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FIRST ACT: REST




Chapter 1


Waking Up



Today, the territory was filled with activity, as everyone worked together to count the spoils of war, as well as repairing the damages that had befallen some of the floating islands.

Some of those islands had been completely destroyed, while others were simply inhabitable, thereby leaving many people homeless.

Belying the activity in the lower heavens, the Ninth Heaven was as calm and serene as ever. However, that silence was soon broken by a shout filled with anger.

Sitting in her throne room in the Ninth Heaven, Tiamat could be seen speaking with two people through translucent floating screens.

“You are fucking insane!”

A roar resounded from one of the screens— something rare, as the people who would dare to scream at the Dragon Empress were so few they could be counted on one hand. Even then, most of those would be enemies rather than friends.

Thankfully, this time, it was a friend.

The one to do so was none other than Yggdrasil, the divine beast representing Modesty. His muscular frame could be seen clearly on the floating screen, and his face was red with vehement anger.

“While I would use tamer words, I must admit that Yggdrasil is right.”

On the screen, next to Yggdrasil, was Gabriel, the divine beast of Chastity; worry was evident in her beautiful eyes. “Why did you not call us?”

Tiamat simply shrugged at their reactions, not minding them in the least, “Divine beasts can’t leave their territories as they wish. What if you were ambushed on the way? Or if their plan was to lure you here from the start and then strike at your territories in your absence?”

Of course, there was also the fact that Ymir herself had acted, coupled with the knowledge of the future that they had received from Skuld. However, Tiamat wasn't stupid enough to mention those pieces of information, of course.

It has now been a week since the attack and subsequent failure of the Wings of Freedom.

During those few days, many things had changed in the Dragon realm.

For one, this had been a time of mourning for the lives lost in the war. After all, during the course of the battle, many dragons and other soldiers had fallen on the battlefield.

This was without including the body count from the traitors of the realm and the corpses of the slain enemy forces.

War was never kind. It showed no mercy and demanded blood as a sacrifice from those brave enough to blow its horn. There could never be a bloodless war; that was merely an idealistic fantasy—maybe even lunacy.

Outside of the somber happenings, there was Sol’s growing fame, which was resonating throughout the dragon realm.

Dragon Emperor, they started calling him.

While the fight with the demi-gods had been far removed from the actual battlefield, it was still visible to everyone — they could feel it with their senses.

All of them had been able to witness the power Sol had displayed. Seeing him seem to toy around with two powerful demi-gods had been a sight to behold.

Even Tiamat herself felt her heart beating slightly faster at the sight, so she could understand what the other dragons must have also felt very clearly.

Thinking of this, a small smile formed on her face as she released a chuckle.

“And you are even laughing!! Have you lost it already?”

She laughed even more at Yggdrasil's shout, which was full of wrath. “Sorry, sorry!” She waved her hand in order to placate her old friend, then finally went back to her characteristically serious expression. “I am very sorry for not warning you both.”

Tiamat was many things. She always seemed to be looking down on everyone with a contemptuous gaze. She was haughty and proud and could come across as an unfeeling bitch.

Yet, she also knew how to recognize friends and appreciate their worth.

She knew that Yggdrasil and Gabriel were truly worried about her and about what had happened to her territory. She also knew that the anger they felt stemmed from the fact that she had not asked for their help, even though they were ready to step in anytime she needed their assistance.

Once Tiamat made her apologies, Yggdrasil's breath hitched slightly, fumes leaking from his nostrils before he finally released a tired sigh. He knew that for someone as proud as Tiamat, bowing her head and giving apologies was something monumental and unprecedented for most.

“Forget it. Forget it. Either way, you are alright, and my daughter is also alright. So there is that.”

While she hadn’t participated in the war itself, his daughter had helped in healing the wounded, and many more dryads and creatures of his genealogy came from his territory to assist in the battle.

“I would have sent my daughter, too. But she’s vanished, and I don’t know where to find her.” Gabriel sighed, feeling a headache coming on. She knew that Hathor had left the territory not long ago, but she didn’t know where the drunkard went.

The atmosphere had lightened up a little bit from its previously tense state.

“Now then. Let’s discuss what we shall do from now on.”

“Indeed. I believe it’s time to convene a meeting between us divine beasts to decide how to act on this troublesome situation.”

Tiamat nodded, “This promises to be interesting.”

Once Yggdrasil cut the communication and left, leaving Tiamat with Gabriel, the latter couldn’t help but ask, curiosity brimming in her deep eyes, ““By the way, you downplayed Sol’s achievements. But I am sure you’re hiding something. Care to share?”

“I didn’t downplay his achievements in the slightest.”

While Sol had shown overwhelming might in the battle, it was what he hadn’t shown — or rather, one couldn't perceive from his display — that was clearly terrifying.

She would never tell anyone how much control he had over Fate.

Gabriel gave a skeptical glance but didn’t insist on the matter.

“Very well. Once he wakes up, tell him to come and visit our territory again before leaving. After all, he is now officially my grandson-in-law. Also, tell Anubis to stay away — I don't want him hitching a ride with dearest Sol.”

“Hahaha! I will make sure of that, don't worry.”

Once the line went silent and the windows all vanished, Tiamat, now alone, could finally afford to rest. Fatigue washed over her mind, body, and soul; she was truly tired in all senses of the word.

This week had not been the easiest. There had been so much work to do. So many little things to take care of. So many things to fix and make functional. It was a wonder that she hadn’t screamed out in frustration. Of course, she knew that the one who truly wanted to scream and might have done so already would be none other than Kiyohime.

Truly, I have been blessed with a capable daughter.

She would never tell them this, but she was happy to know that all her children had survived the tumultuous ordeal.

She might not show them how much she cared, and she was without a doubt very biased toward those truly talented few, but… she still loved her children. All of her children.

“You can come out of hiding now.”

“My, my, I can truly hide nothing from you.”

A man with a tall stature and an extremely handsome face opened the door and entered the throne room. His slick black hair seemed to reflect the light, and a mischievous gleam danced in his golden eyes.

“Your divinity has increased.”

“Heh, even though those demi-gods were trash, devouring their souls was truly helpful. Furthermore, with their memories, I know the coordinates of their territories. What do you think? How should we share?”

“Territories… well, we would have to wake Sol up before even talking about sharing. I believe he should get the highest share.”

“As you wish.” Anubis shrugged and began to walk around the room, looking everywhere as if he was a child filled with curiosity.

“Stop dawdling around and fess up. What do you really want?”

Anubis stopped, “From you? Absolutely nothing, to be honest. I am just staying here because it has been some time since I spoke with my baby daughter. Furthermore, I am waiting for that boy to wake up.”

Tiamat frowned, “I hope you won’t try anything funny.”

“Well, we shall see. Everything will depend on his performance in the end.”

The ruler of the underworld chortled, a cryptic smile hanging on his lips. He had nothing against the young boy, really, and his baby girl was smart enough to know who she wanted to be with in the end.

Still, it was his duty as a father to verify that the boy was alright. He hadn’t raised his little princess just to give her to some no-good man.

Of course, while thinking like this, Anubis completely ignored how he had literally kidnapped his own wife from the phoenixs’ territory.

Shameless people could never be beaten.


Chapter 2


Meeting my Father-in-Law



At the same time, waking up from his week-long slumber, Sol finally opened his eyes⁠—

“An unfamiliar ceiling.”

Sol smiled as he looked up at the “unfamiliar ceiling” above him. It was a sort of joke for him— another way to remember vestiges of his past life that were becoming hazier as time went by.

Nowadays, he could barely remember what his old life had been like. His reminiscence was akin to watching blurred photos that signified his past.

"Darling!"

“Ouf!” Sol was soon brought out of his musing when he felt something, or rather someone, jump at him with the force of a cannonball.

Of course, he immediately recognized who the culprit was. “Skuld…”

In a way, Sol wasn’t really surprised that she was the first one he would lay his eyes upon when he woke up, already predicting that outcome long ago.

He could vividly imagine her being at his side for however long he had been asleep.

He gently patted Skuld's head as she kept suspiciously sniffing his scent while his eyes focused on trying to identify where he was currently.

For one, he was sure that they weren’t in Kiyohime’s castle. This room was rather dreary, with little to no decorations; nonetheless, it was well-lit and organized. It featured a huge bed as its only furniture, but it didn’t make the space cramped, as the room itself was sufficiently spacious.

Of course, that wasn’t all.

The scent of the sea.

Looking to his right, beyond the bedside window, Sol gazed at the sea which seemed to spread as far as the eye could see. The sound of the waves resonated in his ears with a gentle rhythm while the unmistakable salty scent drifted to his nose.

A beach house?

“Where are we?”

His throat was a bit parched, but he had no problem speaking.

“Oh!” As if remembering she had something to do, Skuld looked up hurriedly and smiled at Sol before replying. “We are on a resort island belonging to Kiyohime in the lower heaven. We decided that the air of the sea would perhaps be useful to let you relax.”

“Just how long was I out, and what happened during this time?”

Skuld nodded in reply and began explaining the situation to Sol, filling in the void of his memories.
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Once Skuld finished her explanation, she immediately left and closed the door in her wake, saying that he had to rest more to recover fully. She had already asked someone to prepare food and it would be delivered shortly.

It was clear to anyone how happy she was to see that Sol was well.

Now alone, with only his thoughts for company, he felt a slight bit of loneliness for some odd reason. Waiting for the food to come, Sol decided to close his eyes, not to fall asleep but to fully analyze the current condition of his body.

“Ugh. This is a mess.” His mana circuits were so fucked up — the pathways so twisted and jumbled up — that it was honestly unsightly to look at them.

The fight had simply been too hard on his body. Sol was sure that if he hadn’t had the super-speedy regeneration ability from the phoenixes, he would have completely overloaded his mana circuits, thereby making him unable to bear the pressure and break apart from the inside.

One couldn’t mess with Fate that easily. There would always be consequences.

Taking a deep breath, Sol focused even more on his inner self, and when he opened his eyes, he could once again see himself sitting in his mindscape. A boundless blue sky stretched above him, and a tranquil blue sea rippled below his feet, both converging together on the horizon with him in the middle.

Despite everything that happened, his mind was as calm as ever. It did not particularly differ from his initial state, with the exception being the huge black sun now hanging above in the clear blue skies.

This should be the influence of Isis’s soul.

Sol wondered what his mind would look like when he finished filling up his capacity. However, it seemed that thought of his would never be fulfilled.

If his hunch was right, soon things such as Capacity Points or even racial limits would be utterly meaningless to him.

Well, this isn’t why I came here, though.

*Whoosh*

A wind seemed to blow from everywhere, and the calm sea stirred as ripples appeared below. Soon, Sol began to sink into the sea until all of his body was deep under the water.

His goal wasn’t just to observe the surface of his mind but to go far deeper within.

Everyone seemed to think that he had obtained his divine power from Luxuria or Castitas, or perhaps even Superbia. After all, those were the only goddesses to whom he was related either directly or indirectly.

Only Sol knew that that wasn’t the case. He didn’t know why, but something… something had happened inside him.

Something monumental.

Sol had always been curious. This was his true nature. He was even more curious since it had something that had to do with his own body and being.

The deeper he sank, the harder it became for him to move. But Sol forced himself to dive further, and finally, he stopped sinking.

He was now in a completely white world, and standing before him was a gate. He was startled by the gate because it was now closed.

When someone became a Duke, they had to assess and understand a truth that belonged to them and them alone. The representation of that Truth showed itself in the form of a gate. Each person’s gate was different, as no two people could share the same Truth. But there was a thing common amongst them all: once someone became a Duke, the gate would always stay open.

Why, then, was his gate closed?

Walking closer, he took a deeper look at it. It was a simple gate with no markings engraved upon its surface.

A huge but simple black gate.

“Ugh…” Sol groaned, a sharp pain exploding through his mind.

Something was definitely wrong here. This should not be.

Something flashed in his mind, and the pain vanished.
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Blinking rapidly, Sol looked around and realized that he was back in the real world. He had been booted out of his mindscape, and the only thing he could remember was a message.

No. It wasn’t even a message, really — more like an intent.

It was to come back to that place, in front of the gate— his Truth, when he would be able to shield his own thoughts from the goddesses.

His eyes narrowed.

It seems like I need to visit Tiamat.

He remembered that Tiamat could stop the goddesses from observing her and talking to her without her permission by using her dimension.

Now that he was a Duke, the breadth of applications he could cover with his dimension was on a completely different level.

Now, though, I should rest.

He was extremely tired.

Mentally drained.

Physically weakened.

It wasn’t just that. He felt so useless in his current state. He could still feel the sweet pleasure of being an all-powerful demi-god. The electrifying, almost rhapsodical feeling of making Fate itself bend to his whims. The joy of toying around with two powerful demi-gods as if they were just children in front of his almighty presence. The power to even escape the constraints of life and death. The power to transcend all…

This was a level of power he could have never imagined wielding before now. A level that could have allowed him to even face the goddesses without any fear.

But now?

Now, he was just a puny Duke.

The dissonance of his two states was jarring. He felt like he was crippled. His mind and body felt so slow and weak. It was the first time Sol truly realized how disgusting weakness could be.

He could also understand the huge difference between his current self and his self when empowered by Divinity.

He then had a clear grasp of how absurd the Other Sol, who had literally inverted all the timelines back thousands upon thousands of years, was.

This was a power that surpassed even the goddesses. After all, their full might could not stop that Other Sol from the other timeline to act as he wished.

There are many obscure points I need to discuss with Skuld.

Sol groaned. He had just woken up and already his head was buzzing with world-ending problems.

It was then he heard an unfamiliar voice.

“My, my. I see that you are finally awake.”

Sol looked up as a black-haired man, clad in nothing but swimming shorts and an open shirt, stepped into the room. He carried a cocktail in his hand and took a casual sip as he smirked down at Sol.

Sol tilted his head as he forced himself to remember who the man was.

“You are…”

The man chuckled, “I am Anubis. Some call me the Necromancer King; others call me the Demon King; still others refer to me as the Horror of the Night. I have many titles to my name. But there is only one of which I am really proud. Do you know which one?”

Sol gulped as he realized what the man was about to say.

“It is ‘Father.’ Nice to meet you, Son-in-law.”

The way the words ‘son-in-law’ was said made Sol close his eyes and exhale deeply. It seemed that this would be quite a prickly discussion.

Perhaps thinking about world-ending problems would have been better?

Thus, it was, with those slightly bitter thoughts, that the first meeting took place between Sol, the Dragon Emperor, and Anubis, the Necromancer King, took place.


Chapter 3


Take Care of My Daughter



Anubis— his father-in-law.

To say that Sol was flustered right now would be the understatement of the century.

He was completely at a loss as to what to do. While it was sad, the fact was that until now, all of his women were basically without any parents. They were all orphans in one way or another, the only exceptions being Lilin and Medea.

In Lilin's case, Lilith had actively encouraged their relationship. As for Ambrosia, she had a rather laid-back attitude when it came to his relationship with Medea. Furthermore, the two of them were both mothers.

He had only met Isis’ mother and, without having to brag, Sol knew how to deal with women, and he was charming enough to smooth the rough edges.

This would be the first time he would face the father of one of his many lovers. That thought alone was pretty sobering.

Sol wondered how he would feel if some dude appeared out of nowhere and had his way with his daughter without him knowing anything about him.

What if he was a ruffian?

What if he was lying scum?

What if the bastard hurt his precious daughter?

This would in no way be a pleasant feeling.

“Don’t be so tense. If people saw us, they would think I was trying to bully you.”

Contrary to what he expected, Anubis was pretty chill for this first meeting of theirs.

"So, tell me. Was it Truck-Kun?"

"Pardon?"

"I’m asking how you got offed. Truck-Kun? Or one of his numerous cousins?"

Sol tilted his head in confusion for a short while before his eyes opened wide in astonishment.

"You…!"

"Hello, I am your senior."

"How did you…" Sol was about to ask how Anubis knew about his transmigration but stopped himself from completing the sentence.

Anubis was one of the first mortal demi-gods, meaning that he had been roaming the mortal realm long before even the creation of the kingdom of Lustburg.

If he had observed the rulers of Lustburg even a little, it wouldn't be hard to guess that most, if not all, of the kings and queens were reincarnators.

Furthermore, from what he remembered, like Isis and Camelia, Anubis could see the souls of individuals. In fact, Camelia had once told him how his soul was different from normal people's.

Anubis, who had been observing Sol and his reactions, nodded inwardly.

At least he has good reactions.

He liked how Sol stayed calm despite receiving such shocking news. Keeping a cool head was the only way to survive in this dog-eat-dog world if you weren't one of the apex predators.

"I… I don't really remember. I… I think I was a university student. I… Was I studying history? Archeology? Mythology? Something along those lines…

"As for how I died… I honestly do not remember anything about that at all."

Hmmm…

Anubis took a deep look at Sol before shrugging nonchalantly. Honestly, he didn't care in the slightest about what kind of life Sol had led before coming to this world. It wasn’t as if it was the first time he had met a reincarnator in his long life. From what he understood, the goddesses always took turns bringing the soul of someone from Earth into this world in order to have fun and observe the changes a reincarnator would bring to their reality, how they would influence their creation, and shape the world they made.

Out of those reincarnators, many had partially-broken souls and could not remember much from their past lives or simply forgot the cause of their deaths. So, it was not surprising to see that Sol also had vague memories of his past.

The only one that never brought around a reincarnator before was Luxuria. At least, that was the case until a thousand years ago. Then, it was like she started making up for lost time, bringing one over every generation.

One would be a fool to not understand that Luxuria had a plan afloat. But once again, Anubis did not care. He had enough confidence in his own powers that he never feared the goddesses. From what he had seen, Sol had the potential to do the same and maybe even go further and on a much larger scale.

What really interested him, however, was Sol himself.

He had already judged that twisted feelings didn’t taint Sol's soul. This was more or less enough, in his opinion. He had one last question, though.

"What did you do for a living, and how old were you?"

It was a pretty ridiculous reason when you knew people here lived for hundreds or even thousands of years, but he simply wanted to know.

"I …” Sol again was left speechless.

“I said I was a university student.”

“Hey! Don’t you know there is no age limit for studying? Even a 90-year-old granny can be up and shiny and get her diploma if she wants.”

There was nothing Sol could retort to that statement.

“Haha…Well, I was just out of high school and still pretty young. That, at least, I remember vividly.”

“Hmm… Well, I guess this is good enough. I would be pretty bummed out if you were some old creepy dude preying on my daughter."

"Huh… You do know that Isis is far older than me, right?"

Anubis shrugged, "So? I am unashamedly and unreasonably biased."

"Hahaha…"

Sol found Anubis to be quite an interesting person. This wasn't really the image he had when he heard titles like the Necromancer King and the Demon King.

"You just thought that I’m not really like the rumors you’ve heard, right?"

"Well…"

"Did you expect some cold dude who acted like he doesn't shit, with a domineering aura, screaming things along the lines of <<You do not deserve my daughter, Puny Mortal!>>?"

"..."

"I will take your silence as a yes." Anubis smiled, the aura around him changed slightly, becoming a little more serious.

"Even though Isis will always be my baby daughter, she is not a stupid kid." He shrugged again, "The girl I raised is a mature woman who knows what she wants and can make decisions in life for herself. Generally, she will succeed and when she fails, I will be there to take care of her."

"I won't say cliche things, like <<If you hurt my daughter, I will kill you>> or anything for that matter. As long as you don't die, you two will live for tens of thousands of years.

"Anything can happen during that time so, no, I won't threaten you. You two will have your ups and downs. Perhaps this is only an episode in your long lives. Perhaps she will find someone better or worse and leave you, or maybe you will leave her.

"This is normal. This is how relationships are. Nothing is eternal in this world. Love even less so.

"So, I will not threaten you. I will just ask you as a father who is concerned for his dear daughter...

"Please, don't hurt my baby girl.

"Please, protect her as much as you can.

"Please, never betray her trust in you."

Silence fell as the two men looked deeply into each other's eyes.

Sol knew that the goofy Anubis who was joking around was not present right now.

Nor was the Necromancer King.

Here he was, a father asking him to take care of his daughter – to the point of nearly pleading with him.

Nothing more, nothing less.

Isis. You are truly blessed with good parents.

Be it Nephtys back in the phoenixes’ territory, or Anubis here. Sol could feel the fierce love they both had for Isis.

This was perhaps the most functional family he had managed to observe in this world. And also the family with the least amount of drama.

How could Sol answer such a plea from a worried father?

Words flashed in his mind, from crude to flowery.

But in the end, they could not fulfill his objectives.

"I…am still just a kid." Sol identified himself more according to this current life. Despite all he had gone through, he was still a kid with much to learn.

"I am not perfect either." Perfection was a goal many strived for but none could ever reach. Perfection itself was a paradox that had no chance of existing in reality. The most they could do was come as close as possible.

"I have made many mistakes because of my inexperience."

Little mistakes, big mistakes. They could not be counted.

Sol was growing, learning, and evolving. His self from before his awakening and his current self were like the difference between heaven and earth, and the same would happen in the future.

"But…"

Despite all this, there was one thing he was sure of.

Nay… one thing he swore to himself.

"I will always be there for her."

Be it Isis or any of his loved ones. Sol would never cast them aside. Even at the price of his life.

"How can you be so sure? What about in a thousand years? Ten thousand? Or even more?"

"I will not falter." Sol had no doubts about this. After all, he knew that in order to bring everyone back to life, "He" had not hesitated to become the enemy of the world, even though it took an unknown amount of time.

Even though it was a path filled with pain, blood, and tears.

Even then… "He" never stopped walking resolutely.

Since "He" could do it, then Sol knew that he could do the same.

After all, they might be from different timelines, but they were one and the same.

How beautiful.

Anubis gazed deeply into Sol's soul. Few things shone more brightly than a soul filled with conviction, be it good or evil.

This was why Anubis knew the boy was not lying to him. His conviction was firm, like an immovable wall.

Anubis did not need to worry. The boy would never betray Isis. Even if their relationship as lovers was to end one day, the one as partners would stay.

"Then I leave my daughter to you. Take care of her."

Still, nothing was eternal in this world. As such, he would simply watch.

Would this conviction become tainted in the future? Or would it continue to shine as brightly or even more?

"I will."

This was something only the future could tell.


Chapter 4


Rest



When Anubis came out of the house, he could see that the house in question was, in fact, a small cottage surrounded by a few trees on a relatively small island— not bigger than an outstretched backyard.

It was a beautiful house, perfect for relaxation, thanks to the fresh open air and the calming sound of the waves.

Not far from the island was the White Pearl, Kiyohime’s flagship. Anubis could see a few dragons flying around and serving as guards, showing just how much importance was put on Sol.

Of course, rather than this show of security, what made Anubis smile was the heavy gaze he could feel on him. That gaze had somewhat retreated when he began talking with Sol, but it was always there, lurking.

‘Tiamat really likes the boy. Though I also kinda like him now, too.’

His discussion with Sol had been far more pleasant than he thought it could ever be. If the boy had been indecisive or swollen with the characteristic pride of a dragon, then Anubis would have given him a good punch, Tiamat’s opinion be damned. Subsequently, he would have made sure to sever the contract Sol had with Isis.

He was a father who had absolute faith and belief in his daughter – as such, he would never meddle with her relationships. But he would not let her joke around with her life.

If, after severing the contract, she still decided to stay with Sol, then he wouldn’t have intervened further.

Thankfully, this hypothetical situation did not come to pass. Sol was a good boy who would not let his daughter down, be it as a partner or a lover.

Sigh. Now I would really like to have a smoke.

It was bittersweet to see his daughter growing up and creating her own family. This was a feeling most parents had to go through one day. Watching the little chick leaving the nest was always sad and sobering.

The light of the stars shone with a soothing light on the beach, giving a somewhat calming feeling.It was as if one was stepping into a fairy tale.

“The stars in this realm are really beautiful. Perhaps I should change my territory a little, to have more such wondrous sights? What do you think?”

A black-haired girl walked out of the shadows with an impish smile, “I believe the dead have other, more pressing problems than viewing the sights in the underworld.”

“Hahaha! Indeed.” Anubis laughed and began to walk on the beach, Isis falling in step beside him with her hands behind her back.

The two were silent. But it was not an awkward silence. Rather, it was one where the two were savoring each other's presence.

Anubis knew that despite trying his hardest, he was not really the best father around, nor even the best husband. This was mainly because of how absent he had been from their lives.

Being like this with his daughter was one of the few moments of true peace he could feel, and he was thankful for it.

“So you heard everything.” Of course, they could not stay silent forever. As such, Anubis opened the discussion with a rhetorical statement.

“I did not mean to eavesdrop.” Isis blushed a little at his blatant remark.

“Oh. Don’t worry, I totally meant to let you listen in.” Anubis chuckled. When Isis approached the cottage, he shielded her presence so that Sol would not be able to perceive her.

“Whatever he said, you are the one who needs to hear those words the most. I must say, the boy is quite passionate. Hah, no wonder you fell so easily for him.”

“Father!”

“Heh, I miss the day when you called me Daddy. *Sniff* My little daughter is really a grown-up now.”

Isis could only facepalm as her father continued to tease her. But inwardly, she was full of excitement. After all, she had been worried about how Anubis would take her relationship with Sol. She was now glad that he approved of it.

“By the way…”

Isis looked up and saw a mischievous glint in Anubis' eyes, giving her the chills.

“I remember back then you asked me quite the embarrassing question.”

The sensation of dread continued to grow.

“What was the question again, hmm?” He tilted his head before nodding as if he had finally remembered. “It was something along the lines of, <<How are babies made?>> right?”

Anubis smirked, “Now you must have the answer. So I wonder: when will I be able to hold my grandchildren?”

If before Isis' face was colored in a faint red light, now it had turned into a shade of deep scarlet. She couldn’t help but hide her face behind the shield of her hands.

Anubis, meanwhile, exploded out in laughter while jumping back to dodge a fireball Isis threw at him. He couldn’t forget how embarrassed he had been back then when his little daughter had asked him this devastating question.

Sadly for Isis, Anubis was a very petty man who would stop at nothing to take his revenge.

Like this, father and daughter ran down the beach, one laughing like the mad lunatic he was and the other fully intent on committing the blasphemy of murdering her father.

Anyone witnessing this sight would be astounded beyond belief if they were told that the two were the most powerful necromancers in existence.

After all, the word ‘joy’ was rarely associated with necromancers.

But Anubis was different. Because he understood death more than anyone, he loved life all the more and had taught this way of living to his daughter.

Life was beautiful.

Even though this world was rotten, dirty, and ugly, life was still beautiful.

As such, one should enjoy life as much as possible.

Pain and suffering were inevitable. Loss and regret were a given. But as long as one never gave up and continued to trudge on the road that was life, one would surely find a form of happiness that one deserved. But on the off-chance that they failed to find happiness in life — they would do so in death.

Thus was the way of Anubis, the Herald of the Dead…
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[Phoenix Realm]

While the soothing light of the stars was bathing the dragon realm, the blazing light of the suns was still shining on the beautiful sea of sand that was the phoenix realm.

Sitting in her throne room, Gabriel was looking down at her daughter that was working for the betterment of the realm.

“Why don’t you ask me?” In the end, Gabriel couldn’t help but speak, to which Nephthys scoffed.

“You think this is the dragon realm? We barely make enough Vira with what we get. Opening a gate from here directly to the dragon realm would put us in the red.”

Gabriel winced. Vira, or Faith coins, were produced from faith and prayer.

Half of Tiamat’s realm was filled with different facilities used to make people happy and produce more coins. Because of this, she had a very high population, which in turn brought more profit.

Meanwhile, Gabriel’s realm was one that was more likened to hell than anything else. This was why a great part of her income came from bandits and the like.

Since Nephtys was the one who actually had to deal with all the money, it was normal for her to not wish to spend it on useless things.

The reason for this discussion was the presence of Anubis. He was an elusive man who spent most of his time exploring the universe. So the time he could spend with his daughter and wife was quite minimal.

“But don’t you want to meet him?”

Nephthys bit her lips, her eyes being colored with faint hues of red— her reaction was more than enough to answer Gabriel's question. Of course, she wanted to meet with her husband. But the words that came out of her mouth were the perfect opposite of how she felt.

“Humph! I don’t care about that heartless man. If he wants to see me, he will come here.”

Gabriel could only laugh; after all, she was not deceived by those words.

I see from where Isis got her dishonest mentality.

Gabriel released a sigh. It wasn’t like they were forced to use a direct gate. If Nephtys went to the Crossroad and then entered the dragon realm from there, then it wouldn’t cost much.

The problem was that it would only be possible in peaceful times. Right now, all fourteen territories had closed the gates that were connected to the Crossroad.

The recent events were simply too great to ignore. This situation would last until the conference among the council of divine beasts was held and decisions were made.

Gabriel groaned before sighing, “I will take a loan from Tiamat.”

Gabriel could already imagine the greedy dragon cackling in delight when she asked her for this.

Sometimes, Gabriel wondered what the goddesses thought when creating dragons. Not all dragons were prideful. But all dragons were definitely greedy and lustful.

Nephthys seemed to hesitate a little.

“Don’t hesitate. That greedy dragon will still give me a loan with zero interest.” All she would have to sell was her dignity. The last time Gabriel took a loan from Tiamat, she had to disguise herself in a bunny suit and call Tiamat ‘Master’ every time she spoke.

But it was worth it.

This was for the happiness of her little daughter, after all.

In the end, tears welled up in Nephtys’s eyes as she hugged Gabriel, “I am really grateful to you, Mother.”

Gabriel laughed and hugged her daughter back, “Don’t worry. Take it as a reward for all your hard work. A vacation would do you good. Your sister will take care of the realm in your absence.”

Nephtys winced, “But the only one remaining here aside from me is Neith.”

Nent was already in the dragon realm and Hathor had vanished without leaving a word. The only one left, therefore, was Neith.

Gabriel shrugged, “It’s time for her to stop being a recluse. She should be able to handle some paperwork.”

Nephtys made a small prayer as an apology to her poor sister. There was no way the amount of paperwork necessary to deal with the operation of an entire realm could only be described as ‘some.’

“Hah, before you go, you should also call Nefertiti and go with her. I feel like the girl is about to become crazy because of how much she misses the boy.”

“Very well.” Nephtys was also a little worried so she accepted readily.

Like this, everything was finally decided and unraveled in its own ways.


Chapter 5


Obsession



[Phoenix Realm, Nent’s City]

As always, the city managed by Nent was bustling with activity, as the people were all working to make more money in order to live an easier life.

Whenever they passed by the main palace, standing proud in the center of the city, their eyes would show fear as well as reverence. After all, it was thanks to their ruler that they had better living conditions than many others in this realm.

In their minds, phoenixes were perfect beings full of grace and might. Hence, they were worthy of their fervent admiration and respect.

What they couldn’t have guessed was that one of the beings they were worshiping had seeped herself in worldly desires.

After all, at the end of the day, phoenixes were in no way devoid of the seven emotions like any other living beings graced with intelligence.
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In the depths of a palace in the phoenix realm, the groans and moans of a woman filled the main bedroom of the huge palace.

The room was a spacious one, sparsely decorated, dominated by a king-sized bed in the middle of the floor.

The one decoration in this room would catch anyone's eye upon entering — a large painting on the wall above the bed.

The painting depicted a young man with a boyish smile, clad in nothing but a pair of white pants that just grazed his hipbones.

His upper torso was completely naked, showing a beautiful and well-sculpted body. His golden hair seemed to shine under the light of the sun, and his sky-blue eyes gazed upon the world with gentleness.

"Ah~! My beloved lord, when will you come back and take me with you?"

Gazing feverishly at the painting while kneeling down on the bed was a brown-haired girl with beautiful brown skin, now glistening with sweat.

Her hair and clothes were completely disheveled, while she continued to move her hand to caress her most secretive places. Her slovenly appearance would shock anyone who knew how prim and proper she always acted when outside these walls.

Her eyes were filled with adoration and worship as she gazed at the painting of her beloved, which she had made herself. But no matter what she did, no matter how much she moved her hand, the sweet release of an orgasm refused to come to her.

"Ah…"

Still, it did not matter to her. After all, what she wished for went beyond mere physical pleasure.

Only him. Only he could bring her to the highest peak.

Her eyes began to glow, as a pink light emitted from them and her pupils took on a heart shape.

She was Nefertiti and the name she had received when she entered the King realm was <<Ishtar>>.

Even though she had yet to become a proper king, Nefertiti had realized one truth— This name was not just the result of her own efforts, nor was it from the year’s of Nent's careful selective breeding.

This name was a gift of Fate, and her destiny was to serve him.

Her only lord— Sol Dragona Luxuria.

The King of her heart.

Be it Nent or the other divine beasts, they all seemed to hate the concept of Fate more than anything else in the world, struggling to fight it with their all.

However, Nefertiti was different. She had no care for fighting Fate and simply embraced it — in fact, she relished in it. After all, why would she fight a Fate so sweet?

If Sol was here and could use the Eye of Akasha on her, he would realize that numerous thick pink and red threads were tying the two of them together.

This went far beyond the simple string of Fate. For Nefertiti, her need for Sol was no different than her need for oxygen to breathe.

His absence was weighing down on her heart, and her mind was slowly sinking in confusion.

But this was not without advantage, Nefertiti realized this quickly. Her Kingly name was clearly related to love in one way or another. The deeper she felt for Sol, the greater the resonance of her name. This was why she was bringing herself to the brink but never went for the sweet release.

In a way, one could say that she was taming her own heart to make it dependent on Sol. She was basically enslaving herself.

Was she that desperate to become a King?

Indeed she was.

But not for selfish reasons.

Nefertiti had long since realized that Sol was something above everything she could understand. For someone like him, a mere Duke like her would basically be useless.

Inwardly, she knew that Sol had no care for her power level. Whether she stayed as a Duke or not, he would never give up on her. But she did not want to be someone to be protected. She wanted to serve him in the best possible way and for that, she needed power.

Enough power to be worthy of standing alongside him.

Her eyes flared with determination and fanaticism as she stood up and approached the painting with reverence before kissing it.

I will be back, my lord.

She needed to take a bath and think about an even more-efficient way to torment herself for Sol.

She missed Sol and she wanted to impress him once they finally met each other again.

*Knock* *Knock* *Knock*

“My lady, the Queen wishes to see you.”

Nefertiti tilted her head in wonder as the voice of her servant sounded through the door.

She had recently begun selecting a new batch of beautiful servants from the charm spirit race, just in case Sol decided to have his fun with them as well. Of course, all the servants she recruited knew beforehand what was the true job description and, in fact, they were quite excited about it. After all, while they were slightly different from the succubi, their essence was still the same.

As for the queen, Nefertiti never had direct dealings with her. She was quite curious but in the absence of Nent, she was the one of the highest-ranked beings here.

I hope nothing grave has happened.

“I understand. Prepare a bath for me, I cannot go meet the queen in my current state.”

“Understood.”

Nefertiti could hear the steps of the servant as they went away to do as asked. Looking up at the painting of her beloved lord, Nefertiti felt her worries settle down.

“Whatever will be, will be.”
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[Mortal Realm, Lustburg]

While Nefertiti was dealing with her problems, someone else was having her own troubles.

In the mortal realm, thanks to the 12:1 ratio between the two realms, it has only been around ten days since Sol left for the astral realm in order to make his contract with a phoenix.

Currently, Milia, the head maid of the Tower of Babel in Lustburg, was struggling with new job applications, as commoners and nobles alike wished to enter in service of the Royal Family.

Since the execution of the traitors and with the help of the three remaining Ducal families, the influence of the Royal Family was at an all-time high.

It wasn’t just that, though; many people were sending invitations to Lilin, the only princess of the Royal Family, in the hopes of her visiting for tea parties and the like. Of course, all those invitations were just veiled attempts to have a better understanding of Lilin and, for some houses, to ask for her hand in marriage.

Of course, the same went for Sol. The matter of who would be his future fiancee was a national affair of the highest importance.

All of this came from one truth. Be it Lilin or Sol, the next King or Queen of Lustburg would be the child of one of those two, and the nobles were betting in order to obtain the maximum influence.

How filthy.

Looking down at the different proposals — so many that they seemed to form a small hill — Milia couldn’t help but form a disgusted expression.

Wouldn’t it be better if we simply killed them all?

Sweet whispers sounded in her ears, but Milia ignored them. She knew very well that her own mental state was deteriorating quite a bit.

The withdrawal symptoms from not having Sol close to her had slightly subsided, but it was only because she had been working on a special new Sol collection lately, in order to distract herself.

Furthermore, she had simply been too busy to have time for herself.

“Why am I even doing this? This isn’t supposed to be my job.”

“I am sorry. But I need your help. Without you, I don’t have enough influence.” The one who spoke was a beautiful elf with a well-endowed figure.

Her name was Clara.

Of course, for Sol, she was known better as the forgotten elf.


Chapter 6


Dedication



The elf was a beautiful woman, clad in a white jacket and white pants that fully embraced her ravishing form.

She wore a pair of black rectangular glasses that could barely hide the fatigue glazing her eyes. Her long brown hair seemed to not have been brushed for a few days— what else could explain the frizzy edges and disheveled tangles?

Her jacket was opened, showing a hint of her cleavage, in order to let her breathe more easily. After all, with how large they were, her clothes were quite constraining.

Milia had no doubt that if she herself had been absent, the elf would have simply been working naked. Not that she could blame her. Milia wished she could do the same. Maid clothes were quite stuffy after all.

Clara had come to Lustburg with Lilin in order to have a chance to prove herself. Sol had officially taken her as an employee and sort of a proxy before going to the astral realm, so while the amount of work facing Milia was huge, what Clara had to do was simply astronomical.

Clara wasn’t just any elf; she was from an honorable family of elves who had dedicated their life to dragons and entered their service.

The most recent one, her mother, had been at the service of Blaze, Sol’s mother, while she had still been in the astral realm. As her daughter, Clara took it as a personal honor when Sol had given her this opportunity, and she refused to fail in her services.

Sadly, an elf having so much power wasn’t really appreciated by the nobles of Lustburg, and she was struggling to get her orders obeyed. This is where Milia intervened.

“Milia, I have good and bad news — which one do you wish to hear first?”

Of course, the same went for a cow woman like her. As a beastman, Milia was under scrutiny by most. But since she was born and raised in Lustburg, there was no real concern about her origins. She had the advantage of having her own sphere of influence.

Furthermore, it was now a known fact among the nobility that she had been heavily favored by Sol, and would most likely become one of his concubines. Few nobles wanted to mess with her, even though they didn’t know her identity as the leader of the Crown’s Shadow.

Looking at the clearly-overworked Clara, even Milia couldn’t help but feel a little pity. She stood up and went to prepare a relaxing tea. This was one of the ways she had managed to stay sane. Tea was indeed a great way to calm the mind.

“Thanks…” Clara smiled when the steaming hot cup was placed in front of her.

“Just how dire is the situation?”

Clara groaned at that question. “The situation is bad. Very bad. We need to prepare, and fast. From the different reports I’ve compiled, I can say one thing with confidence.”

Clara looked deeply at Milia, “The war may not have officially started, but it will happen soon.”

Milia stayed silent for a moment before asking, “How long do we have left? Winter is already coming.”

“Winter might be harsh for humans, but for beastmen, it’s an inconvenience at most. Furthermore, the belligerent king of Wratharis is not a patient man, if you understand what I mean.”

Milia gave a polite smile at the small joke. After all, wrath’s opposing virtue was patience.

“Either way, Wratharis is already moving. When the lakes freeze and the world becomes covered in snow – they will strike. Two months from now, at the earliest. Three months at the most. The war will surely happen. We need to prepare.”

Milia sighed and looked up in the direction of the church.

“I hope His Highness will come back soon.” Clara muttered, causing Milia to smile.

“I believe His Highness will surprise us all.”

Milia missed him so much. But she knew that once Sol came back, he would officially become King. Then, he would dazzle the world with his magnificence.

“So this was the bad news. What about the good news?”

Clara shrugged, “Well, us having two or three months to prepare was basically the good news.”

Milia sighed. She really needed to ask for a raise.

She wasn’t paid for this sh… Then she remembered once again that she was the leader of the Crown's Shadow and as such, she was indeed paid to deal with such a problem.

Shit! What does a maid have to do to just be able to stay in her room and gaze at the handmade sculptures of her beloved master? That isn't too much to ask for, right?

Her estimation of Clara continued to rise. However, the question was… would Milia really take time to help someone she did not care about?

Of course not.

Rather than helping Clara, Milia was simply observing her and her work.

This girl is more perceptive than I thought.

Clara could not know this, but the higher-ups of Lustburg were already in discussion with the leader of the Oni clan, as well as the Supreme Daughter of Patientia. Thanks to this, they had access to a great deal of information. Not all of it could be believed, but Milia had determined that the alliance could be trusted.

The reason Clara was not told anything wasn't just because she was an elf, but because she was an elf born in another country.

The Forest of the Elves shared a border with both Wratharis and Lustburg. It would be problematic for them if the two countries were to hold hands. What would Clara do if she was supposed to choose between her loyalty to her country and her loyalty to Sol?

Milia did not know.

Since she did not know, she could not simply bet on her good nature. She had to be sure. One mistake of hers could bring terrible consequences, like what had happened not long ago with the attack of Wings of Freedom.

I wonder if she will be able to infer that something is afoot.

If Clara managed to do so, then she was worth working on, to fully convert her loyalty. Such a talent could not be wasted.

"Well then, now that the tea break is finished, let's continue working, shall we?"

"Right."
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I feel like I am dying inside.

By the time Milia finally ended her share of the work, it was very late. The moon was already high and the soothing darkness of the night worked wonders to relax her taut nerves.

She wished for nothing more than to enter her sanctuary and be surrounded by his scent, or whatever was left of it. It was the last place that helped her keep her sanity.

“Your Highness, I wonder how much you will have changed by the time you come back.”

Sol was a bright young man who had been more or less imprisoned all his life in a castle of gold. But now, he was a free bird soaring in the sky after learning how to fly. She had no doubt that Sol would experience many interesting things and witness many wondrous sights.

She simply hoped that by the time he came back, the Sol she knew and loved would not be negatively influenced.

May the goddesses protect you…

Milia was not religious. The goddesses had done nothing to save them when she and the other children were suffering because of those experiments. In fact, the main source of their suffering was a Blessed.

Even before becoming a spymaster and having access to confidential information, Milia had long since realized that the goddesses had no care for the woes of mere mortals like her.

Still, Milia prayed. She hoped that her beloved liege would be safe from all danger.

I need to grow.

Caressing the face of the sculpture and wondering if Sol would have also changed physically, she couldn’t help but reaffirm her resolve.

She needed to become stronger.

All this time, she had been satisfied with being a Duke-level being. Why would she not? In all the mortal realm, out of billions of people, only a few thousand at most were Dukes.

The probability of becoming a Duke was so low it was abysmal, but she had managed to do it. Though she hated the experiments, there was no lying when it came to the results.

She was strong. Milia, a simple cow woman whose greatest accomplishment would have been to become a wet nurse, had managed to rise in rank, become one of the most-powerful beings in the world, and had control over the dark side of an entire Kingdom.

This was a life worthy of a protagonist.

At least this is what Milia had thought, until she came in service of the true protagonists of this world.

The Blessed.

As if that wasn’t enough, she could now see Nuwa, Setsuna, and Lilin progressively growing stronger. Setsuna and Lilin were now already proper Dukes, and Nuwa wasn’t far from becoming one.

Then there was Camelia, Lilith, and the witches, all of them being on the King level.

Milia could see it. In the end, she would be left behind by all of them.

Her artificial talent could not keep up with the pure natural talent of those monsters. At least, this was what she thought, until she realized that Lilith and Lilin were not so different from her.

Like her, they were the results of an experiment of that crazy king.

If so then, why should she feel inferior?

If Lilith could become a King, why couldn’t she?

Lilith's genes mainly came from a King-level Blessed. But hers came from the Monster Queen herself — Echidna, the Mother of Thousand Monsters. A demi-god powerhouse who terrorized the mortal realm for centuries.

She wanted to become stronger.

She needed to become stronger.

Otherwise, if a day came that Sol no longer needed her, Milia was sure that she would kill herself out of depression.

She didn’t just want to be some sex doll for him. She needed to be useful. She wished to be someone he could never cast away.

Inwardly, she knew her fears were groundless, the Sol she knew was not that kind of man.

But what if he changed? What if he decided she had no more worth? What if she was thrown away, like all the failed experiments back then?

“My current mental state is worse than I thought.”

Milia had many traumas but most of them were hidden behind her tough exterior. Sadly, the more her mental strength fell, the worse those fears became. The saving grace was that, rather than cowering because of fear, Milia was advancing with steadfast conviction.

I guess I should try to meet her.

In this kingdom, there was only one person who knew enough about Echidna, and science in general, to give her the advice she was seeking.

Ambrosia — the Thousand Spells Witch.

It was time to seek her audience…


Chapter 7


Gabriel



"So, let me get this straight…."

In the throne room of the Ninth Heaven, Tiamat crossed her legs and leaned back slightly on her majestic throne. Her head was resting on her palm, her elbow on the armrest as she leaned to the side, looking at the floating screen with a visible smirk on her regal face.

"You want me to lend you the sum necessary to open a direct portal between our two territories so that your daughter can come and have some fun with her husband and daughter?"

Gabriel groaned inwardly – seeing that conniving smirk on Tiamat’s face – and nodded, albeit reluctantly.

"Indeed."

"Ohoh! Interesting, truly interesting." Tiamat's mouth formed a toothy grin, looking at Gabriel with amusement. "You do know that all of this is happening because you just suck at managing your territory, right?"

Gabriel sighed at Tiamat's blatant remark. She couldn't say anything, though, because what she said was indeed the bitter truth. But she still tried to put forth her reasoning. "I am not the only one in this case. All the remaining old generation divine beasts have territories that are hard to live in."

Tiamat laughed — she knew that fact very well. In fact, out of all those first generation divine beasts, Gabriel’s was the most tame.

Asmodeus's territory, for example, was a land of unending ice, where it was basically impossible for life to thrive.

This was the same case for the territory she had inherited. Before her, while under the control of Lucifer, this territory was just a big power supply to amass the power of the sun.

Of course, Tiamat perfectly understood the reason behind that.

Demi-gods were extremely hard to kill. That fact was multiplied innumerable times over in the case of the divine beasts.

For so many of them to have died at one time, one didn't need to explain just how harsh, merciless, and unforgiving the war had been. In such a harrowing situation, who would…could…develop their territory with the thought of it being an attractive place for outsiders? In fact, accepting outsiders in your territory was considered the sign of a lunatic.

Once the main foundation of a territory was set, it would become very hard to revamp it to fit a new standard.

"Well, that isn't important currently. Let's discuss our payment first."

"I will be able to pay my debt back in around two years."

Tiamat shook her head in derision. Clearly, Gabriel wasn't able to infer, or at least tried not to infer, what she really meant.

"Money isn't a problem, and I don't care if you take your time to pay me back. The payment of the debt isn't what is interesting to me. What can you give me as interest?"

The part Gabriel dreaded to no end finally came. She had tried to deflect it somehow, but Tiamat was relentless in her chase, leaving her no way out in the end. Since she was beaten, Gabriel knew she had to accept the reality of her current precarious circumstance.

"Very well, I will do the same service as last time.”

“Tut~ Tut~ Tut. Last time was last time. Now is now. I won't be satisfied with that anymore. You must do something else, or give me something that would be amusing enough to intrigue me.”

“Then… How about I serve you as a maid for four days?”

“Oh, you have my interest now.”

Tiamat thought for a while, sketching the abominable things she could make Gabriel enact, before nodding to herself.

“I want two months and you have to address me as Mistress or Lady the entire time.”

“One week. No calling you special names.”

“One month, still the same proposal with the appellations.”

“Two weeks of serving you as a maid and I will call you Lady. This is my last and final offer. Take it or leave it. I'll find another way to send my daughter there.”

“Hmmm~ You are driving a very tight bargain. But very well… Let’s not say that I am too greedy. I accept your proposal.”

After the lively haggling, Gabriel finally smiled, happy to have been able to finangle such a bargain out of Tiamat. After all, whenever they had made a deal in the past, she would be the one to sorely lose out. There was no moment where she was the one to win.

“My bottom line was one month, honestly. I would have done it for way less than you proposed.”

Gabriel wished to wipe the smug look off of Tiamat’s face — sadly for her, this was an impossible dream..

“Well, I would have done it for free.”

Immediately, Gabriel fell silent.

“....Huh?”

“I mean, I already had plans of taking either Sol into the phoenix territory or bringing the girl called Nefertiti here. If your daughter took the ride along with us then it wouldn’t have been a problem. I wouldn't mind, and neither would Sol, in fact, I think he would welcome it…”

She was not lying or trying to gloat to Gabriel. She knew that, now that Sol had become a Duke, his days in the astral realm were numbered. Soon, he would leave this realm and become enthroned as the King of Lustburg.

Of course, now Sol had the coordinates to the astral realm. But it was impossible for a Duke to have enough energy to open a portal between two territories. Once he left, she wouldn’t be able to see him anymore until he became a King, at the very least.

Since that was the case, Tiamat wished for Sol to have the best holiday possible for the rest of the days he would be here. Her only wish was for him to leave this place with good and joyous memories.

Thankfully, unlike Gabriel, Tiamat's territory was vast and the seasons came and went to form a cycle of multitudes of seasons. Currently, it was summer, so this was the perfect moment to relax. Maybe go to the beach and have some fun by the sea…

Though…Hehehehe, her reaction is really hilarious.

It was taking all of Tiamat's willpower to not explode in laughter while gazing at the dumbfounded face of her old friend and comrade.

“So you mean…”

“You paid for something that you could have gotten essentially for free.”

“Argh!!”

Gabriel had never felt so embarrassed in her entire life. Not even the moments when she had to enact the lecherous deals she made with Tiamat. She covered her face with her hands and groaned and screamed like a little girl throwing a tantrum, while berating herself for her stupidity.

“Hahahahahahahaha!! You should see your face!” This time Tiamat could not stop herself from laughing out loud. It had been a long time since she could laugh so joyfully without any sort of worries.

Perhaps I should tease her more later on.

Be it Gabriel or Yggdrasil, all the divine beasts of Virtue had this slight naivety in their personalities that they could never get rid of, no matter how old and experienced they became. Perhaps it was the fault in their creation, as was the case for all that was created by the goddesses.

Gabriel was well and in the truest sense of the word…distraught. She knew that there was no way of taking back her words. The deal was made and the conditions were now set. Even if she did manage to erase the monetary debt, then the special interest would only increase exponentially with the passage of time.

“Why the hell do you act like an old pervert?”

“Hey, I resent that statement. Take it back! I just like looking at beautiful things and feel good when strong beings bow to me in respect. There is absolutely nothing perverse about that.”

Gabriel waved her hand dismissively with a sniff of utter disdain. Her eyes were looking at Tiamat as though she was looking at utter trash. Nevertheless, she responded with a defeated sigh… “Well, it’s my fault for having fallen into your trap. I am not one to renege a debt. When can you open the portal?”

“In one or two days, so you can prepare on your side. I am honestly rather interested in seeing Nefertiti. She seems like an interesting girl.”

Gabriel coughed a little, hearing Tiamat's remark and the intrigue in her tone.

“Indeed… Very… She's very… Well, ‘interesting’ is indeed a good way to describe her.” She couldn’t help but wince when she thought back to what she had seen in Nefertiti’s room.

Well, perhaps she will calm down once she meets with her beloved again.

At the same time, she couldn’t help but feel envious — really envious.

Be it her two daughters or Nefertiti, they seemed to have all changed for the better after entering into a relationship. Meanwhile, here she was, a woman whose age merely determined how many years she went by, without a man or any significant other.

Looking at their happiness — well, also sometimes craziness, too — Gabriel couldn’t help but wonder what it would be like to be with someone for the first time in her entire existence.

It would surely be an interesting experiment.

Perhaps, it would also lead to a bond that stretched beyond eternity.

Who knows….?

Right!?


Chapter 8


G.O.D



[First Circle of Hell, Tartarus]

Upon entering the place and feeling its dreary atmosphere, Anubis chuckled. “I’ve always said that you guys should work on the ambience of these prisons.”

He looked around and watched as the chaos spawn, mindless beasts who would generally rush at anyone like deranged lunatics, slowly retreated due to his sheer presence. No matter how mindless those beasts were, and no matter how little they feared death, it seemed that even they realized that Anubis was an entity who should be avoided at all costs.

Standing behind him was Kiyohime, the warden of Tartarus. She simply shrugged in reply, “You changed the mood of your prison, but you still let two important prisoners escape.”

“Touché.”

Anubis could say nothing about that. He had indeed underestimated both Nihil and Drei, thinking they were just helpless weaklings. In the end, it was clear that he had been wrong.

They were still weaklings… just not helpless ones.

Even though Anubis had stolen authority over a part of the afterlife realm, and had created his own territory here, he was by no means a dimensional mage. He could not move it with him as he pleased.

Those two had taken advantage of his absence and escaped from their chains. It had to be said that sealing a dimensional mage like Nihil was already quite a difficult task.

Anubis, of course, was too proud to try to find any form of excuse. A mistake was a mistake. That was all there was to it in his opinion.

Of course, no one could punish him for the mistakes he committed.

Hah, the feeling of abusing power. Such a marvelous feeling.

Kiyohime took a step back to distance herself from Anubis, who was busy chuckling to himself.

Kiyohime, like any other divine beast, did not particularly like necromancers. She liked Anubis even less, since he was the one who had shared knowledge of the power in this world.

She had no prejudice. She knew that Anubis was not a “bad” person himself; in fact, he had done much good for the world. One could even say that Anubis was an unsung hero. He was a man worthy of respect – and she had much respect for him, far more than she was ever willing to admit. She just didn’t like him.

Giving a glance at Kiyohime's frowning expression, Anubis smiled. He perfectly understood Kiyohime's dilemma.

This was also why, out of all divine beasts, dragons and phoenixes were the only ones with whom he was willing to work.

“Well, we are finally here.”

The two of them stopped in front of a cross where a naked woman was held, almost crucified, with wild hair that looked like the mane of a lion.

“Leo. Daughter of Echidna. But, I wonder… which Leo are you?”

Funf, once one of the 12 constellations under the order of Echidna in the mortal world, opened her bloodshot eyes and growled at Kiyohime, before giving a meek look to Anubis.

“I am…was…part of the G.O.D project. I do not know which generation I am from.”

“Heh… So she is still working on that project.”

G.O.D.

Originally, it should have been G.D.O., standing for Grand Divine Order. But Anubis found it boring and switched the letter order a bit.

Yes, that was right. He had once worked with Echidna. In fact, he hadn’t been the only one to do so. It had been Anubis, Ambrosia, and Echidna.

The three mortals who, against all odds, reached the level of Demi-gods.

The first Witch.

The first Necromancer.

The first Chimera.

How could those three not have had dealings in the past?

In fact, they had once been comrades and, in Echidna and Anubis's case… lovers.

Sadly, Echidna became too obsessed with the G.O.D project, even though it was a failure. Since Anubis decided to stop sticking his dick in crazy, he simply walked away from her. He just couldn't associate himself with a lunatic, no matter how much affection he held for her.

“The one whose understanding in Mana and Law is above everyone else.

“The one whose understanding of the Physical body is above everyone else.

The one whose understanding of the Soul is above everyone else.”

Leo, dried blood on her cracked lips, chuckled with mirth, “Mother likes to talk about how if the three of you had stuck together until the end, G.O.D would have been a success. You would have been able to create the perfect being.”

Anubis scoffed, “Indoctrination is truly a terrifying thing. Perfect this, perfect that. Fuck this shit. This is why I left in the first place. Ambrosia didn’t stick with her, either.”

The meek look in Leo’s eyes vanished as she growled, “Do not insult Mother’s dream!”

“If you aren’t happy, then fight me. If you can’t fight me, then shut up before I make you shut up.”

The growl immediately stopped and a slight whimper escaped her cracked lips. Anubis had not even released his aura, but Leo felt like a cold blade was placed under her neck, ready to take off her head at the slightest mistake.

All this time, Kiyohime had stayed silent. She was learning new things and she was quite surprised to know that those three had once been companions.

The fact that Anubis and Echidna had once been in a relationship simply made her shudder in fright.

“Well, enough discussion. Honestly, I want to just kill you and end it all. But in a way, you are my daughter— A descendant of my daughter? My creation? Hard to give an exact name to our relationship.”

He shrugged, “I won’t ask much. Why did you attack the dragon realm? Why do you want those divine weapons? Are they the key to unsealing Ymir?”

Anubis was curious, truly curious. The seal on Ymir was done with the power of the 14 goddesses, but there were only seven divine weapons. Those weapons shouldn't be enough to break the seal.

Furthermore, why attack the dragon realm? What would they get from it? Was Sol their objective? If so, then why not capture Sol when he was still weak and in Lustburg?

Or perhaps something else?

So many questions…

Anubis was curious. As curious as Sol was, perhaps even more so.

Leo stayed silent for a while, “You have Drei with you. Why not ask him?”

“Heh. I would have. But that man is truly dedicated. It seems like he completely erased most of his memories the moment he saw me. I guess it was a backup measure he put in, just in case. Gotta say loyal people like him are quite rare.”

For a moment, Leo felt a little sad. She might have not liked Drei,but he was still someone with whom she had shared some companionship.

Of course, those emotions only lasted for a single instant. When she remembered that capturing Sol and Isis had been one of the main reasons for this mission, she shuddered once more.

“No need to tire yourself, Anubis. Right now, she is still a Duke. There is something Sol wants to try with her first. If he fails, then she will be all yours."

"Oh?" Anubis immediately lost all interest in Leo.

The power of Sol's dimension was perhaps the most intriguing thing he had ever seen in this universe. Furthermore, his exploration of the universe would be far more interesting if he had someone like Sol helping him.

Anubis had already made plans about having Sol help him once the boy became a proper demi-god. There was no doubt in his mind that Sol would accept his proposal.

It wasn't because he was Sol's father-in-law.

Nor because he had skills in negotiating.

But one simple reason.

A truth for which all reincarnators would go crazy.
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After leaving Anubis alone in Tartarus, Kiyohime came up and went to the island where Sol was recuperating.

On the way, she passed by many young dragons who were guarding the surroundings. They all saluted her with reverence, and she respectfully nodded to them.

Even though the dragon realm was still in a period of mourning, she could feel a new vitality emanating from the entirety of the realm.

Those young dragons who had witnessed an inkling of what war truly was would become stronger. That was a good thing.

The living would thrive by stepping on the remains of their fallen companions. It was a sad truth, but one could not let death stop one from advancing.

When she finally reached the island, Kiyohime let out a sigh as she witnessed the young man moving on the beach, his naked torso gleaming in the sun. She could see droplets of sweat on his finely-sculpted muscles.

Kiyohime flushed weakly at this delightful sight, while memories of the night she had spent with him floated in her mind.

Sigh, I must have been crazy.

She cringed visibly at that recollection.

"Just what kind of training are you doing for you to sweat so much?"

Sol was now a Duke, one with a body stronger than even a King-ranked dragon, thanks to his most-recent evolution through the blood pool. At this point, the level of physical training necessary to make him sweat would be insane.

"Kiyohime! I would hug you, but I am a little bit too sweaty, sadly."

That kind of smile is simply cheating.

Kiyohime might not know it, but this was the kind of thought that all those who were in love with Sol had. She might try to deny it, but she was already deeply ensnared in a trap from which she could never hope to escape.

In the first place… Would she even try to escape?

Food for thought…


Chapter 9


Kissing Her



After taking a good bath to clean himself up, Sol entered the bedroom and turned to talk to Kiyohime but he was interrupted by her sudden query.

“…Why are you still naked?”

Kiyohime blushed again when she saw Sol coming out of the bathroom, wearing nothing but training pants, showing his well-toned and muscular body.

In the past, Sol had been a little more scrawny, but his transformations and evolution gave him the body of a true Greek god— he was the epitome of perfection. This didn’t leave Kiyohime completely indifferent. Of course, he was having his own share of fun just teasing her.

Sol always loved seeing hardened warriors like Kiyohime, and the other women in his life, act like shy maidens around him. There was something adorable and exhilarating about it.

“Well, let’s just say that I am giving you a show.” He smiled, before taking a chair and sitting in front of her— face-to-face.

Calming down, Kiyohime released a strained sigh.

"So. Why were you training rather than resting and recuperating?" She had been successful in steering the discussion back on track, and she intended to keep it there no matter what.

"Hahaha. Sorry, sorry." Sol scratched his head awkwardly, "It's just that… I was becoming rather restless. Staying in bed really isn't my forte.”

Sol knew that he was “slightly” becoming a total battle junkie. The thrill of fighting and winning was a rush he relished more than a little and in order to never lose, he needed to become stronger.

Hence, training, training, and lastly, training.

“As for what I was doing…" Sol mused a little, "Well when I faced Surtr and Nihil's last attack, let's say that I got some sort of… enlightenment?"

It was hard to explain what he really felt at that moment.

"Well, to keep it short, I’ve got some slightly crazy ideas, and since I have a nearly immortal body now, I thought I might as well try them out."

The contract with Isis was without a doubt one of the best decisions he had ever made. He could now try so many things, and he didn’t have to fear the idea of death. In fact, even if he did die, he would come back to life the next moment.

If it wasn’t because the number of uses of Nirvana was limited, Sol would have decided to abuse this feature without any shame or restraint.

Of course, nothing was absolute, not even the so-called immortality of the phoenix. But at least, if a random divine beast was hard to kill, a phoenix was indescribably hard to kill, to the point of it being nearly impossible.

Sol wasn’t really a phoenix now. But he had some of their advantages.

Humans are truly screwed in this world.

As long as a human had the right amount of CP and the right connections, then he was destined to be a powerhouse of unprecedented proportions. Sadly, most humans could never even hope of having the CP necessary to make a contract with an S-ranked being.

Kiyohime frowned slightly, wondering whether she should ask more questions about this particular subject. It felt ominous to her. Even though she had participated in Sol's training and had shared a bed with him, it didn’t mean that suddenly she had the right to know all of his secrets, especially as they might involve some of his trump cards. Even now, Kiyohime did not really have a good picture of Sol’s Zone. Tiamat had been tight-lipped about it, so specific information about it was really hard to come by.

Still, she needed to know, in order to avoid him creating any unintentional troubles in the territory. Sol simply had too many dangerous abilities that needed at least some sort of monitoring.

“What exactly were you trying to do?”

“Hmmm… I guess it should be easier to show you?” Sol stood up and took a few steps back. Then, after taking a deep breath, he clenched his fists.

Kiyohime focused on Sol silently, curious about just what kind of marvel he would show her.

“Ignition.”

The moment Sol muttered those words, Kiyohime's eyes opened wide in absolute astonishment as she felt the energy in Sol completely go berserk. A red hue formed on his skin, as his heart and core went into a frenzy.

It didn’t take long for his energy level to jump straight through the roof, giving the illusion that he was a monstrous beast waiting to awaken. The temperature in the room rose sharply, reaching staggering levels.

If this had been a normal house, everything would have been consumed in a scorching fire. Thankfully, the house was coated with magical protection runes.

“This…”

“I call this <<Overdrive>>”.

Sol smiled; this was a special move based on his usual technique of <<Mana Burst>> alongside the ability to manipulate holy fire, which he had obtained from his contract with Isis.

The principle was simple. He was literally burning up the mana inside his own body.

If a normal person used this, he would simply be destroying his own body after completely burning up all his power.

But it was different for Sol.

Not only was Sol’s body unmatched because of all the transformations he had gone through, but his control and understanding of mana had also reached a new level he would have never thought possible.

This new level of control was possible thanks to his divine eyes. Though he could not use the full power of that weapon since he was just a Duke, it was still a great support to him.

<<Overdrive>> had no limits. The stronger he became, the better it would turn out.

That technique wouldn’t stop until he decided otherwise either, simply because he was constantly absorbing mana thanks to his Dragon Core. Furthermore, any wounds he received would immediately be healed by the holy flames themselves. Thanks to all those little details, he could use it in conjunction with his War Form for even better results.

That technique was inspired by the Super Nova that Surtr had launched at him. Of course, this understanding was also mixed with his memory of some supermonkey with golden hair that he would rather not name.

“Pretty impressive.” Kiyohime acknowledged his technique calmly. She had seen techniques with more intricacies than this one on many occasions, but what made this technique so perfect was its simplicity.

It was absolute and pure brutality. The only role of this was to boost Sol's natural power to explosive levels so that he could deal even more devastating damage. Furthermore, because of all the conditions necessary to use it, one could say that only Sol and a few masochists could use this technique.

“Doesn’t it hurt?” Kiyohime asked.

Sol winced, “It hurts like hell.” He was basically burning his own body from the inside out continuously while healing himself at the same time. How could it be painless?

But Sol knew that this was a small price to pay.

“This is just the starting point. The technique is still a little impractical in a real fight. But it should be alright.”

“You truly are…” Kiyohime sighed, completely speechless at the way he was talking. But she did not insist or try to stop him anymore.

“I won’t stop you from training with this technique. But you should take a short break. You have been high-strung since you came to the astral realm. Fight after fight. Training after training. If you continue like this, you might snap. A period of rest is mandatory and I will hear no talk-back.”

“...Meditating and intent training at least?”

Kiyohime facepalmed but at the same time sighed inwardly in despondence. Just how much weight and pressure were on his shoulder that he could not even accept to rest without thinking of training?

Just how stressed was his mind? Kiyohime felt a little sad at this thought.

This was the price of success and talent. The more talented you were, the greater the expectations and the heavier the stress you would eventually have.

What about Sol?

From what she understood, Sol went from fighting a Duke to facing actual goddesses— all in the span of less than half a year.

In fact, if one took away all the time acceleration, all those events only happened in the span of a few weeks.

This would be enough to make even the most battle-hardened warrior reach his or her mental limits.

What should I do?

Kiyohime looked up at Sol as an idea flashed through her mind, causing her to blush furiously. She tried to chase the idea away but, like a worm burrowing in a fruit, it refused to leave her.

She fidgeted a little, wondering if she would really go through with this daring idea. Her brain nearly went into overdrive as hundreds of rather raunchy images filled her mind and the more she tried to fight them, the raunchier they became.

How shameless! Just what the hell am I thinking?

After denial came anger. After all, she really shouldn’t have such thoughts at the moment. She should be focused on more important matters, like rebuilding the territory.

But, when she realized that those ideas of hers wouldn’t leave her mind, Kiyohime was beginning to rationalize that…perhaps, this was not such a bad idea?

Indeed. I am just trying to help him relax.

There was nothing bad about this, right? She was just trying to help. This was for his own good.

When she thought of this, she hung her head in depression.

Just what the hell am I thinking?

“Sigh….”

In the end, Kiyohime was forced to realize, I should stop making excuses.

Why was she even hesitating so much? It had already happened once. What was the big deal if it happened again?

Very well.

“Sol, I…”

Kiyohime could not finish her sentence as she was swept off in Sol's arms, and then silenced with a passionate kiss.

Some people did not know the meaning of the word hesitation after all.


Chapter 10


Kiyohime



For someone like Kiyohime, whose mind could move and formulate thoughts at literal lightning speed, it was rare for her to be so surprised by anything.

Still, as she found herself lying down on the bed, her clothes completely discarded and Sol hovering over her naked body with a devilish smile on his face, she couldn’t help but wonder just what the hell had happened.

“You are…quite skilled when it comes to taking off clothes.” She covered her chest and pubic area with her arms, twisting her body in shame. She could not look him in the eye due to the sheer embarrassment she felt.

“Haha, I have quite a bit of experience, you see.” Sol laughed lightly and ignored her sarcastic remarks as he proceeded to marvel at her body. “You are absolutely gorgeous. Try to relax, will you?”

“Huff. I am sure you must have said this countless times already.”

Sol smirked at her words — clearly Kiyohime had hit the bullseye. “What can I say, all my ladies are gorgeous women.”

“So we wouldn’t be here if I wasn’t gorgeous enough?”

A loaded question full of absolute controversy — the kind only women knew how to throw. But Sol was not one to be taken aback by such tricks. He bent down and gently kissed her collarbone, sending a shiver down Kiyohime's spine with his smooth and sensual actions.

“Sadly, we will never have an answer to that question, as you are simply magnificent.”

Sol chuckled; women rarely asked such questions expecting some honest and straightforward answers. It wasn’t for no reason that guys who knew how to sweet talk were more popular than those who were needlessly honest with everything.

He grabbed her arms and scooped them up at her sides.

“Ah…” She started to resist but then relaxed as he had asked.

That revealed her pink nipples and her smooth crotch, with not a strand of pubic hair over it. Her nipples were small and cute and her areolae were small, too. They were a bit unnatural, but that was cute in its own unnatural way.

Sol was tempted to fondle those erogenous zones to his heart's content right away, but he resisted the urge and ran his hands along the rest of her body first, trying his best to stimulate her senses and get her in the mood.

“I want all of you.”

He muttered those words while nibbling lightly on her pink-hued ears, blowing hot breaths that stimulated her sensitive skin, racking her body in sensual shivers, before showering her with small kisses on her face and collarbone and slowly trailing downwards.

Every time his hands touched a sensitive spot, Kiyohime's moaning voice couldn't help but slip past her lips. She resisted those sounds in order to relax, as he had asked, but it sounded more like she was suppressing her moans, which made her heart pound with excitement.

When he finally reached her chest, he gently cupped her small breasts in his large hands.

Sol was in no hurry. He wanted to savor each and every part of Kiyohime. He didn’t want this to just be about him venting his stress on her beautiful body.

Leaning down, he gently licked the areola of her right breast before finally nibbling her nipple, then sucking on her breast. At the same time, he lightly pinched her left nipple.

Kiyohime let out a shivering groan— her pale white skin flushed, and showed an amorous shade of pink that gave her an air of vulnerability.

“Sol~”

Hearing her moan his name in such a sultry voice made Sol’s heart pound with excitement. He wanted more. He wanted to completely mess her up. Such ravenous thoughts filled his brain.

Regretfully leaving her enticing breasts, Sol continued to trail down south as he left kisses on her stomach until he finally reached the place he was dying to witness again.

Raising himself up, he placed his hand on her stomach.

Her stomach was so thin he wondered if there was any flesh other than her organs in there, but her navel had a nice shape. He slowly slid his hand down toward her loins.

“Let’s see what we have here." Looking up, he smirked towards Kiyohime before grabbing her legs and pushing them aside.

“Ah~ Don't look, please.”

The redness of her face increased further as she felt slightly faint. Embarrassment clouded her mind, to the point that she forgot she could easily break free from his clasp if she really wished to do so. Though, the reality probably was that she simply didn't wish to break free.

Ignoring her false words of protest, Sol observed her closed mound, already glistening with her love juice.

Even though she had already spent a long night of passion with Sol not so long ago, the lips of her vagina were still completely shut, looking as if they had never been opened.

“You keep acting tough, but it seems like this part of you is still the most honest.”

Sol, of course, knew that one shouldn’t confuse physiological response with actual desire. But there was no ambiguity in this case, of that he was also sure.

Kiyohime covered her face, blushing it in absolute shame. “Please, lower my legs, I look like a frog in this position.”

“Heh…” Sol would have loved to say she was a cute frog but he preferred to traverse on the side of caution and opted not to say that out loud. Not all sweet words had to be said after all.

“Don’t move.”

His fingers finally arrived at her small crevice–

“Nh~”

And a tremor of rocking pleasure immediately ran through Kiyohime's body.

Each time his middle finger moved up and down her slit, her voice left her with a sigh of ecstasy. She tried to close her legs out of embarrassment, but that did nothing to stop his moving fingers.

He wanted to have his way with her but preparations were necessary to reach the greatest amount of pleasure…together.

He gradually changed the movements of his middle finger, moving it side to side as well as up and down. He loosened up her labia while pushing them open little by little. He also made sure to stimulate her clitoris with the lightest of touches from time to time. Too much stimulation in the clitoris often led to more pain than pleasure, his repeated sexual encounters had thoroughly engraved that fact into his mind.

The more Sol moved, the more Kiyohime realized how little control she had over her own body at this moment. She was once again reminded that she wasn’t just the Dragon Queen, but also a sensual woman who could feel pleasure like anyone else. The one who made her realize this was none other than Sol.

It wasn’t as if Kiyohime had never touched herself down there, and she’d also had a physical relationship with Nent long ago.

But this… this was something completely different.

Perhaps it was because Sol was far more skilled than Nent? Kiyohime didn’t know and she honestly couldn’t care less at this very moment.

Each time his finger moved, it provided a powerful stimulus, like her blood was flowing back up from her pussy to her heart. She only got a little wet when doing it herself, but now she was wetter than she had thought possible. And then there were those occasional touches at the sensitive points at the very top of her vulva.

The arms that had initially tried to pull his arm away were now hanging limply at her sides and the legs she had closed were now spreading wide to accept his hand.

His index and little fingers were already spreading her crevice with his middle and ring fingers stirring up the vulva within.

She was no longer resisting, so he let her upper body rest on the bed and shifted his position to view her pussy.

It was completely flooded down there.

Sol smiled, happy to know that his ministrations were not leaving her indifferent and were thoroughly effective. The more pleasure she received, the happier he was.

Her beautiful pink pussy gave off a feminine scent and soaked the sheets with the leaking love juices.

