Ana muttered, then chuckled. “Did you know? Rather than something like Lust, the two emotions that filled my heart were Hatred and Jealousy.”

She looked up. “For me, the small house I lived in was the whole universe, and the parents who created me were basically gods. Getting beaten was my reality. Getting cursed was a matter of course and a blessing. That’s why I never complained. After all, it was normal to be mistreated. Of course, now, I can say confidently that they were nothing but pure trash.”

“Parents losing control of their anger and striking me, or throwing bottles at me or kicking me when they were in a bad mood. I thought all of this was normal, accepted it as normal. I might have lived like that my whole life, but fire and smoke had changed my destiny. Was it an accident? Or simply an inevitability? A discarded cigarette wasn’t properly put out, and an all-consuming fire rose from its ashes, burning everything in its path, even my parents. But miraculously, I survived.”

She started laughing, a hysterical laugh that lacked mirth.

“Ana, it’s enough—you don’t have to recount your past to us, please.”

She ignored their pleading and even their existence as she continued, “After the fire, I wandered the slums for a while before being taken to an orphanage. But… that place wasn’t much different from my household either. The children there had no parents, and most had experienced abuse like me, so I thought everyone was like me. Somehow, that knowledge actually made me genuinely happy. Happy that I wasn’t all alone in this world, suffering.”

Ana stood up, pushing away the hands trying to stop her.

“One day, I went to the main town while begging, and then my world broke apart.”

She started approaching the fire with steady, measured steps. Each pad of her foot echoed her resolve and determination.

“They were people like me, or so I thought. But the truth was different. I saw it. A child throwing a tantrum for a gift. Far from getting angry and throwing punches, the parents soothed the child and walked along with him. What I saw was there… was love.

“From that day on, everything changed. I felt dissatisfied with everything. It felt unfair. I never complained in the past because I thought there was nothing to complain about, that it was totally normal, that my life was normal. Because… I thought everyone was unhappy like me. Poor and hungry—everyone should have been like that.

“But that wasn’t the case. Many people were like me, but even more people were happier than I was. My parents and the parents I saw that day were different. Why? Why were they different? What was so great about those children? Why could that child smile while I was begging for food? What did I ever do wrong?”

Only a few paces separated the hearth and her now…

“That day, I realized a profound truth about this universe. We are not born equal. I did nothing wrong. It’s just the world that was wrong, and as such, the very world should burn to cinders, ash, and smoke… just like my parents.”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

Fissures broke the space surrounding her, twisting it into hideous amalgamations. The house started fragmenting into pieces as reality and dreams melded, the people housing it, surrounding it, hugging her, loving her, blurrier than a hazy dream…

“Ana! Stop, it’s dangerous!”

She ignored them as her hand reached for the growing fire.

“Dangerous? Haha! Did you know? My innate magic, the first sorcery I learned after becoming a witch, was fire magic.”

Of all magics, elemental magic was considered to be the lowest level. Most witches strived to learn higher conceptual ones. But even someone as strong as Ambrosia had a humble beginning, and that was with fire.

“Flames can never hurt me! Only aid and complete me!!!”

Her hand plunged deep into the fire. Her pristine hand showed no signs of burns, even as the hearth crackled like molten lava…

Crack!!!

You wake up from a— Whoosh!!

Golden flames sparked from her hand, wreathed in the flames of the hearth right that instant, devouring the entire dream and the realm isolating her in a heartbeat.

The elegant home, the loving family, the warmth of laughter and comfort—all of it went up in the golden fires of her most intimate magic. The walls melted into light, the ceiling dissolved into the void, and the smiling faces of her family warped into static silhouettes that screamed as they fragmented and burned away, cindered to ash and smoke just like Ambrosia’s real parents.

ANA!! A guttural voice reached her as the illusions started burning away.

“My name is Ambrosia, not Ana. It’s a name I chose for myself. You cannot deny it. I will not allow you to deny it any longer!!!”

YOU CANNOT USE MAGIC!!!

“Fire is my blood, and magic is my body. You cannot erase it. You can never erase what holds my very existence without erasing me first.”

WHY! WHY FIGHT AGAINST SUCH A BEAUTIFUL DREAM!?

“Simple…” Her form changed. She grew taller, fuller. Her long, lustrous black hair gleamed under the light of the fire, while her golden eyes shone like the burning smolder of the very sun itself.

“I already have a family, one I would replace for nothing in the world.”

『 Avatar -::- Record of Akasha 』

The Book of Akasha appeared above her. Pages flew, showing the images of different witches until they settled on one.

Ambrosia herself.

“Remember this, Hypnos. Only I can determine the start and end of my Story. Not the Goddesses, nor Fate, nor even Asmodeus, and certainly not insignificant you!”

Thus, the world was reduced to ashes, and Ambrosia stood amidst its burning cinders, of ash, and smoke, and… chaos… of the very embodiments that declared her existence.

Fire and Smoke. Ash and Destruction. Hatred and Wrath.

That was… Ambrosia.

“Beautiful, isn’t it?” she whispered, her voice a trembling note edging the lines between sorrow and ecstasy. “No matter how many lies they weave, truth always burns brighter than the darkness of deception.”

The dream shuddered violently as she spoke. Hypnos’ world fractured as the seams of illusion could no longer contain her awakening, her Truth. The sound of the dream cracking was like the groan of a collapsing universe—deep, endless, final, void, lonely…

Then, from beyond the burning horizon of the shattering void, a deep voice echoed with almighty presence. The master of the realm was about to speak…

“You shouldn’t have remembered.”

Hypnos appeared—or at least his dream avatar did. Draped in layers of twilight silk, his eyes glimmered like twin crescent moons. The serene expression he always wore was gone, replaced by strain and disbelief at the smoldering woman before him.

Ambrosia turned her head ever so slightly, her golden flames still pouring from her body, devouring everything they touched as she acknowledged Hypnos’ presence.

“Hypnos,” she said in a calm, leveled tone, her thoughts and emotions not leaking. “Your dreams are beautiful lies. I’ve lived through enough of them. They cannot contain me.”

“You can’t wake up,” he hissed, hands trembling as tendrils of divine energy surged around him like iridescent waves. “This world is sealed. You’re too deep. Even if you burn this dream, I simply have to create a new one.”

“You are right. If I were alone, this realm might have truly trapped me. But you are aware of the implications, right? The more power you use to keep me trapped, the more likely the other two will leave as well. In the first place…” Ambrosia scoffed, letting the first trace of emotion leak into her voice—utter contempt. “I doubt you ever kept that crazy woman trapped in your weave. I guess I have to thank her. Without her, it would have taken much longer for me to free myself.”

Hypnos' expression contorted at her taunt, hitting right at his sore spot. She was right, oh, so right. He had not been able to trap Echidna; instead, she was devouring the realm with her abyssal powers.

“From your expression, I guess I was right. Hah, so now choose. Pointlessly try and fail to keep me trapped and waste energy on two crazy women, or focus all your powers on Anubis.”

The choice Hypnos made was self-evident.
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Back in reality, the air tore apart with a burst of radiant gold, flames licking and devouring reality as they blasted apart and consumed everything in their path. Hypnos staggered, coughing golden blood as cracks spread across his divine body. His connection to the Dream Realm shattered like glass, and the illusion partially collapsed.

From the rift behind him, Ambrosia emerged—eyes burning like molten gold, her aura a crown of molten brilliance that lit the battlefield brighter than the very sun that loomed above all the Mortal Realm.

Euphoria turned her head mid-clash, her expression faltering dangerously for the first time. “What⁠—?”

Ambrosia’s flames coiled upward like a divine banner before striking down at the Goddess of Love and Hate.

Lilith, who was prepared to go on the offensive, adjusted her sword and smirked at the scene. “Took you long enough.” The fight had not been easy for her—a newly ascended demigod with no proper foundations or territory. Though Euphoria was not a combat goddess, she was still a goddess through and through. That made her extremely elusive and difficult to fight. Even striking her properly was a chore, not to mention those strikes actually connecting. It was a nightmare.

Ambrosia wiped molten red blood from her lips and whispered in a dangerously low tone, “Sorry. I got caught up in a beautiful lie.” She had not escaped unscathed from her little escapade. Brute-forcing her way out of the dream had also left her wounded, her insides twisting from the strain. However, it was a price well worth paying when the alternative was her losing most of her powers.

Then her eyes locked on Euphoria, and her voice lost emotion as she muttered, “But now I remember the truth.”

The ground melted beneath her feet as her aura flared like a thousand exploding suns. ⦗Genesis Flames⦘—her signature spell, symbolizing the first element she had ever learned in her path of all-magic—fire. It represented the start of a new story, a new beginning, and once again, it would serve her for the battle ahead.

Lilith’s sword rose beside her, its edge humming with killing intent fit to slay a god. Euphoria’s pink-gold aura flickered with unease at the sudden turn of circumstance. The situation was becoming far more dangerous than she had anticipated. Even with her calculations as a newly ascended God, she had never imagined getting tangled in such a dangerous scenario.

The goddess of Love and Hatred now stood before two Demigods, each with a burning will to destroy and obliterate her very existence.

Euphoria immediately understood that the situation was going from bad to worse for her. Lilith seemed to be resistant to her mental interference. This put her in quite a precarious position, but now that Ambrosia had escaped Hypnos’ clutches and joined the battle, her chances of victory dwindled even further. Ambrosia was on the cusp of becoming a False God, from the information she had. The swordswoman she was facing could not even hold a candle to the experienced Demigod.

The divinity of the Witch was already incredibly thick, and her mastery of spells and concepts made her someone far trickier to deal with than the one-trick pony of a swordswoman.

Since she also followed the path of omniscience, she also had a higher resistance to mental interference than most.

The only solace in this situation was that the chances of a Rule of Three to form, like it was with Sol, were greatly diminished.

“I can feel the gears in your brain churning incredibly fast, even from here, goddess. Not so sure of victory anymore, are you?” On her right, Lilith approached nonchalantly. The swords she conjured vanished abruptly; only her true sword, still resting inside the scabbard—created by Theresa for her—sat on her shoulder.

This sword was the best she had ever owned. Thanks to its origin, it was close to a divine weapon and had many interesting perks.

“Of course she is. They expected little resistance from us, and now they are paying the price,” Ambrosia said nonchalantly as she approached from the left. Her steps were graceful as she stepped on the air. In her right hand, she held a staff nearly as tall as herself, and in her left, she held the Book of Akasha—her Avatar.

The staff she was holding was in itself nothing particularly special. The materials were obviously rare, but not legendary. What truly made this staff special was that it was created solely to accelerate and process her spells to their utmost limit, dangerously lowering the casting time to seconds at most for the lengthiest spells.

Processing speed was necessary when you had more than one thousand spells at your disposal.

“I hope you are ready,” Ambrosia finished, and the two attacked simultaneously. Lilith rushed in with lightning speed while hundreds of spells winked into existence behind Ambrosia, and hundreds more started dotting all around them.

“Come,” Euphoria exhaled slowly, her divine presence deepening until even the fabric of reality swayed. The ripples of her concept spread outward—Love and Hatred, intertwined and absolute. It wasn’t just emotion: it was a Law, one of the many Laws that held the very fabric of reality and governed it.

『 All-Encompassing Love 』

The very world itself began to love her.

Every atom, every flicker of light, every mote of dust bent in devotion to her will. The molten earth hardened beneath her feet to keep her from harm; the wind curved lovingly around her form instead of tearing through it. The elements themselves worshipped her existence.

Even Fate, silent and impartial, tilted its scales ever so slightly—tiny coincidences shifting to her favor. A misstep from Lilith’s stance, a delayed flicker of flame from Ambrosia’s spell, an errant gust that pushed a killing blow a finger’s width off course.

It was… insidious. Beautiful. Terrifying.

Lilith’s blade carved forward. Yet when it neared Euphoria’s throat, the air itself refused to cooperate. For an instant, even the God-Slaying Sword hesitated.

The sword wavered as if guilt-stricken, its edge trembling.

Euphoria’s lips curved. “See, little mortal? The universe itself cannot bear to harm me. Even your blade⁠—”

Her words broke off as her eyes widened. The tremor that ran through her aura was subtle, but unmistakable.

The sword hesitated indeed… But it did not stop. It never stopped. A slash cleaved clean through her defensive veil and grazed her cheek, drawing her divine blood.

“So gods can bleed too, I see?”

Lilith commented in an idle, thoughtful tone, as though she were making an observation, not the blasphemy of bleeding a goddess. Her purple eyes shimmered with a hint of gold. Her Concept was based on cutting, severance, paired with her art of God-Slaying. However, even though she reached for such lofty and blasphemous heights throughout her whole life… she had never faced a true God until now.

This chance was a boon tailor-made for her, an opportunity she could not let slip through her fingers. This could act as the foundation of her future, and the benefits were already showing. The imperfections in her blade were being burned off in real time, and her conviction continued to ascend higher and higher… to a plane that was fit to challenge the very concept of the gods and goddesses themselves.

The gods and goddesses may seem lofty and untouchable, but if they could bleed, just like any other mortal man or woman, they could be killed. Such was her realization and the crystallization of her conviction and resolution.

At that very moment, Lilith had been enlightened by a simple truth.

The goddess staggered back, disbelief crossing her perfect features. The wound was shallow, but it should not… could not exist. “That… should have been impossible.”

“You have been repeating this sentence a lot, Goddess. I guess gods are truly not all-knowing either. Just what even do you have, Goddess?” Lilith tsked with disappointment. She had missed the perfect occasion. Though the sword had managed to resist, it did waver for an instant, and that instant was enough for Euphoria to put some distance between them.

Lilith steadied her stance, dragging the sword free of the energy field surrounding Euphoria. The weapon vibrated in her grip, hungry and alive, its blades glinting faintly crimson and gold—Sol’s dragon scales, forged with his blood and mana.

This sword was a natural mage-slayer; it was nearly unaffected by mana and could erase most phenomena. For Lilith, it would not be exaggerating to say that it was the perfect weapon. For Euphoria, the blade was her worst nightmare.

The fight started anew, and Euphoria continued to prove why she was a goddess through and through, even though she could not go all out in the current situation—devoid of her Divine Kingdom and the requirement to not strain the Mortal Realm too far, lest it might break from the sheer intensity of her divinity.

Her aura pulsed again, like the beating of a new world, stronger this time, and the very Mortal Realm itself appeared to be singing in her favor. The ground folded in on itself to block Ambrosia’s rapid advances—a hurricane of different spells surging around her in a tsunami of destruction; gravity twisted, forcing Lilith’s footing to slide just out of alignment; even the all-incinerating heat of Ambrosia’s Genesis Flames curved and mellowed as they came into contact with the goddess’s shields, forming whorls that refused to scorch her skin.

“Do you see now?” Euphoria’s tone was serene once more, confident about her victory at the events against coming in tune with her control. “The world loves me. Every strike against me births a miracle just to protect me.”

Ambrosia snarled, her mature, beautiful face twisting in malice and wrath, pressing her palms together as her Genesis Flames spiraled into a miniature sun of malevolent heat. “Then let’s see how much the world can love you before it burns to cinders itself.”

Her words were like Law—a command forced upon reality as she let her flames bloom out of her hands.

『 Genesis Flames —::— Third Verse -::- Origin Collapse 』

The golden inferno roared—pure creation through all-encompassing destruction—collapsing the very fabric of reality itself on its path, surged toward the goddess. It was a spell born from the fusion of her mastery of the concepts of Time, Space, Fire, and Destruction. It was one of the most powerful spells in the arsenal of the Thousand Spells Witch, and it was primed to make the goddess pay the price for arrogance.

Euphoria countered instantly, her pink-gold aura flowering into complex geometry. The attack should have missed entirely—space itself folded in adoration of the goddess to guide the blast aside, to narrowly make the attack miss her form and keep her safe—however, Lilith moved before that could happen.

“Like I said, you are nothing but a pale imitation compared to him.” She had been observing the fight and analyzing it from the start. It did not take long for her to understand that this power of Love was nothing but an inferior version compared to Sol’s ability to control the strings of Fate and influence Causality itself, bending them to his whims.

With a single leap through the twisting grounds and disorienting gravity, she saw through the strings of Fate working to keep the goddess safe, and immediately slashed her sword once, the concept of Absolute Severance blooming and cutting through the support of Fate that Euphoria was coaxing with her power of Love. The dragon-scale Sword sliced through the distorted air, restoring its natural flow, forcing Euphoria to meet Ambrosia’s flames head-on.

The explosion hit like the collapse of a titanic sun, a hypernova that threatened to consume, incinerate, and annihilate every particle and piece of existence in its path.

A destructive wave of air ripped through the battlefield, flattening everything for dozens of kilometers. The air itself caught into golden ribbons of all-consuming flames and disintegrated, turning into a suffocating haze that would have burned any person below the level of a bona fide Demigod to cinders and ash, not even leaving that single trace behind. Every sound vanished beneath the roar of the collapsing void of reality and the blooming of an abyss of nothingness in its place, and even the clouds above ignited into wreaths of golden ribbons of fire, leaving only a blinding white sky, radiating golden brilliance.

The ground ceased to exist. Rock, sand, and metal were stripped of form, erased into molten glass. For miles in every direction, the world was reduced to a smooth, glowing wasteland where no shadow could survive.

Lilith landed first, her boots skidding against the vitrified earth. The heat was nearly unbearable even for her, yet her sword stayed steady. Ambrosia hovered a few meters behind her, her staff trembling from the recoil of the blast, golden flames still flickering along her shoulders.

“Do you think we got her?” Ambrosia asked, her voice hesitant, unsure.

Lilith did not even glance up at the Cardinal Witch of the Center, who brought forth such wanton destruction upon the Mortal Realm. “Sol says that if someone asks that question, it usually means they didn’t.”

Ambrosia could not stop the grimace that formed on her face at those words, but she knew in her heart that Lilith was right. It had been a very draining attack for her, but from the power they felt radiating from the newly ascended goddess, they just knew that it would not be enough to take down Euphoria.

When the rippling golden light of annihilating heat cleared, Euphoria stood at the center. Her pink-gold aura flickered, and the perfection of her form was reduced to nothing. Her left arm half-dissolved to light, and her once-immaculate hair was scorched black at the tips. She was completely disfigured, and pain was seared into her very mind.

The Flames of Genesis were born from Ambrosia's very desire to bring destruction to the reality that made her suffer, gave her the illusion that her pain and misery were perfectly normal—it went without saying that the power had some… nasty effects for the one experiencing being against it firsthand.

Anyone else in her place would have been mortally wounded, or rather, reduced to nothingness from the all-annihilating flames that even broke down the very fabric of existence.

However, Euphoria was a goddess. Divine power filled her broken body, and her wounds all vanished in an instant.

“I have near-unlimited divine energy. Do you think you can truly harm me like this!?”

Euphoria screamed. Gone was her leisure.

They were going to pay!

She pointed at them with an outstretched finger. Her power shifted colors and form—the beautiful pink of her Love transformed into a crimson hue of billowing Hatred.

“May the world hate and reject you for all eternity.”

『 All-Encompassing Hatred 』

Her hatred was a blessing to herself and a curse to others. The two immediately took their distance. Yet the curse of the goddess was instantaneous, and as Ambrosia tried to deploy a spell, she understood what it truly meant to be hated by the very world itself.

After all, for the first time in more than a thousand years… her spell had failed her.

“Mana is rejecting me.”

She gritted her teeth as blood flowed unbidden from her lips. Her internal organs were hurting, twisting, breaking down. It had been far too long since she had received a backlash from casting a spell, a backlash she had not prepared for. It hit her insides like a barrelling truck.