Sol was sure that she was ready to take him now and with her powerful body, he could completely go wild with no fear. But as always, he wanted to make her cum first. He loved seeing his lovers lose themselves in the throes of passion. It was such an empowering feeling that he would exchange it for nothing else.

With that decided, he sped up his fingers. He also pressed harder against her clitoris, increasing the waves of stimulation.

“Please~ Wait~”

Kiyohime was honestly a little surprised. The climax that she sensed coming was so powerful it scared her.

Feeling “good” was an understatement. The signals reaching her brain were a pleasure, but it was so strong she could have easily confused them for pain. If this continued much longer, she was certain she would lose her mind.

She tried to stop her hips to avoid that.

But…

Why?

Her body refused to listen.

Her lower body seemed to have a mind of its own the way it kept rubbing her clit against Sol's fingers. As if she was a harlot, seeking nothing but pure pleasure from his dexterous and skilled digits.

At the same time, she felt quite humiliated, thinking that she would climax only from this. Ecstasy had clouded her thinking, however, and humiliation was executed like a traitor as pleasure rose to the throne of her mind, controlling her every response.

She knew how shameful she must have looked in this moment, but she could not stop herself.

Sol used his middle finger to loosen up her slit while using his index finger to gently knead her clitoris. Her labia was now wet and she no longer needed his fingers to hold them open. They were ready to accept him.

Kiyohime clutched at the sheets because she felt like she would float away if she did not.

“No need to hold yourself back.” Sol's whisper sent a tremor down her spine.

“Yes~!!” Her body trembled as she accepted the pleasure. She hissed and moaned loudly as liquid gushed forth from her lower regions completely soaking the bed and filling the room with her musky, sweet scent.

Then she collapsed limply onto the bed, panting loudly, her eyes completely unfocused, her mind floating as if it was on cloud nine. As she was now, she wished for nothing more than to rest. But she had forgotten something crucial…

“Heh, you know that this is only the beginning, right?”

Too tired to speak, the only answer she could give was a low moan. How could she have forgotten?

The man in front of her was a tireless sex maniac.

“Well then, this opportunity is quite hard to come by. Let’s try something.”

Kiyohime shivered, wondering what kind of wicked act Sol would make her go through.

Of course, she could not hide the feeling of rising anticipation.

[image: ]


Kiyohime knew that Sol was a daring man. But she would and could have never thought that his daring nature would be to this extent.

"You…"

Holding Kiyohime in his arms, in the stereotypical princess carry, Sol grinned wolfishly while admiring the achromatic world surrounding the two of them.

<<Inverse World>>

A dimension that was the perfect mirror of the existing universe without the usual colors. While he was here, Sol could move around and observe everything on the side of reality without being seen, heard, or felt by anyone else. Everytime he entered his world, he couldn't help but recall just how broken it was.

When Sol still considered this dimension as a sort of mirror dimension, which was basically a carbon copy of the real world, he immediately thought of one devious trait as the very first application of his dimension — using it as a spying mechanism to eavesdrop upon anyone he desired.

Now though, he knew and fully realized that it was vastly more powerful than anything he could have ever guessed back then. Still, it didn't change the fact that it could be used to observe others secretly. That devious use would always remain at his arsenal due to the nature of his dimension.

In this fleeting moment, both Sol and Kiyohime were on the deck of the White Pearl, Kiyohime's battleship. Completely naked…of course…in typical Sol-like fashion.

All around them, surrounding them in every direction, servants and sailors were walking and busying themselves with their daily work, none of them the wiser of what kind of debauched and sensual acts were happening just next to them. And there was more and more to come, surely they'd be unaware of those things too…maybe. At least, Kiyohime would surely hope for that.

Since Kiyohime was a King-ranked being, she was not affected by the inversion of emotion trait of his dimension. Additionally, now that Sol had finally become a proper Duke, he could stay in this state for a long time without worrying about the lack of energy anymore. This was just one of the many perks that becoming a Duke had granted him.

While Sol was lost in his own thoughts, fully befitting a full-fledged battle maniac, Kiyohime's heart was pounding many miles a minute. Her eyes mirrored the myriad of emotions her mind felt. The emotions mirroring her mind was a sordid amalgam of contradictions— fear of getting caught and a certain sense of immortality that filled her whole being, while, as ashamed as she felt due to that emotion, faint traces of excitement also colored her mind here and there.

Here she was, utterly naked and in the arms of an equally-naked man and about to have a long session of carnal exchange with him.

She fought with all her might and integrity to keep her expressions in check, but sadly for her, Sol's senses were far too sharp, and his experience far too big, to miss that subtlety.

"What do you think? How would your subordinates react if they knew that their oh-so-respected queen is in fact a closeted pervert?" Sol grinned before muttering those whispered words right next to her trembling ears.

Those words tickled Kiyohime's heart, causing her to shiver intermittently with both fear and anticipation. Simultaneously, the flowing stream of her love juices increased with that single remark, and her body trembled and rocked uncontrollably. Kiyohime was astonished, as she understood that these words of his were enough to bring her to a small climax.

Seeing her immediate reactions to his words, Sol's grin stretched further, forming a wolfish smirk that would even make seasoned lechers look at him with admiration. He had guessed that Kiyohime had some slight masochistic tendencies. Not to Camelia's level, of course — she was quite unique in that regard. But the masochistic characteristic of Kiyohime was high enough that she wouldn’t dislike some shame play on the surface level, at the very least. Time would tell if there was more to explore on that front.

Of course, had she shown any aversion to his actions, Sol would have called it quits without a second of hesitation. He was not one to enforce things that his lovers hated on them by any means.

I wonder if I can one day have Nent and Kiyohime at the same time.

Sol felt his heart blaze with lust with that single fleeting thought but somehow found it in him to immediately cool his emotions down to focus on the matters in hand. Now, it was Kiyohime's time— time he should spend focusing on her and her alone. He shouldn't and wouldn’t disrespect her by thinking of other women now.

Sol laughed out loud before walking toward her quarters – the luxurious queen's quarters – as he shamelessly revealed the debauched plans he had in store for her. “We will begin at the bow of the ship. By the end of the day, you will not be able to step aboard this ship without thinking of everything we have done. That, I can guarantee you, my love…”

Compared to their last night together, the current Kiyohime was rather meek, to say the least. She had none of the fighting spirit she showed the last time they made love.

Nonetheless, it was the time to make some beautiful memories together— memories that would surely rock her mind forever.
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The White Pearl was an elegant but sturdy ship designated for flight, war, and traveling the void. It was a war machine that had followed Kiyohime for much of her long life and in a way it was like her own daughter. She was born in luxury.

Now, Kiyohime was about to get defiled on this very ship. It was akin to getting defiled while being watched by her very own daughter. The sense of shame and lust that it brought her was a powerful stimulus for the fairly sexually-inexperienced Kiyohime.

Now, kneeling in front of Sol, Kiyohime looked up at the culprit who was about to fill her to the brim with copious liquids that she was too ashamed to name.

It was long, hard, and throbbing with anticipation of her ministrations.

Taking his shaft with her hand, an action she had learned to conduct during their previous night together, Kiyohime was once again surprised at the wonder of his body.

To think such a large thing had entered her body previously…

She shuddered faintly at the memory of her wild night with Sol, making her love juices leak out again in gushing streams, staining her prized ship underneath her.

“So…?”

Looking up at that infuriating smile, Kiyohime puffed her cheeks like a cute girl before finally going at it.

“It’s twitching so much. Like it’s in pain. You talk a big deal but you are also anticipating this, right?”

Sol grunted when he felt her hand wrap around his penis. He had no words to rebut against her statement.

The soft sensation on his shaft made him groan with ecstasy. Kiyohime’s hand was so small and smooth that it felt like being rubbed by a literal apparition of silk.

“Are you okay? Did that hurt?”

“I’m fine. It felt good, actually.”

“I’m glad.” She breathed a sigh of relief. It would be quite bad if she lost control of her strength here. Thankfully, now that Sol had a powerful body, she had fewer things to worry about.

Well, let’s give some payback now for all of your stunts, you cheeky boy.

She had been pretty passive earlier, so she wanted to take the upper hand this time. She stared at his penis and poured all her energy into maneuvering her hands with sensual strokes, building up a rhythm.

She made sure to not go too hard, but gave enough pressure so that it felt good rather than bordering the painful side of the spectrum. Thanks to his pre-cum that already began to flow, the movements were not too dry or rough for him.

Her soft and smooth fingers wrapped around him and slowly moved back and forth along its length.

Wow…this is fucking great.

Her technique wasn’t the best, but he could sense her desire to bring him to the very brink, which was more than enough to make up for everything else. Every time her fingers touched one of the bulging veins, it would throb powerfully. When she would occasionally touch the bottom of the head, the entire penis would twitch violently. But the way it moved in her hands didn’t stop her from continuing to rub it ever so gently.

“What else should I do?” Kiyohime asked. Her desire to win calmed down slightly when she remembered that this wasn’t a competition. She didn’t have to be the best. This was a moment of shared pleasure between two people who cared about each other.

Sol was a little taken aback by her sudden question.

He had honestly never really given much instruction in such a situation. It wasn’t as if he really masturbated either. He simply had no need for it when there were experienced women willing to take care of his carnal needs for him.

In the end, he simply smiled and patted her head, “Why not try everything yourself?”

Giving her directions would be good but, looking at her trying to please him with all her might would bring him even more pleasure.

At least this was what the absolute sadist in Sol thought with a bonafide wolfish grin.
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Kiyohime stayed silent for a while. She could see the twinkle of amusement that colored Sol's eyes.

Here she was, butt naked on her very own ship, while her subordinates did their daily work with full enthusiasm, as she held his throbbing penis in her hands.

What really was her relationship with Sol? It was hard to convey in words.

Lovers?

Kiyohime did not think she loved Sol. They hadn't explored those areas of their relationship yet, so that was a given…

Friends with benefits?

This might be what summed up their relationship quite precisely. But, at the same time, it was too crude to really describe what they had going on for themselves.

All in all, the two were in a rather awkward situation. But that did not really matter.

Right here, right now… They were just two people seeking pleasure in each other's embrace. Nothing more. Nothing less.

Kiyohime took a deep breath and tried to remember how she had performed on their first night together. This caused her to flush when she remembered how helpless she had been back then.

Well let’s do it like this, then.

She began by poking the bulbous head slightly with her soft fingertips, “L-like this?” Tingling pleasure immediately coursed through his body with her careful ministrations.

“It seems like you appreciate this.”

The pleasure he felt was akin to being wrapped in a fulfillingly warm and soft embrace.

One hand was firmly holding the shaft and rubbing up and down along its length. Her small hand could not manage a tight enough grip to provide intense stimulation, but its softness and warmth were on a whole other level altogether.

Meanwhile, the second hand on the head was very much the same, giving him a new kind of sensation with its soft and snug warmth. Her smooth palm rubbed at the tip in a clumsy but stimulating way, exciting his heart in the process.

“Your precum is gushing.”

“That just means you are doing a very good job.”

Kiyohime smiled but she knew that she wasn’t really doing a good job as he so cheekily said.

I guess there is no other way.

Removing her hands from his shaft briefly, she used her mana to form a small thread of materialized mana and used it to tie her blue hair so that it wouldn’t get in the way.

Once this was done, Kiyohime finally brought her lips to his penis. Her hot breath tickled him and his little brother but at the same time. He could feel a growing sense of anticipation rising within him from her small action.

She kissed the swollen tip and then opened her mouth to slip it, between her lips, into the wet confines of her mouth. She stimulated the head as if chewing on it with just her soft-velvety lips. The last time around, she hadn’t really been able to do much before Sol completely took control of the situation. It wasn't going to be the same this time around.

Then she used her tongue. She stuck it out as far as it could go and touched the penis with it, lapping it in its soft flesh. It looked a lot like a kitten lapping up water, but she was actually doing the exact opposite. She was using her tongue to get saliva all over the penis.

She soaked the skin with its bulging veins and then spread it around with her lips. Once it was well-coated with saliva, it was a lot smoother, which let her move her lips and tongue even more smoothly.

“Ohhh.”

Good, he likes it.

Relieved, Kiyohime continued. She focused on enjoying the unusually smooth texture of the head, the hint of saltiness on her tongue, and…

A little bitter, isn't it?

She normally didn’t like bitter flavors, but this one she didn’t mind very much. In fact, she used her tongue to lap up as much of it as she could get from the hole at the tip.

“Damn…” The tongue stimulation of the tip made Sol tremble and groan. It was clear that he really liked what she was doing.

Emboldened by that knowledge, she added even more saliva to see more of this reaction of his. She began sucking harder, which caused him to push his hips forward instinctively without having been aware of that movement.

That pushed the rest of the head past her lips, which was enough to fill up the Dragon Queen’s small mouth.

He tried to pull back once he realized what he had subconsciously done, but…

She refused to let go of his penis, as though he was trying to steal a treat from her.

“Are you sure you can handle this?”

She looked up at him and nodded with the end of his penis still in her mouth.

Sol decided to not worsen the mood. If she was sure that she could handle it, then he wouldn’t argue with her about it.

Kiyohime wasn’t forcing herself. While she was a little shocked from his sudden action and Sol's throbbing lance completely filled her mouth, it was easy for her to control her gag reflexes. So, ultimately, it wouldn't pose any problem.

She moved her head back and forth to move his penis in and out of her wet mouth. She was keenly observing his reaction and acting in accord, as if she was a hunter chasing after prey and was keenly observing the behavior of her prey to flawlessly capture it into her palms.

It wasn’t long before she had discovered where Sol liked it best and was focusing all of her attacks on the ridge of the head.

When her lips passed over a thinner part of the penis, the veins and the thin parts would stir up her saliva and form bubbles in her mouth, which made more and more saliva to be coated along the length of the shaft. She ignored the saliva dripping from the corners of her mouth as she stimulated his penis even more.

This is so hot.

She felt like her heart was about to burst with how excited she felt currently. She naturally reached a hand down below, to stimulate her neglected honeypot. It only took an instant for her hand to be completely drenched by her fluids.

This made her realize just how excited she was and her fingers began to stir her innermost self.

She knew she had to stop, yet her fingers only picked up more and more speed. She started rocking her hips back and forth for even greater pleasure. At the same time, she also swallowed his penis as far as her small mouth would allow.

Looking down as Kiyohime worked on the blowjob while fingering herself in such a lewd way was like a direct attack for Sol, causing his raging libido to reach a tipping point.

“Ohhhh.” He felt the urge to shove his dick all the way down her throat but he did not want to hurt her. Instead, he slowly pulled his hips back to enjoy the entrance of her mouth a bit more.

The ridge of the head touched her lips and then half the head slipped out between them. That was when he pushed it halfway back in again. This way he stimulated the sensitive head to reach higher realms of pleasure.

He continued moving in and out of that shallow area to enjoy the feel of her lips on his head.

“Kiyo, can you hold your lips together a little tighter?”

Kiyohime did not answer, but did as Sol asked and the result was simply incredible. When she tightened up the entrance, the pleasure rapidly increased. He gradually moved faster and deeper.

Now, it was hard to say that Kiyohime was giving him a blowjob as it was more like he was face-fucking her, looking at the speed and intensity he was working his hips on her mouth.

All of Kiyohime’s focus was concentrated on the cock moving in and out of her mouth. She kept her teeth apart to avoid hurting it and pressed her lips together. She knew she was looking extremely silly right now, but she felt no desire to stop.

“I am… about to cum.” Feeling that he had reached the peak, Sol warned Kiyohime so that she wasn’t taken by surprise.

Pleasure coursed through his body before gathering in his penis and Sol tried to take his penis out of her mouth but Kiyohime stopped him from doing so.

The rhythmic motion of her head picked up speed and intensity, not unlike Sol's earlier hip movements. She could tell that his trembling penis had grown to the bursting point inside her mouth.

Holding it in any longer was simply not possible. He felt the pleasure in his lower body taking control of his mind.

A thick liquid erupted into her mouth.

After that initial blast, a further squirt of jizz entered her mouth each time the penis intensely throbbed. There was too much to fit in her mouth, so it flowed down her throat and out of her lips.

Even so, Kiyohime did not stop. Sol could see her throat moving up and down as she swallowed his cum, as if she was completely intoxicated.

In the end, she even used a finger to scoop up what was dripping from the corner of her mouth and brought it right back into her mouth.

“Bitter…” Even though she complained like that, she acted like a cute kitten and licked him completely clean.

Watching this, how could Sol stay indifferent?

His cock, which had softened a little, immediately hardened again, to Kiyohime's absolute delight.
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Once Sol came down from the height of his orgasm, he smiled at the still-kneeling Kiyohime and gently patted her on the head as a form of encouragement.

“I must say, that was positively incredible.”

He was honestly surprised. This was only their second time together but Kiyohime had been quite skillful toward the end there.

Kiyohime grinned in response and shrugged, “I learn pretty fast.”

She was a little ashamed and still undoubtedly flustered, but now that her sex drive was at an all-time high, she could easily discard such unneeded feelings.

Right now, she just wanted to feel good— as good as she could.

She knew that she would feel embarrassed as hell once her excitement died down, but this was a problem for the future 'her' to care about, so she lost all her hesitations.

Thinking about this, Kiyohime poked his penis absentmindedly. She gently supported his rock-hard erection with her hands and kissed the tip again with smooching sounds.

A tingling sensation shot from his penis along his spine right up to his brain.

But she was far from done.

Her tongue crawled all across his penis like it had a mind of its own.

She licked down the underside to the base and continued lapping at the boundary along his balls. She pulled the penis down with her hand so she could reach the top and licked up that side of the shaft to reach the head again.

Kiyohime opened her mouth wide. A few strings of saliva bridged the gap between her upper and lower lips. Frothy saliva had gathered atop her tongue, gathering into a small pool of viscous liquid.

The excess saliva spilled from her mouth as she fit his entire penis head inside.

His brain was assaulted by the pleasant sensation of the end of his penis soaking in something akin to a lukewarm bath.

She squeezed her lips shut to provide even greater stimulation and she started moving her head in rhythmic motions. Her tongue licked at the head while she swallowed a large portion of his shaft too.

The sight always made him wonder how so much of his giant cock could fit inside her small mouth.

After pulling her lips back nearly to the tip, she swallowed his brother deep into her throat again.

And she pulled back again.

Over and over again, she swallowed his penis and released it once more.

It felt like her tightly squeezing lips surrounded his entire erection at the same time.

Whenever she swallowed it, the saliva in her mouth was parted and applied a slimy pressure to his penis.

Whenever she pulled back, he was left with the illusion that all that pressure was now focused on just the tip.

It was an intense form of blowjob.

It was as if Kiyohime wished to summarize everything that she had learned until now and apply it altogether to give him mind-blowing amounts of pleasure.

Her eyes were damp and drooping like she was in a dreamlike state. The flushing red permeating her cheeks spread to her entire face and even colored the tips of her ears. Her cheeks, chin, and neck glistened with drool and a bit of his cum from the earlier session.

The gap between her usual stoic and serious appearance and the appearance now, during this intense blowjob, turned Sol on to no end.

Still, Sol had to stop her. While he didn’t mind cumming from another blowjob, there was something else he wanted to do. Something he had wished to enact all along.

Feeling the hand on her head, Kiyohime spat back his cock with a curious expression on her face but was promptly startled when he suddenly lifted her with his strong arms.

“It seems like you have forgotten but… We are still on your ship, you know.”

Kiyohime was shocked awake from her dreamlike state with that single statement alone. Her eyes opened wide when she realized her wanton actions, that she was enacting just a moment ago. She couldn’t help but scream inwardly with a terrifying shriek at the past 'her', wondering why the heck she acted like a total harlot in heat.

“Let’s try a new position.”

Not giving her the time to get back her bearings, Sol leaned back and had Kiyohime lean into him. He moved one arm and then the other below her knees to support her butt while lifting her legs over his shoulders.

Kiyohime felt another bout of unbearable embarrassment wash over her at having her legs opened by his arms. Moreover, she was dazed as he lifted her from the ground and she had no choice but to instinctively wrap her legs around him.

He lowered her a little and she felt something hard and hot touch her quivering slit.

By the time she realized the identity of the intruder, it was already intensely caressing her pussy. He moved her hips rhythmically around to rub her slit against the tip of his penis over and over again. She heard the stickiness of her love juices and felt her inner flesh longing for that cock.

“Ah, ahh, what are you doing? Stop teasing me like this!”

Love juices flowed endlessly from her.

Finally, he dropped her hips down, skewering her on his massive rod.

Thanks to the extensive teasing, it penetrated her with ease and felt like it was several times deeper than usual.

Kiyohime’s eyes rolled a little while she climaxed hard just from the act of penetration alone. She had already been on the brink of her release while giving him a blowjob and this had been the last straw.

Sol grunted as he felt her small and tight entrance tighten even further around him, and then violently quiver as her body was wracked with intense bouts of euphoria in the form of a massive orgasm. He was tempted to simply let go and cum then and there, but it wouldn’t be fun if that were the case.

“I told you we would fill this ship with joyous memories, right?”

“Eh?”

Rather than answering, he slowly lifted her hips and dropped them down again. His cock entered her even deeper this time. He easily moved her hips, moving them up and down the length of his cock faster and faster.

Each time, she felt like his penis was penetrating her entire body.

“Ah!” Pleasure burst inside her right to her very core.

But pleasure turned into confusion when she felt Sol begin advancing toward the main deck of the ship.

“....Sol?”

Sol ignored her querying words. Kiyohime wanted to speak more but since Sol did not stop moving her up and down, she was forced to close her mouth as a moan spilled out of her lips.

When they finally reached the main deck, the bustling became even more evident. The movements of people she had ignored came into her view.

At least… There is no sound.

“Heh…You know, when I first obtained this power, I was unable to let the sound in. Had to learn how to read lips and all. But you see…that was before I became a Duke.”

“Ah…”Kiyohime was stunned. Then she heard it.

The sound of the winds, the wave below, the cry of the birds, and the movements of people all move around.

If before Kiyohime could ignore it by acting as if it simply didn’t exist, now, she could only curse her sharp sense as she felt everything.

“When do you think the Lady will come back?”

“The captain must be busy taking care of the prince. I guess it will take quite a while?”

“How lucky. I wish I was in his place.”

“Shhh! Don’t speak words like those. You know you shouldn’t mess with the new prince.”

The voices reached them in a steady stream.

“Still, the lady is really worthy of respect. I have heard many of her war tales but they paled in comparison to what I witnessed with my own eyes.”

“Indeed. Strong, smart, gentle yet firm. She is really perfect. Sadly, she won’t accept any mate.”

“Hah. As if you would be strong enough to take her down even if she was open to the idea of taking a mate.”

The sailors joked around and chuckled, then all the voices and all the sounds vanished altogether, as though they never existed.

“Hah, I wonder what kind of look they would have if they knew their respected Lady was having a delightful moment just next to them.”

“Stop…it.”

“Hmmmm…? You say this but…you are the one who has been moving for a while now, you know?” The light slowly returned to Kiyohime's hazy expression when she realized that Sol wasn’t the one to be moving anymore but it was, in fact, her instead who was swinging her hips like there was no tomorrow.

Nibbling her ear, Sol muttered, “It must be hard, right? Being the queen. You must uphold your authority. You must always keep a straight face. You must take care of all the problems… The stress must be building up, right?”

“Why not cast aside all the chains restraining you, even if only for a mere moment? Right here, right now, it’s just you and I. Not even the goddesses can gaze into this place. No matter how wild you become, I will be the sole witness to your state.”

Like the sweet words of a devil enticing a pure soul, the mental defenses set up by Kiyohime were slowly brought down.

Ah… He is right… She thought absentmindedly. Being the queen was tiring. Having all those responsibilities was crushing.

She wanted to rest. She wanted to let go. She wished to vent all her frustration.

“...Just this once?”

“As many times as you like. For as long as I will be here. If you need to vent, then just come to me. Heh, this will be our little secret.”

“... A secret….”

By now, Kiyohime was completely convinced and like a dam finally getting destroyed, a torrent of pleasure rushed at her all at once.

Her heart fluttered and she released a loud moan of pleasure, this time not bothering to hide or contain her moans.

“I want you to fuck me. Do it as if there is no tomorrow.”

Her words became crude but Sol did not mind and, in fact, loved this new side of her. After all, this showed how much she wanted him.

“I will not disappoint.” It was his duty to give an appropriate answer to this request.
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Wet sounds rang from their carnal union. Her love juices were gushing out like never before. It was as though all her body’s moisture was being released from her pussy right now.

I-I’ve never experienced anything like this before. It's like there's a flood down there.

Her love juices overflowed from her sweet snatch like a waterfall, slowly dripping down Sol's legs and sliding from her butt, forming a puddle and staining the deck of the White Pearl as Sol walked all around.

No matter where she looked, she could see traces of her fluids all over the floor, staining the deck of her beautiful ship. He subtly shifted the position of his hands, grasping them around her full hips, and the angle of his body.

This allowed Kiyohime to move her own hips more easily than before and this was something she took advantage of in full. She soon found a spot, deep inside her depths, where she really liked getting rubbed by his throbbing dick and started moving her hips full force to rub her pussy there.

“You’re such a horny woman, Kiyo.”

Though, he left out the fact that he was just as horny as her, if not more so. Subtly, he ignored that fact and used his arms again to hasten their movements. He pushed their hips in close, bringing his dick even deeper inside her than before, reaching newer, unexplored places. The flow of love juices still hadn’t stopped for a single second, making Kiyohime wonder how her body was producing so much water.

The slapping of their skin had a wet note to it, along with indecent sticky and sloppy sounds— their origin being her own pussy.

She couldn’t help herself.

She wanted to feel more of this mind-numbing pleasure that made her lose her reasoning and delve more and more into this ecstatic ride. There wasn’t a single other thought left in her head other than the throes of orgasmic rapture.

When they finally reached the entrance of her quarters, Sol lifted her hips up, pulling her right off his penis, leaving her hanging in his embrace.

Her crotch suddenly felt unnaturally cold and she missed the warmth of his searing hot cock in her throbbing pussy.

“Turn around for me. Yes, just like that. Now, place your hands on the door.”

“Like this?”

Kiyohime was a little confused but did as she was asked and placed her hands on the door like she was pushing it with her hands.

“Yes, exactly like that.”

She heard his voice behind her and then…

“Ugh!!”

There was no then left for her…

Sol grabbed her hips and stuck his dick in her from behind with a single thrust, reaching deep inside her depths. Kiyohime moaned and arched her back with a sudden jerk as his rod was smoothly swallowed by her sticky feminine lips and his hips bumped into her soft but firm butt.

His dick felt even bigger than before for some odd reason. Probably, the change in position allowed more of its length to be snuggled inside her small and narrow hole.

“Haha, it seems to me that you appreciate this position even more.”

Pulling his hips back, his penis slid stickily out of her, rubbing at her vaginal walls as it slid out.

And just before it was fully out…

“Ahh!”

It plunged deep inside her again, filling her hole with so much of his thick meat lance that she felt that her body was about to be split cleanly into two parts. Every last part of her vaginal walls felt goosebumps-inducing pleasure as it pushed them open so very wide and deep.

He used rhythmic movements of his hips, and gyrating motions to pound at her from behind.

His penis moved in and out of her vagina, sending pleasure racing through her lithe body like an electric shock each and every time.

“Oh my… Your pussy is getting even tighter, you know…”

The rough and sticky folds of her vagina sucked and squeezed at every contour of his thick and stone-hard rod.

His instincts told him to thrust his hips like a lunatic and release every last drop of his seed deep inside her, packing her womb full of his seeds and marking it in his colors. He, however, desperately held back that urge since he knew that the joys of teasing a woman and giving her the greatest pleasure were far greater than the momentary release his hasty thoughts would bring him right now.

“Does it feel good?” He whispered that softly in Kiyohime’s ear, making her shiver.

Kiyohime answered without any hesitation in her voice, “Yes, it does.”

“What do you want me to do now then?”

He knew perfectly well what a woman would want, but he wanted to tease her about it.

In his experience, the longer a woman was teased, the more unrestrainedly the flames would burn within her, forming the shape of a wildfire that would scorch the most pleasure into her. He did his very best to drive her mad with pleasure.

“…”

The prideful woman hesitated again, but she was no match for the desires of her body. She compromised again and again, like peeling back the layers of an onion.

“Move your hips. And reach deep inside me…please…”

She had utterly become a slave to pleasure right now, so Sol grabbed her slender waist and provided the rhythmic thrusts she wanted.

He gently massaged the soft flesh and forced love juices out of her honeypot with wet and sloppy sounds. Even his balls grew wet with her juices as they rhythmically slapped against her soft butt.

Sol moved his arms around her, placing them at her front, and grabbed her small breasts in his large palms. They were the perfect size to fit in his hands. Neither too big nor too small.

He teased them with his experienced movements and stroked the erect nipples with the pads of his thumbs, taking note to not put too much pressure.

“Ah~… That feels amazing.” Her intoxicated voice suggested she was drowning in the masochism of being teased by a boy so much younger than her.

She was normally a dignified warrior and queen, but it was clear that she had a secret masochistic side to her.

Sol found it interesting as it was something she shared with Nent. Though to a different degree. It was information worth pondering later on. Now he needed to focus more on Kiyohime— his masochistic dragon queen.

Driven by a sense of superiority, Sol lost himself in massaging her breasts and thrusting his hips with wanton motions, forgetting about everything else other than to pack into her mind the greatest pleasure she could ever hope to feel.

When he thrust in, love juices flowed out. When he pulled back, he stirred those juices up and soaked his balls even more with said fluids.

Kiyohime looked incredibly cute as she writhed on all fours like an animal.

Sadly, nothing was eternal. He could feel the urge to release his seed slowly coming. As such, he started thrusting even harder.

Kiyohime couldn’t even talk anymore, so she only managed to eke out short moans in between her heavy breaths.

Sol was also breathing heavily. It was even more intense than his earlier training session for sure.

Ripples of movement ran through her vaginal walls while they also pressed at his penis from all directions with a set rhythm. The dual movements were joined by the third movement of his thrusting to create unbearable pleasure for them both.

He bent over and firmly grabbed her hips. Her hips were so small his large hands nearly reached all the way around them and then he lifted her up.

Her legs and head were lifted from the ground. Her arms hung limply down and he supported her by her hips while she doubled over like a piece of laundry hanging out to dry.

He moved his own hips and her body to continue his relentless thrusting. Her arms and legs swayed below her in time with the slapping of flesh on flesh.

She was completely at his mercy.

There was nothing fancy about what was happening right now. It was raw and animalistic sex, filled with only the urge of seeking a sense of release.

He felt his ejaculation coming close and his penis swelled out even more as a result.

Sol intensified his thrusting. His penis felt like it was made of steel as it danced freely around inside of her, stirring up her flooding honeypot.

He used his youthful energy to thrust again and again until the intelligent and courageous queen surrendered to the throes of wanton rapture.

“I am about to cum.” He announced this but…

“Ahhh!” Kiyohime was the first one to reach the peak. She let out a wild sound as her entire body convulsed with such great intensity that it almost scared Sol.

The crazed wave-like motion of her body repeated again and again and her vagina tightened seductively around his bulging and throbbing penis.

This was the last straw for Sol.

“Kuh~!” He sprayed his cum straight into the deepest point of her vagina while continuing his piston-like movements, not stopping throughout the point of her orgasm.

“Ah, ahh, ahh…” Kiyohime wordlessly trembled as her vagina continued contracting again and again until she was done sucking out every last drop out of him.

Even after he was done ejaculating, her body refused to release his penis and he continued thrusting inside of her over and over. His hips continued to slap against her butt. His semen flowed out of her vagina and down the inner part of her thighs.

Finally, he slowly lowered her to the ground. She lay there so limply that she almost appeared to be asleep.

It was only then that Sol realized that he had gone too far this time. In the end, Kiyohime had completely fainted.

It was apparent that he had underestimated his newfound strength.

Still, from the smile on her lips, it was clear that she had loved every last bit of it.

This session might have been shorter than their first night, but it was without a doubt much wilder.


Chapter 11


What Actually Stopped You?



When Kiyohime came from her deeply unconscious state, she found that she was being soaked in hot water in a bathtub.

"Finally awake, Kiyo?"

Kiyohime's senses went into full overdrive mode the moment she fully returned to a state of consciousness. Not wasting even a second, she began scanning her surroundings for threats and the source of that familiar voice. Her avid and swift response was a habit she had cultivated in all the people she trained and one she followed herself.

It didn’t take long for her to surmise the essence of her present situation. She belatedly realized that she was in the bathroom of her castle on the peak of the Eighth Heaven. That realization startled her as she was previously on the deck of her ship, getting packed by Sol's thick meat slab, and now she was suddenly resting in her castle. It didn't make sense to her.

"How am I here, all of a sudden?"

"Well. Since you were quite literally out cold, I decided to come here and brought you along with me. At least this would give you more privacy and the bath is bigger…way bigger than the one on the island or your ship."

Kiyohime leaked out a strained sigh before leaning her head on Sol's chest, resting herself in his embrace.

Presently, she was sitting between his legs with her back nestled on his chest, her body gently wrapped in the warmth of his embrace. She could feel his erection from the throbbing rod lined up against his butt but it was clear that Sol wasn't trying to do anything sexual with her for now. Clearly, he was ready to go but was holding back for her sake. That knowledge made her somewhat happy, if she said so herself.

The other memories, however, weren't really something she could be happy about…

"I can't believe I fainted because of that."

"Heh. People underestimate how strenuous a good session of sex can be." Sol laughed it off, not willing to let the mood stagnate between them.

"So…who drew the bath?"

"I took care of everything."

"...Thanks." Kiyohime did not know what she should or could say in this situation. But at the same time, she was very glad, feeling giddy inside her heart.

Clearly, even though Sol had acted pretty overbearingly during their mating session, he still respected her position and acted in a way that would not tarnish her reputation.

Kiyohime did not really care about people gossiping about her, but if they actually found out that she had fainted after a session of sex with Sol, she didn't know how she would find it inside herself to face them in the future.

"I already received all the gratitude that you could provide me." Sol chuckled slowly as his hands found their way to her front, gently caressing her breasts. The touch of his rough hands on her sensitive breasts caused Kiyohime to shiver in pleasure, her nipples becoming hard from that touch alone.

"We don't have time for this, Sol." Kiyohime pushed his hands away and tried to calm her furiously beating heart that almost felt like it would leap out of her chest from how hard it was beating.

She was still somewhat tired and positively strained and exhausted all over, physically speaking. Expectedly, she didn't want to enter a new session of intense pleasure, or any pleasure for that matter. It was expounded by the fact that they indeed had some urgent work they needed to accomplish, and as soon as possible.

"How long was I out?"

"A few hours at best. I guess a lot of stress must have been building up. You had it hard, didn't you, Kiyo?”

Kiyohime frowned slightly at his remarks, before sighing with an exhausted note. Evidently, Sol had hit the mark and the dragon queen herself knew that very well.

“Hey, do you want to talk about it? I'm all ears if you're willing to share…” Sol inquired carefully, making sure to not tread along, with his words, anything that may trigger her. It was hard to establish how they stood currently in regards to their relationship. Just because they had sex did not mean that he could barge into her private life as he pleased. For all Sol was, he was quite the gentleman and an expert when it came to understanding how relationships progress worked.

Still, it didn't change the fact that he genuinely wished to lend her a helping hand if it was possible for him.

Kiyohime stayed silent for a while, not moving or talking about anything in the meantime. Her eyes were closed and her head was resting on Sol’s chest, her whole body was as still as a statue, making Sol wonder if he should trouble her with his inquiry.

The silence lasted for a long while, long enough that most people would have lost patience. But Sol simply continued to caress her head, gently, soothingly, not uttering any more words and basking in the silence. His worry remained, but he decided not to be hasty in this situation. He ultimately decided that he would wait for her words and reply accordingly.

In the end, his patience was rewarded when Kiyohime finally opened her eyes, a weary light shining in them.

“Did you know the dragon realm has the highest rate of traitors and internal fights by far among all the territories. Be it first or second generation divine beasts, none can compare to us when it comes to internal strife.”

“Is it perhaps because we are born with that uselessly high pride of ours?”

Sol came to that conclusion based on what he knew. If he recalled correctly, the truth Tiamat followed was <<Defiance>>.

Meanwhile, Tiamat was born from Lucifer's remains; his path had been that of <<Rebellion>>, the drive to go against the current and forcefully create a path upon which only he could tread.

All of this was mixed with the Divine concept of <<Pride>>. Pride was the worst of all sins, he thought, something that would drive anything to end in the worst way possible for those who tread upon it.

He couldn't help but visibly cringe when he thought through that. This was truly quite the explosive mixture.

He wondered what Superbia, the Goddess of Pride, had thought when she was creating the dragons.

Well, with how they are, I think nothing good came into that oh-so-divine mind of hers.

Kiyohime did not mind Sol's silence and in fact, relished it. She could feel that the moment she started speaking, Sol had pulled them into his dimension. As such, everything she told him here would absolutely stay between the two of them.

"Every time I sleep, I have the same nightmare. Dragons killing each other, and me killing them in return. Extending the cycle that has lasted for far too long." Her eyes reddened slightly as those words quivered out from her trembling lips. Now, this…was a side of her Sol hadn't witnessed before.

What could Sol say in this situation? For starters, he could not understand nor empathize with this feeling of love of hers that was dedicated to one whole race. The world he came from was filled with humans as the only intelligent beings and the greatest atrocities were committed by said humans themselves.

Humans killing each other was as common as beasts fighting for food.

"You see. I… I really hate her sometimes." Kiyohime's words were blunt and firm.

"I know… I think Mother loves us in her own twisted way. I am sure that there is some love for us in her heart. But that love, as small as it is, basically stops with just us."

Kiyohime scoffed, "Of course, I understand. I understand that the relationship between the divine beasts and their children is generally bound to end in miserable failure. We are nothing but large-scale manufactured weapons, after all."

Divine beasts had the power to both give birth directly, by splitting a part of their energy, or biologically like most living beings. The first method was used to speed up the production of able fighters during a time of war. After all, the chaos spawns could be created in huge numbers relatively quickly. The goddesses needed something to counter this.

"Even so. Even though we are weapons, we still deserve to be loved, don’t we?"

Kiyohime gritted her teeth, "This is why I tried to be a mother to the dragons. I may have shown some favoritism to certain talented dragons, like Nidhogg or Kaiser, but I have never once ignored any of them. I know and remember all of them."

Her voice became hoarse and her eyes reddened further, almost becoming bloodshot, "Sol, what do you think it feels like to personally kill the very people you raised?"

It was a question that needed no answer. The simple reason being there was no answer.

"I love all dragons. But the dragons do not love themselves. We are mired in an endless competition because of our own pride, wishing to stand even higher no matter what."

Even though the small war had just ended, it was impossible to tell if they really managed to kill all the possible traitors.

What about future traitors? What would stop more dragons from converting to Chaos or simply rebelling against Tiamat?

"I have the blood of my kin on my hands and nothing I do will ever wash it off from me." Kiyohime closed her eyes; she refused to cry in front of Sol. This was the last bit of pride she wanted to keep after all the things that had happened between them. In the end, she was still a dragon.

“I hate Tiamat because she didn't care about them. For her, those traitors were insects worthy to be crushed under her feet.

“I hate those traitors who did not hesitate to hurt their own siblings just because they let their pride cloud their judgment.

“I hate myself for having no choice but to kill them in cold blood, even though I understand their pain and the choices they made.”

Kiyohime spewed all the relentless feelings that had been clogging her heart and filling it with frustration and agony. She spoke and spoke while inwardly wondering why she was even speaking about the deep secrets buried in her heart to someone she had known for such a short time.

When she finished, silence returned to the room.

She was so embarrassed that she wished she could bury herself in the earth. She couldn’t help but wonder what answer Sol would give to her words.

The answer she received was quite unexpected, all things considered.

“Why don’t you just quit, then?”

A heavy silence settled between the two of them, one tucked in the other's embrace, while the other silently waited for her reply.

"What did you just say?"

"You can just quit, you know… is what I said."

Kiyohime was about to rise up, anger evident in her actions, but a hand from Sol brought her down.

Kiyohime was a little surprised by the strength Sol just showed. She could break his binding easily, but she was still taken aback by his sudden action.

"Before you go all angry and start screaming at me, just hear me out." Sol was calm, far too calm even after what he just uttered. He knew that Kiyohime was not someone unreasonable and could be talked to without her giving in to her anger.

He hugged Kiyohime tightly, wrapping her in the confines of his warmth as he softly told her his reasoning, "I have neither your thousands of years of experience, nor can I understand your pain and suffering. However, nothing obligates you to suffer like this in the first place.”

"You make it sound so easy." A bitter smile of pain and melancholy formed on her lips. She let herself relax, ever so slightly, in his embrace as she continued the next line, "I really want to quit, but I cannot."

"No. That's what you're making yourself believe. You can quit at any time. You simply do not wish to and therein lies your problem." Sol grinned as he continued correcting her. "Let's play a small game, shall we? I will ask you a question and you will have to answer with just yes or no. Pretty simple, right?"

He didn't wait for her reply and kind of brute-forced his way into the beginning of the game.

"Did Tiamat ever force you to become the Dragon Queen?"

"No."

"Did she ever force you to stay as the Dragon Queen?”

“...No.”

“Will your siblings be completely helpless without you?”

Kiyohime closed her mouth abruptly, her thoughts running wild as she carefully contemplated the answer to that question. She thought about Fafnir, Welsh, and the others. Fafnir, in particular, was quite popular in the realm and wielded a notable amount of authority; as such, her answer was already evident.

“No.”

“What about the dragon realm, will it fall into disarray without you being the Dragon Queen?”

“No, it won’t. I get it…” Kiyohime sighed bitterly. Sol was completely destroying her argument.

"I do not know if Fate is really unavoidable, but at the end of the day, everyone is free to make their own decisions. Life is full of choice and our choices shape our future.”

His eyes became profound as he remembered all the threads of fate he had seen and even wielded to some extent, when using his divine weapon.

“Nothing forces you to stay in your position and you told me that you do not wish to remain. Then tell me, Kiyo, just why is it that you can't quit?”

The answer was as simple as it could be, “You simply do not want to leave. Be it because of your love for your kin or because of your sense of responsibility, the fact of the matter is that you made a choice purely out of your own will. And that is to remain as the Dragon Queen.”

He grinned, "In the same way you chose to continue bearing this weight on your shoulders, those traitors made their own decisions to rebel, so you have nothing to reproach yourself for. To do so would be stupid of you.”

Kiyohime just gave a bleak laugh as a response, "So I am stupid in your eyes, now?"

"Courage is knowing that it might hurt you but doing it anyway. Stupidity is the same thing. The line that separates those two actions is so thin it's almost indistinguishable.

"A selfish person could argue that courage is stupidity. I believe the same too. But you see, only courageous people can succeed and accomplish great things.

"You could have just quit. But you didn't.

"You could just quit. But you’ve never even thought of doing it.”

He laughed. That thought made him happy, and hugged her tightly.

“This resolution of yours is truly admirable. In order to protect them and give them what you’ve never received, you decided to bear a weight that would have crushed most people to dust. Unlike me, You are truly someone befitting of the crown.”

Kiyohime felt her heart warm at Sol's words. It was always good to be recognized for your efforts.

“I just want you to know. You can quit at any moment without the slightest regret. If you need it, I can even come with you and ask Tiamat to let you go. I know you do not want to let go of your responsibility. But you see…There is a great difference between someone making a sacrifice when they have no other choice, and someone making a sacrifice even though they have the option to leave.”

Sol smiled a bitter smile inwardly. This reminded him of his parents in this universe. Mars and Blaze.

He wondered if their sacrifice could be called courage or stupidity. Perhaps both. He didn't want to think about that anymore, though.

“Then…What about you?”

"....What do you mean?" This time it was Sol's turn to be taken aback by her question.

"Since Mars came here, I know how the system works. After you go back to the mortal realm, you will be crowned King of Lustburg. Which will make you the King of the entire human race."

...I see… That's indeed true…

Sol realized a problem that he had been neglecting. He would become a King himself soon. After that, his responsibility and authority would skyrocket like never before.

"Unlike us divine beasts, only Blessed can become King of their respective races. You, Sol, are the sole and unique Blessed of Luxuria. So then… What will you do? Can you just quit?"

She wondered how Sol would answer, but his opinion was clear from the start.

"I can." His eyes shone as he thought back to the golden thread tying him to the goddess.

"At any moment… I can leave."

He now had the power to cut this relationship whenever he wanted to but…

"However, I do not want to. Not right now, at least."

Doing so would most likely make him the enemy of the goddesses, or they could find it fun and diverting. It was hard to guess how they would react. As such, he had been very careful during the fight, so that no one even thought he could do something like that.

And even now, he was careful in not thinking about this power of his. As long as he didn't have the power to perfectly shield his thoughts like Tiamat, this was the most he could do.

All he needed now was time. Time to grow strong enough.

Once he reached the power equivalent to that of someone like Anubis, he would be able to do whatever he wanted with impunity.

Why could Anubis steal a part of the afterlife realm and remain unpunished?

Simple. Because he was strong. Strong enough that no one could cross him.

The goddesses could do nothing to him. They could only watch and be thankful that he wasn't the type to create too much turbulence.

Sol wished to reach that level of power.

Thankfully, from the might he showed during his temporary power-up, Sol knew that he had nothing to worry about.

People trained, not knowing whether they would really become strong, or if they would fail. It was different for him. He had a clear path and knew that at the end of this path was the power he so dearly desired.

Then…

An image flashed in his mind for a short moment, but was swiftly erased before it could form.

Meanwhile, Kiyohime was surprised by the assurance in his voice. She had to admit that he looked quite manly at this moment. "You are very interesting."

"I get that a lot."

"Also pretty arrogant."

"I am a dragon after all, that practically runs in the family."

Both of them laughed after that little banter.

The mood that had been so serious a few moments ago was completely broken and gave birth to something lighthearted. For the next few minutes, Sol began to seriously wash Kiyohime, to her dismay, as he was being quite touchy-feely. She vehemently refused to have him wash her intimate parts and nearly threw him out of the bath when he tried to have sex again.

All this while, Kiyohime had never felt so calm and peaceful. It was like all the stress that had been building up instantly vanished into nothingness.

Sol was right. If she couldn't bear it, she just had to quit.

The mind was something hard to explain, with extremely complex processes. People who did what they liked even though they had other and better options would always be happy.

Kiyohime's love for her family was genuine. But because of all those feelings of responsibility, she had been progressively destroying herself and might have come to resent the world for it.

But now, she understood that everything was out of her own free will.

She was doing something she enjoyed doing, not because she had no other choices, but because she really enjoyed it. That made all the difference.

"Thank you."

"You are welcome."

Kiyohime smiled at his simple response. She did not know what her relationship with him exactly was. But, did it even need a label in the first place? All she knew was that Sol brought happiness to both her body and her mind.

This was more than enough in her opinion.
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With the discussion about their feelings and their respective choices and beliefs coming to a close, Sol decided to close down his dimension, bringing both of them back to the real world.

“Your dimension is really an amazing power of yours. I can't even put into words how astonished I am that such a broken thing exists.” Kiyohime commented, envy lacing her tone. In this world, one needed to know that “privacy” was merely a very nice-sounding word.

With seers, demi-gods, and goddesses walking around this universe, it was very hard to keep secrets. However, Sol was an exception in that regard. He had the means to ward against those mighty beings' eavesdropping.

“Indeed.” Sol was happy with his dimension and, now that he had become a Duke, there was so much more he could do, and needed to experiment with.

“I already said, no training for you for now. You need to rest and recuperate. So, don't even think about training, got it?”

“Yes ma’am!”
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After drying themselves up and changing into their clothes — simple silver armor over a white shirt and skirt for Kiyohime, and a black shirt with tight pants for Sol — the two of them moved in the direction of Tartarus.

Once again, Sol's dimension proved to be invaluable, as he simply twisted the distance between them and Tartarus. If he could create a near-infinite amount of distance between two points, he could also, of course, reduce it into zero.

This made him realize again how much of a cheat his dimension was. After all, if he remembered well, Lilin’s Zone had the same effect. By reducing the distance between her and her opponent to zero, she could make the greatest use of her immortal slaying art.

This was what Zones were for. They were a base, the foundations of a multi-storied tower. The goal of a Zone was to enhance all the natural abilities of the user, and allow him to reach the greatest height of his inherent potential. In some rare and unique cases, Zones were even the precursor to enhancing the user's potential to greater heights.

In this way, Sol chuckled blankly at how absurd his own Zone was. In the first place, even calling it a Zone was absurd in itself.

“We are here.”

It took a few jumps, as Sol couldn’t exactly pinpoint the coordinates, but it was still far faster than using the White Pearl to reach this place.

Having arrived at their destination finally, Kiyohime opened the gate.

[image: ]



“The atmosphere of this place is as shitty as I remembered it to be.” The moment Sol entered, he couldn’t help but comment, a frown etched in his face. He felt his skin crawl because of the aura of chaos filling the depths of Tartarus.

“See! The kid gets it.”

Anubis, who had been laying down on a bed made of rock, sprang up the moment he heard those words, causing Kiyohime to facepalm herself.

“Stop this meaningless chatter.”

“Yes Ma’am!” Both Sol and Anubis replied at the same time, causing them to laugh out loud and leaving Kiyohime speechless once again, watching their troublesome antics.

She had expected many things, but never for the life of her did she think that Sol and Anubis would hit it off so easily. Anubis might appear friendly, but this was just a facade of a monster whose cruelty knew no limits.

He wasn’t gentle or outspoken because he was humble. It was simply the fact that, in his eyes, all beings were equal in death, be it an ant, a man, or even a goddess. As such, he treated everyone in the same polite way. Equality was his go-to word, after all.

He was a fair man. And he did everything fairly.

However, since he treated everyone equally, it also meant that there was no one he particularly liked or cared about. There were only a few exceptions to this rule and now, it seemed that Sol had just managed to become a part of that small circle.

Shelving the astonishing thought aside, Kiyohime focused on the matter at hand. “So Sol, now that we are here, what are you going to do?”

“To be honest…” Sol hesitated slightly before shrugging nonchalantly, “I need someone to experiment on with my new powers.”

The events of a week ago had left Sol with many new powers, but with them came a new set of problems. The foremost of them being his unfamiliarity with them, and the variety and applications of those powers.

His powers weren’t something simple, like a huge and beautiful explosion. It was more along the lines of a complex mathematical problem that needed much thought before coming up with a solution.

He had used those powers while being under the boost that elevated him to a demi-god. But just how much could he bring forth of those powers as a Duke?

What was his current limit and could he break that limit somehow?

A power that wasn’t well understood was just a liability, a bomb ready to explode at the worst possible moment.

Furthermore… There was another power. Something he needed to test as soon as possible.

But there was a problem.

On whom could he use those powers?

The answer was simple.

Tartarus was the most ideal place.

“After I finish with that woman… I will enter the last circle of Hell.”

“Sol…”

“Not now of course… Like you said, I need to rest. But… once I rest, before leaving, I need to use this opportunity.”

Kiyohime bit her lips, worry evident in her eyes.

The Seventh Circle of Hell in Tartarus was no playground. It was where powerful King-rank titans, giants, and traitors were held prisoner. Was Sol powerful enough to fight a King? She did not think so. But she was sure that he was strong enough that he wouldn’t be killed outright either.

Perhaps once he reached the peak of the Duke-rank he would be able to kill the King-ranked beings? Kiyohime did not know if it was possible but then again, Sol had always been the one to do the impossible.

Because of all this, she could only stay silent.

Sol was no stupid child. He still lacked experience, but he should be smart enough to know his limit.

“I will be alright. Don’t worry.”

“Well, you can do as you like. I cannot stop you after all.”

Oh!? Ohoho!? What am I seeing here!?

Anubis, who had been standing to the side and observing the interaction between the two dragons, opened his eyes wide in surprise as realization dawned upon him.

While he wasn’t particularly close to Kiyohime in general, he did know about her, as well as her past relationship with Nent. From what Isis had told him, Nent was also in a relationship with the boy.

In fact, the boy was the reason that Nent had gone partially back to how she used to be, before the change that happened due to the incident 700 years ago.

More importantly, he knew that Nent and Kiyohime had once been lovers.

Atta boy!!

He couldn’t help but laugh inwardly and at the same time worry for his daughter.

I wonder if my baby girl will get bullied by this bunch.

Anubis didn’t care one bit that Sol had a harem. This was pretty normal in his opinion. People should be free to do whatever they wanted as long as they didn't hurt anybody.

As long as the women in his harem entered while knowing there were other women, what right did he have to judge them? It wasn’t as if Sol lied or forced them to love him. In the first place, could he even force them?

The problem was, harems weren’t the friendliest of places. He began to wonder if he should perhaps prepare something for his daughter, just in case she could express her dominance from the start.

Like this, each of them deep in their own thoughts, the three of them walked until they reached Leo. She was now sitting on a rock, confused about her destiny. She did not even try to escape, because escape was useless. She knew very well that there was no way out for her. Now that she was in Tartarus and with Anubis present, it was game over.

When Sol, Anubis, and Kiyohime finally came to her, Leo’s eyes narrowed.

Sol Dragona Luxuria. The one she needed to capture in order to save her mother.

He was also one of the main causes of their plan being completely destroyed.

[Zone: Deus Ex Machina.]

Leo did not hear Sol mutter those words but in an instant, thousands of thoughts went past in her mind.

Indeed. What was her goal?

Saving Echidna from her seal. Leo did not believe in Chaos nor did she even believe in Order. Her faith went to her one and only creator.

Echidna Gula.

But there was no one who could help her unseal Echidna. The only one who could help her reach her goal were the Wings of Freedom.

Freedom? All of this was simply bullshit. She was perfectly happy serving her ruler.

She held absolutely no loyalties for them.

Why then was she resisting so much? Why did she have to be tortured for a cause in which she did not believe?

Worse, since Anubis was present, she might even die and become an undead. This meant she couldn’t even take her own life, lest she would lose hold over the peace of death. In front of Anubis, death was not a release.

Leo simply wanted her mother back.

Then… Why did she have to resist?

When Sol finally stopped in front of her, Leo looked up with a defeated smile.

“No need to dirty your hands. I promise you I will tell you everything. All I ask for is a swift death and not being changed into an undead.”

Sol gave an eerie smile, completely unsurprised by her abrupt statements.

“Tell me everything you know, then.”
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There were many questions for which they wanted answers. Since neither Sol nor Anubis wished to stay longer inside the dreary world of Tartarus, it was decided to leave the job of interrogating Leo in Kiyohime's experienced hands.

Of course, before leaving the damned place, Anubis was quite clear about the fact that Leo should come clean by giving the whole truth without hesitation or any lies mixed with the truth. Because if she were to lie right now, he would definitely know and once he saw that she lied, he would make sure to never let her off.

From how her face visibly paled from that statement of his, it was evident that Anubis's naked threat had been quite effective on the fragile-minded lioness.

This was one of the very few advantages of being the one everyone feared. There was no one who would underestimate you and your words.

Sol and Anubis were now slowly traveling, in the air— flying all the way toward the island where Sol was supposed to take rest and recuperate.

Sol could have used his dimension, but he opted not to in this situation. For starters, he could already feel Anubis' gaze on him and instantly understood that Anubis wanted to talk with him. Their journey back to his resting place was the greatest occasion for the talk.

Another reason, really plain and simple, was that he did not wish for a powerhouse of the caliber of Anubis to step inside his dimension. Anubis had been able to steal and take control of a part of the afterlife from the literal goddesses. It was an entire realm as big as or perhaps even bigger than the entirety of the astral realm — home to the divine beasts.

Sol had only met Anubis three times now. There was simply no way he would give his father-in-law his trust so easily. Once burned, twice shy went the proverb, and they often had the uncanny characteristics of happening more often for which you could ever give them credit.

It wasn’t a problem of trustworthiness but simply of maintaining one's cautiousness. Because, at the end of the day, just because he was technically the husband of his daughter did not mean that Anubis would treat him like his own son.

Neither did the fact that they were both reincarnators coming from the same world mean that they would become good friends and comrades.

Sol had only lived for less than two decades in this world and he already had a hard time remembering what it was like to think and act at the same pace as a human.

His current body and mind were simply too different from his pre-reincarnated self.

Then what about Anubis?

The man was not even reborn as a human but a bonafide demon. That was a red flag severe enough for most people to do everything to avoid him. Furthermore, Anubis had lived for thousands of years, much much longer than he could imagine living and experiencing. He was around long before even the creation of Lustburg.

His mind couldn’t be further than what humans could actually imagine.

“You seem rather preoccupied?” As if guessing what he was ruminating on, Anubis calmly remarked. But to his slight surprise, instead of being flustered, Sol simply shrugged and spoke his thoughts out loud.

“I am trying to ascertain just how much I should actually trust you.”

“Oh? I am surprised you are so forthright about your doubts regarding me.”

“Heh, why bother lying to you? You can see the truth, right? Isn't that what you said to Leo? I have seen Isis using her powers of judgment. Even if your powers are different from hers, which I doubt, they shouldn’t be too different.”

Sol had nothing to hide — well he did ,but it didn't matter anyways — and so he did not bother lying in front of someone who could easily tell a lie from the truth. This was nothing more than a waste of both of their time.

“Hahaha…!” Anubis exploded into a fit of boisterous laughter, before a mysterious light glinted in his eyes, “You…I really like you. My daughter doesn't disappoint. She chose an interesting partner.”

This was the first time in a long while Anubis had been so surprised. When was the last time someone managed to make him genuinely laugh, outside of his own family?

Then again, I think I can say for sure that Sol is family now.

Still, Sol wasn’t wrong in being wary of Anubis.

Anubis was not a hero, much less a good man. How could someone with hundreds of thousands of undead under his command be called good? Unless the providence of the world twisted, it couldn't happen.

He was simply someone who acted with his own best interests at heart. He was a selfish man, and he did not even have an ounce of goodwill for people about which he had no care or concern.

The only reason he had yet to join the side of Chaos was simply because there were no benefits and only troubles on that side. He did not wish to stand against his wife, and he did not wish to see his daughter live in a world under the command of Chaos.

That was all.

Out of two evils, he chose the lesser one, simply because it garnered him more profit.

“By the way… Can you tell me what exactly you did there?” Anubis was talking about Leo and her sudden change of heart. It had been weirdly abrupt, but at the same time, it wasn’t as if she had been mind manipulated.

Sol mused a little on how to answer before touching his forehead, “Hmm, how can I explain it? I simply affected her causality.”

Seeing how Anubis was giving him a weird look, Sol sighed and expanded on his explanation. “It’s hard to explain, even for me. Basically, as you have seen with Nihil, my power allows me to mold causality in a certain way to my benefit.”

Sol moved his hand and suddenly, the wind began to stir in a strange way. He proceeded to explain as clearly and concisely as he thought possible.

“You should know Sheherazade. I don’t know if it’s because of her and the Norn sisters, but my power has many similarities to theirs. You know that quote, right? The one about the butterfly effect? My power is not much different. Many little changes can result in a big and meaningful change. On Earth, the first World War began from a simple event that spurred the end result. I did the same.”

Initially, his plan had been to put Leo in his dimension and inverse her feelings. But there were a few problems with that. Firstly, just because their feelings were inverted, it didn’t change who the person was fundamentally. The change was proportional to how they hated or loved him initially, like how Milia, who loved him more than anyone, began to hate him more than anyone.

The change from 100 to -100 was great.

But what if a person did not particularly hate or love him?

As such, he decided to try something else. He slightly opened his Eye of Akasha and was able to see the different strings tying her to this world. Then, he simply “thinned” the strings that tied her to the Wings, and strengthened the string tying her to her mother.

Those changes were extremely small in a way. But the result was self-evident.

As Sol explained the way he had obtained a swift confession out of Leo, Anubis’s eyes couldn’t help but change when he thought about all the things possible with this power.

If Sol had such a power on Earth, he could easily become the greatest scientist alive or anything else he so wished. By simply nudging Fate a little, he could easily find answers to all the theories or the problems that plagued the world, and then solve them.

Not only that, there were so many applications possible that it was simply mind-boggling.

Even if Sol was limited now by the extent of his powers, what would happen once he became a demi-god?

In a way, what Sol obtained was no different from near-omnipotence.

What the hell? Is this supposed to be a simple Zone!?

Anubis' nearly short-circuited at that thought.


Chapter 12


I Just Want to go Home



The power system in this world was rather simple when all things were considered: Reinforcement. Cladding. Manifestation. Intent. Zone. Avatar. Territory.

Seven steps, seven ranks, seven stages before becoming a god… in the theoretical sense.

For the level at which the goddesses stood, while no one had ever managed to reach that illusory realm, it was theorized that one needed two crucial things to step into the playing field of the almighty: becoming the embodiment of a particular concept, and evolving the territory in that concept, carving it as your own space in the pages of reality, to become a Divine Kingdom.

From Reinforcement to the stage of Manifestation, one did not need to be particularly talented to master them all; they could even do it in a short time with enough effort. It was, in a way, a simple application of mana.

Intent was where things truly became difficult, and those with or without talents were screened in this stage. By filling mana with intent, one was imposing their thoughts on the world and bringing them to reality.

The process was simple. You began by generating mana from your body, using that mana to shape your will. You engraved your intent on the mana, then shaped it to impose your will on the world, changing reality to fit your whims.

The Zone was where things truly began. This was the first step of the true realm of power. By focusing on a fixed intent, realizing one truth from your intent, and opening one gate of your inner mind, a person could finally obtain a Zone, stepping on a completely new path toward transcendence.

For many, the Zone was the true start and it was the foundation necessary to create a sturdy tower that would enable one to withstand the adversities to the path of godhood.

A Zone was the culmination of all of your skills and understanding of the world, and had the goal to strengthen your own skills, bringing them to new heights.

It was at the King level that things truly began to be fixed for an individual. At that point, one could change Zones without problem. But once one found a True Name, the only way to change it was to start back from creating a new Zone for yourself.

This showed the importance of a suitable Zone.

But… at the end of the day, the Zone was simply the foundation. It was nothing more than the first step toward more concrete power.

This was what a Zone was supposed to represent. Nothing more, nothing less.

But clearly, Sol's case was an exception among exceptions.

Now that Anubis thought about it, Sol had basically used a "simple Zone," so to speak, to fight two powerful demi-gods. Even though he also used his dimension and didn’t give them any decisive wounds, the way he toyed around with them was astounding.

What if he’d had a True Name when he faced those two?

Thinking about all of that, Anubis decided on a fact. Instantly, his eyes sharpened and his aura changed to a serious one.

“Sol… Do you know about the G.O.D project?”

It was time to stop doubting and evaluating things. Sol was more than qualified for this.

Both Sol and Anubis now stood on the roof of the small house overlooking the beach. To his right, he could see the waves of the sea crashing against the rocks in the distance. There was no one else here with them but the beautiful waves under the starry night sky.

The story of Anubis was quite surprising. It was the story of how three mortals, each of them with something special – so special that they could change the providence of the world with their uniqueness – met, went on an adventure, became friends, and progressively grew to the point where they stood at the peak of the world.

Together, they had conceived the Grand Divine Order, later changed to the G.O.D project.

“You need to know, for some people, reaching the Demi-god level is enough. Trying to reach beyond is futility and nothing but a waste of time. However, we were young. We believed in ourselves and we had the confidence to do the impossible. As such, we began the project.”

Anubis chuckled, “Soul, Body, and Mana. The three of us were the absolute masters in our domain. We have knowledge that rivaled the goddesses, but even that wasn’t enough. As such we separated. But we never forgot this.

“Ambrosia threaded her path to godhood through knowledge. The knowledge of magic that one could accumulate was too limited. But that couldn’t stop her. In the end, she inspired herself based on my power and created the witches.

“Each witch is basically an extension of her. With her Book, she can obtain the knowledge and power of all the witches. I don’t need to tell you how scary it is. You met her, and interacted with her — you should know it for yourself.”

Anubis flashed him a grim smile. There were few people he feared in this world and Ambrosia was definitely one of them. He did not wish to fight her in the slightest. After all, she even had deep knowledge about necromancy.

Thankfully, no witch ever managed to learn or implement the concept of <<Death>>.

“Then you have our dear Echidna. From what I know, the two of you are enemies. I am sorry for the loss of your mother and father.”

“Thank you, but it's fine.”

“Heh…” Anubis nodded as he remembered that Sol was a reincarnator. It was hard for people like them to develop deep feelings for their new families. It was even more so for Sol, since he was not actually raised by them.

“Echidna soon gave up on her own path to godhood. As you may already know, she is the First Blessed. One so powerful that she obtained the Blessing of both of the twin goddesses, Gula and Temperatia. Because of this, she was the most-talented out of us three. But for the same reason, she was the most restrained.”

Anubis shrugged. Echidna was not from any particular race. She was a unique being created by the goddesses. There was only one such as her and there will always be just one — her.

She seemed to seek companionship more than anyone else, perhaps because of her uniqueness.

“What she wanted through G.O.D wasn’t to become a goddess herself, but to create one. To bring life to the perfect being. This was her dream, and it soon became her obsession. This is how the Chimera came to be and how she became known as the Mother of a Thousand Monsters.”

Anubis sighed. In a way both Ambrosia and Echidna were not so different. As the first witch, Ambrosia was, for all intents and purposes, no longer human. She had given up her mortality and become a being who lived off mana and life energy. This was perhaps why she really began creating witches — all so that she could feel the love she could never have for herself. After all, she had put it up on a stake for her powers.

Echidna's case was almost the same, or perhaps even worse. She was not a divine beast. She could not divide herself like them, and the Chimera were not her children but her creations.

It was the precursor to a very lonely life.

“What about you?”

“Me?” Anubis looked up at the sky, deep in thought.

Why did he want to become a god?

“It’s pretty simple. I… just want to return home. My real home…”
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Anubis' voice was calm and soft, unguarded even. He was showing a rare moment of vulnerability that Sol didn't believe a being like Anubis was able to show.

“Sol, did you meet any other reincarnators in your life — other than me, of course?”

Sol reminisced back to the moments he shared with Kali, the Witch of Destruction, one of the four witches of the cardinal directions, and the daughter of Ambrosia. She was the very first reincarnator he had met in this life.

“I did. Only one though. Then again you can also add Drei into the mix as well, even though we all know how that ended. So I guess that makes it two. I can't recall meeting anyone else, sadly.”

Anubis nodded to his words, even chuckling at the part about Drei, before continuing his monologue, “In my case, I have met quite a number of them, and observed others from the shadows. There were too many to count and I couldn't keep track after a time, so I won't even try to mention a number…”

Since Anubis was originally born into the mortal realm through his reincarnation into this universe, even though he became a Demi-god, he could easily enter that realm. The restrictions of divinity didn't apply to him. As such he could see the changes and the state of the singularities — different people he suspected to be reincarnators — brought to this world.

Sadly though, few of them lived long enough or managed to go past the power level of a Duke.

“After observing all of them, I came to a startling realization. Do you know what it is?”

“What?”

Anubis smiled at his question, answering his query with another question instead, “Sol, when did you die?”

Sol’s eyes narrowed sharply as he thought back about a particular detail of his past life. “2019.”

“How about that reincarnator you knew?”

“2017.”

Anubis smiled, seemingly everything being under his calculations, “Drei also died in 2017. He may have erased most of his memories, but he did keep the ones that linked him to his home world.”

Then he pointed at himself, “As for me, I died in 2016. Merely a year before Drei, and three years before you. Yet the time we are loitering around this world differs so much — centuries even millennia! Didn't you wonder why this is so?”

His eyes narrowed, “For others who reincarnated, basically all of them died in the same time zone, between 2015 to 2019, not a year before or a year after. Those four years only, nothing else. It doesn’t matter when they came here into this world, but their time of death never deviated from that zone. Don’t you find it weird?”

Anubis looked up at the starry sky again, simply growling with impatience, “It’s normal that the time and space between two different universes would work differently. But how come the difference is so great? Everything in this omniverse is ruled by a general constant. There's a pattern everywhere, and nothing deviates from the fixed difference. ”

Anubis shrugged, “You may not understand the feeling — you're different from me after all — but when I first came to this world, my only goal was to go back to my homeworld.”

Anubis sneered condescendingly, reminiscing on the memories of reincarnating into this heinous world. “My life was the personification of hell, full of relentless suffering. I had no love for this world, and I crawled from its darkest, deepest pit to stand where I stand now. It was no wonder then, right? That I simply wanted to go back home. But then, years turned into decades, and decades into centuries. So I gave up. After all, all those I loved would be dead by now.”

But it was a bit different now.

“Now I am happy with my life. I am powerful. I am almost untouchable. I have a beautiful wife and a beautiful daughter, as well as my fair share of other women for whom I love and care about. Despite the rough start, my current life is quite perfect. But you see… There is one imperfection I cannot get rid of.”

He was curious.

“How does the Earth I came from look now?”

He was very curious.

“Are my loved ones back home dead?”

He wanted to find out the truth behind that matter.

“Why were we chosen to be reincarnated among so many people on Earth? What made us different?”

Was it just luck? Anubis was not anyone particularly special in his past life, he was the visage of ordinary. So then, why choose him? What about the others? There were definitely more competent people than him.

“And finally, the most important thing I want to know…”

Sol perked his ears at that statement, curious about what a man like Anubis was the most intrigued about learning from his lifelong search.

“Can I slap the goddesses once I become a god?”

Anubis was itching to know all those things.

Sol choked a little at the unexpected turn this serious discussion had taken. He was almost disappointed by it, but then shrugged it off.

“What? Why the surprised look? Don’t tell me you don’t want to punch them in their faces at least once, right?”

Sol was speechless, but he could not retort to that statement.

Sol was thankful. His life compared to that of Anubis was clearly heaven. So, did he hate the goddesses? It was hard to say so. No matter what the reasons, it was thanks to them that he had his current life.

But did he love and respect them?

Not at all. As Anubis had said, he did want to slap them at least once, to calm himself down due to all their shenanigans.

“Getting back on track, I have been exploring this universe for years. There are simply too many similarities to take note of, and I was going crazy. But, I will find a way to leave this world and go back home, even if it’s just for a moment. What about you?”

Sol mused and answered, “I… honestly, I am not interested.” He stood up, his voice quite cool and filled with clear disinterest in this matter.

“I love this world and I have no interest in my old one.”

Both Anubis and Sol's gazes clashed. This was the first disagreement between them.

The silence stretched for a while — an uncomfortable silence filled with tension.

“I see. What a shame.”

Anubis stood up and was about to leave when, “But…”

He stopped at his remarks and then turned back to Sol.

“I am quite interested in finding how reincarnation works and how to stop it.”

“Hahaha, how hypocritical of you.”

Sol shrugged, showing no shame on his face. “I never said I was an honorable man.”

This may be quite hypocritical of him, but Sol really did not wish to have a reincarnator as a child.

The simple thought of perhaps having some middle-aged man or woman in the body of a baby and sucking on the breasts of one of his women, or taking a bath with them, made his skin crawl with disgust and dismay.

Sol recognized that this was incredibly hypocritical. But life itself was filled with hypocrisy.

“Furthermore, imagine if it’s Isis who gives birth to a reincarnator.”

The smile slipped from Anubis’ face as his complexion darkened at that thought. “Indeed. That is quite the unpleasant image.” He shivered violently with unbridled disgust, not willing to think more about it.

Sol smiled. This wasn’t just a case of mental age. A reincarnator simply did not see the world and their relationships in the same way.

Just as Sol did not really see Blaze and Mars as his parents, the chances that a reincarnator would recognize him as family were quite low.

What if the soul was a horrible criminal in his or her last life? A murderer? A rapist? There were so many possibilities that it wasn’t funny.

Until now at least it was clear that the goddesses choose people with relatively good morale. But he did not wish to leave the future of his children in their hands.

“Then…” Anubis stretched his hand toward Sol, “Let's shake our hands on it, partner?”

Sol gave a wild smile as he shook hands with Anubis.

“To a happy cooperation.”

“....And may we slap the goddesses one day.” Anubis added with an impish smile. He could give up on many things, but that alone was something he would never give up on.

That slap would without a doubt be the greatest slap he would give in his life, and he was sure that it would feel greater than anything he could imagine.


Chapter 13


Two Names



While Sol and Anubis were bonding over their mutual desire to beat down the goddesses for their shenanigans, Kiyohime was busy taking notes as she interrogated a compliant Leo of all the details.

If only all interrogations were like this… Wouldn't have taken so much time and effort that way…

It was the first time Kiyohime had such an easy time interrogating someone. Leo wasn’t even trying to struggle. She was complying with everything in every way.

Sadly, the answers she was getting out of her were not that interesting. It was clear to see that Funf was not a particularly loyal member of the Wings of Freedom, and the amount of information she had access to was quite lacking, to say the least.

“The true core members are Ein, Zwei, and Drei. They are the ones who actually have most of the information related to the core secrets of the group.”

“I see. Then, what about the number four of the group? His code name is Vier, right, or is it a woman?”

Funf shrugged her shoulders; clearly she didn't know much about her, “Honestly, that one is an oddball. She always moves alone, or sometimes with Ein.”

Kiyohime was now interested. The Wings of Freedom, she remembered, were usually pretty cohesive. But it seemed like even a tightly-knit group like the Wings of this generation were still full of people with their own objectives.

“What makes you think that?”

Leo shrugged again, already disinterested in this discussion, “I don’t really know. For starters, she doesn’t seem to take orders from anyone but Ein. Also…”

Funf directed a weird look toward Kiyohime.

“Oh?”

“I don’t really know her reasons, but I know that most of the dragon bones in Drei’s collection came from the dragons she killed. So yeah.”

This time Kiyohime furrowed her brows, displeased at the words that followed.

“Vier is an elf who hates dragons to her very bones. Pretty weird, right?”
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[Ninth Heaven]

Sitting high on her majestic throne, befitting the pride of the dragons, Tiamat was busy twirling a ring between her fingers. This was the dimensional key created for Nihil, which allowed the Wings of Freedom to directly open a portal that linked them to Nihil’s dimension.

They had taken the ring and had been hopeful about using it to find the Wings’ home base, killing them all and being done with this farce until Ymir chose her next new agents. But it proved to be pointless.

The two rings, the ones belonging to Drei and Funf, had ceased functioning at the same time, and the link that connected them to their hideout had been broken.

This was all awfully suspicious — how had all of their chances to actually end the Wings failed one after another?

Tiamat wondered if this was the result of extensive preparation on their part, or perhaps it was due to the effects of Sol’s power when he had changed Fate.

After all, Drei erasing his memory was one thing, but how could Anubis be unable to find any trace of the attempt, or interrupt it? She doubted Drei had a better understanding of souls than did Anubis.

Tiamat had never created anything like this, but she should have still been able to find traces of the coordinates at least. However, she also couldn't find anything.

What a peculiar and dangerous power.

She didn’t know if she was looking too much into it, or was completely wrong, but this showed that Sol needed to better understand his power to avoid such a possible mistake in the future.

In short…

Nothing had changed.

Tiamat sighed in boredom. It had been so long since she’d had a good fight.

She had been quite excited about fighting Surtr again, but Sol's intervention, while welcome, had really cut her fun short. She didn’t even count the demi-god they had killed. Those people were just lucky bastards with no particular skills, and were completely helpless once outside of their territories.

“I am bored.”

Since the high she got from the adrenaline rush had finally faded, she was feeling far more bored than usual. Normally, she would go and sleep for a few decades because of this boredom, but she knew that they were currently at a nexus point.

She could not even read Sol’s future anymore using her dimension, though he was a dragon. His stars in her dimension had become a weird multicolored mix and even trying to take a look at it made her dizzy.

She had expected Sol to become a singularity and have his Fate be blurred. But, this was something else, something completely different.

“Deus Ex Machina…” She muttered blankly. All power that manipulated Fate generally had great limitations or a high price. Like how at least two Norn sisters were necessary in order to alter events, or how Sheherazade could make wishes but could not control how those wishes would be realized.

This was fair. This was how this universe worked. Everything had a price and limitations.

But from what she had seen, for such a great power as Sol’s, the sole limitation seemed to be his power level rather than anything else. In a way, this was a Zone that broke all the rules of this world at practically no price.

It’s as if Sol is the actual rulemaker.

She shook her head at the absurdity that was flitting around in her mind. Now she had to focus on what to do with his Kingly name.

“Skuld.”

“Oh, Her Majesty finally remembered me.” All along, Skuld had been sulking while standing to the side of Tiamat’s throne. She wished she could have spent more time with Sol and taken care of him, but Tiamat had basically kidnapped her to use her powers.

“Don’t be so sassy. You have outlived your use. Now you are simply a liability, and a sex toy for my grandson. The only reason I’m not killing you is that I am not an ingrate or a backstabber.”

Tiamat’s voice was cold but Skuld simply shrugged. She knew that Tiamat wasn’t kidding. She knew how to skirt around the line without really passing it.

“First question. You said that in the now-erased timeline, I have been pursuing you and Sol relentlessly.”

“That’s right.”

“Then why did I never catch you?”

This was something Tiamat didn’t understand. Even though Sol became a powerhouse, it wasn’t like that happened suddenly. It must have taken time. Furthermore, Sol had never awakened Deus, so Tiamat should have been able to pinpoint his location by using his star if she really intended to hunt them.

“Sol focused more on his dimension than his Zone, and as such had a greater mastery. You have seen some of what he was capable of. Trust me, no one could catch him.”

“Hmmm…” This didn’t really answer the question, but Tiamat nodded nonetheless. Either way, she had to become more wary of the goddesses. Even though she was nearly their equal in terms of power, as the goddesses they were, they had many means Tiamat could not fathom.

“My second question is more straightforward: what was Sol's Kingly name, and do you think he should follow the same path?”

Skuld shrugged, “Sol had two names.”

“...What?”

“As I said, Sol had two names as a King.”

Tiamat began to massage her forehead. “A King name represents one's true self. We can only have one True name. Do you know how absurd that sounds!?”

“Do you know how absurd is Sol’s very existence?”

Tiamat nodded, “Touché.”

She mused and there was indeed no need to care about logic. An absurd being would do absurd things. This was all there was to it. Nothing more, nothing less.

Once she calmed down, Tiamat realized that she should stop trying to apply common sense to matters related to Sol.

“So then, what were those names?”

Skuld pointed at the sky to which Tiamat waved her hand dismissively, “I always shield this place when discussing serious matters.”

“I see. Then give me a minute. I have sealed my memories regarding this. Also, once this discussion ends, I will once again seal them. Do not mention the second name to me.”

An eight-pointed star appeared on Skuld's forehead as pictures and images began to flow. She had in fact sealed many of her memories. She didn’t even know how many, since she had also made it so she would only remember them being sealed when specific keywords were uttered.

There were many reasons for such security. For one, there were simply too many memories stored and Skuld feared forgetting important ones. For another, she did not trust the goddesses and did not want to take a risk.

Once the seals regarding that specific memory were unlocked, Skuld opened her eyes wide for a bit before chuckling,

“His first name was Hyperion.”

Thanks to this name Sol gained great power and control over fire, to the point he could even burn space and time.

As for the second name…“And his second King's name was — Armageddon.” Skuld paused, color leaving her face as she stared blankly towards the ceiling.

"Armageddon." Tiamat muttered each of those ten letters with a dark expression on her face. Her frown got progressively worse the more letters she spewed out of her mouth.

There was one particular concept in this world that people could not really understand. From where did the Avatar Name appear? How did it even appear? Who was the one to assign them? What was the story behind them?

Few people outside of the goddesses and the reincarnators could give an answer to this mystifying question. One of them being Asmodeus— the divine beast holding dominion over Lust.

But even if they could not find an answer, or hope to learn about it in this lifetime, when an Avatar Name was uttered, the people who heard it would have an innate understanding of the power and meaning behind that name.

It was a phenomenon that was particularly hard to explain, but it was common sense in this world. Even if everyone were confused as to how the answer would innately come to them, there was nothing they could do but accept it for what it was.

So what did Tiamat feel when she heard the name <<Armageddon>> – Sol's second Avatar Name?

Fear.

Pure, unadulterated fear, a primal sense of absolute terror that she thought to have forgotten long ago. This was the greatest fear she had ever experienced in the entirety of her existence.

"Just what…"

The name was an epitaph only the harbinger of death and total destruction could have. This simply went beyond the silly and egoistical ideological war between that of Chaos and Order. This was something closer to the absolute end of all creation, the destruction of the providence that held reality together.

"If that was Sol's Avatar Name, then I can somewhat understand why my other self wouldn't hesitate to hunt him down, even though he's my grandson."

What she felt was a primordial fear down to her very bones, penetrating her marrow. But she could instinctively feel that what was really reacting to this name was her divinity.

Superbia's Divinity. The Sin of Pride…

"Hahaha!" Tiamat began laughing heartily, as if trying to shake off that primal fear in her heart. "I see now why Sol had become the enemy of the world. I understand now why he was able to do what he did with his dimension."

This had been a detail that always bothered her to no end. Even though she said that Sol had managed to do everything with his dimension alone, no matter how she spun it, it still sounded forced and somewhat false even to herself.

Now she could understand that claim more easily. It became more believable to her.

"I expected a more visceral reaction to my announcement. I admit I am surprised."

"You will need more to truly surprise me, Skuld."

"Heh?" Skuld gave a small smile, mischief dancing in her eyes as she spoke the next words, "If so, what will you do if I tell you that this name was a downgrade from what he should have really obtained?"

"You…"

"I do not know the full story. But what I do know is that Sol obtained power from a source other than the goddesses. Even after losing all his blessings."

"That...thing gave Sol power when he was at his lowest, and Sol accepted the offer graciously. But he was unable to inherit the full might of that name. As such, what he got was a downgrade from what he should've really obtained."

The smile on Skuld's face stretched further, as she reached the end of her speech. "I remember saying that one of Sol's greatest regrets was not having completed the ceremony and obtaining a more-powerful Zone.

"But now I wonder. What would happen if Sol accepted that deal once again? Would he be able to inherit everything this time? *Gah*..." Skuld held her throat as she was being lifted in the air, finger marks clearly deforming her throat as Tiamat used her telekinetic powers to choke her.

"What is your goal? Speak."

"Hahaha." Skuld let out a gargled laugh and once Tiamat released her hold on her ever so slightly, she found the leeway to eke out the rest of her speech, her tone contained no fear whatsoever.

"My one and only goal is Sol's well-being. Nothing more, and goddesses forbid nothing less…"

Tiamat once again realized that she should completely forget about logic and common sense when talking with this mad woman. Skuld was someone whose whole life and goals now revolved around Sol's existence. She was no different from a fanatic who would happily slit her throat and spill blood if her deity wished so. She had forgotten all about reason, fully investing herself for Sol's needs and wishes.

Sol was not just her love. He was her faith and her whole world. He was the center of her existence, and without him her existence thus held no meaning.

Tiamat couldn't help but wonder.

Just how did Sol manage to obtain such an allegiance from a mad woman like her?

"Just why do you love him so much?" She was so startled that she couldn't help but ask that thought out loud.

"You cannot understand." Skuld continued to smile. How could anyone understand what it feels like to fuse the feelings of hundreds of thousands of Skuld's into one? She didn't just glance at those possible futures. She felt them each and every one of them through her other selves.

Skuld herself knew more than anyone else how sick and distorted her love was. But in all itineraries of her future selves, in all the timelines, there was only one constant that never changed.

"I will never harm Sol intentionally. I only want Sol to have enough power so that no one ever dares to even think of harming him."

She would make sure that the current Sol would never feel the bitterness his other self had to face. Not again, not ever…

Tiamat sighed, "I really want to kill you right now. You are obnoxious. You taunt me constantly, and you are filled with innumerable secrets. Dangerous ones that could threaten all the realms…"

She sighed before continuing. "I feel like I am at a crossroads and later down the road, I will look back on this instance with either regret or joy at the choice I made."

Tiamat did not even bother trying to read the future. Doing so was a waste of time. Time was simply too volatile nowadays. The future was so ever-changing that even a chameleon would pale in comparison.

"Will you make me regret it?"

Skuld was still suspended in the air, but the light in her eyes remained unwavering. "Sol's happiness is my only wish."

"And what will make him happy, if I may ask?"

The answer was simple, "Keeping those who are close to his heart alive is the first way. Giving him the power to face everything is the second way."

"What if bringing him happiness means destroying this world?"

"We already erased everything once for his happiness. I will be willing to do it a few more times, no problem." Having the reset button to nuke everything and begin anew was the best insurance possible.

"You are crazy."

"Always have been."

The standoff lasted for a while before Tiamat released her hold on Skuld.

Once she landed, she could see that Tiamat was once again sitting aloofly on her throne, with none of her earlier agitation left to be seen. It was clear that she had calmed herself down in a split second, one of the few necessities of a true monarch.

"You should warn Sol that his lover and his mother-in-law, who, as amusing as it is, also happens to be his sister-in-law, will come either tomorrow or the next night. Heh, that kid has no limits, if I say so myself…"

Skuld looked up at Tiamat, "You are really going to let me go?"

Skuld was genuinely surprised. She had been sure that she was going to die today. In fact, she had been unable to read the future as it involved Tiamat, but she had managed to deduce that her chances of walking out of this place alive and kicking were minimal at best.

Why then was she still alive even now?

"What is Sol's happiness, again?"

"Protecting his loved ones."

Tiamat shrugged, "I am part of his loved ones and will perhaps be even closer to him in the future if everything works out well. As such, there is no reason for us to be enemies, correct?"

"That… works?"

Tiamat flashed an impish smile, seeing Skuld's bewildered face, "Don't mind the small details." Her expression then switched to a more serious one in a split second. "The entity that gave such power to Sol… What is it?"

"I do not know."

"You do not know…or are you unable to remember?"

"I am sure of this one. Sol had many little secrets he never shared with anyone, and it was one of those. Though I do remember something. Two sentences that Sol once said, offhandedly."

Tiamat leaned back, curiosity evident in her eyes.

The Sol of that timeline was a powerhouse of the like she had never seen; neither did she think she'll see in this timeline, other than perhaps him, of course. Anything he said, any words he uttered were sure to be of great importance.

"Once that 'End' comes, 'They' will awaken from their timeless slumber and bring forth a new Era.

“'They' have always been present. 'Their’ messengers walk amongst mortals, simply waiting and observing for the opportune moment to arise..."

"That's all you remember?"

"That's all."

Tiamat sighed and pinched her eyebrows in frustration. "I hate cryptic messages like this the most. Did I ever say that?"

"Being a seer means giving cryptic messages and watching people be filled with frustration as they try to decipher the meaning. Those are the few perks of the job."

Skuld wasn't worried; once she walked out of this room, it would be Tiamat's job to worry about the meaning of the words. She would simply have fun playing around with Sol.

Was it irresponsible? Yeah, pretty much.

Did she care, though? Not in the slightest.

This would be a problem for the future. Now she was living in the present. A pretty ironic way of thinking for a seer.


Chapter 14


Skuld



[Phoenix realm]

Nefertiti felt like she was constantly being tortured out of her mind.

“Oh my Lord, why impose such a trial on me? Why make me suffer so much?”

She had to be patient now. She couldn't let herself lose her calm.

Sitting in her room and gazing lovingly at the portrait of her beloved lord, Nefertiti continued feeling as though each and every second stretched into hours, while hours felt not unlike days, as days also stretched into months, years, and so on.

She had to be patient now, she told herself again, as she kept gazing at her lord's picture.

The last time she was called to the queen's chambers, she had been notified of the news that she had longed to hear, ever since her lord had left her side to further his training in the land of the dragons – the eponymous land of the ones that governed over the sin of pride.

When she heard that she would be able to finally see her beloved again, Nefertiti felt like she was literally flying on cloud nine, as though the gates of heaven were beckoning her with open arms, calling her to the embrace of paradise.

She had to be patient. Extremely patient. So...very…patient…

But what she couldn’t have guessed was that it was merely the start of her hell.

Patience, patience, patience. And all the more patience…

It was one thing to hold herself back, knowing that her lord would come sooner or later. In that situation, she was able to restrain her most primal impulses and focus on herself one way or another.

She had done great till now and was sure she could have held on for even longer. If only…

If only she hadn't heard that news… She could've done everything in her power to hold herself back…

But now?

Now she was going crazy.

Absolutely crazy!

She wanted to go now!

She wanted to meet him now!

She didn't want to wait even a single second more, and wanted to just teleport to his side even a millisecond early…

She continued to curse in her heart as she wondered just why they had to wait for so long.

Why couldn’t they simply directly open the portal to his location?

Why…? Why….? Why….?

Of course she knew why, damn it. She knew that it wasn’t easy — to open a portal to another realm. She knew that there were many steps that needed to be taken in order to safely open a functional passage between two territories, and that it cost an astronomical sum of Faith coins just to make the connection.

She was extremely thankful to both Gabriel and Tiamat for giving her the opportunity to meet her lord again.

But that part of her represented merely the small portion of her rationality that was still intact; the rest of her functional capabilities had gone down the drain already.

Let’s take a deep breath and relax.

She inhaled deeply, then proceeded to exhale. She did this step a number of times…

One, two, three, four.

She continued to do so, but to no avail. It just wasn't working out for her. But she knew that she couldn’t continue like this.

She then walked toward a mirror and looked deeply at her current self.

Her beauty was still present — unbeatable and unequaled, or so she liked to think. But with her bloodshot eyes, her hair in total and utter disarray, and her clothes in tatters, she looked more like a shrew than a princess of the phoenix race.

How unsightly I look!

Nefertiti scowled at her current appearance, completely dismayed by her appearance.

What would he think if he saw me like this?

This… What…

That one thought completely brought her mind back to the present state.

She couldn’t allow him to witness such a filthy and slovenly appearance. She knew that it was rude, and the time she had spent with him was miniscule and short. She had no great adventures or memories to share with him. Her obsession was her own and for Sol, perhaps she was just one of his many, many women. And she didn't mind that for the most part. But she couldn't help but ask herself a question.

Did he even consider her a lover of his? Or was she simply someone to vent his desires on and then discard the next moment if he so wished?

She did not truly care. All she ever wanted was to feel his touch and his gaze on her and for that, she needed to maintain that unparalleled beauty of hers.

This was the only thing she had going for her, after all.

Looking at the mirror, Nefertiti smiled, a smile she thought to be beautiful. So beautiful that it managed to hide the sadness swirling behind her bloodshot eyes.

She loved him, but she knew that he did not love her as much as she did. She dreamed of him everyday, but he might never think of her if she were not before him. He was her world, her obsession, her love, her everything— plainly, the reason for her existence. But to him, she was just one of many, nothing more, maybe even less.

She did not want this stalemate in their relationship to continue. She wanted to give meaning to their relationship, to let it grow deeper.

She knew that mere beauty would never be enough to keep a man like him tied down to her.

Sol would never lack women, and so she wanted more. So that she would want her for himself…

Stop thinking negatively.

Standing up, she walked toward the bath.

Until the day she became strong enough to stand beside him, she would shine more brightly than anyone else in order to keep his gaze on her.

Until that fateful day came…
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[Dragon Realm]

After having a pleasant chat with Anubis, his now father-in-law, Sol was now alone in his room. It had been a pretty charged day, though there was no sun, so it was pretty hard to tell the time.

Now though, Sol looked up at the ceiling and wondered what he should do now that he was free.

He had already visited Sheherazade, as he wanted to thank her, but she was hibernating currently. So, meeting her was out of the question.

Clearly, what she did to help Sol had been too much for her tiny body and equally tiny existence. She needed a long, long rest. Long enough for her to recover.

Sol also wanted to simply rest, but he couldn't do that now. There was so much he needed to do, and so little time to do it all for himself.

Thankfully, by outing Nihil, Sol had somehow managed to obtain some much-needed breathing room. Without a demi-god breathing on his neck, he had obtained the time necessary for his growth, and the protection of Lustburg.

Sol was anxious, and understandably so.

He didn't like having something inside his body of which he did not know the origin. There was also the constant feeling that this was just a period of peace before a great and unshakable storm. Then there was the problem with Lilith which he still needed to solve.

"What makes you so worried?"

Sol looked up as he saw Skuld appear out of nowhere inside his room. The only thing he felt was a sudden dimensional shift that vanished before it could be felt further.

Why did Tiamat suddenly send Skuld here?

Sol knew that neither Skuld nor Tiamat appreciated each other — and that was putting it mildly. The only reason they were even working together was because they were both very rational beings who could separate business from their emotions.

Otherwise, he had no doubts that they would tear each other apart the moment they laid eyes on one another. However, with the difference of power, it was Skuld who would get destroyed if they were to have a bout with each other.

Thinking about this, Sol couldn't help but have a weird image pop inside his head, that of a small Chihuahua barking relentlessly at a silent but dangerous big dog.

"Pfft! Hahaha!"

Skuld pouted and jumped on Sol, pushing him onto the bed. Now, straddling him like a cowboy or rather 'cowgirl' on a horse, Skuld looked down at Sol with her puffed-out cheeks.

"I am happy that you are happy. But why do I feel like you just thought something very rude related to me?"

Sol continued to chuckle, the image in his head refusing to go away. It was simply too accurate. But he wasn't crazy enough to describe his thoughts out loud. There were some things a man should never divulge if he wished for a happy relationship with their significant other.

“Heh… I have very good news for you. But it seems like I will not tell you anything now.”

Sol’s eyes narrowed playfully as his hand went up to her slender hips. “Is that so?… How should I convince you then?”

Skuld shivered slightly and slowly began to grind herself on him. “Why don’t you try to impress me? It will depend on your performance.”

The heat in the room this time had nothing to do with Sol's power.

Skuld’s eyes shone with an eerie light. Love and passion, madness and desire. Right here, right now, she wanted Sol to focus only on her and no one else. This was a moment only for them.

But this wasn’t enough. As she was now, she was not complete. She needed her sisters.

She was even more certain that now with Sol's power, they would form a whole. The start of a new order, a new beginning.

Of course, all of this was for the future. All that mattered now was becoming one with him.
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They began with a kiss, a hot and fiery kiss filled with passion.

Their first time together had been incredibly rushed; there had been no preliminary and they directly went at the penetration. For one, this was because titans did not have the same sensibilities as those from Order. Virginity was not a concept that even existed in their midst, and the first time was nothing special.

Furthermore, Skuld was then besieged with many worries and wanted to become one with Sol in order to reassure herself.

But this time, there was no hurry. Skuld wanted to savor every moment she could spend with Sol, because she could not follow him to the mortal realm. The rules were weaker in that place, and the presence of a pure being of Chaos there would create many problems.

But she wasn’t worried as she knew that Sol would be able to come to visit her no matter where she was. For that, they just needed to have Tiamat reverse-engineer the ring used by the Wings of Freedom, and things would be good.

Now, feeling his lips on hers, Skuld had a sense of fulfillment and peace, something she had not been able to sense for a long while. She was happy. She had succeeded and brought a new start with the least amount of losses. Everyone was happy, and this had opened the road to many new possible futures.

Straightening up, Skuld continued to look down on Sol, her eyes sparkling with joy.

“It was pretty good, but you will need more than that to impress me.” The mischievous tone in her voice was unmistakable. The two of them perfectly knew that Skuld would ‘fess up everything as long as Sol asked. But then, there would be no fun in that.

Skuld loved Sol to the point of madness. But because of this, she did not wish to have the same relationship as the Skuld and the Sol o,f the other timelines.

The relationship between those two had been one of a subordinate and a lord. The Sol back then was filled with grief and sadness and while he treated her well, there was no hiding the fact that he was also using her to fulfill his goal.

Skuld did not mind and in fact, loved the fact that she was of use to him and even wanted to be of more use. Was it Stockholm syndrome, as Sol called it? She didn’t care. She was happy and that was all that mattered.

But now… Now she had a chance to be even happier than her other self. After all, not only would she still be useful to him… But she could also gain his love.

Skuld did not want an equal relationship. But she did want a relationship akin to that of lovers.

Moving down, her white robe fell to her waist, showing her beautiful body. Under the light of the stars, her delicate pink skin seemed to shine slightly, giving her an exotic appearance that made Sol’s heart pound in excitement.

Raising his head, he was about to hold her but Skuld swatted his hands aside, “No touching.”

He raised his eyebrow in interrogation, “I thought I was supposed to impress you?”

“Mhm…” Skuld hummed in agreement as she turned around, showing her ass. They were now in a sixty-nine position with the woman on top.

“You don’t have to do anything.”

She grabbed his pants and brought them down, showing his massive and erect member.

“This part of you is already doing a good job impressing me.”

So this is the thing that skewered me the last time.

She hadn’t managed to get a good look at it the last time, since Sol directly entered her but now that she looked at it, it was a weird mix of grotesque and cute.

From Sol's perspective, he was busy looking at her small but springy ass. Sol had always been surprised about the body structure of beings from different races. From what he knew, titans did not leave physical waste like organic beings. Everything they ate was completely converted into energy. Still, her body was unmistakably beautiful and a work of art. Sol idly wondered what she looked like in her true form, but shelved this thought for another time.

Moving her robe away, he found blue underwear beneath. It was small enough to be hidden by her butt and it had bowties on the left and right hipbones. In other words, it was a thong.

It was underwear that was clearly meant to entertain the male eye.

“You are wearing panties?”

Skuld moved her ass left and right as if trying to hypnotize him. “I have asked some of the servants in Kiyohime castle about how to entice men and they said this could help.”

Skuld wasn’t much for underwear and in fact, wouldn’t care about walking outside naked. She had no feelings of shame and no one cared about nudity in her world. Only if you were tasty enough or not.

But Sol was not a titan. As such Skuld always searched for ways to make him happy, and sexy underwear was something she decided to try.

He pulled on the right knot to easily untie it. He did the same for the left one. The transparent cloth fell away from her.

Oh. This certainly feels slightly exciting to have a piece of clothing removed.

Skuld wiggled her hips in excitement as she discovered the importance of clothes for sexual foreplay. Sol placed his thumbs on either side of her plump labia and spread them wide.

Her sexual flesh glistened stickily. Like her skin color, it was a lovely pink, though a deeper shade of it.

“Ah~!” Skuld moaned and nearly jumped in surprise when she felt a hot breath and tongue on her most-intimate parts.

His tongue passed from her clitoris to the bottom of the valley. Her love juice had a certain sweetness to it, causing him to lick with even more ardor. As he licked at her from below, the love juices dripped down into his mouth, but he did not mind and swallowed them.

“I thought I said no touching?”

“I guess I am a bad boy. How will you punish me?” She could hear the laughter in his voice and knew that he would tease her as much as possible. After all, Sol clearly had sadistic impulses.

Skuld held back her moan and continued to hold his manhood between her hands and played with it like it was a new toy. She coated it with her saliva, kneaded it with her tongue tip, and then wrapped her lips around it and sucked hard.

Of course, Skuld would give as much as she received. The night was beginning on a good note.

Holding Skuld firmly by the hips, Sol could instinctively feel that her body was reacting very well to his ministrations and as such, he redoubled his efforts on her. Sticking his tongue out, wriggling it deep inside her vagina, as deeply as he could, he moved it all around her pink cave with skill. He used all of his oral skills, tongue, lips, even going as far as to use the tip of his nose to stimulate every part of her.

It went without saying, but Sol was very experienced when it came to pleasuring women, and while Skuld wasn’t a human — really, unlike any being with whom he had familiarized himself over the years — her body was as close to a human's as could be possible. Thus he was able to elicit the same kinds of reactions out of her.

One of the things Sol learned early on in his many sexual encounters was that no two women were the same, and he had to be careful in order to truly find the weak points and bring even more pleasure. It was necessary to slowly explore the body of each partner and understand them on a more-instinctive level. He needed to be able to understand each and every rhythm of their individual bodies.

The result of his careful actions was clear to see. Skuld stopped licking his rod and raised her voice in a mixture of screams and sultry moans. Beads of sweat quickly covered her pink skin, and those droplets flew off her as she twisted her limbs and writhed madly. Her reactions would make one think that electricity was surging throughout her body.

But once again, Skuld was more of a giver than a receiver. Rather than feeling more and more pleasure, she wished to make Sol reach the peak as quickly and as blissfully as she could.

Skuld’s slender fingers mercilessly wrapped around the sensitive head of Sol's thick and meaty shaft. With pre-cum coating her fingers, she moved them back to the head and began stroking it with gyrating motions –– the fluid acting as the perfect lubricant for this endeavor.

To Sol, it felt not unlike how one would feel when jolts of electricity ran along one's body, the only difference being, it brought him pleasure instead of pain. The delightful sensations surged from the surface of contact and his body perked up from the immense pleasure. Veins bulged on the thick shaft as it grew, until it seemed that it would explode at any given second.

“Hehe, it’s twitching so much. Am I making you feel good, Sol?” She teased his penis while mischievously inquiring him with a rhetorical question. Clearly, she was feeling extremely happy about the response she was receiving from him due to her care.

“Ah ha! It’s so damn cute. I want to tease it even more. I don’t think I’ll ever be able to stop myself.” Skuld felt as though a whole new world had opened up for her, and she was honestly liking what she was finding out.

Of course, she knew for a fact that Sol was just letting her have fun. He was going easy on her. But she didn’t mind the slightest bit. This was just part of the game they were playing with each other.

Knowing that she was reaching the limit of pleasure she could bring him with her fingers, she let go of his penis.

The pleasure faded slightly, but she made sure to make her new attack known before the sensation completely went away.

She kissed the very tip of the bulging head like it was some kind of sacred ceremony. When she pulled her lips back, a string of pre-cum attached her lips to his penis. She licked that up before running her tongue along the head.

Her saliva made all sorts of naughty, sloppy sounds as her tongue stroked, poked, pushed, and licked the head. Soon, she swallowed the tip inside her heated mouth.

A warm, shuddering breath left the saliva-filled space and her red tongue wriggled within like it had a mind of its own.
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It took all of Sol’s willpower to avoid moaning as he watched her do her best to bring him pleasure.

He was supposed to be getting back at her, so he was a little annoyed that she had suddenly taken over like this. At the same time, it felt highly arousing for him; it was a refreshing feeling as it had been quite some time since Sol didn’t have to take the lead in sex. All in all, he was relishing the moment.

Without warning, she took the head inside her mouth. Her upper lip stickily stimulated the ridge of the head and her lower lips rubbed at the circumference with its soft touch.

“Oh…” Sol took a deep breath as he felt his large penis throbbing delightfully inside her small mouth. Skuld showed a level of seduction that did not befit her small body in the slightest.

Incredible. I can feel the blood pumping through the penis this way.

She grabbed the immense rod without a hint of displeasure on her face; neither did displeasure color her mind, and she lovingly rubbed her cheek against the head.

Her little nose twitched as she sniffed, and her face showed an intoxicated expression. Clearly, she had just discovered her new favorite scent. She slowly moved her nose up to the head and then placed her lips along its round surface. She then slightly pursed her crimson lips pecked at the tip and sucked along the surface of the sensitive skin.

She pressed her lips against his penis as lovingly as someone might place it on the lips of their sweetheart’s. She was clearly worshiping his cock with no shame or hesitation.

Sol’s blood reacted by pumping even more of itself straight into his penis, making it swell even larger. Despite this, however, Skuld had no problems whatsoever. In fact, she even considered swallowing it down to the very root.

She had been learning different tricks and it seemed that it was one of the actions that really pleased men.

She parted her lips, stuck out her tongue, and sent it crawling down his shaft.

The saliva dripping from it wet his penis, making it glisten visibly. At the same time, he was filled with pleasure, like an intoxicating warmth was surrounding his shaft.

Her lips and tongue crawled everywhere along the entirety of his rod, coating every last bit of it with saliva, from the base of the shaft to the tip of the head. She squeezed her lips tight and pulled her head back up along the length of his penis. Then she swallowed it all again. From there, she repeated the process.

Sol’s hips trembled from an ecstasy so powerful he thought she was going to suck his dick right off him.

The rhythmic motion of her head picked up speed. She could tell his trembling penis had grown to the bursting point inside her mouth.To fully enjoy its scorching heat on her tongue, cheeks, palate, and deep in her throat, she moved her head so much she felt like she was rattling the brain inside her skull.

For Sol, the intense but soft sensation raced from his penis straight to his brain. Holding it in any longer was simply not possible. He felt the pleasure in his lower body taking control of his mind.

Pre-cum oozed from the tip and a bitter flavor spread through her mouth. She upped the intensity of her oral technique to taste even more of it.

She released his penis from her mouth. It briefly felt chilly in the open air, but that feeling soon vanished. She grabbed the shaft with her silk-like hands and began roughly stroking up and down with swift movements.

The unrestrained speed was just right with the mix of saliva and pre-cum coating it. She also wrapped her lips around the head and used her mouth and tongue on it.

“Kh…that simply feels incredible…”

The attack was several times faster and rougher than before, so he almost pulled his hips back but Skuld was going to have none of it.

“Please, cum in my mouth.” She pressed her head against him to swallow about half his penis, an impressive feat with such a small mouth as hers.

She begged him to do it with her mouth still packed full of his cock. The words provided enough stimulation to push him over the edge. Semen passed through his dick while it jerked around inside her mouth –– a gushing stream of white erupting from the very tip.

He had been brought to the edge repeatedly before and she finally gave him the release he craved, so it squirted mercilessly throughout the little titan’s mouth, flowed down her throat, and even entered her nose.

For anyone else, this would have been very uncomfortable, but Skuld did not need to breathe so she simply savored the taste of the thick cum on her tongue and it flowing down her throat.

The more she drank, the brighter her eyes shone. The amount of energy she was devouring was simply insane. It surpassed the best ingredient she had ever devoured and made her feel like she was completely satiated.

I need to bring my sisters to him.

She could not keep this pleasure alone, and she did not wish for anyone else but Sol to have the power over the Norn sisters. For that, the first step was to bring them physically closer.

What did they call it again? A foursome, wasn’t it, the mischievous titaness thought…
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As Sol released copious amounts of his seed with a guttural grunt down Skuld’s throat, he realized that he had been rather helpless this time around. He usually made it a point to make his partner cum at least once before doing so himself, but Skuld was a tough nut to crack.

Her desire and willingness to bring him pleasure and suck him dry could only be equaled by Milia and Nefertiti.

Thinking of Nefertiti, a gentle smile spread on his face. She was a sweet and attentive girl who was completely devoted to him and him alone. While the amount of time they had spent together was quite short in comparison to his other women, there was no mistaking what he genuinely felt for the girl.

“Oh… If you can be distracted and reminded of someone else, then it seems like I didn’t do such a good job after all.” The slightest hints of bitterness that colored Skuld's voice brought him back to reality, and Sol couldn't help but berate himself inwardly for committing such a basic mistake.

After slurping all of his cum, she turned around and placed her head gently on his manly chest while gazing at him with her deep black and scarlet eyes. He could feel those eyes of hers peering deep inside of him, as if trying to guess who he was thinking about at this time.

Since he had a harem, it was impossible for him to be absolutely fair to all his women and love everyone equally. But at the very least, when he held one of them in his arms, all his thoughts should only be focused around that one person only.

This was the minimum amount of respect all for his haremmates deserved.

Of course, there was also the fact that several of his women were rather unstable in the mental department, and he didn’t know what they would do if they felt like they were being ignored or worse, abandoned…

After being called out, Sol did not show a flustered expression. Lying was useless so all he could do was apologize for his wrongdoings. “I am sorry.”

“Tututu~ Saying sorry isn’t enough, you know. Now you have to promise me to leave everything up to me for tonight — deal?”

Sol grinned at her inquiry, “I will let you have your way with my body, madam.”

The two of them laughed lightly as Skuld moved around until she found the most-ideal position.

She faced him, spreading her legs wide and placing them on either side and stood above the rod standing up from his crotch. She had already pulled down the top of her white dress, so her boobs were now exposed for him to witness and relish, adding to her allure and seductiveness.

When he looked down, he saw that her beautiful navel was peeking through her dress. The extremely short mini-skirt below that was pulled up to reveal her secret place, which was still glistening with his saliva and her love juices.

He gulped when he imagined what it would feel like inside the horny titaness. The last time had been a little bit too rushed in their union. His mind and thoughts had been pretty preoccupied with the oncoming danger, but now he was free to explore her body as he wished.

Skuld must have guessed what he was thinking, about as a full smile spread along her luscious crimson lips. Grabbing his manhood in her left hand, spreading her labia with her other hand, she brought them both together.

“Ah…”

Her hot and wet folds of delight touched the head of his penis. Her sticky love juices dripped down along his throbbing dick.

Finally, she slowly lowered her hips, as if savoring the ecstatic feeling of the penis entering inside her. Her honeypot swallowed the stone-hard rod little by little.

The tip of the penis entered the small hole that was her pink vagina…

“Ahh!” Skuld cried out a little but there was no hint of fear or pain on her face. She was staring down at the place where they were connected with only the expectation of joy and pleasure.

Since Skuld had asked him to not touch her with his hands, he placed them both behind his head and savored the delicious sight as her slender hips continued to move downward.

Her slit had looked like a single line earlier, but now it was obscenely spread out to take his thick cock. A wet sound came from between the union of their sexuality as his dick filled up her vagina to the brink and was still burrowing for more.

She cried out while also panting, as though all the pleasure was robbing her of her ability to think.

“Yes, yes! It’s only halfway in, but the entrance is spread so wide!” She sounded impressed. Her wet folds wrapped around his dick until finally…

Skuld sat down entirely on his hips, as his penis was fully buried inside her tight vagina.

Sol opened his arm wide after taking them out from below his head and, after a moment of hesitation, Skuld accepted to lay down in between them as they wrapped her in their reassuring embrace while his penis was still buried deeply inside her.

With her head on his collarbone and her nose buried next to his neck, she took a deep breath and closed her eyes while feeling the flow of blood and the thumping of his heart. Like a drum, the rhythm was fast but soothing to her. She felt like she was at home and that absolutely nothing could ever hurt her.

“Thanks for everything.” Sol gently caressed her back and hugged her tighter. His voice was thick with repressed emotions.

“Why the sudden sweet words?”

He replied, “Thanks to you, I have become stronger than I ever hoped. Thanks to you, I managed to survive a deadly crisis. Thanks to you, I did not have to lose anyone I love.”

Sol knew that this wasn’t really the best moment to be so forthright. It could even ruin the mood going on between them. But right here, right now, as he held the small girl that had become such a huge part of his life so suddenly, Sol couldn’t help but spill what was buried all this time in his heart.

Ever since Sol had seen the vision of his counterpart, he had been filled with fear.

Sol was someone who could throw all his pride aside and kneel on the ground if he was sure that he could protect his loved ones. He could not imagine a world where one of them lacked for anything

But what about that Sol? The one who had lost everything and decided to bring down the world alongside him just to create another chance?

Sol could only weep at the despair the other version of him must have endured. But thanks to Skuld's unwavering loyalty, he had been able to avoid the worst scenario and had been given the chance to walk on a new road.

To say that he was thankful was an understatement.

“Why do you always thank me every time we have sex?” Skuld laughed in order to hide the tears threatening to spill out through the corners of her eyes. Just because you gave your everything to someone did not mean that it would be reciprocated. Skuld knew this more than anyone else. If you helped someone with the expectation to be thanked, then more than likely, you would end up disappointed.

But Sol did not disappoint her. He believed in her and recognized her efforts.

This was enough. This was more than enough.

Stopping her tears from falling, Skuld gave another short laugh and raised herself up. “Enough with the cheesy lines. Let me work on this bad boy now.”

Skuld was happy because of Sol’s words and her happiness made her libido soar to all new heights. She decided to go all out in bringing him utmost pleasure, or at least as much as she possibly could, and tightened her core with that thought in mind.

He was shocked by the sudden sensation of delightful pressure around his erect shaft. Seeing his reaction, and undoubtedly pleased with it, she slightly raised her hips in order to better adjust herself and his dick in order to further the pleasure she could give to Sol.

Her vagina wriggled in undulating motions to apply waves upon waves of pressure to his dick. The waves moved from the base to the very top of the head of his hard rod; it seemed like they were coaxing his member to move deeper and deeper inside her tight depths.

The intensely pleasurable sensation made him thrust his hips up even further inside her to enjoy this delectable feeling more and more. He just couldn't get enough of it.

“Well? Do you like my pussy, my love?” Skuld tried to speak a little more vulgarly with him. In short, she was trying to dirty-talk him while riding along his wonderful meat stick. She wasn't sure if Sol would like such a thing, but she wanted to try everything in her power to bring him the best experience he could possibly get from her.

She spread her legs wider, placed her hands on her knees, and leaned back as if to show off the sight of their union to him.

“Very much so.” He continually nodded toward the beautiful and exotic face of his giddy titaness. To his nodding gesture, she responded with a satisfied nod of her own and asked no further questions from there on.

With her body being small and wonderfully lithe, her vagina was bound to be small as well, as befitting her size. But that was joined by the waves of pressure that pulled his rod back in as if to prevent him from leaving her side.

That movement provided an intense amount of pleasurable force that seemed to suck him back in the moment he thought that his dick would slide out of her small hole.

Then he would thrust his hips to penetrate her again fully.

The movement of her internal flesh now worked with him to guide him inside her. The difference between going out and then sliding back in provided a set rhythm that increased the pleasure more and more for both of them.

“Kuh, I can’t stop.” The next thing he knew, he was now attacking her vagina with enough force to produce a loud rhythmic slapping noise that reverberated throughout the room.

Each movement of his dick caused her sticky love juices to produce a wet sound that would make most people blush in shame should they hear such a wonderfully lewd and equally shameful sound.

The intense and rhythmic thrusting brought a strange feeling to her. She felt almost feverishly warm, but without any of the lethargy one would feel when weakened by a fever or any other illness. Only an unbridled sense of intense pleasure rocked throughout her body and caused her thoughts to melt away like a cube of sugar placed inside a cup of tea.

She could sense the hard penis thrusting into her as vividly as though she could see it with her own eyes. Her vaginal folds wriggled with movements akin to a small boat rocking undulated in the ocean’s waves.

The tip of the head hit her deepest parts, the ridge of the head rubbed against the walls, and the entire thing seemed to pull out her entire body from within her depths. She was being invaded and attacked, but at the same time, she was also devouring and swallowing his member.

Her love juices would not stop flowing no matter how long they went on with their intense session; it just kept on producing more and more wet sounds and the juices were always abundant. She even felt a tingling sense of pleasure from where his hands were placed and held her hips tightly. Even her breasts felt pleasure as they bounced from Sol's intense thrusting.

“Ah! Wow~ It’s so good! I’m going crazy! Sol~~” Thanks to his previous words, she felt that some kind of mental barrier had been breached in her psyche, and then, as a result, her entire body began to tremble like she was convulsing from seizures.

Her vagina squeezed even tighter than before, on its own accord, and she could tell it was going to push the penis out of her. While he was moving his hips, Skuld was also doing her part, well intent on making him cum before she did.

Looking up at that rather chaotic beauty of hers while she rode his cock was a very powerful sight to him. Knowing he was having sex with such an unbelievably beautiful woman – no, being fucked by her – was nearly enough to make him cum with that alone.

But this wasn’t enough and Skuld knew that fact.

“Then how about if I do this?” She began lightly moving her hips in unpredictable ways. She teased his dick by moving it within her in every way imaginable. By using her strength and putting her hands on his chest, she was telling him once again to not move and while he was well intent on moving later, he didn’t mind letting her have her fun for a while.

“Wow…ah…”

She was in control while being on top, so he was now at her mercy. Like a prey that she was about to devour completely. Her squeezing vagina felt good, but the visual effect was even more fantastic to him.

A young-looking woman with an incredible figure was jiggling her tits around and moving her hips vigorously enough to send her sweat flying everywhere. Seeing that left him completely entranced.

Instead of the guy fucking the girl, she was very clearly fucking him full force. She did not move her hips like a virgin or someone who was only experiencing merely her second time, fully utilizing all the experience her research and the memories from her past lives had given her.

Looking at his face brimming with pleasure and delight, Skuld licked her lips in absolute happiness as she moved her hips and almost blurted out her most-pressing question, knowing whether or not his other lovers made him feel just as good as she did. But she knew that it was a big no-no.

She didn’t want to show him her ugly desires. She wished to always be the beautiful and happy-go-lucky titaness that he saw her as.

His penis was sucked at and squeezed by her wet internal flesh. Love juices soaked his manhood like a shower.

She was not going to let go until he had squirted his cum inside her. She was turned on all the more by her own greedy sexuality.

Wow, how tight can she get?

Sol was surprised by her reaction, but it felt so good he could not possibly stop her even if he wished. In fact, it was so tight that he couldn’t help but wonder if she intended to crush it.

“Wow. I’m about to cum already.” This was way faster than he was used to, but Skuld was really working hard at milking him dry so it was understandable.

“Cum ~Cum inside me~! Fill me up!!” She said that with a thoroughly ecstatic smile etched on her lips and then she raised her upper body without any warning.

It felt like she was enveloping his entire body. He could feel the feverishly elevated body temperature of her arousal. Her voice filled with passion was the final element that pushed him over the edge.

His semen squirted out all at once and she milked it out of him. His hot male juices erupted out and her body trembled as it filled her.

“Oh, wow. It’s squirting out inside me.”

He shot more and more semen into her vagina. The ejaculation never seemed to stop, so he kept thrusting his hips but Skuld was too far gone to even care about his movements at this point.

Skuld felt like she had reached nirvana. The energy of Sol was coming into her, filling up every part of her body. She cried out her pleasure to the skies, letting her joy be known. She arched her back, causing her two pink mounds to bounce even more than before, and looked up one last time to the heavens before going limp.

He caught her in his arms when she slumped forward. Her body was very soft and warm. She felt nice to hold, and he did not want to undo their union, so he simply held her there.

After a bit, she lazily opened her eyes. When their eyes met from so close, she gave a bashful smile.

“It was… incredible.”

Incredible did not even begin to cover it. But as tired as she was, she could not find any better words.

“That it was.” Skuld smirked as she felt that he was still hard inside her. “Shall we go for another round?”

“I thought you would never ask.”

Thus, the cries of pleasure of a titaness continued to resonate without stopping for a few hours in this beach house.


Chapter 15


Thinking



[Dragon realm]

Standing on the island that was assigned to Sol, a black-haired, red-eyed woman clad in a black robe was walking and humming leisurely.

The sounds of the crashing waves and the cries of the seagulls made a lovely combination that helped in soothing her nerves.

Ever since he had woken up, she had been on this beach many times. But every time, she would get cold feet and walk away from him. It was pretty embarrassing. Even more so since she knew that he could feel her coming close and then walking away without even trying to contact him.

But this time… She had decided to not run away. Acting cowardly like this would not change the situation.

It was with such a thought that she finally opened the door of the cottage, but what greeted her was a powerful and rather stimulating scent.

Blushing as she realized what this scent was, she couldn’t help but let out an outcry.

“Ugh! It reeks of sex.”
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“Ugh! It reeks of sex.”

A lovely voice woke up Sol in the morning or at least what his internal clock was telling him should have been morning in the mortal realm.

It was really hard to get used to the eternal night system.

Looking down, he could see Skuld still sleeping soundly in his arms. There was no way that her senses hadn’t picked up the sudden intruding situation. So she must have simply gone back to sleep after judging it wasn't a serious matter.

Once this was done, Sol sniffed a little and gave a wry smile. Now that he wasn’t in the midst of the action, the ‘reed of sex,’ as the intruder had so gracefully pointed out, was indeed overpowering.

A few hours ago, after a rowdy activity and a delicious bath, Sol had simply changed the sheets and gone back to sleep with Skuld.

“So, did you really come to me just for that?” Laughing quietly, Sol gently pushed Skuld away and covered her with the blanket before standing up.

“You are pretty shameless.”

Of course, he was completely naked and his thick penis was hanging down uncovered.

“Well, you should have been able to guess what state I would be in when you entered. Furthermore, you have already seen everything. Isn’t that right, Isis?”

Isis blushed faintly as she made the action of looking away. Of course, her eyes were still trailing down to take a peek. This was, after all, the thing that had taken her precious virginity.

“Put on some clothes, please.”

Sol shrugged, unbothered by his nudity. Shame was beyond him at this point. One could say that he had reached the level of a sage in other such matters.

After all, whenever he did something intimate, it was with the knowledge that someone might be observing him.

In Lustburg, it was the witches.

In the astral realm, it was either Gabriel or Tiamat.

And every time, there was the possibility that the goddesses were watching.

If Sol still cared about shame and privacy despite all of this, he would have gone crazy long ago.

“So, what brings you here? I thought you were avoiding me?”

“I… I wasn’t avoiding you.”

“Heh, said the person that didn’t come to visit me even once.” Sol gently teased her while searching for a pair of pants. He knew that Isis had, in fact, been visiting him regularly. It was just that she would only come up to the beach, stay around and fidget for a while before finally walking away.

Sol could have come up to her and stopped this farce but in the end, he did nothing. For one, it was simply too funny and interesting seeing her acting this shy about meeting him again.

Another reason was that he knew that whatever was stopping her was something she had to deal with on her own.

He could more or less understand her feelings. Even though they signed a contract, it was done in a hurry because of the pressing situation. Even though they did have feelings for each other, those feelings hadn’t been cultivated enough in his opinion. Ideally, Sol would have liked to spend a few more months with Isis before advancing their relationship to the next stage and thus forming a contract.

The first contract was no joke, after all.

Marriage was only a contract that could be torn apart at any moment and unlike Earth, there was no such thing as losing your wealth or any other such consequences. This mainly stemmed from the fact that most people simply lived too long. Even a peasant, as long as he was careful and didn’t meet a sudden death, could live up to a hundred years or a little more with no problem.

How many people could stay as a couple for a hundred years if not thousands?

Because of all of this, the importance of marriage was pretty low, outside of forming alliances.

But a contract was different, especially in the case of the first contract.

Isis had a part of his soul in her and he had a part of hers in his. The two of them were now linked forever in the most-intrinsic way possible. Even if Isis were to ever leave or if she died, the CP used to form the contract would never come back to him.

For a human, the first contract was a very important matter. After all, the vast majority of humans who even had enough CP to form a contract would only be able to form one in their whole life. Their first one would therefore be their only one.

Sol was luckier in this case, but he still had to be careful.

Well, Isis is perhaps the best choice possible for my first contract.

Sol smiled and finally found the pants for which he’d been searching, and added a white shirt.

“Let’s walk outside.”

Sol approached Skuld and gave her a kiss on the forehead. “You can go to sleep for real now.” He chuckled at the smile that tugged at her lips as she still acted asleep.

“Let’s go.”

Isis gave a look to the contended Skuld and gave a light bow. “Thank you.”

While she didn’t have a clear picture of everything that had happened, from what Sheherazade had told her, the existence of this titaness had been paramount in the success of the war.

Like all divine beasts, Isis felt a sense of revulsion toward Skuld. But she stomped down on that instinct and threw it into the trash. As the direct recipient of misplaced discrimination from the divine beasts because of her origin, Isis knew how hurtful it could be to be judged solely based on what you were rather than who you were.

“I hope we will have more time to get to know each other.” Then she left.

Now alone in the room, Skuld opened her obsidian eyes and looked around the room, surveyed her surroundings.

Her thoughts went back to the delicious time she just had with Sol. It was like she had been receiving premium-grade food.

For Isis, this Sol reeked of sex, but for Skuld, it was like a heavenly scent, as her instinct made her think of this place as her territory. Thankfully she had enough control over those instincts of hers.

That girl Isis is a good girl.

Skuld smiled — she had no memory of Isis. After all, Isis had died shortly after making a contract with Sol in the other timeline. This was also one of the reasons why Anubis had been helping Sol in his plan to reset the world.

Skuld smiled and went back to sleep. All the little and big changes she observed made her happy. It means that they were walking on the right road to success.

Anubis became an ally much sooner. Tiamat wasn’t an enemy. Those two facts alone changed everything completely.

But, there was one worry gnawing at her mind.

Is it one of the memories I sealed?

If she could feel like this, it meant she had unsealed that memory not long ago. She easily deduced that it must have been shared with Tiamat.

What did this mean?

It simply means that it wasn’t her problem to worry anymore. If the situation was really dire, all her memories would automatically unseal.

Skuld had put many fail-safes in place.

Everything for a better future.

Now there was only one step left to instigate for this dream of hers to become a reality: they had to save Lilith.

“Ugh…” Skuld massaged her throat, feeling a phantom pain at the memory of the searing pain she received when she fought Lilin.

From what she knew, both Lilin and Lilith were the result of an experiment by Sol’s grandfather, with Lilin being the perfect product and Lilith a more or less failed one.

Even then, Lilin was a monster who had managed to create an art that could directly affect the soul.

Immortal Slaying Art.

A name that perfectly fit what it could do, and much more. Skuld couldn’t even count the number of dead bodies that Lilin had left in her wake.

But every time Skuld would marvel at this, she was always told the same thing: Lilin was powerful, but Lilith was much more dangerous.

Of course, this wasn’t just a question of power. Not saving Lilith had been one of Sol's lifelong regrets in the other timeline.

In this life, her goal was to make sure that this Sol knew no bitterness.

That was all.

It was with such thoughts that Skuld drifted back to sleep, dreaming of a perfect world where her beloved only knew happiness. Of course, in that perfect world of hers, she was the queen, and Tiamat was her dog.

The smile on her sleeping face couldn’t help but stretch wider at that thought.


Chapter 16


Aurora



[Lustburg, Church of Castitas – Halls of Purity]

What was a church? What was the concept behind it?

No matter what name a religious center might take – a church, a temple, a mosque, and so on – these centers were essentially a place of reverence for their worshippers. A place where people joined and prayed toward the god or gods in which they believed and they venerated.

In principle, it was a saintly place that allowed no disrespect toward the almighty nor toward its agents, and where only the faithful were allowed to join.

Of course, the reality was obviously far different than what mere words of ideality could describe. The world itself did not run by mere ideology alone, so that was not a surprise.

Most beings – be they humans, elves, demons, or even angels – only turned towards the divine entities in times of great turmoil in their personal lives. They did not come to pray, to worship, or to respect; instead, they came to beg and demand divine grace when they were even in the slightest pickle, without caring about the inevitable question of whether they were worthy to receive the grace of the almighty existence they seemingly venerated.

Those people would beg the divine beings for help when they needed it the most and then…just conveniently forget about them when they did not require their help or grace anymore.

People of true faith were few and far between.

But why was that? Why were people so harebrained to not be faithful towards the almighty, even when they were aware of the benefits and the reality that their faith would generate?

The answer to that question was also pretty basic. Twisted yes, but basic nonetheless.

Most beings, of this world and any world for that matter, born with the ability to reason, hated following some entity they could not see or even feel, and for what? The only thing promised to them was a slightly possible, almost intangible reward that would only come after they were not of the mortal world anymore, only when death would embrace them to lull them into the depths of eternal slumber.

Even though the goddesses had performed many miracles and their existence was proven for a fact, for most people in this world, their existence invoked a sense of dread, not of reverence or awe.

The goddesses weren’t a source of worship, but of fear and respect, just as how the weak bowed to the strong due to their inability to cross them.

This monumental fact held true for both of the two main religions of this universe – Chaos and Order. Even the smaller religions, consisting of worship of the goddesses of Virtue and Sin followed the same principle.

Goddesses were feared, for their whims could end everything without their worshippers being able to say or do anything about it. They were respected for their almighty power, which could do anything imaginable. But they were not loved.

But on this day… Standing on the balcony, observing the pious and reverent expressions of the people as they knelt and prayed while shooting fervent gazes toward the woman at her side, Camelia couldn’t help but wonder just what in the world was happening.

Aurora Highland.

Granddaughter of Gerald Highland, and grand-niece of Tyr, Duke Highland.

A girl who had been affected by a disease of unknown origin that made her fall asleep for innumerable years.

The sleeping beauty, as people were now slowly calling her inside the walls of Lustburg, was now awake and healthy, holding mass.

Camelia had to admit, Aurora was truly a beautiful woman to whom few could compare.

She had the most wonderful fair skin that Camelia had ever seen, as pale as the purest snow. Her plump lips were a shade of captivating red that could draw the lust of any man, dying to devour them. Her golden hair rivaled the intensity of the sun; paired with her enchanting blue eyes, which held the majesty of clear skies, she was a marvel— a work of art manifested.

She was rather petite for her age, her growth most likely stunted by her long years of slumber. However, it could do nothing to diminish her overwhelming beauty, and even in some places, enhanced it somewhat. It gave her a frail charm, making her a delicate beauty that anyone would die to protect from any and all harm.

At the same time, she had a glamorous body, with curves prominent enough to make even the most staunch man fall into perdition. Her clothes did nothing to alleviate this situation, as they fully revealed all of her curves. She was clad in a white robe that revealed a deep cleavage before closing just at her navel. It opened again at mid-thigh, merely hiding her most secretive parts while revealing her round hips and luscious butt, along with her plump thighs. Even her stockings were snug to her legs, further emphasizing her plumpness. She wore a nun’s headdress atop her golden tresses, while gold-and-white sandals adorned her delicate feet. Her appearance was simply transcendent.

But rather than her physical beauty — mere flesh that would decay with time — what truly attracted the eyes was the holy aura, overflowing with love, that emanated from her. It was as if she was a holy mother overlooking her misbehaving children, but still willing to forgive them as long as they repented wholeheartedly.

Despite her clothes, which seemed to reveal a little too much of her body, there were no lustful gazes directed toward her luscious body. Only pious and fervent ones, filled with absolute reverence.

As if a goddess was truly among them.

As Aurora recited the litany, the fervor in the church went up to a new level. The peasants and nobles alike knelt down in worship and prayed together, with no distinctions between their standings and birth.

The more she watched this, the more unsettled Camelia became.

People were scared. The news of the incoming war was slowly spreading, so it was normal that they would turn to religion for comfort and assurance. It was human nature to seek salvation when doomsday was approaching.

But this… Something was not right.

Does she have the same power as me?

Camelia was born with two unique powers of which she could not really comprehend the source. The first one was to see the souls of others. Most people's souls were a simple and deep gray in color. But there were some exceptions — people whose souls were totally different, with a distinct color and flavor to them.

Her second power was to ‘charm’ people and have them listen to her commands. This was an innate power, which she had possessed since birth. It was more akin to brainwashing. She had used that power unconsciously when she was younger, before she became a Holy Daughter.

Now, she hated using that power. Robbing people of their free will when it wasn’t necessary was something she loathed to do.

But I can’t feel any fluctuations from her.

Camelia couldn’t help but wonder if Aurora was simply that charismatic ,and if she was looking too much into the situation.

All of this stemmed from one fact.

Aurora Highland had indeed awoken from her long slumber.

When Gerald had sold out all the conspirators, Camelia had sworn to wake up Aurora. Furthermore, she had also received orders from Castitas to do so.

But the problem was… Camelia was not the one who woke her up.

After years of slumber caused by her disease— Aurora woke up on her own.
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When the mass finally ended, the believers were walking out of the cathedral with relieved expressions on their previously-fearful faces. It was as if a great weight had been taken off their shoulders, and they could finally see a ray of hope in these troubling times. They had a feeling that all was good in the world, as if everything had finally come back onto the right track.

All the while, Aurora kept her enchanting smile on her face, never dropping it for a second as she waved at the departing worshippers as they left the hall of the grandiose church.

When the hall had finally become empty of all the followers and worshippers, she let go of her act, her expression dropping as she leaked out a tired sigh. The day had been tremendously hectic for her, especially as she still felt extremely weak.

“Wonderful job, Your Holiness.” One of the nuns in her service approached Aurora and handed her a bottle of water and a wet cloth to wipe the sweat off her enchanting face. The moment she had let go of her composure, her natural responses had kicked in, and she started sweating profusely. The cloth was a great help in that regard.

The nuns couldn't help but pity her. Standing and talking for hours was a mentally and physically taxing job, and they all knew that Aurora was still physically weak. They were trying to do everything in their power to help take some of the burden off her shoulders.

“Thank you, everyone. But this wouldn’t have been possible without your help. So don't give me all the credit, as this event wouldn't have been complete without each and every one of you.”

Aurore demurely replied, taking note to give them their due appreciation, and gave them a beaming smile. The humbleness in her actions and the frailty of her expression made them appreciate her even more than before, greatly elevating her position in their hearts.

Humans had a weird instinct to them that made them inwardly take care of weak and cute beings. It gave them a certain feeling of superiority and stroked their egos. Aurora, being one of the core members of the Highland family, knew how to evoke the maternal instincts in the nuns who took care of her. This way she could easily make them do her bidding if she so wished. Which she was going to take advantage of right now…

“May I visit the main hall, please?”

The few nuns standing before her looked at each other with hesitant expressions, unsure as to how to reply to her. They really wanted to follow her request, they really did, but just yesterday, Camelia had absolutely forbidden everyone from entering the main hall at any and all costs. She reminded them that failing to adhere to that order would result in unimaginable consequences.

There was a very explicit reason behind that order. The main hall in question was the place where the portal leading to the astral realm was placed. It was Sol’s only anchor to this world.

“Holy Daughter… I'm sorry… We… We really can’t.”

“I see… I am sorry. My question must have inconvenienced you.” Aurora looked forlorn as she looked down, causing them to greatly panic.

“No no no… You did nothing wrong, Your Holiness!”

“I mean… You are the Holy Daughter, after all, so…”

“Yes, yes, yes... Technically, you do not have to listen to Lady Camelia.”

They were all searching for excuses, excuses to accept her request and remove the troubled look from her face, but then…

“What do you mean by that, exactly?” A cold voice sounded behind them, causing the nuns to freeze up in absolute fear and horror. Terror ran through their souls at the mere sound of that voice. Hurriedly, they immediately turned around and knelt on the ground in perfect synchronization.

“We are truly sorry. May the Supreme Daughter punish us for our slight. A thousand deaths aren't enough to pay for our sins. Please punish us, Saintess.”

They were all afraid. But, before Camelia could speak, Aurora acted instead, taking the nuns’ side and shielding them from Camelia's wrath.

“Please, dear sister, forgive them as they have done no wrong. I am the one who wanted to go there. The nuns simply wished to help me, that's all. Again, I implore you to find it in yourself to forgive them, oh sister!”

Camelia stayed silent as she watched this absolute farce happening. Now, no matter what she said, the nuns’ appreciation would fall to Aurora.

Sure enough, once Camelia waved her hand to dismiss them, the nuns stood up and directed a small smile full of immense gratitude toward Aurora before scurrying away like rats facing a hungry cat.

Sigh… Now it’s like I am the bad guy in this scenario.

Ever since Aurora had woken up, the atmosphere inside the church’s walls had been weird, and that was putting it lightly. Camelia understood the reason behind the phenomenon quite well, which led to an increasing headache.

The relationship between the Supreme Daughter and the Holy Daughter was different from that of a King and a Prince. Their relationship was more horizontal in nature, which meant that the Holy Daughter had more power and responsibility than the acting Supreme Daughter of the same generation.

Furthermore, everyone knew that with the existence of Aurora, Camelia could die at any given moment.

Normal people might not know about the divine rules, but they couldn’t fail to notice the obvious. They could see how every time a new Holy Daughter appeared in the world, the previous Supreme Daughter never stayed long and departed for next life soon after.

If Camelia died, this church would fall into the hands of Aurora. So the young nuns were already currying favor with her one way or another, trying to enter into her good graces.

This is why I didn’t want to have a Holy Daughter right now.

A ship could not work smoothly with two captains manning it.

“Sister, I am sorry if my demand was inconsiderate. I just wanted to take a look at the portal used by His Highness, Prince Sol.”

Camelia narrowed her eyes at that statement. She felt something fishy in those words. “Why would you want that?”

“I… I have vague memories of His Highness, and I know how much my grandfather cared for him throughout his life. I just wanted to pray for his safety and safe return.”

Camelia snorted with disdain, clearly not agreeing with her words. “Do you truly think that praying changes anything?”

Aurora gasped in shock and terror. “Sister! Do not disrespect the goddesses, please. We will be punished with divine retribution otherwise.”

Was I also like this once?

Camelia’s eyes twitched, as her body started to cringe at her reaction. She slowly remembered that she also used to have a feeling of awe and reverence toward the goddesses when she had been a Holy Daughter.

Of course, that feeling soon vanished completely after she became a Supreme Daughter and had the chance to directly interact with the goddesses.

Humans revered and feared the unknown.

This was the reason why science and knowledge had been the bane of all religions since times immemorial. This was also why people should never meet their heroes. It generally ended up in disappointment for the admirers.

Am I really looking too much into it?

Camelia couldn’t help but doubt herself. Perhaps she was too sensitive because her place was being threatened? After all, in terms of stature and age, Aurora was a better partner for Sol than she was. If Sol ever went on adventures as his father had, the one to follow him would be Aurora, and not her.

This meant that her importance would be sorely diminished and while Aurora still lacked power now, she would one day become a King-class being just like Camelia.

Of course, there was also the matter of Camelia's Fate weakening and her chances of dying increasing.

But this wasn’t as important.

“Sigh — forget it. I do not want to pursue this discussion. As for entering the main hall, it’s still a no, unfortunately. I can't accede to that request of yours, I'm sorry.”

Camelia did not know if her doubts were legit or simple paranoia, but she refused to take the risk and let anything happen to that portal. Until Sol came back, the main hall would stay closed. No matter what, no one would be allowed to pass — this was her conviction.

On those words Camelia turned around and began to walk away. But a thought just struck her,

“By the way, do not call me Sister. Just Saintess will suffice.”

“I see… But I wish I could call you mother instead.” Aurore covered her mouth as she let out a small laugh at the flabbergasted expression on Camelia’s face.

“Do I look that old?” Camelia, despite her age, still looked like a woman in her early twenties. It was quite shocking to be suddenly called ‘mother’ by someone who was a total stranger to her just a few days ago.

A mysterious smile floated on Aurore’s face as she shook her head in denial. An incomprehensible look flashed in her eyes, but it disappeared as soon as it came as she smilingly replied to Camelia.

“You simply remind me of my mother. I am sorry if I offended you, Saintess.”

Aurora gave a bow and left, her smile still tugging at the corner of her mouth as she left a confused Camelia behind.


Chapter 17


Phoenixes



[Astral realm, Dragon Territory]

Sol, fully unaware of the events that were happening back at his home in the mortal realm, was flying towards a certain island with Isis in tow.

"So, you are sure that you don't want me to carry you?"

"No thanks. The last time you carried me around, I nearly vomited out all my insides. Never again!" Isis immediately waved her hands in a quick refusal. Adventuring with Sol in the desert had been a rollercoaster of emotions and sensations for her. She was not willing to experience the bitter parts of it again — not now at least.

"Your loss then."

"Hey! Don't you dare laugh over there! It was a seriously traumatizing experience for me, you know!?"

Sol fought hard to keep the wide and hearty smile that was constantly tugging at his lips, from showing up. It was quite the hard fight for him, possibly one of the hardest of his life even, that sadly ended in his utter loss.

"Pfft! Hahaha!"

"I said don't laugh, you idiot!" Isis shouted out loud and began chasing him all around in the sky, fleeting across its vast borders to catch the troublesome fellow, while Sol continued to dodge all her attempts to catch him with polished ease. In the end, she could only give up with a tired huff and fly towards the Tower all alone, leaving Sol behind.

"Haha. Don't be mad, Is…"

"Blehhh!!"

Isis stuck out her tongue at him in an attempt to mock him, trying to raise his ire just like he did to her. However, she had underestimated Sol's current speed after his most recent power-up.

By the time she had retracted her tongue, she felt herself being hugged tightly in Sol's strong and warm arms. Immediately following that sensation of closeness was a sense of searing warmth that spread all throughout her body when she felt Sol's hot lips land on hers.

Isis tried to fight back instinctively, but there was nothing she could do against his strong and demanding kiss that wouldn't budge without having what it desired— her.

Their lips pressed against each other, their tongues fought as they each tried to dominate the other throughout the make-out session.

But once again, Isis could only surrender to Sol's passion. What could she do? Her adamant stubbornness was nothing compared to his burning desire.

When the two of them finally separated, their faces were still close to each other's. Sol just smirked, seeing the dazed expression etched on Isis' flawless face.

"Still mad, my love?"

"I…"

Sol didn't wait for her to answer before placing another kiss on those plump and fiery crimson lips of hers, then a third and a fourth, and so on…

In the end, Isis was left breathless as she continued to clutch Sol even after their kiss ended.

"This… This is cheating. Cheating, I tell you…" This was all she could say as she buried her head in his neck, too embarrassed to show how red her face had currently become due to all his teasing and shenanigans.

To her cry of outrage, Sol merely answered with his usual smile and replied with a subtle teasing note, "Cheating is sometimes a necessity."

"Huff." Isis snorted before she began laughing lightly at the teasing that still continued. "Dork."

"Well, as long as I am your dork, it's fine, isn't it?"

"Ugh! You two make me want to barf for days. Stop with the rainbows and sweet words and move on already."

"Father!?" Isis was shocked and hurriedly pushed Sol away, but Sol was having none of that.

Tightening his embrace, he turned around to greet the person who had intruded upon their quality time together — Anubis.

"Hello, father-in-law." Sol gave Anubis the respect he deserved. Even though the two of them could now loosely be called friends to some extent, it didn't change the fact that Anubis was still his father-in-law first and foremost.

"Stop that bullshit. I feel like some fancy noble. Just call me Anubis."

Sol tilted his head to the right, not understanding what he was trying to insinuate. From the little he knew about his father-in-law, Anubis had originally been the son of the Demon King when he was still a mortal.

Which could mean only one thing… That he was now a royal of the land of demons. Why then speak like that?

Of course, he only thought about it in his mind and didn't voice his thoughts out loud. Sol had enough know-how about the world that he could avoid asking useless questions that would only make the situation tenser.

Giving a look toward Isis, who was obviously doing absolutely everything to avoid meeting his eyes, a lopsided smirk emerged on Anubis' lips. Her daughter could really be too cute sometimes…

"I hope you didn't forget our little chat, dear daughter of mine."

From the way she fidgeted, he was sure that she had not forgotten in the slightest.

Hah. Teasing my cute tsundere daughter is really fun, all things considered. But, doing so to my wife is even better. Nothing can compare! Sorry daughter, your mom is far cuter than you… Anubis thought mischievously as he ignored how Sol was hugging Isis. He did not mind these public displays of affection and in fact, even welcomed them.

This proved that at least for now, the couple was doing well, and this was all that mattered to him. Sol was as close to the perfect son-in-law as he could possibly envision. So, these small moments that showcased their strong bond were all the more welcome to him.

“Well, shall we go, then? It's about time that they arrived…”

Nephthys and Nefertiti were coming, and the three of them would be there to welcome them. It was going to be a joyous reunion for all the parties concerned.
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[Phoenix Realm]

Finally, my torture is about to end.

Back in the phoenixes’ territory, Gabriel, Nephthys, and Nefertiti stood together in the same place as when Sol, Nent, and Isis left for the dragon realm.

Nefertiti was so excited that joy could literally be seen oozing out from her every pore. Her wait had been torturous, but soon she would be completely rewarded, she was sure of it. She just had to hold on for a little bit more and everything would be alright.

Looking at the girl that was normally the incarnation of grace and poise fidgeting like a junkie who was suffering from withdrawal symptoms, Gabriel couldn’t help but wonder just what kind of magic Sol had cast upon her.

At the same time, she knew she had made the right decision to boot him out of her territory as quickly as possible, or else the results might have been pretty drastic.

Well, not like my daughter is any better.

Gabriel fought the urge to facepalm herself.

After all, while Nephtys was trying to look indifferent, the eagerness that was practically slapped all over her face was impossible for one to miss. If she had a tail, Gabriel was sure that it would be wagging so fast that it couldn't even be seen by ordinary eyes right now.

The two women were like little loyal puppies about to meet their long-gone owners.

How shameful!! Haiyaahhh!

Her smile was bitter but still, she was happy that they could be reunited with their loves. Of course… there was one thing she wanted to be sure of before opening the gate.

“Nefertiti… will you come back? Or is it time for farewell already?”

Nefertiti was surprised at suddenly being called. Her interactions with Gabriel had been few and far between. In fact, Gabriel made a point to generally avoid Nent's children. Nefertiti knew that it was because Gabriel was uncomfortable with the circumstances behind their births.

But in Nefertiti’s opinion, this was pure sophistry mixed with hypocrisy. Divine beasts had the ability to give birth through energy separation for the simple reason that they were weapons that needed to be created quickly.

Gabriel had given birth to children and grandchildren knowing that from the moment they were born, their Fate was to become weapons of mass destruction. Furthermore, none of those children ever had a choice in the matter.

In Nent's case, while she had her own selfish goals, she had at least given the option to her progeny. She had never imposed her beliefs on anyone, nor forced them to do anything.

If the two were evil, at least Nent was a lesser evil, in her opinion.

Hiding the distaste from her voice and expression, Nefertiti gave a succinct answer, “It will depend on my Lord's will.”

Nefertiti made no plan in hiding who she considered as her Lord and it was certainly not Gabriel nor even the goddesses.

“Haha…” All Gabriel could do was give a dry laugh at the clear-cut response.

Seriously. Did he use some kind of mind manipulation power on her?

This went well past the level of creepiness into the territory of a full-blown brainwashing. What she had seen in Nefertiti's room had been rather disturbing and shocking, to say the least. It was always the quiet ones who were the most dangerous.

Since she could feel the distance Nefertiti was putting by drawing a line on the sand, Gabriel did not insist on continuing the conversation. She understood very well that their relationship was not that close. This was very common in the astral realm between the divine beasts. Gabriel was one of the better ones, but not by much, it seemed. Such was the cruel fate of these realms.
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With Anubis present, no matter how bold Sol was, he could not flirt with Isis as he had done so for the first half of their flight toward the realm portal. Anubis might be an open-minded father and pretty free-minded in general, but there were still limits one shouldn’t cross when it came to in-laws. After all, one shouldn’t reach out and crave for a mile after being given merely an inch.

With the teasing part of their journey now behind them, the three of them flew faster toward their destination, far faster than if only Sol and Isis were present in the journey. The place they were heading to was the very same island where Sol, Isis, Nent, and Sheherazade had first landed.

Reaching the island, Sol couldn’t help but look at the surroundings with a nostalgic bout of emotions brimming inside of him.

It had only been a few months since he entered the dragon territory, but it felt way longer to him, as though an eternity had stretched between that time and the present. He couldn't believe just how much change had happened in such a small span of time.

Be it in terms of skills, power, mindset, and even knowledge – the difference between the two was so great, so very incomparable that it was laughable, to say the least.

Were all those changes positive? Were all of them good for his future?