Ambrosia was not the only one affected. As a swordswoman, Lilith did not need to manipulate the mana from the air. Her own intent was enough to fight and actualize her concept. Yet, while she did not need the world for her power, she needed it for her perception.

The very senses of reality became twisted for her. Distance no longer matched what her eyes saw. Light seemed to betray her, bending at odd angles, showing images where there were none. The smell of ash turned to sweetness. The faint hum of Euphoria’s power came from everywhere, all at once.

Her senses by themselves were not affected, yet the information they relayed to her was all wrong, dissonant, twisting.

It was as if the world itself wanted her to stumble and fail.

She understood the goddess’ power in an instant—really, it was hard not to.

Euphoria was not just making the world love her. She was making it reject everything that opposed her.

For Ambrosia, that meant her mana, the very foundation of her abilities, was rebelling against her. For Lilith, it meant her reality was warping and twisting, barring all of her senses from functioning as they should. If she could not perceive, she could not cut, and if she could not cut and sever… she was nothing…

Truly a troublesome goddess, and all Lilith could say was that, thankfully, there was no one to fight alongside Euphoria at this moment.

Clearly, her danger level would skyrocket if she had someone who could support her. Or rather, a combat-oriented god or goddess that could be the vanguard while she supported them. It would have been the death of them.

It seems like Anubis and Echidna are doing their jobs well. So we should do ours.

Lilith exhaled slowly, steadying her grip on the sword. Her mind was cold, but the dissonance gnawed at her focus.

Then again, it isn’t all that bad. She thought, and a smile formed on her face.

“I guess I should treat this as a new kind of training,” she said in a lighthearted tone, fully intending for the goddess to hear her.

Euphoria’s expression twisted into disgust, an expression she did not bother hiding. For the first time since the battle began, the goddess genuinely questioned what kind of lunatic she was fighting.

From the look Ambrosia shot Lilith’s way, she clearly was not the only individual asking herself that same question.

[image: ]


For all her bravado and giddiness at obtaining some new training material for herself, Lilith had to admit that the goddess, Euphoria’s ⦗All-Encompassing Hatred⦘ was a problematic concept to be pitted against. It was a pain in the ass to deal with for just about anyone at their level.

Lilith’s boots dug into the vitrified earth as another quake rippled beneath her. The tremors were not random. The land quaked in anticipation of her each movement, each quake a carefully curated pulse by the very world itself to mis-align her footing before every strike.

Above, the once molten clouds reformed into ominous hues and thickened unnaturally, casting odd shadows that flickered and shifted like living things. The light turned traitorous. Blades and motes of sunlight concentrated only on their eyes to impair their vision. The wind screamed in reverse, carrying back their sounds… making it harder for them to even speak or cast.

They were not just fighting against Euphoria but against the very world itself, as it did its utmost to serve and protect the infuriating goddess. It started with just mana and light. However, the power gradually increased, and its effects became more diverse.

Gravity kept increasing with each passing second to slow them further.

The earth kept quaking whenever they made even a hint of movement. Vitrified sand billowed out unnaturally and did its best to blast their eyes to obscure their vision, to hurt their senses.

The air became scarce, then poisonous.

With each passing moment, the world turned more hostile, to where Lilith was seriously wondering in morbid fascination just how far it could go to oppose them and support the goddess. Every element of reality twisted to inconvenience them, hinder them, break them—to protect and cradle the goddess.

Lilith clicked her tongue, eyes narrowing into slits. “I’ve had enough.”

She slammed her sword into the ground, and for a moment, the world itself seemed to flinch from that strike. The rhythm of the battlefield skipped, like a record experiencing an unexpected stutter.

Her sword, and her will flowing through it, resisted the world itself. Nay… she did not just stop there; she denied its very will. Sol’s dragon scales, embedded with the power of a Concept, refused to be bound by any artificial laws imposed upon the world to make it do the Concept-wielder’s bidding.

A crimson-gold wave of malevolent aura rippled and spread outward. Where it passed, the lies of the world peeled back like being scraped by the edge of a sword—little by agonizing little, just enough for Lilith to breathe properly once more. Enough for Ambrosia to light a spark without hemorrhaging her mana and destroying her very insides.

“I can’t do this more than once,” Lilith said. “But it gives us a small window of reprieve… to act and retaliate.”

While she spoke, the molten gold bleeding into her her eyes continued to grow in both spread and radiance. She was getting more and more attuned with Sol’s power—the power of the End.

In normal circumstances, sharing the concept of the End was an impossibility. Thankfully, making the impossible possible was becoming something of a new norm for her after her nephew, Sol, came into his power.

Her current inclination and growing command over the power Sol commanded was the result of multiple coincidences. Her Concept of Absolute Severance fit very well with the the End. Sol’s blood flowed in her veins, and she was even holding a sword made from his body parts. To put the last nail in the coffin, she had even been meditating in Sol’s dimension after she had gotten her new power, adjusted to the King realm once more and then… ascended to her Demigodhood; she even planned to make her Territory at Sol’s Dimension. And this dimension was the very place where DEUS manifested into existence, the place most closely tied to Sol’s True Name.

Due to all these connections, she had grasped many insights over her stay at the realm, and this fight with a true goddess was helping those insights coalesce into something greater, something with more substance and form than the abstract vagueness she was grasping at through her bouts of enlightenment.

And yet…

“I could only create a dome of 10 meters in diameter—a free zone where her powers won’t reach us.”

“That is more than enough.” Ambrosia did not need any explanation from Lilith about how she had conjured this space for them. What mattered to her was that it let her use her spells again against the infuriating goddess.

A miniature sun formed in her palm once more—smaller, compact, more unstable, but far hotter than before. She was burning the very blood flowing through her veins as fuel to empower her flames and spell.

Euphoria narrowed her eyes as these events transpired before her eyes. Her expression was back to divine serenity, but her aura trembled ever so slightly at how her opponents could operate against her once more.

“Even now… you fight,” she spoke with a quiet cold wrath, stepping forward. Her crimson aura crackled, distorting reality wherever she walked. “Why struggle so much? What would you gain even if you won?”

She could not understand their intentions. There was literally no logical reason for them to fight against her, to oppose her. It was not like they could truly make her perish even if they somehow defeated her. As a Goddess, nothing but the End could cease her existence.

This entire fight was completely and utterly futile in her eyes.

“You could not understand even if we tried to explain,” Ambrosia said firmly.

“Is that so?” At those words, all emotion drained from Euphoria’s face and eyes. “Then let us continue.”

“Lilith, I will give you an occasion.” Ambrosia launched the miniature nuclear bomb like a railgun. The light reached Euphoria before she could even properly react.

Since it was all focused on one point, the ray immediately pierced through her shield and blasted her shoulder in one blazing motion, leaving a trail of annihilation in its path.

Euphoria grunted more out of outrage than pain. Yet, the onslaught was far from over as Lilith was already upon her. She had used the moment of destruction to sever the conceptual distance separating them by using the technique her daughter Lilin favored and excelled at.

Then once she was in the right range,

『 God-Slaying Sword -::- Crescent Moon 』

Lilith fully infused all the insights she had gained throughout her fight with her sword, compressing them into a single gleam of her blade’s razor-sharp edge and… slashed.

It was too late for Euphoria to fully dodge, and she could only watch as the beautiful trajectory of the sword cut down from the right side of her face to her chest, drawing an arc of blood.

Then, for the first time since the start of the battle, true agony ravaged her very soul as the attack hit true.

Euphoria shrieked, and the world shrieked with her, heartbroken at its darling’s pain. Until now, Lilith had been careful in using her Concept so that Euphoria would not be on guard, and the tactic seemed to have paid off as she delivered a devastating blow to the goddess.

She wanted to immediately follow up with another slash or thrust of her blade, but Euphoria instinctively switched to ⦗All-Encompassing Love⦘ which caused her to miss at the very last moment. The Goddess immediately distanced herself, blinking into the air as golden blood scattered unbidden from her wounds onto the world.

The pain never left her ravaged soul, no matter where she went, no matter where she glided or flew. It was a soul-tearing pain, of the sort she had only ever felt once before in her life. Her mind became even more chaotic when she realized that no matter how much of her Divinity she poured into the wound, the dastardly slash refused to close and heal, golden blood oozing out in rivulets.

With great concentration and a boatload of her divine power, she was barely able to stop the blood from leaking.

“Miserable wench!” she touched her now-disfigured face, and her expression morphed hideously to mirror that of a devil.

She understood. In that one instance, if Lilith had squeezed out just a bit more power, she would have been cleaved in two. She might have been forced to fall into limbo for a few decades at least—and a few thousand at worst.

A Goddess dying to someone who was not even a fully fledged Demigod yet? An ascendant who had not even claimed and built her Territory? It was blasphemy at its greatest form.

“Don’t joke with me! I am going to kill you!” Euphoria screeched, the world folding in itself to mirror her emotions, as utter rage consumed her mind.

Her aura intensified further, billowing out even more of her Divinity than what could be deemed reasonable, and the world wailed in agony as a result. All along, she had been holding back a part of her power out of fear of irreversibly affecting the world, and in extension the Mortal Realm itself. If she did, she would become an enemy of the world and would lose the free access she had gained through the long years she resided inside it.

Furthermore, she had been sure that just a small part of her divine powers would be enough to keep Lilith, and even Ambrosia, in check if necessary.

But now?

Her eyes darkened, mirroring an abyss of horrors, as an all-consuming rage and hatred were replaced by an eerie calmness.

They should just all die. She thought as she brought up all the hatred she felt for the pair of blasphemous beings before her and called out to the sky.


Chapter 31


Devoured Dream



While the fight between the three women raged, and Euphoria was on the verge of literally snapping because of the pair of women’s stubborn and relentless onslaught of attacks, Hypnos was not having the best time, either.

『 Elysium 』

The realm was the work of his life, the peak of his art. It was the strongest technique born from his Divine Authority.

This power could trap someone in a prison that was the creation of their own minds, making them live through a dream world based on absolute real probability.

What made those dreams so realistic was that they were not just dreams, but rather a glimpse at another reality itself—a parallel universe or a timeline that could have truly existed had the dies of probability rolled just enough for them to be made into reality.

A dream grounded in reality.

That was the reason his realm was so insidious. His world did not project impossible dreams, but real possibilities as illusions; because of that, they were all that much harder to leave.

Once the prey was twisted and their narrative assimilated, then modified, they would lose their power or might even go crazy and die because of the incongruity between their minds and the Truth they realized through their original experiences.

Hypnos sighed as he observed Echidna. Though she was not in her true body and was not even a true Demigod at the moment, her presence demanded respect, even from a former God such as himself.

She was standing leisurely in the void of the dream world. No matter how many possibilities he tried to subject her mind to, all were denied and then devoured before they could properly form.

It was as if she were rejecting all possibilities for an alternate future, as if her very core could not even accept the existence of a different possibility.

Or rather⁠—

It felt as if there existed no other reality but the one we live in where her dream could be realized.

Hypnos pondered by himself before rejecting that possibility.

There existed an infinite number of possibilities and an infinite number of parallel universes. It was impossible in such a vast cloud of possibilities that only one reality—the very one that they were experiencing now—contained what she dreamed.

Chasing that line of thought, a strained sigh escaped his lips before he could restrain it. The Witch Queen had been a problem, but at least he was able to understand and accept why she had broken out of his realm.

“You having a hard time, fallen god? Let me guess—Ambrosia woke up, didn’t she?” Echidna snickered in his face, a twisted gleam on her lips that burrowed into his godly psyche and irritated him.

“Why bring Ambrosia? It could have been Anubis.”

Echidna scoffed out loud at that. “Anubis won’t move. He doesn’t plan to fight Euphoria; he will leave that to Ambrosia. He is pretty selfish, you know? If you had gatecrashed his daughter’s wedding, he would have gone batshit insane; right now he is just joining in for the fun of it, and to experience a thing or two, I’d wager.”

“Are you insinuating that he could leave that place at any moment?”

“Hahaha…” The look of pity Echidna gave made him even more irate.

“We are people who committed multiple taboos in our search for the Truth of this world. We have done things you could not even dare to imagine.”

She waved her hand in dismissal. “The other two love to call me crazy. But trust me, you truly underestimate the depths of our madness and power. After all, we were once ready to destroy the entire world just to reach our goals.”

Echidna always found it amusing how people seemed to perceive them, the prejudice in their discernment.

Anubis caused the death of millions upon millions of people and the fall of thousands of empires throughout the universe—all of it just to reach his goal.

Ambrosia was a woman who once wished to reduce the very Mortal Realm to ashes for allowing her miserable existence, and now she wished to become all-knowing… Omniscient, an aspect of the true god.

She had caused the creation of hundreds of witches, despite knowing the suffering awaiting them. She was slowly conquering the Astral Realm through those same witches, subjecting them to endless misery in exchange for knowledge, and how to wield and weaponize that knowledge into their power through a seemingly never-ending existence.

“It’s honestly unfair when you think clearly about it, right? Anubis gets to transform millions of people into undead and even steal a part of the Afterlife, but people call him an unsung hero. His reputation and valor have reached even the Divine Realm. Meanwhile, I just brought forward a few wars of the Mortal Realm for a measly thousand years and meddled a little with life by creating a race of chimera, and people act like I'm the worst blight in all of existence. Like my very creation was an offense to existence itself. How ridiculous!”

What is this crazy woman talking about? Hypnos could not help himself from wondering in utter exasperation.

“You just thought I was crazy right now, am I right? I can recognize that look from realms away.”

“I apologize. I was simply startled. Now, about the deal⁠—”

“I refuse,” Echidna interjected before Hypnos could even finish.

“I have yet to offer my proposal to you.” He sounded confused, even outraged.

“There is no reason to listen. I have already made my choice. It has been made for some time now.”

“Are you sure? I assure you⁠—”

“Let me guess. Blah blah, something, something… help us and we will give you back your body or something along those lines, right?”

Hypnos looked chagrined.

“Bingo—got it in one go. Well, it wasn’t really that hard to guess. The Wings of Freedom has Lustburg's divine weapon, and that weapon is the key to unsealing my body.”

“Then why not join us? Are you now loyal to the prince?”

“There is no such thing as loyalty between us. I am not his servant nor his confidant.”

“Then…”

“I simply like being on the side that will be the ultimate victor.”

“I do not understand that belief.” Hypnos’ brows furrowed at Echidna’s declaration. It was one thing for the crazy woman to refuse him outright. But the reason she gave for her refusal left him baffled.

“While I admit that the prince has very powerful allies by his side, at the end of the day, they are no match for us. You should be aware of that already, given your intelligence and wisdom. Euphoria is just the start. More and more of us will ascend back to our divine position and soar beyond soon enough.”

“That seems plausible, yes.” Echidna nodded in understanding and acknowledgement.

“Even now, two of your strongest fighters are barely a match for Euphoria alone, and she is still getting accustomed to her power. She is also considerably holding back in fear of destroying the world and tearing apart the Mortal Realm.”

“You are right. A Goddess is still a Goddess. From what Sol has shared with us, even a False Goddess like Tiamat could only reach a draw with Luxuria at best. Ambrosia herself has not even entered the threshold that divides the Demigod realm and the Flase God realm, much less surpassing it anytime soon. Meanwhile, Lilith isn’t even a Demigod yet in the proper sense.” Echidna gave a cold assessment of the situation; there was no hesitation or reluctance in her voice. She freely admitted how the odds were stacked against them.

“Yet despite knowing all that, you still proclaim to follow the side that is going to win?” He could only look once more in utter disbelief at the madwoman. Nothing about her argument was making sense to the fallen god.

Echidna smiled. It was a soft and beautiful smile, different from the ones tinged with utter madness that consumed her being, the bone-chilling expressions that she exhibited on the go.

“Do you want to know why?” she asked.

“Will you tell me?”

“Of course not!!” Echidna laughed out loud, her arm clutching her belly as she keeled over from the force of her laughter. Why in all the hells would she explain her reasoning and risk enlightening her opponent?

It would be the height of stupidity.

Inwardly, though, her reasoning was crystal clear to her. It was not just because she knew Sol was the literal reincarnation of the Creator God that brought the event that he dubbed as the Twilight of the Gods untold eons ago.

The reason was quite simple, in the end.

Hypnos’ dreams were powerful, but they were limited by the forces of reality. His Elysium could not bring forth the impossible into existence.

However, Sol dared to dream of the impossible and to actually make it possible. His whole path was marked by the subversion of impossibility to utter possibility and reality.

Between someone who could make anything possible within the confines of logic and someone who laughed at the very notion of logic itself, squashed it aside, and then did whatever they wished, impossibility of it be damned…

The one she needed to follow was more than clear enough.

There was also the fact that Sol had placed a bomb in her soul. But that was just a minor matter to her, really.

As for her body? She had no attachment to it in the least. She simply needed to create a new and better one after Sol’s punishment ended.

Surely you will reduce my sentence now that I rejected the enemy’s proposal, right, Sol?

She grinned as she felt her soul pulse and her vision swim, distort, and transform.

Why had she not left the dream realm even though she could have done it in a heartbeat? As many times as needed, too.

Why did she waste her time talking with Hypnos even though she had no intention of joining his side?

Why had Sol provided a semblance of her old power back to her even though they all knew it would not have been enough for her to be of any help during the fight?

“Thank you, Echidna. I won’t forget this. You have my word.” Sol’s voice sounded extremely close to her ear, and she could now see him standing just next to her while Hypnos’ eyes widened in incomprehension.

This was it… This was the very reason that…

No matter what, she would rather die and be reduced to nothingness than have Sol as her enemy.
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Inside the void of the Dream World, Sol ambled leisurely, as if he were walking in his own backyard. He only stopped once he was in front of Echidna, his back covering her completely.

He was wearing his black wedding suit, with traces of nascent divinity pulsing rhythmically throughout its flowing form. The clothes were clearly on the verge of transforming into true divine weapons, lacking only sufficient energy and a more distinct concept to be infused into them.

His golden hair was neatly combed, while his blue eyes flickered with residual hues of iridescence: crimson, silver, and gold, like a pulsing rainbow of multiple colors before those swiftly vanished and settled once again on the simple blue of his Blessed disguise.

Hypnos’s own golden eyes twitched as he observed the young prince appear in what should have been his domain.

His domain—Elysium, the Land of Dreams —was not meant to be trespassed by anyone, not even by the gods. It was built from his will, shaped by his thoughts, and reinforced by the veil separating dream from reality.

And yet, the impossibility had just occurred right before him with such ease that he began questioning the reality of it.

“How?” he asked with gritted teeth, his fist tightening, as hundreds of possibilities flowed through his mind. At first, he wondered if this was nothing more than a projection or an avatar of the nuisance of a boy.

This possibility, while low, would have been at least slightly more logical. It would have simply meant that he had used a loophole by using Echidna as a medium.

However, that did not seem to be the case. He could feel that the body standing here was undoubtedly a true body made of flesh and blood, and while he had never met Sol himself, his divine power cascaded from him in waves, enveloping his very existence. Although it was far weaker than Hypnos expected from a Blessed of unprecedented caliber like Sol.

“How did you enter this place without my permission?” He asked once again. But Sol simply gave him a cocky smirk that made Hypnos grit his teeth harder.

“You really don’t remember? It seems I really stopped your previous Avatar from transmitting information when I destroyed it.” Sol mulled, a finger scratching his chin, as he observed the god with mockery in his eyes.