Sol could not really give out an answer to this question as he was now. Still, there was one thing of which he was absolutely sure. He was growing and changing with each possible moment, and he did not wish to stop this process in the slightest. His mind was thoroughly sculpted by his experiences, the good and also the bad, and he wished to have more such experiences in order to better understand the world he was part of in this life.

“It really takes you back, right?”

Sol wasn’t the only one reminiscing about the past. No matter what, this place also held dear memories for Isis, too. That fateful day, she had taken her first step towards her independence and her own changes that helped in her further growth.

While her changes were undoubtedly to a degree lower compared to a powerhouse like Sol, Isis considered the maturity she had obtained throughout this short yet meaningful storm of events as a well-earned bonus for herself.

During this trip, she was able to firmly open her eyes to the world of the living, being able to better understand how that world worked and what part the people living inside it played in it. She was able to shed the spoiled princess aura that she once wielded that seemed to cling to her no matter what she did to remove it from herself.

More importantly, she had sealed the deal with Sol, becoming as much a part of him as he had become a part of her.

Her hand grasped Sol's almost unconsciously, as though it belonged there in the first place. Her sudden and bold action surprised Sol a great deal, to the point that he almost gawked at her. However, he did not intend to reject what she was giving to him, so he naturally grasped her hand with his own, responding back to her action and cementing the warmth between them.

“Indeed. It’s crazy how much and how little things have changed at the same time.”

Anubis, meanwhile, simply observed the flow of time and space around them. He had killed many people in his lifetime using the mastery he held over those two elements, and had a clear and concise knowledge about how they worked.

In fact, Anubis was thoroughly sure that the only ones who surpassed him in the domain of wielding those powers were Tiamat and Ambrosia.

After all, he had managed to steal a part of the afterlife for himself. This was no mean feat, no matter how you looked at it. The amount of knowledge necessary for pulling such a stunt was mind-boggling to anyone with the least bit of knowledge about the world.

But thanks to the library inside his Mind Palace, all that knowledge was at his fingertips to use at any moment he so wished. Then again, he had to kill many people to get that knowledge in the first place.

In no way was his current goal to steal a part of Tiamat’s territory for himself, that was for sure. It would be stupid of him to ruin the good relationship between them, and also hamper more and more relationships along the way. There was also the fact that she would most likely stop him even if he tried to do so. So he would have lost an ally and in turn few other relationships he had along the way for practically nothing.

He just wanted to observe and learn how to open large secret tunnels between two realms.

What if he connected his own world with one or two territories this way? With that in his hands, he would be able to visit home whenever he wanted to without wasting the time of his overworked undead.

“Well guys, it’s starting.”

Anubis wasn't the only one observing the process, Sol was doing the same with the same intentions in mind, only to a much higher degree.

While Sol's understanding of space was far lower than Anubis’, he had the innate advantage of possessing his own dimension, which would help him to decipher the laws around this place.

Anubis was like a scientist who observed how birds flew in the sky and came up with the idea to create a plane.

Sol, meanwhile, was the bird, itself trying to learn how to more efficiently do what he could naturally do with time.

One needed knowledge and understanding. The other only needed the intuition to kickstart his future powers.

The fabric of space and time on the island began to twist as the connection between two dimensions took place. A tunnel formed and a bluish-black gate, emanating an aura of nothingness, appeared as the connection was soon completed.

'This is…' Sol felt like sparks were going off in his brain as his understanding of the dimensional arts deepened just by observing the phenomena.

Becoming a Duke had truly changed many things for him, and the benefits were just starting to show. He was sure that he would slowly discover more and more of these benefits with enough time.

Once the portal was completely stabilized, all they could do now was wait for the people they were to meet.
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[Phoenix Realm]

“I guess this is it.” When the portal opened, Gabriel released a sigh of resignation. Why wouldn't she? There was no turning back now that the deed was finally done. She would have to face the consequences and pay for her decision.

How long has it been since I have seen her so happy, though? I've lost track of the time…

Gabriel smiled inwardly; she may have to sacrifice her pride, but she was no dragon. It was a cheap price for her to pay in exchange for the happiness of her daughter.

Perhaps I should try more in the future?

This feeling was something she liked. While Gabriel didn’t have to deal with the constant threat of rebellion and betrayal of her children like Tiamat, they weren’t exactly close either.

Because of her own shortcomings, she might have lost Nent forever. If not for the existence of Sol, perhaps she would have had to put down her daughter with her own hands.

It was a future she had never wished to witness, much less live through in this timeline…

“Thanks, Mother. Really, thank you so much.” Nephtys teared up slightly and hugged Gabriel tightly. Words couldn't express just how grateful she felt towards her.

“Oh? Why the sudden display of affection? I hope that this doesn’t mean you are about to get kidnapped again by that bastard.”

“Shut up and hug me back.”Nephtys laughed, perfectly understanding that Gabriel was just awkward and at a loss about what to say and finally simply did as she was told by her reckless daughter.

Standing on the side, Nefertiti only spared a glance at the display of affection before immediately losing interest.

While she was not particularly close to her biological parents, she had an okay relationship with them. Though truthfully speaking, her servants had been more parents to her than those who had given birth to her.

Had it been a few months ago, she might have watched this scene with faint jealousy, but now, she couldn’t care less. All she wanted was to traverse that accursed portal that was separating from her goal.

“Hahaha. Let’s go. From the way that girl is looking at us, I feel like she will snap soon.”

Nefertiti was surprised at those words and immediately bowed, “I am terribly sorry, I did not mean to show disrespect.”

Nefertiti couldn’t help but berate herself. Impatience was the enemy of success. What if she was forbidden from going through the portal?

Thankfully, her fear did not become a reality. As Gabriel knew that Nefertiti was not really in the best state of mind currently, she did not wish to dilly-dally any longer.

“Do not worry. All is forgiven.”

Finally, after one last hug and Nefertiti giving a bow of gratitude to Gabriel, the two phoenixes went through the portal.

Now alone, Gabriel sighed ruefully. It was a weird sensation. Three of her daughters had now left the realm. It felt a little lonely.

“Well, time to make my relationship with the youngest a little better.”

This would help in taking her mind away from the incoming humiliation.


Chapter 18


Love



[Dragon territory, First Heaven]

The first thought that went through her mind was the inevitable fact that… going through the portal was not a sensation she appreciated too much. It felt like she was being squeezed and stretched at the same time, time and space became momentarily meaningless to her. A moment became an eternity and the concept of distance had become nothing but an afterthought.

When she finally stepped on the other side of the portal, Nefertiti couldn't help but take a deep breath. All of her senses were cheering at the fact that she was finally back to reality.

She felt the fresh breeze of the sea, and heard the sound of the birds flying around, as well as the subtle ringing of the waning waves. For someone who had lived in a world of never-ending desert for as long as she could remember, those sensations were both odd and wonderful at the same time.

It was truly a confusing situation for her. A sense of oxymoronic feelings raced through her head.

At any other time she would have slowly deciphered those new sensations and fully analyzed them.

But right now…

Right here…

The moment her gaze landed on him, everything else lost its importance. Only he and he alone was left in her sights.

Nefertiti had dreamed of this very day for as long as she could remember, but now that she was here she was suddenly at a loss as to what to do.

What could she even do in this situation? How should she greet him? Was there a certain way to greet someone you've met after a long time?

She didn't know, nor could she think up anything suitable. Her mind was drawing a complete blank at this moment.

"I…" She opened her mouth, but was unable to speak her mind. But she soon realized that she didn't need to do any overthinking, nor did she need to say anything… He would do it for her.

"I am so happy to see you, Nefertiti."

She felt herself tightly ensnared in his embrace, unable and unwilling to move from that position.

She had never felt so much at ease as she did at this moment. That embrace, his loving words, those were enough to completely make all of her worries vanish into thin air.

This was truly a magical moment for her. The ones that were spoken of in fairy tales, and she was thoroughly relishing it.

While all of this was happening, Isis took a step back and observed Sol and Nefertiti briefly before gazing at the scene that was truly interesting to her: the reunion of her dear parents.

Anubis had been gone for many, many years, so the last time those two had been together had been quite long ago.

In a corner of her mind, Isis couldn't help but become worried about this sudden reunion of theirs. She couldn't help but wonder if her parents would still have the same intimacy that they once shared. After all, even the greatest love could fade away with time.

"My dear and beloved wife. You are as stunning and breath-taking as I remembered you to be. You haven't changed a bit."

Nephtys smiled. She knew very well that Anubis did not care about physical appearance in the slightest. What mattered to him was the beauty of the Soul itself. Something that was difficult to change for any being.

But even though she was happy to see her husband after so many years, wouldn't it be too easy if she simply accepted all of this?

Crossing her arms below her abundant chest, a movement that greatly offended Isis, by the way, Nephtys moved her head to the side. "You are very mistaken if you believe that just some sweet words are enough to compensate for the time you've been gone."

Isis cringed a little and, when she heard Sol approaching her with Nefertiti walking one step behind him, she couldn't help but mutter, "Is this how I sound usually?"

"Oh. You have no idea."

While they had tried to be quiet, there was no way Nephtys couldn't hear them.

"*Ahem*" Coughing a little to hide her embarrassment, she ignored Anubis who was giving her a cheeky smile, and instead approached Isis before giving her a hug.

"I am glad you are safe." Once they separated she looked her daughter up and down and nodded to herself.

She could sense that Isis was no longer chaste and the reason for that was standing right beside her.

Giving a look at Sol, Nephthys couldn't help but nod in admiration inwardly.

Such startling growth.

The young man who had struggled when facing two Duke-level bandits was no more.

"What should I call you now? Dragon Emperor or son-in-law?"

Sol shook his head, "The title of Dragon Emperor comes from a power that is not mine. Though it's quite a mouthful, I do like being called son-in-law."

Sol did not like people calling him Dragon Emperor that much. They had called him so because of what he had done during the war. But the problem was that all that was only possible thanks to that foreign Divine power.

This was a title he did not deserve yet. Furthermore he was not particularly interested in becoming the "Dragon Emperor." If he had to get a title, he wanted something that uniquely belonged to him.

Nephtys covered her mouth with the back of her hand as she chuckled. She was happy to see that despite his growth in power, his personality had not changed that much. He was still a proud but kind boy, with a good head on his shoulders.

Her daughter had found a good man.

She didn't know how long it would last, but at least it wouldn't be a problematic relationship.

"Well, I think we will leave the two of you be." Sol gave a nod at Anubis and Nephtys before taking Isis and Nefertiti by the hands and flying away.

"Hey! I also want to see my mom."

"Stop being a busybody. Let them have their time alone."

As the three of them sailed off, their voices still reached the two adults. Then as if remembering something, he turned around and shouted–

"Take your time. No need to go salute the Empress now. I will take care of it."

—Then left with a grin etched on his face.

Now alone, the atmosphere between the husband and wife solidified for a short instant. But the atmosphere broke pretty fast.

"I really like that boy. Hahaha!" Anubis laughed out loud, thankful for the opportunity to be alone with his wife.

Nephtys, though embarrassed by her earlier actions, felt much the same.

The two of them gazed deeply into each other's eyes, searching and hoping to find the same spark that had existed since the start of their relationship.

Neither was disappointed by what they saw.

"I am truly sorry." Anubis. The Necromancer King, Master of Death and one of the most powerful beings in existence, bowed his head with no reluctance on his face. His expression was contrite, with none of the earlier clowning.

"Why are you apologizing?"

"I did you wrong many times, and for that I am truly sorry."

"Will you stop your endless exploration if I ask you to do so?"

"Yes." Anubis did not even hesitate for even a single instant. His family was everything for him.

Anubis wanted to go home. But this was mostly nostalgia and obsession as well as a need to find the truth that was compelling him.

Keeping his head low, Anubis felt Nephtys' hands gently cupping his face and raising his head. When he looked up, he could see infinite love and compassion in her eyes. The same love that enchanted him once upon a time.

"Since when did my husband become such a doofus?" Nephtys gave a quiet laugh before putting her forehead against his. "The man I fell in love with is the incarnation of freedom itself. In the past, I was nothing but a bird trapped in a golden cage. But you were the one who freed me from it."

Nephtys could never forget what she felt while following Anubis through the many adventures they had in the astral realm.

Not everything was good, of course. They had their moments of dispute and doubts.

They sometimes faced nearly-impossible odds, and she had to face the cold eyes of her relatives when she came back with a baby from a necromancer.

Indeed. Her life had been filled with both hardship and delight. But compared to the time when she was nothing more than a soldier fighting for a cause she did not even understand, those days could only be called heaven.

This was why Nephtys had no regrets.

"You are the one who taught me what freedom truly is. There is no way I will become the chain that binds you."

"But…"

"No buts. You raised Isis into a fine woman with a clear set of values. You always took time to make it home. I never felt like I was abandoned." Her eyes became wet with tears, "You certainly are not a perfect husband or father, but no one can be perfect and I love both your good points and your flaws."

Anubis closed his eyes. It was in moments like this that he really felt like a scumbag. Rather than shouting or cursing, this quiet acceptance of his wife hurt him all the more. But it also made him realize how Nephthys and Isis were the best things that had ever happened to him.

'I am sorry for being such a bad husband.'

"Thank you."

'I am sorry for making you cry so much.'

"Truly, thank you for everything."

Once I find the truth, I promise that I will dedicate my whole life to make up for everything.

Thus Anubis solemnly swore inwardly, while gazing at his beloved wife.


Chapter 19


I am Nefertiti



While Anubis and Nephtys were laying bare their feelings for each other, closing the gaps that had naturally formed over the long years of absence and time apart, Isis, Nefertiti, and Sol were flying toward the Tower of Babel.

As a guest, it was imperative to salute or give your greetings to the realm’s host. This was the most basic form of respect after all, no matter which race's customs one might follow.

Sol had bragged about providing some time for Anubis and Nephtys but in reality, his help was completely unnecessary. After all, Anubis was at the same level as Tiamat in terms of power and authority, and his wife thus had no need to bow down to anyone or anything. She would still do so, as a representative of all the phoenixes, but there was no real hurry.

The same couldn't be said in the case of Nefertiti, however.

Nefertiti had no great authority or power attached in her name, nor was she the representative of anything noteworthy. She was practically a nobody, so to speak. She didn’t even need to salute and exchange greetings with Tiamat— for the simple reason that she was simply unworthy to be standing directly in front of the Dragon Empress.

At most, she would have to exchange greetings with the Dragon Queen, Kiyohime, or perhaps only her daughter Aqua for that matter, as she didn't even have the authority to request time from the Dragon Queen, as some would obnoxiously point out.

Greeting either of Kiyohime or Aqua would have been more befitting of her status as being the close relative of Gabriel, the divine beast of Chastity.

But there was one small thing that changed the whole equation altogether.

She was Sol’s woman. One of his loved ones.

While Sol was definitely not at the same level as Anubis, being miles apart from him in both power and status, he was still Tiamat's beloved grandson. Therefore, he needed to have Nefertiti at least exchange the usual greetings with his Tiamat for courtesy's sake. He was also hoping for them to meet each other and form a bond, no matter how light and superficial that may be.

It would be nice if Tiamat liked his women and was on good terms with them, but he would be satisfied with just her knowing and acknowledging them at the very least.

Moreover, it wasn’t just Nefertiti who needed the meeting with her for the exchange of greetings.

While he was journeying with Isis, Sol had realized that he had yet to go to Tiamat with the necromancer of the phoenix race in tow with him and introduce her formally to the Empress of Dragons.

He was absolutely certain that, for a person such as Tiamat – these kinds of niceties might simply be a waste of her valuable time. But he was not really doing it for her. He was going through this troublesome scenario for his two adorable girls.

In one way or another, Tiamat was the only direct relative who can also be called a guardian or parent figure that was alive in this world. So he at least wished to have her blessing, being the person who represented his father and mother. As weird as it may seem, that was what he desired.

“Did you truly have to take me away with you? I wanted to spend some more time with my parents. It's not every day that I get to be with both of them together, you know.” Isis couldn't help but complain as she kept looking back behind her time and time again. She had been curious about what would happen between Anubis and Nephtys, and was dying to witness the long-awaited reunion between two people whom she loved and cared for in this world.

“I mean… If you are so curious about your parents having sex, I can certainly send you back.”

“....What?” Isis froze for a while, not understanding what Sol meant. But then her reaction was also a shock to him.

“Seriously?” He turned around and looked at her incredulously. “Your parents haven’t seen each other for years. What do you think they will do after getting such an opportunity? Hold hands and sing a love song or something?”

“Hah…” Isis was speechless and reality just struck her like a barrelling truck. She remembered what she felt when she became one with Sol. Indeed, if she was deprived of such a feeling for years, she would certainly want to get everything paid back to her with interest.

“Pfft!” On the side, Nefertiti chortled a little but hurriedly covered her mouth, “I am truly sorry.”

“Apologizing makes it even worse!” Isis blushed and flames covered her wings before she accelerated and left a trail of holy flames in her wake, leaving Nefertiti alone with Sol.

Sol was not surprised by Isis' reaction. For all her bluster, she was a girl with a thin skin who would get embarrassed very easily. Sol found it incredibly cute and endearing, since even when she was embarrassed, Isis rarely used needless violence.

Gazing back at Nefertiti, a small smile formed on his mouth . He wasn’t even actively using his Eye of Akasha, but he could see one incredibly pink-and-red thread tying her to him. The string seemed so robust that Sol wondered if it was even possible to cut it when he had the power of an absolute demigod.

I wonder what I will see when I take a look at Camelia and Milia.

That was a rather frightening thought..

“You seem uneasy.”

Nefertiti was startled when she felt a hand on her face. “My lord…”

“It seems like we need to have a talk. But this can wait. For now, let’s hurry before Isis throws another tantrum.”

“Very well.” She was about to accelerate when she felt a hand around her waist taking her in a princess carry and then flying forward far faster than she could have ever hoped to with her own powers.

Feeling the warmth of his body gently enveloping her whole being, Nefertiti released a sigh of contentment. Her mind was stabler than it had been for the last few weeks, and now she could really feel like she was herself.

“By the way. I do not know if I already said this, but I missed you a lot. I am happy to see you.” Despite the rushing cold wind of the sea, Sol’s voice perfectly reached her ears and her heart.

She could now feel that all this wait had been truly worth it. Of course, back in the corner of her mind, there was this voice whispering to her that she was nothing to him but a mere sex toy. That even this pitiful place of hers that she held in his heart and mind would soon be taken away. After all, she was neither blind nor deaf. It was easy to see that Sol and Isis' intimacy had long since gone past the level of friendship, and Nephtys' words had confirmed the truth.

At the end of the day, the one Sol chose to form a contract with was not her but Isis. As for her, she was nothing more than a gift given to him by Nent. This was where her value started and unfortunately also stopped.

Nothing more. Nothing less. As cruel and disheartening as that fact may be.
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After catching up to Isis, the rest of the flight till their destination point of the great Tower was pretty uneventful. This came from the fact that while Isis could be a handful at times, she was not so careless that she was unable to notice the somber mood that hung between Sol and Nefertiti, though this atmosphere seemed to mainly originate from Nefertiti rather than being a concentrated aura converging from both as a pair.

Isis had never been particularly close to Nefertiti during all her time in the phoenix realm. The two of them were from different factions and while they weren't enemies, they were in no way friends, either. So, keeping tabs with her was never in either of their priorities.

However, Isis knew for a fact that this circumstance was bound to change now that they had fallen in love with the same man.

I am joining a harem, after all.

Isis didn't believe for a single second that a group of strong and independent women – she had no doubt about that fact about all of Sol's women – could all equally enjoy the love of a single man with no conflicts and only happiness and cooperation.

Time was a precious resource and the larger the harem became, the less time Sol would be able to provide or allot to everyone involved. He could do nothing about this: his hands were tied when it came to this problem.

There were also the thoughts of future children that would surely come with enough passing of time. Isis had been at the helm of the underworld alongside Anubis for a long time and she knew very well how merciless the battle for succession or power could be.

The saving grace here was the knowledge that only a Blessed, chosen by the goddess of Sin, could become a crown prince or princess, and her children would obviously become the ruler of the underworld one way or another.

Succession wasn't really a problem in this case, but one could never know of the unpredictable future. Throughout history, siblings had killed each other for far less.

Simple pettiness for the others could turn into an all-consuming jealousy for not being the better or more lucky of the lot. This, in turn, would surely lead to a deadly feud that could threaten to harm the very foundation of the family.

This was why she needed a companion, or rather companions. Like-minded girls who would join her to create a faction to not yield to the others.

Me, Nent and Nefertiti. Perhaps we can also put Kiyohime into the mix? What should we be called? The phoenix faction? Though with Kiyohime present, that seems unfair. Then perhaps we could be the astral realm faction? Seems good enough, I guess…

She giggled at the thought, gathering strange gazes from both Nefertiti and Sol. Sol couldn't help but think if the girl had gone cuckoo from anger, but was quick to dismiss that thought and focus more on the journey ahead.
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At the speed they were traveling, undoubtedly high due to all of them being at the Duke realm, it did not take long to reach the Tower. Sol was honestly becoming pretty tired of traveling all this distance. Perhaps he should ask for the authority to directly enter the different Heavens as he wished from his Tiamat ? He did not know if Tiamat would grant him this request, but it was definitely worth giving a try at the very least.

"So this is the Tower of Babel, huh?" Nefertiti muttered, great curiosity brimming in those enchanting eyes of hers. The Tower was a striking monument that went far above, directly piercing the clouds in the sky, seemingly without an end.

"You knew about it?" Isis exclaimed in wonder.

"Indeed. Since I knew we would come here, I decided to explore the history and customs of this territory in order to not make a fool of myself."

"Seriously? You are quite studious. I didn't study anything. It was quite interesting to have Kiyohime tell us the story and the history of this realm."

Isis laughed a little in embarrassment. She realized that she had been quite carefree when coming to a territory about which she knew nothing.

"I’m sorry, but not everyone has a powerful father or mother who makes us more important than we can ever hope to be."

The atmosphere suddenly froze solid. Chilliness permeated in the air due to the phoenix girl's sudden remark. Nefertiti's words, dripping with utmost bitterness, surprised both Isis and Sol quite a bit.

But the one that was the most surprised among them all was none other than Nefertiti herself. She couldn't believe that she said something like that out loud.

"I… I am terribly sorry. I…"

The poor girl was utterly lost as to what to do. She wanted to apologize, wanted to say that she did not mean what she said, but she did not want to lie about the true feelings brewing in her heart.

Nefertiti was truly envious of Isis.

While she was never mistreated nor forced to do anything, there was no lying that she was not born from love or anything of the like. She was not even born for war. She was simply the result of the machinations of one woman who had a very selfish goal. She was one of the many pawns, simply a means to an end.

From the moment of her birth, she had been assigned to a single role and while she had the choice to reject it, there was not much else she could do with her life, either.

Unlike her, Isis was born from two powerful parents who loved each other while receiving the blessing, albeit slightly unwillingly, of Gabriel.

Some phoenixes might despise or even hate Isis, but there was absolutely nothing they could do to her. After all, even without her parents supporting her, she was still stronger and more-talented than all of them combined. Another trait she received due to her heritage and parents.

No matter how one looked, at least on the surface, Isis’s life seemed to be far more beautiful than hers.

Nefertiti knew it was an illusion. The pasture was always greener on the other side after all. She knew Isis didn't have some idyllic, perfect life. There was bound to be a moment or a string of moments she hated. Moments she regretted with all her being and her fair share of pain and suffering.

No one had a perfect life. But knowing this did not stop her from being envious.

Using reason and logic to fight against envy and jealousy was the most laughable and useless thing to do in the world. They were fierce and ugly feelings that burrowed deep in the heart and once they took root, gradually polluted it until there was nothing left but darkness.

It was a slippery path that could lead to a point of no return if one did not act fast. She knew all that. But it changed nothing. In the end, all she could do was hang her head down in shame.

Why am I being like this?

Tears were forming at the corner of her eyes. She did not wish to act like this. At least not in front of Sol. She did not wish to show her ugly and petty self. Her beauty was all she was worth to anyone and she hoped that she could at least stay as the most beautiful in his eyes.

But now…

Isis, far from being angry, gave an awkward laugh instead, "Well, there is no need to apologize. It was indeed careless of me to not do research to at least know what kind of place this was."

She did not wish for the atmosphere to deteriorate further.

“Well, shall we go?”

The door of the elevator opened and Sol entered, not commenting on anything.

The two women gave a look at Sol, but he was surprisingly impassive and his face a mask of indifference. So all they could do was follow him and enter as well.

Nefertiti had been focusing on keeping her tears from spilling out and was at least partially successful. Though, there was no hiding how her eyes had reddened due to her emotions.

Isis wondered if the space in this elevator had always been so small. The atmosphere was slightly suffocating as Sol continued to stay silent.

Isis opened her mouth, but one look from Sol made her shut up immediately.

It was the first time Sol had looked like this in front of her. She could tell that he was well and truly pissed. She couldn’t help but feel a little wronged.

Why the hell am I also getting punished?

Still, she did not wish to take the fall for whatever was about to happen now.

Nefertiti was feeling even worse. She felt like a criminal walking toward her just execution. She knew very well that she was the cause of Sol’s current mood.

Is this it? Will he give up on me?

Such negative feelings kept forming in her head, causing her to feel like she was about to suffocate from all the anxiety. It was the first time Nefertiti realized that breathing was such a hard thing to do.

But, unlike what Isis and Nefertiti were thinking, Sol was not angry at any of them. He was more angry at himself.

I have been too careless.

A harem. It was the dream of many men. At least, if it was a fully-functioning one where everything remained in idyllic harmony.

That was but a fool's dream. In reality, a harem was not such a beautiful thing.

The women in his harem were not robots devoid of emotions, who would smile no matter what he did. They had their own thoughts, goals and feelings, like any other being capable of reasoning.

Sol couldn’t help but berate himself for not thinking more deeply about how Nefertiti must have felt when he took Isis and Nent here, and left her all alone in the phoenix realm. He could not imagine how she must have felt, but one did not need to be a genius to know that it must have been truly a bitter and awful feeling.

Even then, Nefertiti did her best to show a happy face.

Sol remembered what happened when he asked her to come with him to the Dragon realm. Back then, Nefertiti had refused, claiming that she would only be a burden and wished to become more useful.

Sol had picked up her feelings of inferiority but, after being around many independent women, he had simply nodded and did not pursue further. He had thought he was respecting Nefertiti's goals and ambitions.

That was a mistake on his part. A mistake that had reared its ugly mouth at this moment.

I shouldn’t deal with all my women as if they were the same.

It didn’t take long for them to reach their destination.

“Girls, let’s go. Later, we will talk about what happened a few moments ago.”

No one was perfect. Mistakes would always happen. The most important thing was to rectify them before it was too late.
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When the ding of the elevator resounded, Isis looked up silently toward Sol as he spoke, "Tiamat probably already knows what happened earlier, but it doesn't really matter. She will not intrude on my personal matters…”

Sol stopped there, not speaking for a beat, before shaking his head with a wry smile etched on his face, “Well she might tease me or mock me a bit here and there, but I doubt she would do such things in front of you. In the end, all you need to do is pay your respects to her and your job is done."

Sol suddenly felt like he was some Chinese Emperor who was going to greet and have an exchange of subtleties with the Empress Dowager, his concubines in tow. It didn’t help much that Tiamat's style of clothes looked to be Chinese in origin as well.

My bad habit of escaping reality when there are problems is rearing its head right now.

Sol scoffed at this stupid habit of his and discarded all stray thoughts from his mind. Then he held their hands and began to walk forward, his voice noticeably warmer than before, "Nefertiti, later you will present your apology to Isis. No matter what, you had no right to speak to her as you did, so it's important that you apologize."

"Sol, it isn't really a problem, I…"

"Do not interrupt me, please."

Isis wanted to speak some more but held her tongue when she heard Sol's words. She could see that Sol was giving her a pleading gaze.

<<Let me take care of this, please.>>

Isis was a little startled at the voice that suddenly sounded inside her mind. However, since she was used to communicating with Sheherazade, she recovered quickly. She didn’t want to show an outward reaction so Nefertiti wouldn’t think they were acting strangely.

<<If you want to talk, just focus.>>

<<I...Sol…>>

It didn’t take long for Isis to figure it out, and she was soon able to perfectly send out her thoughts..

<<Since when can you do something like this?>>

<<I explored the limits of our contract. As long as the distance isn't too far between us, I can discuss things like this with you. But we can speak about that later.>>

For divine beasts, such simple multitasking was easier than breathing. So the two of them were able to converse and walk at the same time without having any trouble or it feeling unnatural.

<<I won't keep this up for long. You just need to understand that I’ve got everything figured out. I will take care of Nefertiti myself.>>

<<Very well. I will not insist in that case.>>

What else could she say after he spoke like that? She wasn't close enough to Nefertiti to put up a fuss. Furthermore, she didn't wish to get on his bad side by pissing him off for no reason. So, the only logical thing remaining was to agree with him.

<<I am sorry for having reacted so coldly earlier, and thank you for not beginning a dispute with Nefertiti despite her slight towards you. I can't begin to say how grateful I am because of that.>>

Isis was not a pushover who would take an insult laying down. The only reason she didn't explode when Nefertiti had spoken like that was that Isis could feel the difference between true malice and simple jealousy or loss of control.

Nefertiti was clearly in the latter category. At least, that was the case till now. You never knew what jealousy would turn into malice, after all…
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When they finally reached the large door that separated them from Tiamat's throne room, Sol knocked on it lightly, even though he knew he didn’t need to.

“We are about to enter. Please don’t forget to turn off any kind of force field you may have on.”

Once bitten, twice shy. Sol had no problem facing her passive gravity, but he doubted Isis could do so, much less Nefertiti.

Nefertiti was already feeling pretty down. There was no need to make it worse by destroying any self-esteem she still might have left inside her.

Silence greeted him for a few seconds before Tiamat’s voice finally reached him, “There was no such thing in the first place, though.”

“Haha, indeed, I totally believe you.” Sol's lips were pulled into a boyish grin as he pushed the gate open.

All this while, Nefertiti was watching in awe, nearly forgetting how upset she had been a few moments before.

This was the Dragon Empress. The strongest demi-god alive on the side of Order — most likely the strongest one ever to walk on either side — and Sol was talking and even joking around with such an existence?

Most people would say that it was normal since Sol was Tiamat's grandson, but Nefertiti knew firsthand that being part of the family didn’t mean particularly much when it came to divine beasts.

When she finally took a step in the throne room, Nefertiti gulped deeply and the only thing that stopped her from making a fool of herself was the fact that she refused to cause humiliation to Sol.

Plainly spoken, Tiamat was scary.

It didn't matter what she looked like. At the moment, Nefertiti could feel with all her being that all that it would take was one thought for her to be erased completely.

Isis was faring a little better, but this was simply because she was used to being in the underworld. Still, she had to admit that from the little she could see, Tiamat was worthy of her reputation as the strongest of the divine beasts.

She averted her eyes, unwilling to gaze deeply into the soul of that monster.

Tiamat had waist-length hair as black as the darkness itself. The top of her hair was tied up with an intricate gold hairpin, with a pale blue tassel hanging from one end. Her right eye was of a deep gold, while her left eye was covered by a red eyepatch. Golden dragon-shaped earrings were dangling from her earlobes.

This time, rather than her usual qipao, Tiamat was wearing an intricate black-and-white imperial dress. The dress was quite skimpy, not reaching past her upper thighs; in fact it barely covered them. The long-sleeved, off-shoulder dress revealed much of her cleavage. To add a final touch, a dark-colored robe, clasped at her neck, flitted over her back and went past her dress to reach her feet.

Finally, unlike the first time Sol had met her, her beautiful legs were not unprotected, as she wore a pair of white stockings and traditional sandals. Her dressing sense became a mix of regality added with elegance but still paired with her usual sexiness.

Tiamat was a beautiful and enticing woman, without a shred of doubt.

But there were very few people in this world who would focus on her beauty. The regal aura she emanated, even when she tried to contain it, was simply too overpowering for the vast majority to focus upon her appearance.

Of course, our dear brazen boy was without a doubt one of those people.

When the three approached, both Nefertiti and Isis bowed deeply in respect, almost instinctively so. This was the normal reaction. The simple fact that they did not keel over in fright was already a testament of their strength.

But Sol was different. Even if she actually used her aura to overpower him consciously, there was no way he would be cowed by her.

"You changed your look? For what occasion?"

Tiamat shrugged playfully, and raised her hands, "Since you are bringing your women to me, I decided to look a little more serious. What do you think?"

"Please, even if you walked around naked, people would still worship you without daring to take a look."

"Sigh — that's true. I guess I am simply too powerful for mere mortals."

"Bragging, I see. Still, I can assure you that your clothes clearly make you look like an evil but enchanting Empress."

"I will cut out everything except the ‘beautiful Empress’ part, thanks for the compliment."

Like this, the banter between the two continued for a short while before she finally took a look at Isis and Nefertiti.

"Isis, is it? I did not have the occasion to talk with you until now. But I heard you showed off quite a bit on the battlefield. Great job."

"Your words are too kind." Isis humbly accepted the praises, but inside she was jubilant. After all, how many people could brag that they had been praised by the Dragon Empress?

"As for you…"

Tiamat looked up and down at Nefertiti before nodding, "Gabriel told me that you obtained your true name recently. I must admit that I am pretty impressed."

The true name was the first step towards obtaining the power of a King.

At this rate, the phoenixes would have two more King-ranked beings.

The importance of a King-rank did not need to be stated. They were strategic-class weapons, whose presence could determine the flow of an entire battlefield.

Then again, it doesn't really matter, since these two are with Sol.

Her grandson was truly surprising. It seemed like his best talent wasn't dimensional magic, but rather picking up talented girls with some slight mental problems.

"Well…Since you are here, I can't really let you go like this, right?" Tiamat pondered for a moment, "Yes, let's do this."

She snapped her hand and pointed at the two girls.

"I will give you both access to one of my lairs. There you may take any two treasures of your choice."

She looked down at them with the smile that only a grandma who wanted to spoil someone could give.

[image: ]


When Tiamat spoke with that regal voice of hers, both Isis and Nefertiti were elated beyond words.

It wasn’t because of the treasure, to be exact. Isis could obtain all the riches in the world if she so wished. And despite being lower-ranked than Isis, Nefertiti was still a very important figure in the phoenix realm.

What made them happy was the fact that Tiamat, a dragon— the Dragon Empress herself — was willing to part with some of her treasures just for them. And they were given the choice of choosing whatever they wanted. This was a great show of favor, no matter how one looked at it.

In a way, Tiamat was showing that she had wholeheartedly accepted them as being part of her family. That was certainly a great feeling to have. The two young phoenixes both agreed on that part.

“You have chosen some fine women, my beloved grandson. I am very happy with them, if I do say so myself.”

Tiamat offered them a wan smile as she praised both Isis and Nefertiti wholeheartedly. But Sol knew for a fact that the praise she was giving them was neither for their appearance nor for anything along those lines, as one may think. This praise was directed towards the influence they could wield, both for themselves and for him.

One could even say that, through them and also through Nent, Sol had a nearly-unmatched influence on the phoenix realm itself.

When adding Kiyohime into the mix, Sol also had great control over the dragon realm as well.

Tiamat could see that Sol readily understood the meaning behind her praise, and couldn't help but laugh inwardly at the brains of her cheeky grandson. It was really funny how, even without his own unprecedented power, Sol had enough influence to overturn worlds without any problem through his women and the subsequent connections alone.

All of this was possible simply by using the power of the women in relationship with him alone. He was the Casanova that all would-be Casanovas could worship as their god.

Should I say, as expected of Luxuria’s Blessed? Seems about right…

She chuckled slightly at that thoroughly amusing thought before shifting her focus to both Nefertiti and Isis.

Truth be told, she cared neither for them nor their influence or allegiance in the slightest. The fact that Isis was Anubis’ daughter did not matter in the least in her mind. She just wasn't that sort of person.

The most thatTiamat could get out of this relationship would be if she lent some power or a hand to Isis, and inadvertently make Anubis owe her a debt or two if needed.

But when they had entered her chambers with Sol, they weren’t introduced as someone's daughter or the relative of a mighty being; rather their only identity was as Sol’s women.

This was a totally different matter altogether.

This was perhaps only the second time Tiamat was able to play the role of a mother-in-law and this time she was dead-set on wanting to do it right. She was going to do her all to keep things in the best shape possible.

She would be very sad if her typically indifferent attitude chased away her beloved grandson, Sol.

“So Sol, what do you plan to do later on? A ceremony or some sort?”

Sol was taken aback by her words and he could suddenly feel two hot gazes latched on his back, searing him with their intensity. There was no need to mention where those gazes originated.

He threw a look full of bitterness toward Tiamat for bringing up this sensitive issue at this moment, but he still chose to think about it carefully.

He had never really thought about conducting an official marriage ceremony. This was a mistake on his part.

But, in his defense, the reason for not thinking about it was simply because he didn’t think a ceremony was particularly important to prove his love or his relationships. But this was what he was thinking alone. In all his thoughts he had forgotten to include a very important outlook…

What about the girls? What did they want? Were they the same as him in their stance about the ceremony or not?

Sol thought back to those in the mortal realm. He didn’t know for the others, but he was sure that Medea would be ecstatic at the idea of an official ceremony and a marriage. This would wash away all her shame and redeem her image in the eyes of history. She would also be able to talk proudly about her relationship, and wouldn’t have to hide like a criminal anymore.

From the searing hot gazes on his back, he could sense that both Isis and Nefertiti would also be overjoyed at this idea.

But the more he thought about it, the greater his headache developed into a full-blown migraine.

Should he marry all of them at the same time or separately?

Where should the marriage happen?

What title would he give them?

So many small and big questions that needed to be taken into account.

A normal marriage was enough to make a groom go crazy because of all the things he had to take into account.

What about ten or more marriages?

Ugh… Is this my retribution for creating a harem?

Sol wasn’t the only one deep in thought.

Isis didn’t want a wedding per se. But she would be happy to have one. She knew that divine beasts weren’t really into such traditions, but she hated how her mother had to live in shame for a long while because of her relationship with Anubis.

She wanted to realize the dream her mother was never able to realize. Get married to the man she loved under the blessing of her family — if possible everyone she loved and cared for.

Meanwhile, Nefertiti was simply uneasy, wondering if she was worthy of receiving such a grace.

In the end, while there were many doubts in his mind, Sol refused to disappoint the two girls behind him as well as the many who would hold the same expectations.

"I will hold a ceremony."

Tiamat kept a smile on her face as she looked at Sol's troubled sustenance. Messing around with Sol was really fun, after all. She was beginning to like it. Of course, there was a time for playing around and a time for getting serious.

"Sol, how long do you plan to stay?"

"I do not know exactly but as soon as I am completely rested and healed, I will visit Tartarus one last time, then I will go back to the mortal realm."

"I see…" Her finger tapped her armrest rhythmically, her mind rapidly spinning some thoughts before she spoke out.

"First, since you are officially a prince of the dragon race, you should visit the elf kingdom. I believe they will be great allies for you."

Sol looked up, "You do know the elves and humans are bitter enemies, right?"

Tiamat tilted her head, "I was pretty sure the humans were bitter enemies with all races except angels."

"Well… Dwarves aren't our enemies either."

"That's because dwarves only care about money. They would sell their own parents for money, and many have done so throughout history." Tiamat casually revealed some gruesome secrets whilst she was grumbling under her breath.

She couldn't believe that despite the sin of greed existing, her side was the one with the greatest amount of traitors. It seemed absurd to say the least. But pride had always been the worst of all sins, so she didn't voice her complaints about that matter.

"Either way, do not worry. The past grievances between elves and humans are only really remembered by some old elves, and even so…"

Tiamat had a confident expression, "With your current status, it does not matter."

"You do know that one of the Wings of Freedom is an elf, right? An elf that hates dragons."

"So?"

"So I am basically one hundred percent sure that the moment I set foot in the country of elves, that man will appear."

"Oh? Did you foresee this perhaps?"

"I cannot foresee, I follow the thread of destiny. And no, I didn't follow the thread to come to this conclusion. I am just used to the fickle bullshit that is my life already."

Fate was fickle, and what would be more interesting than the prince of a dragon race fighting against the man who hates dragons?

"Are there any demi-gods alive in the elf races currently?"

Tiamat shook her head. "None currently. Though, I remember there was one who could have become one. Sadly, her road was destroyed after a fight."

Sol was suddenly interested, "What happened?"

Tiamat smiled mischievously, "She fought against Ambrosia's daughters and she was utterly crushed."

"Ah…"

"By the way, this happened during the era of your ancestor, Jupiter. When Lustburg was expanding."

Sol groaned inwardly, "...and I suppose that one is still alive?"

"Hahaha! Not only is she still alive but… she is also the current Queen of the elves. Her name is Satella. Satella Superbia."

Tiamat, of course, did not remember the name of a failure like this for nothing. She had just been expecting the birth of a new mortal demi-god. So her disappointment was equal to her expectations.

"...Fuck…" Sol could only curse vehemently. If before he had any doubts, now there was none. Without a shred of doubt, some bullshit would happen the moment he set foot in the country of the elves.

Sol had discovered early on about this fact— the law of Fate seemed to follow a system of narratives. Those suspicions of his were confirmed when he was able to peer into Fate itself through his divine weapon.

This was how he had been able to twist the threads of Fate around him and Nihil to establish a new fate under the Rule of Three.

<<Deus Ex Machina>> could make the impossible possible at its peak form, but Sol had only been able to make an event with ‘an extremely low possibility’ become a ‘certainty’ through his ability.

This was perhaps because his Zone was not assisted by any Kingly name, or because the power of a demi-god was still lacking in some aspects to reach the ultimate form of his Zone.

Either way, Sol was sure that the moment he set foot in Southern Pride, he would be pulled into a new narrative. In fact, he might have already been pulled in one already.

How it ended would depend on him.

When his thoughts reached this point, Sol couldn’t help but recall the green-haired witch, Persephone, the Witch of Life. For that woman, life was nothing but a never-ending story.

It seemed that she had been right all along. Her view of life had been the closest to the truth of Fate and the core secrets of this world.

Well, this will be fun.

After he was done dealing with the pressing matters of Lustburg that needed his attention, he would visit a country full of half-naked beautiful elves who would worship him. That might be pretty fun, all things considered.

So what if he had to deal with a King-ranked criminal who might attack him, as well as a King-ranked elf queen who could have transcended if she hadn’t fought his lovers?

Worst-case scenario, he would just flee. No… He wouldn’t flee. He would just make a tactical retreat.

Those were two very different concepts.

This was the greatest advantage of being a dimensional mage, and Sol had no problem fleei…retreating in the face of danger.

“Well, this will definitely be fun.”

Tiamat laughed, glee covering her majestic face, “In fact, I hope those bastards appear. We currently cannot find them but if they dare to appear in Southern Pride, I can have Kiyohime or Fafnir descend and help you, just in case.”

Since the dawn of the new era, the rules binding divine beasts to their realms were pretty strict.

Divine Beasts at the demi-god level could not normally descend into the mortal realm. If they did, they had to have their full strength sealed through a rather painful process. Descending in such a situation was basically begging to get assassinated. The only demigods she knew who dared to descend despite this rule were Asmodeus and that nine-tailed fox under the virtue of Patience, Tamamo no Mae.

It was nuts how those two crazy bastards did all that to have children.

Asmodeus at least had a relationship with Echidna, another demi-god. But that crazy fox went and fell in love with a pure mortal, giving birth to the one who would later become the Supreme Daughter of Patientia in Wratharis — Inari Kiku Patientia.

For divine beasts below the demi-god level, they had permission to descend but could not leave the confines of their territory in the mortal realm.

Dragons could only move in Southern Pride, phoenixes could only move inside Lustburg, so on and so forth…

This was the rule.

To change this rule, it was necessary to ask for the permission of the Beast of Sin ruling the area in which they wanted to move. If divine beasts below the demi-god level wanted to enter Southern Pride, they needed the permission of Tiamat. If they wanted to enter Lustburg, they needed the permission of Asmodeus.

The only exception to this rule were third-generation divine beasts like Sol, who could move as they wished.

Tiamat's hand tightened on her armchair at the mere thought of Asmodeus.

While she was asleep, Kiyohime and Fafnir had wanted to descend and take Sol to Southern Pride, so that he could be raised by dragons. But Asmodeus had refused them passage.

In hindsight, this was the best decision possible. She didn’t know how Sol would have turned out if he had been raised by dragons from the start in a country that would basically worship him.

There was also the fact that Asmodeus was most likely just following the orders of Luxuria.

Still, this didn’t abate her wish to at least punch him once in the face.

“Also, you need to understand that outside of those under a contract like Isis, divine beasts from the astral realm can never participate in a war in the mortal world.”

This was an absolute rule with no exception and in fact, was applied to all beings from the astral realm. This was pretty normal. After all, in the mortal realm, reaching the Duke-rank was an exploit, while King-ranked were basically unheard of outside of the Blessed.

If citizens from the astral realm could participate in the war below, then things would get complicated very fast.

“I understand. Either way, I did not plan to ask for help. Even Isis cannot participate in the war. Or if she does, she can’t do so as a necromancer.”

Despite how backward the mortal world seemed, there were many conventions put in place to avoid needless massacre. For example, a King-ranked being could not directly participate in a war or attack ground soldiers, and necromancers were not allowed on the battlefield.

Sol found those conventions to be bullshit, but he also understood the necessity. Without those rules, what stopped a King-rank like Lilith from entering the city and massacring people?

Without those rules, what would stop angels or dwarves from using their weapons of large-scale destruction?

There were also the demons, whose country was filled with necromancers just waiting for someone to break the rule first.

Sol did not wish for Lustburg to become the enemy of all the other countries. He did not yet have the power to face them all. Of course, once he did…

Well, that would be another matter.

In the end, conquering the world seemed like a pain. Simply imagining the amount of paperwork that would fall on his lap made him shiver in fright.

Standing behind Sol, Nefertiti hated how she felt slightly happy at the thought that Isis would not be able to be much of an assistance in the war. She realized once again how ugly jealousy was. And how ugly her inner self had become.

“Well, I guess I said everything I needed to. Come visit me alone at a later date. Now though, I think you have to attend to your own matters.”

Nefertiti took a sharp breath. For an instant, she had felt Tiamat's gaze on her. She couldn’t help but feel her heart constrict at the thought of what would happen next with Sol.

“Very well. This was indeed a delightful and insightful discussion.” Sol gave a bitter smile as he felt the heartbeat of Nefertiti accelerate. He had been keeping track of her condition all this while and he realized that he really needed to act.

“Let’s go.”

Isis and Nefertiti both bowed to Tiamat once again before following Sol out.

But just as he reached the door, he felt Isis pulling at his shirt, with a frantic expression on her face.

What is…Ah.

He turned back to her. “Sorry. Before I go, you must already know this, but I think Nephtys won't be coming to greet you anytime soon.”

Tiamat waved her hand dismissively with a smirk, “I honestly do not care. The price Gabriel will pay for their entry is more than enough to satisfy me and not care for such courtesies.”

“Huh? What did she have to pay?”

“Well… let’s say it’s a little secret for now. Though perhaps I might inform you of it later. Now go. I wish to rest.”

With a wave of her hand, Sol, Isis, and Nefertiti found themselves back in the Eighth Heaven, on Kiyohime’s island. More precisely, in Sol’s room.

Sol was incredibly puzzled about what kind of secret this transaction might be. But now he had more pressing matters to attend to.

“Nefertiti, I think we need to talk.”

Nefertiti never heard more frightening words in her life. From the Duke level onwards, the thinking speed of an individual was equal to that of a very powerful supercomputer. This was even more the case for divine beasts or beings of their level and beyond.

Normally, this ability was a godsend, something extremely necessary to fight during high-speed battles that approached or even went beyond the speed of light. Even in everyday life, the ability to think faster was without a shred of doubt a very useful thing, as it would generally let you have more reaction time for practically anything.

But recently, Nefertiti realized just how cursed this natural ability of hers could be in certain situations, such as the one in which she currently found herself. She dreaded it to no end.

Sol’s face was the epitome of calmness and his voice was as soothing as she remembered it to be. His eyes held a concerned light as he gazed at her visage. His gaze suggested he was looking at a pitiful child.

The more he acted like this, the more worried Nefertiti became inwardly and it almost peeled into reality through her bodily reactions. Her heart began to beat so fast that it felt like it would leap out of her chest at any moment. She felt a lump in her throat that almost made her suffocate like never before.

Ever since she came into this territory, worry and self-doubt had suddenly become her best friends and life-long companions of ill fortunes.

What did he want to say? What should she do? Would he abandon her? Would he ask her to apologize to Isis?

Hundreds of thousands of suffocating thoughts stormed in her mind at lightning speed, drawing different harrowing scenarios, each more somber and bleak than the previous one.

Nefertiti was currently swimming in a swamp full of negativity that almost made her lose her mind. The more she tried to walk out of that swamp, the deeper she sank and the light in her eyes slowly dimmed into nothingness.

“Why are you thinking so much?”

She was brought back to reality as she felt a warm hand on the back of her head. Looking up, her eyes wet with tears, Nefertiti could see Sol giving her a wry smile before he gently hugged her in his embrace.

Isis, standing on the side, gave a warm smile at the sight before walking out of the room to give them some space. She could have stayed, but unlike Nefertiti, Isis had no doubt about her place in Sol's heart. Her talk with him was in no way urgent and she could afford to wait a little more.

Well, I should visit Sheherazade in the meantime.

Her little fairy friend had been asleep all this while. Her wounds were healed, but she stayed in repose, digesting the gains and evolution she had obtained.

The last time Isis visited the fairy, a cocoon had entirely covered her whole frame. Isis couldn’t help but wonder what her friend would transform into once she came out.
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Even though Isis left, Nefertiti noticed nothing, her eyes still glued on Sol, waiting for the salvation of her broken spirit.

“I have been thinking about our relationship, you know?” Sol spoke as he led her toward a chair for her to sit. Nefertiti only sat once he gestured to her to do so.

This made Sol reaffirm the conclusion he came to.

Sol had been thinking about how he should go about his relationship with Nefertiti. The mistake he made initially was treating her the same as he did his other women. No matter how broken women like Medea, Milia, or Camelia were, it did not change the fact that they had their own independence. They knew what they wanted and while they may not act on it, they did not need someone to control them.

Camelia, for example, was a pure masochist but it did not mean she really saw Sol as her master. She was very independent and did not need anyone to take care of her. In fact, since she had helped in raising him, Camelia still sometimes saw him as a naive child.

But Nefertiti was different. If Camelia was a masochist, then Nefertiti was a pure submissive. She took no particular enjoyment from pain or humiliation like Camelia. What she wanted, what she needed, was someone to give her orders. To guide her to a goal she could follow.

She took solace in the position of not thinking about her life and leaving everything to someone else. In the past, the one who took care of everything for her was Nent and now, it was his turn.

How could he have missed this crucial trait of hers?

But thankfully, it wasn't too late. He simply needed to make things right.

"I will ask questions and you will answer me honestly." Sol ordered quietly and once he saw her nod, he began.

"Tell me, what do you want?" Nefertiti closed her eyes for a short instant as she thought back to everything she felt during his absence.

"I wanted to see you. I saw your face in each and every mirror, even the wind at night reminded me of your breath, making me unable to fall asleep."

Those days had been pure torture for her and even as she trained, she could never get rid of the sensation that something was missing in her life.

Sol continued, unperturbed. He was well intent on finishing this in the best way possible.

"Tell me, what am I to you?"

Her eyes shone with clear fervor as she knelt down and took his hand in hers, "My soul and heart yearn only for you, my eyes see only you, my lips feel the breath filled with your warm love, my hair remembers your hands. My hands, my clothes, everything you touched… All the things I did with you made me flounder in the valley of joy."

"Do you resent me, do you hate me?"

"How could I!?" Nefertiti's eyes widened as if this was the greatest blasphemy possible for her. "I love you more than anything in this world. You are the master of my breath. My everything belongs to you to do as you wish."

This was the moment of truth. Once he took this step, there would be no turning back.

"Then...will you put your life in my hands?" The Eye of Akasha opened on his forehead and Sol's Zone activated. "Before you speak, know that I am currently weaving our fate together. As long as you do not resist, your life will be tied to mine; one thought from me would kill you."

Sol was more serious than he had ever been, "Even then, will you still give your everything to me?"

Sol was using a seal similar to the one that linked him with Camelia; it had been placed on him by the goddesses back then, mixed with a slave seal used in Lustburg. The result was pretty frightening. Like with the Rule of Three, to use this he needed a prior narrative.

He had expected that it would take some energy, but the feelings of servitude Nefertiti had towards him were so overwhelmingly powerful that it felt like the thread of fate was literally begging him to tie her to him.

When Nefertiti saw Sol's shining hand, what she felt was neither fear nor anxiety, but only a deep sense of relief. "There is no hesitation in my heart."

"Very well."

Nefertiti could not see it, but she could hear the rustling of chains covering her body and the sound of a key closing a lock. Around her neck appeared what looked like a pink choker, with a heart-shaped locket with a keyhole drawn on it.

With this done… Nefertiti now belonged to him.

Of course, should anything happen to him, nothing would happen to her. But she didn't need to know that.

Taking her by the hand, Sol brought her towards a big mirror on the wall. "Take a look."

Nefertiti was transfixed on her appearance and her hand pressed her neck, feeling the mark as it slowly vanished. "This is the mark that dictates that you belong to me and no one else. That you are mine for eternity."

Nefertiti could only watch in disbelief. "Now that you belong to me, you do not need to fear being abandoned. I am a greedy dragon that will never give up on what is mine, after all."

"My Lord…" Nefertiti was ready to cry from the overwhelming joy she was feeling right now. Never had she been so happy to be alive.

"Good girl." Sol patted her head, as if calming down a small pet. "But you see…" His hand trailed down, "You need to be punished."

"I will accept any punishment, my Lord."


Chapter 20


Good Talks are Necessary



After an emotional moment with Nefertiti, Sol had seriously considered ending the night with him inside her.

But in the end, he decided against this. Nefertiti was now his slave in both mind and body, and he knew that she would only feel no dissatisfaction even if he was to abuse her.

But he wanted to treat her right, not abuse her. After all, being a submissive didn’t mean you wished to be treated like shit. A pet didn’t need abuse. It needed as much care and love as any other living being.

Of course, Sol didn’t really know yet all the kinks Nefertiti might have. He wouldn’t make the mistake of once again assuming without at least trying to understand her better.

Well, there is also the fact that she fell asleep.

Sol looked down at the sleeping Nefertiti with a smile full of love.

As a divine beast of the Duke rank, the need for sleeping was extremely small for them. The fact that Nefertiti collapsed like this showed just how stressed and tired her mind must have been. He couldn’t even begin to fathom the level of emotional pain she must have gone through because of him, and he would make sure that she never had to go through such pain again.

I will need to slowly heal the wound in her heart.

He let out a long sigh as he shed the calm and coolness he had shown while speaking to her.

Sol was truly not used to acting like this towards his women. He always wanted to treat them like the princesses they were, and bring them warmth and happiness.

Initially Sol planned to directly apologize to Nefertiti, but then came the problem.

Apologize for what exactly?

Apologizing for leaving her in the phoenix realm?

For not signing a contract with her?

For not understanding her sooner?

He didn't know.

He was lost and could simply do what was the best possible at any given moment. After all, at the end of the day, the experience Sol had was simply too shallow.

In front of his women, he needed to show a strong front to give them confidence. But inwardly, he knew very well that he was still fumbling and trying to find his way. He had been lucky until and this led him to arrogantly believe he could easily understand them all. This arrogance and lack of foresight were what hurt Nefertiti this time.

I am sorry. I promise I will do better.

Sol caressed Nefertiti’s hair, careful not to wake her up.

He might be wrong, but he believed that what Nefertiti needed was a clear set of directions to appease the fears deep in her heart. Now that this was done, he would slowly give her all the sweetness in the world.

The time they lost could never be brought back, but they could make better and more meaningful memories later on.

And Sol had learned a valuable lesson.

He would not repeat the same mistake.

I wonder if I could use my power for something like this.

Sol seriously contemplated trying to find the answer through his Zone. After all, he could find the ‘best path to victory.’

This didn’t necessarily need to be a battle, right?

But he discarded this thought. It would be cheap and would cheapen his feelings for the girls as well. Cheating in a fight was perfectly normal. Not so much in a relationship.

Thinking like this, Sol stood up after putting a blanket over Nefertiti.

There was someone else he might have hurt because of his negligence. He needed to act to right his wrong.
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While Sol and Nefertiti were now resting after their emotional talk, Isis was walking in the garden. She liked the atmosphere and she wanted to think a little more about her current situation.

Soon, she would go live in the mortal realm with Sol.

The good news was that since Anubis was a mortal demi-god and Nephtys was a phoenix, the two of them would be able to visit her in Lustburg.

Sheherazade was not a divine beast, so as long as there was a portal available, it shouldn’t create any problems for her to visit as well. She would have to verify this with Sol later just in case.

I wonder how life will be there?

She had never visited the mortal realm. For one she knew that the flow of time there was constant, unlike the flow in the astral realm, which changed constantly. She also knew that the structure of space was different and the relative amount of mana was far lower.

In short, it would be like going to a backward village after having lived in a castle her whole life.

Isis chortled at this thought, intent on sharing it with Sol later on. She was dying to see what face he would make, though she was sure that he would retaliate fiercely.

After all, she never won any of their arguments.

Perhaps I should take lessons in rhetoric?

Bantering with Sol was always fun and while she never won, Sol never went too far, always staying within the margins of what she could take. It was a little infuriating in a way how good he was with words. Then again, it was a necessary skill for a king and a womanizer.

“You seem to be in a good mood.”

Isis looked up and saw Nent, walking with a bottle of wine and two glasses in her hands.

“Well, I was about to drink a little. Care to share with me?”

Isis hesitated a little. The two of them had never really been all that close, but then, remembering her goal of creating a faction, she decided that a drink wasn’t so bad.

It wasn’t like alcohol could make her drunk.

At least, this was what she thought.

She was wrong.

How?

Isis discovered a new sensation. One she had absolutely never come close to feeling in her entire life. The feeling of being completely wasted. And she hated it. The loss of control was simply awful. As a divine beast, she was used to having absolute control over her thoughts and body.

Even when she was fighting a hard battle while controlling an army of undead, she was still stable. But now she was feeling a slight buzz and her mind became so slow she felt like she became stupid.

Do mortals really like this sensation?

How the hell did she become drunk in the first place?

Alcohol was considered a form of poison by the systems of divine beasts, and as such was automatically purged. Even deadly poison could hardly go past their defense, much less some weak alcohol that barely registered as poison. As such they could not get drunk.

Sitting face-to-face with Isis, Nent let out a chuckle as she gulped the contents of her glass in one go. She had warned Isis to be careful, but the girl hadn’t listened. Nent was more than happy to let her face the consequences of her disregard.

"I made a deal with Hydra once. He created a special kind of poison that temporarily weakens the immune systems of divine beasts, and allows the alcohol to infiltrate their blood. Sadly, this wine never went into large-scale production."

Neither Nent nor Hydra were crazy. The wine was indeed good for consumption and Nent was sure that it would have been the best of the best. For people as old as them, there were very few things they hadn’t tried. So a new feeling such as ‘becoming drunk’ would have been a great interest to everyone.

Nent was sure that with this she could have brought enough money for the phoenixes to become very rich, even if she had to split the interest with Hydra. Sadly, the two of them had to fight over their greed and close down the factory. This wine could never be sold.

The wine itself was absolutely safe. Hydra was a true master in this domain and knew how to handle poison. But the effects of lowering the defense of the immune system were simply too dangerous. It was a moment of weakness few could afford.

There was also the fact that divine beasts were already dangerous enough when sober. So one could imagine the dangers when drunk. What would happen if a king-ranked monster went into a drunk frenzy and destroyed an entire kingdom?

Neither Hydra nor Nent wished for something like this to happen. So outside of the initial batch, there was no more of this alcohol.

“Why…Why do you drink something like this?” Isis groaned as she felt her eyes grow heavy. Her speech was a little slurred and she had a hard time putting her thoughts into words.

“Why?” Nent looked down at the crimson in the bottle with a smile. “I guess because I want to feel drunk.”

Her voice was calm but the smile on her face could not hide her sadness. Nent had not been able to close her eyes for the last few days.

It was simply too much for her.

I killed him.

She was of course thinking about Drei, or rather, Hansel.

The truth of the matter was that while she fought him, Hansel had chosen to explode himself, and was then stopped by Anubis. She had in no way killed him. But this did not matter. During the war, she had made a choice and it was to end the life, or unlife, of her old friend.

Did she regret it? Not at all. She knew that it was something necessary. The world that Drei wished to create could never see the light. So she acted and so she turned her back on her best friend.

I never thought it would hurt so much.

Nent could not sleep. Whenever she tried to, Hansel and Gretel would appear in her dream, asking her why she betrayed them at the moment when they had needed her the most.

So she decided to drown herself in alcohol.

How pitiful.

Nent was not so weak that she would let this keep her down. She was sure that she would be able to handle this sooner or later. She just needed more time.

Perhaps a century or two will be enough? Two centuries seems like quite a long time.

You will see. One day you will realize that a century is nothing but a moment in our long life.

Nent looked up as Sol approached and sat next to the now-sleeping Isis. She had lost the battle.

He looked at the bottle with suspicion and it didn’t take long for him to understand what was happening.

“Is she drunk?”

“Dead drunk. She even forgot that she could simply purify the alcohol with her holy flame.” Nent chuckle,.cClearly lightly buzzed as well but she was still in total control of her mind.

“You tricked her.”

“No, I told her the consequences. I just wanted a partner to drink with. Drinking alone is pretty sad, you know.” She simply shrugged.

“Why did you not call me?”

“Heh… So the Dragon Emperor finally has time for poor little me? I am so honored I could cry. Hahaha.”

Silence stretched between them. One that was finally broken by Sol, as he took the half-filled glass of Isis.

“You are drunk.”

“Indeed I am.”

“Then let’s get drunk together, shall we?”

“....Why not?” Under the light of the stars, a beautiful woman gave a lonely smile as she lifted her glass. But she did not drink everything in one go like before and simply sipped on it. At the end of the day, she did not wish to act so uncouth in front of him.

“So, why did you grace me with your presence?”

Sol ignored the sarcasm behind her words and nursed his drink. The slight buzz was something he quite relished, as it slightly reminded him of his year as a university student.

“Nefertiti and Neptys are here.”

“I know. But what does it matter to me?” Nent was unusually blunt now that she was drunk. The usual Nent had the habit of hiding her thoughts behind her words and actions, making it so you could never really guess what she was thinking.

So Isis is the sleeping type while Nent is the type that speaks words she would regret later.

“Nefertiti is your granddaughter.”

“Heh… Sol, after living with us for a few months now, you should have realized it clearly, right? The weight of the thing called ‘family’ is very small for us divine beasts. We only act based on what interests us the most. We may create them but we have no blood connection and only flimsy relationships.

“The same goes for you. Were you not this talented, Tiamat would have never given you the time of the day. So, do not talk about family, please. That is simply worthless.”

Sol nodded, in no way enraged by her words for they were the truth. In fact, he found this situation highly interesting.

I wonder how she will act when she purges the alcohol from her system and remembers her conversation now.

This would certainly be a sight to behold.

[image: ]


The wine in the bottle continued to diminish as the two downed glass after glass. The drinking session was relatively silent, as Nent was mainly focusing on brooding and washing away her sadness.

The more she drank, the hazier her gaze became and she could even feel herself going back to a time when everything was easier.

She always wondered what could have been if she had appeared sooner in Lustburg and saved Hansel and Gretel before they were executed.

She knew it wasn’t her fault even then. The flow of time between the two worlds was not constant and she could not stay there for long for no reason, or just to fool around.

She also had her own duties to perform and it was impossible for her to be at a different place at the same moment.

But regrets were called so because of all the ‘What Ifs’.

What if she had paid more attention when they began to develop their theories?

What if she had made sure that they completely settled in the phoenix territory rather than stay in the mortal realm?

There were so many possibilities. So many ways it could have gone better. All of this would have been possible if only she paid more attention and had been more careful.

But all those IF were useless. The reality could not be changed. She had lost her friend not once but twice. She had also let him down twice. Once by failing to save them, and the second time by ruthlessly deciding to not stand on his side.

How hurt he must have been! She could see that Hansel had the complete belief that she would take his side, and she shattered that belief without hesitation.

All because of a boy she barely knew.

Hahaha, how pathetic.

Now here she was, drinking her sorrow like a pitiful loser. She was drinking in order to forget. But the more she drank, the more she remembered, and the more she remembered the more she wished to forget. This created a vicious cycle that she had difficulty escaping.

But…did she even want to escape?

When the bottle was finally empty, Nent peered down at her glass before looking suspiciously at Sol. “Did you cheat?”

She could see that despite being lightly buzzed, Sol showed no sign of being drunk. This was pretty surprising, as even one drink was enough for one to see stars usually.

The perfect proof of this was Isis, who was sleeping so soundly that it looked like she wouldn’t wake up even if there was an earthquake. Even Nent was feeling completely drunk.

“Would I tell you if I was?”

Nent was startled before nodding, “Indeed, cheaters like you are sly bastards who act as if they know everything and never show their hands.”

“Haha. Well, honestly thought, I didn’t ‘cheat’, as you put it. The poison Hydra put in this is most likely unable to go past my defense. That, or I am just a natural at drinking."

“Oh my. This is pretty surprising. Let’s drink to that!”

At this level, she didn't even know why she was drinking, she simply wanted to drink even more.

She moved to take another bottle but a hand from Sol stopped her. “It might be cliche to say this, but being drunk won’t change anything. When you wake up, reality will still be as shitty.”

“You say this as you snatch the bottle from me and are already filling another glass for yourself — seriously?”

Nent was baffled at Sol’s shameless attitude just now and complained rightfully, but Sol smirked and ignored her complaints.

“You drink to forget your pain. Uselessly trying to flee from your sad reality. As for me, I am only drinking because I like the taste. We are not the same.”

Nent massaged her eyebrows with a tired expression. His words were beginning to affect her inebriated mind, and not in a good way.

“You are truly good at spewing bullshit.”

“I am good at spewing the truth, you mean.”

“So you believe you have all the answers!?” She looked up fiercely at Sol and even shouted a little, something the sober Nent would have never done.

Ohoh, I really wish I could record everything and show it to her when she is sober.

It was interesting to see her lose her usually stellar control like this and this helped him better understand her.

He knew very well that alcohol always made one show their ugly side. As such, he did not become angry no matter what she said, and simply listened,

“I do not have all the answers. I am not omniscient, you see. Still, I search for them like any other one, and one piece of wisdom I learned is that alcohol when consumed in excess is dangerous and brings you absolutely nothing but more misery.”

It was of course not the health aspect that was the problem but the mental one. Sol knew how devastating alcohol addiction or any kind of addiction for that matter, could become. Currently, Nent was numbing the feeling of loss by drowning herself in alcohol.

She might think that she was strong enough. That she would stand up eventually and she may be right. Perhaps Sol was underestimating her mental strength. Perhaps he was worrying for nothing and using his human standards on Nent.

In the first place, did divine beasts even produce the exact same kind of chemical reaction as humans? Could they become addicted? What could addiction even do to them? He doubted it would affect her health and that she could become sober at any moment using her holy flame.

So indeed. He was most likely worrying for nothing.

But…Why take the risk?

Should I push her buttons?

He wanted a more explosive response from her. Only then could he make sure she could snap out of it.

“You know…You look pretty pathetic right now.”

He thought he might need more. But those words, more than anything, resonated strongly with that Nent had realized herself and this pushed her past her limit.

“What do you know!?”

They said that nothing hurt more than the truth, and they were right.

Thunder rumbled as Nent grabbed Sol by the throat, moving so fast they were already a few hundreds meters away from the table.

Her eyes shone with fury and resentment as she looked at him, “Who the hell do you think you are!? Your whole life is a blessed one, nearly free of all pain. Everything works out for you, no matter what you do. So what the hell do you even know about loss!? Nothing — you know absolutely nothing!”

Nent shouted as she raised Sol high with one hand, lightning flowing out of her body and her grip strengthening.

At the end of the day, she was still a King, one of the oldest and most powerful kings; the difference in raw power and skill between her and Sol was simply that high.

Still, even as she held onto his throat, even as she completely overpowered him when she looked up and held his gaze, she could see no fear nor pain, only a sense of disappointment.

“So you decided that resorting to violence was the answer.”

By using <<Whisper>>, despite his throat being partially blocked, Sol was still able to convey his words perfectly.

As if realizing what she had just done, Nent hurriedly released her grip, dropping Sol and turning away from him.

She was so ashamed of herself — she couldn’t believe that she had lost control of herself like this, and had even struck him. All the alcohol in her system had been immediately purged by her outrage.

“I guess you are sober now?”

Sol calmly rearranged his clothes. The flow of the conversation had been completely in his hands from the start, and now was time to strike while the iron was hot.

Sol had no experience in dealing with such a situation. And for that reason, he decided to use a rather forceful method from the get-go. His goal had been to make her snap out of her delirious state and he had succeeded in that endeavor. Now he needed to steer this narrative in a way that would give him even more advantage over her.

As if totally unfazed by what happened earlier, Sol approached Nent, who flinched when he placed his hand on her shoulder.

She was still scared by her earlier outburst and realized once again that not commercializing this drink might have been one of the most-sensible decisions she had ever made in her life. The results otherwise would have been very dangerous for the world as a whole.

She was brought back to the ensuing reality by Sol's words. She was surprised by how calm and unfazed he was by this whole situation. She even wondered if she had dreamed the whole thing in a drunken haze, but the smell of ozone and petrichor in the air made her perfectly understand that this was indeed reality— a reality she dreaded.

“I personally know nothing about loss. Nor can I understand what you might be feeling.” This was the truth. After all, Mars and Blaze had meant very little to him. He might feel a little sorry for their demise — they were his parents at the end of the day — but it was hard to really feel invested in them.

Furthermore, thanks to Skuld's assistance, he did not have to go through the same pain as his other self. He was able to change the future and walk a new path. A path toward true happiness.

Surely, he was the least-qualified to talk about loss with Nent. He was so unqualified that it was even hypocritical of him to do so.

But… what of it?

Sol always knew that he was a hypocritical bastard whose best strength was none other than his sophistry and his self-confidence that had no place to exist when talking with people who lived for so much longer and experienced so much more than him. It was a long-winded thought process that led to the conclusion that he was nothing but a sanctimonious ingrate.

However, if he had to walk a path filled with lies and hypocrisy that was completely essential in order to protect their hearts, he would gladly continue to do so with no hesitation whatsoever.

“I knew you would not really hurt me.”

He was partially lying. He indeed knew that Nent would not really hurt him, even if under the control of alcohol. But even if she wanted to harm him, there was nothing she could have done.

By simply entering his dimension, he could make it so she could not even catch him, much less hurt him. By partially phasing, he could become intangible and escape her grasp. By using dimensional encroachment, he could have created an infinite distance between the two of them, completely reducing her speed advantage to null. By simply shouting ‘Help!’ he was sure that Tiamat would have struck Nent down immediately before she could even make a single move.

Hell, even if she killed him, he could simply come back to life using Nirvana.

There were so many possible ways for him to get out of this mess, that it was simply laughable. This made him realize once again just how much of a cockroach he had become.

A truly and completely sober Nent would have realized that he was never at any risk.

Sadly, in her current state, Nent did not have the mental capacity to proceed with all that information. This was the sad thing with alcohol. When drunk, even someone as quick-witted and smart as she was would see her overall mental capacity drop tremendously…

Of course, this was to his advantage since it made his shock therapy much more effective.

“Sol… I am sorry… I…I shouldn’t have…”

Nent was so shocked that all she could do was mumble and try to form complete sentences but fail inevitably. Her incoherent words were stopped by a gentle kiss from him.

Their kiss lasted a few seconds before he hugged her tightly against his chest. It was impossible to guess that such a human body could hold so much power.

“Do you remember the deal we made back then?”

Her head against his chest, Nent could feel the powerful beating of his heart, the rhythm of which caused her own heart to slowly calm down as it synchronized with him.

Feeling her change in mental state, he continued unhurriedly. “On that night. The two of us struck a deal. We are more than simple lovers. Our relationship goes beyond the pleasures of the flesh. We are partners in crime who decided to stand and fight together. Was I wrong to think like that?”

Sol's words contained a strength so compelling that all Nent could do was listen.

“I do not know your pain. I cannot understand you and I am sorry I cannot give you comforting words. After all, Drei might have been a friend for you, but he was simply an enemy to me.”

Sol had no love for Drei, merely hatred. The man had killed one of Milia's few friends and used his body as a puppet to infiltrate Lustburg. There was simply no way he could feel any kind of sadness at the situation.

“Even then, the Nent I know is a strong woman who refused to give up and walked her own road even though she was continually despised for it.”

The road Nent took was not one that could be accepted by many and Sol could never personally accept it.

Still, there was a strength and reason to it. Despair and pain might have changed her forever, but the proud phoenix decided to not fall down without punching back.

“Mourn your loss all you want. Cry all your heart out. But…please, do not show such a despondent sight to me ever again.”

Sol respected and even admired the version of Nent who, with her cold pragmatism, continued to walk unhindered. Anubis might say that her soul was filthy back then, but there was a strength to it like no other.

This was why seeing her so down was even more unacceptable.

I am sorry for being so harsh.

Sol couldn’t help but smile bitterly at his own words.

“If you wish to share your pain, I will always be there for you. I do not know much, and I may not necessarily be able to give you the best advice. But I will always have a shoulder for you to cry on and lend you an ear to listen to all your fear and worries.”

I am really trash.

Moments like this made him hate himself all the more. Even though he was supposed to be focusing on comforting her, he was also using a godsent occasion to tie her even more to him. To become an anchor and make her so dependent on him that she would never let go of him or even think about it.


Chapter 21


At Least I am Not the Smallest



When Isis’s consciousness began to rise on the surface, the first thing she did was scan her surroundings with all her senses. Her eyes promptly flew open when she realized where she was.

What the hell happened?

Looking around, she immediately recognized Sol’s bedroom in Kiyohime’s castle. How could she not? After all, it was here that she lost her virginity.

But this wasn’t what shocked her. Outside the fact that she had completely passed out, what really startled her was the fact that she was lying down on the bed with two other women she recognized very well.

Nefertiti and Nent?

She groaned as she tried to remember exactly what the hell might have happened. She remembered leaving Nefertiti alone with Sol so that they could sort out their relationship. Then she wanted to relax in the garden, but she bumped into Nent, who proceeded to invite her to a drink.

She had followed her and then… nothing. Total Blackout.

Just what the hell was in that wine?

The good thing was that she felt no hangover headache or discomfort. So she could at least think properly.

Her movement seemed to have stirred the other two from their sleep and soon, the three phoenixes gazed at each other in silence, unsure about what to do or say.

In the end, Nent was the first one to sigh and stand up from the bed.

“Shall we take a bath together?”

Neither Isis nor Nefertiti had reasons to refuse.

[image: ]


Oh my goddess, you crazy bitch!

As Sol had predicted, now that the drunken haze had completely left Nent, all she wanted to do was to scream and punch her past self before completely vaporizing her.

Nent had never so much cursed her perfect memory, as she could remember absolutely everything that had happened. From her outspoken and bitter words, her pathetic display, and her outburst before finally being treated like a child by a man that did not even have a hundredth of her age.

This wasn’t just humiliating. It went way past that level.

Still, even as she berated herself inwardly, she couldn’t hide the smidgen of happiness that was blooming deep in her heart.

I have really softened too much.

Nent was not stupid. With her mind working perfectly, she could understand that Sol had never been in any danger from the start. She had simply walked into the trap he had sprung on her as he played her like a fiddle.

A normal woman might have been offended. But all Nent felt was admiration. She had really underestimated how Sol would act once he was focused on a goal.

She was also happy. Since Hansel had died, Nent was under the impression that she was now all alone in the world. That there was no one left that would care for her.

Her relationship with her mother was not the best. She did not particularly like her sisters, and they were more akin to business partners. She had destroyed so much with Kiyohime that it was impossible to even hope for their relationship to come close to what it was before she fucked up everything.

Nent had been alone, sad, scared, and besieged by guilt. This was why she had decided to resort to alcohol. She didn’t want to become addicted. In fact, no matter how powerful Hydra poison was, it was impossible to make her addicted. Even if he did create such a poison and used it on her, she simply had to die once and come back with Nirvana to be back to normal. This was what it means to be a phoenix.

Still, while she couldn’t get addicted, she knew that she was fleeing from reality by trying to numb her mind.

But now, after the discussion with Sol, she was still sad and besieged with guilt. Those feelings might never completely vanish. After all, guilt had been her constant companion for 700 years.

Still, she did not feel scared or alone anymore.

She knew that even if the situation was bleak, there was one shoulder on which she could lean on and cry without hesitation.

The boy really went a long way.

It was always so fascinating to see how people with mortal minds could change so much in such a short period of time. The Sol with whom she had made a deal back then and the one she talked with yesterday were the same men, but at the same time so much different.

She truly appreciated his growth.
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When they reached the bath, the three of them realized that the water was still cold. The heating system had yet to be activated since there was basically no one present in the castle currently.

“Allow me.” Nefertiti did not let this bother her as she crouched down, and put a hand in the water. Soon, steam began to rise as the water began to boil.

“This should be more than enough.”

Nent narrowed her eyes slightly with a sigh. “You have control over heat.”

Phoenixes were elemental creatures, with the majority of them being related to fire. But the power to control and manipulate heat itself was different from simply controlling fire. It wasn’t so much a unique power but even out of the four King-ranked phoenixes, only she and Nephtys could completely control heat as they wished.

Her talent has increased — is it because of her True Name?

Nent realized she needed to examine her granddaughter's progress. After all, the fact that Nefertiti even had a name was not normal. Nent realized that her experiment alone shouldn’t have yielded such a great result.

“I trained a little more during your absence.”

Nent tilted her head in confusion. How weird.

In the past, she could always feel a certain feeling of respect and reverence toward her in Nefertiti's voices and actions. But now, while the respect was still present, she could feel none of the reverence she was used to.

“Good work.” Isis ignored the discussion between the two as she dipped a toe into the bath.

Her heat resistance was vastly lower than that of normal phoenixes. This had always been a source of problems for her life in the desert. Walking out under the light of more than one sun was not funny.

“Oh my. This is perfect.” As such, she was happy to see that it was just the right temperature for her.

“Thanks!” Nefertiti nodded to Isis before lowering her head and entering the bath. She was still a little uncomfortable because of her earlier words to Isis, even though the girl had done nothing wrong.

She wanted to apologize, but she didn’t know if it was the right moment to do so.

I should ask my lord later.

Once Nefertiti realized that she did not have to think too hard about this and only had to accept her punishment and follow orders, her mind immediately relaxed. This was such a bliss.

Like this, three phoenixes entered a hot bath.

Nefertiti and Isis gazed at the body of Nent with slight envy before looking down at their own. Their only source of comfort was that the two of them weren’t so different. Nent was simply an outlier.

It was their loss if they got upset because of this.

Silence lingered for a while between the three as they tried to relax. They knew very well that bathing was just a pretext. The true discussion was about to take place. A discussion that would decide how things would go between them.

But it was then, “Oh my! What a coincidence~!Would the three of you be able to accommodate two more?”

The three phoenixes turned toward the door as two new people intruded. One pink-skinned girl was accompanied by a blue-haired one.

A smiling Skuld and a slightly uncomfortable and frowning Kiyohime.

From the way Skuld was holding and pulling Kiyohime forward, it was clear that Kiyohime was not particularly willing to be there.

But she still accepted to follow the small titan.

The awkward atmosphere grew even more so when the two of them entered the bath. Though, once Nefertiti and Isis gazed at Skuld and Kiyohime, the confidence that had dimmed in their eyes came back in full throttle.

At least I am not the smallest.

This thought flew by in their mind at the same moment.
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Five women were in the bath at the same time, each of them beautiful in their own unique ways.

All of them had their own characteristics and personalities, and were powerful enough to destroy mountains or entire continents. Some of them could change the fate of an entire territory with just one word, and others were beautiful enough to make everyone fall for them with a single gesture of goodwill.

The atmosphere was awkward, but the two who felt it the most were undoubtedly Nent and Kiyohime.

The first reason for their awkwardness was that the two of them had been avoiding each other for some time already. While their relationship was somewhat more cordial, the wounds Nent had inflicted on Kiyohime could simply never heal, no matter how long it may take — maybe nothing would change throughout their lifetimes.

No matter how you tried to repair it, a broken plate would never go back to its normal state. Nent understood that, if not for the existence of Sol, Kiyohime would simply hate her down to her very bones. Now, at least, she tried to hold herself back and bare with her so she had no complaints.

The second reason for their awkwardness was definitely the small pink-skinned ball of chaos that was humming as she swam in the bath with no cares in the world.

At first glance, she merely seemed like a cute girl with an exotic skin color. But all of them knew that behind this face was a dangerous titaness who once stood on the side of chaos.

In a way, it was incredible how obtuse this titaness was, but for Kiyohime and Nent, who actually fought her kind since the day they were born, they couldn’t help but feel tense in her mere presence.

The only reason they were not being outright hostile was that they knew that one of the reasons the war went so well was because of the intel that this titaness had given them.

“Why is everyone so silent?I thought you wanted to talk.” Finally, as if she had enough fun already, Skuld swam back to them with a cryptic smile.

“We would have. But your arrival surprised us.”

“Heh…” Skuld looked Nent up and down.

Meeting people who should have died is always so fun.

Skuld let out a girlish laugh, hiding her dark thoughts behind her cute mask.

“Well, I divined that you guys were going to have a talk and I thought, why not bring the full team together?”

She then proceeded to reach a corner and hoisted herself out of the water before sitting on the marble floor. Her skin, still glistening with droplets of water, was a lustrous sight through and through.

“You guys may already know, but my name is Skuld. I am one of the Norns and also someone who betrayed the side of Chaos. But I am sure all of this doesn’t matter, right? Hahaha, the most important thing is that…I am Sol’s woman. Just like the rest of you here. It's my utmost joy to be able to meet all of you.”

Skuld came out strong right from the start, unwilling to waste any time with any misleading talks, “I already know most of you. Nent, Isis, Kiyohime, and…”

All three of them should have died during the fight against chaos; knowing that they were alive thanks to her gave her a sense of superiority. But the real reason why she was here was different.

Her smile stretched further when her gaze landed on the last one, “You must be Nefertiti.”

Nefertiti tilted her head in confusion when she saw the obvious goodwill brimming in Skuld’s eyes. This was the first time the two of them ever met, so this left her pretty confused.

“Oh. Do not mind me. I am just happy to see someone so devoted to Sol.”

Skuld briefed her with a partial truth. Actually, she herself did not know why she was happy to see Nefertiti, for the simple reason that the girl did not exist in her memories.

This could only mean two things.

Either the girl died in some ditch or…

“Heh…Well, should we focus on the present? I am sure most of you must have realized it by now, but we will be stuck together for a long time. Wouldn’t it be better if all of us were on friendly terms? Or at least be each other's allies?”

“Sigh. I was wondering why you pulled me here, but I see that this is just a waste of my time. I will go now.” Kiyohime began to climb out of the bath.

Skuld shrugged, “I would have never thought that the dragon queen was a coward when it comes to love — or perhaps it’s because you fear being betrayed again?”

Kiyohime immediately glared at Skuld, but the titaness simply smirked, completely unfazed by her menacing state that only promised pain and suffering. She could even laugh in front of Tiamat, much less a mere Kiyohime.

“You say you want us to become allies but it seems more like you wish to sow further discord in our relationship. Then again, I guess it’s as expected from someone from the side of Chaos.”

“You call this discord, I call it a bounding experience. After all, to really give our back to each other, it’s necessary to know our flaws. As for me being from the side of Chaos, hahaha, at least I would never treat my offspring like lab rats the way you do.”

This time, it was Nent's turn to scowl menacingly. “We are not lab rats!” She protested.

Skuld gazed at Nefertiti's strong stance before nodding, “The current you can without a doubt say this.”

Finally, she turned to Isis, “You… Well, I honestly have nothing to say against you. Though I also think that a normal girl like you really does not suit this harem.”

Skuld knew from memories that basically all the girls, if not them all then most, were broken in some way or another. At this level, she even wondered if this was a coincidence or fate.

But in this large swarm of broken women full of trauma, there stood Isis. The weirdest thing about her was that she used the power of undeath, and the worst she went through was being disliked by some phoenixes who did not even have the courage to insult her to the face.

Both her parents were alive and loved her. She had never really experienced much suffering throughout her life. She was born as a perfect hybrid with all the advantages and none of the disadvantages.

Her father was one of the strongest demi-gods in existence, and her mother was one of the most powerful Kings, as well as the Queen of the Phoenix realm.

In a way, the girl was even more blessed than the true Blessed themselves.

In another way, she was like a luckier version of Sol.

“Haha, now I feel so refreshed.” Skuld really hated how she couldn’t orchestrate the death of a few of them. As such, the most she could do was tell everything she had in her heart right this instant.

This was a very important moment and she could not afford to fuck it up.

Out of all of the women here, three should have died and one was someone of which she had no memory. In short, they were all uncertain factors and for a seer like her, the more uncertain factors existed, the worse she felt.

Spying the future was becoming increasingly hard. Sol's future was in a constant flux, changing so fast that it made her want to barf.

Even if she gazed at hundreds or thousands of futures, one second was enough for that same future to crumble and change to completely different outcomes.

It didn’t help that there were so many singularities or demi-god powerhouses in those futures, making it so it was even harder to predict things.

Skuld did not like the current situation. But she had to deal with it.

The least they could do was to let her curse out a little now, right?


Chapter 22


Servitude



Skuld stood up and placed her hands on her hips. “Now then, everyone… I am sure we have already established the fact that all of you guys' puny existences really irks me to no end. I wish you could all just drop dead any moment — or it would've been better if you were never even born in the first place.

“Likewise, I do not need you to like me, nor do I even expect you to do so. If I had to be honest with you guys, I hate all of you so very much. If it was in my power, I would have killed nearly all of you with a single snap. I am not joking about that. But I'm sure that you guys already know that part, don't you?”

There were only a few girls among the ones sitting in this bath with her that Skuld considered beneficial to Sol and his plans. If she had to say something about the rest, then it would be that they were mere redundancies that Sol could honestly do without.

In fact, they could just go and die on an abandoned ditch somewhere for all she cared. Sadly, their deaths would make Sol unfathomably sad, which went against her very goal of bringing him happiness. If Sol were to be wrought with grief, then her very existence held no meaning anymore, and neither did this timeline; at least, that was her consensus about this matter.

This time, hearing the venomous words of the pink-skinned titaness, packed with the craziness that could give even the worst of the worst lunatics a run for their money, the luscious girls, naked and resting in the bath, were all so very surprised that they were simply left speechless. They just couldn't find any words among themselves in this situation.

And to be honest, how could they even…after the words Skuld directed toward them. Like… it wasn’t every day that someone literally told you they hated you straight to your face like that and merely wished to kill all of you. Moreover, the mad lunatic woman said everything, every single fucking thing without exception, with a soft smile on her face.

However, none of them could even feel the slightest bit of killing intent coming from her and this made this situation all the more frightening in a certain way.

“Some people would say that I am a crazy bitch, and perhaps, after all the things and all the timelines, I probably have gone nuts already. After all, no matter how I spin the matter in my head, why would I just go and tell you guys about my wish to kill all of you otherwise? Wouldn’t it make you antagonize me even more? And as expected, from those lovely expressions coming from your faces, it's easy to understand that… that particular ship has sailed already. In the end, this was the case. But you, I don’t really want to kill you like that.”

“Hmmm…? But, you just said…”

“I know what I said, dear Isis, you need not remind me about that. The thing is, of course, I really, really want to kill all of you. I want to do that with my own two hands. But no matter how much I want to do that, I also don’t want you guys to die. After all, if you guys die, then Sol will be really unhappy and will go down a path of self-destruction so fast and with such surety that I could do nothing about it.”

She sighed theatrically, even going as far as to make all the sounds and gestures, before finally revealing the rest of her speech, “So you see, what I really want doesn’t matter now, does it? What really matters is that I would do anything — and I mean anything possible — just to be of use to Sol, and I realized⁠—”

After fucking it up in a few possible futures.

“ —That the best way to be of help is to keep everything in harmony.”

Isis’ lips twitched violently, hearing the last bits of Skuld’s venomous speech. She couldn't help but retort, “So your best way to keep harmony between us is to insult us and threaten our lives?”

“Like I said, little Isis, this is where you are wrong. I believe that we should all be honest about our feelings toward each other. We love Sol. Loving Sol doesn’t mean we have to love each other, though. But it certainly means that we have to work with each other to some extent. Knowing each others' true thoughts will put our minds at ease.”

“I believe he would be happier if we all appreciated each other, though. Your reasoning just feels wrong.”

Skuld smiled toward Nefertiti, but it was a smile of pity. “Your naivety is so cute, little Nefertiti. Now, now…don’t be offended, but do you seriously think that it’s possible? Let’s see here, could all of you seriously be able to say that you like me? What about those two?”

She said as she pointed toward Nent and Kiyohime, “ — You might not know about the matter, but they have quite the history with me and this is without even counting the ones back in the mortal realm. The women there are pretty damn dangerous, to say the least.”

Skuld massaged her neck reflexively as she said those words. She really didn’t want to meet those women. They were all insane in their own way. She didn't want to have a battle of insanity with them in this timeline, too.

“Long story short, us liking each other is simply impossible. The fact that some aren’t killing each other already is practically a miracle. This is the simple reality.”

Sol had the knack for getting emotionally broken but very powerful women to fall in love with him. If she didn’t know him, she would think he was doing that intentionally in order to get women that would be easier to control. It was uncanny in a certain way, but Skuld didn’t care about that.

What she cared about was that, with so many powerful women all bonded to the same man, friction was literally destined to happen. From what she knew, there was currently no truly powerful woman among them who could silence the dissension and take control of the entire harem.

The bigger the harem became, the more problems would rise among the participants, and the time Sol could spend with each other would drastically reduce as well.

How could any of them be happy about that?

“I believe you are wrong. My Lord would wish for all of us to stand together and take care of each other.” Nefertiti was firm in her convictions.

Skuld chortled at her words, trying hard to keep the tears from falling from the corner of her eyes, “But we don’t have to like each other to do this now, do we?”

“You want peace through compromise, but I believe true peace would bring him more happiness.”

“Then tell me, how do you plan to get all of us to really like each other?”

“I believe you have the right approach. Opening up to each other is certainly a good way. But just supporting each other is not enough. Sooner or later,you might snap and commit the irreparable, or someone else might end up doing something regrettable.”

Nefertiti spoke calmly, her eyes clear, and her aura was unwavering even though she was facing a King-ranked titanness.

She gently caressed her neck, feeling the mark Sol had imposed on her. She was in no way a naive woman. She knew very well that the so-called “slave seal” had basically no binding powers to it. After all, there was nothing in her knowledge that she wouldn’t do for him. With or without the seal.

But this seal was a type of proof. A wedding ring of sorts that appeased her and gave her the courage she did not know she lacked.

Nefertiti was still feeling vastly inferior to the others. This would not change, as she might really be the weakest in Sol’s harem currently.

But she knew she could do better. Unlike before, when she was walking in the midst of a dense fog, the moment Sol gave her this seal was like a revelation to her. Her Name whispered to her with words of power.

She now had her own goals and even a direct path to reaching the King rank. This was more than enough for her to grow some much-needed backbone.

‘Slave’ she might be, but only for her Lord, and only he knew about it. This was their little secret, and simply knowing that she shared something that no one else had made her the happiest woman in the world.

“Since we love my Lord, then why maintain a rift between us? Loving and appreciating each other may perhaps be really helpless. But it would be a sin for us to not even give it a try.”

Skuld narrowed her eyes, “The way you talk about Sol is really interesting, you know.”

“I have simply realized my own path.” The smile that tugged on Nefertiti's lips was so very bright and beautiful that for an instant, even Skuld felt her heart miss a beat from pure awe.

Her eyes widened, and she looked aside, unwilling to meet Nefertiti’s gaze. Skuld immediately realized what that smile meant, and she wasn’t the only one.

Kiyohime and Nent both stood up at the same moment, eyes opened wide in realization as they remembered one man from their distant memories. There could be no mistake. The aura the girl was emanating right now was unmistakably the one and the same.

He was one of the very first divine beasts. Maybe he was the very first Divine Being to come into existence, alongside the likes of Lucifer, Asmodeus, Gabriel, and the others.

He was once one of the strongest Demi-gods there ever could be. So strong that even the False Gods would flee at the mere mention of his name. His unfathomable, heaven-shattering might was enough to make everyone shiver in fright.

His words alone could take down a whole nation as he instilled the greatest feeling of faith and reverence in others.

To this day, he was the most devout and pious divine beast. The one who held the greatest feeling of adoration toward the goddesses. His name was Michael, the one and only messenger of the goddesses, and his concept was that of blind, relentless, and unbreakable…

<<Servitude>>

The moment she felt the power brimming with the concept of <<Servitude>> emanating from Nefertiti, Nent’s eyes shone with unconcealed joy, delight, and a fervent madness that she had been trying to suppress for some time now.

It resurfaced due to being faced with a situation that transcended all her expectations.

Her heart was beating so wildly that she felt like it would burst out of her chest from all the frantic thumps. This was, without a doubt, a moment she would never forget, even in the thousand years to come.

She thought that Nefertiti had already surpassed all of her expectations by obtaining her Kingly name as a mere Duke, but now, from what Nefertiti had shown her, she could say without a doubt that she had underestimated the girl way too much. The concept she was currently showing a glimpse of wielding was far beyond anything she could ever have hoped for.

No, this can’t just be because of Nefertiti.

She fought hard to keep her heart calm and collected, using all her might to bring it back into a normal beating rhythm. It wasn’t as if no one had ever tried to follow the footsteps of the deceased powerhouses, and a few even partially succeeded in their endeavors. But those individuals were generally born with the innate power to charm others from the very start.

It wasn’t really something that could be trained or acquired through artificial means. Despite this glaring fact people still did their best to obtain this power by hook or crook.

After all, if one managed to obtain such a powerful and prominent concept, they would have a straight line toward becoming a King at the bare minimum, and the chances of becoming a demi-god and even a false god would also increase tremendously for that individual.

Most of them failed in their pursuit of this divine path, however, and those who did succeed could only bring a pale imitation of the power, falling much too short in scale with the real deal.

I guess Nefertiti's blood somewhat helped with the results.

Nefertiti was a hybrid, born from a charm spirit and a Phoenix. Perhaps the absurd mix between holy power and the power of charm gave birth to such a result?

This was the most logical explanation she could reach, but at the same time, it was unsatisfactory, to say the least. After all, there were thousands of succubi and charm spirits with stronger innate talent than Nefertiti when it came to the power of <<Charm>>. There was no way she would be able to beat them just because she was a hybrid.

She also wasn’t the only charm-phoenix hybrid to ever exist. There was almost a surplus of them in her faction; Nefertiti just turned out to be the most powerful of them all.

She didn’t really understand why Nefertiti had obtained this power just now, but she could venture a guess. It was related to a charming boy, the boy who had turned all of their lives upside down with his arrival.

Sol is, without a doubt, the key.

She did not doubt that fact. Everything was simply too coincidental for it to be otherwise.

Nefertiti had obtained her Kingly name after meeting Sol for the very first time, and now she had obtained a concept after meeting him after a few months after their separation.

If this wasn’t suspicious, then what was? There was nothing left to doubt, at least that was so in Nent’s mind.

I can think about this later.

What mattered now was how to nurture this concept and make it mature into something on the level of Micheal's.

<<Servitude>> was a twisted concept that instilled absolute faith and irrevocable reverence in the user, as well as the ones they were influencing. This wasn’t something as mild as mind control, but the true and absolute change that would make one the staunchest of believers.

The era of Michael was when the faith of the fourteen goddesses was the strongest, unlike now, where most people only reluctantly believed in them and much less chose to worship them with all their hearts.

His presence alone could change hundreds of thousands, or even millions of people, into the most devoted of fanatics.

Greed began to grow in Nent’s heart at the mere thought of what this concept implied for the future, but as fast as it came, she immediately stomped it out with scary momentum, almost feeling disgusted by her thoughts.

What the hell am I even thinking? She thought quietly.

Nent closed her eyes before sighing out loud. “Congratulations. You just took the first step toward becoming an extremely powerful being of this world. I believe that soon your Zone will adapt to your new Truth.”

The Duke-rank was the most important rank as it gave a lot of flexibility to an individual. One could ‘easily’ change the Truth and obtain a different, far better Zone than what they initially wielded.

Of course, once they built a True Name at the top of it and became a King, then it was all over for them.

Nefertiti was an odd case, as she had already obtained her name but had yet to really incorporate it into herself. She could make some small adjustments to her Truth and her True Name, but she needed to do it all fast and with extreme precision.

“Of course, you can also choose to become a King. I believe the integration will not take long now.”

Standing on the side, Isis approached Nefertiti and gave her a warm hug, “Congratulations! I am really happy for you!” Isis was not lying. She was happy to see that Nefertiti took a new step in her path. She had no reason to be jealous of her.

After all, with her talent, becoming a King was not a question of ‘if’ but only ‘when’. In fact, she had already obtained her own concept when she had deeply contemplated it.

<<Death>>

This one was pretty easy, and basically, all necromancers walked this path. But Isis rejected it with absolute indifference.

At the end of the day, the power of Necromancy was a path created by her father so that he could fully integrate with the concept of Death and reach Godhood through it.

She didn’t know if it was possible to become a god. But on the off chance that such a possibility existed, even if it was so small it was nearly non-existent, she did not wish to walk the same path as her father.

She had her own path on which to tread, and she already had an inkling about what she had to do to take the first step toward that path.

“Congratulations, it seems like the phoenixes will soon have a new King among them.” Kiyohime sighed once her surprise wore off.

Instinctively, she hated the concept that Nefertiti had chosen. This went against basically everything all the dragons stood for.

<<Rebellion>> and <<Defiance>>.

They were opposite concepts of such magnitude that they could be easily said to be the antithesis of each other.

At the same time, she respected and admired the unassuming girl, whom she initially thought had nothing else other than her beauty going for her.

There was nothing more gratifying than finding your own path. Even if that path was one of servitude, this was her own choice, and no one else could despise her for choosing this. This was way better than walking aimlessly with no purpose. Most beings were like that so the end result was also similar.

I just hope she doesn’t end like some of those I’ve known.

There have been a few King-ranked dragons outside of the main four; generally, they had all met a bad end. It seemed this rule applied to all divine beasts as if Fate was trying to keep the number of King-ranked Divine beasts balanced.

“Well, well, I must say. I guess the two of us might end up becoming friends after all.” Skuld laughed. The girl here was so devoted she literally ended up inheriting a concept related to her feelings for Sol. This was the kind of person with whom she wanted to work.

“Now then, why don’t we talk about a few basic rules of respect?”

Rules were the cornerstones of society. Skuld did not miss the irony that a being of Chaos like herself was talking about rules and regulations, but that was life. It was something full of surprise, and even a seer like herself was allowed to be surprised sometimes.


Chapter 23


Let’s Make a Deal



[Tartarus, Fifth Circle of Hell]

While the girls were having their ‘discussion,’ Sol had decided to work on his own little side project. He wished to leave the territory on a good note and in a good mood. So the sooner he finished his exploration of Tartarus, the more time he could actually spend with those he cared about.

Along the way, he had simply used his dimension to walk unhindered. He had no wish to deal with the small fries. He was able to kill them before becoming a Duke, and now…it went from easy to simple boring clobbering.

The reason he stopped at the fifth floor, though, was pretty simple. After all, he was planning on meeting an old acquaintance of his.

“I have been wondering where the two of you went. To think you were hiding in this place.”

“...Used to it… More comfortable…”

Sol looked at the white dragon who was lying on the ground, with a white cat sitting proudly on its head.

They were, of course, Nabu and Sekmet. It seemed that after the victory, the two of them had decided to make this place their temporary residence.

He wondered what was comfortable about this place, but it was easy to guess why Nabu did not wish to stay in the Nine Heavens.

“So, why did you come here?” Sekhmet asked lazily while Nabu gazed silently at him. “Do you wish to… fight?”

Sol smiled. Despite her ice-cold voice, he could feel the blazing fighting intent in her words.

Sadly, fighting her wasn’t his goal.

“I do not.”

It seemed that his answer disappointed her as she yawned and decided to go back to sleep. But Sol’s next words definitely woke her up.

“I wish to make a deal with you.” It was always necessary to prepare for the unexpected. Sol's voice was calm and composed as he decided to proceed with his main goal of stopping at this layer of Tartarus, also called the Fifth Circle of Hell.

Nabu, hearing his proposal, found her interest suddenly revived. “I…”

But, just as she was about to speak out her thoughts about the charming boy's proposal…

“We refuse.” Sekhmet coldly broke in, stopping Nabu from speaking any further, not even giving her a chance to relay her views about this matter.

Hearing Sekhmet's cold objections, Sol could only show them a smile — a smile filled with all the bitterness she felt at her sudden interjection and clear disinterest. But he wasn't one to give up so easily. Time and events were a testament to how stubborn he could be.

“You did not even hear what the deal is about.”

“We do not need to. I already know that whatever you ask will be problematic and a pain in the ass for both of us.”

Sekhmet really didn’t want to have anything more to do with the boy named Sol. If there was one fact about history that has been proven to be accurate, it was that those who followed and helped the Blessed along the way generally didn’t have a good ending for themselves.

It was alright when Fate still favored the Blessed, nurturing them with utmost care on their grueling path. But once the favor of faith stopped, then everything generally went to hell, and still, the Blessed turned out to be the lucky one among everyone concerned.

The unlucky ones were those who got sacrificed along the way to protect the Blessed during their lives. Poor chess pieces who were cast aside by Fate for the success of one being.

Sekhmet knew that this wasn’t the fault of the Blessed. Being a Blessed meant that you could find a treasure while going out for a random walk. It also meant that you could suddenly face a demi-god while taking a random walk, too.

The law of this world was clear and concise: equivalent exchange in everything and anything governed by the laws of the universe. Nothing came from nothing. Being lucky means that you took the luck of someone else.

“There is nothing you can give us or even hope to offer us that will make me change my opinion about this matter. I honestly do not want to be further entangled with you. Leave us alone and never seek us out again.”

Blesseds were normally a pain in the ass. But Sol was a Blessed among Blesseds. An absurd being who was against the very definition of this world itself. How many people could say that they faced a goddess and survived to tell the tale?

Sol had faced Ymir herself even before becoming a Duke. This was followed by him fighting a bunch of demi-gods and titans, also still before becoming a Duke. It was another matter altogether that he had been powered by some divine source, but it didn't change the fact that he was still not even a Duke when he faced those damned demi-gods. He was just in the process of being one and had consolidated himself into the realm after the battle was over, and he was fully rested.

What would happen when he became a King or even a Demi-god?

She wouldn’t be surprised if he ended up fighting a bunch of goddesses or even the Mother Goddesses themselves and somehow still lived to tell the tale. Maybe the worst would happen… He would come out triumphant and fuck this world in its entirety. Nothing was certain when it came to this abominable bastard.

If it was in the past, when she was still Bastet, she would have agreed to follow him at a moment's notice. Who knows, perhaps he would show her the road towards godhood?

But she already died too many times. Out of her nine lives, she only had one left. This was her last chance. She simply wished to sleep and spend time with her disciple in peace.

Seeing her like this, Sol couldn’t help but let a bewildered expression appear on his handsome face. Then, as if a realization dawned upon him, he fell silent before laughing out loud.

“Care to enlighten me about what is so funny to you?”

Sol laughed abated as he recovered his breath. He then spoke between intermittent heavy breathing, relaying his apology to Sekhmet. “Sorry, sorry. I just realized that I had become slightly arrogant.”

He waved his hand and turned toward the feisty cat, “Sekhmet, I will not bother you further. Also, if you wish to do so, I will ask Tiamat if you two can simply leave and roam the universe as you wish.”

Like this, Sol vanished in front of their eyes, moving towards the Sixth Circle of Hell.

Now alone, Sekhmet couldn't help but let out a sigh from her cattish mouth, “I am sorry that I spoke for you there, Nabu.”

“Do not worry…I have waited for a master for so long that I can't even recount all the years… I will follow your will forever.”

The small cat gave a human-like expression as she patted the large dragon under her paws and sighed again.

She didn’t know if she made the right choice in refusing someone hailed as the future Dragon Emperor so clearly and with such bluntness. She knew that her chance of forming a greater relationship with Sol and obtaining more benefits in the future was now close to zero.

But it didn’t matter to her. Since she was the one who made the decision, then the consequence would fall on her and her alone. She thought she would be able to live with that. At least, this way, she could ensure that they lived. That was enough for her.
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As Sol walked into his dimension, his gaze was calm and even refreshed. He had intended to ask for help from Nabu so that she could descend in Southern Pride in case of any dangerous developments.

After all, if something did happen, he wasn’t sure that Kiyohime and the others could come in time. Having a backup would have been useful for many scenarios.

But when Sekhmet refused him so clearly, Sol had to admit that he was greatly shocked. In fact, on the fly, he thought of threatening her by saying she owed him or by using his power to manipulate the situation in his favor.

Those thoughts completely sobered him, almost horrifying him to his core at the first thoughts brimming in his mind.

He then realized that from the start, he had never even entertained the thought that he would be refused. He had been so sure that the deal would be accepted that the refusal was like a slap to the face that woke him up from the arrogant train ride that he was recently onboard 24/7.

The clear and concise refusal hurt him a lot, but what hurt him even more was the thoughts that were brimming in his mind.

Until now, Sol had never tried to threaten someone who had never done anything bad to him. Even less someone who helped him.

Is it because of my new powers?

They said absolute power had the caveat of glorified corruption attached to it.

<<Deus Ex Machina>> was a power that entered in the territory of the gods or goddesses to be exact. He could observe Fate from a superior point of view and even manipulate the strings of Fate to his heart's desire to some extent.

In a way, when he used his power, the world became like a stage, and he became its puppeteer.

In another way, he became like a being of a superior dimension, looking down at the lower-dimensional beings.

No matter how powerful a 2nd-dimensional character became, they could never even affect an insect residing in the 3rd dimension.

No matter how powerful a mortal became, they could never surpass the goddesses.

Unconsciously, Sol might have begun to look down on everyone, as if he was the only one able to see in a kingdom of the blind.

“Well, at least I noticed this before it was too late.”

Sol had the right to be proud of his powers. But the line between pride and arrogance was very thin — too thin, in fact. There was a reason that pride was the worst of all sins. He needed to be careful of that from now on.

“Though, now that I think about it, it’s the first time a woman I am close to rejected me. Is my charm finally failing me?” Sol laughed as he began to make light of the situation.

He was not particularly disappointed. Facing rejection sometimes wasn’t so bad. He thought lightly about the first rejection of his life.


Chapter 24


Visiting Tartarus Again



[Tartarus – Sixth Circle of Hell]

When Sol finally entered the fabled Sixth Circle of Hell, he was disappointed to find that it was in a rather deserted state.

Even after stretching his senses as far as he possibly could at his current level, all he could find were some chaos spawns here and there, doing what beings of chaos were expected to do — spreading chaos and carnage.

There were a few Duke-rank beings, but none were particularly interesting, at least to the current Sol.

Sol then suddenly recalled something Kiyohime had once said to him. The Dragon Queen had personally culled the entirety of the Sixth Circle slightly before his breakthrough. This had been done in case they managed to escape, and Kiyohime went at it with guns blazing, full kamikaze style.

“Well… I guess I will have to use the weak ones. It is what it is, can't do anything else about it, *sigh*...”
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Doro was a Duke-ranked being, or rather a Lord-ranked chaos spawn. He was one of the oldest ones in this layer but also one of the most cunning of them all.

Appearance-wise, he looked like your average lamia. His upper body was that of a muscular man, while his lower body was akin to a long snake's slithering tail. Their race could also be referred to as nagas, but they had more characteristic matches to lamia's. All in all, chaos spawns had a chaotic characteristic to them that led them not being able to be classified in a single species.

Of course, even though the chaotic bastard had such an appearance, this was simply the most optimal path he had taken toward his evolution.

Before being captured and well before he became a Duke-ranked being, he had the honor of witnessing a fight between Asmodeus and King Skryrim— the King of all Ice Titans.

The fight had been of rather epic proportions and it was a miracle that he was even able to survive that encounter. Still, what he learned from the fight he witnessed was that the most important thing in a fight was survivability over anything else. If you survived, you triumphed. There was nothing above being alive and kicking.

King Skryrim had been far superior to Asmodeus, the Divine Beast of Lust at that time. But even then, it changed almost nothing. The snake was simply too hard and too slippery to be killed.

This was the path that Doro had sought for himself. The path that was established through developing his hiding, healing, and escaping skills. And using this path, he had lived to this day, through all the culling that had transpired in this realm.

But…

Oh, Mother of Chaos, why send me such a trial?

Doro cursed while he slithered on the ground as fast as possible for him. His tail left absolutely no trail on the ground, and his movements were perfectly silent and unnoticeable.

Even then, no matter what he did, he could not fully escape.

Everything began a few minutes before. When he felt the presence of a Duke, the first thing Doro did was hide and observe the individual.

Doro knew that a culling had happened not long before. As such, he didn’t have to worry about another one for a few centuries at the very least.

The young boy was without a doubt, a test-taker, one who was extremely talented. What did Doro do when he saw such delicious prey?

He fled.

Without hesitation, he fled into the distance. The danger he felt emanating from that single entity was so high that all his instincts were screaming at him to run for his life. Sadly, no matter what he did, he seemed unable to escape from the dastardly boy's grasp. The shadow of death seemed to follow him everywhere.

“Oh, you are finally here.”

Doro wasn’t running aimlessly. This place was a true maze that he had created for his explicit use. It would take that boy a few hours to even think of succeeding in escaping.

This place is an ideal hiding place for me. Let's see how that bastard can find me inside here.

At least, this was what he thought. But sadly for him, the same bastard was waiting for him in his path, smiling as he finally reached him. It sent a chill down his spine.

“How…?”

“Well, let’s say I just deduced the place you would go.”

Doro had his mouth open. This made absolutely no sense to him.

Sol smiled as he approached Doro. He ignored the surprised expression on the being's face and focused on the matter at hand.

“Now, I guess it’s time to kill you, huh?”

Sol bore no animosity toward the man staring at him with an absolutely frightened look etched on his oddly human face. Unlike last time, he was not in the throes of insanity. He simply did not care very much about the life or death of this monster.

It didn’t matter to him if Doro was good or evil. In the first place, the war between Chaos and Order had nothing to do with good or evil. It was just a war forged for principles.

Doro, feeling that it was useless to try and flee, decided to face him head-on in one last bout for survival.

In a place polluted by Chaos, the divine beasts of Order found their energy diminished without means of absorbing energy as they liked. Furthermore, it was just a Duke-ranked dragon; it did not necessarily mean that he wouldn't be able to triumph or survive this encounter.

I just need to incapacitate him. Break a few bones, then flee.

He did not even entertain the thought of devouring Sol. Not because he didn’t want to. He wished to eat Sol so much he could die. But he knew that if he did eat Sol, he would, without a doubt, die a grueling death.

[Assault Mode]

Since they reached the level of Lord by devouring their own kind, Chaos spawns did not possess a zone. After all, they had realized no truth; their very concept of power was different from those of the side of Order.

But this didn’t mean that they were weaker than any Duke. In fact, they were generally stronger because of their own version of a Zone that was ingrained in their very essence. A form that allowed the user to bring the full strength and talent of their bodies. One could say that it was the War Form of the Chaos spawns.

When Doro entered this form, his human upper body began to contort until all that was left of his previous form was a monstrous entity.

Then, holding a trident made out of one of its very bones, Doro attacked with all his might, intent on absolutely beating Sol in one attack.

Watching the incoming attack, Sol remembered the last time he fought against a Lord-level being of Chaos. The fight had been pretty hard since they ganged up on him and even without that, that dude was strong.

In the end, he had to use his War Form to win and could only watch as a few managed to escape.

The man in front of him was surely stronger than the ones he fought in the past. The old him would have been forced to dodge or transform in order to have a chance at defeating him.

But for the current him….

“I guess I have really gotten stronger.”

Sol did not even bother transforming. He did not even clad himself in mana nor did he enter his dimension. Muttering absent-mindedly about his growth, all he did was raise one hand.

Seeing this, Doro smirked. A coward he might be, but he was still strong. Just how much did that young dragon want to mock him with his actions? His anger changed to strength, and the power contained in the spear increased tremendously. Strong enough that it could change the entire landscape if it landed.

At least, that should have been the case.

But… One hand. With just one hand, an attack that contained the full might of a Lord-level Chaos spawn was stopped.

Not anything else. If it was just stopped, the shock wouldn’t be so great.

When the trident finally made contact with Sol's hand, the teeth of the weapon shattered into pieces like fragile glass. The shaft of the trident snapped in half as though it had become brittle due to the passage of time. It was an absolutely unbelievable and gobsmacking scene.

From a scientific standpoint, however, the explanation was rather simple. The counterforce had simply been too high and had broken through the threshold that the weapon could bear at perfect condition.

It was not unlike the metaphorical example of an egg sent flying against a wall. It was as simple as it could get. Doro’s weapon was just too frail when compared to the area it struck. But nothing was ever simple when it came to beings of this level. The simple explanation was the very thing that made the chaos spawn stare blankly at the end result— his most prized weapon shattering into pieces. A phenomenon that should not have been possible.

This went beyond the common sense he had been taught and had observed throughout his long, long life. He was so shocked that he simply froze.

Sol, meanwhile, moved his hand around and observed it with his keen eyes. He nodded in satisfaction when he felt no pain and saw no wounds on his unblemished hand. The weapon had not even left a scratch on his perfect skin. It was a satisfying result indeed, knowing the implications the result entailed.

“Hmm… I guess your core isn’t in your weapon. I am glad that's the case. My hand wouldn't have been left unscathed if you had hidden your core in your weapon.”

The last time he had fought in the depths of the Fourth Circle, one of the chaos spawn had hidden his core inside his weapon— effectively empowering his weapon and hiding the most important part of himself. It was a pretty smart move, all things considered. At the end of the day, the chaos spawns’ cores were their only weak points, which could lead to their demise.

While high-level chaos spawns, like the one he was currently facing, had organs similar to that of mammals – such as a brain, heart, lungs, and so on – those organs were, in a way, just there for decorative purposes. They served little purpose in sustaining their lives, so it was ideal to call them decorative, as they really only helped in giving them a more humanoid form.

Destroying the brain would not stop them from thinking. Piercing their hearts would not kill them. Why should it? They didn't need it to pump blood into their bodies, as their bodily functions were marginally different from the creatures of order. They did not have the need to breathe, either. In short, they had apparently no fatal points and could regenerate themselves from any and all wounds.

Even after cutting all their limbs off and chopping them into pieces, pulling their tongues out, piercing their eyes and gouging them out, decapitating them and crushing their heads, or even dicing all of their body parts into pieces, they would still live. They would still regenerate. They would still fight on. Such was the absolute terror that was a chaos spawn. A living, breathing, killing machine.

But they weren’t without weaknesses. Such was the fundamental law of this universe. The chaos spawns had only one true weak point of note: their cores. This was something that fully formed once they became close to the Lord-rank. Only by destroying their cores could they be completely killed. But therein lay the problem.

The placement of the core was only known to the spawn itself. Not that Sol particularly cared about that. If they could be killed, then he would kill them — such was his simple thought process.

Now, he was only focusing on assessing his strength.

If we were to talk about the physique side of things, I should now be a little stronger than Nabu was during the time I saw her fight. So, this is the strength my body now provides me, huh?

Sol chuckled and clenched his hand to form a fist. Power surged throughout his body with that single action. He had now gone beyond the threshold that could be said to be normal, even for a pure dragon. Nabu was the strongest Duke he had ever fought, and back then, she could have totally destroyed him; if he hadn’t had his dimension to help him escape, he’d have been done.

Even Kaiser, despite using his Zone, had been completely beaten by her in her base form with just pure strength, though he was basically equal to her in terms of raw unbridled power alone. Sol couldn't help but be awed by that fact.

I wonder if I could transform into a full-fledged dragon now. He idly wondered. He remembered that Nidhogg, despite being a hybrid, could do so. He just wasn’t particularly interested in transforming into a super-big flying target.

Now then.

Since he had tested his physical body, it was time to see the results of his contract.

Sol had obtained three innate skills from Isis: Nirvana, Super-Regeneration, and lastly…

Holy Fire.

Nirvana and Regeneration were two of the three core skills of the phoenixes, the third being Elemental Intangibility. He wasn't able to obtain that, but he had acquired something else, something that he needed for his arsenal.

A bright golden flame formed around Sol’s hand as he approached the frightened Lord-ranked chaos spawn. “I don’t really need to know where your core is. Not when I have this.”

The flame engulfed Doro entirely in just mere moments. All he could do was release screams of pain as he helplessly tried to fight back.

“I just need to reduce you to ashes.”

Sol watched impassively as Doro's body broke down into mere particles of dust. The screams resonated with fear and anguish, coming from his very soul. The Holy Flame had the power of purification against Chaos and any kind of unnatural power like the undead.

“Man, Anubis is really a G.O.A.T.” Sol laughed when he realized just how badass Anubis was to have chased after a woman who represented his very opposite.

“Hmm… The flames are a bit too weak. Something's not right.”

When all that was left was nothing but ashes, Sol scratched his chin thoughtfully before examining the remains of the chaos spawn.

The Holy Flame was a power that was extremely harmful to creatures of Chaos and evil. It was a flame of purification, a flame of good.

But Sol remembered clearly using those flames to heal Skuld and Verdandi alongside Sheherazade when he woke up after reaching the Duke-rank.

So then, if it was a flame to purify the so-called beings of evil, why had it healed them? Chaos should be the true evil of this world, after all. That was what the goddesses dictated.

Sol formed a simple conjecture but decided to test the waters a little more.
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A few hours later, as a few more piles of ashes marred the desolate lands of the Sixth Circle, Sol was now sure of all his conjectures.

“This power is pretty broken.”

The Holy Flame was indeed a flame of purification. But it followed the will of the user. If the user wished to heal, it would. If he wished to burn, it would.

But it didn’t just stop there. The flame also followed the intent of the user.

Depending on the definition of <<Evil>> and <<Good>>, the power and effect of the flame could be altered and strengthened accordingly.

Sol did not consider the people of chaos as “Evil” in general. In his opinion, this war was just one of ideals and not one that spanned between the morality of things. It had next to nothing to do with good or evil.

Because of this cognition, the power of the flame was weaker than they should be. But if he really decided and, more importantly, believed that someone was evil, then the power would be amplified many times to destroy that being and erase him from the face of this universe.

Rather than calling it the flame of good, it was more apt to call it the flame of judgment— his judgment.

“This isn’t the normal Holy Fire, I suppose.” Sol nodded to himself. He didn’t think that he was smarter than the average being. It was impossible that Tiamat or Gabriel didn’t know about this feature, much less someone on the caliber of Anubis, who exuded the aura of a scholar.

If they had said nothing, despite wielding such a skill, then it simply meant that the true Holy Flame could only destroy “evil” as defined by a clear set of rules. These were either created by the goddesses, or the divine beast that represented the core of that power— Gabriel.

As for the fact that he could actually set his own rules, Sol guessed that it was because of Isis’ power, the one she had shown in the desert when she interrogated those slave traders.

“My little cute phoenix is really something else.”

He sighed and stood up. He had already been here for far too long and he was becoming rather bored. At least he now had a better understanding of his powers and evolution into the new realm.

As for his dimension and domain? Those could be slowly explored later.

Should I head out to the Seventh Circle now?

Sol walked away unhurriedly.

He had no intention of fighting the King-ranked titans or any traitors that were trapped in the Seventh Circle.

The difference between the King-rank and the Duke-rank was not so easily closed, and fighting a King at this point would surely exhaust him, no matter how powerful he was now.

What he wanted to do in the Seventh Circle was to find the secret zone hidden there. From what Tiamat had told him, he might find something very interesting there.


Chapter 25


Taking Over



[Tartarus, Seventh Circle of Hell]

“Well… So this is the True Hell, huh?”

The moment he stepped inside the Seventh Circle of this place known as the hell of the dragon realm, Sol immediately felt his body become heavy from the pressure that was being emanated. The heaviness and the extreme heat were enough to make him have the delusion that he might've truly entered hell.

Still, I wonder what Gabriel would say if she were to see this, knowing that Tiamat's idea of Hell was something that looked like her territory. She should, at the least, be extremely pissed. If it were me, then I would have had a go at the offender no matter how powerful they might've been.

Sol’s eyes twitched, and he squinted at the world around him. The heat was breaking through all of the barriers he had placed around himself. But it wasn’t merely “heat” at the physical level. It was the very incarnation of Heat itself — the concept of heat that transcended all dimensions and attacked the entirety of a being, not just the physicality of them. He thought that such a composition being present in hell was definitely understandable. After a certain level, mere physical damage could do little to beings that went on the path to godhood.

But what was truly amazing was that, despite the obviously deadly heat that could burn everything down to cinders, this world still seemed to be full of life. Wherever he looked, he could see nature thriving and brimming with a vigor that could not even be seen in the liveliest of places in the mortal realm.

When Sol looked, squinting at the suns hanging above in the clear skies, he knew immediately that they were not really suns in the real sense. They were merely simple projections of the real deal. Even then…

Sigh — why am I even trying to use my common sense here?

Sol shook his head at his ridiculous thoughts. There was nothing too weird in this universe. Everything was possible where demigods ran amok. Even the goddesses could become particularly playful with their creations, doing things that made absolutely no sense. Tiamat could do whatever she wanted in that sense.

Why did he have to care and rationalize the fact that a tree grew up to be so lively under the full horrifying heat wave of nine parallel suns?

No, what he should really care about, though, a thing that felt rather astonishing to him, was that he could feel no aura of Chaos brimming in this place. In fact, Sol was practically sure that he was technically not even in Tartarus anymore.

This was another dimension altogether. Someone else's dimension… someone lost in the chronicles of the epochs…
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[9th Heaven]

Sitting high up on her majestic throne, like a lazy cat who only cared for rest and indulgence, Tiamat was sifting through different styles of clothing the world had to offer. Strictly speaking, she was looking at maids’ uniforms — all the varieties that a maid might wear, in fact.

Like a spectrum, they went from super-long robes that hid everything from chin to ankles to uniforms that left so little to the imagination that one might as well be naked at that point. There were hundreds of varieties in front of her.

This kind of thing was the little joy of Tiamat's life. So, she wished to enjoy herself as much as possible. After all, this wouldn’t be a common occurrence.

The only ones she could tease like this were Yggi and Lakshmi, the divine beast of Greed. She was an interesting character who had tried to scam her many times. This always resulted in Tiamat mercilessly retaliating by humiliating her wherever and whenever she could.

Saying that they were friends was a stretch. But they were business partners with similar interests up to a certain point. As long as she didn’t cross too many lines, Tiamat was willing to humor that greedy woman.

Like this, Tiamat was spending her time idly when she suddenly frowned and looked down.

The entirety of the Dragon Territory was under her control, and while her control was weaker in the realm of Tartarus, it was still there. She knew that Sol had entered that place, but she didn't really care, because there was basically nothing that could threaten him as long as he didn’t do something stupid.

But now, she found that she could not perceive him anymore.

Tiamat rose from her throne in concern; there was something separating him from the Ninth Heaven. She was about to strike it down. But, once she recognized the energy signature and understood just who it belonged to, she hesitated a moment before sighing and sitting back down on her throne with a frown.

“Don’t do anything dumb, okay?”

She decided to give the benefit of the doubt to that man. Not simply because he had helped her in the past or because she trusted him a great deal.

No, she didn't believe in that. She did what she did because she had absolute faith in Sol. She believed that no matter what happened, he would walk out of it alive and moderately unscathed.

That, and she knew he still had a little of that divinity left inside him in some corner. In the very worst case, he could simply use it.

‘Now then, where was I?’ Since she didn’t have to worry about it, she could shift her focus back onto choosing a humiliating outfit for Gabriel.
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[Seventh Circle]

In the scorching depths of the Seventh Circle, the moment Sol realized that he had entered another dimension different from his grandmother's, a voice filled the air.

“I did not think that I would have another visitor so soon.” It was a light voice filled with exhaustion and the vicissitudes of life. Still, the power behind it was unmistakable, to say the least.

Sol looked up silently. There, high up in the sky, was a slender, handsome man clad entirely in black from head to toe. He had shoulder-length black hair and six pairs of night-dark wings fluttering behind him with long wingspans.

The man himself was slightly translucent as if he was nothing but an illusion or a mere hologram.

“You do not seem surprised to see me here. You expected it, didn't you?”

Seeing Sol's lackluster response, the man merely raised an eyebrow, surprised that Sol had expected his presence here.

“Hum…Well, what can I say? I am not one to be surprised easily anymore. I kinda expected this, in fact. Whenever I meet someone new, there is generally some test that follows. I got used to it after a while.”

Sol shrugged and walked around idly, totally ignoring the apparition in the air.

“So, what are you exactly?” He crouched down and took a look at a plant on the ground below as if the local flora were far more interesting than the man, clearly from an era long before.

“Oh my… This is surely a first. I am Lucifer. Lucifer Superbia.”

“Oh? I thought you had died.”

“Well, I am not exactly alive, currently. So, yes, you are right…”

“Hmm…I see. How interesting.” Sol said so before nodding and focusing back on the plants. His eyes shone as he began to decipher something that caught his attention.

Lucifer, meanwhile, was left rather perplexed. This is…. Not really going like I thought it would.

“I am Lucifer, you know? That Lucifer… The strongest demi-god, kind of your ancestor, trained your grandmother a little. Rebelled against the goddess. Aren’t you more interested?”

“You ‘were’ the strongest demi-god. Now it’s Tiamat. I am pretty sure you are not really my ancestor. And I can say with certainty that my beloved grandma would never accept anyone training her. Finally your rebellion was an epic failure. So… yeah… not really interested.”

When Sol answered with such negligence, Lucifer couldn’t feel his eyebrows twitching slightly with irritation, as Sol attacked with his reasoning.

“I guess the pen is indeed mightier than the sword. You have torn my poor heart.”

This time, Sol looked up from the plant. His eyes narrowed in thought, He did not get angry. It doesn’t seem like he is faking it either.

From the moment Sol had stepped into this place, he had been tense. After all, he was currently in the dimension of another dimensional mage. He remembered very well what he had done to Nihil and Surtr when they were locked in his own dimension.

No matter how benevolent this Lucifer supposedly was, Sol refused to stay in such a situation. If that man wanted to discuss something with him, then it would be on his terms. No one else’s.

“Say, what is the name of your dimension?” Sol asked offhandedly, to which Lucifer replied with a shrug.

“<<Blazing Sun>>”

Lucifer wasn’t dumb. He could see that Sol was up to something, and he was curious to see what would happen.

“Blazing sun, heh.” He stood up and mumbled, “Well, this should be enough.”

<<Dimensional Encroachment...>>

Lucifer tilted his head as he felt Sol trying to expulse his dimension, “This is useless, you know? Not even Tiamat could win against me in that domain, and that was before I completely pulled her into my dimension.”

Sol ignored him and continued.

<<Dimensional Encroachment…>>

This repeated for a few times before a grin formed on Sol’s face, “I got it.”

“What do you mean?”

“I don’t need to fight against your control.”

A slight foreboding rose in Lucifer's subconscious. But alongside this was also a feeling of excitement. Back then, Tiamat had astonished him with her talent. It seemed that he was about to witness something even more absurd.

What Sol had been trying to encroach had never been the real universe but rather…

<<Dimension Encroachment>>

<<Inverse World: Frigid Moons>>

“Welcome to my world.” Sol grinned as two crystal thrones appeared and floated in the air before he sat on one of them with a victorious grin. “Now we can talk, I guess…”

He would never let anyone test him ever again. It would be him doing the testing now.
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The world of heat and warmth was slowly enveloped by the encroachment of a shivering, wintry night. The blazing desert made way for white sand that gently reflected the light of the celestial bodies above. Up above, instead of the nine suns, there were now nine full moons, each with its own distinctive characteristics.

The suns had gone past the horizon, nowhere to be seen; with their departure, the realm had been robbed of all its heat. What remained was an all-consuming chill that dug into a being’s very soul.

Inverse World. Inverted Fate. Blazing heat made way for frigidness. Warmth made way for cold. Suns made way for moons. The world had been turned upside down at its very foundation. Such was the power of Sol's dimension.

He had inverted Lucifer's realm itself and took control of it, making it his own. He was now the dictator of this world that held only the two of them. He was now the undisputed lord. And said lord was now sitting on his throne while his cheeks lifted to form a cheeky grin, directed toward a somber-looking Lucifer.

The once-greatest divine beast now looked deeply at Sol. It made Sol feel that perhaps Lucifer was really looking at him for the first time. And indeed, Lucifer had finally looked at him for the being he was. Not as the young boy he wanted to teach, but as someone worthy of talking to as his equal.

“I must say, I am very impressed, Sol. Could I ask what you did right there?”

“I scanned your dimension and eroded it with a concept that could be termed as its antithesis.”

“You know that what you did is basically what Chaos does to Order, right? I need not remind you about the consequences of those actions.”

“I know, and this is one of the reasons I was inspired to do such a thing. It seems that it worked out well, in the end.”

Ever since his fight against Nihil, he had been thinking hard. The last meeting would decide it all for the both of them. The Rule of Three was already in place, so the last encounter between them would be their final one. But then, how would he make sure to kill her for good? After all, Nihil was no easy target and even though he had played around with her. In the end, he had not been able to give a decisive blow to her at the end of their battle.

So, after rummaging through his mind for numerous thoughts, he focused on two things in particular. The first one was a power that he should be careful in using. Something was telling him to be very careful of that. At the very least, he should not be using it in the open until he was sure that the goddesses couldn’t end him with a single thought. But once he mastered that power, he was sure that he could give decisive wounds to Nihil.

Of course, his thoughts didn’t stop there. Nihil was a dimensional mage, and they were notoriously hard to kill. He knew this very well. After all, he was such a mage himself. And he called himself the very incarnation of a cockroach.

Then an idea suddenly struck him. It was a moment of eureka! for him that provided answers to all of his problems.

“Do you know? Everything has a reflection in this world.”

In the past, Sol considered his dimension to be a mirror. He could now see much further. But this did not change the fundamental points of his power. Dimensional encroachment was the fact of bringing a part of an outside dimension in the current one. This resulted in a fight for dominance.

Meanwhile, his dimension allowed him to bring the inverted part of the space in which he was currently residing.

As such Sol couldn't help but think — I'm in his mind.

If my Inverse Dimension really covers the entirety of this universe in theory.

Shouldn’t I also cover the different dimensions that are individually made up in it?

It was a crazy thought that wormed in his brain. After all, not even the goddesses could take control of the dimensions of a dimensional mage. At least, this was the common consensus that had been reached by the majority.

What could he do then?

“I am like a trojan horse. A virus that infiltrated deep in your control center and changed everything to meet my wishes.”

Thanks to his Eye of Akasha, he could now study the structure of any dimension in depth. By knowing the name of the dimension, he could better infer the main theme and concept governing it and then decide on his next actions.

Finally, by using his own dimension, he could push them in the inverse version of it.

This was how the <<Blazing Suns>> became the <<Frigid Moons>>. That was how he was able to invert Lucifer's whole realm.

“What a frightening power.”

“Well, it isn’t that impressive. I could do it because you simply watched me and did not interfere. I doubt an enemy would extend me the same courtesy.”

Lucifer chuckled, “You do know that if the demi-gods learn of this power, even if you are Tiamat's grandson, they will hunt you down at any cost, simply because of the fear you'd instill in them, right?”

Sol chuckled.

The territory was the supreme place where demi-gods could be akin to goddesses. One place where they had absolute control over every aspect. But what if Sol used this technique in their territory?

“Well, I believe you did not make this whole show to simply praise me. Firstly, I would like to apologize for my disrespectful words.” Sol had mocked Lucifer earlier to gauge his response and determine whether he was an enemy or an ally.

Still, this was no excuse, since Lucifer had still stayed polite despite all the insults Sol had thrown at him without holding anything back. Sol decided that it was necessary to apologize to him for his transgressions. Not because he feared him or that he even cared for him. But simply out of a respect for a powerhouse that once dominated the world.

Would you look at that?

Lucifer was feeling more and more impressed by Sol's behavior.

He casually dismissed the words of apologies with a wave of his hand, “Your words were simply the truth. Past glory bears no weight. No matter who I was or how powerful I was. Since I died, then it’s the end.”

Sol shook his head, “I do not believe so. There are no useless actions or intentions. You may have died, but your powerful will lives on in each and every dragon to ever exist. From what I understand from history, divine beasts in the past were basically nothing but glorified slaves of the goddesses. But after your rebellion, the goddess eased their reigns and treated the divine beasts with a lot more flexibility and humility.

“Death only truly comes when you are forgotten. Is that not so?”

There were two types of people in this world. There were those who died without ever changing anything. Then you had those whose deaths would shake the very essence of the world. People who, when they were alive, left a trace so great that even after thousands of years, they would still be remembered by history and everyone concerned.

This was, even more, the case in this world where people could live for so much longer.

All men should strive to create a legacy that would survive even after their deaths and be passed on for their prosperity and for the generations that would come after.

Of course, it’s even better to stay alive. No, it's simply the best thing there ever could be.

“They once called me the devil. One who would mutter sweet words in order to corrupt and make people join my cause. But you, my dear boy, are even better than this at me, it seems.”

Lucifer sat on the throne with a smile tugging at the corner of his lips, “Initially, I wished to bestow upon you with my wisdom regarding your path. But I realized you are treading on a path no one has ever taken. Nor do I think anyone would ever be willing or even be capable of such a path. My advice would be useless or even harmful to you at this moment, blocking you from fully tapping into the potential you have.”

Back then when he first met Tiamat, the young girl was just restarting her journey from the Duke-level. She was in search of so much power that she made the mistake of ignoring what truly mattered in this world. While the time they spent together was short, Lucifer was indeed Tiamat’s teacher, albeit partially.

But Sol here was creating a completely new path. How could Lucifer bear to influence him? He hoped to see the boy once he reached his full potential.

Sol meanwhile was satisfied.

My meeting with him was an important pivot in the past. Now, not so much.

Had Sol met Lucifer before he became a Duke, many things could have changed. For the better or for the worse perhaps, but they would've surely changed. But now, as Lucifer said, Sol already had his own path on which to tread.

He was the first and only being to walk such a path, and he was still kind of fumbling around. But it was his own path and he would reach the end on his own terms. Death and failure were never an option. He would succeed no matter what he had to do.

“Still, I believe that sending you away like this would be a mistake. So let me give you some advice. Something that may be completely helpful or completely useless, depending on the current situation.”

“How, what might this be if I may ask? I am all ears.”

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

Sol massaged his forehead to fight the headache that was approaching at breakneck speed…

"Did I say I hated cryptic messages?"

"Trust me. I also hate them…" Lucifer could only smile bitterly at Sol’s accusing words.
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Later on, after a hearty and less-complicated discussion, Sol left the place. Of course after giving back full control to Lucifer.

He liked the man. He somehow reminded him of Anubis but less… dissolute?

Either way, now all he wanted to do was simply rest.

He would also share the doomsday prophecy with Tiamat later on. He really hoped that this was just a false alarm. Sadly he knew it wasn't.

As such, it was with a heavy heart that he entered the Ninth Heaven.

But all the sadness and uneasiness were shattered by Tiamat's next words.

"Let's have a swimsuit party."
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While So was preparing to enjoy himself for one last time before his departure, Lucifer, now alone in his own dimension, couldn't help but sigh.

I wonder how much time I have left.

He didn't know why this shard of his soul was still clinging up to life. But he was at least grateful that he could see such marvelous inheritors.

At the very least, his rebellion had not been a mistake. Of that, he could be proud.


Chapter 26


Beach Party



It was a perfect day. There was the sound of the waves crashing against the beach, the slight breeze coming from the sea, and more importantly, the beautiful women walking around in swimsuits of numerous designs. From common, unique, picturesque to exotic, they had them all covered.

As he laid down on the refreshing beach with an umbrella protecting him from the glaring sun, Sol couldn't help but wonder just what the hell had happened for this event to pop up out of the blue.

Looking at the sun and the blue sky that was so unlike the usual dreary look in the realm of the sea of stars, Sol remembered his discussion with Tiamat that had taken place not long before.

He had just asked for a small party, as a roundabout way for him to celebrate with his lovers and his family. This way they could forget all the gruesome events of the war and the differences between them, and simply enjoy each other's company. Or so he had envisioned the scenario in his mind.

So how the hell did it transform into an epic summer beach bash?

Not that he was complaining or anything. It was just…absurd and incomprehensible, to say the least.

"Sol! Come on, will you join us!? Please, it's so much fun, but it will be so much better with you added into the mix."

"Keep playing, will you? I’m going to join you soon. Let me just rest for a bit here." Sol smiled toward the cheerful Isis. She was wearing a deep red one-piece swimsuit, with a big hat that was protecting her face from the glaring rays of the sun.

Despite the simplicity of her swimsuit, it gave her a certain charm and cuteness that was unique only to her.

Sheherazade was still undergoing her transformation, so she was sadly unable to attend the beach party, but Isis was still enjoying herself. It was the first party she had ever attended. The underworld was not exactly the best place to host such events, and she was generally isolated in the phoenix realm due to her origins and the nature of her existence. This was a one-of-a-kind experience for her.

"Is it really fun to gaze at us with such an obscene and covetous gaze?" Kiyohime asked with a hint of curiosity. Like Isis, she was adorned in a sky-blue one-piece swimsuit. Although it left little to the imagination, she could never compare to Isis’ figure. Not that he was ever going to say it out loud, but seeing the two of them together in such get-ups really pronounced her shortcomings even more.

"Your gaze is slightly irritating right now, you know that?"

Sol coughed, slightly flustered at having his thoughts read so easily by the Dragon Queen, smiling charmingly to cover up his blunder, "Well, there is a beauty in watching you girls from afar."

"Hehe, Darling is a pervert, I guess."

"That's rich, coming from you."

Skuld of course was basically naked from head to toe. She was wearing a … he didn't even know how to describe it. Could it even be called a swimsuit? It simply seemed like strings that barely covered her sensitive areas. In fact he was pretty sure that she would have loved to go out naked.

But she also seemed to have fun searching for a swimsuit and flashing him with all her glory.

Initially, she wished to come with Verdandi and Urd, but her big sisters had yet to arrive. It seemed that, after the recent attack, the divine beasts were not really inclined to let titans who could hide in history walk away without any form of supervision.

Skuld found it incredibly funny how they thought they could really stop her sisters from leaving if they really wished to. But she also knew that now wasn't the time to burn bridges. As long as Sol was on Order's side, she would be loyal.

It was a shame though, since she had hoped that they would all dedicate their bodies to Sol. She was sure that he would have loved a threesome with three nearly identical-looking sisters.

Not far from Sol, another woman complained.

"I really do not understand what is so interesting about the beach. I have seen enough sand in my lifetime that I am sick of it, and I hate the sea."

"My lord, would you like a massage?"

These statements came from Nent and Nefertiti.

Nent's explosive body and tanned skin were on full display in a red bikini that matched her flaming red locks. Her breasts looked like they would spill out at any moment and her butt was a pleasure to watch.

Meanwhile, Nefertiti was even more beautiful than usual. She was wearing a simple white bikini that contrasted with her equally tanned skin. Initially, Nefertiti had not wished to wear a bikini. But she later accepted when she was told that this was a day practically designed to let off some steam, relax, and show off their assets.

She also wanted to be complimented by Sol.

Even though her proportions were smaller than that of Nent's, they were so perfect it was mind-blowing. The perfect ratio as they said. She was the very definition of the golden ratio.

Anubis and Nephtys were approaching them from a distance. The two of them had jovial smiles on their faces, though Nephthys was clearly embarrassed. Her figure was no less explosive than her sister Nent's, and Sol had to admit that his mother-in-law looked good, though he was respectful enough to not stare too much.

They weren't the only ones on the beach.

Fafnir and Kaiser were both present, and were currently working on starting a fire for the barbecue. Tiamat had strictly prohibited the use of any kind of magic or even using mana.

Clearly, without it they had a hard time getting results.

Welsh was standing next to them and laughing out loud while holding a drink. She clearly had no intention of helping them in any way. Her bikini was also pretty wild, since it basically looked like bandages covering her breasts and lower body.

Hydra and Nidhogg were also present, though they were standing a little farther apart from the group. Unlike the other men present, Hydra was wearing a simple flowered shirt over his shorts. Meanwhile, Nidhogg was wearing something more akin to a diving suit which covered her entire body. She also wore a mask over her face.

The beach they were using was incredibly wide and everywhere Sol could see people mingling, chatting, and generally having fun. Tiamat had decided that a proper celebration was in order, not only to welcome him as a new prince, but also for their hard-achieved victory.

Dragons, elves, hybrid dragons, and spirits, plus beings from numerous other races, covered the beach. There were dryads present, and some more exotic races that were not purely humanoid.

They could not spend all their time grieving. It was necessary for them to also let out their pent-up frustrations.

Hydra had proposed serving the special alcohol he brewed, but Nent absolutely opposed to it. Simply imagining hundreds of Dukes completely drunk made her shiver in absolute fright. The disaster would be of epic proportions.

Though, when she explained how dangerous that drink was, she could see both Nidhogg's and Hydra's eyes lighting up with joy. It was as if two mad scientists had found a new toy to play with. In fact, Kiyohime literally had to appear and catch them by the collars to stop them from leaving the premises.

Clearly, they were more interested in researching the topic of mentally weakening divine beasts than participating in a party.

In the end, no matter how one looked at it, it was a proper beach party. Beautiful women clad in sexy swimsuits, men flexing their Greek bodies here and there while trying to chat up the girls, people drinking — though in this case, they could not get drunk.

In a way, it was the perfect party. People were simply playing around, having fun, and joking. They were able to see that the fight they bitterly fought was not for nothing as it allowed the current peace in their realm.

There was a time for the dead and one for the living. Those times should not be mixed up.

For Sol, the only blemish in this part was the absence of one person. After all, the one who practically made this party possible and set up everything was nowhere to be seen.

Tiamat.

She had prepared and created everything for this day. From what she said she had made a perfect cycle of day and night for this very occasion. Sol knew that it must have been hard since she was going a little against the theme of her territory.

From the way Nephtys, Nent, and Kiyohime nearly fainted when they understood what Tiamat was doing, he could also guess that her current feat was burning Faith coins like they were nothing.

She had really gone all out for this day and he was extremely grateful for everything she was doing for him. Though from the way some of the elder dragons were giving him the stink eye, Sol could guess that they weren't really happy about how much resources were going into this event.

They were already unhappy about what happened to the dragon pool.

To this, Sol could only laugh.

There was no way he would let them affect his mood.

Tiamat had created what could be perhaps considered as the most expensive party in this entire universe and he planned to enjoy every last bit of it.

This would be his way of thanking her. He just wished that she would also be here to enjoy this great time with him and her family.
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After meticulously observing each and every one of his girls and complimenting them to no end, Sol decided to walk around the beach, observing the state of the other participants.

Currently, he wanted to mingle and chat with people he hadn't really had the occasion to interact with during his stay in the dragon realm.

Since he would soon leave this realm and didn't know when he would be able to come back, he felt it was necessary to at least have some sort of discussion with some of them, if not all.

In the corner of his eyes, he could see Nent and Nephtys talking with each other, laughing and having a good time, while Skuld and Nefertiti were playing around in the Sea. Skuld seemed especially close to Nefertiti these days, which made him smile in relief. He was happy to see that Skuld was in the process of making a friend.

At least, he hoped they were becoming friends.

Skuld was a very problematic case among his haremmates due to the nature of her existence. The very nature of Chaos was to be against Order and there was no two ways about it. Most of his girls would hate her instinctively, and she would feel the same about them. With these troubling circumstances, her being able to get close to someone among the haremmates was a godsend for him.

The same was the case for Nefertiti. Being the oddball of the group, he was worried that she wouldn't be able to get along with his other girls. It was reassuring now that the girls he was most worried about had now confided in each other and had formed a bond that could support each other.

Speaking of Nefertiti, Sol was reminded of the talk they had about the enlightenment she had recently gained during the mingling session of the girls.

Nefertiti had very briefly informed him about the path she was shown through enlightenment, a path of immense power through servitude and faith. They really needed to speak more in depth about the whole thing later, when they had more time on their hands.

Now, it was time for each of them to have fun and relax their strained minds. Having a serious conversation in this atmosphere would probably ruin the mood that had settled among them, and he would never want that.

However, his mind was a bit troubled by the nature of her powers, so he couldn't help but want to talk with her as soon as possible, even though he knew that decision to be unwise. After all, this was a power that was once wielded by Micheal. 'The Michael.' The greatest and most-powerful divine beast after Lucifer, and one of the strongest beings to ever exist. Knowing that Nefertiti had awoken to such an earth-shattering power was deeply flabbergasting to him.

It seemed that he would have to visit the kingdom of angels later, after returning to the mortal realm. Many items were stacked up on his to-do list after returning back home. He was tired just thinking of the work he needed to do after the end of his current trip. So, he decided to just not think about it at all and focus on the task at hand.
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While the party was going on, both Fafnir and Kaiser were staring at the barbeque as if it was the most alien thing they had ever seen in the entirety of their lives.

The houses in this realm all functioned through the use of magic stones, powerful batteries of sorts, that could be easily charged by simply filling them up with mana that they could provide by themselves.

Recharging the different facilities was in fact a job assigned to the weakest of dragons or other species, who weren't interested in simply staying idle but did not have the strength to go and explore the cosmos like the others. They would regularly recharge the main facility which would then distribute the accumulated energy through all the households that paid for the subscription.

This was another simple way Tiamat made money off the residents of her realm: making them pay for doing something they could have easily done by themselves if they just put in the time and effort behind it.

Either way, the level of technology in the dragon realm was quite developed. So much so that both Kaiser and Fafnir, despite the power they wielded, could do nothing but bow in helplessness in front of this barbarous cooking method.