“Answer me!” Hypnos shouted, and with his voice, the realm warped. The scenery changed, reflecting⁠—

Crack! Crack! Crack!

— Pure nothingness.

“I heard your discussion earlier, and I am sorry to say that while I am not as insane as Echidna here, your Elysium realm could never reproduce my dream. Your realm cannot even fathom it, so stop trying, please.”

The space exploded like a broken mirror, and they were once again back in the void.

Echidna stepped back and bowed her head toward Sol—if only by the barest of margins for it to actually qualify as a bow. She had played her part and stalled the dream god just long enough for the impossible to become inevitable. The moment Hypnos had focused too much on interpreting her motives, she had already fulfilled her role.

The threads had been severed, and the gate opened. Sol had entered the realm of dreams and Hypnos’ domain. He broke through a realm without its owner’s permission and threw the notion of impossibility of such an event out the window.

“Did you really have to insult me while giving your explanation?” Echidna asked after a moment, her face and tone bemused, to which Sol could only shrug helplessly.

“Sorry, that was the best analogy I could conceive at the moment.” He did not sound sorry at all, realized Echidna, and so she dropped the particular topic lest she might feel like banging her head and dying from frustration.

“Never mind. How is the situation outside?”

“Stable. The wedding ceremony concluded beautifully. Ambrosia and Lilith are fighting Euphoria. The witches went to recover the fallen fragments of Asmodeus. I sent Wukong to Wratharis just in case anyone attacked there, and the others stayed to defend Lustburg and keep some of the important guests occupied.”

It was a simple and concise summary of the situation, but it only heightened Hypnos’ intrigue further about the whole debacle.

The rising anger gave way to a cold, calculative calm as he analyzed and rationalized all the information he had gathered regarding the insufferable prince standing cockily before him.

Slowly but surely, realization dawned on Hypnos as he began making sense of the situation. Once he cleared that first hurdle, it did not take long for him to understand why Sol had sent Echidna despite all the dangers involved with her inclusion.

She had been bait, a distraction, and he fell for it line, hook, and sinker. Once inside his domain, she had waited for Sol to trace her anchor—her soul—and enter through it.

The prince had not just found a loophole—no, he was more devious and cunning than that. He had created a brand-new one of his own design to enter Hypnos’ realm.

And now he stood in Hypnos’s throne room—neither asleep nor dreaming.

Sol could see the dawning understanding in Hypnos’s eyes, but he said nothing to supplement it or throw him off. There was no need for him to do anything of the sort.

His presence alone declared the turning of the tide.

And for the first time in countless millennia, Hypnos—the god of everlasting dreams—questioned if he was, perhaps, still dreaming himself, because what stood before him... should not have been possible.

Yet it was all too real now.

And that was the problem.

He promptly discarded all the information and knowledge he thought he knew about Sol. He realized they were all severely wrong or outdated. Trying to understand him with such flawed pieces of information would only result in an even more humiliating defeat further down.

The more he observed him, the more layers of secrets were being unraveled, revealing a depth that brought him, a fallen God, trepidation.

He is still in the King realm, right? Hypnos paled as he remembered one important fact about the prince, a reminder that made his very soul shudder and crawl in fear.

This was different from Lilith's situation. She already had both feet planted firmly on the Demigod realm, hovering at its edges and only the lack of a territory had barred her from bounding further and advancing within the realm. Sol, meanwhile, had only become a King-rank just a few weeks ago.

At this distance, he realized once again how absurd some things could be. His heart refused to accept that such an absurd irregularity could exist, but his mind forced him to face reality.

“What are you?” Hypnos whispered, loud enough for Sol to hear.

The surrounding dreamscape fractured again. Creeping veins of golden light, and thin threads of possibility, of endings and beginning, bled into the fabric of dreams, fighting and wrestling control from Hypnos. He blanched in horror to realize that he was losing control of his own realm to the fledgeling King before him. The absurdity of it all almost made him lose his mind.

“That is a very interesting question. Yes, I am many things: a handsome boy envied by many; a prince about to be crowned king of all of humanity; a married man; a dragon; or even a god for some. But for you?”

From beneath Sol’s feet, a darkness deeper than void spilled outward. It moved against the logic of the Dream World, not flowing but crawling, like a living ink stain that bled through the seams of reality itself and devoured it with unquenchable hunger.

“I am the crawling monster that hides beneath the stairs.”

The golden hair framing Sol’s handsome face was replaced by a beautiful incandescent silver, and his blue eyes changed into a pulse of rainbow, intermingling to show all hues and colors. A maniacal grin split his face as he watched Hypnos shudder.

The shadow parted. It was not merely the absence of light but rather an entity that moved with a specific purpose.

Endless Hunger.

“The shadow that lurks in the darkness.”

One, dozens, hundreds, then thousands of pale, vertical-slit eyes opened within the inky mass, blinking silently across every axis of perception.

Each one tracked Hypnos, indifferent to time, untethered from causality. The eyes were of different colors in observable and unobservable manifestations of the concept of Color. However, the unquestionable, irrevocable aspect that tied all of them was absolute—Hunger.

As if on cue, mouths formed and stretched to obscene proportions. Fanged, twisted, grinning maws filled with serrated teeth, smiling inhumanly wide, tethering the edges of the Eldritch.

“And I will become your worst nightmare.”

Some chattered soundlessly. Others laughed in impossible frequencies—mocking the concept of Sanity itself.

“So tell me, oh esteemed God of Dreams.”

A few began to whisper words that could barely be understood, and Hypnos felt those whispers directly inside of his very being, like parasites threading through the marrow of his bones, mocking at him from the inside out.

"How do you wager this story will end?"

Hypnos observed the thousands of eyes eyeing him greedily with their eldritch gaze. The fallen god made the mistake of staring too deeply into one of the eldritch reflections of crimson horror, but immediately regretted it, as he was rewarded for his impudence with a bombardment of information powerful enough to bring even someone on his level a grinding headache.

“Be careful—do not act like that fool over there. Someone once said, if you look at the abyss, the abyss will look back at you. You are already insane enough as is.” Sol waved his hand and pulled a squealing Echidna towards him, smothering her in his embrace.

Sol made sure that her face stayed planted against his chest, eyes fully covered, to keep her from making the same mistake as Hypnos. He had noticed her trying to observe the eyes more closely, and he knew that she was mad enough to continue the staring contest until only a husk of her sense of self was left, devoured by the Eldritch horrors.

Things are becoming messy. Hypnos sighed to himself, the headache still raging quite strongly. Still, it was better than before once he stopped focusing on those… abominations.

Until a few moments ago, the situation in itself had not been dire, in a sense. Sol’s infiltration of Elysium was unprecedented—an impossibility to his knowledge. However, his presence did not dictate that the fallen god had lost. Ambrosia and Lilith were fighting Euphoria, but he was not worried about her.

One could even argue that the former god had everything under his control, still. In fact, from the resurrected god’s perspective, this was the perfect occasion for him to analyze Sol and gain a deeper understanding of this young adversary.

That thought did a complete 180 when Sol started using his powers.

The moment the dastardly prince had summoned the incarnation of Hunger, alarm bells started ringing in Hypnos’ mind, making the fallen god reel in horror.

The feeling Hypnos got from Sol’s powers was… hard to describe. He could feel the Concept of Gluttony pushed to its extremities, distorted to a point that he was not sure if he was observing from the prince.

Famine, perhaps. That seemed to be the case indeed.

However, there was something more—something inherently wrong with the concept, something completely alien. It was a peculiar feeling he could not describe, but the very nature of it made goosebumps crawl on his skin.

“What kind of abomination are you?” He hissed,.

His plan had changed; it had to change. Observation be damned. Sol needed to be neutralized immediately, or else everything they were building up would crumble in front of their very eyes.

“Oh my…! Your words profoundly hurt my heart. I am no abomination. At the moment, I am nothing but a gentle, if hungry, Dream Eater.”

『 Famine -::- All Devouring Beast 』

The beast of uncountable eyes and Eldritch horrors awoke with that evocation. Dozens of tendrils uncoiled from beneath Sol’s feet, like starving limbs dragging themselves through ash. They crawled, scraped, and dug into the nothingness, anchoring themselves in the void that constituted the base of Hypnos’ realm.

Once tethered in place, all of them lunged for the void itself. Mouths bloomed across the limbs—wide, jagged, unnatural hollow creations. Rows of teeth churned like grinding metal, ready to devour and destroy, to crush and grind and disintegrate. An onslaught of crunch and bites followed their devouring spree. They chewed, slowly and loudly, like they were savoring the taste of the realm itself.

The inky dark void was unable to resist in front of this absolute behemoth of violence and carnage. It peeled away like flesh, giving way to nothingness. Everything the shadows touched was devoured and swallowed into oblivion.

The air shook and dissonated with the sound of chewing.

The beast's mastication hastened, became more methodical. Instead of diminishing, its hunger rose with each part of the void it took for itself and integrated that with it. The mouths multiplied even further, overlapping in tangled masses of horrific forms, snapping at the edges of everything in their presence. There was no shape, no order. Just hunger, an unstoppable motion, and the sounds of devouring existence.

Sol watched the eldritch horror with a sense of detachment in his eyes. His showing of power did not match that of any heroes—at least not any heroes that Sol knew of. Anyone who saw the horrific display would believe he was a monster from hell.

Funnily, the quote he had shared with Hypnos, the first part of it that he did not utter, flashed in his mind as he watched the monstrous display.

He who fights monsters should be careful not to become one himself, and if he gazes into the abyss for too long, the abyss will gaze back into him.

Sol gazed into the multiple eyes, and they gazed back at him. The staredown had been enlightening; it made him realize that the abyss he was gazing into was his own. This was the representation of his will, the very personification of his power.

Perhaps he was now indeed a monster sinking into the depths of the eternal void. But so what?

“I just wish to protect them,” he murmured, and for that, he would gladly become a monster if that was necessary in the long run.
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While Sol was gaining some personal enlightenment in the abyss that he encompassed, Hypnos was having the second-worst time of his life.

As the All-Devouring Beast chomped and swallowed the realm of dreams, the fallen god shrieked as he felt something deep inside him being torn apart, vanishing forever in all its entirety.

The horrific backlash was different from what happened with Ambrosia or even Echidna. One had destroyed the dream that she had been trapped in, and the other had devoured the energy source fueling the dreams trying to contain her.

“You’re trying to steal my Concept!” Hypnos roared like a wounded beast, his godly aura booming throughout the void of dreams.

Sol tilted his head and just… shrugged. “Let’s just call it borrowing… for an indefinite period, of course.”

Hypnos moved to retaliate against Sol's indiscriminate theft. Surprised he might be, but he was not about to allow someone to take his powers so easily. A God's Concept was not easily snatched, and he was going to make sure Sol regretted even trying.

However, the Dream World itself shifted before the reincarnated God could even take a single step.

Dozens of pale, skeletal hands exploded from beyond the void, latching onto his arms, shoulders, and legs before he could even register the assault. Without even giving him a chance to react, a throne rose behind him— white bone stacked and fused into shape by the power of sheer will alone. It wrapped around him like a cage masquerading as a seat.

He was forced to sit, forced to watch, helpless to do anything to even defend himself. He could feel his power weakening and his grasp over the very realm he had shaped through the eons slipping for the first time in his long existence.

The culprit was clear.

“Anubis,” Hypnos gnashed hatefully through clenched teeth.
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In Anubis' dream, the world containing him was transformed into a sea of death and fire.

In a sequence of events similar to Ambrosia, the dream had slowly tried to bring Anubis into a different possibility, a world where he did not win his way through the colosseum, but rather was still recognized for his undeniable talent and brought to the royal capital.

In their instant of disdain and hate, he was met with love and appreciation. He had no Book of the Dead and was not special, but he was just talented enough for his siblings not to worry about him, yet granted him the favor of most people of his realm.

Then, after working hard, he gained the love of his father, was granted a house and a county territory on the outskirts of the kingdom, and created a loving, happy family.

This was a beautiful story, one filled with warmth and happiness. Anubis instinctively understood that this was not just a regular illusion but a real possibility—a parallel reality.

But for Anubis, not a single detail truly mattered. For his dream had never been to settle and die old in this world, but to find his way back to his original world and meet his original parents once more.

Breaking out of the dream was proving to be hard, harder than he initially thought it would be. Escape was not impossible for a False God like him. Even Ambrosia had escaped, after all.

He slowly wormed his way through the world and implanted his will upon it. If he truly wished, he could leave anytime he wanted; he did nothing of the sort. Instead, he accomplished something different, leveraging the nature of this world to sublimate his own soul by committing an action he had never dared to in the real world.

So he killed.

He killed his fake wife, and his fake children. He was caught in the act and even accused of murder, but this was not enough to stop him. He killed the knights who came to capture him, and the wardens too.

From his servants to the people of his county, then the people of the duchy, and finally the entire empire.

He did not have the Book of the Dead, but he had no need for the book for what he was trying to accomplish here. Necromancy came naturally to him. He was the Master of Death, and not even the God of Dreams, much less a mere Demigod still clawing his way back to his previous exalted stature, could take that away from him.

Everywhere he went, the odor of blood and a sea of corpses followed. Curses, plagues, poisons, massacre—nothing was beneath him. Children, women, and men, infants and the elderly. He paid no attention to their ages, gender, or races.

All were equal in the presence of Death.

At first, they cursed him. Then they feared him. And when fear broke their very souls, they prayed to him. Kneeling in the mud, sobbing, they begged for mercy.

He granted them mercy in his eternal benevolence.

To them all, he brought the sweet release of Death, for there was no greater mercy that the Master of Death knew.

This dream lasted ten years.

For ten years, the stench of decaying corpses never left him. He slaughtered without pause—one, ten, a hundred, a million, until the corpses drowned the entire horizon in crimson red.

In the end, he drove his hand through his father’s chest and crushed the still-beating heart in his palm.

That was kill number 999,999,999.

Silence followed.

Watching the futile end of the one who could have become the emperor of the world, Anubis sat on a throne of bones and looked at the army of the dead that covered the world.

His mind flashed back to the words he once shared with Lilin when she was nothing but a young chick.

“Kill one man, and you are a murderer. Kill millions of men, and you are a conqueror. Kill them all, and you are a god.”

Golden light flashed in his eyes, and his divinity nearly doubled outright. This entire endeavor had been a grand ritual that cleansed his soul, allowing him to bathe in the greatest essence of death.

He felt no remorse. Such things had long been beneath him.

As he was now, he was sure he could match even Tiamat.

Yet the Throne of Godhood still eluded him.

The answer was clear: at the end of the day, this was nothing but a dream. The souls here were all fake.

But, if he were to repeat this ritual in the Mortal Realm? If he truly erased all life until only he remained?

Then Godhood might belong to him.

“What a shame. My son-in-law would never let me do this, and Isis would hate me.”

He sighed at the futility of it all. He had found a possible way to Godhood, but he could not use it. Risking his relationship over a mere possibility was simply not worth it.

This was truly frustrating. His mind connected to the backdoor he had created while committing the massacre, and he made sure to tighten his control on Hypnos.

Coming back to the Mortal Realm had been a difficult decision. This had been a productive trip, and he was sure he could glean more from it.

As for dealing with Hypnos and Euphoria—he would leave that tedious work to his infuriatingly competent son-in-law.
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Sol’s lips curled into a satisfied smile as the Necromancer King’s message reached his mind⁠—

{I have done my part. I will leave the rest to you. This dream is quite entertaining to mess around with.}

“My father-in-law has... some really peculiar tastes.”

It was only expected. Not just anyone could become the Warden of the Afterlife, after all. At the very least, they would need a twisted mindset like his father-in-law’s for such a role.

“I did mention that the other two were just as crazy, didn’t I?” Echidna muttered while trying to wiggle out of Sol’s embrace. It was such a shame that he was stopping her from witnessing the events that were transpiring; it would have been valuable research material for her.

“Stay still. Remember that this is Nuwa’s body.” Sol wanted nothing to happen to the poor girl. Nuwa had become a mascot in Sol’s eyes, one that he found endearing, and he would let nothing harm her with him around.

He focused back on Hypnos. The man had stopped struggling in the chair and was now looking directly at Sol without blinking.

The eyes of the men were far calmer now. The surprise had already passed, and now he could assess his situation without letting the boiling anger or the unbearable frustration inside him cloud his mind.

His calm look made Sol smile wryly, bitterness leaking from the crook of his lips. From the very start, his goal had been to destabilize Hypnos. As a God who focused on Dreams, the fallen God’s mind was his greatest asset.

Clearly, from what he could see, his eons of experience and wisdom were not for nothing.

“At least I got to blitz him before he gathered his composure.” That had been the only good news out of this little stunt he had performed against the fallen God.

While he made the ordeal seem effortless, it had only been possible because he had made his move when the resurrected God was in his most weakened state.

The three Demigods had been paramount in the success of this very impromptu plan.

Echidna devoured the energy sustaining the fallen God’s domain and kept Hypnos’ focus locked solely on her. Ambrosia had burned down the boundaries of the dream realm during her escape, and Anubis had attacked him by manipulating the fallen God’s soul. Even Lilith cutting a part of Elysium with her God-Slaying art had been a valuable part of this joint endeavor.

Had even one piece been missing in this complicated puzzle, the short, clipped fight would have taken far longer and would have been way more complicated.

Finally—

“Do you feel no shame? Five of you had to act only to capture an Avatar?” A faint smirk formed on Hypnos’ lips as he spit words of derision at Sol’s efforts.

— They were only facing the fallen God, Hypnos’ Avatar. It had taken all of their efforts to bind a mere avatar.

“Shame died long ago for me. I am more interested in how you created a second Demigod-level avatar so quickly after I destroyed the last one.”

Sol tilted his head in an odd blend of both curiosity and frustration. This development was maddening for the prince. During the last chapter of the war against Wratharis, Hypnos had intervened in the fight and all hell broke loose. Only after he had spent most of his energy fighting Camelia and Ambrosia was Sol able to get the drop on him and devour this infuriating fallen God’s Demigod avatar.

In Sol’s initial plan, the devouring act should have been enough to paralyze Hypnos for a few months. In the best-case scenario, the fallen God would have deemed the necessity to use his true body to confront them, falling into the trap that would wait eagerly for the insufferable being.

However, the situation he was facing now was drastically different compared to his expectations.

As for the others jumping him?

“Even though only temporarily, you trapped three Demigods with just an Avatar. I learned my lesson fighting Asura. A one-on-one against you at my current level would be foolish. This time, I prepared several contingency plans, more than you could imagine.”

Sol loved fighting, but he loved winning even more. Trying to fight alone against Asura had been a mistake he would not repeat until he had reached the Demigod realm himself.

“Still, I must admit I am quite baffled that the first plan worked. You seriously thought it was a good idea to imprison those three in your Dreamscape?”

The plan had been beyond stupid in Sol’s mind—no, this was bordering on suicidal levels. Even if he were given nine lives, Sol would never agree to put Anubis, Echidna, and Ambrosia in his dimension during a fight against the Demigod trio.

The way Sol was looking at him, as if he were a pitiful, stupid child, made Hypnos' blood boil in anger. The pain trying to crush his soul and sense of self did not help with the situation either. He could literally feel a part of his Insight on the realm of Dreams and his control over it vanishing in real time.

It was truly a small percentage—less than five percent. But if before he had been the sole contender for the title of God of Dreams, now he had someone who could fight for that title right before him.

“If my true body were here...” He whispered, teeth clenched hard, but the prince did not let him finish.