"Pfff! Hahahaha! What's going on, brother? Didn't you say that you will show me the dignity of the second eldest? Hehe. Go on, my eyes are wide open. Show me!"

Fafnir blushed so much his face became nearly as red as his hair.

Why do I always end up bragging so much?

He couldn't help but scratch his head and give an awkward smile to his sibling. Looking at him like this, it was impossible to imagine that this was the great and vaillant general who made sure his soldiers faced the least amount of casualties in the war.

"Perhaps I may be of assistance?"

Welsh, Fafnir, and Kaiser turned towards the approaching Sol, smiling as he observed their bantering. They had felt him slowly approaching but did not think he would stop here. After all, the relationship between them was nearly non-existent, to say the least. They had never really taken the time to talk and know each other on a deeper level apart from the usual pleasantries.

Thinking like this, Fafnir swallowed his pride and nodded, "*Ahem* I would be thankful if you could help."

Kaiser opened his mouth to protest, but in the end he simply sighed. "Please."

Sol smiled and approached the grill before expertly working on it, operating the machine with a skilled hand. He would have never thought that his experience as a human on earth would be used on this occasion, and that too to operate a grill…

"Ohhh. How marvelous! You are truly skilled."

It was also pretty embarrassing to be praised for something like that. Even more so since he could feel that Fafnir was actually being sincere in his endless compliments.

"Tch. I guess my fun has ended." Welsh scowled in a bad mood. Teasing Fafnir was one of her small pleasures in life.

"So, what brings you here? Generally, you play around with Big Sis, right?"

Well, I do really play around with her. Just not the way you must be expecting.

It was clear that on the dragons’ side, no one except Tiamat knew about Sol's true relationship with Kiyohime.

He was quite surprised, since they should have been able to smell his scent entwined with hers. But it seemed that as a warrior specialized in hunting, Kiyohime knew how to get rid of such traces.

Sol didn't particularly mind. He knew that Kiyohime wasn't ashamed of their relationship. Rather, she was just generally reserved, and still had no idea what their relationship was exactly.

Still, if there was one true thing in Welsh's speech, it was that he never really tried to come close to the other dragons.

"I am not trying to find excuses but just a few days after I entered this realm, I was thrown into Tartarus. Then we had the tournament and finally the war. There wasn't exactly enough time to socialize with all of you."

The other three could only smile slightly. It was incredible how so many events had happened one after another just after Sol came.

They once again understood why Blesseds were sometimes considered the scourge of all realms. Wherever they were, events would spiral out of control, and the ones taking the fallout were generally other people, while the Blessed would walk out unscathed and become even stronger.

"By the way, what kind of meat is this?" Sol looked down at the meat of unknown origin.

"A special type of cow that grows by absorbing mana."

Huh…

Sol looked down, feeling pretty conflicted. He had never really thought about it but, was it cannibalism if a cow beastman ate a cow? He knew that Milia was vegetarian, but mostly because she said her milk would turn bad if she ate meat.

I am really having weird thoughts now.

He was missing his precious girls back home. It seemed that he needed to prepare some gifts for them.

At least I am sure Setsuna and Nuwa will like this.

Like this, the discussion between them slowly became more enjoyable. There were no profound or important topics. In fact the discussion itself was pretty meaningless. But it was this kind of meaningless conversation that helped create bonds between people.

Sol promised himself that on his next visit, he would spend more time with the other dragons, and try to understand more about them. They would become his greatest allies in the future, after all, and they were the ones who truly had a say in this world.

When the discussion began to tether off, Welsh elbowed Fafnir gently, "*Ahem* Well, we need to go meet with someone. We will come back in a few minutes."

"Okay. But I swear if you guys flee, I’m also leaving."

They chuckled as they left, leaving Kaiser and Sol alone. The atmosphere became pretty awkward between the two. The first time they had seen each other was not the best memory. The second time it was during the tournament, where Sol ended up beating Kaiser into unconsciousness.

This would be the third time now, and he wondered how it would go.

"I apologize for my previous misconduct." Kaiser started with an apology.

Well, I certainly didn't expect our discussion to begin like this.

[image: ]


Sol continued to roast the meat while listening to Kaiser's conversation. If he had to be honest, he didn’t want to be here right now. Today was a day he was supposed to relax and enjoy himself, not to listen to someone else's confession and apologies. He didn’t care what Kaiser thought of him. In the end, Kaiser was absolutely inconsequential to his life.

So why was he still staying here and listening?

Because he didn’t have any male friends.

The only friend he had somewhat made was Ares Highland, back in the mortal realm. But then there was the whole nearly getting poisoned by Ares, and him pulling Ares in his dimension to mind manipulate him…

Yeah, their relationship was awkward, to say the least.

“So, what brought the sudden apology? I doubt it’s because I am clearly stronger than you.”

Kaiser gave a bitter smile at the sucker punch Sol playfully delivered, but did not rise to the bait. “I do not like you.”

‘Well, figures. I don’t like any of you either.’

“I would not have apologized if my actions were the result of pure dislike. No matter how much stronger you are, I couldn't care less.” Kaiser’s eyes showed a firm will. He had seen the power of Sol. Seen how Sol had toyed around with two mighty demi-gods like it was nothing, and had even revived himself from certain death.

To say that he was not impressed and awed would be a lie.

But that alone would have never been enough to make him cower. He had his own pride. Even as small and ridiculous that pride was, he was still a proud dragon.

So why did he apologize?

“I was jealous, envious and those feelings of mine made me have unfounded prejudices against you.”

As he said this, Kaiser threw a glance at Isis, who was playing around with Nefertiti and Skuld. For a brief instant, fondness flashed in his eyes before he released a sigh, killing that emotion from taking root.

“You have a very good girl who loves you very much. Take care of her.”

“I don’t need you to tell me that.”

Sol sighed — now he understood why he didn’t have any male friends.

Well, I guess Anubis is something of a friend?

Sol was really getting desperate.

“Anyway, I honestly didn’t care very much. Be it you, Nidhogg, or the others, I understand perfectly why you had no good feelings for me, and I don’t mind. At least you guys were direct with what you thought of me.”

Sol chuckled before turning over the meat. The sizzling sound of the grilling meat and the delicious scent made his mouth water. Throughout his life, he had eaten many exquisite meals, but nothing could beat some good grilled meat. There was something about this that made it taste better than anything else.

“By the way. What are you gonna do now?”

“I will fight against one of the princes for the title. Nidhogg will do the same.”

“Heh…” Sol drawled. He was also a prince. But the only reason he fought for that title was to get his reward: a contract with a phoenix.

Now that this was done, the contract with the goddesses was nearly complete. All he needed was to pass one last trial and he would have permission to come and go from the mortal realm to the astral realm as he wished.

I should be able to move through the realms with my dimension as long as I set some anchor points here. But better not provoke them.

Even if one had the power to move through the realm, doing so without permission was no different from entering another country without permission from the authorities.

It was possible, but illegal.

I wonder what the third trial will be.

He hoped that it wouldn’t be anything crazy.
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While Sol and Kaiser were trying to get to know each other and form a more amicable relationship, Nephtys was looking at Nent like she was an alien. “Sister…? Is that really you?”

Even though she did not have the power to see souls like her husband and daughter, she was still an experienced old monster. In the first place, one didn’t need to be a genius to see that Nent had seriously changed.

Just what happened during those few months?

She was filled with disbelief. 700 years ago, the just, bubbly, and upright Nent had changed into a scheming woman filled with bitterness and hatred, as well as twisted ideals.

Be it her or their mother, they had tried everything to make Nent go back to her old self. But they had failed miserably, and finally they simply gave up. They were resigned, and thought that all they could do was watch as Nent gradually approached a line that should never be crossed.

But… now?

While Nent was not back to what she once was, she had without a doubt greatly changed once again — and for the better.

“Was I really that bad?” Nent gave a bitter smile at the look of disbelief her sister was plainly directing at her.

“Not gonna lie. You were pretty ugly.”

“Anubis!”

“What? I am only telling the truth. Her soul was severely rotten.”

Nent gave a look at Anubis, “Rotten because I was doing wrong?”

“No.” Anubis waved his hand, “Dear sister-in-law. You see, people have this funny idea that the purity of the soul depends on some flimsy distinction between good and evil. These are mere social concepts, created to bring order.”

A murderer was ‘bad.’ But a soldier defending his country was ‘good.’

Someone stealing just to get richer was ‘bad,’ but stealing from the rich to give to the poor was ‘good.’

“At the end of the day, good and evil are never fixed. They are concepts that change depending on the situation and the place.”

“So then… why was my soul ugly in your eyes?”

“Because it was tainted by indecisiveness, hesitation, flawed goals, hatred, and self admonishment.”

Nent and Nepthphys stayed silent.

“The most beautiful souls I have seen come from the same kind of people. People with firm and unshakable beliefs in what they were doing. Whether they were doing evil or good did not matter.”

He gave another look at Nent, “Now though. You look freer. As if a great burden has been released from your shoulders. Your goals are clear now and you show no hesitation. While there is still guilt in your heart, it does not make your soul uglier but in a way even more beautiful.”

“Anubis. I…”

“I know what you want to ask. Is it about your friend?”

“I…Yes. I know that he did many wrongs and there is nothing that will change that reality. But please, release his soul. Let him enter the afterlife. The true afterlife.”

“Hmm… Honestly, I don’t care about his soul. But my darling daughter needs a general. Your friend would make a very useful first lich.”

Nephtys gently touched Anubis’ hand, gripping it tightly in a concerned fashion.

“Sigh… But, since it seems to be so important to you. I am willing to make a few concessions. I guess having Isis create her own lich will be more rewarding in the end.”

He moved his hand and a small blue light appeared inside. This was the true form of Drei, or rather Hansel. Now that his body and phylactery were destroyed, all that was left of him was this small flickering soul.

“I have already wiped out all his ego, and he wiped out his own memory. All that is left is a pure soul.”

Once someone died, they would enter the afterlife, where their souls would be wiped clean of all ties from their life before being thrown into the cycle of reincarnation.

“I… Thank you.”

Nent took the soul of her friend in her hands, before walking away, her head down along the gloomy walk.

Looking at the despondent back of her sister, Nephtys sighed, “You are very cruel.”

“I know. But you still love me.”

“Unfortunately…”

“Oh my… That wasn’t what you were saying a few hours ago in bed.”

Nephtys flushed slightly and gave him a hit in the side before running after Nent. “I am ignoring you today.”

Looking at her acting like a mischievous young girl, Anubis shook his head, “I guess their relationship will get better after this.”

Playing the bad guy sure wasn’t easy.

“Now then. I need some meat. My dear son-in-law better have reserved the best part for me.”
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A few minutes later, both Nent and Nephtys were sitting on a far and isolated corner of the beach. Nent gazing silently at the flickering soul in her hand.

“I am sorry about the way Anubis acted. He is…”

“I know he was simply acting. Anubis never talks so much usually.”

“Indeed.”

“Thank you.”

“For?”

“For helping me get his soul back.”

“He would have still given it to you even without me present.”

“It doesn’t matter. What matters is that you helped me.”

“Did you love him, sister?”

“I do not know… It has been too long. But I really cared for him. Both he and his sister were very dear to me.”

“But they died.”

“They were executed. Brutally. Unjustifiably.”

“I am sorry. In the end, we gave up on you without really trying to understand your pain.”

“I am sorry too. In the end, I was simply throwing a temper tantrum to hide my pain.”

“What will you do with his soul?”

Nent did not answer. Instead, she opened her hand, gazing silently at the soul of her friend. Memories flashed through her mind, as she recalled all the moments they had spent together. It wasn’t all good. They had certainly had some disputes. But all those memories were precious to her.

A single tear trailed down her face, as a gentle golden flame erupted from her hand.

“Farewell, my friend.”

Before long, her hands were empty.

“May your next life be filled with happiness.”

Watching as the soul dissipated into moths of light and flew toward the sky, Nent’s heart was filled with both immense sadness and relief.

But now, she realized that a new chapter for her life had finally opened.
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After staying some more time in the company of her dear sister Nephtys, Nent chased her away, almost embarrassed by the things she had said to her.

She was extremely happy and grateful that they could spend some time together, after what felt like an eternity, with less tension between them than in the past.

However, that didn't change the fact that this was not where her sister should be at this moment. The whole point of her sister being here was to spend time with her family, or more specifically with Anubis. Words couldn't describe the joy she had sensed in Nephtys, now that she was able to spend more time with her dear husband once again.

It was the kind of smile that Nent had felt on her face after a long, long time — way too long, in fact. It was the kind of smile she had forgotten how to make, after the long centuries of bitterness and hatred that she had felt deep within.

Knowing that being with her was making Nephtys miss out on the quality time she could be spending happily with her family, beaming that beautiful smile, Nent couldn't find it in herself to be selfish enough to make her sister stay by her side.

Thus she made Nephtys return to where she belonged, leaving her alone in this desolate place again. Loneliness and desolation — these were emotions with which she was deeply familiar. The kind of emotions that she had constantly experienced throughout these long centuries.

She sat there looking above at the sky, sitting by herself in that eerily comfortable loneliness. However, she didn't have to stay lonely anymore. Someone had come to keep her company.

“So, you are here.”

Looking up, she could see Kiyohime approaching her from a distance. She was surprised to notice that she hadn’t even managed to feel her presence. It was clear she had been too distracted.

“What brings you here, Kiyohime?” Nent asked while trying to arrange her messy hair. The cool wind had brought with it a strong gust that led to having her hair ruffled. She was just trying to fix things here and there when Kiyohime spoke.

“Sol asked me to look for you. He was worried when he didn't spot you. Seems like we should hurry if we want to eat something, before Anubis and Fafnir devour everything whole.”

“Heh. Indeed, I can almost see it already. Sorry, but I don't really feel like eating now. Just don't have the appetite, you see. You can go on by yourself. Tell Sol not to worry, I'll be joining everyone soon enough.”

Kiyohime ignored Nent’s words and sat on a rock beside the lonely phoenix. She gazed attentively at the sea, feeling more at ease than she ever had before.

“You were finally able to say goodbye to him, huh?”

Nent stayed silent, “Do you even care?”

“I do.”

The expression of surprise was evident on Nent’s face. So much so that Kiyohime couldn’t help but laugh out loud, as though she had seen the funniest shit ever. Seeing her, Nent couldn't help but ask, a bit of hesitation in her tone, “I thought you hated me.”

“Oh I did. Still do a little, I think.”

Kiyohime stopped laughing as a slight aura of reminiscence flashed in her eyes, “You used me, made a mockery out of my feelings for you, then proceeded to abandon me when you discovered I had become useless for your goal.”

She continued, her voice calm and devoid of any emotions, “You made me miserable. Made me doubt my self-worth. Destroyed my confidence, crushed my pride. I nearly swore off any future relationships."

The more she spoke, the more ashamed Nent felt inside. Her head was down; she couldn't even look Kiyohime in her eyes.

“Adding insult to injury, after doing all this, you come back nonchalantly like it's the most natural thing in the world. Then you simply said sorry, as if what you did to me wasn’t a big deal. You acted as if all my emotions were a joke to you. Hahaha. Honestly, I don’t know how I held myself back from striking at you then and there.”

“I…”

“Let me finish, please.”

Nent closed her mouth, intimidated by her aura. She didn't think she could feel that particular emotion anymore, but it seemed like she had been wrong, just like so many other times throughout her life.

“I thought that I would never have anything else to do with you. That our ways would be completely different from one another. But then…”

She gave a bitter smile full of sadness and derision, “I would have never thought that we would have to share the same man one day.”

Nent gave a helpless chuckle, one that was answered by a small smile from Kiyohime. “Funny, right? I still don't really know how to define my relationship with him. But it is what it is. Nothing more needs to be said.”

“Why bring this up now?”

“Because as distasteful as it is, that titan is right. Even if we do not like each other, we will need to work and support each other. All the members of the pride should do so in order for the pride to be cohesive.”

“You are strangely proactive now.”

“I was passive in our relationship, and we all know the end result. For years and in fact, even now I keep wondering — what did I do wrong? What if I had done more? What could I have done better?”

“You did nothing wrong.” Nent sighed. “Nothing you did could have changed the end result. The problem in the end was with me.”

“I know. At least intellectually speaking, I understand that I have nothing for which to reproach myself. But feelings cannot be controlled by reason, can they? Most likely, I will keep those regrets all my life. Like a scar that can never heal. But that is the past. Now that I have a second chance, I refuse to leave anything to chance.”

Her eyes shone with a fascinating luster, one the phoenix had never seen before. “I will be open and forthright about my failures. At the very least, if this fails, then I will have no regrets this time.”

“So, why tell me all this? What are you trying to achieve?”

“Because deep down, as stupid and dumb as it may sound… I want you to be happy.”

“...You…”

“My old feelings will never come back. But it doesn’t change the fact that I once loved you from the very bottom of my heart. I failed to bring you salvation, but Sol was able to succeed. Now that you have a new chance, I hope you will find it in yourself to cherish it.”

“A second chance, huh.” A second chance. Nent never thought that she would hear something like this. More so from Kiyohime of all people. It made her feel horrible.

“You really think I can have a second chance?”

“Fool me once, shame on you. Fool me twice, shame on me.”

Once a glass was broken, it could never be the same even if it was repaired. But it was still possible to buy a new one. Kiyohime could never really forgive nor forget. But she was willing to give a second chance. One final chance to Nent.

Kiyohime smiled as she stretched her hand towards Nent, “So let’s do this from the beginning. *Ahem* Hello, my name is Kiyohime, though everyone simply calls me Kiyo. Happy to meet you.”

Tears welled up once again in Nent’s eyes as she lowered her head, unwilling to show the unsightly emotions on her face.

She remembered clearly that when they entered the dragon realm a few months ago, this was how Kiyohime had introduced herself to Sol and the others. At that time, this greeting had not been extended to her, for obvious reasons, and all she had done then was respond in anger to hide her shame.

But now she could truly feel it.

The her at this moment was very different from the her of a few months ago. It was as if sending Hansel to the afterlife was a way to close an old chapter of her life. Now was the time to write a new page in the book that would define the rest of her life. A new chance, a new beginning.

One that she wished to live without regret. Bringing up her hand, she shook Kiyohime’s. Her tears now rolled uncontrollably down her face, but a bright smile, full of the energy that once brimmed in her innocent self, was shining through them.

“I am Nent. Happy to meet you as well.”

The two clasped hands.

Their words and actions were awkward. But a deep and dark weight was taken off from their hearts.

This was indeed a new beginning. Not just for Nent, but for Kiyohime as well.

It may have taken seven hundred years for one, and five hundred years for the other, but it was still better now than never.

[image: ]


The rest of the day went by rather smoothly and was filled with all sorts of activities. Most of all, everyone just enjoyed this rare festive mood, spent in each other's company.

While they couldn’t get drunk on alcohol due to their natures, the atmosphere itself brought a certain euphoria to the people present that no amount of alcohol could ever produce. It was very refreshing for everyone involved, to say the least.

Stress about what happened, sadness about losing people they cared for, relief about being alive — all these feelings and more had been caged inside everyone for way too long, without any outlet for them to be relieved of the tumultuous burden.

All those feelings mixed like a cocktail, and brought out one explosive result as they were released. There was dancing, singing, and feasting in each other's company. People were just having fun, being in one other's company, sharing everything they wished to share. In the end, people just wanted to let go and not think about the future trials that may or may not come.

In fact, they even went as far as having a few contests, with simple rewards at the end.

The beauty contest was overwhelmingly won by Nefertiti, of course. Now that she had received her True Name, her beauty had really transcended the threshold of reality. It was so intense and awe-inspiring, in fact, that Sol had to fight off a few dragons whose minds had been overtaken by lust at a mere glance of her visage.

The end had been a rather annoyance but that little spar had its own sort of merriment as everyone just laughed at his suffering. Well, there won't always be perks of having a beautiful girl, — the most beautiful girl in this case — as your lover. The cons would always catch up one day; the trick was to crush them at their roots, like he crushed the hopes of those dragons.

The running contest was won by Nent. Like with Nefertiti, it wasn’t even a contest in the way that the question was more about determining who was second rather than first.

The funniest one, in Sol’s opinion, had been the art contest in which Anubis and Isis participated. The two had lost so badly that it left everyone laughing out loud. How they changed the concept of drawing ‘fun on the beach’ to drawing about the ‘futility of life and nihilism’ left him absolutely speechless. The father-daughter duo were really in-sync. The drawing they produced in the end, was incredible but oh so dark. The concept creeped people out and made some depressed about life itself.

In the end, the one who had won the competition was, surprisingly, Nidhogg. Sol had been stunned at seeing the cheerful drawing full of color from someone who seemed so down and reserved. However, when she explained that it was simply because the more beautiful something was in nature, the more poisonous it was, he immediately understood how she won the competition.

There was always the saying that the world looked the most beautiful from the other end. The same could be said for her as well. Since Nidhogg harbored a darker view on life, she could see and appreciate the world in its most beautiful state.

Sol participated in all the contests, no matter how small they were. He never won, but in fact, he wasn’t even trying to win — he simply wanted to have fun. To let go of everything and just be at peace. He was perhaps the one who needed that break more than anyone else.

When was the last time he genuinely had fun without having a worry in the world? Sol couldn’t remember. It seemed that ever since he awakened, problems had been appearing one after another without stopping, piling up to form mountains of pressure that he needed to withstand and overcome.

Even now, he wasn’t really without worries. Once he went back to the mortal realm, there would be so many things for which he had to take care. The weight of responsibility was truly crushing. But he continued to hold on. He would not…could not…crumble…ever.

Too many people depended on him for him to simply give up.

Well, let’s enjoy everything without those depressing thoughts, shall we?

Sol chuckled and patted Isis on the head. She was still demoralized about her loss in the art contest, pouting in his embrace due to the dejection and indignance she felt.

“I need to go see a few people. This is a party for everyone, after all.”

Isis nodded and rose up, still pouting, but she didn't wish to keep him to herself, not on this day.

“No problem.” She waved him off, and went to share her grievances with her mother.
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[Tartarus, Fourth Hell]

Back in Tartarus, both Nabu and Sekhmet were sleeping peacefully on a bed made out of ice.

The temperature didn't matter to them. This was simply a habit Nabu had developed and, since Sekhmet had control over the ice elements, she was completely at ease in this sub-zero state.

“What could bring you here again? I believe that I have been clear about our refusal.”

“Do not worry. I did not come here to ask for help again. Far from it.”

Sekhmet gave a suspicious glance at Sol while Nabu opened her eyes lazily, still in her dragon form.

“You should know about the party.”

“We do. Kiyohime invited us.”

“And you refused to come because…?”

“We…I…am not… Welcome, I guess…”

Sol nodded, he could understand where Nabu was coming from. Certainly, as a one-time traitor, she would have a hard time being accepted. But Sol didn’t care.

“This party was made for all those who made achievements and helped during the war. Without your help, I would have most likely died before finishing my awakening. You have to participate.”

“But…”

“There is no buts — I'll have none of it. I know you may leave later. But don’t you want to at least rekindle your relationship with your family?”

Nabu hesitated, something that Sekhmet caught onto easily. She could understand. Despite her strength, Nabu had been imprisoned in this place for thousands of years. Her feeling of loneliness could only be imagined and never fully understood.

“Sigh… What if there are complaints?”

“Hahaha, I mean, even a titan like Skuld could enjoy herself, why would a dragon be alienated? Furthermore, should anyone complain, I’ll just beat them up.”

“How overbearing.” Sekhmet sighed out loud again before standing and patting Nabu’s head underneath her. “Should we go?”

Nabu hesitated before nodding. A tempest of ice covered her and once it passed, the gigantic dragon was replaced by a beautiful white-haired woman. Her exquisite face was nearly expressionless, and her very aura screamed the words cold as a thousand year old ice.

Nodding to himself, Sol turned toward Sekhmet.

“Don’t look at me. Taking human form as I am now is just a waste of energy.”

“I really wonder who put you in this state and why.”

“Simple. I tried to go too far into the past. It seems that I pissed off the wrong crowd. We fought, I killed some, and finally got myself killed.” Sekhmet shrugged. The past few wars had truly been meat grinders. Demi-gods would die and new ones would come and replace them pretty quickly.

Even with her nine lives and her ability to travel and hide in history, Sekhmet had fought too many fights and died too many times to care much about it now.

“Well, since there is a party, why not go? After this, we can go roam the universe. I need to reestablish the link with my territory.”

Sol smiled, “You should go on, guys. I will come later.”

“Hmm… You aren’t coming with us?”

He shook his head, “There is someone else that needs to be invited.” Saying so, Sol looked up at the sky before leaving.

Now alone, Sekmet shook her head and jumped once again on Nabu’s head. “Should we go now?”

“...Master…Do you think I will be welcomed?”

Sekhmet sneered inwardly. She had no care about the thoughts of the rabble. Their desires were as irrelevant as their existence. But she knew that Nabu wasn’t asking to hear such a response.

Sekhmet chuckled, “My little darling is the cutest in the world. Even if those nitwits ignore you, Sol and his close confidants will not. That's all that matters, right?”

“I see. Master is wise.”

“Hehe. Now let’s go. I could smell the scent of some great quality meat on his body. Now I am starving.”

[Ninth Heaven]

Tiamat was sitting comfortably on her throne as she looked down at what was happening below.

“Isn’t it boring? Looking at everything like this, I mean?”

“I must say, your growing control over your dimension is astonishing. At the same time, you are really shaping to become the nemesis of all dimensional mages and demi-gods.” Tiamat chuckled. She wasn’t surprised by Sol's presence, as she had felt him move through the barrier of her dimension.

Still, the way he did it, even though she didn’t try to stop him, was incredibly startling. Rather than simply trying to overwhelm her dimension, he fused and meddled his power with her, moving at the same frequency and infiltrating deep into her stronghold. If his proficiency increased and he attained the demi-god level, even she didn't know what would happen.

“I decided to call this move the Trojan horse. It’s indeed quite insidious. As insidious as you trying to deflect my question.”

“Pfft. Hahaha. Indeed. I suppose I am deflecting, huh?” Tiamat shook her head. Her beautiful hair scattered behind her. “I have transcended concepts like boredom long ago.”

“I’m pretty sure that it isn’t possible.”

“If I say it is possible, then it must be so.”

“Haha — and people say I am overbearing.” Sol chuckled and approached Tiamat, “So, why don’t you join us?”

“Don’t try to play this move with me. I am simply not interested.”

“You say you are not interested, but you still watch? You spent so much energy bringing a true sun and a blue sky.”

“I did this for you.”

“And I am thankful. But this isn’t enough.”

“Why?”

“Because my time here is nearing its end. It’s almost time for me to go back.” He had wasted too much time already.

When Tiamat heard Sol’s words, she nodded to herself, acknowledging that fact. “Now that I realize that it’s time for you to go, I must admit that I am feeling rather reluctant to part with my grandson.”

“Gonna miss me?”

“As surprising as it sounds. Indeed, I believe I will be missing you dearly.”

He grinned, giggling a bit after hearing those surprising words. No matter how much joy he felt, however, the answer he received left him a bit speechless. Something that Tiamat did not miss.

“Cat got your tongue, huh? Hahaha…” She smirked.

“I must say… I am quite surprised by your reply, if I have to be honest.”

“And so am I, dear Sol, so am I…”

“Is it perhaps because…I’m Blaze’s son?”

“Huh…? I believe that's not the case. You and Blaze might have some traits in common, but for the most part, you are totally different from your mother. I have no reason to keep comparing her with you. Why the sudden question, however?"

Seeing as how Tiamat was genuinely confused, he could only release a sheepish chuckle as he scratched his head in awkwardness. He was so used to people's feelings regarding him stemming from what they usually felt toward his parents that he must have projected some of his insecurities toward Tiamat, too.

“Either way, there is no reason to miss me, grandma. As soon as I complete the third trial of the goddesses, I will be able to move as I want from the mortal realm to the astral realm.”

“I already said I hate being called grandma. Call me Big Sis. Secondly, I understand that you will be able to come and go as you wish sooner or later. But, the flow of time in the astral realm should enter a new cycle soon. Let’s hope it doesn’t go to a 1:100 rate though.”

The flow of time in the astral realm was not constant. It was in a state of flux compared to the mortal realm, and changed in unpredictable patterns. Sometimes it increased and sometimes it did the opposite.

The current cycle was 1 to 12. But you could never anticipate how the flow would change in the next cycle.

Sol nodded and began to walk, observing the room in all its bleak splendor and solitude. “You know, I’m rather curious. Be it you or Gabriel, and I guess the other divine beasts as well, why do you always take those giants' throne rooms and live alone there while observing people in your realm? Some kind of god complex?”

Tiamat shrugged, “Why do kings have throne rooms?”

“To inspire fear and reverence as well as a feeling of awe and inferiority in the hearts of the retainers.”

“Bingo.”

“But you don’t need all that, right?”

“I don’t. But it doesn’t mean those feelings aren’t necessary. Feelings of awe, love, worship, or even fear — all those powerful feelings are necessary to develop the territory until it potentially reaches the rank of the Fabled Divine kingdom. At least that is the theory of most of the divine beasts.”

Unlike other demi-gods, divine beasts were bound and limited by the divinity of the goddess from their birth. So they had to find a different way to elevate their kingdom to a state that would help them reach true divinity and finally ascend.

Sol massaged his temple.

Well, this isn’t much of a surprise.

From the moment the Faith coins were presented to him, he understood their importance in the greater scheme of things. Why would goddesses need Faith coins? Why were Faith coins necessary to strengthen a Territory?

One needed enough feelings of faith to light up the divine spark and create the divine kingdom.

Sol summarized that the birth of a new god would be pretty hard to accomplish with just that, if not impossible in its entirety just by pursuing this harrowing path as long as the seven goddesses were present.

He also realized how devious the goddesses must have been to implement such a heretical system that only played to their advantages.

In all seven kingdoms, it was basically obligatory to learn religion from birth. After all, the seven kingdoms were all creations of the goddesses. The goddesses of sins reigned over the royalty running the kingdoms, while those of virtues reigned over the churches.

As such one could say that all the seven kingdoms were theocracies in their own right. There were no two ways about this.

The amount of faith received from this alone was astonishing. Then you had all the 14 divine beasts and their children. Then all the people needed to create Faith coins in order to live.

Summarizing it, Sol could deduce two ways to become a god. The first one was to gather enough faith, and the second one was to embody a concept. Most likely both of those two conditions were a prerequisite simultaneously to finally ascend.

Sol thought this far before shaking his head, “Stop trying to distract me.”

“Tch!” Tiamat clicked her tongue. She really thought she could have continued this discussion for a while longer.

“Why do you want me to come down?”

“This is a day you created to honor the dead and enjoy our victory, right? You are the leader, so of course, you must attend.” His lips were pulled into a small smile, “I want to do some good deeds before leaving this place. Don’t you think it would be interesting to at least try to make the relationship with your children a little better?”

Tiamat pondered silently, not answering for some time. “Truthfully, I don't really care.”

She wasn’t one to be swayed by sentiment. While she loved her creations and did see them as her children in her one way, she would be the first to recognize that she was in no way parent material, much less worthy to be a mother. She had always considered them to be more akin to subordinates she cared for than small children she needed to take care of.

Was she wrong? Most likely yes. She would be the first to recognize that her way was not the best.

Did they hate her? Most likely not. But the bitterness in their hearts was unmistakable. Tiamat had never hidden that she was the kind to play favorites, and she didn’t plan to change herself in order to please someone else.

Some may call her selfish, detestable and many such profane names. All of them just might be true, but she was who she was. She would not have it any other way.

“So basically, you are doing what the goddesses did to you?”

Tiamat stopped and looked deeply into Sol's eyes, her tone a bit different from its usual laid-back self, “What do you mean?”

“The goddesses created you as weapons, used you, and manipulated you. Before Lucifer rebelled, you guys were basically glorified slaves, and even now the situation has only become slightly better.”

“You are right.”

“Then… What is the difference between you and them? You created more weapons of war, never really cared for their opinions, neither raised nor took care of them, but still expect them to fight and die for you.”

He grinned, “You guys are truly horrible people, you know?”

Tiamat stayed silent before a smile graced her lips. “So what? I am indeed horrible. I never pretended to be the opposite. I am not a hypocrite, at least, if that's what you're aiming to establish through your talks.”

“Then why not become even more horrible? Come down with me, act as if you really cared for them. Pass some time with them, take care of them, and love them. Then they will be even more willing to fight and die for you.”

Tiamat was stumped; she looked incredulously at Sol before exploding in laughter, “Do you even hear what you are saying?”

“I do. But am I wrong? True zealots do not come from fear but because of the absolute faith and belief that exists in their hearts. If you are really such a horrible person, why not use their feelings?”

He grinned, “Of course, if the reality is that deep down you love them, but distance yourself because you do not want to use their feelings for your own use and manipulate them, then tell me. In that case you should still come down so that you can spend some time with those you love.”

“So, either way, I still need to come down, don't I?”

“Indeed. Whether it’s from a logical or an emotional standpoint, there are no downsides and only advantages. So why stay here and observe when you can follow me and have some fun?”

He stretched his hand toward Tiamat with a confident smile, to which Tiamat answered with a troubled smirk.

Standing up, she took his hand, overlapping it with hers, “Do not think for an instant that your sophistry managed to convince me.”

“Oh. Do not worry, I would never presume so.” Sol knew that his arguments were not that convincing, though they were pretty funny he must say. If Tiamat really did not want to come, then nothing he said would have changed her opinion.

The fact of the matter though was that she did want to come, and all she needed was an excuse. An excuse that Sol gave her.

“Let’s go.”
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When Tiamat appeared on the beach, the silence that spread was suffocating. Sol nearly laughed out loud when he saw some dragons nearly spit the food in their mouths or try to run.

Thankfully, Kiyohime managed to calm everyone down as she approached Tiamat and gave her a silent hug.

The cheers that followed were deafening in the truest sense of the word, and the party entered a new crescendo. It was like all of them were injected with some super-drugs that forced them to fight harder in the following contest.

All so that they could show off to Tiamat.

It was so much that when Nabu and Sekhmet appeared, while people gave a few uncomfortable glances in Nabu's direction, they mostly stayed quiet. After all, if Tiamat herself did not mind them being here, who were they to think differently?

The highlight of the day came when they had a contest for the best swimsuit and Tiamat participated in it.

Everyone had their breath taken away.

Tiamat's bikini was in no way lewd, despite the display of skin. The aura she emitted was simply so overpowering that people didn’t even dare to have lewd thoughts about her.

The one to win this contest was, surprisingly, Skuld. Sol couldn't help but praise how ballsy the judges were, and he laughed when Skuld began to taunt Tiamat about her victory. It ended with her being thrown around like some rag doll but from the way she still laughed, he summarized that it was worth it in her eyes.

Skuld also managed to convince Verdandi to come and, while she wasn’t as active as Skuld, it seemed that she still managed to have some fun.

It would have been perfect if Sheherazade was also present. Sadly, she was still evolving and couldn’t be disturbed. He was sure that Isis would tease her about how she had missed this day for quite a long time.

In the end, Tiamat released her control, and the fake sun and the blue sky slowly vanished before being replaced by the starry night, thereby signaling the end of the party.

For one day, everyone forgot the worries that plagued their hearts.

For one day, people had fun together, irrespective of who they were or how large the difference was in their power or influence.

It was a wonderful day. Truly a day Sol believed he would never forget.

He wished that in the future, he would be able to bring forth something even better.

It was on those thoughts that Sol decided to go back to his cottage and sleep. After all, he would soon leave.

But what he saw when he arrived made all thoughts of sleeping vanish from his mind.


Chapter 27


Five vs One



The day had been rather fun for Sol as he managed to relax and let himself unwind, even making great strides at getting rid of some of the awkwardness in his relationship with the other dragons.

He didn’t believe that he would ever become genuine friends with them, but at the very least, they could be called acquaintances that he could give the occasional nod to if they were to ever meet.

So, when Sol got back to his house, what he expected was hitting the sack and waking up later to finally return to his own dimension— the mortal realm.

What he saw though, made all thoughts of sleeping vanish from his mind.

“Skuld?”

Standing in front of his house was the giddy pink-skinned titaness. The way her eyes lit up as she watched him showed how deeply she was in love with him.

“Darling~!” Screaming in her usual bubbly voice, she ran up to him before jumping in his arms.

“How was your day?” Sol gently asked as he opened his arms wide to catch her in a hug. He had noticed that she had not mingled too much with the others, but still, participating in a few contests and having fun with Tiamat should have been interesting and fun for her, nonetheless.

“Forget about all that. I have the most wonderful present waiting for you. Come with me”

Skuld didn’t give a shit about that event. It was without a doubt a way to relax but she was more focused on what she prepared for her darling. The praise of the crowd could never compare to one single ‘Thank you’ or ‘You did well’ coming from Sol.

She needed that feeling of validation and she was sure that she would get it soon. Once he would witness what she prepared for him, that is.

“What kind of present?”

“It’s in the bedroom, and no peeking with your senses. It wouldn’t be much of a surprise otherwise, right?”

“Bedroom?” Sol was puzzled as he fought his instinct to check out what she was talking about. It seemed like she had prepared quite the surprise for him and he did not wish to ruin it by getting a peak before the eventual reveal.

Still, with the mention of bedroom being paired with Skuld, he didn’t need to be a seer to know that she was reserving a kinky surprise for him.

“Hee~ hee~ hee~ I just know that you’ll love it!”

He was truly intrigued now, wondering just what kind of play she had prepared for him this time. Perhaps some sort of cosplay? Or something of the sort.

At least this was what he thought until he entered the room and was left completely speechless by the vision registering in his senses.

Sol stopped himself from gulping as he observed the four nubile women sitting on his bed in their swimsuits and eagerly waiting for him.

Both Kiyohime and Nent seemed to show a hint of awkwardness, while Isis had an eager smile coloring her lips, as if she was ready to try something new. Nefertiti, meanwhile, remained pretty calm. After all, this was not her first time in such a situation.

“So!? What do you think of my surprise?” She excitedly jumped on the bed and turned around, with the same impish smile that she showered him with when she was feeling particularly naughty. If she was a dog or a wolf woman, for that matter, Sol was sure that her tail would be wagging now, as she waited to be praised by him.

“It’s beautiful. I mean… *Cough* *Cough* To what do I owe this pleasure?”

“Well, since you made clear we are going to leave soon, that pink flash there had the brilliant idea of having all of us reunite for one last night. After all, both Kiyohime and Skuld won’t be able to come down with us.”

‘What a marvelous idea. Skuld, I really love you!’ Sol was rarely this excited. Even though he had spent some nights with a huge number of women at the same time, this would be the first time he really did so with his actual lovers.

The most he had done until now was a threesome with Camelia and Milia, and another one with Nent and Nefertiti.

‘Calm down, my lil’ bro. We need to approach this in a slow and steady manner.’

“Are you guys really down with this? Or did Skuld just find a way to manipulate you all?”

“Hey! I can hear you, you know?”

“I know. I definitely like your gift but I will definitely not go with it if it makes them uncomfortable.” As he said this, he mainly stared at both Nent and Kiyohime. He knew that their relationship was still shaky and he did not wish to create any new strain.

“Do not worry. We are perfectly willing. At least I am.” Kiyohime spoke after releasing a sigh. She didn’t know when Sol would come back and so didn’t want to miss this moment of intimacy.

On the other hand, Nent simply shrugged, “As long as Kiyohime doesn’t have a problem, I don’t mind.” She had not hesitated to have sex with him alongside her granddaughter. Shame did not exist in her dictionary. But since she just managed to become friends with Kiyohime again, she didn’t wish to form another rift in their newly-established relationship.

As for Isis?

“Why are you talking so much? Let’s go!” She seemed to be even more excited than Skuld. She might have been a virgin not long ago, but there were so many little things that seemed so much fun that she heard about and wanted to try.

Sol didn’t need to be told twice.

In fact, it was a wonder he hadn’t already gone crazy because of his pent-up lust.

The girls all stood up in a row, as if presenting their goods to him. They were all clad in bikinis now, even those who had not previously worn them. Furthermore, those bikinis were outrageous and were more in the line of micro bikinis than anything else.

Sol felt like his heart was about to burst out of his chest — he desperately wanted to just jump at them.

Why am I even holding back?

This was a dish that has been specially prepared for him. Not acting like a pig would, in fact,be a form of disrespect in this situation.

He gulped and the next thing he knew, his face was buried in warm and pleasant-smelling cleavage.

So soft and nice.

He rubbed his cheeks against the mounds surrounding his face and a feminine scent filled his nostrils. He felt right at home, as if he could lay down all his worries and just sleep.

But sleep was not the goal of this night!

“My my, Sol, be careful.” Nent wore a smug expression as she hugged Sol's head. She looked at the others and mouthed ‘pay up,’ leaving the two phoenixes and the dragon completely frustrated. Skuld, meanwhile, was simply too busy laughing to care.

They had bet about who Sol would choose first, but it was clear that Nent’s overwhelmingly powerful weapons of mass destruction helped her win the bet.

Still, doing this with them all will be rough.

Sol wondered if his stamina would be able to keep up. Three phoenixes, one titan, and one dragon. He might not walk out of this alive — but this would surely be a worthy death.

They were all so attractive that he loathed the fact that he only had one body with which he was able to enjoy what they had to offer. But there was no need to rush. The girls were not going anywhere. They were here for him. He had this boob buffet all to himself, so he could take his time and enjoy them.

Thinking like this, Sol looked up at the confident Nent and crossed the small distance separating their lips by raising his head. Her body started in surprise, but her mouth loosened and she accepted his tongue. He sucked on her tongue and guided it into his mouth.

This would be his last night in this realm and Sol decided that he would enjoy himself as much as possible.
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Sol had long since realized this fact, but the problem when making love with more than one woman was to keep things hot and steamy, and then to consistently keep that tempo for prolonged periods of time.

After all, he only had one body in the end. That was the sad reality. It was important that all participants felt invested in the overall situation, even though he couldn't give all of them the same level of attention all the time — even if he wanted to.

After kissing Nent, Sol circled behind her and reached around to wrap her in his arms. Nent put up no resistance and let him grope her breasts as much as he wanted.

Her large breasts threatened to spill out of the micro-bikini, but she made no effort to cover herself. In fact, she was basking in a sense of pride as she watched the other girls look at her body with unconcealed envy.

Sensing her delight, Sol grinned. One of his points of pride was doing his best so that the girls always lost themselves in the pleasure he provided them.

He scooped up her breasts in his hands and viewed the wonderful mounds of cleavage, due over her shoulder. Encouraged, he reached one hand toward Kiyohime and groped both women from behind at the same time.

Nent did not fight the progressively growing pleasure, but it was different for Kiyohime as she unconsciously tried to stop herself from showing the bliss she was feeling. Since she was in front of her fellow ‘sisters,’ she clenched her teeth to suppress the moans and kept her back straight. However, she could not keep her hips from twisting and her skin from flushing with carnal heat.

Sol could distinctly feel the difference between Nent and Kiyohime. Kiyohime was not a flat land but her hills were relatively small in size. Meanwhile, Nent was more like a mountain range with peaks that could reach the sky.

But he did not care. Sol was neutral when it came to choosing between the plains faction and the mountainous faction. He believed that the two were equals and what really mattered wasn’t how big they were but what kind of person to whom they were attached.

After enjoying their breasts for a while, he slowly slid his hand into the bottoms of Kiyohime’s bikini.

With nothing to absorb the moisture, there was no hiding the love juices that had already soaked the fabric. His finger easily slipped inside her folds.

Kiyohime arched her back slightly, instinctively reacting to his ministrations, but still tried her utmost to suppress her wanton cries of pleasure.

Approaching her ear, he began to whisper sweet nothings mixed with dirty words, all so that he could get a rise out of her. He especially took care of reminding her about their last show full of exhibitionism.

The last time people had been unaware but this time, she was about to show her face to her ‘sisters’ as she climaxed for Sol..

On the outside, Kiyohime's expression still stayed focused as she closed her eyes and breathed deeply. But her lower body was far more honest, as her love juices steadily covered his fingers with rushed bursts.

In the corner of his eyes, he could see Isis and Nefertiti watching in rapture as he manhandled two King-rank powerhouses.

He intentionally made as many lewd noises as he could while fingering Kiyohime’s pussy and the embarrassment must have added to the pleasure she felt, because she soon had trouble staying on her feet.

Suddenly, as if unwilling to wait more, Nefertiti took a few steps before reaching Sol's side…

“Nef?”

“Please let me serve you.”

Without waiting for his surprise to settle, she lightly kissed him in the mouth and used her hand to carefully rub his hard penis through his swim trunks. A sweet tingling ran through his crotch and the lust simmering within him ever since this night started stirred to new heights with each of her moves.

She then knelt at his feet and swiftly started removing the trunks, leaving everyone dumbstruck. It would have been one thing if the one to act was Skuld…but from the generally calm and demure Nefertiti, it came as quite the shock.

His member sprang out, and she lovingly held it in her hands; she needed two to fully cover it, after all. She gently stroked his shaft while looking up at him. She looked like such a pure and elegant princess, so it was still hard to believe that she was now staring lovingly at his erect penis with such rapture and focus.

She moved her face in so close he could feel her breath stimulating his sensitive girth and, in the next moment, she stuck her tongue out to provoke the swollen head.

The warm and rough sensation of her tongue felt very different from her fingers, as it attacked the very tip of his dick.

Her tongue ran down the underside of his rod and crawled all over the shaft. Her saliva felt cool on that searing hot flesh. The contrast with her warm tongue was too much and his hips trembled.

When his penis started twitching from the pleasure of her blowjob, she grabbed it at the base to hold it in place and placed the entire head in her mouth while looking up at him. She had been a virgin not long before, but she not only took the lead but actively toyed around with him.

Her single-minded desire to serve him made him feel like she was literally worshiping his penis. The result was more than evident.

“Hey! Don’t leave me out!” Isis gave a short cry as she advanced as well, though with far less confidence than Nefertiti. Nefertiti had at least the chance to have a few sessions with him after losing her virginity. For Isis, this was only her second time.

Looking up, Nefertiti nodded and relinquished the place to Isis, “If you want to serve him, you will need to know how.”

Isis huffed but didn’t refuse Nefertiti's proposal. She was clearly lost about what she had to do exactly in this hedonistic atmosphere.

“Start by gently licking the tip. Like this…”

“Ah….”

Nefertiti kneeled next to Isis, held the base of Sol's throbbing penis, and ran her tongue along the tip. A tremor of pleasure ran through his lower body as soon as the wet tip of her cute tongue touched his swollen head.

Isis was mesmerized by the response coming from Sol. Ever since she knew him, he would always keep a strong and reliable facade. It was the first time she could see him so helpless.

Nefertiti slowly licked the penis head with her saliva-soaked tongue so that Isis could see what she was doing.

In fact, Isis wasn’t the only one observing. Kiyohime, Nent, and even Skuld, for that matter, were all carefully observing Nefertiti.

Nefertiti moved her tongue to the shaft and aimed the glistening head at Isis, “Now join me.”

“Eh? Oh…r-right…”

Isis had gone on and on about how much she had longed to do this, but she had been so overwhelmed by actually getting the opportunity that she ended up just staring in a daze. After Nefertiti reminded her to actually do something, she flushed with embarrassment and stared at the rock-hard erection.

After muttering who knows what to herself, Isis stuck out her tongue and licked the bulbous head. Her warm tongue had only touched his member for a moment but soon, she slowly began to get the hang of the situation.

“Very good. Next, bring it into your mouth like this.”

Isis' oral technique was not that great compared to the Nefertiti, but simply seeing the two girls working so hard to please him was enough in his mind.

Isis seemed to enjoy his reactions most of all, so she happily continued the blowjob. And with Nefertiti accurately targeting his weak points, his penis grew painfully erect between the two pairs of lips and leaked plenty of pre-cum.

“Oh, what an odd flavor…”

“That is precum.”

“I see…” Isis looked at the slightly transparent liquid with fascination.

“So this is what it tastes like. It’s more bitter than I expected it to be…”

She was pretty confused since, in the book she read, it was said that the pre-cum tasted sweet. But she realized that those books couldn’t be totally trusted after all.

Still, this did not stop her. She normally didn’t like bitter flavors, but this one she didn’t mind. In fact, she used her tongue to lap up as much of it as she could get from the pinhole at the tip. After all, she remembered that Sol had done much the same for her on their first time together and she doubted she tasted sweet herself.

Like this, Isis continued to absorb the knowledge given by Nefertiti.

She would sometimes come to a stop and stare in apparent awe at what she was doing after so much fantasizing, but she found that act itself kind of cute and embarrassing. Still, her main goal was to satisfy her desire by pleasuring the boy, so she did everything as she was told.

The temperature in the room continued to grow. Even though the other three were on the sidelines, they were no less excited than Sol.

The sight they were witnessing was simply too stimulating for them to remain indifferent. In fact, if not for their desire to not show an unbecoming sight to the other girls, they might have already started masturbating.

This was something Isis did not share. She was simply too hot and bothered to care about anything else.

She naturally reached a hand down below, aiming for her leaking honeypot. She rubbed herself through her swimsuit, focusing on the erect pleasure spot that was minuscule but was distinct enough that she could simulate it through the smooth piece of fabric.

She knew she had to stop, yet her fingers only picked up speed. She even started rocking her hips back and forth for even greater pleasure and also swallowed his penis as far as her small mouth allowed her to go.

Both Isis and Nefertiti were working hard. Their saliva had mixed and tangled together along his penis, sticky strings of it dripping down to his balls. The head, shaft, and bush at the base were all sticky due to their frothy liquids.

Looking down at them filled Sol with mind-numbing pleasure.

“I’m…going to cum soon…” His warning went to deaf ears as neither of them stopped. They were well intent on making him release his seed.

Finally, two of them removed their mouths from the throbbing penis. Freed from its bonds, Sol stopped holding himself back and released his cloudy white liquid with full force. His penis throbbed over and over, shooting out more semen each time. Like a geyser, the cum intermittently flew high before gravity pulled it back down.

“Ah…”

He watched with fascination as the white liquid covered Isis’s black hair and Nefertiti's brown skin as well as the rest of their bodies.

They both tried to wipe the semen off their cheeks with their fingers, but it was far too much for that to make much difference. All they managed to do was spread the sticky stuff around like they were applying lotion.

Sol groaned as his penis began to rise again. Truly, things were off to a great fucking start.


Chapter 28


Taking a Break



Once the high of pleasure calmed down, everyone released a sigh, ostensibly at the same exact time. It was obvious that they had all held their breaths seeing the carnal and debauched spectacle between the trio of lovers.

“Well… this was… quite the spectacle.”

Both Isis and Nefertiti were kneeling in front of Sol while entirely covered in his white, cloudy bodily fluids. The expression of Isis was one of pure rapture as she managed to orgasm at the same time as Sol did and while Nefertiti wasn't able to reach the same high as the other two, her arousal was clear for everyone to see.

The same went for both Nent and Kiyohime who were standing beside Sol while he continued to manhandle their sensitive breasts and lower parts with his skillful hands. Even while receiving a double blowjob from two of his wonderful lovers, Sol did not forget to continue pleasuring them slowly.

Because of this, they were so high-strung that they could climax at any moment. They were both on the verge of losing their reason and surrendering themselves to the onslaught of pleasure, eager to reach their delectable climaxes.

The odor of sex was simply overpowering and the desires buried in their hearts were set ablaze by the previous display of debauchery and love.

Skuld tried to find the words to describe what happened just now but for once, she could not form any coherent sentences and could only stay completely speechless, practically rooted on her spot.

The scene she witnessed was just too erotic. So much so that the chatterbox titan who would die before choosing to not jeer at her fellow 'sisters' was rendered utterly voiceless.

I guess she didn’t obtain the concept of <<Servitude>> for nothing, huh?

Even Nent gulped rather loudly at that. Logically speaking, she had more experience than Nefertiti, since she spent more nights with Sol since they came here. But she felt like her actual skill in pleasuring him fell way short compared to her own granddaughter. It was both a sobering and troubling thought.

“That was…truly incredible. Also, sorry for that. It wasn't my intention to do that.”

Sol gave them an awkward laugh. He didn't have any plan to cum so much and in such a violent way. But the pleasure had simply been too much for him to hold himself back and let loose as he did now. Nefertiti's skills were of the likes he had never seen before. He couldn't help but wonder if the name of Ishtar was influencing her and giving her knowledge on how to please her lord, which was, fortunately, him and him alone.

This once again reaffirmed a plan he had been putting in motion for a long time. A way to guide those around him on the proper and the straightest path rather than letting them explore blindly and waste time, effort, and stamina.

Thinking about this, he lit up two small golden flames on the tip of his fingers before gently directing them toward the two young and beautiful women. The flame instantly covered both Nefertiti and Isis and simultaneously spread all over their sinful bodies.

Isis nearly jumped in surprise at seeing the sudden surge of flames that covered her. However, she instantly calmed herself from taking any action after realizing that Sol wouldn’t hurt her for no reason. That was how much trust she put in Sol.

As for Nefertiti, well, needless to say, she didn't even flinch a single bit from the beginning to the end. Rather than confidence and trust in Sol… It was more or less clear that she couldn't care less what he would do to her.

As long as the deed was done by her lord, the center of all her faith and devotion, her response would still be the same. It didn't matter to her even if he were to burn her to cinders — she'd gladly accept that fate with all the happiness in the world as that was a fate that her lord had intended for her.

Long story short, she was crazy as all hell.

When the flames covering them both vanished, not one speck of dust – nor any other dubious substances could be found on their bodies. Sol had just used his most offensive move to clean the bodies of his lovers. It was truly flabbergasting.

“Haha~! If My sister or mother were to learn just how you used the holy flames right now, they would have probably had a heart attack by now.”

“So we should keep this a secret, right?” Sol winked at Nent, causing her to chuckle even more. Just imagining how Gabriel would react if she knew that Sol used this power to wipe out some of his seed covering her descendants was enough to already make her day.

“There is something I would like to try.” Nefertiti declared. As sudden as it could be, all eyes were now drawn to her, and seeing that she had gathered their attention, she placed her hands together.

A pink light flashed around her hands as she recited a silent prayer before the light gathered in between her palms swiftly flew and covered all five women.

“Please, don’t worry.”

Skuld instinctively tried to resist but she was astonished to find that she could do nothing to reject that small light. The same went for Kiyohime and Nent.

“What is this?” Nent gasped, “Sacrificial offering? You learned this already?”

Nefertiti tilted her head, “Sacrificial offering? This technique was just something I thought of on the fly. A way to share all of our senses, if you will. I thought it would be more interesting in this situation. Now every sensation that one of us feels will be felt by the others too.”

Nent let out a dumbfounded laugh, while all the others' expressions changed to comical degrees.

What Nefertiti just described was simply too frightening.

“Can you focus the feelings of many people into one or share those feelings with everyone if you wish?”

“I think… I can?”

Sol blinked in surprise. This power was simply too scary. What if she focused the feelings of hundreds or thousands of people into one? What if those hundreds of thousands of people all felt pain at the same time?

Talk about making people crazy.

Of course, whether or not she could do something like this was debatable but it should still be possible to do so on the scale of a few thousand people as she was now.

Nent nodded to herself, “It is indeed close to sacrificial light. But a bit different, I think? Superior version most probably? It’s hard to say. Michael could link himself with his opponents and share all wounds. Once the link is established, if he dies then that person would also die.”

“Hmmm…”

This time it was Isis who raised her hand, “Even though she is a hybrid, Nefertiti can use Nirvana… right?”

Everyone felt a chill at the implication that was insinuated by Isis. Michael could only use this technique once because he did not have the power to come back to life. But on the hand of a phoenix like Nefertiti? If she managed to learn the life-sharing version of her newfound skill, then she would basically be a monster.

Even without that version, the simple power she showed just now could entirely change the flow of a war, and she was just a Duke.

While everyone was thinking of the war usage Nefertiti's power might have, Skuld was more focused on another point.

What if she shared her feelings of love with many people?

She realized once again that this power of <<Servitude>> was indeed the best possible power when it came to brainwashing people and creating a cult.

Though for now, it's not the time.

Shaking her head to get rid of those thoughts, Skuld clapped her hands,

“Since we got interrupted, why don’t we go take a bath?”

Skuld was very happy to see the monstrous talent Nefertiti was showing. After all, just obtaining a concept as powerful as <<Servitude>> wasn’t enough for her. Now she had proven without a shadow of a doubt that, though she acted like a servant toward Sol, she was not one to be underestimated.

But now wasn’t the time to think about those things.

She wanted to get laid, goddess-damn-it, and she sure as hell was going to get what she wanted one way or another.


Chapter 29


Resuming



Because of their staggering numbers, it was obviously impossible to use the bath in Sol’s house. So the six of them moved up to Kiyohime’s uselessly large bathroom, which had oddly found a use for itself for this carnal festivity.

“You are becoming more and more impressive as time passes, dear Sol.” Nent marveled at Sol's skills, particularly the growth aspect of his powers.

“Enough talking already.” Skuld, however, would have none of this back and forth, so she interrupted them promptly. She knew for certain how scatterbrained they could become if any topic surrounding Sol and his prowess took their interest.

If she were to let them engage in a new round of discussion, there was no telling when this session would end. Skuld wasn't going to let anything be left to chance and fate — not today.

Nefertiti covered her mouth with the back of her hand, and laughed lightly as Skuld sent her a piercing look.

The central fountain and the stream of flowing warm water were not active at the moment and the pool-sized main bath was completely empty, but with Kiyohime's presence, this was not a problem. She used this occasion to fill the bath with curative water in order to help soothe any possible fatigue or hidden injury the others might have lingering in their bodies.

Following this action, Nefertiti proceeded to heat the bath, to the obvious delight of the impatient Skuld. She then proceeded to take off her swimsuit and laid her body completely bare for Sol to see and admire.

Nefertiti was completely nude and made no attempt to hide her alluring body while she beckoned him over to the filled tub. She was beautiful. Too beautiful. As plain and simple as it was, there was no other way to describe her. She was just indescribably…beautiful. Sometimes Sol couldn't help but wonder just how unreal this woman before him was.

“Then I guess we should do the same.”

One would never think of her as a warrior by looking at her soft body. Nent was not one to be outdone either. Her gigantic breasts were a mesmerizing sight and the pinkish-brown nipples pointed a bit upward. She had a small waist but her hips and butt were plump and perfectly round, drawing a seductive arc that repeatedly drew Sol's gaze toward them. Her entire body was composed of feminine curves and Sol felt a bit dizzy when hit by the intense sex appeal her body induced in him.

Isis and the others soon followed. Even though they did not possess the otherworldly beauty Nefertiti was naturally born with, nor did they have Nent's plump and alluring figure, the three of them still were beautiful enough to put even the best top model in this world or the one Sol came from to shame.

No matter where those five women found themselves, be it because of their beauty, power, or influence, they would still be admired by hundreds if not thousands of people. But those five women belonged to him and him alone. That thought sent an intense high straight to his brain, making him shiver.

“It seems like we're beautiful enough to not let you be indifferent toward us.” A smirk formed on Nent’s face. She had never cared what men thought when looking at her. But she was very conscious of Sol’s opinion.

Once Sol stepped into the bath with the girls, Nent approached him with great strides. Once she reached him, literally throwing herself at his body, her hand began to run along his skin. He also felt her enormous tits and Skuld’s smaller ones squishing against him as they fully smothered him with their bodies.

Clearly, Skuld also decided to not wait anymore. “Hehehe~! Let’s warm ourselves, body and soul. I will wash every inch of your skin, Darling.”

“You know that you sound like an old pervert speaking like that, right?”

“Don’t care.” Skuld giggled as she began to sniff at his body. His scent brought a sense of peace to her inner heart, brimming with the aura of chaos. Contrary to what others may believe, even if Sol went away, she would not be rendered unable to function or become crazy. She had already lived more than ten thousand years with just the thought of seeing him again even once.

She just felt sad that he would go away so soon after they just found each other again. The time they spent together was not nearly enough to compensate for all the time she had to wait for him over the eons. But she would satisfy herself with what she currently had.

“Allow me to wash your back.”

“Please have a seat here.”

Nefertiti and Kiyohime had Sol sit on a bath chair and splashed water all over him. Then they applied soap, lathering him in bubbles before long.

“Excuse me.” Her cheeks ablaze, Nent pressed her voluptuous breasts against his back and slid them up and down.

Ohh…That feels amazing!

This was certainly not the best method of bathing, but it was without a doubt the most sensual one.

Transfixed, Sol watched as Skuld slowly moved even closer to him, and put their lips together, kissing him with fervent delight. He didn't make any movements nor did he show any form of resistance.

It was a sweet and passionate kiss, full of desire and longing. As though she wished for nothing more than to keep him eternally wrapped in her arms, and the clasp of her unending charms.

After quite a bit of time, she parted from him first, panting to catch her breath, and while looking straight into his eyes, she said words that hitched his breath.

“I will always be on your side.”

He believed her and answered by kissing her once again. This time forcing his tongue into her mouth, pulling her into another deep kiss, full of ferocity and desire.

“Please let me wash you too!”

“Me too.”

Kiyohime and Isis did not plan to be left out, so they joined the fun and helped Nefertiti wash Sol’s body from the sides, while Nent took care of his back as he was kissing Skuld.

But they did it with as much eroticism, if not more, than Nent's. Kiyohime and Isis held each of his arms between their legs and rubbed their pussies against it.

He could feel their soft slits moving from the back of his hands and deduced that the liquid he felt on them was not water. They started to moan once they figured out how to stimulate their clits with his elbows, wrists, and the other parts of his arms.

Skuld straddled his legs and began moving her butt in erotic rhythms. There was no penetration, but it was basically just a ruse, as they did everything else possible.

Sol was basically being drowned in pleasure in the best possible way. Everywhere he looked, he could only witness a delightful sight.

Nefertiti seemed to be the only one truly intent on washing his body. But the way she was sensually caressing and serving him only added to his excitement.

On his back, Nent was moving faster as she rubbed her breasts and pointy nipples against his back. Just pushing those pointy pairs against his muscular body had already excited her so much to the point of almost making her lose her reasoning.

Things just began to go crazier with each passing second. While Nent was in the throes of passion, the other girls gradually began to feel the same way. Even though they had practically done nothing yet, they could also feel Skuld's euphoria as she was being kissed by Sol.

The same went for everyone. Each of them was feeling the pleasure received by the others, and once that pleasure registered in their brains, this sensation would be shared with everyone else once again, creating an endless orgiastic loop.

A perfect circle of ever-growing pleasure.

Nefertiti immediately acted and tweaked the link between them to avoid a feedback loop from linking and overlapping with each other. If this ever happened, they might become crazy because of the exponentially growing pleasure.

A feverish sensation of delight began to take over their collective sanity, as they continued to move with the sole intent of seeking even more pleasure from each other.

One wrapped her lips around his dick and refused to let go, one brought his hand to her pussy, and one had him suck on her breasts. The heat of their bodies was greater than the heat of the steamy hot water.

He thought he was going to ascend into heaven right then and there. Their plump and springy thighs as his seat and their naked embrace were his source of heavenly pleasure.

“Darling~!” Skuld took his penis lovingly in her hands and rubbed her cheek against it with great care. Then she started licking it again. Her blowjob gradually heated up until she placed the cock atop her tongue and swallowed it deep into her throat.

Before he even registered what was happening, Skuld was replaced by Nent.

Her cleavage devoured his penis like an apex predator swallowing its prey whole.

He couldn’t believe the wonderful pressure he felt on his dick. These marshmallow-like boobs with their pillowy softness shouldn’t have been able to squeeze with such force, but her mountainous wonders managed to do so thanks to their incredible size.

The breasts on either side gave his penis nowhere to escape, so it was squeezed by their full mass.

“Now, how about I do this!!” She began to move her breasts up and down, smothering his member with their incredible heat and pressure. His sticky rod appeared from the bottom of her cleavage before vanishing between them once more.

Nent may not have Nefertiti's skills, but she made it up with her natural advantages.

She could feel the throbbing of his penis between her breasts which prompted her to move them faster and faster. At the same time, her own climax was approaching at breakneck speed. One so powerful that even with her clouded mind, she could feel how scary it would be once reached.

The signals registering in her brain were definitely of pleasure, but it was so strong she could have easily confused them for pain. If this continued for much longer, she was certain she would lose her mind in its entirety.

But her body refused to stop; she continued to rub herself while trying to bring Sol to climax. The ever-accelerating fast movements increased the stimulation to her nipples and that only meant that her body was losing control even more.

“I am not going to last long!”

Her thoughts were cut off by Sol’s voice. She looked up to see the pleasure plainly written on his face. Once she focused on that, she could feel his dick throbbing between her boobs.

With each throb, it let out a squirt of its own lubricating goo. It pushed back against her breasts, changing their shape between her supporting arms.

His words sent a tremor down her spine. She didn’t understand why she felt this way. Yet knowing that Sol was about to explode because of her filled her with such great excitement that she went beyond reason. She belatedly realized that this feeling could be coming from Nefertiti, not herself. It was a little embarrassing, but also incredibly fun.

She squeezed her breasts together, tighter on the bottom part, and lifted them up. That applied pleasure along his dick from the base to the tip. It was as if she was milking him for all he was worth. She almost felt like she could share the pleasure he was feeling.

The pleasure emanating from that spot was so great her entire body trembled. She had never felt anything so powerful before. She rubbed his cock, squeezed her tits, and touched her nipples, sending waves of pleasure from her chest to her very core.

More! I need more!

She was too fired up to stop now. Her hips and breast movements only increased in intensity. Consequences be damned.

His penis throbbed even more powerfully…much, much powerfully than it had ever done before.

“So much. More. Give me every last drop.” She moved her tits with the sole desire to milk his cock dry. Her eyes were completely glazed but she refused to stop.

Sol, refusing to be outdone, brought his hands up and pinched her nipples before twisting them hard in one go. For Nent, who had already been on the verge of climax, this was the last straw.

The moment she climaxed, her feelings were shared with all the girls in another feedback loop. A never-ending, ever-growing climax was formed between the harem mates. Pain and pleasure mixed so intimately that they became indistinguishable.

In the end, all she could see was a blank white canvas as all the girls except Skuld fainted on the spot. The overload of pleasure and information had been simply too much for their brains to handle.
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“I am terribly sorry.”

When Isis's consciousness drifted back to reality, the first thing she witnessed was Sol stopping Nefertiti from kneeling as she profusely apologized to him, tears brimming in the corner of her eyes.

Seemingly, her previous naughty act had been reprimanded by Sol. And to Nefertiti, that was akin to a death sentence as she wasn't able to accept having done anything that would bother her Lord. She was quite a bit shaken up, therefore.

“Do not worry. I am sure the others will understand. So stop acting like you made the mistake of the century. It really is not a big deal. Just be careful in the future — that's all I ask of you.”

He gently chided her before approaching Isis with a small concerned smile etched on the corner of his lips, “You are the last to wake up. How are you feeling right now? All good?”

Isis shook her head to wake up her groggy mind, “How long was I out for?”

“Just a few minutes.”

“A few minutes?” Isis was aghast. A few minutes might not mean much to most beings, but this would be deadly during a fight of life and death. Even in a regular fight, just the slip-up of a few seconds could decide the course of the battle. Therefore, it was understandable why she felt such astonishment due to the lapse in her consciousness owing to Nefertiti's skill.

“Haha… that skill… is truly incredible.”

Rather than showing fear, Isis's lips tugged upwards, stretching into a wide smile of delight, before standing up, “Let’s continue now, shall we?”

Sol raised an eyebrow at her sudden suggestion and looked at the other girls before speaking, “I would have thought that you would be put off because of what happened before. Seems like I'm mistaken to think like that.”

“Are you kidding? That was so intense.”

Isis' face flushed crimson, delight lingering in her face and tone, just remembering the high she reached in those glorifying moments before fainting.

“We can’t stop now, can we? Nefertiti will just have to lower the intensity, and everything will be good. Even if she can't find the right amount right away, we can still experiment and eventually reach a level we are all able to endure. It'll be fun!”

Sol could see Nent and Kiyome nodding from the corner of his eye. In a way, they were doing this so that Nefertiti wouldn’t feel bad about having lost control; at the same time, they really really wanted to give it a try again. It seems that they had already gotten mildly addicted by the intense rush the feelings had evoked in them.

“I… I think I can lower the amount of sensation each of us receives, as well as stop the feedback from looping, if I just concentrate hard enough. It'll be hard though…so…”

Nefertiti's words were tentative, colored in a note of hesitation and fear, but she was glad to have been given a second chance by her 'sisters.' She, of course, wasn’t entirely selfless about this choice of hers. Clearly, she was also dying to feel that intense rush once again, like the others.

Events like this one were bound to happen again and again, and this skill of hers would give her an irreplaceable position in his harem.

“Then…”
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A few moments later⁠—

“So, why are we positioned like this, again?”

Sol coughed slightly, moderately embarrassed by Nent’s words, but he wasn't about to relent. “Accept that this is a small fetish of mine, please…”

He had the five women lined up against the wall of the bath, with their magnificent, jouncy derrieres facing his direction. Sol had always been more attracted to this part of the feminine form, and he had to admit that this was truly a sight for sore eyes. The curves, the round arcs of pillowy softness, the jiggles they produced with the slightest movement — they ticked all his preferences, making his heart twitch with palpitating anticipation.

Once he was done with his instructions, they were all bent over at a nearly 90-degree angle, with all five butts lined up in a row. He even had them pull down the bottoms of their bikinis, in order to enhance the experience and the image stimulating his visual senses.

So, with whom should I begin?

He tilted his head, ruminating for a bit, before approaching Skuld. After all, she was the one who organized this magnificent event for him.

Approaching her, he gently caressed her bikini-covered ass before pulling it slightly to the side. He supported his penis with one hand and brought it near her pussy. Pressing the bulbous tip against her slit, he found a mixture of sticky goo and love juices lathering his tip with a warm and watery sensation.

Instead of putting his shaft in right away, he slowly rubbed the head up and down her slit, producing a lewd sticky sound and stimulating her vaginal opening. It was his way of making her anticipate the coming pleasure.

Skuld shuddered, her repressed pleasure steadily growing. He rubbed the full length of the shaft along her slit, and her body writhed in pleasure.

He was horny as he could be and he could tell she was more than ready to take him in. He pulled his penis back some, adjusted the position of his hips, and pressed the tip straight against her vaginal entrance, parting it with his thick girth.

“Here I go, dear.”

“AH~! Finally~!” Skuld hissed in pleasure as she felt Sol’s penis slowly pass through her small entrance. She groaned from his size, and nearly lost her balance, due to the sudden intense rush of pressure that left her disorienting. He supported her raised knees to keep her in position while he slowly pushed deeper and deeper inside of her.

He had the entirety of his bulbous head inside her now. Her spread vaginal entrance was squeezing tightly around his aroused head, but he still had a while to go before he was fully inside her. Her tightness was truly no joke. He got this for trying to fit his thick and long member inside such a lithe and slender body.

She cried out as soon as he pushed deeper inside. Her cheeks were so flushed that they had become entirely red; the contrast with her pink skin was truly fascinating to watch, and her mouth was slack with arousal. It hadn’t been that long since they had sex last, but to her it felt like it had been an eternity since she had felt his member inside her. This feeling of fullness was something of which she would never get tired.

“Yes, ravage me!” She begged him in horny desperation, and Sol was more than happy to comply with her earnest request. His great size made her gasp with delight. It felt like her entire body was full of nothing but his cock, while its pressure pushed at her from within.

His throbbing penis pushed hard against her vaginal walls. His every movement filled her pussy with pleasure. She could never predict where the stimulation would come next and the ever-changing sources of pleasure were driving her crazy.

Sol slowly sped up the movement of his hips. Skuld noticed a teasing glint in his eyes. Without warning, he thrust so hard she screamed in surprise.

He lay on top of her, held her in his arms, lifted his hips, and started pounding his dick like there was no tomorrow. Her pussy made indecent sounds like a broken fountain as her thick love juices flowed out.

The pleasure felt like he was piercing deep inside her body and his thrusting was still picking up speed.

*Gulp*

Watching from the side, Isis swallowed with a sense of fear. This was very different from her first experience with Sol. Back then he had been kind and careful. But this time, what she was witnessing was a deep and savage mating ritual.

However, from the pleasure that was slowly spreading through her entire body, she knew very well that Skuld was not in pain, but rather was being drowned in pleasure and that pleasure was now reaching her.

Sol was focused on his current task. His cock pumped in and out of Skuld with surprising speed, but her pussy was throbbing just as fast.

His movement accelerated until finally, he ejaculated for a third time, his big body tensing and his muscles straining. His instincts were making him wish he could simply continue, but he knew he couldn’t.

Pulling out with an audible pop, Sol watched as a mixture of semen and love juices flowed out from Skuld in a slow and erotic manner. His big load was far too much for her vagina to contain.

Her legs twitched like they were receiving electric shocks. Her eyes drooped weakly and her tongue stuck a bit out of her mouth. Skuld was truly in a world of her own, as she savored the orgasm that was rocking violently her entire body.

Satisfied with the result, Sol nodded to himself and focused on the four next pairs of shapely read ends on display.

Well, this is just the start.
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After making sure that Skuld was down for the count, Sol focused on the remaining four girls, wondering once again just who he should choose to make love with this time.

They were all so hot and looked absolutely delectable in those gorgeous bikinis. He was unable to make a proper choice. In the end, he decided to simply go by process of elimination. The one who still hadn’t really had her fill of fun was the blue-haired dragon queen herself.

Kiyohime, I choose you.

Sol seriously felt like a scumbag after thinking up of that remark. However, there was no way in hell he would give up on the girls he loved, just because of some stupid sense of morality that was instilled in him in another world.

“Excuse me, then.” He slid her bikini bottom aside to take a look at her marvelous pussy. It had a lovely color and texture to it. It was a pure pink color, and the exterior glistened with leaking strings of love nectar, splattering all around her pussy lips in a sticky show of her arousal.

This was explicit proof that, despite the hard shell she usually put up around herself, she was still a sexual being at the end of the day. She also had carnal needs, even though she was too shy and proud to show it openly.

“Heh. It’s twitching in the lewdest way, Kiyo.”

His indecent commentary made her clench her teeth in utter humiliation, but she did not retaliate in the slightest, nor did she attempt to escape from his grasp.

Sol loved this scene immensely. Words weren't enough to describe the high he felt right now. There was just this side to him… he just loved watching this straight-laced woman fight and lose against her pleasures, as she fully surrendered her everything to him.

He pushed the throbbing, sensitive head against the soft opening of her tight and pure arousal, and felt his member slowly sinking into the pleasant warmth of her most secretive place.

Her beautiful curved back quivered from pleasure and her brilliant blue hair spilled down across her cheeks.

“I’ll take my time to loosen you up, okay?”

He slowly, oh ever so slowly, pulled his hips back. Love juices filled the space his receding dick vacated and then he pushed his dick straight back in. With nowhere else to go, the love nectar squirted out of her vagina with great momentum, spilling all over, with most of it splashing on Sol's muscular thighs.

Her low muffled groans gradually turned to pleasured moans as time passed. His thrusting picked up speed to pound her honeypot harder and harder, producing even more indecent noises.

Standing to the side, Nent could not help but observe this scene with a sense of curiosity.

Kiyohime was a war companion with whom she roamed the battlefield and made a name for herself. They had also been lovers for a time, though Nent had simply been using her and did not really have romantic feelings for Kiyohime.

Was it perhaps because of that? She couldn't really remember Kiyohime ever showing such a clear expression of pleasure when they were together, making love and enjoying each other's naked embrace.

I guess she really likes Sol… Or he is just very good at what he does. Probably, it's both.

She simply decided that it was most likely both the cases at the end. So, she just decided to relish the faint feelings of pleasure spreading through her body coming from the link between all of them. This new skill of Nefertiti's was truly marvelous, if she had to say so herself.

Sol could feel that Kiyohime was restraining herself out of pride, but he would have none of that. He grabbed her tits from behind and started thrusting harder into her damp snatch. The slapping of flesh meeting flesh, lathered in each other's juices, echoed through the room, producing reverberations of absolutely depraved noises.

He could feel that both Nefertiti and Nent were approaching him from either side, as if they had premeditated their movements already.

By the time he understood what was happening, Nefertiti and Nent brought their faces to his chest and began licking his nipples, like they were the sweetest piece of candy. As though they just couldn't get enough of it.

As soon as the tips of their rough tongues touched his skin, his nipples and his sensitive pec, it felt like a jolt of electricity running through his chest, up his spine, and finally into his brain. It reminded him of what Milia had once done to him in a way.

He was well and truly startled to finally realize the fact that he was actually really sensitive when it came to that area. It was rather awkward thinking about it, but Sol just put all his senses into focusing on the feeling of pleasure instead of worrying about such meaningless things.

Isis, refusing to be left out, approached him and started her own makeout session, filled with all the passion she could muster for him. The position was rather awkward, and it wasn't really the best occasion to indulge in such a thorough kiss with her, but it felt enjoyable to him nonetheless. Probably because he was surrounded by the girls he truly loved right now.

“Does it actually feel good when I lick you here?” Nefertiti asked, with a naughty tone lacing her coquettish voice. For her, discovering another way of pleasuring her lord was a pleasure in itself. She couldn't help but feel a euphoric bliss course through her mind.

Ugh, I’m going to cum soon.

The unexpected pleasures brought him to the edge faster than he would have wanted. But he never stopped his relentless attack on Kiyohime for even a moment.

This position placed her full weight on it, so it had to be a powerful momentum that would hit her deepest depths to make her feel the most amount of pleasure. He would pull her body down so far her legs had to spread wide and he would thrust up into her at the same time. He took her arms to make sure all of his thrusting force entered her.

Her body trembled in his grasp and she cried out, finally unable to stop herself. “Sol~ ”

His name being muttered with her oh-so-sweet voice made him feel like he was the king of the world. As if he had just won an important prize in the most prestigious tournament of the century.

With the three phoenixes’ caresses driving him mad, Sol let his lust take over and roughly thrust his hips with no technique whatsoever.

He had done his best to last as long as possible, but he finally reached climax and his manhood exploded inside the vagina of the Dragon Queen.

When all that semen slammed right into her cervix, Kiyohime arched her back, convulsed, and writhed in both agony and bliss. He had cum so much inside of her that the semen flowed back out of her vagina with a momentous rhythm.

The grandmother, granddaughter, and niece trio breathed envious sighs as they watched Sol and Kiyohime basking in the afterglow of their respective orgasms. They rubbed their breasts against him, and stared at the cum-dripping union with rapt attention and anticipatory gazes.

His semen flowed out of her vagina when he pulled his penis out and Kiyohime sadly watched it leave her honeypot. Her mating instinct had taken over for a short while, but she knew that Sol was using a spell to avoid possible pregnancy.

The combination of cuteness and lewdness tickled Sol’s heart and he nearly went at it once again. But he knew he wasn’t done yet. There were still three very thirsty women waiting for him and he couldn’t disappoint them now, could he?

He debated going and finishing on the bed, but immediately rejected the idea. After all, in the end, they would still have to come back here and take a bath, so might as well finish things here.

As such Sol finally placed his attention on the three phoenixes, all related by the thick bonds of blood and sexiness.
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After another deep make-out session with a very entranced Isis, Sol took a look at Nent, brimming with desire and anticipation, and promptly decided to continue with her for this round. Skuld and Kiyohime were already out for the count.

“Okay, Nent. Place your hands against the wall and stick your butt out this way please.”

“Fufufu~! Is it finally my turn?”

This whole night had been something that Isis could hardly imagine in her most debauched dreams.

But as she watched her maternal aunt place her hands on the wall, as directed by her lover, spreading her legs slightly and sticking her butt out to show that soaking wet pussy of hers, Isis felt like she was reaching the heights of debauchery, witnessing scenes of carnal hedonism.

“Like this?” Nent, meanwhile, was showing no sense of shyness at all. At the very least, even if she were to feel shy from the extremely embarrassing situations they've been going through, she was being absolutely masterful at hiding them.

“Perfect. Thanks.”

He approached her from behind and pressed his rock-hard member against her quivering slit. The black bikini she was wearing perfectly accented her delicious caramel-brown skin. It gave her the charms of a delicious chocolate treat.

The design was very elegant but they still showed off the texture of her plump and cushiony ass. He pushed the thin fabric into the crack, leaking juices relentlessly while rubbing his dick against her pillowy butt.

“Ah…” She arched her back when she felt his arousal on her skin.

Delighted, he reached his arms around her curvaceous body. Since she did not have her top on, her weighty breasts jiggled out, fully bare and ready for him to do as he wished with them.

The cup-shaped mounds looked like they were made of solidified condensed chocolate milk. The nipples were of a brownish-pink hue, and the areolae were fairly small compared to the humongous size of her melons. Sol immediately grabbed those sweet and beautiful mountains in his hands, copping a feel of these delicious treats.

They were too big to fit in his hands. More than just being big, they were shaped by just the right ratio of fat and muscle to make them soft yet firm at the same time. To Sol, they seemed designed for the explicit purpose of providing pleasure and euphoria during sex. They were the perfect gifts any man could ask for in their lovers and partners.

He knew how they felt so well and he loved how the skin seemed to stick at his hands when he touched them. Groping them had always put him in a good mood. So he enjoyed distorting their shape in a variety of ways between his fingers, and masterfully stroking them in various ways to provide her with the pleasure she desired and deserved.

Breathy sighs of pleasure began to escape Nent’s lips. She could seem like a strict woman with no interest in sex, but Sol had discovered that there was an extremely sexual side to her. As he continued groping her, he could feel her nipples visibly stiffening in his hands.

He knew a woman’s nipples were more sensitive once they were erect, so he started teasing them with the tips of his fingers.

“Ahh, w-wait.” She must not have liked for things to be so one-sided because she made a comment while he massaged her breasts and made her nipples become almost painfully erect

Nent would not usually mind but since she was in front of Isis and Nefertiti, she wanted to keep some appearances. She also had a sense of pride, after all. But her protests were soon stifled by a moan of pleasure breathily escaping her plump lips.

As Sol held her erect nipples between the thumb and forefinger of each of his hands and stroked them hard, heavenly pleasure coursed throughout her body.

She asked him to stop, but he continued teasing her nipples.

“Seems like I am not the only one with sensitive nipples.” He grinned while she arched her back and trembled with delight and ecstasy.

With her arms against the wall, she looked like a wolf howling at the moon. Her long red hair swung behind her in beautiful arcs. She looked straight up, opened her mouth wide, and let her tongue hang out.

Nent immediately understood that this was payback for what they had done to him earlier. She knew that Sol could be really vindictive at times, but she couldn’t really get mad at this kind of revenge.

Only when the voluptuous phoenix's head slumped down did Sol let go of her breasts and whisper a question in her left ear while she tried to catch her breath.

“Did you just cum from only having your nipples pinched?”

She lowered her head in embarrassment and clenched her teeth in frustration.

“Man, you have a really naughty body.” He teased her, and she glared back at him with her arms still against the wall, before giving him a sensual smile.

“Even if it’s true, you are the one who made me this way. I was never this sensitive before I slept with you. So you have to take responsibility, okay~?”

Even though she had researched selective breeding, Nent herself had never been particularly interested in sex and never had any experiences in that department. Alongside her sisters and mother, they had been the oldest virgins in the astral realm and she had been happy to stay that way.

But everything changed after she had her first time with Sol. Now, like a well-trained dog, her body would react at his slightest touch.

Sol gave a heartfelt smile before gently kissing Nent on her neck. He would never shirk responsibility. That was not his motto. And… He had no reason to do that anyways.

“Gladly.” He whispered in her ear, lowering his right hand down to her smooth stomach, slowly sliding it into the bottom of her black bikini.

“Ahhh~…” The gentle stimulation of his crafty hands had her sighing in pleasure again.

She really does get wet too easily. My fingers are literally drowning in her hot juices.

After giving her some time to recover after the nipple orgasm she had experienced, he parted her wet flesh and slipped his middle finger up to the second joint inside her hot depths.

“Ah!” She cried out, her body stiffening, eyes wide open in shock and euphoria, but she did not try to escape. Her rough inner flesh sucked at his finger as though it didn't want to let it go.

He had learned how great it felt to pleasure the women he cared for, so he thoroughly stirred her up with his finger. He wanted to pleasure her even more to see more of this side of her, so he pulled his finger from her honeypot.

She let out a disappointed sigh and he held his nectar-covered finger in front of her face. “See how wet you are?”

She looked away in frustration. However, since he knew she would still be watching out of the corner of her eyes, he leaned his head down and licked off the finger covered with her flavor.

He just could not stop himself now. He stood up and brought his blazing hot erection toward her dripping pussy.

“I’m going to put it in now.”

He held the base of his rock-hard cock and moved the tip against her pussy lips. His hips trembled from the heat of her wet flesh, but as he kept pushing forward, his penis was easily swallowed by her vagina.

It went in so easily that he went in too hard at it and the head slammed into her deepest part at once.

“Ahn~!…I can feel every bit of you inside me…” She arched her back and let out a moan of pleasure when his erection penetrated her so deep so suddenly, but she still managed to keep her voice low…

She is mine.

Once again possessiveness bloomed in his heart but Sol did not reject those feelings this time. He simply embraced and accepted them. They were his and he was theirs.

“Start moving your hips for me–please.”

The insertion alone was apparently bringing her a lot of pleasure too because there was an oddly sexy heat in her usually dignified voice. She had abandoned all feelings of shame and was simply enjoying herself to the fullest.

Her vagina felt plenty good without moving thanks to the nectar-soaked and heated flesh, but the wave of pleasure had receded a bit since he had put it inside her, so he tensed his lower body and slowly pulled his hips back.

The swollen ridge of the head scraped along her inner flesh, and a sweet tingling sensation flowed from the tip to his rod throughout his entire body.

She shook her shoulder-length red hair and twisted her head around to look at him and tell him about the pleasure she was experiencing.

The squeezing of her vaginal flesh grew even tighter, and melting pleasure spread through him every time his dick rubbed against that searing and soft flesh.

The resistance from her inner flesh grew stronger, but his hips sped up on their own and it was all he could do to stop his hips from slapping against her ass. He grabbed her ass tightly and thrust into her while doing his best not to make too much noise.

“Ahh so rough~” Every time his erect penis thrust into her, her body would rock back and forth, her hair would bounce, and her tits would sway seductively.

The arousal from the scene in front of him and the pleasure from the vaginal folds surrounding and rubbing his shaft caused his body temperature to rise steadily. It literally felt like his blood was boiling. At the same time, an ejaculatory urge rose from deep within his core.

He knew he would not last long if he kept thrusting inside her like this, but he did not slow down nor did he plan to. In fact, he sped up as he approached climax.

“I-I’m going to cum,” he whispered urgently to her with fervent ardor. “This really is my limit.”

“So am I… I am going to cum soon,” she moaned while wiggling her hips longingly. She was anticipating the end just as much as he did.

Love juices messily flowed from their union, so it was clear how much she was enjoying this. Her internal flesh wrapped around and stroked his penis while a hot sensation grew from deep within his crotch.

“Then let’s cum together. Together.”

“Y-yes, then hurry up and…ah, p-please fill me with your seed.”

She used both hands to support her upper body while she moved her hips to accept the semen inside her. That increased the stimulation of their union while the head of his penis hit her deep inside over and over again and then her vagina began to convulse slightly. He had already been about to cum when this new squeezing hit him, so he moved his hips in a finishing blow for her as well.

He hit his limit the instant he thrust deep inside her vagina.

Semen squirted out like water from a broken dam. Nent arched her back and covered her mouth with her hands to suppress her voice. She was going to scream her lungs out from the pleasure she felt at having so much sperm flowing deep inside her. She couldn't do that — she needed to maintain some semblance of herself, at least.

“It feels so good.”

Sol basked in the orgasmic pleasure of ejaculating into the beautiful phoenix he was penetrating from behind. His mind had gone entirely blank and all the nerves of his body were focused on what his shaft was feeling.

In the end, the pleasure was too much for Nent and she soon followed Skuld and Kiyohime in the land of ecstasy, euphoria, and orgasmic dreams.

Pulling out of her, Sol admired with unconcealed pride as his spunk was still as copious as he first started. Was it already the fifth time or the sixth time he had ejaculated? He didn’t know and didn’t care.

“I guess now you two are the last ones standing.”

Isis and Nefertiti, who had stayed outside of Nent’s way, gulped at the same time, hearing his words…
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Both Nefertiti and Isis were excited beyond what mere words could convey. They had watched breathlessly as Sol took down their ‘sisters’ one after another with his expert lovemaking, oh so impatiently waiting for their turn to arrive.

Nefertiti could feel her whole body, each and every cell of her being, vibrating in anticipation for that single moment. She wanted to unite with Sol so much that she felt like she could literally die from the mere need to feel him inside her.

Only when she was with him could she feel like she was truly whole.

Sol embraced both of them with his strong arms, almost taking their breaths away, and reached his nimble hands toward their hips. He grabbed both Isis’ tight derriere and Nefertiti’s slim yet supple ass, and powerfully kneaded them to his heart’s desire.

“My lord~!”

Nefertiti felt as though she was melting, as Sol began to kiss her with passionate ardor. She did not put up much resistance to his advances. She would delightfully let him do whatever he wanted to do with her body, with every bit of her being, for she was all his to use as he wished.

Their lips seemed to be glued together and things progressed much faster now that he could focus on just one of the two girls instead of the team of five they had formed at the start.

Isis, now off to the side, could not keep her eyes off the debauched sight of the intense embrace between the two lovers. She could feel herself growing wet, and her breath came in short pants.

Sol’s lips devoured Nefertiti’s to the point that they seemed to be exchanging every last drop of saliva they could muster. Soon his lips trailed down to suck at her neck. He tickled a line from her neck to her collarbone, and pressed his canine teeth against her tender skin, sending a shudder right down her spine.

He, of course, continued massaging her breasts and butt all the while, pressing his knee against her hidden flesh in the meantime.

“I’m gonna get a little rougher now.” He moved his kisses from her neck to her ear, tightly grabbing her bare breasts with his big palms.

She clenched her teeth hard and tried to push back against his fingers while her tits bounced seductively. She clung to him and her quiet moans echoed through the tiled bathroom.

“Leave it to me. You just enjoy the pleasure.” He whispered to her as she clenched her teeth to hold back her shameful moans. Sol knew that Nefertiti wanted to serve him wholeheartedly and he accepted this, but he also liked to pamper his girls every now and then.

Her neck bent backward when he pinched the hard and erect nipples with just the right amount of force.

She was so sensitive that she could lose her mind at any moment. All of his actions were perfectly designed for her. If he went on the attack, it was obvious the debauched door of pleasure would be forced wide open using his skilled hands.

“I’ll kiss you here, too.” His lips lowered from her ear to her slender neck, to her beautiful breasts, trailed down to her smooth navel, and finally, he took down her bikini with one swift motion as he watched in delight the view of her beautiful garden.

“Heh heh. You’re already so wet.” He could clearly see an oval stain of wetness on the crotch of the lowered fabric.

He rubbed his nose against her snatch and reached his tongue and fingers toward her plump thighs. He only touched the area near the base and above her knees. He moved his tongue, licking up along her smooth skin. He followed the line from her thighs to her pubis, toward the seductively damp mound.

She reacted intensely to the pleasure she received from his ministrations and her adorably pink nipples throbbed and tightened even further..

Isis was aroused by the mere sight of this carnal exchange. Just watching them reminded her body of Sol's thorough techniques. Her hips began to rock of their own volition, enough for her bikini bottoms to slide all the way to the floor.

Meanwhile, Nefertiti paid no heed to the heated eyes placed on her. She was too lost in pleasure to care about anything but Sol and the sinful pleasure coursing through her every cell.

Sol’s tongue licked at the surface of her slit like a slithering snake, and then stabbed into the crevice formed between the garden of dreams. As soon as the soft object dove inside, it searched out the hidden tunnel it knew so well.

She held a hand to her mouth to keep her embarrassing moans from escaping further. She bit down on her knuckle, and used the other hand to hold his hair in a tight grip. Nefertiti would have never done such an act if she was in a sober state. She would have considered it sacrilegious to do so. But Sol was simply so good at what he was doing that she forgot all her restraints.

As he rubbed at the sensitive flesh, nectar generously flowed out onto his tongue. He smelled the uniquely sweet scent of the girl. No man could have resisted that feast of debauched delights. The beast within him, lured in by the allure of her nectar, sent his extended tongue to explore more than just the outlines of her clitoris.

She had already melted in the sensual crucible of his kisses, so when he licked her there, a great sexual flame began burning inside her body, devouring every bit of her senses and dying them only in the color of pleasure.

Nefertiti realized she was pushing her hips in toward Sol’s face. The look on her face, as her eyebrows curved in both pleasure and embarrassment, was so seductive that Isis gasped in shock and debauched delight.

Sol felt her flesh squeezing on the tip of his tongue inside her quivering slit. The way the ridges of her nectary flesh spread outwards was an obvious sign to someone who had made her cum oh so many times before. Too many to count.

He sent his tongue even deeper inside while also attacking her swollen clitoris with the ridge of his nose. There was no escape for Nefertiti.

“Sol~!” The torrent of pleasure crawling throughout her body led her to call his name in the end. This was such a surprise coming from her, someone had wholeheartedly devoted herself as his most-faithful servant, but she could not even care about this.

With that quick moan, her body began to convulse. She arched her back and her tits bounced up and down from her jerky movements. Warm fluid sprayed from deep within her core.

Once he was finished with Nefertiti, Sol used his flames of judgment to wipe away her juices, which were splattered across his face, and turned to face Isis.

Hugging Isis to him, he could feel how hot her entire body had become from just witnessing the debauchery he enacted with the now-blissfully smiling Nefertiti.

“So, did you enjoy that spectacle, sweetheart?” He whispered in her ear as he gently plunged his hand down below. He was completely surprised to realize that she had become even wetter than Nefertiti. It seemed that Isis had quite a few voyeuristic tendencies inside her. He would have never guessed this coming from a prim and proper girl like her, but he was still delighted to learn that fact about her. This was another kink he could add to his repertoire to use in their future sessions.

“Oh, stop…” Isis feebly protested due to embarrassment. But no matter how much her mouth protested, her body was obedient to the awaited caress of her experienced lover, and produced an endless supply of nectar for Sol to feast upon.

This time it was Nefertiti's turn to watch and she had to admit that seeing Isis being so helpless was quite an interesting sight for her.

“You don’t have to be so embarrassed, Isis. You look really cute right now.”

Grinning, he made a sign for Nefertiti to come close to them and once she reached his embrace he began to kiss each of them alternatively.

“Nefertiti, I want you to embrace Isis, like this.”

The two phoenixes lay on the floor, one above the other. Their cute pussies were stacked on top of each other.

He had thought that they both looked equally pure with their light-colored outer lips, but he found that they looked quite different now that he could directly compare them like this.

He rubbed his solid rod against their thighs and gulped from the pleasure he felt.

He usually enjoyed pleasuring girls, but right now he was filled with an animalistic desire to bring himself pleasure from each of his moves.

“Should I start with you?” He murmured.

Isis’ shoulders shuddered as the heat of his bulbous tip poked at her entrance, but she still looked the other way. She did not know how to answer without sounding too eager, after all.

Sol grinned, intent on teasing the slightly tsundere princess until the end and giving some rewarding sights for Nefertiti to enjoy.

“Then I guess Nef will get to start.”

Sol lowered his penis and pushed forward. His massive shaft was swiftly swallowed up by her eager vagina.

Nefertiti felt like her mind went into overdrive. How long had she been waiting for this moment?

Her vaginal flesh wriggled somewhat, and squeezed at his penis as she climaxed the very moment he penetrated her. He was constantly filled with pleasure as he moved inside her, so much so that he feared he would cum the second he lost his focus. But cumming now would feel like a waste.

Isis had ended up supporting Sol on her back as he leaned forward, and she was forced to watch the enticing sight of a writhing, panting Nefertiti.

She had seen the two of them have sex before, but it had been in a flash and she had been too embarrassed to stay and watch. But now, she was literally having a front row seat to this beautiful scene.

But she soon lost the leisure of watching when Sol grabbed her breasts and then massaged and kneaded the soft buns in his palms. He used the rougher groping to bring her over to his pace and keep her from thinking about escaping from his hands. After waiting for the right timing, he gently pinched her nipples.

Isis let out a sweet moan as the carnal flame inside her was easily reignited by Sol’s moves.

Meanwhile, he slowly sped up his hips to drive his ferocious cock into the sensitive flesh of Nefertiti.

He blew onto Isis's earlobe, bit at her white nape, and worked up all of the erogenous zones of hers that he knew so well already.He then took a peek at the side of her face.

She brought his tongue into her mouth and then begged for a deep kiss with the spoiled noises of a sleepy baby.

She was normally so arrogant, but every little thing she did grew so cute at times like this. He had not forgotten about Nefertiti, of course. She was not the type to make her presence known, but right now her pleasant internal flesh was massaging his dick and constantly begging for his attention. So, it was hard to not notice her.

Nefertiti’s beauty transcended gender so Isis could not keep her eyes off her horny behavior, but when she felt something poking against her thighs, she looked back with damp eyes, brimming with misty notes of ecstasy.

He approached the hungrily wiggling butt and pressed his tip against the flesh petals.

After being made to wait for so long, her butt bounced happily just from the touch of the hot penis head.

Even though this was only her second time, her vagina swallowed Sol’s member surprisingly smoothly. His dick was not even fully inside her, but she had apparently already lightly climaxed. The surface of his penis felt the entire cave throbbing with orgasmic pleasure.

When he grabbed her hips and moved his own, his penis rubbed against her inner flesh, producing a wet sound and filling his shaft with a pleasant tingling.

“Ahn~... H-having sex in this pose is so embarrassing.” The shaking of her head was belied by the sweetness in her voice.

He could tell she was secretly into it, so he kept his hips moving to pound her from behind. With each thrust, her tits, now bare, jiggled seductively.

That provocative scene lit a fire of arousal inside the boy.

Her vaginal walls rubbed against the penis and he sped up his thrusting toward her butt as if he was being sucked deep inside her pleasant pussy.

The powerful thrusting elicited wordless moans from her, and nectar dripped from their union. The stimulation was so powerful that her legs shook and she had to cling to Nefertiti to avoid collapsing to the floor.

This weaker side of hers only showed itself when she had sex, so it stimulated his male heart. He grabbed her hips to support her and pounded away like no tomorrow.

“So deep…ahn, ah, ahh…a-and rough.” On the receiving end of that pounding, she dropped her head and moaned indecently while letting him do as he wished.

The effort she made today warmed his heart, so he reached in from behind, scooped up her breasts, squeezed them, and pulled her body in close to his. Then he stole her lips and prompted an ardent kiss of love and passion.

The debauchery continued… He had felt like he was getting a nice taste of each vagina, but a single penetration was of course not enough for the girls.

They all begged for more, twisting their bodies and massaging their breasts to draw his interest. As they continued to pinch and twist their nipples, he could tell just how much pleasure they were all experiencing from the depraved act.

He could not keep his eyes off the lewd sight and their seduction did the trick. He started fucking each of them in turn. He kept sticking his dick inside one or the other and kept thrusting away. The pleasure was bringing him ever closer to climax.

“Ah, ahh… I’m about to cum!”

To ensure none of them ever waited long, he would move to another after just a few thrusts.

The temperature, vaginal pressure, and love juice quantity differed between them, but they all had such perfect pussies that he thought his dick was going to melt away just being inside them. And when he thrust, the friction caused his hot desire to boil up from deep in his balls.

He could no longer keep track of whose turn it was and just stuck it in whoever his eyes could see with his dizzying senses.

He grabbed their tits from behind and groped them. The pussy around his dick, the tits in his hands, and the sweet scent of a soft female body were all he could think about.

He enjoyed seeing them moaning and asking for his cum, so he let the approaching orgasm take over. A hot urge raced up his urethra and emptiness burst into his mind.

More and more semen erupted out his desire now made physical, splattering down on Isis' back and Nefertiti's stomach and ass.

He continued ejaculating while watching their lifted butts twitching in pleasure.

His penis throbbed wildly as it released the semen. With each throb, pleasure stimulated his brainstem and sweet satisfaction enveloped his body.

“Ahhh… I’m spent.”

Once it finally ended, their butts and even their backs were soaked with his sticky desire. The intensity of the ejaculation led to an even more intense lethargy as an aftermath.

In the end, mental fatigue won out as Sol closed his eyes and fell asleep. This night was truly something he would never forget.


Chapter 30


Last Mission



When Sol closed his eyes, he felt as though his consciousness was being tugged somewhere far away.

For an instant, he fought back, even thinking of cutting the line that was trying to pull his subconscious self to someplace else, a place of which he had an inkling and was loath to visit. But, in the end, he decided against his impulses, against his rash rationale, fought against his wishes, and let his mind wander under the control of the third party.

He soon felt the sensation of sinking into the depths of the invader's overpowering control. He felt his mind get transmitted toward the place that otherworldly force was trying to pull him.
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When he opened his eyes this time, Sol found himself in a place he could easily recognize. The place he loathed. The one he had guessed, as expected of that meddlesome being.

He looked around, his voice calling the name of the one who summoned him, “Goddess Luxuria?”

“You’ve adapted pretty quickly this time around.”

A barefooted woman stepped on the verdant green grass and slowly sashayed toward him. Sol could feel a barrage of intrusive thoughts trying to pull him down to the throes of lust and debauchery, but he easily swatted them aside. His mind wasn’t one to be easily swayed this time around.

“I noticed that you always call me after a session of lovemaking. Is that somehow related, I wonder?”

Luxuria stopped for an extremely short instant when she saw how unbothered Sol was by her presence. Even though he was not directly looking at her face, she could feel that his mind was akin to a deep, vast, and formidable mountain, miles away from his former self.

It would be impossible to shake his mind without actively trying to put forth effort on her part. Knowing who she was, that thought alone was quite shocking in itself. It seemed that her passive coercion, which accompanied her divinity, would be useless on him from now on.

Again, the fact was dumbfounding. Even though a Duke could strengthen their mind by obtaining their ‘Truth,’ it did not mean that they had any way of resisting the coercion of a literal goddess. The minimum level required for that was a King. That too was a very tough task that could only be enacted through the usage of their Avatar.

Still, she showed none of the surprise she felt in her mind as she continued to walk seamlessly toward an apathetic Sol.

“My domain is Lust, after all, and you are my one and only Blessed. Though soon, the connection between the two of us will grow stronger.”

“You mean my coronation, I presume.”

“Indeed.”

As far as mortals knew, goddesses could only have up to two Blessed at a single instance.

The Goddesses of Virtue could have a Supreme Daughter and a Holy Daughter, with the Blessing of the Holy Daughter being inferior to their higher counterparts.

The Goddesses of Sin could have a King and a Prince, or a Queen and a Princess, or any of the lesser combinations they desired.

Until now, despite the absence of his father, Sol had only been the Crown Prince of Lustburg.

But now that he had gone through his coming-of-age ceremony, and had signed a contract with a divine beast, he could officially sit on the Throne as the sole and unequivocal ruler of the entirety of the human race.

“I see.” Sol showed no particular joy at hearing that news. This trip to the astral realm had allowed him to grow both in power and as a person. He had learned so many things about the world he lived in, and now he realized that the mortal realm was not particularly important in the grand scheme of things.

As for obtaining a stronger blessing, Heh, a tighter leash you mean, bastard goddess…

“I can feel your dissatisfaction, child.”

Sol scoffed before shaking his head, as if to shake off his dark thoughts. “I doubt this is the reason you called me here now, is it?”

He hated this place, and how being in her presence felt like countless daggers were trying to stab every part of his being. He realized that he was now able to block off the effects that these eminent goddesses had on him, but that did nothing to change the fact that he didn’t wish to stay at this abhorrent place for even a second longer then he had to.

“You are right.” Luxuria confirmed. “Do you remember our contract?”

“How can I forget about it? Of course, I remember. I guess it's about time to finish the terms.”

“ It is indeed time to end this once and for all. If you succeed, I will give you the right to enter the astral realm whenever you wish. However… There’s a bonus for you. I will allow you to step into the divine realm, per your wish.”

Sol felt his mouth go dry from that fact alone. The divine realm — a place in which no mortal had ever managed to step foot. Not his father, not the queen of chimeras, not even the enigmatic Anubis.

This was the deal of the century. But at the same time, he knew for certain that this ordeal she presented would be anything but easy.

“What is the trial?”

Luxuria smiled— an enigmatic expression that would’ve probably made Sol’s skin crawl with apprehension if he were to be able to see her face.

“It’s simple really. Do what your ancestor, Jupiter, could not — conquer the mortal realm for your goddess.”
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When Sol opened his eyes again, he could feel himself wrapped in a luscious softness that could melt all of one’s worries away.

"Nef?"

"You are awake now, my Lord?”

Sol tried to sit up but he was promptly brought back to the heavenly softness of her chest with a firm movement of her hands.

“You should rest, Your Highness. Your body might be fine, but you were mentally drained by the previous events.” Nefertiti gently whispered in his ears, never letting him out of her gentle embrace..

Looking around, he could see that they were in the bedroom he had occupied in Kiyohime’s castle.

“Where are the others?”

“Bathing. We took turns cleaning and taking care of you, you see.”

Sol laughed merrily hearing her words. He was usually the one taking care of his lovers after a session of relentless romps. But it seemed that this time he could only let himself be spoiled by his lovers.

“My Lord…”

“What is the matter, Nef?”

“I just… I can feel that you are quite tense. Anything wrong?”

“Haaah~... It’s nothing. Let’s just say that I have received quite the impossible mission.”

Nefertiti smiled and caressed his hair, “No matter what happens, we will always be by your side.”

“Thank you, Nef.”
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After resting for a short while, Sol stood up and they were rejoined by Skuld and the others. He could feel that the women were distinctly closer to each other than they had been in the past.

After all, the five of them had partaken in some crazy and intense moments not long ago. Not to mention the shared sense of pleasure that they received from each other in a very intimate way, thanks to Nefertiti’s powers.

Once everyone was clothed, they walked to the terrace before flying down toward the First Heaven, which was the place where Sol had first appeared with Sheherazade and Nent.

It did not take long for others to arrive: Anubis; his wife, Nephtys; Verdandi, and even the Dragon Empress herself — Tiamat.

Sol paused to gaze at his group of women. “So… It seems like it’s time for me to go back. But we never really had the time to discuss this. What about you two? Will you follow me to the mortal realm?”

Nent gave a faint smile; some amount of longing was hidden underneath, but it was still a firm and resolute smile that already gave Sol all the answers he needed. She promptly shook her head before speaking out her thoughts, “I need to go back home for a short while and verify that everything is okay. I also want to discuss some things with my mother. We have much to say to each other, and it's about time that we had a heart-to-heart. Only then will I go down to join you.”

Sol nodded, understanding that Nent had many things she wanted to make right. She also had to make things up with her children and more than anyone, her mother — Gabriel.

It was not the kind of work that could be rushed, and in the end he hoped that she would be able to close the chapter of her dark past and walk on a brighter and happier path in the future.

Nefertiti also shook her head. “I wish to follow you, my lord, I really do. But I realized that coming with you to the human kingdom would be useless. I would not be particularly useful there — I would perhaps even be a hindrance.”

She showed no depression or signs of inferiority as she conveyed those words. She had clear goals and would not be distracted by her low self-esteem, not anymore, “I have already asked permission. I will be allowed to go down to the kingdom of the elves. I believe that is the place where my talent will be the most beneficial for your goals.”

Elves were naturally drawn to and worshiped dragons. Even half-dragons were beings of worship for them, though of course to a lesser extent.

Nefertiti felt like Sol would need the help of the elf kingdom sooner or later, and she hoped that when he finally reached that place, he wouldn’t face people who worshiped dragons, but rather people who worshiped him and him alone.

She didn’t know what Sol’s goal would be, but surely having a second kingdom under his control would be beneficial overall, right?

Sol could only laugh dumbfoundedly, as the girl who once acted like she was unworthy of his grace was now talking about partially conquering a kingdom for him.

Perhaps conquering the world would not be as hard as he thought.

If he won the war against the beastkin, and Setsuna became Blessed, he would obtain Wratharis.

With his identity and Nefertiti's power, it was not impossible to conquer Southern Pride.

Greed Dike, the dwarven kingdom, could be worked on with Theresa's help.

The human kingdom was already his.

Technically Nuwa was the Princess of Gluttony Foss.

The only true problems would be Envilya, the demon kingdom, and Slothstein, the flying citadel of the angels. But even then, it wasn’t like he didn’t have a way to open their doors for him. After all, Lilith and Lilin were related to Envilya, and Chloe was the Holy Daughter of Slothstein.

I wonder what it says about me when I just might conquer the world with only the help of my women.

Sol laughed out loud, startling everyone present with his boisterous chortle. They felt confused by his sudden burst of laughter but they didn’t question him for his actions.

He advanced toward Tiamat, who was standing at the back of the crowd and, to her surprise, he hugged her fiercely with a powerful embrace full of love and compassion.

“Thank you for everything, grandma.”

Tiamat had invested so much in him, far more than he could ever hope to convey in words. He felt like he would never be able to repay her to make up for her favors.

Tiamat had her hands up in the air, completely clueless about what to do with them in this situation. Her eyes darted back and forth, trying to come up with something to do, but in the end, she awkwardly wrapped her arms around Sol and reciprocated with a light hug.

“I told you to call me big sis.” She shook her head then gave a warm smile, “I am proud of everything you have accomplished.”

She clearly wasn’t used to something like this. But Sol couldn’t help but chuckle at her words. He knew that this was a big step for her.

Taking a few steps back he then approached Anubis and Nephtys. “I will keep my promise. I will take care of your daughter.”

“You’d better. Otherwise, I might take your soul.” Anubis grinned and playfully patted him on the back, while uttering words that did not seem like a joke when coming from him— the King of the Underworld. Nephtys just nodded to him with a smile and he nodded back and bowed toward them both, paying his respects to his in-laws.

Stopping in front of Skuld and Verdandi, he hugged Skuld in a fierce and passionate embrace. “This is just a simple goodbye.”

“I know. Even if you were to run to the end of the universe, I would still find you.” Skuld muttered the quiet words like the mad lunatic that she was, but Sol was getting used to her lunacy already, so he just lightly kissed her on the cheek.

Once he had exchanged goodbyes with everyone, he opened his wings wide and flew high in the sky, accompanied only by Isis.

“Where is Sheherazade?”

“I fused with her cocoon. It seems like even in this state, fusion is still possible.”

“Very well.”

Now high in the sky, Sol looked at the beautiful world all around him. An endless sea below stretched as far as his eyes could witness and innumerable stars spread across the sky above.

It was a beautiful sight, something he was going to miss dearly.

“We had some crazy adventures, huh?” Isis took his hand in hers and asked.

“Indeed. So much has happened in so little time.” Even though six months had gone by, Sol felt as though they had arrived just yesterday.

During those six months, he had met many people, fought many battles, and even participated in a divine war. The weak boy who entered the astral realm was now a strong man who could stand proud no matter where he was.

The events he witnessed and participated in those six months went beyond what some could witness and experience in hundreds of years.

But his adventure was far from coming to its end…

“It’s time to go home.”

One chapter of his life would be closed in this instant, but a new chapter would begin soon.

He did not know where all of this would bring him. He did not know how this tumultuous journey of his would end. But he would do his very best so that the last words of his story would be…

<<...And they lived happily ever after.>>


Interlude 1: The Titan



[XXXXX Years Ago]

It was a scarlet world, be it the sky above, the clouds fluttering with the wind, or even the ground below, cracked and desolate as it was, everything as far as the eyes could see was plunged in a deep scarlet of different shades combining to form a dystopian sight.

In that world, water did not exist, there was no vegetation, and all the beasts that roamed the ground were distorted beings that seemed to be born out of one's worst nightmares.

It was a world filled with the aura of chaos; nay, it was a world that seemed to be chaos itself given form and substance. It was a world without rules where the only rule, if it can even be termed as one, was survival. A dog-eat-dog world where survival of the fittest was the only way of life.

In that world, three women stood together, hunched as they held threads and sewed… Nobody knew what it was they were sewing, nobody knew why they were doing such a thing…

The three women's looks were extremely similar. When they stood together, one had the impression of watching three pictures of the same person in different moments of their life.

They were the Norns sisters. The sisters of Fate. Born from Chaos itself with the innate power to see the Past, Present, Future, and everything in between, manipulating events per their wishes. A very frightening power that made it so that, despite being relatively weak by themselves, no one dared to even try to take advantage of them.

Each of them had their own personality.

Urd ("That which happened") was the oldest and calmest of the three sisters. She would always have a calm and serene smile no matter what the situation was. She had seen the world for what it was and had transcended the mere worries of everyday life. Her power allowed her to observe the past.

Verdandi ("That which is happening") was the most worrywart among the three sisters. Anxiety was common for her. She could not change the past and neither could see or influence the future, she could only observe the present as it was, in all of its entirety and all of its beauty and ugliness. Hence, she was constantly ravaged by the worries of what would happen after and what happened before.

Skuld (“That which should become”) was the most carefree and Chaotic of them all. If Time was like a tree. Then the Past represented the roots, the Present the trunk, and the Future, represented the numerous branches and even more numerous leaves that made up the beautiful structure of an evergreen conifer.

She could see all the futures nearly at the same level as the goddesses despite being a mere King as such she was considered as the most dangerous of the clairvoyant trio. But her personality also made her the most harmless amongst the lot.

At least this was the consensus reached by the other Titans over the years of observing them from afar.

What they didn’t know though was that the Skuld they knew was no more.

She had changed, for she had met her destined one.
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On that day, just as they were spending their time idly as they always did, Skuld had a seizure and fainted on the spot.

The two sisters were understandably worried. The power to see the future was the most dangerous out of the three they possessed together and they knew that every time Skuld used that power she had the chance of losing herself in the flow of time and becoming braindead with her soul scattered into oblivion.

For three days and three nights, Skuld stayed unconscious, causing them to become even more worried for her even going as far as entering full-on panic mode. They began to wonder if it was the end of the road for their dear sister.

But on the fourth day, she unexpectedly woke up and her words were all the more shocking for the other two sisters of hers.

“Let’s surrender to the side of Order.”

Everything was so out of the blue that even the ever-calm Urd could not help but show a bewildered expression on her face as she gawked at the calm visage of her sister. She spat out such shocking words like it was the most natural of things that her brain had simply short-circuited at that moment.

Verdandi, as prone to lunacy as she was among the sisters, though was much more vocal with her words and reactions.

“So it finally happened. Skuld went crazy! Big Sis, what do we do now!?”

Verdandi was nearly on the verge of tears as she shook Skuld, desperately trying to make her come out of whatever spell of madness she had pitted herself into. Skuld couldn't help but smile bitterly at her sister's frantic behavior, but there was nothing she could do. She was resolute in what she spoke and would not, could not revoke her words.

In the end, though, Urd was the one to ask the most crucial question,

“What did you see?”

Verdandi immediately calmed down, hearing Urd's calm question. Out of the three of them, Urd as well as the Leader and the strongest, but the one who gave them direction had always been Skuld. The one who could scry the most beneficial aspects of what was to come.

They knew that her carefree attitude was just a precursor, a ruse, a veil that hid one of the deepest and most vigilant minds in all of existence.

Skuld showed a lost expression at the question Urd offered to her. She honestly didn't know to form a coherent response, but at the end, she only showed then a bright smile before speaking in the most calmest and steadfast tone she could muster…

“I want a better future.”

A few days later, a piece of explosive news shocked both the sides of Chaos and Order as the greatest strategists on the side of Chaos, the Norns Sisters, left their camps and surrendered to the beings of Order.

This action was like a rock falling into a lake, causing great ripples in the flow of the war between both sides.

People on both sides knew the power of foresight the sisters wielded. For them to join the side of Order, did this not mean they had foreseen the defeat of the side of Chaos?

Like the domino effect, this simple piece caused an effect that spread through all places, shaking the confidence of those on Chaos' side while bolstering the force of Order with renewed vigor.

Even those who decided to stay neutral in the conflict chose to join the cause of Order.

A few thousand years later after they joined the side of Order, Tiamat, the Dragon Empress, chased down Surtr to the depths of the Abyss.

A few more years after that tumultuous event, the Sins and Virtues goddesses, managed to seal Ymir.

The war ended.

Order had triumphed.

But… did they really…?
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A few thousand years had swiftly gone by after the victory against Chaos. The world was seemingly at peace and the Norns sisters were living peacefully in the Astral realm, deep in Yggdrasil’s territory.

Though they were limited in what they could do and where they could go, the sisters had no complaints whatsoever.

They would spend most of the time asleep and Urd, who had befriended Yggdrasil, would sometimes play chess with him to spend an idle yet beautiful time.

It was a calm life.

But for Skuld, this was nothing more than a simple and pure form of the most agonizing torture.

More than ten thousand years.

No, for far more time than that, she had been waiting. Waiting for the moment she dreamed of every day.

She had seen hundreds of thousands of different possible futures. Analyzed how the situation could go in more ways than she could count. Made contingency plans for her contingency plans and made more contingency plans for them also. She had the time, and she knew that what she tried to accomplish had to be done perfectly.

She knew she was slowly going crazy over the long periods of waiting and planning and yearning for that crucial day… but she was in such a position that she could not even show her madness to anyone. No one would understand and even if they understood they could do nothing for her.

She wanted to see him.

She wanted to hug him.

She wanted to make him hers.

She wanted to save him from his untimely fate.

Desire. Fear. Expectation. Despair. Madness. A constant cycle. An emotional paradox. An ardent love.

All those emotions were constantly badgering her sense of self, threatening to completely destroy it in its roots.

But then, one day, she received the news she had been waiting for.

“Skuld. It seems like the Dragon Empress wants our help.”

Skuld’s heart lurched at the news Verdandi sent to her.

This was it. This was the moment she had been waiting for.

Fighting to keep her expression in check, she stood up and followed her sister. While showing her usual excited smile,

“Let’s go! I always wanted to visit that territory again after Lucifer's death.”
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When Skuld entered the domain, she looked around in order to keep herself calm.

She had waited so long for this.

Now she just had to wait for a few more seconds.

She had already prepared everything. She would act mysteriously and obtain his curiosity. After all, Sol was always so curious about the world around him. Which included the people encapsulating it.

She would slowly build up their relationship from there.

At least, this was what she thought she would do.

But the moment her eyes landed on him.

All her plans vanished like smoke vanished in the air.

“Darling!”

Before she could even express a proper greeting, Skuld ran past her sisters and everyone else before jumping in the arms of the golden-haired boy who had just opened his eyes.

This was their first meeting in this reality.


Interlude 2: Dragon Queen



What was the first thing she heard?

“This is the first time I'm doing something like this. I wonder if I was able to do it well.”

What was the first thing she saw?

The sight of an ethereally beautiful woman, standing tall and proud with every bit of majesty existence had to offer.

Even though she did not understand everything, perhaps she wasn't able to understand anything, she already ‘knew’ one fact from the moment she came into existence. This being was her mother. Her creator.

For divine beasts, from the moment they were born, they were already bestowed a certain level of knowledge by their progenitors. Their predecessors. Their parents.

The name bestowed to her was… Kiyohime.

She did not know what this name meant or even if there was any importance to it. She just knew that the moment she was bestowed that name, she obtained the power to control the element of water.

The authority to rule over all the seas.
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“You are old enough now. It should not take long for you to become a King.”

Her life was calm. It was complete.

She only lived with that woman, Tiamat, her mother. The only one she could look up to in all the realms.

During those years, she witnessed many sights and went through many experiences. All new, all wonderful.

She saw how a world with one large sun was slowly changed into one with many little stars.

She observed how the world was divided into many layers and how floating islands and sea came to be.

She even helped in the creation and development of this world. For she felt like it was her duty, her destiny to be a helping hand to her progenitor.

“Listen to me Kiyohime, One day, this world shall be entirely for you to command.”

How happy she had been when she heard those words. She still remembered it vividly as though it had happened just yesterday.

The two of them would sleep together, wake up together, eat, and simply live happily with each other, or well, that's how she interpreted their interactions. Tiamat would teach her how to fight and how to use her powers and she would take care of Tiamat in return.

The sky was their roof and the ground and the immeasurable seas were their bed.

It was a simple life, a fulfilling life. A very simple life for sure, however, it was also perhaps the happiest time of her long long life.

That happiness, that serenity, their quiet and fulfilling time together… It didn't last for long, however.

“Now that our world is set. We need more people to inhabit the lands.”

Kiyohime looked blankly at her mother. Not understanding her reasonings. Nor did she know what to say to her creator.

Why did they have to populate this world?

Weren’t the two of them more than enough? Why did they need to add anyone else?

Was she useless? Did she do anything wrong?

Kiyohime felt uneasy. But she did not voice her thoughts out loud due to fear. She feared and revered her Lord.

It was not her place to do so after all. Tiamat was her lord, her creator, and her empress. Perhaps those more than a mother she can ever be.

“I hear and obey.”

That was all she needed to say.

Like this, her younger brother was born.

His name was Fafnir.

Kiyohime did not like Fafnir from the get-go.

The precious time she could spend alone with her mother was interrupted by that unknown and loud young boy.

How could she be happy in that state?

So she asked, “Mother. He is so weak and useless. Why did you create him? Why do you take care of him?”

Tiamat looked at her with an unfathomable smile, “You were also born weak and useless, weren’t you?”

It was like a shock had run through her body. Her brain had stopped all functions at her slight rebuttal.

Indeed. Even now she couldn't match the great power of her mother. Why then was she created? Why was she protected?

“Take care of your brother, like I have taken care of you.”

Kiyohime never forgot those words. Now awake she did the first thing she was taught by Tiamat.

She beat him up.

Simple and brutal trashing.

But she did not simply inflict gratuitous violence upon him.

She taught him. Took care of him. Helped him grow both as a warrior and a person.

The years passed and their numbers increased. From two they became four, and from four they became eight.

The first eight dragons.

Kiyohime had long since forgotten what her mother's embrace felt like.

But she did not mind. After all, Tiamat loved her the most out of them all.

She was the Eldest Dragon. She was the one with the most authority. She was the only one who had been personally taken care of for a long time by Tiamat herself.

Time continued to pass. War came and went. The number of pure and mixed dragons continued to grow and the reputation of the Dragon grew as well.

Lustful, greedy, prideful. This was how the dragons were seen. But there was one thing no one could ever go against.

They were strong. They were the strongest of them all.

But Kiyohime never changed.

She was the Dragon Queen. The second most influential among all the dragons. She had taken care of and raised nearly all the dragons.

This was her greatest pride.

But her pride was brutally shattered one day.

On that fateful and dark and grim day like no other…
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“Marduk! Why are you doing this!?”

The fight was happening in a dying world. They had cornered the rebels under the order of Apsu.

Marduk was one of the cadres and also one of the dragons she enjoyed training the most. He was truly like a son to her or perhaps a younger brother of sorts.

This was why. She could not understand.

Why? Just why were they doing this? Why were dragons spilling the blood of others dragons? Why did they have to kill each other?

“Please! I beg you! Just stop. I will plead to mother. I am sure she will understand. You and the others can still be forgiven!”

She begged in tears even as her gigantic dragon form flew down and made sure to keep him down.

The fight opposing the two dragons was bringing the dead world to the brink of its destruction. Using her powers, Kiyohime alone had made sure that this world would never have water ever again, encapsulating and accelerating the already accelerated end of this world.

But she did not care. She could not have the leisure to hold back against Marduk when trying to restrain him.

Marduk laughed, “My queen…You know very well it is impossible. That heartless monster will never pardon us and I do not wish to be pardoned either.”

His words were like knives that were plunged straight at her heart.

What should she do?

She knew what she had to do and this was all the more mortifying to her.

“Why…?”

“Because we had to. We are just weapons. That heartless monster does not care about our well-being. She only cares about reaching greater heights. Our life or death is just an afterthought. Why do we have to fight a war we care not about? What does it matter to us whether Chaos or Order wins?”

Kiyohime gritted her teeth, “Thus are her orders.”

“Then you are nothing but a tool my dear queen.”

Kiyohime closed her eyes, “I guess no further discussion is possible.”

“Any possible form of discussion had been impossible for a long time, perhaps, there were no possibilities from the beginning…”

Kiyohime sobbed. But she did not look away.

The moment Kiyohime changed her objective from Restraint to Elimination… Marduk had no chance.

The fight was swiftly resolved and Marduk was executed.

Changing into her human form. Kiyohime slowly approached his dying body.

“Any last words?”

“Haha… Even at this moment, you are too kind.”

Marduk laughed with difficulty before finally closing his eyes, “It’s truly a shame. If you were the empress… This rebellion might have never happened.”

Kiyohime expression was hollow. Wherever she looked, she could see the dead bodies of her compatriots. The people she raised and gave her love to.

“You finally killed him.”

Kiyohime looked startled. She knew that she could not whimper about her fate. The one who should feel really sad was Tiamat. After all, she had to witness her children kill each other.

Surely she must be feeling crushed. Even more so than herself.

This was what Kiyohime naively thought.

But when she looked up, spinning her mind to find the words to console her surely heartbroken mother…

‘Ah…’

Tiamat's expression was apathetic.

Even though her children were killing each other.

Even though she had to kill the one who might have become her mate.

The Empress showed no trace of sadness. Not even the slightest vestige of a falling tear.

“Destroy their bodies. Those pesky necromancers are becoming more numerous.”

“Is it all you have to say!?”

Kiyohime screamed. For the first time in her whole life, she raised her voice against Tiamat.

“What might you mean? Should I be weeping because of mere traitors?”

“But… They are your children! Even if they took the traitors aside, what about those who fought for you!? Are they not even worthy of a word from you.”

“They died a worthy death as warriors.”

“Hah…. Hahaha…”

Kiyohime felt something break inside of her at that moment and could only laugh dumbfoundedly.

“Truly… You are truly a heartless monster as Marduk said. He was right all along, huh?”

“Watch your words.”

Kiyohime lowered her head in silence and Tiamat shrugged before walking away, “Kill all the last traitors. Marduk’s daughter and put an end to this farce.”

“I refuse.”

Tiamat stopped and gave a deep look at Kiyohime who looked back at her fiercely.

“Do not make me repeat myself. All traitors are to be killed.”

“I refuse. She did not kill any dragons. Her crime is not worthy of death.”

The standoff between the two dragons became tense. All the other dragons were flying and wondered what they should do if the Queen and the Empress were to fight.

In the end, a small smile flashed on Tiamat's face before she walked away,

“Do as you wish. You can also spare the other traitors with minor offenses if you so wish. But mark my words. One day, you will regret this decision.”

Kiyohime stayed silent as she watched the departing and somewhat lonely back of Tiamat, her mother.

This was her first victory against her mother.

But this victory did not have a sweet taste to it. Only a very bitter one filled with sadness, despair, and unceasing remorse.

A few thousand years later, as Kiyohime had to kill her brethren once again, she could only smile sadly.

Was her decision back then wrong? Was this second rebellion caused by her indecisiveness?

She did not know. But she had indeed learned her lesson.

Even so, she did not believe that Tiamat was right.

This was why, remembering Marduk's words, unbeknownst to everyone, Kiyohime took a very important decision in her heart.

One day, she would….


SECOND ACT 2: HOME




Chapter 31


I am Back Home



It was a day like any other, at least in appearance.

The sun was shining brightly high above in the clear blue sky, and the people were waking up with the illumination of that incandescent globe lighting their usual morning routines.

The air was slightly chillier, an indication that snow might fall at any time.

News of the growing hostilities between Lustburg and Wratharis was concerning, to say the least. However, for normal humans, there was little they could do but pray. Pray for all of their worries and all the adversities to wash away.

If there was one thing that was making the people unsettled though, it was the absence of their crown prince.Already, rumors had spread, suggesting that the prince might have been part of an unlucky group who had died unexpectedly during their exploration in the astral realm.

While such a thing had never happened before in the long history of Lustburg, there was always a first for everything.

The news was still only muttered in pubs and a few working places. But like most rumors, they were slowly growing and the more they did, the more unsettled the population in the capital became.
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[Lustburg— Tower of Babel]

Sitting in her office, Milia listened quietly as agents of the Fingers were giving her their daily reports. One in particular detailed the growing rumors related to the prince's disappearance and possible untimely demise.

“Did you pick out the one spreading the rumors?”

“Yes, I have. They are mostly war slaves or descendants of war slaves from Wratharis. We managed to get the names of most of them, but we are awaiting further orders before acting out.”

Milia nodded to the agents' reply. Lustburg, despite being predominantly a human country, still had a very mixed population. Beastmen, in particular, were fairly numerous, coming second in terms of population percentage. This was, of course, due to all the wars that had transpired over the long years between the two rivaling countries.

As it was now, many beastmen were naturalized citizens of Lustburg and considered this to be their home.

But the news about another oncoming war was creating tension among the people, and that included the beastmen, who were having trouble in fixing their loyalty due to this harrowing situation.

Milia had to be very careful about her next set of actions. She couldn’t just order a strike to take them all down and have them beheaded for treason or slander against the crown.

If, due to her actions, the Crown Prince were to be accused of racism or mistrust toward the beastmen who had made this country their home, it would be hard to placate the general populace.

This is absolutely and definitely way above my pay grade.

The one who should have been making the decisions in this scenario was Lilith. However, she was currently pulling back from anything related to the city’s governance, or indeed any sort of work in general. Milia knew that her state was abysmal. Her body was deteriorating at breakneck speed, and she didn't know how long she could hold on.

Persephone and Medea were doing everything that they possibly could to ensure her survival, but her body was slowly but surely giving out. In another ten days, probably even less, Lilith might just simply fall over and die, like a mechanical doll who had completely wound down.

“Your Highness…” Milia muttered, tired but still holding on to that ray of hope. She simply needed to keep fighting. On and on until her lord and lover appeared and set everything straight.

But it was then…

“Milia!” The door of her office burst open as a beautiful and busty elf entered the room, gasping for breath as though she had just finished a marathon.

“Clara?” Standing up, Milia threw a confused glance at the tired elf. They might have worked together for only a few days, but she had more or less understood her elfin coworker’s personality. She knew that Clara was a steady woman who liked to do things in order and not show a flustered appearance in any situation.

And yet, she seemed to be panicking right now, for who knew what reason. Her face looked pale and her hair was tousled. It must have been a serious situation for her to look as disheveled as she was.

“What happened? Is something wrong with the queen?!”

The elf shook her head vigorously, looking around the room nervously.

“No, no, no. It's just... I'm sorry."

She took a deep and calming breath, before breaking into a beaming smile that contrasted with her previous look. Milia was thrown into a spiral of confusion before Clara’s words registered in her ears, "It's about His Highness. We’ve just received word from the Church. He is coming back today!”

The words echoed through the room and Milia opened her eyes wide before an ecstatic smile bloomed on her tired face.

“Today?! Now? Today of all days, he is returning?”

Clara nodded happily. “Yes!"

Milia grabbed Clara by the shoulders and hugged her tightly, “Oh, thank you so much!"

She kept repeating the same phrase until her voice gave out. After that, she quickly stood up and called for the guards in the room.

“I want you to inform everyone that His Highness is returning today. We cannot be sloppy. Send messages to all the nobles from the Counts on up. Also, call in the maids so that we can start the preparation as soon as possible."

She then focused on Clara once more. "What about the church? What are they doing? Do we have an exact time as to when he will come?"

"They say that he is still going to need time. But it should be in approximately 12 hours from now."

Milia nodded, satisfied by her response.

“Then let us hurry and prepare the castle."

Milia's smile was so wide people feared she was going to get a facial cramp. She had been worried about the absence of Sol for so long. But now, she just needed to hold on for a few more hours and her beloved lord would be back in her embrace.
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In the queen's chamber, Persephone was sitting by Lilith's bedside as she helped in feeding her life energy.

Even though Lilith was still able to move, it was clear that she was getting weaker by the day.

Medea and Freya were also there with Persephone, while Lilin and Setsuna were standing guard outside. It was very hard for Lilin to see her mother slowly getting weaker like this, but all she could do was stand here and pray for her restoration. Pray for a miracle so that she could recover from all her ailments.

"So... you’re really planning to go to Wratharis? Don't tell me you're going to try and kill that mutt." Persephone murmured.

"*Cough* *Cough* You know how weak I have become. Since I am going to die anyway, there is no need to respect the rules. I’ll just kill that crazy dog and die with him. The other kingdoms will not fault Lustburg for the dying act of a lunatic. At most, we will have to pay a fine. I just need Freya to teleport me, and we’ll be all set.``

Persephone shook her head, "You really believe that it's what he would want?"

They didn't need to say his name. Lilith knew very well that what she was planning on doing would make him very sad. But what else could she do?

"I… all my life has been dedicated to fighting." Lilith was born and created for that one and only purpose. She was a sword. A sword meant to sever the heads of all the enemies blocking the path of the one she served.

"I do not want to die like a helpless woman. Not even at my last moments, please…"

Lilith did not fear death. She even wished for it to come, to embrace her in its cold arms. For her, death was the sweet release which she sought. However, she refused to die a useless and pathetic death.

She wanted to die like a warrior — the warrior that she was and will always be. She wanted to meet her end while clashing her sword against another and raining death on the battlefield.

"I… want to die as a hero."

Indeed. A hero. Like 'him.’

Medea opened her mouth, wishing to explain the news she had received about Sol. But she was interrupted when Lilin, Setsuna, and a battle maid entered the room with great strides.

An excited look was on Lilin's face as she delivered the ecstatic news.

"Sol is coming back!!"
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Slowly the news of Sol's impending arrival filled the streets of the city. Everywhere, soldiers, slaves, and volunteers could be seen, decorating buildings and other parts of the infrastructure.

Commoners could see nobles in their carriages racing toward the church like their lives depended on it. It made for a funny sight, but readily confirmed the reality of the news.

The citizens were happy to see the return of the Son of the Hero King. They saw Blessed as gifts sent by the heavens above. Indeed, the goddesses had granted them a gift.

But for the nobles, who had lived for hundreds of years, such trivial events were nothing but a nuisance. Their only concern was to make a show for appearance’s sake, and not be singled out. The way all the traitors had been coldly executed was still fresh on their troubled minds.

"Hehe. This is just my luck..." A certain noble laughed softly as he left the church. He was an old man; one could easily guess his age by looking at him. But he still smiled cheerfully. "Well, I just have to pray before I leave. If I don't do that, the goddess will surely curse me."

He then returned to the church, where he looked around. There was no sign of the Supreme Daughter or the Holy Daughter. But she was supposed to be in that cathedral, so there was no problem.

With that, he passed through the gate and headed down the main road. There was a huge crowd gathered outside the palace. He was sure that all of them were waiting for 'Him.’ Their future king.
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[Church of Castitas— Hall of Purity]

"How do I look?"

Standing in front of a mirror, Aurora asked as the nuns were working on her ceremonial outfit. For once it was not as showy as her usual one and covered all of her beautiful curves. But the feeling of holiness coming from her did not change a single bit.

"You look lovely, even… divine."

"Heheh. I do, right?” Aurora did not feel any shame or embarrassment as they praised her beauty while skirting blasphemy. She had known that she was beautiful since she was a child. In fact, she felt no need to hear these kind words from others.

However, the truth was that she had never seen herself this way. It was only recently that she came to realize just how useful it was to have a beautiful physical appearance.

"I am sure His Highness will be entranced once he lays his eyes on you."

"Is that so?" She gave a mysterious smile as she stood up. "Then let's go."

She left the room, the nuns trailing behind her. Aurora then went to the chapel. Stationing her entourage outside, she went inside alone and prayed to purify herself.

For her, this act was not a mere formality. It was something much more than that. She had become accustomed to praying. Every night she would kneel in prayer and ask the goddesses for protection in front of the other nuns.

"It's time to meet my prince charming." She muttered calmly.
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A few hours later, as Camelia, Aurora, and Lilith, the highest-ranked beings in Lustburg, stood in front of the portal that connected to the astral realm.

Light slowly began to fill the room as an aura of power and oppression spread throughout. For a moment, even Lilith felt goosebumps and instinctively reached for the sword dangling at her hip.

But Camelia only smiled brightly;, after all, she would never mistake this aura for anyone else. Even if it changed even more, growing further and further from the small candle it once had been.

"Welcome back, Your Highness."

She bowed lightly, and once her words registered in the minds of those present, all the nobles, no matter how highly-ranked they were, bowed their heads and knelt on the ground in supplication.

Walking through the portal, showing a dashing smile full of confidence was a man they remembered.

Sol Dragona Luxuria.

Crown Prince and the unequivocal heir to the throne of Lustburg.

"I am back home."

He had returned, stronger than ever before.
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The moment Sol appeared in the church’s main hall, after passing through the door, all the nobles who had gathered took a deep breath out of pure astonishment.

Be it physically or in terms of the aura he naturally exuded, the prince they remembered was very different from the one that was now standing in front of them.

Before, the prince, while talented, had lacked the experience of those who had truly tread the thin line between life and death. Furthermore, as talent did not translate into strength, he lacked the raw power to make the nobles truly fear and respect him in their hearts.

For this very reason, many of them often joked that the only difference between Sol and the Puppet King, Neptune, was that Sol was lucky enough to have powerful women surrounding him.

But now?

The aura he was exuding… It was unmistakable as to what level he was on right now. Sol was currently at the Duke rank, and a powerful Duke at that. The natural pressure he exuded was a testament to that fact. This alone was enough to put him at the very top of the kingdom. If Lilith and Camelia were left out of the equation, then Sol might be the most powerful person on the side of humanity.

How long had it been since he had awakened? Not even a year had passed since that fateful day. Nay… From the perspective of the crowd gathered here, was it even three months ago? And he had already become a full-pledged Duke?

Not even Mars Luxuria had managed to accomplish such a feat.

This knowledge, more than anything, managed to put dread in all of their hearts. Every single one of them, without exception, was forced to accept this reality.

*Gulp*

Many nobles on the weaker side of the spectrum had difficulty breathing due to the overpowering natural pressure of his presence and mana. His very existence had put pressure on this realm, which naturally weighed on its residents.

Furthermore, Sol was in his hybrid-dragon form right now, minus the wings. That did much to amplify his already-powerful aura and pressure.

“Your Highness…” A gentle inflection of Camelia’s voice caught Sol's attention and with just a look of her gentle blue eyes, she was able to convey her thoughts to him.

Ah…

Looking at his surroundings, Sol was confused for an instant, before realization finally dawned on him. He couldn’t help but give a slight smirk at the sight.

The pressure he was emanating was not done intentionally on his part. Be it Tiamat, Anubis, or the dragons in general, they were all so powerful that they would leak a certain pressure and aura that was impossible to most to withstand. Without emanating an equal pressure to offset the ones they emitted, one would simply be crushed to death in their presence.

Furthermore, the dragon realm’s gravity was far higher than that of the mortal world, making it essential for him to offset that, too. This was another reason why he had to always keep a certain output of his energy running, to counterbalance the effect.

In the early days in the astral realm, he simply had to endure the constant pressure and shackles that caged his body and soul. At first, it was quite a strain to pull off, but as he got used to that environment, it became a subconscious act that he would do without even thinking.

But that subconscious act of his was enough to nearly knock out all the nobles who were present here to celebrate his arrival. This very scenario was an important reminder to him; it was much like the feeling he’d had after meeting Tiamat for the very first time. She exuded an oppressive pressure that crushed all those she deemed to be unworthy of her presence.

So is this the feeling of coming back to the start after reaching a high level?

“Everyone… Please rise…”

Simple words, but they sounded less like a request and more like an order, one that should not be defied by anyone, lest heavenly punishment may befall then and there.

Slowly rising to their feet, all the nobles were gazing at him, a mix of emotions in their gazes.

The Crown Prince.

One who had stayed hidden away from the prying eyes of the world for nearly fifteen years, high in the Tower of Babylon. Fifteen long years, enough for a dynasty to fall and a new one to take its place.

And now…That boy, who had been obscured and veiled from the clutches of reality…

He was now standing in front of them in all his glory and power.

Sweeping the room with a glance, Sol could see the few acquaintances he had in this realm. He could also see his loved ones, scattered around in the room in different places.

Suddenly, the corners of his mouth were pulled upwards into a radiant smile. “I am surprised to see you all gathered here. But since you are here… Let it be known that I have come back successful after a perilous journey.

“I, Sol Dragona Luxuria, signed a contract with an S-ranked divine beast of the phoenix race, and was recognized by the goddess for my deeds. Let it be known by everyone…

“That the Crown Prince is now ready to become the new King.”

Lightning boomed in the heavens, as the cry of a bird — nay a beast of unparalleled power — filled the sky. The flame of judgment swiftly bloomed, covering the skies, as though stretching beyond the very limits of the horizon itself.

It was a day like no other, one that all those in the Capital would never forget.

It was the beginning of the era of their new King!
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After Sol had spoken, he had dismissed the nobles from the church. Outside, they were greeted by an unbelievable sight. As they gazed at the sky above, their hearts filled with terror as they beheld the large black phoenix crouched on the peak of the cathedral, looking down at them with its ominous eyes.

Even though the look and color of the phoenix were slightly different from what they remembered, no one dared to even entertain the thought that this was a fake or an illusion. As all humans were blessed by Luxuria and Castitas, they could feel it in their very blood as what that beast represented. This was indeed a phoenix — a powerful and mighty phoenix. Sol, their new king, once again did the impossible by becoming the first human to have ever formed a contract with a phoenix.

All the nobles could feel it. The sky that was once covered by Mars’ shadow was slowly being dispersed by the light of a new Sun, as ironic as that might sound.

They did not know what this would mean for the future of Lustburg. Not all Kings had been necessarily good for this kingdom, after all. But they knew that there was nothing they could do except comply and obey.

This was the divine law of this world.

Likewise, Tyr Highland, alongside Ares and Athena, was also gazing at the sky as they all left the church.

“We should go back to the castle.”

“Grandfather…Do you think she will be a problem?”

Tyr could only give a bitter smile in reply, “I do not know. Either way, now that the prince is back, I suppose the fight to decide his fiancee and concubines will be fiercer than ever.”

He chuckled at last before gazing at his granddaughter, “You should prepare. Until you rise to take my place, you will work as his Knight.”

“Understood.”

Tyr shook his head as he walked away. Things were going to be rather interesting from here on out.

He looked up as small snowflakes began to fall.

Winter had finally arrived.
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While the nobles were leaving and thinking about the future of the kingdom, a red-haired woman wearing what amounted to basically underwear, sat in a bar with a drink in hand as she slept lightly, her chin propped in her hand.

Even though she was extremely attractive, and wore clothes so skimpy that even a whore would blush in shame, no one dared to approach her, much less disturb her sleep. No one would dare to be so foolish.

Blinking sleepily and letting out a sigh, the woman tilted her head upwards. “Damn. I thought I would have a few more days to play around here. I seriously forgot the time difference between this place and there, after being here for so long.”

She stood up and approached the bartender before leaving a few gold coins on the counter, “Take this.”

The bartender’s eyes bulged at the sight, as these were old coins from a few generations ago. Their value was superior to the current gold coins, as they were very valuable for a certain type of people.

“Madam… You… you might have made a miscalculation.”

“Oh?” The woman tilted her head before understanding lit in her eyes. “I like honest men like you. You can keep that. Also, your wine is not bad, but you can make it better.”

She chuckled and wrote a recipe on a napkin before handing it to him, leaving a very confused bartender with one of the finest wine recipes in history and a hefty sum of money.

“Hmmmm!” Once outside, she stretched her body, showing her long limbs and graceful form to the world before walking towards the Tower of Babel.

She didn’t want to stay in the mortal world for too much longer anyway. It was time to talk business.
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“That was quite the show you put on.”

After all the nobles and nuns were made to leave the hall, the only people present were Sol, Camelia, Lilith, Lilin, Setsuna, and Milia.

The one speaking those words, a slight chuckle crossing her lips as she looked at Sol with a mischievous glint, was none other than Camelia herself. Her words, as she had accurately predicted, made Sol blush slightly in embarrassment as he coughed lightly to hide his chagrin.

“I thought that coming on strong would give a more lasting impression. After all, I don’t have enough feats to back up my authority right now.”

Camelia smiled brightly as she approached him before taking him in a tight hug. She had deeply missed her beloved even in the short time he was away from them, and Sol could feel that in the way she embraced him. It was a hug full of love, passion, and the longing she felt for him. “Welcome back.” She murmured quietly.

She had to look up as she hugged him. She didn’t notice it at first, but as she clasped him, she was startled to realize that Sol had become taller and more muscular than she remembered him to be.

Sol nodded to her words and hugged her back with tender affection. Soon, he shifted his gaze to view all of his loved ones, once again gathered around him. He smiled in satisfaction, and he couldn’t help but say, “It’s good to be home.”

He was particularly happy to see that Lilith could still stand and walk towards him. It meant that things hadn’t deteriorated to the last stage yet.

“You have become strong, Sol.” This was all Lilith said when she felt his gaze on her, but that was enough for his face to break into a broad grin full of pride and delight. Being recognized as strong by someone on her level was a compliment beyond anything one could imagine. It was a testament to his strength and a reminder that his hard work had borne fruit.

“I still have a long way to go.”

“You have the right mindset.” She nodded and chose to remain silent after that, as she watched Lilin run and jump in his arms with a fervent expression on her face, while Setsuna advanced toward him in a calm and stoic way. It was just like them to do something like this.

They were obviously both very happy to see him back. After all, while it has only been two weeks in the mortal realm since they regularly trained in Medea’s world, their sense of time was quite distorted as well.

Sol ended greeting all of his loved ones by hugging Milia, who had stayed silent until now, and was simply observing him from afar. Out of them all, she was perhaps the happiest and most-relieved about seeing him back, but she didn’t want to show her weakness to the others. In reality, she wanted nothing more but to jump into Sol’s embrace and spend the whole day there by his side.

Thankfully, Sol would have none of that.

Milia had been one of the people he had really wanted to see. After all, he knew that she was one of the most unstable of his girls in the mortal world. Not unlike Nefertiti in the astral realm.

The warm reunion was interrupted as a young woman approached them and gave a deep curtsey.

Sol was quite displeased at first, but this changed into a look of surprise, as he took a careful look at her appearance.

Blue eyes and golden hair.

“And you are…?”

“Forgive me, Your Highness. I am Aurora Castitas, from the Highland family.”

“So you are his granddaughter…”

Sol couldn’t help but direct a complicated glance as he looked at the very reason why a father figure in his life decided to betray him. It was even more surprising to know that she was the goddess Castitas’ Holy Daughter of this generation.