“I know. A shame, right? You must have thought it would be a simple mission. Too bad. It’s already the second time; perhaps next time, you will learn and come with your true body.” Sol laughed for a few seconds but then stopped abruptly.

“Thank your lucky stars for your cowardice. Had you come with your true body today, then you would have died an atrocious death. I would have made sure of it.”

The atmosphere went cold. Sol’s look was still indifferent, bordering on emotionless, the same one he had sported throughout this meeting. However, deep inside that mask of indifference and apathy, there was an anger, a powerful wrath that seemed ready to burn the world.

For a moment, Hypnos wondered if Sol was suffering from a severe case of multiple personality disorder. The way his emotions continuously fluctuated throughout this encounter stroked the curious soul inside the fallen God.

“Well, any last words?” Sol asked, and Hypnos knew that this was the end for this Avatar and even the shard of Dream that he had transferred over to his Avatar form.

The one silver lining from this frustrating and horrific debacle was that, this time at least, he was able to send information back to his true body. This would change many things. They would have to accelerate their plans in the Abyss and bring forth the birth of many new gods faster than they had initially planned.

“I am curious—why attack us? For all your plans, there is no denying that this is a precarious situation. Why refuse so adamantly to work with us?”

Sol chuckled softly. “Your previous Avatar asked me the same thing. You wondered why I stood against you when your real war was with the Goddesses. You even offered an alliance with me.”

Hypnos’s glare did not waver through Sol’s recounting. “And what will your answer be this time? You must see it by now. We are inevitable. More True Gods awaken each day while you cling to false ones. Why fight a battle you can’t win?”

Sol walked forward until the God’s reflection warped against the surrounding shadows. Hypnos was bound to the throne of bones, his divinity thrumming like a caged storm. Sol looked down on him with that faint, amused smile.

“It’s simple,” he said. “In the end I am envisioning, you are beneath me. Not above.” Sol felt no need to share the whole breadth of his plans with his enemy.

“You’re delusional,” Hypnos hissed, unable to contain his anger any longer. “You think you can defy the gods?”

Sol exploded in a mocking fit of full-belly laughter. “Don’t you see how profoundly amusing those words you spout are while you sit, trapped and helpless, in a place of your own making? How pitiful.”

“What I think doesn’t matter,” Sol continued. “What matters is that regardless how the tale ends, I win, and you lose. Fate bends to my will. And soon, so will you.”

Hypnos sneered. He decided that speaking more with this mad creature was a waste of time.

“Done trying to self-destruct, huh?” Sol pointed out at that very moment, catching the fallen God in the act.

“You knew all along?”

“I know many things and soon I shall know everything there is, was, and will be.”

Hypnos had indeed been buying time to destroy his clone. Unfortunately, the control Anubis had put on him was more powerful than he expected.

Sol raised his hand and placed it above Hypnos’s head. The shadows came alive, shivering and twisting, until a massive maw formed beneath Sol’s feet, widening and stretching out to hover behind the prince, looming ominously as its grotesque, uneven teeth glistened in the dark.

They had already devoured nearly everything in Elysium, and yet it was not enough, for they could never be satiated.

“Tell your siblings this,” Sol said in a quiet, somber tone. “I am the One Above All, the All-Seeing-Radiant Lord, and this will be the last mercy I shall offer you all.”

His silver hair shimmered quietly, and his rainbow-hued eyes glowed. “This world belongs to me. Submit or perish.”

The mouth of Eldritch hunger lunged right at that moment.

The last thing Hypnos saw was pure, endless darkness closing in.


Chapter 32


Meteors



Euphoria was still hesitant to use the full breadth of her divine capabilities, fearing she might do something irreversible to the world. However, the moment she felt Hypnos’ aura vanish, she made her decision. There was no time to lose; soon, Anubis and Echidna would enter the field, and her already precarious situation would worsen further.

She refused to be manhandled by a group of Demigods like this. Her pride as an ancient Goddess would not suffer such humiliation, nor the impact it would have on her narrative.

“You can only blame yourself for what happens next, ignorant mortals.” She muttered under her breath, hatred and wrath seeping through each syllable.

The world could hate her all it wanted. Let it have its tantrum if it so wished. She would make it love her all over again in the end.

Just not at the moment.

Right now, all she wanted was blood—the blood and anguish of the pair of infuriating ants struggling against their inevitable fate.

Her fingers clenched, nails digging into her palms. Heat pulsed under her skin, and the power of her Concept howled, screaming to be let loose.

They wanted to fight? Fine. She would give them hell.

“You wanted the world to burn, right?” Her lips curled into a twisted smile of endless malevolence. “Let me do it for you.”

Euphoria raised her hand… and the sky immediately answered her call. Hatred was her original Concept, the Origin she was born from, and she could use it almost instinctively, even without the need of her Divine Kingdom to channel the full extent of the Concept.

『All-Encompassing Hatred -::- Celestial Wrath 』

Clouds tore apart as a rift split the firmament asunder, exposing a hole that broadcast the edge of the void beyond.

From that tear through the heavens, something ancient and vast began its descent—a celestial mass of stone and flame, impossibly large, sheathed in heat and irrevocable fury—a symbol of the hatred and wrath of the Goddess of Hatred.

By focusing all the hatred of the world, she had attracted a nearby meteor from the asteroid belt—one large enough to bring forth a new ice age if the collision occurred.

Drawn by the Goddess’ divine will, the meteor accelerated beyond terminal velocity, its wake igniting the upper atmosphere and burning through the mass of clouds and layers of ozone. Its size alone eclipsed mountains. The heat of the immolated goliath of stone and fury seared through the veil of heaven, turning the horizon into a dark molten red.

The pressure arrived long before the impact—far too long. Earthquakes radiated outward, preemptive waves of devastation rupturing the terrain beneath the continent. Oceans trembled. Tectonic plates shifted. The planet itself cried out beneath the coming weight of the behemoth that could only be described as heaven’s wrath.

Accompanying the singular giant meteor was a shower of smaller but no less threatening meteor, raining down from above, heading straight for the world. There were hundreds—nay, thousands—of the smaller immolated balls of destruction. Most of them would assuredly fall on other kingdoms, and the death toll would be immense.

Euphoria had cast aside restraint and launched a mass extinction event.

She had, until now, preserved some control, conscious of the damage her authority could inflict on the Mortal Realm. But that concern was long gone now, replaced by certainty and a deep, malevolent hatred for everything wrong that occurred against her after her ascension. Whatever consequences followed, she would bear them full brunt; she would remake the world if need be. But these people would be erased, alongside everything that dared to threaten her, her authority, and her Narrative.
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Above the continent, high enough to touch the edge of the firmament, suspended beyond the jet stream in orbit-stable elevation, a floating fortress hummed with artificial grace.

This was the Sky Throne. the main island and capital of the Kingdom of Slothstein.

The Sky Throne was usually still and silent, as the angels there had no work other than monitoring the safety of the world. The last time they acted with certainty, intent, and true purpose was one thousand years ago—during Jupiter's era of world domination.

After such a long time of peace, even the most diligent angels fell into sloth—the sin that defined their existence. Yet… today was different. It was a day of judgment and horror—a truly catastrophic event was in motion, one that could tear the very foundations of the Mortal Realm.

Alarms blared everywhere, in every single place on the island without a miss.

Crimson markers lit up the control spires. One by one, celestial trajectories were calculated. Impact estimations unfolded in glowing runes across crystalline screens. The world was under attack from the stars themselves.

[ Protection Protocol Activated

Threat Class: Omega – World Breaker

Hostile Entity Count: 3,214

Immediate Estimated Casualties: 850 million]

The angels, who had been sleeping a few moments ago, all snapped into attention. The current population of the Mortal Realm was approximately 1.9 billion. Nearly half would be gone in one snap if nothing were to be done. They did not doubt that if not prevented, most if not all of the remaining half would cease to exist in the aftermath. They were looking at an extinction-level event.

“Goddess damnit. Call the queen immediately!” the general immediately cursed, bellowing at the top of her lungs.

This was why God-level beings, or even Demigods for that matter, could not set foot in this Realm. The moment they went all-out, only death and destruction would be left, and the ones who suffered would be the poor, helpless mortals with no powers.

Thankfully, they had been preparing for moments like this. All they needed was⁠—

“Lieutenant General, the queen has given her permission!” The messenger immediately relayed the queen’s approval, and the general cheered.

“Activate the defense.”

[ Protocol Aegis Activated ]

All over the continent, spires of sky-tearing heights erupted from the ground and began pulsing in unison—a rhythmic flow of ever-changing colors.

Energy extended from the spires with each pulse, and a hexagonal shield blinked into existence as they connected from tower to tower. Each shield coalesced and linked, covering a larger area and strengthening each other through their shared power.

The angels were regarded as the supreme race and the police force of the world, and they obviously made preparations to ensure this supremacy: Protocol Aegis. A worldwide defense system created to protect the world. The idea was to cast a shield that could protect mortals from residual bombardment since Demigods and above fought mostly in the air.

“General! There is a problem! The shield towers installed in the surroundings of Lustburg and Wratharis are not responding!”

The general gritted her teeth. “Who is the agent that was tasked with updating the defense system there?”

“Agent Chloe Diligentia.”

The general cursed once again. She did not care about the population of Lustburg. They had witnessed and even participated in mass extinction events. Humans were like rabbits; they would repopulate fast.

But Chloe was there, and they could not afford to let their Holy Daughter die as collateral.

“General, do not worry. Marshal Iris is currently on the field. She will protect Agent Chloe.”

The general sighed in relief at the news. “Perfect. Warn the Marshal. Ask her not to act out kindness. Her safety is paramount.”

Lustburg was doomed, but it mattered little in the grand scheme of things. The Goddess Luxuria would create a new kingdom if she judged it necessary. The same was true for Wratharis.

Once most of the shields were activated, it was time to eliminate the threats.

The number and size of the meteors were problematic, but they could destroy most of them with their millennia of preparation.

“Activate the elimination protocol!”

[ Protocol Longinus Activated ]

[ Energy output 40%. Target calibrated. Waiting for orders. ]

A great tower at the center of Slothstein rotated, locking into place. This was one of the greatest creations of the angels. They considered it to be the most powerful weapon in the world, with three levels of activation.

“Light of Judgment Canon! Fire!!!”

[ Fire! ]

A beam of light, purer than the intensity of the sun above, tore through the clouds. A line carved across the firmament as it ripped through space and void alike.

And with it, three-quarters of the meteor shower vanished instantly—annihilated. They would never reach the ground below.

The rest fell, but the damage and casualties would be negligible compared to what was previously estimated with the shield activated. Well, at least below the threshold that could push them to act.

The angels did not fire at all of them. The largest meteor, the one burning brightest, falling hardest, and heading straight for the epicenter toward Gluttony Foss? They left it untouched. There was no need to waste energy on it. The people there could protect themselves.

“Let them handle that one,” the general muttered, then started giving follow-up orders. “Prepare a casualty report and warn the nurturing division. They might have to guide a new human civilization from behind for a dozen years.”

This was much better than last time. Back then, they had to nurture humans for nearly two hundred years before they were ready to be freed from control.

“Activate our drone near Gluttony Foss immediately.”

“Understood.”

The general gave the order—she wished to see with her own eyes how this fight would end.

Her eyes briefly landed on the button activation of the final weapon form of the spiraling tower of destruction—Longinus. As indifferent as she was to the world's plight, she wished she had never had to use their last resort.

She kept watching, her mind set. What she saw next would seal her final decision.
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The largest meteor, immolating itself and the very air surrounding its flight with the fury of a dying star, descended like divine punishment, which it was—a divine punishment ordained by the Goddess of Love and Hatred. The roar of the immolated celestial body drowned out thought, its radiance rivaled the sun, and its sheer mass threatened to trigger a new extinction-level event. The angels' shields did not cover this region, deliberately left open for the beings fighting against this horror.

“Those angels are playing tricks again,” Ambrosia commented with a bitter smile tugging her lips.

Everyone and their mother could tell that this was deliberate.

Slothstein's angels had left this final trial untouched, fully confident that those in its path would either survive… or die trying. No matter how it went, they came out of it with no losses.

The sheer arrogance of this decision left Ambrosia utterly speechless. But she could not focus on those petty pigeons now, not with what they had to face soon.

The current situation was more pressing. The Mother of Witches banished the angels from her thoughts and searched for her companion among the chaos of the screaming world, wailing as the meteor inched closer and closer.

Lilith.

She stood at the very peak of a ruined spire, her hair billowing like tendrils of smoke and ash spiralling with an unknown wind. The wind howled around her, and her eyes locked on the blazing horror of a behemoth descending from above with morbid intensity.

“What will you do?” Ambrosia took a breath and started preparing her spells. She could flee now; no one could stop her from getting away from this place and saving herself from the impact and the aftermath. But Gluttony Foss was Echidna’s home, and she was a participant in the G.O.D. project. Leaving the chimera to be annihilated like this, with no chance to save themselves, was not something she could allow, especially since they would be collateral damage in her fight against the Goddess.

However, she could not force Lilith to stay in such a situation. Ambrosia was about to turn and tell Lilith to retreat now, that she was free to leave without consequence, but before she could even form the words…

“I am going to cut it.”

Ambrosia’s spell formation faltered at the sheer absurdity of what she heard, leading her to question hearing. “You’re serious?” She asked, even though she knew Lilith would never joke about something like this. At least, not in their current situation.

“I want to create a sword art that can cut through everything. Be it the mysterious gods… or even the unfathomable stars. Wouldn’t it be pathetic if I couldn’t even cut down a single meteor?”

“You’re insane.”

“No,” Lilith denied, her voice steady and firm, full of overwhelming conviction. “I’ve never felt more lucid. Inspiration is flooding my every pore. I can feel it—I’m on the verge of creating something new. Buy me some time, Ambrosia.”

Ambrosia exhaled softly, her eyes glowing with a brilliant golden radiance, the projection of her innate power. Her rational mind was screaming at her to not listen to that sword-obsessed, crazy woman.

Nevertheless…

“I am going to put my trust in you, Lilith.”

『 Avatar -::- Records of Akasha 』

Iridescent light of untold brilliance danced in her irises as mana surged around her like a rising mist of kaleidoscopic hues. The Book of Akasha opened once again, and the pages turned until they landed on the image of Medea.

『 Records of Akasha —::— Avatar -::- Chronos 』

With an flick of her wrist, a complex magic circle of interlocking locks unfurled below her steps, blooming and expanding—its shape like a great celestial clock, spinning in layers upon layers of interlocking mechanisms and gears that seemed to control the movements of each hand of the ethereal clock.

Time stuttered and creaked, groaning until… everything came to a halt.

The meteor’s descent slowed so significantly that it was almost as though it weren’t moving at all.

“I can give you a few seconds.” Ambrosia’s voice was calm, but sweat was already beading on her temples. Slowing time infinitely close to a full stop, over such a vast area—especially something falling from orbit—was no small feat, even for the Mother of Witches.

“A few seconds is more than enough.” Lilith’s voice rang as she admired Ambrosia’s incredible feat of strength.

Her core ignited.

『 Mana Burst -::- Overdrive 』

Mana surged.

Her mana flared like the combustion of a dying star achieving supernova, detonating from her core and infusing every fiber of her being. Her hair whipped like writhing tongues of wildfire, while her eyes blazed and shimmered into a fire of molten gold.

The air screamed and wailed. Her body shimmered with energy as violet flames of unbridled power erupted around her like a blaze of molten aura. In that instant, gravity faltered around her, reality bending at the edges because of her sheer presence alone.

The ground beneath her shattered, shockwaves rippling outwards in jagged streams.

This was Sol's technique, though calling it such was an overstatement. This was nothing but a wasteful use of mana, overloading and flooding the body with it. It was a reckless usage of power, impossible without virtually limitless mana or a strong-enough body.

These were two things she had lacked in their entirety until Sol recreated her body.

Now, she had everything she ever needed and more.

“I am going to sever that meteor.”

She braced her left foot back, sinking into a low stance. One hand found the hilt of her blade, the other hovered over the sheath. She could feel the mana pulsing inside her, wave after wave, each one hotter than the last. It was like a river of fire rushing through her, getting stronger with every beat of her heart.

So intense was the undulation of the mana streams that her body started cracking. Fissures criss-crossed her skin, while the heat generated by her upsurge of mana was hot enough to evaporate the blood coursing through her veins.

Her head tilted downward, purple hair waving erratically in the wind. Yet her gaze never wavered. It pierced through the violet flames and disintegrating stones, locked on the heart of the descending meteor as if the behemoth of destruction was nothing but a target awaiting judgment brought by her own hands.

She could sever everything. That was her path, her creed. Giant meteors were no exceptions to that absolute rule—the rule of Absolute Severance. Lilith took a deep, centering breath. As she tightened her grip around her sword, hard enough to crackle the very air, her thoughts drifted over memories of her daughter. Unlike Lilin’s misconceptions of belief, Lilith had always known that her daughter was extremely talented.

One breath to reach the speed of sound.

This was why Lilith felt no shame in learning from her. Unfortunately, she did not have Lilin’s immense talent in the manipulation of space; she could not simply ignore and erase the concept of distance and teleport anywhere she wished.

… Two breaths to go beyond sound.

Thankfully, such intricacies did not matter to her. She was the Sovereign of Swords—the song of each gleaming blade as it severed. All she ever needed… was a sword. The rest would fall into place accordingly.

….. One step to reach the ever-elusive light and… Go beyond!

Shockwaves tore the ground apart into gravel as she kicked off into the air, shattering everything in her vicinity. Her form shot through the clouds in a flash of violet light, cutting upward straight into the crawling inferno. The world vanished into a blur, and a sudden, sharp calm took over the chaos of the world as her perception sped up and the meteor seemed to stop entirely. Her burst of acceleration allowed her to rise several times above her maximum speed, and in a snap, she intercepted the meteor head-on.

Once she reached only a breath’s pace away, time seemingly at a standstill, waiting patiently for her act…

『 God-Slaying Sword Art -::- One-Step Horizon 』

Her sword gleamed white-violet, thrumming with divine power, and clashed with the meteor.

All it took was one swing.

The blade left its sheath in a flash of violet and white, so fast the sound arrived seconds after the light. Across the continent, those who looked up saw the impossible—a single, pure line of white-hot violet, splitting the heavens themselves.

The world itself paused in the aftermath. Soon, clouds parted. Winds stopped. Even the falling debris hung suspended for a heartbeat, as though uncertain about how to proceed.

A blinding arc of mana raced across the gleaming sky of iridescent hues, carving through the very heart of the meteor. The impact was silent at first, too fast for the speed of sound to keep up with its law-breaking speed.

Four perfect lines carved through the kilometers-wide mass, manifesting as though out of thin air, splitting the immolating hunk of stone into quarters. The sheer force tore open a fissure in the atmosphere, allowing the void beyond to be visible in daylight. A paradox of occurrence—the sky of night brought into existence during the day.

For a moment, silence reigned over the world.

Then came the aftermath. As formidable as her sword slash had been, it had not been enough to erase the entire meteor, she had done her part.

The disintegrated meteor’s debris continued its rapid descent, but this aftermath was well within Ambrosia’s capabilities to manage.

“I will leave the rest to you,” she heard Lilith across the depths of the sky.

Thankfully, Ambrosia did not disappoint the Queen Regent’s expectations.

Though tired after firing two explosions rivaling the supernovas of dying suns, she easily erased all the smaller meteors that threatened to fall on Gluttony Foss.

Watching her devastating performance, Lilith wiped the blood pooling at of the corner of her mouth. Mana Burst had been more exhausting than anticipated.

As the swirling aura of molten violet surrounding her body dissipated, she hovered amidst falling embers and molten shards. Her breath came heavy, drawn through gritted teeth and exhausting pain. Her sword, though dimmed significantly, still hummed with the residual power of her enlightenment, held fast in her grip.

Her body also bore the price of her impromptu attack. Burns laced her arms and shoulders. Shallow cuts bled along her legs. Smoke rose from her singed bodysuit, and her bones groaned in protest beneath the surface of her now-withering skin.

⦗Overdrive⦘ was not a power accessible to anyone; she was not Sol, after all. After this, she might need a few days of rest unless Isis or Nefertiti were generous enough to heal her.

Such thoughts did not matter at the moment. Superficial wounds did not have the weight to affect her jubilant mood.

On her face bloomed one of the brightest, fiercest smiles she had ever worn. Her heart thundered in her chest, louder than the aftershocks of the divine wrath that almost descended and made the world collapse.

She felt pure ecstasy coursing through every sinew of her being as she savored the aftertaste of her previous sword strike.

Her hand was trembling, her soul was aching from the strain, but she could…

Rhythmic notes of hollow claps echoed faintly through the drifting embers, breaking her train of thought.

“I see. So you cut it down. How impressive.

Lilith’s eyes narrowed. Euphoria’s voice cut through the haze, distant but clear, laced with mockery.

“So… what are you going to do about the second one?” Euphoria asked with a sneer.

Confusion rippled across Lilith’s face.

Then, she understood. She looked up.

And there it was: another meteor, even larger, even faster.

Falling straight for them.

This was the end of the line for the duo—or at least it should have been.

However…

“Perhaps I should have stayed in the dream? Being welcomed by a meteor was not on my Bingo card.” A young man spoke with an exaggerated sigh as he appeared beside her. It felt like the man had always been by her side, as though he had not just manifested into existence. Such was the ease with which the world allowed his presence.

The voice was one she recognized. Slightly cooky but oh-so-reliable.

Silver hair and eyes of shifting rainbow hue—an appearance much different from what she was used to seeing. Yet she could never mistake him for anyone else.

“You really do appear at the strangest times.” Lilith's tense shoulders relaxed at his arrival. A feeling that everything would fall into place perfectly now that he had arrived here filled her heart and the depths of her soul.

“What can I do? Arriving fashionably late is the prerogative of the main character.” Sol was laughing, but his eyes were infinitely cold. Anger was rising inside his body like an active volcano as he observed the wounds covering Lilith’s body.

In the distance, he could also feel the bewildered gazes of the goddesses. After all, his current appearance was not what a Blessed should have.

He was not worried by their presence, though. The goddesses now had far bigger problems to worry about than little ol’ him. They would not antagonize him—at least not for the time being.

“Um, guys… This is great and all. But there is a giant meteor falling on my kingdom where my true body is… Care to help?” Echidna, standing beside Sol, muttered with exasperation. A simple meteor would never be enough to destroy the seal on her body, but it would definitely erase all her creations.

“Ah, that?” Sol looked up nonchalantly, as if only now the world-destroying behemoth and… acted as though it were nothing. “Leave it to me.”

The silver-haired prince stepped forward a single step. With an extended hand, he snapped his fingers, a faint sound… but that sound rippled through the void and echoed loudly in every corner of the world.

A soundless tremor rippled across the world alongside that snap.

And finally…

『 Dimension Encroachment -::- Void Gate 』

Reality cracked and shattered. Above them, space folded, then split open like the maw of the abyss. A rift bloomed across the heavens, wide enough to swallow mountains, maybe even continents whole.

From anyone's perspective, it looked like an abyssal beast of worldly proportions had just opened its hungry maws wide.

A literal maw of abyssal darkness and soul-shuddering nothingness unfolded above them. Dozens of fanged extensions followed, latching onto the still-falling mass. The mouths bit deep, chewing through rock and heat in one resounding gulp that seemed to echo throughout the expanse of the world and beyond.

The meteor that had heralded annihilation—swallowed by a single gesture. The jagged rift pulsed once more before folding in on itself with a deep, muffled thud, like a door slamming shut on reality.

And just like that, everything was gone, and the sky returned to normal… as though nothing had taken place to disturb the heavens above.


Chapter 33


No Mercy



A hush swept across the battlefield. The ease with which the events transpired made the Demigod pair’s earlier struggle seem meaningless.

Ambrosia stared blankly. Lilith blinked lamely. Even Euphoria, somewhere beyond the void and hiding her presence, had gone silent. The only person who was nonchalant about Sol’s display was Echidna. Her eyes locked on Euphoria. The Goddess could not hide herself from the madwoman’s gaze, which never left the goddess’ shimmering form. The madwoman was about to watch every atom that surrounded the goddess.

Sol let his hand drop to his side, the kaleidoscopic radiance from his eyes dimming to a simple rainbow hue.

“Done.”

Ambrosia crossed her arms with a huff, eyes twitching with annoyance and frustration. “I really, really hate Dimensional Mages.”

Lilith winced as she sheathed her sword. “Show-off,” she muttered through a half-smile, blood still trickling down her lip from the strain she had put on herself.

Sol grinned, utterly unapologetic for his showing off. “You love it.”

Ambrosia’s eyes twitched dangerously now, frustration growing more and more into annoyance. “I’m starting to miss the days when you could barely form a stable Gate without collapsing on your knees into a heaving mess.”

“Growth is painful, I know. I had to become cooler, after all.” He snapped his fingers playfully again. “Can’t let my girls down and all that jazz.”

“You are growing too fast.”

“Am I? I, for one, feel like I am not doing it fast enough, given the current situation.” The smile slipped from his face.

"How touching." The voice did not echo from one direction. It came from everywhere at once—a cacophony of joy and madness woven together in a tapestry of melodious noise, a paradox of sound. The sky rippled, shades bleeding into one another like watercolor on wet canvas.

“You think your puny tricks are enough to impress me, Dimensional Mage?" Euphoria’s laughter was wind chimes made of shattered glass, a blissful screech and whining in one’s ears. "I am the embodiment of ecstasy, the apex of sensation. I am a goddess!”

Her voice, while still powerful, carried an edge of strain, a tremor that was not present before. Blood still dripped from where Lilith's blade had carved through her divine flesh, and the reminder of her wound made her anger and hatred surge like a tsunami.

She was infuriated that Sol had erased her attack so easily. The world was rejecting her now, and the amount of divine power she could use was dwindling since she had no believers to her name at the moment. The speed at which she could replenish her divinity in the Mortal Realm was simply too slow.

The wounds Lilith inflicted on her was also more troublesome than she had imagined. Even now, they were reopening.

I need to leave. Her goal was ultimately to get back her Divine Kingdom and establish her Godhood permanently.

Sol's expression hardened to stone. The playfulness evaporated like morning dew under a scorching sun. "Yeah? Well, I've got a sensation for you to feel ,alright."

Ambrosia's hand shot out, trying to stop him. "Sol, wait⁠—"

But before she could say more, Echidna intervened and stopped the Mother of All Witches instead. “Just watch.”

Sol ignored their interaction, eyes trained on the goddess that had finally revealed herself. “You know, using laws and concepts and everything abstract is fun. Bending space, opening portals, playing with the fabric of reality—it's all very impressive.”

His voice was calm now, almost conversational. The mana around him coalesced, visible to the naked eye as ribbons of pure power wrapped around his limbs like chains of starlight.

He cracked his knuckles, each pop echoing like small isolated explosions.

"But what I like most⁠—"

His aura exploded outward, a pillar of radiant energy that pierced the shattered sky where his Void Gate had devoured the meteor and the atmosphere alongside it.

"—is punching things hard."

It was time to test his new martial arts.

『 Mana Burst -::- Overdrive Ignition 』

The world screamed and wailed along with his evocation.

Every particle of mana within a hundred-meter radius rushed toward Sol like iron filings to a magnet. His body became a furnace, heat waves distorting the air around him and ripping through the fabric of reality. The ground beneath his feet cracked and crumbled, unable to withstand the sheer pressure of his power and insurgent aura.

Sol gave a feral grin as he shifted into position.

His left foot slid behind his right in a perfect martial stance, weight distributed with absolute precision. His right hand followed suit, pulling back until his fist was level with his hip. Every muscle in his body tensed instantly, from his calves to his shoulders, creating a kinetic chain of devastating potential energy.

Euphoria's expression shifted. For the first time, something other than manic joy crossed her features.

Uncertainty.

"What are you⁠—"

And just before the goddess could close or widen the distance, Sol threw a simple jab.

『 Collapsing Fist -::- Super Nova 』

It was but a simple punch thrown haphazardly at empty air, an action that was aimed at no one, yet capable of striking anyone.

Echidna knew this technique well, because she had seen it before when he had trained in his dimension.

With one second, it could shatter the ground.

With five seconds, it could break the sky.

With ten seconds, it could overturn the world.

His fist swung with perfect form and trajectory—hip rotation, shoulder engagement, and the full twist of his core. But the real mastery did not lie in the physical strike itself.

It was in the mastery of space and dimension.

Two portals manifested and opened at the same instant; one directly in front of his fist, and another right before Euphoria, expanding to the size of a dinner plate.

The Goddess's eyes went wide as the fist went through space and connected perfectly with her face.

!!!

With a deafening roar, everything swept away along the fist’s trajectory.

The portal acted as a force multiplier, compressing and speeding the punch's kinetic energy through a dimensional tunnel. What emerged on the other side was not a mere simple jab: it was the physical manifestation of the concept of destruction itself.

The ground shattered open as if obliterated from the inside out, chunks of earth the size of whole buildings launching into the sky. The air vibrated, creating an explosive noise that rolled across the battlefield like the echoing thunder that followed the divine punishment from an angry god. The world within the range of his punch momentarily became a vacuum, all air molecules ripped away, leaving nothing but absolute void—nothingness, the abyss.

Euphoria's head snapped back with sickening force, her ever-shifting form solidifying just long enough to register the impact. Her expression froze in shock, mouth open in a soundless scream.

And then⁠—

BOOM—!!!

Following the delayed, ear-splitting explosion, gray dust scattered in all directions, creating a mushroom cloud that blotted out the already fractured sky. The shockwave rippled outward in visible rings, flattening what little remained standing on the battlefield.

When the dust settled, Lilith lowered her arms, which had been shielding her face from the onslaught of dust, debris, and an explosive aura that threatened to consume her. "This is unbelievable."

The annihilation was there for all to see.

The world was utterly obliterated, with nothing left where Sol's fist had struck.

A massive cone-shaped crater formed in the ground, perfectly symmetrical, as if a giant ice cream cone had been carved from the earth. The walls of the crater were glass-smooth, the rocksuperheated into obsidian by the friction of displaced air.

Overwhelming power.

Sol stood at the edge of the crater, his arm still extended, steam rising from his body in visible heat haze. His breathing was heavy, but his eyes remained locked on the center of the devastation.

Ambrosia watched the destruction Sol caused. In terms of pure power, this was actually weaker than his Prototype Light of Destruction. But that had been a power brought about from the manipulation of Laws and Concepts.

What happened right now, was different. It was pure physical power. She did not even know that something even close to this display was possible for anyone outside of Titans.

Echidna, meanwhile, simply massaged her brows. The chimeras had already long fled the surroundings; survival was etched in their genetic code. But it still felt bad seeing her capital being erased from the map one strike at a time.

Then again, Lilith and Ambrosia had already erased two-thirds of her home by themselves.

For a long moment, there was only a haunting silence—a silence that made one not breathe in anticipation of what was to come.

Then, from the depths of the crater, a sound emerged. Euphoria, her face smashed and disfigured, rose. Her expression was more confused than Ambrosia's.

Since Sol had not mixed the jab he threw at her with a Concept, she could heal rather easily. Yet a pure physical manifestation of power should not have gone through her defenses at all.

Sol did not give Euphoria a chance to think things through, though.

He was already moving long before Euphoria had even emerged, his body flickering between positions as he opened small portals with each step, turning a simple dash into a dance of teleportation brilliance. One moment, he was at the crater's edge; the next, he was airborne; and in the next, he was behind Euphoria, fist already cocked back, ready for another strike.

Euphoria forced a laugh and spun with inhuman grace. Her arm extended, fingers trailing ribbons of iridescent light that solidified into whip-like tendrils. They lashed out, each one singing with a different emotion—joy, sorrow, rage, love—all weaponized into pure sensory overload that could make anyone disoriented and immobile.

Sol's portals opened reflexively, swallowing the tendrils and redirecting them back at her from different angles. She danced through them like it was a game. The punch she received had hurt a lot. But if that was all the boy before her was capable of, then she had nothing to worry about. She could just heal if necessary.

Sol snarled, opening a portal beneath his feet and dropping through, emerging from a portal opened directly above her. His fist came down like a meteor, wrapped in compressed spatial energy that made the air itself scream and wail, distorting reality in its wake.

『 Collapsing Fist -::- Falling Star 』

The impact cratered the ground again, sending shockwaves that knocked Ambrosia and Lilith off their feet, even from their distant position. But Euphoria had caught his fist, her fingers wrapped around his knuckles with impossible strength that belied her fragile form.

Her face was inches from his, eyes blazing with manic delight.

“You can fight as much as you want, but you cannot win. You are just a puny King.”

Sol's other hand came up, palm flat, a portal already forming in front of it. “Your brother thought the same, and now he is dead.”

『 Collapsing Fist -::- Point Blank 』

The blast of compressed air and mana erupted at zero distance. A sphere of annihilation that had the intensity and destructive capability to tear through anything in existence. The explosion sent Euphoria flying backward, her body carving a trench through the devastated earth for hundreds of meters before she finally skidded to a stop.

Sol landed, steam still rising from his body. He clenched his hands and nodded.

The test is done. This martial art fits me well. It’s worth developing and mixing with my Concepts later.

He had always been jealous of Lilith and Lilin's sword arts, the way they flaunted their bodies with techniques that were incompatible with him. So he had been working on something that would fit his fighting style. It was still crude, but it would evolve over time; he would make sure of that.

As for his opinion of Euphoria after punching her a few times?

She is getting weaker.

“You are less troublesome to deal with than Asura. I guess the world's rejection is growing with each second?” He taunted her with a mocking sneer, but he was being sincere. Though Euphoria was a goddess now, she was less of a counter to him than Asura, who had only been a Demigod when they fought. In fact, Sol was the perfect counter for her.

Asura's ability to adapt and evolve mid-combat, to copy and counter techniques in real-time, had been a nightmare for him. The Demigod had been a madman who loved struggle and combat.

Euphoria, for all her divine power, relied on making the world itself fight for her. And against someone who could bend space, causality, and fate itself?

That meant very little.

Now that she was underestimating my attack and my means. Should I use the End to destroy her? Sol mused even as he watched her stand up, golden blood streaming from dozens of wounds.

Revealing he had lost his Blessing was one thing; the goddesses would doubt him, but they wouldn’t make an enemy out of him. Revealing the power of the End, though, was a whole different matter.

Can I capture her in my dimension? He immediately dismissed the notion. Euphoria could affect the world itself with her concept. Pulling her would be hard enough, and he still had no idea what consequences he would have to face for bringing her inside his dimension, his own world.

The Inverse World—his dimension was still unstable, still growing. Introducing a hostile divine entity could corrupt it, destroy it, or worse—give Euphoria access to the very foundation of his power.

There was only one thing left for him to do.

"Lilith, Ambrosia." His voice cut through the settling dust, clear and commanding. "We are jumping her."

Ambrosia's eyes twitched, but a savage grin spread across her face at the prospect that was offered. "Finally. I was getting tired of watching you show off."

Lilith simply drew her blade, the Dragon-Scale Sword singing as it left its sheath. The molten gold in her eyes had spread further, consuming more of the purple hues of her original eye color. "About damn time."

She was still wounded and tired, but she was ready to fight.

Euphoria rose to her full height, her form solidifying into something more stable, more desperate.

"You DARE⁠—"

"Yeah, we dare." Sol's rainbow hues locked onto hers. "Welcome to the Mortal Realm, Goddess, where even Gods can bleed."

The battlefield shuddered beneath their power, air bending around them. Sol’s grin sharpened as he added, almost cheerfully, “Remember, this all started because you crashed my wedding, and I’m a very vindictive man.”

For a heartbeat, everything went silent—then, in the same breath, they moved.

To slay a god.
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Euphoria's aura exploded outward, pink and gold motes of divine light washing over the devastated landscape. This time, there was no playfulness in her power, no sadistic joy. Only pure, desperate fury and unbridled hatred for her foes.

If only she could use her Cosmic form. If only she could access her Divine Kingdom and Throne. If only she were not limited by this world.

This whole fight was entirely and utterly unfair. So many restrictions and limitations stopped her from actually fighting like a God should have.

This made her want to tear her hair out of frustration and scream at Fate.

"Your face is full of grievance; I am sure you must think this is incredibly unfair to you, and I mean, I understand. I really do. It must feel shitty being so restrained while getting beaten up by a bunch of mortals that you think of even less than ants."

She glared at him, wishing nothing more than to punch his smug face, mocking her right now.

"But you know what is funny? Limited you might be, but do not forget that you are facing nothing more than a Demigod, a False Demigod, and a King… and yet you are struggling? Complaining about unfairness? Pfft~! Hahaha!"

He gave her a look ofutter derision. "How pathetic."

Euphoria felt something break inside her, collapsing and vanishing without a trace. For the first time, she truly felt genuine hatred for someone else, a burning hatred that bubbled from deep within her very core.

"Fine! If you want to die so badly⁠—"

『 All-Encompassing Hatred 』

The curse spread like wildfire, invisible tendrils of divine malice reaching out to poison reality itself. The very air turned hostile for everyone she deemed a target and in her insane state… that was the Mortal Realm itself. The ground rejected their weight. Light itself bent away from them, trying to deny them sight.

She could not use Celestial Wrath, but the usage of her Authority over Hatred should have been more than enough to restrain these bastards.

But then⁠—

Nothing happened.

Euphoria's eyes widened in genuine shock for the first time.

The world was not responding to her, at all. No, no—she could feel it responding, responding clearly… but… it was not to her.

"What... what is this?"

Sol stood there, completely unaffected, as reality itself seemed to slide off him like water off oil. Around him, space twisted and folded, creating a bubble where the laws of the Mortal Realm simply did not apply. Reality could not touch him, because he deemed it beneath him.

『 Dimension Encroachment -::- Inverse World 』

"Did you really think that would work on me? A Dimensional Mage?" Sol's voice was almost pitying as he looked at her like she was a naive child not an ancient goddess. "I don't follow this world's rules, Goddess. I make my own."

Euphoria snarled and switched tactics immediately.

『 All-Encompassing Love 』

The fight resumed. The world should have bent to protect her, should have guided attacks away, twisted fate itself to ensure her survival. It had worked before against the two Demigods that made everything a struggle. It always worked.

But this time, the response was... wrong.

The world shuddered. And then, with a sound like breaking glass, it rejected her completely.

"No... NO!"

Euphoria staggered as an invisible weight slammed down on her shoulders. The Mortal Realm itself was pushing back against her presence, trying to expel her like a cancer, like a person’s immune system would attack a foreign body taking root and trying to spread disease.

"Impossible! The world should love me!"

"You damaged it," Echidna said coldly, stepping forward from between the trio, looking down at the goddess with utter contempt and ridicule. Her eyes glowed, vertical pupils contracting to thin slits. White scales with obsidian patterns rippled across her skin, covering her arms and face in a mesmerizing mosaic of interlocking patterns. Her lower body transformed, serpentine coils replacing human legs.

She was analyzing and gathering data. This was the first time she had fully observed this kind of phenomenon.

"Twice, you threw a meteor that could have caused an extincion-level event. You flooded the realm with divine energy it couldn’t handle and was not made to contain. You broke the rules of the world, Goddess. The world has tolerated you enough."

Ambrosia's flames spiralled around her, gold and crimson mixing into something terrifying as she finished Echidna’s words. "And now the world hates you for it. The Mortal Realm rejects you."

The irony was perfect. The Goddess who could make anything love her had made her greatest enemy—the world itself. The Mortal Realm was working against her now.

Euphoria's form flickered, becoming less substantial. She was being pushed out, forcibly ejected from the Mortal Realm by the very reality she had tried to dominate. She gritted her teeth. She knew what would happen when she threw the meteor. Nevertheless, it was happening too fast. Far too fast. She thought she still had days, not minutes or seconds. Something was wrong, terribly wrong.

"I won't... I CAN'T⁠—"

"Too late for regrets," Sol said, and snapped his fingers.

Three portals opened simultaneously.

From one emerged Lilith, her blade already drawn, ready to sever.

From another, Ambrosia descended, flames condensed into a miniature sun with a blinding radiance that dwarfed anything she had thrown at the goddess before.

And from the third came Echidna, her true form further manifested—a chimera of human and serpent, white scales with black geometric patterns covering her body, her fangs elongated and dripping with venom.

They struck as one.

Lilith moved first, her body a blur of violet light. The insights she'd gained from severing the meteor made her understanding of the Concept she wielded crystallize in that moment, and all of it flowed into this single strike.

『 God-Slaying Art -::- Severed Moon 』

Her blade traced an arc of pure severance through the air. This was not just mere cutting of space or flesh—it was severing the very Concept of connection, the bond between Euphoria and her divinity, and the link between her and the Mortal Realm. It even severed the tie between her body and her soul.

Everything that made her real was being cut apart—severed into non-existence by Lilith’s Concept.

The crescent wave of energy flew forward, reality itself splitting along its path. Euphoria raised her hands to block, divine energy flaring⁠—

And screamed as the attack passed through her defenses like they did not exist, carving a deep wound across her torso. Had Lilith been a God, this strike alone would have been enough to end Euphoria. Yet, as it was, it was still strong enough to create a wound that would never heal.

Before she could recover, Ambrosia struck true.

The Book of Akasha opened, pages turning faster than one could blink and perceive. Light poured from its ancient text as Ambrosia's form began to change. Her aura shifted from gold to crimson to black, cycling through colors that hurt to perceive, even for a being of her rank.

『 Records of Akasha —::— Avatar -::- Shiva 』

For a moment, Ambrosia was not herself anymore. She was wearing the power of the Witch of Destruction like a cloak—a halo wrapped around her like silk, channeling abilities that had once reduced entire kingdoms to ash in mere moments.

Her hands came together, and between them formed something that defied description. A ray of pure, concentrated destruction mixed with fire, her own Genesis Flames— the antithesis of creation itself.

"Burn away. Leave nothing behind, not even ashes."

The blast hit Euphoria dead center, and for a moment, part of her ceased to exist. Her form was partially disintegrated, matter and energy dissolving into nothingness where the flames touched.

But Gods did not die so easily; they were cockroaches through and through.

Euphoria reformed a dozen meters away, her body half-dissolved, regenerating slowly. Too slow for her comfort. "You... how dare you⁠—"

She never finished the sentence.

Sol was there, and he was different.

Silver scales had erupted across his body, covering his arms, chest, and face in draconic armor.

His War Form.

His eyes blazed with rainbow-colored flames, shifting to forms and patterns that went beyond the visible spectrum, and his teeth had become fangs. He could have transformed completely if he wished, but what he needed now was speed.

His half-dragon form radiated power that made even Euphoria pause.

"My turn." Sol grinned manically, and his fist began to glow.

Like Ambrosia, he channeled the power of Destruction; The ⦗Light of Annihilation⦘ wrapped around his knuckles like a gauntlet. But he knew this was not enough.

Which was why⁠—

“My name is…” He channeled the power of his Name and Concept in his fist. He did not even finish his sentence, worried that doing so would make him lose control of himself, and he would have to wrestle with DEUS.

『 Boundaries of Creation and Destruction 』

Then he brought forth the concept of Balance—a perfect middle ground between the Origin and the End.

Dozens of eyes formed on his arms, and Euphoria locked eyes with them.

“What–?” Her mind froze for an instant right when she locked eyes with those Eldricth creatures. Her mind reeled as torrents of information flooded her brain beyond what she could handle. Still, as a Goddess, this only slowed down for three seconds.

Sadly for Euphoria, three seconds were no different from an eternity.

Sol moved before even the first second could pass.

Reality shattered in his wake as he closed the distance in a single step, his fist drawn back and already in motion. Euphoria tried to dodge, tried to activate her Concepts, tried to call on the world for help…

But the world was not listening to her anymore. Worse—it was actively working against her.

Sol's fist connected with her chest.

And for one perfect moment, time stopped.

『 Collapsing Fist: Big Bang Impact 』

Then utter destruction erupted all at once.
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The explosion was silent at first—too much power for sound alone to convey. Light itself was inverted, turning the battlefield into a negative image that only showed inverted colors. The ground did not just crack; it ceased to exist, matter breaking down into component particles that scattered with the wind and then vanished into the abyss of nothingness.

Then the sound finally came—a deafening boom that made one shriek and lose hearing. The others immediately distanced themselves. The blast of energy Sol had unleashed cared for neither friend nor foe, destroying everything without exception in its wake.

When the light faded, there was a massive hole in Euphoria's chest—a void where her divine flesh was erased.

She staggered backward, golden blood pouring from the wound that refused to close. Her regeneration was failing. The world's rejection was too strong, her power too depleted.

In a way, it was a testament to her strength that she could still stand despite all the attacks she had received. Nevertheless, it was also a proof of her weakness, all the restrictions that had been imposed upon her for staying in the Mortal Realm.

"I... I am a Goddess..." She muttered, her gaze unfocused. Her mind was far more hurt than her physical body, but there was no one here who would pity her. There were only enemies present.

"Doesn't matter," Echidna said from behind her.

Euphoria spun, but it was already too late.

Echidna's serpentine form struck with impossible speed. Her jaws, now elongated to monstrous proportions and lined with crystalline fangs, closed around Euphoria's left arm, and with a sickening crunch, she bit clean through.

Divine flesh tore. Bone shattered. And Echidna swallowed the limb whole, not consuming its essence but preserving it within herself, to be analyzed and studied later in all its divine complexity.

Euphoria screamed once again, the sound echoing across dimensions and realms, reaching even the fourteen goddesses who were watching the fight, or rather, the massacre. They realized once again that immortality did not mean invincibility and that there existed many destinies worse than death.

The pressure increased on Euphoria as the Mortal Realm locked in harder. The world itself was done with her blatant disregard and humiliation of it. Space itself began to crack around her body, dimensional fissures opening to eject her.

"NO! I WON'T⁠—"

"You lost," Sol said simply. "Now leave. And never return."

A rift opened beneath Euphoria, pulling her down into the space between dimensions. She clawed at the air, trying to resist, but it was futile. The world wanted her gone, and not even a Goddess could fight the rejection of an entire plane of existence. Not with the power Euphoria wielded, or her status as a newly ascended goddess.

"I'LL REMEMBER THIS!" she shrieked as she fell. "ALL OF YOU! I'LL⁠—"

Her words cut off as the rift closed.

For a moment, it seemed like everything was over, that the battle had finally come to a close.

Then, in the instant before the dimensional tear sealed completely, two figures emerged from the shadows on either side of the rift.

One struck from the left—a man with midnight-black hair and eyes burning with glee. It was Anubis.

His obsidian scythe gleamed with power as he moved with inhuman grace, and his blade sliced through Euphoria's right side, sending her last arm flying. Ancient magic flared as he collected a sliver of her essence, a sample to be studied later.

The other was a complete surprise.

It was Dawn—or Aurora, as she was now called.

Her golden hair flowed like sunlight around a face of otherworldly beauty. Her blue eyes fixed on Euphoria with determination and a certain mixture of sadness and resignation. In her hand was a dagger that made of condensed darkness, absorbing all light and storing it inside.

She moved like a shadow, her presence barely visible even as she struck. Her blade plunged into Euphoria's neck, and the Concepts of Secret and Night activated simultaneously. Darkness spread from the wound like ink in water, and Euphoria felt something being stolen from her very being.

"WHAT ARE YOU—NO! STOP!"

But it was already done, and there was nothing the goddess could do to stop it.

Dawn pulled her blade free. Clutched in her other hand was something impossible—a crystallized Concept, glowing with pink and gold light.

Love.

She had stolen Euphoria's Concept of Love, ripping it from her divine essence like pulling out a tooth.

Only then did the rift snap shut completely, dragging Euphoria's broken, diminished form back into whatever realm she had come from, her screams shaking the dimensions as she disappeared.

Silence fell.

Dawn stood there for a moment, studying the stolen Concept in her hand with unreadable eyes. “The Concept of Love originally belonged to Amora, Euphoria’s twin sister. Sadly, she fell during the Twilight of the Gods, betrayed by the one she trusted the most. Her own twin,” she muttered, loud enough for everyone present to hear.

The power coming from her was that of a King-rank, but no one here was foolish enough to believe that her realm was all of which the Ancient Goddess was capable.

“Initially, I did not plan to intervene, but Euphoria proved that she was unworthy of this concept.”

Then she looked up, her gaze finding Sol's.

Something passed between them—history, unspoken words, and many doubts. Her blue eyes held his for a heartbeat longer than necessary. Then she nodded.

"You should be wary of Hypnos and Thanatos. Death and Dream still have much hidden.” She turned around. “We will meet once again at the edge of the world, and there I will ask you who you are. I hope to receive an answer then," she said, her voice like wind as she vanished.

Sol's expression tightened, the only sign that her words had affected him at all.

Then she was gone, fading into shadows that should not exist, had no reason to exist—a shadow created from non-existence. She took Euphoria's stolen power with her as her form and existence were veiled inside that shadow, going who-knows-where.

Anubis remained, casually twirling his scythe before letting it dissolve into shadows. His handsome face held an amused expression. He had been tempted to go after Dawn, but something told him she was no pushover, like the newly awakened Goddess had been.

"Where were you during the fight?" Lilith demanded, still panting from exertion.

Anubis smiled, the expression both charming and dangerous. "The main character always appears at the end, doesn't he? Makes for a more dramatic entrance."

"You could have helped earlier," Ambrosia muttered, flames still dancing around her fingertips.

"And miss the chance to see how you all performed under pressure?" Anubis laughed, the sound surprisingly melodic. "Besides, I arrived exactly when I was needed. Not before. Not after." He said, as he held Euphoria’s arm.

"Well fought, Sol," he added, "Though I suspect you've made a powerful enemy. Next time might not be as easy."

"We've made lots of those already," Sol said, his dragon form receding as exhaustion finally caught up with him. "What's one more Goddess?"

Anubis's smile turned knowing, a gleeful glint coloring eyes for a second.

"Indeed…"

"You're not leaving?" Echidna asked, her serpentine features shifting back toward human, though the white-and-black scales remained etched on her beautiful face.

"And miss the grand finale?" Anubis's red eyes sparkled. "I wouldn't dream of it."

For a long moment, no one spoke a word. There were many questions, most about Dawn, but they were too tired, both mentally and physically.

Then Ambrosia let out a long breath and sat down hard on the ground. "I need a drink."

"I need a week-long nap," Lilith added, her sword finally lowering, automatically sheathing inside the scabbard.

Echidna was examining her prize. "I need to study what I have swallowed from the Goddess." She also eyed the arm in Anubis’ hand, but knew that he would not share it with her. He knew her old friend and companion well.

"What about your kingdom?" Ambrosia asked, but Echidna was already too far gone to listen to her.

Sol just stood there, staring at the spot where Dawn had disappeared. He was sure that by now she had many doubts about his true identity, but the answer to that question was already a given. His gaze lifted higher, focusing on the rift where the fourteen goddesses were watching, the barrier of the Mortal Realm separating them from the goddesses.

They had witnessed everything. This was why he had held back.

Euphoria had not been the only one to have restrictions placed on her. But soon, very soon… he would have to hide no more.

Sol closed his eyes and took a deep breath. When he opened them again, they blazed with newfound purpose.

"I am sure you have many things to ask and many things to say," he said, and his voice resonated with power. “But not today.” He gave them his back as he spoke in a tone that brooked no compromise, held no fear for the goddess’ wrath or intervention.

“Today, I have a wedding night to attend. Everything else comes second.”

Then he vanished, leaving only devastation. He would send someone to give relief to the chimeras. But now he wanted to focus on Medea and Medea alone. This was their wedding day, dammit.


Chapter 34


Aftermath



On his way back to Lustburg, Sol appeared above the frontier separating Lustburg and Wratharis. Unsurprisingly, the destruction caused by Euphoria’s meteor strike was contained in this place and close to the center.

The peripheral islands of Wratharis were damaged, but thankfully there were not many people living there, so the loss of life was minimal.

Some destruction was inevitable, but compared to what could have happened, this was a miracle.

“Thank you, all of you.” Sol faced the Seven Sages. Though six of them were only at the Duke-level, they were in fact very close to the King-rank.

They had noticed the moment the meteors struck; they moved in unison under the order of Wukong and Kiku.

“Don’t mention it.” Wukong twirled his staff with mixed feelings as his eyes stayed on Lilith. Wukong and Lilith became closer after all the time spent training together, and they could even be called friends and sparring partners.

But at their cores, they were two martial artists striving to reach the pinnacle of their own martial arts. If Lilith wished to reach a level where she could sever anything with just one blade. Wukong wished to reach a level where his entire body would be utterly indestructible. In a way, they walked totally opposite paths of power—an antithesis to each other’s existences.

This made them rivals and even enemies in a way, as each other's Concepts denied the existence and establishment of the other. If Wukong proved his Concept, this meant Lilith could, in fact, not sever everything, and if Lilith proved her Concept, this meant that Wukong could never truly become indestructible.

“You have grown stronger.” He offered his rival a bitter smile, filled with mixed feelings. A part of him regretted not joining the fight. He stayed behind on Sol’s orders in case someone came to steal the divine weapon, but no such thing had happened.

He was happy to have smashed some meteors, and facing celestial wrath helped Wukong grow more toward his path of indestructibility. He was a genius, after all. Yet it was nothing compared to the growth Lilith experienced in her fight against the Goddess.

Lilith grinned with difficulty; her healing factor was trying to kick in, but with most of her wounds tainted by divine power, it was hard to heal properly. “Don’t be jealous. I am pretty sure that at this rate, we will fight more Gods than we ever could have wished for.”

“Is that so?” Wukong's bitter smile changed instantly into a fierce, feral grin. He had felt the reverberations of Euphoria’s power even at this distance. The entire world had witnessed and felt the Goddess’ wrath, and he knew that as time went by, the future Gods would face fewer and fewer restrictions.

This frightening knowledge filled him with nothing but pure joy—joy at the chance of growth even through the possibility of complete annihilation.

“Lilith is right. Soon, we will face increasingly stronger enemies, and in the future, we might be limited by environmental constraints.”

Fights between Demigods and Gods at this level were world-ending. Even a being on the King-realm could lay waste to entire kingdoms if they so wished and went all-out. In the past, there was a tacit understanding to limit the destruction. But soon, the agreements would become void with the emergence of the ancient Gods and Goddesses.

“Lustburg doesn’t have a Supreme or a Holy Daughter anymore.” Without one, they couldn’t create a Holy Territory.

“The situation is dire for us; fortunately, the solution is simple. We just have to become stronger. Lilith, Wukong, I believe it’s time for both of you to become true Demigods and establish your Territories in my Dimension. I will give you the exact spatial coordinates most suitable for both of you in a few days.”

Sol’s eyes were cold. It was time for his dimension to reach a completely new realm of existence with the establishment of two Demigod Territories. If he could bring Gods into his Dimensions with no fear, then he could fight anywhere and everywhere at full power.

Nodding at the sages, he left. The day was still long, and there was much he needed to deal with before he could finally rest, preferably in her beautiful wife’s arms.
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Several hours had passed since Euphoria's banishment, but the world still trembled with faint aftershocks and quakes. The realm had been destabilized because of the rapid injection of divine power, and the world would bear the aftermath for an indefinite amount of time.

In Lustburg's royal palace, away from the devastation in Gluttony Foss, Sol stood before a tall mirror, methodically removing pieces of his battle-worn wedding suit. His silver hair had faded back to gold, and his eyes once again displayed their familiar blue hue. The transformation was nearly perfect, but there remained a faint iridescent shimmer at their edges—rainbow fragments that refused to fully disappear no matter how much he willed it to be gone and replaced with cerulean blue.

A soft knock at the door interrupted his thoughts.

"Enter," he called, not turning from the mirror.

Clara stepped in, bowing with practiced grace despite the chaos of the day. "Your Highness, I have the reports you requested."

"How bad?" Sol asked, his tone even and measured as he patiently waited for the report.

"The casualties in Gluttony Foss are significant but fewer than expected; most chimeras fled before the meteor's impact. Our estimations place the death toll at approximately twelve thousand." Clara's voice remained professional, but there was a tightness around her eyes that was hard to miss or even hide. "The structural damage, however, is catastrophic. Nearly ninety-five percent of the capital was reduced to rubble. The seal holding Echidna's body was also damaged.”

She looked down at her data. “Lustburg is in a similar situation. But thankfully, the casualties were kept to a minimum thanks to the witches’ prompt response and deployment of barriers and spells. The shield they created around the capital was strong enough to survive the brunt of the damage, and many hidden powerhouses acted, one of which was Iris Diligentia.”

Sol's reflection stared back at him, unblinking. "And the other kingdoms?"

"Slothstein's shield protected the most populated areas. The smaller meteors that penetrated caused limited damage. Current reports show fewer than a thousand casualties across all protected territories." She hesitated. "However..."

"However?"

"Several smaller settlements along the frontier of Greed Dike were destroyed; the shield didn’t cover them. The dead are mostly dwarves, but we also had soldiers stationed there. Many died trying to protect the civilians there.”

Sol's jaw tightened imperceptibly. "I see."

"There's more, Your Highness." Clara continued, eyes downcast, body trembling in grief. "Millions witnessed the Light of Judgment. The angels did not hide it this time. Iris’s help, while fortunate, also increases the idea that the angels saved us. The political implications are... significant.”

"They want everyone to know who protected them." Sol laughed, but there was no humor in the sound. "Let them have their moment. We'll discuss this at a later date."

Clara nodded but fidgeted. “Your Highness…”

“You are curious why I did not broadcast our fight to the entire world this time? Seeing us beat a goddess would make everything far easier.”

“... Yes.”

“There were no deep reasons behind it.” Sol mulled, finally facing Clara. “I am a pragmatic man, and I willingly used many unfortunate situations to further my agenda and increase my power. But just this one time, I took the illogical option.”

“Was it because of Lady Medea?”

“Bingo,” he laughed, then he offered her a broad grin that reached his eyes. “I love her, and this wedding is our day. A day I will dedicate entirely to her.”

It was stupid and illogical. For Sol, who chased power, this was the most inefficient way to handle this matter, yet he felt no regret. He could never feel regret for standing up for his loved ones, for acting out against any twisted beings who wished to trample on their feelings.

Clara nodded, then produced a sealed letter from her robes. "Also, this arrived from Iris Diligentia herself. She is currently staying at the church."

Sol took the letter without opening it. "Thank you, Clara. You may go."

When the door closed behind her, Sol broke the seal and read the letter's contents. His eyes narrowed slightly, then he tossed it into the fire burning in the hearth.

"Always playing the long game," he murmured to the flames, eyes lost in contemplation.
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In another wing of the palace, Lilith lay on a healing bed, her wounds being tended meticulously by a patient Nefertiti. The violet-haired swordswoman's body was covered with injuries—burns from her mana overdrive, cuts from debris, and deep muscle tears from pushing herself beyond her limits.

Her old body would have been destroyed. The new one was badly damaged; however, it was nothing if not resilient, a trait granted to her by Sol.

"You should have come to me immediately," Nefertiti chided gently, her hands glowing with healing light as they moved over Lilith's lacerated arm.

"There were others who needed urgent attention, far more than I did," Lilith replied, wincing slightly as Nefertiti healed her.

Lilin and Isis had been working since the first meteor shower, flying all over the country and healing whoever they could. Even now, Isis was moving toward the frontier of Greed Dike to provide relief and aid to the ruined settlements.

The door opened quietly, and Camelia entered, her blind eyes somehow finding Lilith without hesitation.

"I thought I might find you here," she said, her voice carrying that familiar mix of warmth and steel. "Still avoiding proper medical care until the last minute, I see."

Lilith managed a weak smirk for her old friend. "Old habits die hard, and what can a blind woman even see?"

"Hahah.” Camelia gave a sarcastic laugh at the lame joke. “Some habits should be broken," she then replied, taking a seat beside the bed. "Especially when they involve nearly getting yourself killed."

Nefertiti worked in silence, focusing entirely on the healing as the two older women bickered. Though Nefertiti's faith in Sol was undeniable, there remained a professional distance between her and Lilith—respect, certainly, but not the easy familiarity that Camelia shared with the swordswoman. It was only warranted; the pair of women had known each other for far too long to not be anything but close.

"I did what was necessary," Lilith said, her voice steady despite the pain. "The meteor had to be stopped."

"By cutting it yourself?" Camelia's tone was incredulous, but there was unmistakable pride too. "You never do things by half measures, do you?"

"Would you have preferred I let it fall?"

"I would have preferred you not damage yourself beyond repair." Camelia's hand found Lilith's, giving it a gentle squeeze filled with her concern and affection. "Mars isn't here to scold you anymore, so someone has to do it in his stead."

At the mention of Mars, a shadow passed over Lilith's face before her features schooled. "He would have done the same."

"He would have," Camelia agreed softly. "And I would have been here to scold him, too."

Nefertiti completed her work on Lilith's arm and moved to the burns across her shoulders. "The damage to your mana channels is severe," she reported. "You'll need at least a week of rest to recover fully."

Lilith scoffed at the time mentioned. "I don't have a week."

"You'll make time," Camelia said firmly. "Or I'll have Sol order it."

"That's fighting dirty." the Queen Regent scowled.

"It's fighting smart," Camelia corrected with a smile. "Something you seem to have forgotten in your quest to sever the heavens themselves."

Lilith went quiet, her eyes distant, almost glassy. "I saw something when I cut that meteor, Camelia. A truth about my Concept." Her voice dropped to nearly a whisper. "There's nothing I can't sever—nothing. Until now, those words were more bravado than anything. But now, I believe I can realize this truth and sublimate it.”

Camelia stilled, her blind eyes widening slightly. "That's a powerful revelation."

"And a frightening one," Lilith admitted. "The line between what should be cut and what should remain whole... it blurs sometimes for me."

The full concept of Severance heavily intertwined with the power of the End, and while faint, its power was definitely affecting her.

Nefertiti finished her healing work in silence, then stepped back. "I have repaired the physical damage," she announced, "but your mana channels need time to recover naturally. I've done what I can."

She stretched her shoulders. “I could instantly heal you with Nirvana, but it would deny you the growth that would come along with healing your wounds normally.”

"Thank you," Lilith said, testing her arm with a careful flex that only served to twinge her mana channels, making her grit her teeth.

As Nefertiti gathered her supplies, Camelia stood as well. "Rest," she ordered her friend, her tone leaving no room for argument. "The world will still need saving tomorrow."

After they left, Lilith sat alone in the quiet room, her mind replaying the moment her blade had severed through the very heavens themselves.

Not using mana did not mean she could not meditate and contemplate over her enlightenment and her Concept.
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In a specially secured laboratory beneath the Tower of Babel, Nuwa's body hunched over a crystalline containment chamber, but the eyes that gleamed with fascination were unmistakably Echidna's. Inside the vaulted chamber, suspended in a field of pulsing energy, floated the severed arm of the Goddess of Love and Hatred—now only Hatred, her Concept of Love stolen by Dawn.

"Incredible," Echidna whispered, adjusting the arcane lenses of her examination equipment. "The cellular structure defies conventional understanding. It's neither matter nor energy, but something in between. Something beyond."

Divine Beasts were half-energy beings, so Echidna had always deduced that gods were simply beings entirely made of energy. It seemed like they went a step beyond her estimations.

Nuwa's normally silver hair now shimmered with streaks of gold, and white scales glimmered across her skin in geometric patterns. This was the result of increasing the synchronization rate between them; soon, Nuwa would become truly Blessed even without Echidna.

But Echidna herself had no concern for this. Though she appeared outwardly calm, there was a manic energy to her movements that betrayed her current excitement. With increasing clarity and perception, she considered it a shame that she could not retrieve the arm Anubis took for himself.

"The Concept is literally woven into the matrix," Echidna muttered to herself, fascinated. "Hatred isn't just an idea the goddess embodied— it's physically integrated into her very being."

The laboratory door slid open, and Sol entered, now dressed once again in his wedding suit.

"What are you doing?" he asked, nodding toward the severed limb.

"Studying," Echidna answered without turning and gracing his presence. "Your timing is excellent. I've just isolated something fascinating. The goddess's divinity is still active, even separated from her body."

"Is that dangerous?" Sol asked.

"Potentially, but contained for now." She finally looked up, Nuwa's soft features transformed by Echidna's manic glee. "More importantly, it supports my theory about the nature of conceptual embodiment."

Sol approached the containment chamber, studying the divine flesh with narrowed eyes. "What theory?"

"That Concepts aren't merely metaphysical constructs adopted by beings of sufficient power. They're actual fundamental forces—like gravity or electromagnetism—that can be isolated, transferred, and potentially synthesized." She gestured excitedly toward another chamber, where a smaller fragment pulsed with dark energy. "This is why Dawn was able to steal the Concept of Love. Unlike Hatred, Love was not fully integrated within her body; she was not born with it, she had only wielded and made it for herself over countless eons. It's not just an abstract idea—it's a fully tangible force. It could even be integrated into technology.”

She was already bursting with ideas. What if they used this to mass-produce Dukes and King levels? If the overall power of the world increased, then there would be a higher chance of gods being born.

At the same time, she remembered the Ranger armors Theresa created. One of the greatest weaknesses of the armor was that while it could give physical specs comparable to a Duke, it could not provide the individuals with Domains or Zones, manifestations of their belief and truths.

But with this?

Sol's expression darkened at the mention of Dawn. "That's what you took from today's events? A confirmation of your theories?"

Echidna finally registered his mood and straightened Nuwa's body. "Not just that. But you must admit, the scientific implications are revolutionary."

"More than twelve thousand dead is what I see, Echidna. Death caused by our fight.”

She waved a dismissive hand. "Most of them were chimeras. They're designed to be expendable."

"They're people," Sol's eyes flashed, rainbow hues bleeding into blue.

"They're experiments," Echidna countered, then, seeing his expression, quickly added, "But yes, people too, I suppose. A regrettable loss."

There was absolutely no sincerity in her voice. But what could she do? The only reason she had been worried about her kingdom was mainly because of her secret underground facilities.

Sol shook his head. He knew that there was no need to continue this conversation, not with a maniac and insane woman like Echidna. She had no empathy at all. "You're using Nuwa's body too much."

"I still have time. I need to finish observing this experimental object, please." Echidna insisted, turning back to her examination.

"No," Sol's voice hardened. "You're done for today. I need to speak with her."

Echidna opened her mouth to protest, then thought better of it. "Fine. But I expect unrestricted access to this specimen tomorrow."

"We'll discuss terms later." Sol's tone made it clear he was not negotiating with the Demigod, he was ordering her.

Echidna sighed theatrically, then closed her eyes. The air around Nuwa's body shimmered, and when her eyes opened again, they were softer, confused.

"Sol?" Nuwa blinked, looking around as if waking from a dream. "Did we win?"

Sol's expression softened immediately. "We did. How do you feel?"

Nuwa flexed her fingers experimentally. "Strange. Like I was... everywhere at once." She looked down at her arms, where faint scale patterns were still visible beneath her skin. "I remember things, knowledge that isn't mine."

"That's normal," Sol reassured her. "Echidna's consciousness left an imprint. It will fade with time. Don’t worry."

Nuwa touched her face, feeling the lingering changes. "Will I... Will I change completely?"

Sol stepped forward, placing a gentle hand on her shoulder. "Only if you choose to. The power you experienced it's yours now, if you want it. But it doesn't have to define you."

"I felt so strong," she whispered. "Like I could do anything."

"You could," Sol agreed. "But such power always comes with a price. In fact, all power comes with it. The only difference is if you are willing to pay it."

Nuwa looked up at him, eyes suddenly sharp with a clarity that seemed beyond her usual self. "Like the price you're paying?"

Sol went still. "What do you mean?"

"I saw things while she was in control. Memories, impressions." Nuwa hesitated. "You're changing too, aren't you? Becoming something else."

For a long moment, Sol said nothing. Then, "Get some rest, Nuwa. We'll talk more tomorrow."

As he turned to leave, she called after him. "Sol? Be careful."

He paused at the door. "I will." Then he was gone, his thoughts a mystery, even to himself.


Chapter 35
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Later that night, in the royal bedchamber decorated lavishly for the newlyweds, Sol leaned lazily on the balcony rails while gazing intently at the dotted night sky. The stars illuminating the dark heaven seemed unnaturally bright tonight, as if the universe itself was paying closer attention to the events unfolding on this small world of the Mortal Realm.

Behind him, the door to the royal chambers opened slightly, and Medea slipped inside. She was still wearing her wedding dress, though she had removed the more elaborate accessories required for the ceremony.

"You came back early," she muttered gently, padding across the chambers as she reached him and stood by his side, mere inches separating them.

"I still have much work to do,” Sol admitted to his wife—yes, he could freely call Medea wife now—his gaze never leaving the shimmering expanse of the illuminated skies. “But I am sure the world can go on without me for a single night."

Medea studied his profile, immediately noting the tension in his jaw and the slight, distant look in his eyes as he focused beyond the horizon. "You're worried about Dawn," she said, more statement than question.

"Among other things," he agreed with her, not hiding his worries. "She knows, Medea. Or at least, she suspects."

"That you're the reincarnation of Adam?" Medea inched even closer, closing the gap between their bodies. Her shoulder brushed his, the heat radiating from his body washing over her at this intimate distance. "Does it matter if she does?"

His gaze eventually settled on his wife, the tension in his jaw vanishing, expression softening as he spoke, "No. Not tonight."

He reached out his hand, gently brushing a strand of hair from her face, nestling it gently behind her ears, and holding her there, palms cupping her face.

"I'm sorry our wedding was interrupted," he said in a soft, apologetic tone.

Medea laughed, the sound light and surprisingly carefree. "A goddess attacked, you manifested eldritch powers, and the world nearly ended." She shook her head, her lips curling at the absurdity of the day.

"It was perfectly us."

Sol could not hold back his chuckle either, the weight of the day finally lifting from his shoulders. "I suppose it was.”

Medea nodded. “Not to mention, you know where she is, right? Euphoria, I mean.”

Sol nodded, agreeing, before he took out a map. This was the map Karma had given him as a peace offering. It had the location of Euphoria's hideout and even broadcast her current live location. If he wanted, he could hunt her down whenever he wished. Yet now was not the time to go after the wounded Goddess. After all, there would be no restrictions imposed upon Euphoria if he were to face her in the Astral Realm.

"See? No need to worry. Besides," she added, her heterochromatic eyes—one red, the other golden—twinkling, "the wedding isn't the important part."

"No?"

"No." She stepped even closer, body melding against his strong frame now, her hands coming up to rest against his chest. "This is."

As their lips met, the last traces of gold faded from Sol's hair, and the rainbow hues settled firmly in his inhuman eyes. This was his true form now, and the days of him needing to hide this form from prying eyes had come to a close.

For this moment, at least, he was not the Dragon Emperor, or the All-Seeing Radiant Lord, or the reincarnation of the Creator God of this verse.

He was simply Sol, and she was Medea, and they were husband and wife at long last.

Tomorrow would bring new challenges, new enemies, and new revelations. But tonight was theirs alone, a small respite of peace and calm before the inevitable storm of chaos and destruction.

Their lips slowly separated, and Medea looked at Sol, eyes full of infinite love. It was her turn to adjust a strand of his shimmering silver hair, and she commented, “Now our hair is the same color.”

“And now you can finally reach my chin, almost.” Sol teased with a sly grin.

“Pfft. If your body were any less sturdy, I would have kicked you in the ass for that. As it is now, I would only hurt myself making such a futile attempt.”

“You are wrong. You would never hurt me.” He spoke with such confidence that Medea was left utterly speechless, more so because he had hit it on the bullseye.

She would never hurt him.

Amused by her exasperated reaction, Sol perched on the edge of the bed, beckoning her to his side with his finger. Once she obeyed and gingerly sat next to him on the bed, he gently rested his hand on her milky white thighs.

He enjoyed the feeling of her pillowy thighs as he stroked them through the soft fabric of her wedding dress.

"Are you nervous?" He spoke in a soothing voice. While this was certainly not their first time together, the night was so different from any time before, it may as well be called a first. The air was taut with tension.

“Always.” She grinned, belying her words. Her heart was thundering against her chest, as fast, if not faster, than their first time together. It was a feeling she savored. One she wished would never vanish from their relationship, no matter how long they were together.

Sol continued to caress her body with gentle touches and intoxicating patterns, slowly heating her body up with arousal. “Then let’s ease that nervousness of yours, okay?”

Declaring softly, he scooped Medea up in a princess carry and stood up before placing her gently down on the bed.

She had always been beautiful, and Sol thought he had gotten used to her face. But at this moment, he felt himself forgetting to breathe as he glanced at her gorgeous visage.

Clad in her white wedding dress, she looked like a princess—nay, an angel from the heavens. He could feel his heart bursting with emotions so powerful that even the erosion of his power could not affect them, could never hope to diminish them.

Hovering above her, he slowly took off her panties, sticky with transparent fluids. Taking off all her clothes was an option, but one he did not want to entertain at the moment.

"Thank you for making me the happiest man in the world," he declared in an intoxicating tone as he lovingly kissed the back of her hand.

Her current appearance was not only lovely—it was also sinfully enticing.

The nape peeking through her disheveled silver hair, slender neck, flushing pink shoulders, the contours of her shoulder blades, the swelling on her chest, and her narrow waist that looked as if it would break if he held her too tightly.

All those elements combined to give her the appearance of fragility, further promoting her ethereal beauty. He could feel his heart going wild and his mouth dry at the vision that mixed cuteness and lewdness in such a perfect blend that he was left to question existence, how such an enchanting being could exist.

He eagerly bent down and devoured her lips. While kissing her, he wrapped his large hand around her beautiful breasts, their sizes fitting comfortably in his palm despite growing significantly larger.

“What do you think of my new appearance?” There was no quiver in her voice; she knew it was a pointless worry. She had seen the desire in his eyes as he gazed at her with primal hunger and lust. But it was something she could not control. She loved hearing him speak words of love to her.

“You will always be the most beautiful woman in my eyes.” Sol did not disappoint. His words made her heart melt. She knew she could never win against him as long as he looked and spoke to her like this.

He grinned, “Do you mind if we dirty the dress?”

She answered back, “Make a mess out of me.”

Once he received the green light from his otherworldly gorgeous wife…

With his right hand, he covered her entire pubis with his palm and softly caressed it to enjoy how it felt and how it made her feel. He moved the other hand roughly through her hair and kissed her so passionately it took her breath away. Then the storm of kisses moved down to her neck, to her collarbone, and to her flushed armpit.

He coated his fingers with the love juices flowing from her vagina and rubbed all over the inner labia that had swollen pinkish red in arousal. Her juice was already staining the dress, but none of them cared about that detail at the moment.

His finger stimulated her softened flesh in every direction, stirring her up. A ticklish pleasure soon ruled her honeypot. She stifled a scream of pleasure when his fingers captured her clitoris. His thumb and forefinger pinched and lightly rolled around the pleasantly hard flesh bud.

The stimulation was too powerful for her to bear, making her limbs tremble uncontrollably. He gave a focused vibration to the clitoris held between his two nectar-soaked fingers.

He also massaged her left breast, leaving no part of her untouched. As always, Sol found the foreplay to be a very enjoyable part of sex. He loved seeing his loved ones cry out so helplessly in his arms.

As Sol hugged Medea tightly in his embrace, teasing her with his plethora of skills, she could not help but mock-glare at him with excruciating difficulty through the haze of pleasure burning through her whole body while he laughed under his breath.

"You are as skilled as always," she said breathlessly, stifling another needy whimper.

"Or you're just too sensitive," he countered with his boyish grin—the very grin that stole Medea’s breath away and made her fall for Sol.

Medea gave a cute pout, as there was no rebuttal she could give. She was indeed too sensitive. Speechless, she opened her mouth and bit Sol’s hand, causing him to laugh out loud. She looked very cute when she acted so coquettishly, and Sol could feel his heart swell with joy and happiness at seeing a different side of the woman he loved.

“Since you attacked, it is only right that I retaliate, right?” He spoke with a wolfish smile.

Medea's eyes widened into saucers as she felt her inner furnace slowly being stirred by his dextrous fingers before he brought the digits out for her to see the contents they scooped out.

Then, keeping eye contact with his wife, the ever-present mischievous smile never leaving his lips, he licked each of his fingers, slowly as if he was savouring the most delicious liquid in the entire world.

“Delicious,” he mouthed in satisfaction. He just loved doing this act and was always happy to see how effective it was on his girls.

Medea looked away, her face beet red after hearing him speak, and Sol only found her cuter for that act.

Bringing back his finger, he caressed the outer part of her vulva and penetrated her warmth once again.

Medea's body trembled as Sol's fingers swept around her slit.

Sol savored the feeling of her skin and the scent of her arousal as he spread her legs wide open.

"This is embarrassing." Medea covered her face after being forced to assume such a humiliating position, but once again, she let Sol do as he wished with her body, looking forward to the pleasure he would bring her once more, even through the scalding heat of her humiliation and embarrassment.

Sol, meanwhile, was fascinated by her secret garden. Her radiant labia looked so fragile and pure, and her moist vagina quivered with excitement and anticipation, glistening in a pretty, pure pink color that would fascinate even the Pink Witch Freya.

Unable to bear the shame any longer, Medea turned her head sideways and partially buried her face in the soft pillow. Sol's breath on her most sensitive place made her feel a far greater mixture of pleasure and shame.

Sol's forefinger slid over her narrow petals and then opened her up, revealing her entrance. While Medea was still hiding her face, she opened her eyes wide in shock and arched her back when she felt a hot tongue over her nether region.

This was not the first time Sol had licked her, but the feeling was as amazing as always. Here was the King of Lustburg and even the future Emperor of the Mortal Realm, a man who had dozens of powerhouses at his beck and call, and yet here he was, giving his all to please her.

How could this not excite her to her very core?

The texture of his tongue around her sensitive parts was too vivid, and it became even more so when his tongue suddenly poked over her sensitive clitoris.

His hot lips wrapped around her clit and sucked it loudly. Then, as the heat rose, her lower region produced even more love juices, proof of her deep excitement.

"Ahah~"

Soon, his flexible tongue penetrated her narrow gap and licked her inside tenaciously. Everywhere his tongue touched, a thrill spread out, and she could feel her inner walls melting.

Suddenly, a finger entered her entrance, making the delicate muscles contract. The thick finger was pushed in deeply, filling her narrow depths to the brim.

Before long, the fingers that went in and out had already stretched to three and were greedily devoured by her quivering quim. Soon, his fingers moved faster and faster, stimulating all her weak spots and causing her waist to shake on its own.

Gasps of pleasure spilled out of her mouth as her body was rocked by the sensual ecstasy that filled up her entire being. Sol doubled-down as he leaned and sucked on her painfully erect clitoris.

A strange sensation simmered in her depths, and Medea knew she was very close to climaxing. Her toes curled, and her body twisted and arched as she reached the climax, convulsing from the intense stimulation.

Raising his head, Sol licked the love juice on his finger while looking at her hungrily. His lower body was already as erect as it could be. So much in fact, that he felt like it could tear a hole through his wedding dress, even through its toughness that rivaled a divine weapon.

Medea, meanwhile, was breathless. She tried standing up, wishing to give him as much pleasure as he was providing her, but Sol stopped her. At this moment, he did not require her to service his dick with her hand, mouth, and tongue.

He was already ready to devour her completely. He smiled at her, a feral smile, while pushing her down on the bed. The moonlight illuminated the two of them. Sol only briefly gave a glance at them before focusing on his task. At this moment, nothing else but Medea mattered.

The two gazed at each other. They could see in each other's eyes the weight of the love they vowed to each other.

"No regrets?" Sol asked one last time, though he knew he did not need to.

"No regrets." There was no deceit, no hesitation in her voice. All the shadows of the past vanished, leaving only his presence in her heart—the hole in her heart already mended and filled with affection for Sol.

As he settled between Medea’s legs and received her approval, Sol slowly pushed his hardened member into her slippery entrance, causing the two of them to draw a sharp breath.

The tip of his elongated shaft squeezed in through the narrow gap of her honeypot, which was still quivering from the earlier intense climax she received, and he could feel the soft and scalding flesh slowly surround his sensitive rod, forcing him to groan ever so slightly.

Medea’s whole body trembled vigorously when she felt the heat of his glans on the most secretive and sacred place of her body, but as he slowly pushed in further and further into her sticky depths, she could not help but feel like she was slowly being stuffed full as his meat lance was being gradually sucked in by her glistening folds.

“Ugh~”

Even as she tried to focus on other things to take her mind away from this growing sense of pleasure, she still felt that, inside of her lower belly, her insides were being forcefully stretched out by the massive rod that belonged to none other than her beloved—now officially, beloved husband.

When Sol finally inserted his full length into her narrow depths and their hips finally met, she couldn’t help but curl her toes as a wave of pleasure attacked her mind, body, and soul in unison. Her love juices flowed out incessantly, while she was busy clawing at the bed sheets to cope with the pleasure that was slowly but surely threatening to make her lose her mind.

Even though the room was previously filled with the scent of perfume, right now, only the musky scent of two bodies colliding with each other in the most primal act known to man filled the air with its intoxicating fragrance. Sweat poured down their bodies.

Taking a whiff of her delicious scent that was lingering all over, Sol leaned in and traced her prominent collarbone with his tongue before biting onto her earlobe with his lips.

He licked, tasted, touched, and explored every inch of her body, both in and out, filling Medea with a feeling of euphoria.

The wedding dresses chose this moment to flare up, burning with bright pink light as the two of them finally united both physically and spiritually. This was definitely something he needed to pay attention to, but not tonight. He could feel that whatever was happening was entirely beneficial to them, so he simply focused on the moment with her.

Whenever he moved and acted, Medea would feel a shiver of pleasure run down her spine and stretch throughout her body, and make them throb with joy and ecstasy. Finally, his lips overlapped with hers, and their tongues greedily wrapped around each other to savor each other’s taste in the most decadent way possible.

While she was distracted by the kiss, Sol continued to move inside her depths, using his throbbing, faster and faster with each thrust.

Though they were clothed, the sensation on their skin was light; they might as well have been naked.

Medea’s breathing became more rapid and ragged as he attacked her weakest spots with clinical precision. He pierced her depths again and again, and her inner walls, which were stimulated by his onslaught of precise strikes, greedily tightened around his penis.

Finally, the two of them hugged each other tightly as Sol pushed himself deeper inside her than ever before and released a groan, finally ejaculating all the contents inside of him and showering her insides with his sticky goo.

As the two of them orgasmed, the pink light radiating off their dresses—a symbol of their wedding and union, also reached its peak. The nature of the clothes they were wearing changed completely. From the embryo of divine weapons, they transformed, adapted, and evolved.

Even without deep inspection, Sol felt like his clothes now had enough defense to tank the attack of a King-realm being without getting a single scratch, and this was barely understanding the surface of their capabilities.

In his mind, he could now feel a certain connection to Medea’s wedding dress and had a feeling that he could locate her no matter where she was. Perhaps throughout all the Realms, be it Mortal, Astral, or Divine.

The bright pink light receded, and in the end, all that was left were a fully naked Sol and Medea. The clothes had completely vanished. But they were just a simple thought away from manifestation.

After all, they were now Divine Battle Regalia, not unlike Sol’s Eye of Akasha— a concealed Divine Weapon. As for what Concept powered them?

It was Love.


Chapter 36










Epilogue



In the royal gardens, Ambrosia sat alone beneath an ancient willow, her eyes closed in meditation. The Book of Akasha lay open in her lap, its pages slowly turning of their own accord.

For once, she was not spying on what her daughter was doing with Sol. If she had, she would have lost all concentration, and perhaps been slightly outraged by how scandalous they were acting.

The grass around her had withered in a perfect circle, burned by the residual energy still emanating from her form. Using the Avatar of Destruction had consequences—the concept lingered, hungry for more to consume, to devour, to annihilate.

"Mother."

Ambrosia opened her eyes to see La Befana standing at the edge of the circle of dead grass, her expression grave.

"You have news of Asmodeus?" Ambrosia asked, closing her book with a gentle snap.

La Befana nodded curtly to her inquiry, "Euphoria’s manifestation severely damaged his Avatar. The connection to his true form was severed abruptly when the dimensional rifts opened."

"But he lives," Ambrosia stated, not a question.

"Yes," La Befana confirmed. "Though his true body has sustained wounds as well, it will take time for him to recover fully."

Ambrosia's expression remained carefully neutral, though a flicker of relief passed through her golden eyes. "And the witches?"

"Those who attempted to disrupt the wedding have been... dealt with," La Befana said, her voice cold. "Seventeen in total. None were executed as per Sol's orders, but they are contained."

"Good." Ambrosia rose to her feet, the dead grass crumbling to ash beneath her feet, surrendering to the destruction. "Any word from our observers in the Astral Realm?"

"The Divine Beasts are restless. There are rumors of a gathering."

Ambrosia's brow furrowed slightly. "Asmodeus should be present for that."

"In his current state, that may simply be impossible," La Befana pointed out. "Perhaps... another could represent the Snake."

"Perhaps," Ambrosia agreed, her gaze distant. "Though such a substitution would not go unnoticed by the Divine, however."

La Befana observed her. "The display today will have consequences. The world witnessed power beyond mortal understanding."

"Yes," Ambrosia said softly. "The age of secrets is finally ending, I suppose. It’s a hunch, but I am more sure of it than anything at this point." She turned her golden eyes to the horizon, where the last traces of magical energy still flickered in the sky. "Change is coming for all of us, La Befana, the kind that rewrites everything we thought we knew."

"You sound pleased."

"I am," Ambrosia admitted, a faint smile touching her lips. "It's been so long since anything surprised me. I am newly discovering this emotion and relishing each moment."
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High on the Sky Throne, a projection of Iris Diligentia stood before a massive viewing crystal, her image flickering slightly as she addressed the angelic council from her position in Lustburg. Gone was the ditzy, carefree woman who normally embodied the Supreme Daughter of Sloth. In her place stood a commander, her eyes sharp, her posture rigid with authority.

"Replay the sequence," she ordered, and the crystal obliged, showing Sol manifesting the eldritch maw that swallowed the second meteor whole.

The council chamber was filled with senior angels, their faces grim as they watched.

"This changes everything," said one elder, his white wings rustling with agitation.

"This confirms everything," Iris corrected, her voice crisp and commanding. "We've suspected his true nature for some time."

"He's not merely a Blessed anymore," another councilor argued. "That power... It's beyond the scope of classification. It’s wrong…"

"And the silver hair? The rainbow eyes?" a third added. "No mortal born has ever displayed such traits."

Iris's projection gestured, and the viewing crystal focused on the moment Sol manifested the eldritch horror—the mouths, the eyes, the hungry abyss that had swallowed a celestial object whole with no problem.

"What troubles me more is this," she said softly. "This is no divine power we've ever cataloged. It resembles nothing in our archives."

The council chamber fell silent as they all contemplated the implications of Iris’ words.

"My relations in Lustburg have given me unique access," Iris continued. "The ditzy persona allowed me to approach Mars up close without raising suspicion back then, and from what I have gathered from Sol, he is even more of a monster than his father was. What I've felt..." She paused, choosing her words carefully. "He is more than he appears."

"What does this mean for the Balance?" asked the first elder finally.

Iris's projection flickered as she crossed her arms, her expression hardening into something the council rarely witnessed—concern.

"It means we proceed with caution. I've sent a formal message to him, extending our official congratulations on the royal wedding and requesting a diplomatic meeting."

"You can't seriously be considering⁠—"

"I am considering all options," Iris cut him off firmly. "Including the possibility that Sol Luxuria represents something entirely new in the cosmic order. In a different time, we could have fought, but now it might not be the wisest move."

Her projection straightened, addressing the council directly. "Prepare the Longinus Protocol for full activation, just in case. Double the patrols along all borders. And most importantly—" her eyes hardened "—prepare for an all-out war, to be deployed at any moment, at once."

As the council dispersed to carry out her orders, Iris's projection remained, staring at the frozen image of Sol in his half-dragon form, silver-scaled and otherworldly might crossed with a maniacal manifestation of horror.

"What are you?" she whispered, the facade of the carefree, bumbling angel completely gone. "What are you really?"
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In the Divine Realm, fourteen thrones sat in a perfect circle, each occupied by a Goddess gazing into a massive pool that reflected the mortal world below. The atmosphere was tense, charged with conflicting emotions.

"One of our Sisters ascended," Ira, the Goddess of Wrath, stated flatly, her crimson eyes narrowed. "Though she is now diminished and wounded. There is no way for her to enter the Divine Realm.”

"She was a fool," Superbia, the Goddess of Pride, sneered. "Ascending without preparation, without believers."

"And yet," Luxuria interjected softly, "she nearly succeeded in her goals, rendering us helpless to intervene."

All eyes turned to her—the Goddess of Lust, eternal and beautiful, her expression contemplative rather than concerned.

"You don't seem troubled by today's events," Invidia, the Goddess of Envy, observed suspiciously.

Luxuria smiled enigmatically. "Should I be? My Blessed completed his wedding, despite all interference, and his team took down a goddess, albeit one who was greatly limited. If anything, I'm proud."

"Proud?" Avaritia, the Goddess of Greed, laughed harshly. "Your Blessed revealed powers no mortal should possess. He devoured a piece of a God's concept. He transformed beyond recognition!"

"And you find this... unexpected?" Luxuria asked mildly, genuinely confused by her outburst.

A charged silence fell across the divine circle.

"You knew," Castitas, the Goddess of Chastity, murmured. It was not a question; it was a statement made in a trembling voice.

Luxuria merely smiled, her fingers tracing patterns in the viewing pool. "I chose him for a reason, sister."

"What is he?" demanded Acedia, the Goddess of Sloth, her usual lethargy absent in the face of this development.

"A catalyst," Luxuria replied simply. "A necessary change in a stagnant system."

"A threat," countered Invidia, her voice tight with genuine fear. "His power... it reminds me of—" She stopped abruptly, unwilling to voice the comparison even though everyone knew what she was speaking of. Thirteen sisters shivered in unison as they remembered.

Luxuria's gaze was the only one that softened at the memory. "I understand your fear, sister, but it is misplaced. What you saw today was merely a glimpse of potential, not intent."

"You speak as if we should simply accept this development," Superbia scoffed.

"I speak as one who recognizes the winds of change," Luxuria replied calmly. "We have grown complacent in our divine isolation. Perhaps it is time for new perspectives."

"What measures should we take?" asked Gula, the Goddess of Gluttony, speaking for the first time. "We already have confirmation that Dream, Dawn, Hatred, and Death are alive. If it continues at this rate, Time and Space are most likely going to wake up soon, alongside other gods."

"We will observe, for now," Luxuria suggested. "Let us not act rashly because of fear. Mother gave us full authority. Not even Ymir matches us here. The problem is down below."

"Perhaps," Invidia said slowly, "we should invite him to the Divine Beasts gathering."

Shocked silence greeted her words. They were more surprised that the one to propose this was Invidia.

"You can't be serious," Avaritia finally sputtered. Then her eyes narrowed. “Wait, is it a scheme to make him leave the Mortal Realm?”

Sol was powerful, yet his power was the most concentrated in the Mortal Realm, where the gods were limited. But outside of it? The Goddesses could unleash all their powers and even use their cosmic forms.

Invidia tried to defend herself, but Luxuria beat her to it.

"Actually," Luxuria said, her smile widening, "that's an excellent suggestion. Asmodeus is currently indisposed. Sol could represent the Snake in his absence."

"Are you sure?" Superbia asked. "I know you believe in him, but he is still a King-rank."

"He is clearly no longer merely mortal," Castitas interrupted gently. "And such an invitation would allow us to gain a better understanding of his nature in a controlled environment."

The goddesses exchanged uncertain glances, the weight of the decision hanging in the divine air where all of their gazes intersected. All but Luxuria, who relaxed further and lounged lazily, as though she had already won the argument and everything was going how she wished.

"It would be unprecedented," Acedia mused, her usual drowsiness momentarily forgotten.

"These are unprecedented times," Luxuria replied, her gaze returning to the viewing pool where Sol's image still rippled. "And sisters? He was never merely mortal. Never."

She smiled lazily at the mention. Things had taken a turn she had not expected, and yet, her smile grew wider as she looked up.

Work faster, Sol. The time you have at your disposal is shrinking faster than you might think.
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Son of the Hero King: Character Glossary


Sol Dragona Luxuria

Appearance: Golden blonde hair (turns silver when using full power), blue eyes (shift to rainbow-colored when using godly power). Handsome with a regal bearing. Usually wears royal attire or battle gear.

Powers: Dimension manipulation, control over Karma and Fate, concept of the "End," developing martial arts style "Collapsing Fist"

Rank: King (Approaching Demigod)

Position: Crown Prince of Lustburg, Dragon Emperor, All-Seeing Radiant Lord

Medea Asmodeus Luxuria

Appearance: Silver hair, heterochromatic eyes (one red, one gold). Elegant and beautiful, appears youthful despite her age.

Powers: Time manipulation, extensive magical knowledge

Rank: King

Position: Witch Queen, First Wife of Sol, Tutor to the Crown

Lilith

Appearance: Violet hair, purple eyes (with golden hues developing). Eternally youthful appearance despite her age.

Powers: God Slaying Sword Arts, Concept of Absolute Severance

Rank: King (False Demigod— on the very cusp of the realm)

Position: Former Queen of Lustburg, Advisor to Sol

Ambrosia

Appearance: Long black hair, golden eyes. Mature and dignified appearance.

Powers: Book of Akasha (repository of all magic), concept of Origin

Rank: False God (Facing the Barrier)

Position: Cardinal Witch of the Center, Mother of Witches

Anubis

Appearance: Dark hair, red eyes. Handsome with an otherworldly presence.

Powers: Necromancy, control over death, scythe mastery

Rank: False God

Position: King of the Underworld, Master of Death

Echidna/Nuwa

Current Appearance: Nuwa's body - silver hair (with gold streaks when Echidna is in control), white and black scales appear during combat

Powers: Chimera creation, scientific knowledge, serpentine transformation

Rank: Demigod (when in full control)

Position: Queen of Chimeras, Blessed of Gluttony

Camelia Castitas

Appearance: Golden blonde hair (lost after losing blessing), blind, wears white ceremonial robes

Powers: Divine blessings, healing, prophecy (diminished)

Rank: Duke (formerly King)

Position: High Priestess of Castitas

Isis

Appearance: Golden hair, blue eyes. Beautiful with a gentle demeanor.

Powers: Advanced healing, light magic

Rank: Duke

Position: Royal Healer, Daughter of Anubis, Sol's lover

Lilin

Appearance: Resembles Lilith with violet hair, younger features

Powers: Space manipulation, sword arts

Rank: Duke

Position: Captain of the Red Rose Knights, Daughter of Lilith

Dawn/Aurora

Appearance: Golden hair, blue eyes. Ethereal beauty.

Powers: Secrets, Night, recently acquired concept of Love

Rank: King (suspected to be more powerful)

Position: Former Supreme Daughter of Castitas, Reincarnated Goddess

Iris Diligentia

Appearance: Tall with golden hair, blue eyes, wears angelic armor and has a triple halo

Powers: Unknown but substantial

Rank: Demigod (suspected)

Position: Supreme Daughter of Slothein, Mother of Chloe

Euphoria (Su Daji)

Appearance: Nine-tailed fox in true form, beautiful woman with golden eyes in human form

Powers: Concepts of Hatred (retained) and Love (stolen by Dawn)

Rank: Goddess (newly ascended)

Position: Reincarnated Goddess, former mortal

Hypnos

Appearance: Draped in twilight silks, eyes like crescent moons

Powers: Dream manipulation, Elysium realm

Rank: Demigod (fallen god)

Position: God of Dreams, ally to Euphoria

Chloe Diligentia

Appearance: Golden hair, blue eyes, wears paladin armor

Powers: Holy magic, light-based combat

Rank: Duke

Position: Agent of Slothein, Daughter of Iris


About Me


Honestly writing this book took me longer than I initially planned. I keep adding and erasing events and combat. Overall I am very satisfied with the final result. Book 9 main heroine is going to be Lilith. I hope you guys will be as hyped as I am currently.

Thank you for all the support until now. I also hope you liked B8 and all the new illustrations. I will add some in B9 as well if they are well received. If you liked the illustrations don’t hesitate to leave some reviews!

Have a great day and see you soon in Book 9!!
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You can join my Patreon or you can just follow me on Amazon to get notifications for incoming books. Of course, I would be grateful if you could join my Mailing List. Amazon sometimes does not send the message to followers or does not send it on the day of release. I have recently established my LLC and the name is Twin Stars Books. If you are not comfortable with Mailing list or discord. Then you can join me on my Facebook page.

Finally, for social media, I have a Discord Server for those who want to discuss with me and have questions.

If you want more harem-lit 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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