A Holy Daughter had been missing until now, but now that there was a new one… Sol frowned inwardly. This seriously didn’t bode well for Camelia. It seemed that this young girl's sole reason for existence was to create trouble for him. First with Gerald and now with Camelia.

“I am happy to meet you, Aurora, and I believe we will have more time to discuss later. But right now I am quite tired and would like to rest a little.”

Aurora knew that Sol was asking her to leave with those subtle words of his, but she showed no frustration or anger on her face.

She was well within her rights to say no to him. After all, the church was her territory and Sol's authority did not surpass her in this place, even if he were to become the King of Lustberg. But she did not try to fight back and simply nodded her head, acknowledging his request.

“Very well. I hope that in the next few days, we will be able to have time for a good conversation. After all, it’s necessary for the Church and the Royal Family to maintain a good relationship.”

She chuckled as she said those words, and gave a mysterious glance to Sol, one whose meaning was even beyond him, he who could manipulate Fate itself. She then took a step back before walking away from the gathering.

Looking at her departing back, Setsuna growled softly, “I do not like that woman.”

“You aren’t the only one.” Lilin showed the same reaction as Setsuna. Perhaps it was because Aurora was of the same generation as them. They were quite unhappy about the unbridled confidence she had shown, and the way she talked to Sol just now was particularly displeasing.

“Why don’t we forget the unpleasant matter? We have much to catch up on. Sol, you have so much you need to tell us. Also, why don’t you tell your friend to come down?”

Sol nodded but advanced toward Lilith and held her hand, “Isis is a little shy, so forgive her for not coming down and greeting everyone right now. She will come down as soon as she calms herself. We will have all the time in the world for me to tell you what happened to me during my adventure in the astral realm. But now, I believe we have a more important and pressing issue at hand.”

As he said so, he squeezed her hand lightly, “I believe we need to do something about your problem.”

Sol was able to procrastinate when he was in the astral realm because of the difference in the flow of time between the two worlds. But now that he was back here in the mortal realm, it was time for him to accomplish one of the main reasons he had even gone on the whole trip.

It was time to heal Lilith and, if he wasn’t wrong, Hathor should already be in Lustberg right now. With her help and his own powers, he refused to believe that they could not save her.
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Meanwhile, after Aurora left the hall, her bright smile slowly vanished, until it was replaced by an expressionless face. It was as if she was simply a puppet, having her strings pulled from someone high above.

She massaged her cheeks slightly, trying to put back her usual smile. She had been spending hours in front of the mirror every day, practicing her facial expressions, the way she spoke, walked, or stood by herself.

It was quite a boring routine, but it was one she strangely enjoyed. It helped her keep order in her life and maintain the idea of being a pure and smiling saint. There were so many things about which she was still lost, as the world had changed so much since the last time she was awake.

But today, her mask had nearly slipped. After all, the disregard Sol had shown her was quite obvious. Aurora didn’t want to be petty, but for the life of her she could not understand why Sol had basically ignored her like that

“Well, at least the first contact was established.”

She was in no hurry. She would slowly build their relationship from here. As the Holy Daughter, she would always participate in the activities of the Royal Family. This was her duty as the overseer of the church’s side of things.

I wonder how his face will look when I tell him the truth.

She chuckled, awaiting that day with impatience. For now, though, they simply needed to become friends or whatever step there was that needed to be established for a gradual advance in their relationship. Then everything would go as she intended.

I need to use my time well.

With those thoughts, she turned and went to her quarters. She would patiently bide her time, and wait for the right moment to strike. After all, time was the last thing she needed to be worried about.
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Once Sol decided that they needed to accelerate their pace, he decided to call Isis so that she could at least get to know his family. After all, they were all family now. It was necessary to get everyone on the same page.

When Isis came down from the top of the church and took her human form, she had to admit that she was feeling a bit scared. The mortal realm felt so foreign and alien to her. Even though there was little contrast in appearance, the difference in mana quantity and quality was so high that she felt like she was a fish outside of water.

It wasn’t just a metaphor, as divine beasts like her basically breathed mana into their everyday life.

As if that wasn’t enough, the restrictions in space in this world were so tight that she felt like a whale who had been taken out from the sea and forced to stay inside an aquarium.

It went without saying that it was extremely uncomfortable for her to be in this realm. But this wasn’t enough for Isis to feel frightened. It was a nuisance at best. At the end of the day, she knew how difficult this environment would be to her. She had already signed up for this, knowing all the conditions.

What scared her down to her very bones was what her first meeting with her new family would be like. She didn’t have Nefertiti or the others with her, so she was the only one from the astral realm faction that was present in the mortal realm..

Would the other girls shun or bully her? Would they simply ignore her? It was with those apprehensions that she went down and goddess, the gaze and scrutiny she felt suddenly on her made her break into a cold sweat.

It wasn’t hostile. It wasn’t even something like distaste or anything close to such petty feelings. She could feel that she was being observed in every way possible, as if they were trying to understand her greatest secrets from a mere gaze alone.

She could feel some feelings of jealousy coming from the wolf girl and the young purple-haired woman. The gaze of the cow woman, however, was devoid of any emotions. She was probably the eeriest of them all.

The older purple-haired woman was gazing at her with clear wariness in her eyes, but there was no hostility…yet.

And as for the one with hair and eyes similar to Sol and a holy aura that she could feel from here…

She can look into souls?

Isis was surprised at that fact but she did nothing to hide her soul from being observed. After all, she had nothing to hide from them.

“Hello everyone, my name is Isis. Happy to meet you.” So she greeted them with a somewhat awkward and shy smile, not really knowing what she should say or do in such a situation.

“Isis, can I ask you to stay here and get to know everyone? I plan to heal Lilith as quickly as possible.”

“Don’t you need my help?”

Isis desperately wanted to leave this place as soon as possible. She was sure that her power of Nirvana could be of some help in the healing process. But Sol just smiled meaningfully at her before leaving through the church’s warp gate that connected it directly to the Tower of Babel.

The woman called Lilith tried to protest, but in the end she remained silent as Sol pulled her along without asking for her permission and left the church.

“Lilin, stay with them for now.”

The younger purple-haired girl, most likely a sister or daughter of the older Lilith, gave an awkward smile before nodding toward Sol.

In this fashion, Sol, Lilith, and Camelia all left the church, leaving the others and Isis to their own devices.

Now alone, Isis gave a shy smile as she waved her hand, “Hello…?”

This girl seems… quite nice? Camelia noticed inwardly, as she observed Isis carefully.

A little too nice, perhaps.

Camelia knew all the women who joined Sol’s harem had something fundamentally broken within them. In one way or another, they were all slightly mentally unstable people, to say the least. They lacked something critical, and that need was fulfilled by Sol. It was one of the reasons they were all so devoted to him.

But this girl?

Her clothes were the only thing dark about her. Inwardly, she was shining so brightly that it was like looking at an incandescent lightbulb, or like staring at the moon reflecting the light of the sun.

Camelia squinted her eyes into an imperceptible frown.

I wonder if she is suitable for Sol?

Isis, who would have never guessed that Camelia was dissatisfied with her because she wasn’t ‘broken enough,’ was trying to make friends with Sol’s harem members, and her harem mates.

“You must be Setsuna. Sol has talked about you many times. He calls you his most loyal knight.”

Setsuna smiled slightly at hearing her words. But it was mostly a bitter smile full of melancholy. Inside, she felt devastated.

Just how much has he grown? What about this woman?

In an ideal world, Setsuna would have been Sol's first contract. They would have shared a bond that not even death could take away.

In an ideal world, she would be Sol’s strongest blade. Not only his most loyal knight, but also his strongest aide.

But right now, why would he even need a knight to protect him? She had felt the reach of his powers the moment he stepped into this realm and like the others, she had been left breathless.

Not long ago, the two of them were tied after an all-out fight and she might even have had the upper hand. But now? Now, Sol didn’t even need to transform to completely crush her.

The same went for that phoenix that came back with him. Even now, as Setsuna observed her, she could tell that the girl was obviously not a warrior and was so full of openings it was almost comical — but could she win?

The answer was once again no. And there were no explicit reasons for that. Just her senses.

She didn’t know why, but her instincts were screaming at her that winning was not even in the realm of possibility. The chances of it happening were so low that it might as well be non-existent.

It’s depressing.

Setsuna sighed before greeting her back, “Hello Isis, I am happy to meet you, too.”

Setsuna was sad. Sad because she was weak. Sad because she might become useless to Sol. She was also feeling jealous and bitter. So many ugly feelings were swirling in her heart that it was suffocating her very soul.

But she would not act because of her own feelings of inferiority. Pettiness would not make her stronger.

“Let’s have a duel.”

Setsuna turned in surprise and saw the same look on Lilin’s face, the same feelings shining in her eyes. It seemed that their thoughts were in total sync right now.

“Haha…”

All Isis could do was laugh awkwardly at their behavior. It seemed that Skuld was right, after all. The girls here were even crazier than her wildest imaginations.

Sol, save me, please!!!
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While Isis was facing the absolute lunacy that was Sol’s harem, Sol was walking down the hallways of the Tower of Babel in silence.

The nostalgia he felt was so intense that it was breathtaking.

Only six months had gone by for him, but it felt like an eternity, to say the least.

Once he finally calmed down, he took a deep breath before releasing a large sigh. Like Isis, he could feel the weak mana floating in the air. But unlike her, this did not disturb him. Compared to the polluted air of his old world, this was still paradise after all.

Indeed. He was back home. Already he could feel the gaze of Medea and the other witches, on him. Now that he had control over his dimension, he could easily block those gazes if he wished. But why would he?

“I am back.”

He smiled in a serene way. All he wanted now was to rush and take Medea in his arms.

“Soon.” He muttered, before looking at Milia, “There are many things I want to tell you now. But it can wait. Soon there should be a woman with flaming red hair coming to the castle or trespassing inside its territory. Tell the guards to not worry and if that person comes through the front door, let her enter. She is an esteemed guest.”

“Vey well.” Milia gave a proper response before walking away. She was literally dripping wet right now. She quickly needed a change of clothes.

Sol smirked as he watched Milia walk away, aware of her arousal. But now really wasn’t the time to take care of her, even though he was extremely willing to feel her warmth once more after so long.

Focusing on Lilith, he asked her in a somber tone, “At least you kept your promise and didn’t try anything dangerous while I was gone.”

Lilith coughed a little, her cheeks flushing.

Sol’s eyebrow shot up at her reaction, his tone a few octaves deeper, “I see…So you did, or nearly did. Should I say that I am not surprised?”

“You have become quite insolent.”

“I’d rather say that I became more carefree.” Sol laughed before walking toward her bedroom, “Let’s go. I am waiting for a doctor.”

Lilith was curious. Even Persephone, the Witch of Life, hadn’t been able to save her.

“Who is she?”

“The best of the best.”

Hathor was the best doctor in the entire Astral realm and even if she failed, Sol still had enough divinity to use his powers on her.

Once Lilith's case was solved, it would be one less weight on his shoulders and he would then ponder how to conquer the whole mortal realm. The faster he could do so, the better it would be. He might have joked about conquering the world through his women, but it would never really be that easy.

I would need some real Deus Ex to succeed in this endeavor.

Sol smiled at his own joke. It sure felt good to be home.


Chapter 32


Situation is Pretty Bad



When Sol reached Lilith’s bedroom, he was greeted by a green-haired woman clad in a nurse’s uniform.

“Oh my, the wonder boy is back. Though should I call you wonder man now? You certainly aren’t a kid anymore.” Persephone stood up as she approached Sol before giving him a light hug. She had missed his presence. The relationship between the two of them was pretty casual, to say the least. There was no deep drama, no fierce love, or anything of the sort between them, and she appreciated that fact.

They could be called friends with benefits in a certain way and clearly, Persephone was happy with the current state of their relationship. How their relationship would develop in the future was unknown to her but for now, she liked how things were going.

After all, while she did like Sol a lot, she was not really in love with him either.

“It has been a while. I am happy to see that you have been well.”

After they took a step back, Persephone admired Sol with new eyes. His physical changes were already startling, but the power she felt coming from him was downright astonishing.

“I have been well, as you can see. I grew quite a bit and managed to reach a new realm.”

“That I can see indeed. By the way, no need to look around and search for her. Medea fled the moment you entered the tower. Something about being ashamed to see you in her current attire or being too excited…”

Persephone laughed; seeing Medea scamper around like a panicked squirrel had been more delightful than she thought it would be possible.

“It isn’t a problem. I will go find her later.” He nodded. He truly wanted to see Medea again. Badly. But all of this could wait for later. He didn’t want to have to tell his stories many times over. Once Lilith was healed, they could organize a great banquet with everyone present. There he could take his time to explain his adventures.

A more serious expression settled on his face in the next moment as he looked at Persephone. “How is her current situation?”

“Umm… I am here, you know? You could simply ask me.”

“Any statement coming from you in this situation is unreliable.” Sol did not hesitate to shoot down Lilith, before focusing on Persephone or rather the words she was about to utter.

“She is still slowly losing her powers and now is barely maintaining her King-rank. In a few days, her energy level will slip down to Duke, then so on until she inevitably dies.” Persephone's voice was clear and calm. For her, Lilith's eventual demise would not particularly make her sad. Such was life or the perception of life to her. No one was truly immortal in this world, not even the goddesses.

Sol was not offended by Persephone’s choice of words. He knew for a fact that the woman was the kind of person who could watch the world burn while sipping on some exotic cocktail without care. The only thing she would ask for in that situation would be some popcorn and a front-row seat to the spectacle. She was very carefree, and her liberal view of life and death gave her a strong heart.

“Thank you. This wouldn’t have been possible without you and Medea.” Sol smiled brightly as he hugged Persephone this time, startling her a little bit with the intensity of his emotions.

“Still, even if we managed to keep the inevitable from happening, if you didn’t find a solution in your travels it would all be for naught.”

After all, despite their best skills and efforts, all they could do was delay the inevitable. Persephone had tried finding a more-permanent solution, but all her efforts were for nothing.

“I…”

*Knock* *Knock*

“Your Highness, your guest is waiting for you.”

“Perfect timing.” Sol didn’t mind being interrupted by the maid, as the message she had just relayed to him was what he had been waiting for all along.

“Please stay here and prepare Lilith for the doctor’s arrival. We will come shortly.”

Lilith could only look at all of this happening with a confused expression on her face. It seemed like her consent was useless now, and Sol was making the decisions without even thinking of consulting her. It was rather insulting in a way but at the same time, she could not really find in herself the need to fight back against his words and actions.

It seemed that Sol noticed her feeling as he stopped in front of her, “Remember our promise. I found a way to save you. So until I fully save you, your life is mine. After I heal you, you can do whatever the hell you wish. I will not constrain you any longer.”

Finished with saying his piece, Sol walked away without paying attention to what she had to say.

Now alone, Persephone chuckled, seeing Sol actions. “The boy really has become a man. I must say, I like this new side of him.”

The Sol she remembered was always overly polite to a fault, and was sometimes too gentle when speaking to his loved ones. There was nothing wrong with that. But now that he was an adult, it was necessary for him to step up his game. Even more so, since he would soon become the king of Lustberg.

The authority in their family would soon shift.

Lilith understood that his travels had really changed him. Truly, only by going through a different kind of experience in life could one grow mentally and in all aspects.

“I don’t know whether I should be feeling proud or offended.”

It was certainly a complicated feeling…
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Sol was happy that he did not have to wait long for his guest to come. In fact, he didn’t wait at all.

This proved that Hathor was ready to honor the bet they had made back in her city in the astral realm.

Sol grinned as he walked toward the main hall, thinking that he could finally put that matter behind him once and for all. Then he would have a hot bath and eat merrily with his family. He didn’t need much more than this for he appreciated the simple things in life.

Soon, he could see a woman with blazing red hair, wearing clothes that went way past what could be called decent, sitting comfortably in a chair. From the moment he entered the main hall, the sweet scent of wine could already be felt as it permeated the air.

Milia was standing a few steps away from the woman with a stoic expression on her face. But Sol could feel that she was twitching because of the lack of manners that woman was showing.

“Yahoo! Dear brother-in-law — or is it nephew-in-law? It can be pretty confusing. Anyway, it’s good to see you again.”

Sol chortled at the way she greeted him, “Welcome, Hathor. I am happy to see you here.”

Hathor was one of the four King-ranked phoenixes, as well as the greatest healer of the astral realm.

Hathor shrugged after hearing his words, “Well, what can I say, we had a bet about whether or not something would happen and man, did something big happen.”

When Sol had asked Hathor for help, it had been on the grounds that a big event would happen while he was in the dragon realm. Hathor obviously thought that it was impossible. After all, it was the dragon realm! Who would have been bold or crazy enough to stir up trouble there?

Well, I should have learned by now that there is always some crazy bastard lurking in the shadows.

Not only did something happen, but it was something big. A small-scale war had taken place, and even peak-level powerhouses like Surtr and Anubis were part of it.

She had been very surprised when she learned of this matter. But since she was someone who respected the bets she made, Hathor decided to descend into the mortal realm as promised.

“Well, my dear Sol, you definitely have to explain in depth about what really happened there. You wouldn’t believe how crazy Mother was!. All the divine beasts are planning to convene. I don’t even remember the last time something like that happened.”

“Well, with how old you are, I guess it must be difficult going through your memories.”

As a phoenix, Hathor was also one of the first beings created in this universe by the goddesses and also one of the oldest. Sol had long since decided that caring about the age of those he was talking with was a fruitless endeavor.

Power and wisdom didn’t necessarily come with age. Mortals were the greatest proof of that.

“I sure am old, huh?” Hathor shrugged before drinking the final drops of wine from her gourd before wiping her lips with the back of her hand. Looking at her acting like this, one would never think she was an esteemed and ancient phoenix from the astral realm. But Sol didn’t care.

There was only one thing he cared about.

“So, you have a patient you want me to meet, right?”

He grinned, “Indeed.”

“Lead the way, my dear, let's see just how fucked up the situation is.”

A few minutes later, as Hathor inspected Lilith, she couldn’t help but sigh…

“Well… Should I say that it’s even more fucked up than I thought it would be?”

Sol was sad to realize that he was not even surprised after hearing that statement from her.
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When Hathor entered Lilith’s room alongside Sol, both Persephone and Lilith’s gazes immediately focused on her. They had already felt her presence a few moments before her arrival but seeing her in person was a completely different matter altogether.

Even though she seemed sloppy, almost slovenly in appearance, her depth was like the calm and still sea stretching as far as the horizon could see.

The moment the three powerhouses gathered in one room, the same thought went through all of their minds at the same time.

Can I beat her?

Hathor shivered instinctively when she felt Lilith's gaze on her.

Just what is that being?

As phoenixes, the thing they feared the least was death. They could simply come back to life stronger and fight till their opponent fled or lost in a battle of attrition. It was nearly impossible to completely put an end to a phoenix, even if the difference in power was as wide as the ocean.

But facing Lilith, all Hathor could do was grimace. Her instincts were screaming at her that this being could kill her permanently if she underestimated her for even a second.

As for the green-haired woman, Hathor felt like their fight would be very tedious. If Hathor was like a deep sea, Persephone was like a tree whose roots were burrowed deep to the very center of the earth.

It was crazy to even think about it, but in terms of pure life energy, Persephone was clearly stronger than even the children of Yggdrasil. She even briefly wondered if the woman had dryad or elf blood in her.

“Haha~ Humans are really scary.” Hathor took a strong gulp from the gourd that found its way to her lips. She whistled in admiration after seeing these astonishing women.

It was no joke.

“Then again, I can’t really say that you are humans either.”

One was a witch and the other was… What even was she? She didn’t know…

Hathor fought her instinctive disgust as she observed Lilith. After all, from her perspective, Lilith’s existence was even worse than a necromancer. After all, even though necromancers were against the natural cycle of the universe, they were still part of it, albeit loosely. Undead could not be created without a soul and strong feeling of resentment.

But that… thing…

It was something unnatural. Something that should not exist. An artificial existence created by a madman.

Her instincts were telling her to halt all her actions. To not participate in helping that thing stay alive any longer. It would be an insult to everything that was pure and holy in life.

“Hello, I am Hathor. I will be your doctor from now on.”

To those instincts, Hathor only had three words.

Go fuck yourself.

That thing… That person was someone she had accepted to save, so she would do it no matter what. She was too strong to let something like mere ‘instincts’ control her thought process about who she should like or hate.

Either way, a patient was a patient. Her personal thoughts never mattered the moment she decided to save her.

“I am Lilith, the guardian, and… yeah, just guardian of Lustburg.”

Lilith did not introduce herself as the queen regent. She had never liked that title and in her mind, the moment Sol came back, her duty was finished.

“Persephone. A witch.” Persephone didn’t bother saying that she was one of the four witches. She knew that her title would not matter to a divine beast.

As a faction, the witches were not weaker than any average divine beast factions. In fact, she could argue that if they were compared, they would be in the upper strata. But for divine beasts, witches were nothing more than servants of Asmodeus.

Both Lilith and Persephone's greetings were simple, but the atmosphere became considerably warmer between the women as they were done with their greetings.

Persephone knew about the revulsion divine beasts would feel in Lilith’s presence. This was why she had already warned Lilith that if a divine beast didn’t outwardly scowl at her or outright attack her after their first meeting, then it was a person worth befriending.

Sol had stayed silent as he clearly witnessed the three women gauge each other. Now that it was done and over with, it was time to shift to more important matters.

“Can you inspect her body?”

“Sure thing. But, she would have to let me circulate my mana in her body.”

It went without saying how dangerous letting someone else pour mana into your body could be. It was like giving that person a hold over your life and death.

But she had no choice. Hathor couldn’t simply come and use nirvana and bam, everything would be good and dandy now, could she? It was a process far more complicated and strenuous than anyone could imagine. Even then she would need some time to come up with a proper plan.

As naturally suspicious as she was, there was no way Lilith would have ever accepted such a thing. At least that would’ve been the case in normal circumstances.

Now though, she was already at death's door. This change of circumstances made her more daring and undaunting.

“Well, you are a fast one to comply…”

Looking at her as Lilith stretched her hand out without a care in the world, Hathor grinned and approached the woman before holding her hand in her palms.

“I am sorry if my expression didn’t look right when we first met. Just a word of advice: never step foot in the astral realm. It’s for your own good.”

Hathor didn’t hide her psychological condition as she held Lilith's hand and even joked a bit about it.

“Then again, if they know you are related to the Dragon Emperor, I am sure they won’t dare to even think about attacking you.”

“Dragon Emperor?”

Sol coughed slightly at her words, trying to hide his embarrassment before interjecting in their speech, “I will explain everything later.”

Hathor laughed mischievously as she slowly began infusing mana into Lilith’s body.

Lilith had never felt so comfortable in her life. Feeling foreign mana in her body was a little weird at first but as it flowed and circulated her body, she almost released a moan of relief.

She might have not shown it, but her body was in no way in a stable state. The exterior was fine, but the interior was a complete wreck.

The laughter on Hathor's face slowly vanished as it was overlapped by a frown before changing into complete astonishment. A few minutes later, as Hathor inspected Lilith, she couldn’t help but sigh…

“Well… Should I say that it’s even more fucked up than I thought it would be?”

Sol was sad to realize that he was not even surprised after hearing that statement from her.

“How bad is it?”

“How bad? Hah…” Hathor released a harsh laugh of ridicule at those words, “Her being alive currently is a miracle in itself. How the hell are you not dead?”

Hathor was indeed in complete disbelief. No matter which angle she looked at this matter, Lilith should be well and truly dead. There were so many parts of her body that were not even functioning properly that it wasn’t funny. Her body wasn’t just a wreck, it was like a thousand piece puzzle with innumerable broken and lost pieces.

She then gazed at Persephone before uttering, “I can feel the power of time on her body. I guess there is a second doctor? The three of us need to discuss this matter more deeply. This is really way more difficult than I thought.”

“What is the problem exactly?”

Hathor wasn’t bothered by Sol’s question. She just needed to get her thoughts out in order to better organize the situation in her mind anyway, so she replied, “Her body isn’t just dying. It’s devouring itself. But I guess you should already know about that. So you have two options.”

She stopped addressing Sol and went back to Lilith; after all, the choice would be hers. “Right now, I can simply use nirvana on you. Your body will come back to its most-optimal state. Basically your peak. But you would be doomed to be unable to fight for long. The more you fight, the faster you will return to your current situation.”

She sighed, “Honestly I would advise you to take this option. You are a King-rank being. Despite your situation, if you don’t use your powers, you should be able to live for a few more decades or even a century. I believe it isn’t bad for a mortal.

“Who knows, you might even be able to become a Demi-god and completely change your situation.”

Hathor truly believed that this was the safest option and the one that should be taken most definitely. The talk about becoming a demi-god was of course just lip service. The transcendence itself needed power and a chance. Even if by some mighty luck she obtained the occasion, she would kill herself by trying to become a Demi-god.

Still, nothing was impossible. Furthermore, she had Sol. Perhaps in the future, Sol could find a better way for her.

Lilith though was completely unfazed, “Since you gave me a safe option, I believe there is a more risky one, right?”

Hathor sighed, “Sometimes I wonder why I even bother giving two options when it’s clear they will always choose the risky path.”

She began to drink heavily from her gourd. The alcohol did nothing to her mind, but the placebo effect helped her calm down.

“Second option is to play the goddess like the person who created you. We use Nirvana, not to resurrect you, but to slowly rebuild and optimize your body.”

The distaste as she said this was clear in her steely tone.

"This is a very risky option. For one, we would need a blueprint of how your body should look like. We would need a child or a sibling in the same situation as you but not… you know… dying? Without someone like that, it would honestly take weeks to come up with a plan. But it isn’t that much of a problem as I can simply go to the Astral realm and prepare for it.

"Secondly, I would need to understand and study your biology more deeply as the slightest mistake would mean death. Most likely perpetual.

"There are also many small complications that might appear as we go along with this procedure. But the most problematic thing is… When we are done you would basically be a new creature. A new race. Not even speaking about what that might do to your mind, there is one little problem we can't really ignore."

She pointed towards the sky, "What would the big bosses above think about that? I don't know about you, but I don't wish to be smithed by an angry goddess."
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The expression of all those present in the room became grave as soon as they heard Hathor’s foreboding words.

Neptune had been punished when he created Lilith and furthered his research into the evolution of species. But his punishment was minimal at best. It was thanks to him using the wish he was granted by Luxuria after sitting on the throne of Lustburg and becoming the king of the human race.

Still, this didn’t mean that they could simply do as they pleased.

Sol also had the capacity of making the same kind of wish to the goddess of lust. Since they weren’t really creating a new race but simply helping Lilith modify her existence, surely it would be possible to avoid punishment, right? That was the optimistic scenario he was gunning for…

“I have a question. Always been curious about it. The chimera queen created an entire fucki– “ He sighed deeply and controlled his emotions, “pardon me. As I was saying, she created a whole new race, I believe — why wasn’t she punished?”

Sol asked a question that had been bothering him for a long long time and now that he had a divine beast as old as Hathor to respond to his queries, he wanted to get an answer from her. He was really on the verge of losing his temper, as it felt like every time things were going easy for him, something was going to make the situation harder.

But he refused to show his frustration to a person who had shown goodwill by coming to help him in this precarious situation.

“Who said that she wasn’t punished? The chimeras are abominations to the natural order. This is also one of the reasons why there has never been a Holy Daughter or Crown Prince or Princess in Gluttony Foss since its inception. Those abominations cannot be blessed by the goddesses.”

Hathor shrugged her shoulders as she spoke the next part of her speech, “As for her exact punishment, I don’t know for sure. She has the blessing of two goddesses, I think — she didn’t suffer much of anything, to be honest.”

Sol sighed, “Very well. This isn’t the problem now, anyway.”

He thought for a bit as he tried to weigh the pros and cons of this tiresome situation, “Lilith, are you sure you want to go through the riskier method? I believe that it would only take me a few years to become a King and then a Demi-god.”

Since Sol was a dimensional mage, the transition from King to the realm of a Demi-god would be far easier for him. What would be an impossibility for others would only be a question of time for him due to his innate traits and heaven-defying talent.

If Lilith were to settle for the safer method, once he became a demi-god and had greater control over his powers, he could help her in any way that was necessary. But that was for the future, not in the present. All she needed was to stay put for a few years and not use her powers. Just live her life like a normal human.

Was that really too much to ask? Perhaps… Especially since the person in question was none other than Lilith Luxuria.

“My opinion on this matter will not change. A sword that cannot cut is nothing but a useless tool that is better discarded. I would rather die than become a cripple unable to use my own powers. You know that already, Sol, don’t drag this matter anymore…”

As sad as it was, it was inevitable that she didn’t share his sentiments or his way of thinking. Lilith’s opinion was clear. She would rather be a shooting star flashing in the sky and blazing for a brief instant, even if that single instant was the time it could remain in existence, than force herself to become weak and utterly helpless.

All her life, she had trained, trained, and trained to reach the level she was at now. Her life’s very purpose had been to attain the power she now wielded. She was strong, unimaginably so. Even in the face of a divine beast, Lilith could confidently say that she was as strong as it was possible for a King to be. She had reached the very limits of the realm— the very zenith of a mortal.

The only reason she didn’t try to reach the demi-god level was simply that she did not have enough energy to do so.

“Do you not care about what would happen to Lilin? What about me? Or Camelia? How do you think we will feel if you pass away like this?” He was almost pleading now.

“Sol, do not force me on a path I refuse, nay, loathe to follow. I may be acting selfishly, but this is my life and I have the right to make my own choices.”

Sol sighed, wondering if he should simply use his remaining divinity and manipulate Fate to get the desired result for which he so desperately wished. But he eventually calmed down. Even without using divinity, it wasn’t impossible to tilt the events to his advantage.

He was no doctor and he couldn’t play around with her life. Even if he had the powers necessary to do so.

Biting his lip, he thought for a bit before speaking, with tiredness permeating his tone, “Let’s recapitulate our options. First, you need an example of what she should have been. Her perfect version, so to speak, and someone related to her if possible, right? That is fairly easy to do… She has a daughter named Lilin, and she should be enough to fulfill all your criteria.”

Hathor merely shrugged. “Can’t say anything before seeing her but… Theoretically speaking, it should work, yeah. We shall see when we cross that bridge.”

He nodded and turned toward Persephone, “I believe witches have the greatest knowledge in all the realms. There should be some witches who specialized in biology, right? I would need someone who has extensive knowledge about succubi, humans, and the hybrids born between the two if possible.”

Persephone mused after hearing him speak, “Indeed, there is someone. Her name is La Befana. An old disciple of mine. I specialize in pure life energy, but she went deeper into the domain. And if I recall correctly, she did study succubi in order to find a way to get rid of our curse, or at least the most tiresome of them all.”

The results went without saying.

The basis of her disciple’s research was pretty clear for anyone to see. After all, the draining curse witches were afflicted with was extremely similar to the life drain succubus and vampires were innately able to use.

The papers she had produced were of the highest quality and she became one of the rare witches to use blood magic, as well as water and ice magic too. She had a firm belief that water was the source of all life.

It was an interesting theory that Persephone would have encouraged to be further researched, if not for what had happened to the Darwin siblings.

The goddesses clearly did not appreciate any theories that were related to evolution.

“But there is a problem.”

Of course, there is a fucking problem. How could there be not? Every single time, dammit!

Sol began to understand what that short plumber with a mustache in a certain cult classic game must have felt whenever he beat a boss and the bastards told him the iconic line — ‘The princess is in another castle.’

He felt like he was playing an old-school RPG that would give hundreds of side quests just to complete one main quest.

“So, what might be the problem this time?” He asked once again, as calmly as he was able to. He had faced literal goddesses and demigods, surely it shouldn’t be a problem, right?

“The council of witches still hasn’t decided whether or not we should open the gates of Salem once more.”

‘Ah, so this time the enemy is democracy, huh? Beautiful! Absofuckinglutely beautiful!’

What a world to live in this was!

He sighed. “So we have three problems. One, hope that Lilin will be enough for the biological blueprint. Two, get the witches out of Salem. Three, get the goddesses to not punish us if whatever we do ends up pissing them off.”

Hathor chortled, clearly finding the situation interesting. “I must say…I didn’t know what kind of shit I was putting myself into when I decided to accept your request.”

She had lived thousands of years with nothing particularly interesting happening outside of her sister, Nent, going through a belated rebellion phase.

But now, only a few days after leaving the astral realm, she was already facing goddess-level problems.

Sol smiled bitterly at her words; he remembered now about Bastet, and how she had been adamant about not following him. Now it was clear that she had quite the foresight, after all…He was just a magnet for all sorts of trouble…*Sigh*


Chapter 33


Witches



[Medea's World]

While Sol was lamenting about the inevitability of fate, Medea was walking around and fidgeting under the amused gazes of Ambrosia and Freya.

Once she savored her tea and inwardly wondered if they should try out a new brand one of these days, she asked the question that had been burning on her lips.

“So dear daughter of mine, what are you doing here, instead of being by his side?"

"I panicked, okay?"

Freya chortled as she heard her words but waved her hand in surrender under the resentful gaze of her sister nailing down on her, “Sorry, sorry, don’t mind me. Pretend that I do not exist.”

The three witches were as colorful as always. Monochrome, pristine white, lively pink — different colors and personalities clashing and yet residing in harmony.

“What else?”

Ambrosia knew that this shouldn’t be the only reason for Medea to be hesitant in meeting him. Her love for Sol was far too strong, and her longing to see him was too great. There had to be another reason, and she had an inkling to what it might be.

Medea hesitated slightly, before releasing a defeated sigh. She confided in her mother, “I… I think I am a bit ashamed as well. I was so sure that when he came back, I would be there, welcoming him with good news. Now though, I don’t even know anymore…”

“Is the council still being stubborn?” Freya asked. The four witches generally didn’t interfere in each other’s sphere of influence. There were no particular rules related to this decision of theirs. It was just a matter of respect and not wishing to be swamped with even more work.

The council was the most tiresome, since it was the only one where the commanding witch didn’t have absolute power; this organization at least had a semblance of democracy. Since none of them wanted that job, they had to play rock-paper-scissors.

Medea won all three times by using her powers, but was then disqualified for cheating. Freya chortled once again when she remembered the horrified face Medea had made back then.

“Freya!”

“I said I am sorry. Pfft!” She stood up and began walking away, distancing herself from Medea, knowing that she would not be able to stay serious for much longer.

Once Freya left, Medea sighed, before sitting down and banging her head against the table. “I know I am being foolish. But ugh…”

“Well, you already did a good job convincing them to have a hearing.”

“But…”

“But Sol will be heavily scrutinized.”

Indeed, there lay the real problem. The witches were demanding that Sol should apologize publicly for what Lustberg had done to them, as well as promise them numerous amendments, big and small. They also wanted support that would heavily favor the witches.

Medea gritted her teeth every time she remembered some of the words and conditions that were proposed by the council. Asking Sol to apologize wasn’t a problem per se. But she thought it was useless. Many of the current witches hadn’t even alive back then, and neither had Sol.

But so be it. She knew that Sol wouldn’t mind doing this. But the more they asked for, the more Medea began to bristle.

In a way, what they were trying to do was no different than trying to recreate the era of the puppet king. Only this time, rather than the nobles controlling the King, it would be the witches.

They took a few steps back when they learned that Sol was now called the ‘Dragon Emperor’ in the astral realm but it didn’t change much of anything.

The witches were not inferior to the divine beasts, and Ambrosia was one of the most powerful demi-gods in existence. Even though she wasn’t a false god yet, she was no less dangerous than any of the divine beasts. After all, she had the combined knowledge of hundreds of thousands of witches, both living and dead.

She was not called the All-Knowing for nothing.

Furthermore, the witches also had the support of Asmodeus, the Beast of Lust. He was one of the very first divine beasts to ever exist.

No matter from what perspective you looked at this scenario, the witches feared no one in the astral realm. Not even the Dragon Empress— Tiamat herself.

After all, Tiamat would not attack them without provocation and even if she did, they would not be completely helpless before her.

This was their pride — their belief in themselves. The conviction to not bow to any entity, no matter who they were.

But that pride had been destroyed in the mortal realm because there, someone else reigned and they could do absolutely nothing about that person.

The ruler of Lustburg. The Blessed of Luxuria. The being with the ultimate backing.

It didn’t matter how strong they were, or how strong Asmodeus or Ambrosia were, they were absolutely helpless when facing the King or Queen.

“Do you blame them?”

Medea shook her head, “Once bitten, twice shy. They were betrayed by Lustberg because of my stupidity. I understand why they want more initiative this time. But I cannot accept this.”

“And they do not care.”

This was the problem that Medea was facing. If Sol refused their demands, they could simply ignore Lustberg, as they already did for thousands of years. Nothing would change for them.

“Ugh… Mother…”

“I will not order them to do anything against their will. The choice is theirs. Try convincing them and succeed or fail. This is your path, Medea, and you must walk it alone.” Ambrosia was entirely neutral on this matter. She refused to take sides again, like last time. After all, she simply did not know Sol well enough to really have an opinion in this matter.

Ideally, she would like to observe him for one or two hundred more years, but she wondered if he would even survive that long. Outside of a few exceptions, Blesseds weren’t really known for their longevity.

“Still, if you are so worried about this… You should go and talk to him about it, rather than worrying about it on your own.”

It was when they reached that part that the two of them stopped.

Even though they had been speaking, they were also observing the situation in Lilith’s room. Embarrassed though she might be, Medea knew she had the duty to care for Lilith. There was no way she would not minister to her until she was healed or met her demise, as unfortunate and heartbreaking as that might be.

The three witches heard the group’s discussion about how they would need the help of a witch, as well as perhaps an entire library, causing Medea to let a disgruntled groan.

“Why…?”

Ambrosia also frowned, but for different reasons. She was very old and knew very well how Fate worked. As long as a Blessed was in his prime, the world itself would bend to whatever shape that was needed to help him realize his dreams and aspirations.

A thousand years ago, when Jupiter wished to become King, by some ‘chance’ he discovered Medea, the one woman who had enough influence and power to help him become King. At the same time, however, she didn’t have enough experience to see his duplicity and insidiousness.

If Jupiter had not stupidly discarded Medea, his end would have been very different.

In the far past, when Echidna had wanted to create the perfect being, by some ‘chance’ she became friends with both herself and Anubis — the only mortals in the entire world who specialized in exactly what Echidna lacked to complete her goal.

Now, like back then, all the pieces were slowly fitting in place for Sol to reach out to the witches.

But this time, not just Medea, but all the four of the directional witches were one way or another connected to him.

If before she had wanted to stay absolutely neutral and observe the situation as the observant bystander that she was, now she was wondering if she should change her stance.

But then, what would be the right choice?

I hate dealing with these damn Blessed.

Ambrosia swore under her breath, deciding that she might just need to write a law for the witches to follow in the future, ordering them to flee the very moment they met a Blessed. This way, there wouldn’t be any more problems to arise that might shake the very foundations of Salem and involve her dear children.

“Mother, what should we do?” Medea asked. It wasn’t impossible for witches to roam the mortal world if they wished. They didn’t need to move the council for this; they could simply ask for La Befana to come out.

It might involve some compensation, but this was not the problem.

Ambrosia gave a bitter chuckle and looked up at the sky, “La Befana is the current leader of the council, isn’t she?”

“Fuck!!!”

“Indeed.”

Even Medea could not stop herself from cursing and Ambrosia did not stop her from doing so. After all, they were indeed in one fucked-up situation.

Freya, who had come back after calming from her laughing fit, was startled when she heard her sister curse like this. It was rare to hear her use such crude language, much less their mother not even reprimanding her for doing so.

Curious about what happened, she asked and Medea gloomily explained the situation. After all, Freya was as much involved as all of them.

When Medea finished her explanation, Freya tilted her head, “Where is the problem exactly?”

Medea considered this, hearing the unexpected question coming from Freya, “La Befana is one of the staunchest voices for isolationism, or for having Lustburg under our control. The chances that she agrees to help Sol are pretty low and even if she did accept, it would be with a price.”

“And this is why I said that there is no problem.”

Medea was becoming irritated but she did not lose her calm. Freya was generally the most rational out of the four of them. There had to be a reason for her to utter such words.

Once she was asked to explain, Freya shrugged, “You two have thought about this so much, but you’ve forgotten one simple solution. We opened the gate once because Medea got bewitched by Jupiter, right? So all we have to do is to have Sol bewitch La Befana.”

Ambrosia quite literally face-palmed after hearing that remark. She didn’t know what was worse in this situation. The fact that her daughter had such a stupid idea— or the fact that this stupid idea had a very high chance of succeeding.
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Pin-drop silence stretched for a short while, as Freya smiled smugly about the solution that she had given them. After all, with Sol's track record, she was sure that seduction was basically an everyday chore for him. That was the level of skill he had obtained in the art.

“Ouch! Mom!?”

Said silence, however, was broken by a loud smack to the back of her head by none other than Ambrosia.

She was too tired to argue further and added another smack to Freya’s head for good measure. She hoped that she would get her meaning across to her daughter, but still added a few words to really drive her point home. “I always say that there are no stupid ideas, but yours really takes the cake.”

“Is it really that terrible of an idea?”

“Technically not. I admit that fact,” Ambrosia felt a growing headache settle in as she tried to explain the problems of her suggestion to the over-rationale Freya, “In fact, I believe your idea would have a great chance of working if it were to be implemented. But you should stop trying to see everything by using absolute logic alone.”

Freya was truly confused by her mother’s words. It wasn’t as if she couldn’t feel emotions. She could laugh, joke around and have fun like anyone else. But when a choice was given, she believed that it was necessary to use the most-efficient path available.

Here, the most efficient thing to do would be for their mother to stop playing neutral and give a clear order to the witches, expressing the side she had chosen. But since that wasn’t possible, the second best option was for Sol to use his charms to get what he wanted.

She tried to explain as such, but was stopped by an angry and frustrated Medea, “Stop! I also believe it would work. But then Sol would be no different than Jupiter.”

Freya argued by reminding her that this was not the most pressing problem right now. After all, Lilith’s life was on the line. How people perceived Sol had no bearing on the problem at hand.

There was no dispute between the two. Each of them was simply giving their own opinions.

Looking at them like this, Ambrosia sighed aloud once more. All her daughters had a few screws loose in their heads. It was something necessary, in a way, to pursue knowledge to a level beyond anyone else. But the way it affected them was different for each.

If Medea was someone who followed her feelings and lived through her passion for knowledge, then Freya was someone who believed that pure logic and reasoning were paramount for everything in existence. Even the act of giving birth and becoming a mother was more of an experiment she wanted to try than something she really wished for from the bottom of her heart.

Meanwhile, Persephone loved being a bystander, an observer, watching the show that was the reality from a distance. Kali, on the other hand, was a girl who loved having all eyes on her. She was your typical attention-seeker and a battle junkie who would never shy away from a fight.

“Let’s just stop here. This discussion is pointless, as we do not have Sol’s opinion about the matter. Let’s see what he chooses to do. Alright?” Ambrosia delivered her stance on the matter. She wondered in her mind what would be Sol's answer. The time they had spent knowing each other was simply too short for her to guess accurately. She needed a better understanding of his character before putting Salem in danger once again.

“By the way, what do we do about that vampire?”

Ambrosia shook her head, “She most likely entered forced hibernation. All we can do now is either let her remain here for them to deal with at a later date, or use her as a lab rat. I am sure many would wish to work on a true vampire, as they also absorb life force, albeit through blood.”
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[Tower of Babylon, Lilith’s Chambers]

After Sol had made peace with the situation at hand, he asked someone to call Isis and the others to come to Lilith’s room.

Isis was, of course, also asked to inspect Lilith. Not because he did not believe Hathor, but because it was necessary to double-check everything. Lilith’s life was on the line, and he wasn’t going to shy away from investing all the methods he had at his disposal to get the best results attainable. Thankfully – or sadly — the results were much the same, except with a slight deviation, as Isis proposed another idea that wouldn’t require them to beg Salem or face the goddesses.

Isis’ suggestion was that she would perform the equivalent of soul surgery. It was possible to basically separate Lilith's soul from her body and put it in a new body, after erasing the soul inside her original body.

As the power of Zone and Avatar were more soul-related than the physical aspects, it would only take a few weeks for Lilith to get back to her previous level.

Sadly, or rather obviously, there were a few problems and limits to this already-risky operation. Firstly being the great risk of incompatibility between the bodies. Because of this, it would be impossible for the one receiving that surgery to keep her full strength. A part of her soul power would constantly be used to maintain equilibrium.

Second, there would obviously be a need for bodies, ideally fresh ones who had just died with their bodies mostly intact. It was a pretty gruesome way of doing things and one with obvious disadvantages, but Sol still kept this idea in mind.

Capital punishment was still a thing in Lustberg, and Sol wouldn't mind using the body of a criminal who was about to be executed as a replacement for Lilith’s.

There was also the possibility of changing into a natural undead, like a lich or a banshee. Sol chuckled, not even entertaining this idea. Lilith would simply never accept living that way. In the first place, natural undead could only be born when someone with a strong soul and an incredible stubbornness and desire for life met their demise. They would be fueled by the power of their grudge, their hatred, or their desire to complete one last task. All those were the kind of emotions necessary for a natural undead to be born.

But Lilith didn't mind dying in the first place. She just wanted her death to be worth something in the end.

Sol sometimes idly wondered if what he was doing was even worth it. All Lilith wished for was death, in the end. One way or another it would lead to the same conclusion. So who was he to stop her? What right did he really have to do that?

Lilith wasn't a child. She was able to differentiate between right and wrong. She could understand what was good for her and what wasn’t. And she was obviously level-headed enough to make her own choices.

Living when all you wanted was to have a peaceful death, the faster the better, could be a form of torture.

These kinds of thoughts would constantly whisper in his mind.

Why did he have to stress so much for someone who wanted to die? Why did he have to fight so hard for someone who had already decided her destiny? Intrusive thoughts that asked him to give up on a loved one. Just forget about her and focus on those who actually wanted to live and let those who wanted to die do so if they wished.

It was definitely a temptation, but one Sol never entertained for long.

He knew he had no right to force her to do anything. He knew that he was simply pushing his own selfish goals and desires on her. Perhaps he was also depriving her of true happiness by not allowing her to embrace the sweet release of death.

He was acting like a know-it-all when he actually knew nothing.

Some people might say that suicide was the easy way out. But those people could not understand that all humans had very strong survival instincts and fear of pain.

For someone to actually have those instincts and fear in them, and still decide to put an end to their lives, reflected the depth of the despair into which they had been plunged. He didn’t know if it was possible to crawl out of that hellhole.

Those people had nothing left to live for. Living itself was the very definition of suffering for them, and all they wished for was the comforting embrace of death — their only ticket to eternal slumber and peace.

So, in the end, was he right?

He didn't know.

All he knew was that he did not want Lilith to die.

Not for her own good. Not even for Lilin or anyone else's own good. But for his own sake. Because he didn’t want to see her die. He wanted her to live so that she could stay by his side.

It was an ugly and infinitely selfish desire that disregarded everything Lilith wished for in order to satisfy his own whims. It was pretty inhumane.

Would Lilith really be thankful after all this?

Would she smile at him and say thanks for saving her down the line?

Would she magically get back the desire to live?

Would he be able to provide her a life from which she would be not willing to part?

Perhaps, perhaps not. Though the most likely outcome was probably the one he didn’t wish to hear.

Either way, he wasn't able to see the future as Skuld could. At least not yet.

The future was in constant flux and it was the actions they took right now that really mattered.

Rather than regretting not doing everything he could and seeing her die because of his lack of actions, he wished to do everything in his power to keep her alive.

If despite all that she chose death then… at least he could keep a clear consciousness and admit to himself that he had done everything he could. That would be enough for him to not have any regrets.

At least this was how Sol tried to rationalize his current feelings.

As for how true that was, perhaps Sol himself could not give the answer.

After all, the heart had its own reasons that reason itself ignored.
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"Okay, I cross-checked everything. This place is really a treasure trove. I didn't expect you to have so many rare plants." Hathor had to take some time in the hanging gardens, as she compared the different plants to the ones in her memory. It was enough for her to give some potential prescriptions to help get Lilith a little bit healthier.

The medications would, of course, be tested before being given to Lilith, but it wasn’t a problem for now.

Watching Persephone and Hathor discuss this topic was pretty interesting. He had honestly thought that Hathor was considered the best healer simply because of her natural powers. But it was clear that she didn't just solely rest on her talents and was in possession of vast knowledge in the medical field.

“Okay. Good job everyone. I am sure you are all tired.”

Indeed they were, and Sol wanted to rest, too. The day had been just exhausting. However, he was interrupted by Milia.

“Your Highness, we organized a small gathering to celebrate your return to Lustberg. I hope you will attend. Most of the invitees should be present by now.”

She had chosen the perfect moment to intervene and send her message. Sol, of course, could simply refuse. But why would he?

When Sol entered the main dining room and saw all of his women reunited, he gulped a little. Now he had one more reason to explain why a massive dinner involving all his women should be a no-no in the future. This just might become a very explosive gathering. Too many people with headstrong personalities and a tendency toward violence were gathered in one place.

But his worries did not last long, as a bubbly voice he had nearly forgotten sounded out, and a green light detached itself from Isis.

“Yahoo! I am back! Ready to throw hands with the goddesses at any moment! Hehehe~!”

Sol’s eyes widened before a genuine smile formed on his lips. He was happy because a good friend he was worried about had finally woken up to join them.

He was also happy because a mini-cheat code had just landed on his hand.

He couldn’t help but think. What would happen if he used his power in conjunction with Sheherazade’s?


Chapter 34


Party



The party was more enjoyable than one might have thought at first glance. After all, Sol knew very well that not all of the women liked each other. Furthermore, with Isis included in the mix, there were bound to be some problems arising one way or another.

At least that was his initial thought after entering the party hall, but…

“Hehehe. You should have seen him. He *Whoosh* *Whoosh* *Bam* and he was like *Ahem* Do not worry. I have never felt better. Kyaah~ It was so dreamy!!”

A bubbly — almost too bubbly voice — filled the banquet hall as all the women listened with smiles on their lips and rapt attention on their faces.

Sheherazade was awake. Her awakening was as sudden as her slumber had been. There were no special effects or phenomena occurring in her wake, but he could tell that she was now officially a Duke.

A tiny Duke, that is.

As he anticipated, the feast started out calmly at first. The calm before the storm, to be exact. But the moment Sheherazade appeared, everything changed in its entirety.

The little fairy was the incarnation of joy itself. Furthermore, they knew that she posed no threat to them, so they were all the more willing to listen to her bubbly speech.

“So you’re telling us that on their first meeting, she acted like she was someone else without knowing that Sol already noticed her true identity?”

“Hehehe~! You should have seen her face when the realization dawned on her! She went like *I am not Sheherazade* and Sol was like *I know* Hahaha!”

“Pfft!”

“Sheherazade!”

“What! I am not lying!”

Sol chuckled as he was reminded of that fond memory, while the others were barely able to contain their mirth. It was such a funny recollection, after all.

“You were indeed pretty cute back then.”

“Et tu, Sol!?” The comical expression of betrayal on her face was the last straw for some of the girls. At the very least, Theresa made no effort to hide her merriment, as she laughed openly.

“Your adventures in the astral realm seem to have been very interesting, Sol.”

“They were… They were indeed…” He looked down at his cup which was filled to the brim with the finest red wine Lustburg had to offer.

Currently, Camelia was sitting on his left, while Lilith was on his right. Milia and Setsuna were standing behind him with sharp gazes, having absolutely refused to sit down at the table with him. Next to Camelia was Chloe, while Lilin sat beside Lilith.

All the witches except Ambrosia were present in the joyous banquet, and Clara also participated in the event.

It was a gathering that thoroughly warmed his heart. Not everyone here was necessarily his lover or his love interest. But they were one way or another very close to his heart and seeing all of them together made this a very precious moment that he would not forget in his life.

After Sheherazade calmed down, Sol began to explain his side of the story. He could have talked about his dangerous quest through Tartarus, or the tumultuous moments on the battlefield. But he was tired of talking about serious bullshit all the time. He wanted a change of pace.

For once in his life, he simply wanted to have fun.

So he spoke about the more jovial aspects of his journey. The wondrous sights he witnessed. A world with more than one sun and moon, a world where islands floated high above in the endless sky. A neverending desert, or the sea without any horizon, as well as the charming attraction park.

The wonderful people he met along the way, and had the joy in befriending them, or becoming even closer to them. The gentle Gabriel, the prideful Tiamat, the calm Kiyohime, the tragic Nent, the unlucky Fafnir, and so so many more.

Sol talked and talked as everyone listened in rapture to his excited tone, trying to imagine the scenes he was describing to them with such vivid fondness. After all, even witches could not randomly visit a divine beast's territory.

It was even more so for Gabriel’s world since the phoenix race was very isolationist at its core.

None of them were stupid. They knew that Sol must have gone through his fair share of hardships to attain the power and glory he currently wielded. They could distinctly feel how he had changed. The confidence he now exuded was otherworldly. The way he spoke, even the way he moved was fundamentally different then from before his time in the astral realm.

With Sol's talent, becoming a Duke was nothing impressive. Even becoming a King was just a matter of time and once this happened, he would become a demi-god.

Unlike anyone else, his path to success was already assured from the very moment he was born.

But the aura of the strong could not be acquired simply because one had a high level. It was an aura that was slowly cultivated through bloody fights.

Furthermore, Sol had amassed enough killing intent that he could have condensed it in a Zone if he so wished. This was something they could not miss.

Still, they did not interrupt him. Matters of death and blood were all too common for them and this was why, like him, they were cherishing these rare moments of simple joy they shared between them.

They did not think about Lilith's health problem. Did not talk about the impending war with Wratharis, or the battle with the Wings of Freedom.

Observing them and the interactions between them, Hathor would have usually thought that those people were acting like ostriches, hiding their heads in the sand and thinking that it was enough to chase away all problems.

But clearly, this was not the case. She did not feel any hidden sense of despondency in them.

Even when she explained to Sol how hard saving her would be, all he had shown was mere annoyance. Clearly, he was more pissed about the additional steps necessary than scared about a potential failure.

This place is really interesting.

One day here had been more fun and entertaining than the last thousand years back in the astral realm.

Hathor was an adventurer at heart. She loved traveling but she had already traveled through most of the astral realm, and she wasn't arrogant enough to enter the Abyss.

Right now, her tired heart was stirring for the first time with a spark of excitement. She could almost smell it. By staying here — no, by staying close to Sol, she was sure to live through at least a few great adventures.

She smirked as she tasted the drinks on the table. They were nowhere at the level of what she usually created, but they were still pretty good.

The mana in the Mortal Realm was thin and murky but it was enough for her since she did not plan to fight.

Let's have some fun before leaving this place.

Divine beasts as old as she was generally ended up killing themselves because of the weight of the years, or simply chose to fall asleep for long periods of time. Even if they managed to keep their sanity, boredom was like a poison that would slowly but surely corrupt them.

There was no way she would let go of such an occasion to satisfy her cravings. Perhaps she would even witness the birth of another mortal demi-god.

It would without a doubt be a worthy event.
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The discussion and the fun lasted for hours and hours.

They did not do much, all things considered. They simply talked, joked, and relaxed throughout the day. Musicians would play to animate the room, and delicious food was served. He was here with his loved ones, that was all he would need.

It was not some grand party with nobles, though he would certainly have to make time for those in the coming days. This was simply time with his family.

Sol could feel himself relax considerably now that he was back home. He just had a party with the second half of his family not long ago and now was doing the same with the first half.

Time like this was meant to be cherished. Sadly, nothing could last forever and the same went for this party.

The first one to get up and leave was Lilith. She was pretty tired and needed to rest. It was humiliating for her in a way, but she knew she had no choice. Inwardly, she saw this as a wall she had to overcome. She had meditated quite a bit over the meaning of life and death now that she was at death's door and found herself becoming calmer as time went on.

She was followed by Lilin, who wanted to take care of her, and then Theresa who simply wanted to go home since she had work to do. She wanted to talk to Sol alone about the industrial discoveries he might have made in the astral realm and what his future goal would be, but tonight was not the night for that.

She already started a discussion in private with the Dwarven King. Greed Dike had imposed sanctions on Lustberg because of the damage Medea, Freya, and Kali had caused when they fought near the border. However, Theresa had great clout, and was perhaps the richest woman alive in the mortal realm. Her influence was no joke and she would not hesitate to use it to have more control over her country.

She just wanted to know what Sol would choose to do.

Once those three left, the others slowly did as well, and Milia and the other servants began carrying the dirty dishes away.

The reunion had been simple and joyful. Even if it was over, it would not change anything between them.

Sol, meanwhile, began to seriously consider his next set of actions. After all, he had many diplomatic visits he had to make to assure that everything was alright. He needed to meet with Envylia of the demons and Southern Pride of the elves, as well as Salem of the witches.

He needed to take care of Lilith’s health, find a book of research and references to reconstruct her body, convince the witches to help him, and persuade the goddesses to not intervene.

He had to fight a war against a bloodthirsty maniac, and might become a bloodthirsty maniac himself. Perhaps he already was?

Sol swore that one day he would take a month-long vacation and simply pray that the world wouldn’t vanish without his presence.

When everyone left, as if by some kind of tacit understanding, the only one present was Medea.

Even Isis had left, alongside Setsuna.

“Sol, we need to talk.”

Sol kissed her, interrupting her in the way. They could talk later.


Chapter 35


Changing the Curse



For a witch who controlled the aspect of Time, Medea had never felt time flow away from her like it did right now. One moment Sol was giving her a fiery kiss that melted away all her thoughts, and the next moment she found herself lying down on his bed as he worked swiftly on taking off his clothes.

She felt feverish and delighted as Sol held her in his arms. It was as if everything was finally right with the world and that nothing could ever go wrong, as long as he was here with her.

All her fears and worries seemed to have dissolved, and all that mattered was swimming in the sea of pleasure with her beloved.

When his lips pressed down onto hers once more, she closed her eyes and accepted the passionate kiss.

Her face was tinted in a pink hue as she reciprocated his kisses with as much passion as he gave, if not more. She had missed him so much that she wasn't even able to put the thought into mere words.

His tongue smoothly ravaged the insides of her mouth. He slowly made his way around her teeth and the sides of her cheeks.

Medea felt a jolting pleasure when his tongue met hers. Their tongues wrestled while their saliva intermingled delightfully.

He was focused on exploring the insides of her mouth through thorough kissing. His tongue twisted and sucked on hers, then finally let go of hers.

A low moan escaped from deep within her throat. The soft kiss had gradually heated up and article after article of her clothing was discarded on the ground.

When he parted from her after a particularly long kiss, Medea lightly gasped for breath. With only this much, it felt like they had done more than enough already.

“I really missed you.”

Hearing this made her heart beat so wildly in happiness that she was simply overjoyed. It was great to know that he shared the same feelings as hers.

“Me too.” Her voice was barely audible, as she was embarrassed to be so dependent on someone so much younger than her. But anyone looking at them right now would never guess so.

For Sol, nothing looked more adorable than Medea. She was like a little squirrel and he loved how her heartbeat accelerated as he lovingly held and caressed her.

After another intense kiss, Medea was barely able to huff in a thin breath. Sol’s swollen lips climbed down her chin, then went along to Medea’s ear, trailing down her neckline and settling down on her collarbone.

His hot, heavy tongue ravenously gobbled up her soft flesh and sucked and rolled it out of his mouth. Medea’s toes curled as the pleasure spread throughout her body.

Her body’s aroma was exactly like he remembered. His taunt nerves seemed to have finally relaxed and everything fell into place for him. He had never doubted his love for Medea. She was his first love after all.

A jolting pleasure from her breasts forced Medea to let out a short moan of wanton ecstasy. He took a mouthful of her lithe and perky tit and sucked on it, eliciting even more moans from her. Like a fine wine of the greatest taste, he gently and slowly savored her.

He lightly bit her on the right nipple and tickled it with his tongue. Medea became breathless as he licked around the areola before sucking on it once more.

His lips proceeded down to her lower abdomen and then to her inner thighs. A sweet scent filled the air and Sol gulped as he felt his desire to eat her out overflow within him. His lips brushed against the deep portions of her inner thighs and began sucking those areas sensually.

As soon as Sol’s red-hot tongue reached her engorged clit, Medea’s spine curved back, round and taut. Her whole body instantly trembled from the sheer jolt of ecstasy. At the same time, a lot of slippery fluid splattered all over Sol’s face.

The sensation of him licking and sucking her most-intimate place was terrifyingly overwhelming, a feeling like no other.

As the stimulation continued, her womanhood became slippery and sticky with her moist juices, and the sounds of wet noises grew increasingly louder. Her whole body was burning with heat and she felt herself shiver reflexively. A few more of his fingers pressed and rubbed against her.

It was a double attack and for someone as inexperienced in the sexual arts as Medea, it was almost too much.

At that moment, a tingle surged up her spine, flooding into her body. It caused her muscles to spasm and her neck to jerk up as euphoria circulated through her entire body for a few seconds.

The short moment of bliss passed and her senses became dulled, while her body was left with no strength — not even the tiniest power to lift her own fingers. She enjoyed the feeling of his fingers smoothly combing through her hair.

Raising his upper body, Sol looked down with a pleased smirk as he watched Medea's disheveled appearance after she had lost herself in pleasure. He used his mana to wipe away all traces of her delicious juices and muttered in her ears, “I won’t let you rest tonight.”

Murmuring those words, Sol's hot breath made her body, soaked with sweat, shiver in anticipation.

After completely disrobing her, he admired her beautiful body once again and pride filled his heart as he once more realized how beautiful this woman was. Her beauty did not pale in comparison to Nefertiti's and he wondered how it was even possible for a human to be so perfect.

At the same time, having this perfect woman moan and cry under him satisfied his draconic heart like no other.

He raised her leg with both of his hands and entered into her soaked insides. He went a bit slowly at first, his sensitive part brushing slightly against her moist flesh as if to feel it out.

Medea was filled with delight when he began to push his full length inside her. She could feel the rock-hard erection spreading her vagina wide. Her sexual lips spread wide as the thick meat stick's full length was pushed inside. The sensation of him filling her up gave her a sense of satisfaction and fullness. They were not simply fusing their bodies but also becoming one in mind and soul.

Feeling his thirst for her made her giddy with joy and the pleasure she felt was increased. The once-foreign sensation of his penis penetrating her felt so comforting now.

Her entire body has become more sensitive, so his hands simply sweeping across her skin, caused her to quiver in excitement. He shifted a little more weight down and thrust gently.

His penis and the movement of his member deep inside of her seemed tireless but also full of tenderness.She could feel it all so vividly and distinctly. Every stimulation to her body, every bit of pleasure experienced by her pussy, and everything felt by every cell of her body flowed into her mind.

They were not having sex, nor were they fucking. They were simply and purely making love. His movements, slow and gentle, made her body move like a ship swaying on the sea. There was no special technique, no special nor fierce movement, and no wish to just reach the height of climaxes.

It was gentle and tender and the more it was so, the more Medea realized how much she loved this. Rather than simply seeking a release, what she had always wished for was a connection between two souls. Of course, the pleasure she also received was a bonus.

Sometimes he would kiss her, sometimes he would mutter sweet nothings into her ears, all while carefully moving, and avoiding applying too much of his weight on her.

Slowly, the pleasure began to build up. She could not tell if his cock had gotten bigger or if her pussy was squeezing it tighter, but her mind was filled with the pleasure of it having its way with her body.

Like this, their release was quiet, as he released his semen in her body while she reached climax.

His dick throbbed within her vagina, shooting semen everywhere and filling every part of her. He continued to move within her vagina as if to squeeze it all out and with each movement, the semen made sticky sounds and spilled out of her.

It was a silent climax that filled her soul with joy.

Even after finishing, he did not pull out of her but simply continued to kiss her and gaze at her not with lust, but with love-filled eyes.

“I love you.” Those words slipped out of her mouth but she did not feel embarrassed to express her feelings in words. After all, Sol was always the first one to do so.

Words could never be enough to explain what she felt for him. But it was the best she could do.

Sol gave a brilliant smile as he whispered in her ear, “I love you even more.”

Her heart was filled with warmth and joy. But it was then that she realized something. Her eyes widened as she carefully felt her body, but there was no mistaking this feeling.

“Sol…”

“So you finally noticed.” He smiled and gave her another kiss.

Medea was speechless. All the life energy she had just absorbed from him vanished as it went back to his body.

She did not know how he had done this. But this did not matter. Tears of joy began to gather at the corner of her eyes.

“How?” Medea was so entranced by what just happened she lost all her words, and could only ask in a dumbfounded way.

Sol smiled, "Do you really want me to explain such a serious problem while we are still connected like this?" His blunt words caused Medea to blush heavily and Sol laughed seeing her cute reaction. This enticed him to tease her a little, which he did before letting her go.

"Let's talk with your mother. This is a very important discussion that will definitely interest her, and your sisters too.”

He didn’t want to have this conversation twice, which would help him determine Ambrosia’s position on the matter regarding Salem.

"Mhm…" She could only nod shyly, as she felt his hot white liquid slowly leak out of her quivering snatch.
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After trying to frolic around a bit in the shower, but being unsuccessful for the most part, Sol gave up on the idea as he understood that she was too worried about what was exactly happening to entertain him anymore.

Once they were ready, they took the corridor until they found the door to her former prison and current home.

There, in the small garden, was Ambrosia with her three daughters. Surprisingly, Isis was present as well. Of course, once he remembered that Ambrosia was friends with her father Anubis, her appearance became less surprising.

"Good evening Ambrosia. I hope you have been keeping well."

Ambrosia responded to his greeting with a smile. “Welcome back, Sol. I didn’t join your small gathering because I guessed I might have made most of them uncomfortable.”

Sol chuckled, “I would have been happy to have you.”

Of course, he understood what she meant. If Ambrosia was present, the atmosphere might have become more restricted. After all, she was a Demi-god powerhouse. The only ones she couldn’t kill or harm in the room would have been Sol and Camelia. Everyone else was fair game.

Few people would be happy sitting in the same room as a stranger who could decide on their life or death in an instant.

Sol and Ambrosia continued exchanging pleasantries, when Freya chimed in with a curious expression as she took out a notebook. "You already finished? This was faster than I calculated. Are you perhaps tired? I think Persephone has a concoction that could help in prolonging your sessions.”

Sol was absolutely baffled for an instant, before he understood what she meant. The funniest thing was that in analyzing her expression, he could see that she was clearly not trying to tease him, but was sincerely concerned about his sexual stamina.

“Freya!”

Everyone except for Sol blushed due to her brazen remark. Even Persephone coughed a little with embarrassment while Sol began laughing aloud.

He didn’t think he could have missed the quirky pink witch who had once nonchalantly asked to have children with her. But her antics were really golden at times like these.

He grinned, “Trust me, I have no problem on that side of things.”

Isis nodded repeatedly as she remembered her first night with him, and the wild second time when everyone had been involved. Sol had taken on three phoenixes, a dragon, and a titan all alone. She might not have much knowledge in this department, but she doubted it was something most people could do.

Sol was not embarrassed in the slightest. He was basically broadcasting his sex session whenever he did it with someone. Before it was Medea, then the witches, then Gabriel, then Tiamat. There was also the fact that Luxuria was probably watching him 24/7.

Embarrassment due to nudity or anything related to sex had long since vanished from his mind.

“Oh? How much would you say your performance has increased, then?” Freya was really curious. Not only because she was into writing erotic books, but of course, because sex and reproduction was a matter that interested her a great deal.

She moved her head reflexively, and avoided being smacked by Ambrosia as she put back her notebook. “Alright. Time and space. Time and space, I understand. I will ask him about this at a more appropriate time in private.”

She raised her hands in surrender. Normally a simple smack wouldn’t even tickle her, but Ambrosia could add the intent of pain or punishment, so that slap would be felt down to her bones. She’d her buttocks smacked many times when they were still apprentices. Thankfully, however, not as much as Kali.

“I feel like you just had a very rude thought about me right now.”

“Heh, you must be imagining things.”

Kali was still wearing her maid’s uniform as she looked at Freya suspiciously. The two of them were the most mischievous out of the four. But Freya had a way of almost always getting away from punishment, while she was more of a bullhead.

The fact that she was currently serving as a maid for Sol as a punishment was already proof of her personality.

Shaking her head, she looked at Sol. She wanted to talk about her <<Railgun Development Project>> a little more with him later on. After all, Setsuna was Sol’s servant and knight.

Ambrosia massaged her temples, “Enough chit chat, everyone. Medea is fidgeting so much it looks like she will explode. What kind of news do you want to share? Is it about Salem?”

Sol looked up before closing his eyes and seemingly taking an important decision that may change the course of history for the witches.

“I have a question. If I said that I had found a way to break the curse, what would you do?”

Immediately, the air stagnated and an oppressive atmosphere surged forth, covering the earth and the sky.

If it had been Sol before his travels in the astral realm, he might have been kneeling right now because of the incredible pressure. But now, while his heart thumped, it was not out of fear but from excitement and the desire to fight. His eyes gleamed with a cold light as his own aura surged forth.

So small. So ridiculously small in front of the torrent of power that was Ambrosia. Like a small boat advancing on a stormy sea, ready to capsize at any moment.

But even then, he did not waver.

Was he strong enough to face a demigod without that divinity from an unknown source?

No. Not at all. Even winning against a King would be hard. A peak King, like Lilith in her prime, would destroy his dimension like a knife cutting through butter. So it went without saying that he was less than an ant in front of Ambrosia.

But… did it matter?

Only the strong could truly be kind, and only the weak could truly be courageous.

Slowly the raging sea of power vanished, as Ambrosia released a sigh, “Forgive me for this unsightly display.”

She closed her eyes and was quite ashamed of herself. After all the years she had lived, she thought she had seen everything and that nothing could truly surprise her. Clearly, she was wrong.

She turned towards Isis and apologized. Thankfully, the one to receive the full brunt of her aura had been Sol. Isis was only slightly shocked by the sudden change.

“I am sorry, child.”

“Oh! No-no! It’s alright, really. I am fine.”

Such a lovely child. Anubis really has a good girl.

Ambrosia felt like burying herself. Losing her control like this in front of so many children was something she had never wanted. She took a deep breath and forced her trembling hands to calm down.

“Sol, those words, can you take responsibility for them?”

“Ambrosia, I never utter words thoughtlessly when it comes to such important matters. You should know about that already.”

The other witches were speechless, unable to comprehend what was happening. Rather, his words had been so shocking that their minds went blank for an instant.

“Is it really possible?” Freya mumbled as she took out her notebook again. She had long summarized that Sol would be the key to undoing the curse. But in her expectations, this would happen for the next generations if Sol managed to have children with witches. Then those children should be able to have the best of both worlds. It was pure speculation of course, but it had been logical.

But what? Breaking the curse? Something that not even Ambrosia nor the four of them had been able to do despite thousands of years of research?

The more she thought about this, the more she shivered in both fright and excitement.

If Sol was telling the truth. If he really found a way.

Should they be happy? Happy at the fact that they could finally realize their dreams?

Or should they be sad? Sad that the solution to their problem, which had lasted thousands of years, was found by a boy who was barely an adult?

The calmest one was undoubtedly Kali. After all, she did not really care about the curse. She was not interested in having any kind of relationship, much less having children.

This was why she was able to ask, “What is the catch?”

Sol shrugged, “Equivalent exchange. The curse is the price to pay for your powers. So…”

Ambrosia finished, “Losing the curse would mean losing our power.”

“Bingo.”

Sol was calm. There was always a price, or at the very least a hindrance. Sol had yet to reach the level where he could disregard the rule of equivalent exchange.

This moment was merely the first step toward a much bigger goal.

If he could reliably cut the connection between the witches and Asmodeus, then once he became stronger, he would have much more confidence in cutting a contract of a much-higher degree.
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Kali’s intervention had managed to help Ambrosia to calm down. She was without a doubt the witch that was the most affected by this curse. At least the others could still have physical relationships with long-living races, even if it could only last a few times.

In her case, however, it was completely and utterly impossible in every sense of the word.

Despite this, Ambrosia was not really interested in breaking the curse for herself.

In her time of need, Asmodeus gave her a contract and he had been candid about the drawbacks it would entail, hiding nothing about the price she would have to pay in return for all her powers.

She had no intention of betraying him.

The same should be the case for the other witches but… Shouldn’t they at least have the option of breaking the contract if they so wished?

Freya wasn’t the only one feeling dejected by this event. Kali looked down at her maid’s uniform as she pondered, with a slight expression of loss and faint sadness on her face.

She had nearly betrayed her sisters and took the dangerous path of joining the Wings of Freedom— all of that just for the chance of finding a way to break the curse of the witches.

But this… Just what the hell was this?

Haha. I guess there is really a difference even between the reincarnated.

Even after reincarnating, Kali had never seen herself as the protagonist of this world. Though she had been quite talented as a witch, she feared what would happen if she was noticed and thrown into the power struggle that revolved around the peak of existence.

Despite her powers, she was not particularly arrogant, for she understood how small she was in this abominable and ludicrous world.

She knew very well that the true protagonists were those who could do the impossible. People like Sol Dragona Luxuria— perhaps, the true protagonist of this world.

But still, it was quite shocking to see the difference being laid out in front of her like this.

“Hmmm… What is exactly the curse in question?”

Ambrosia was brought out of her reverie by Isis’s inquiring voice. Had it been anyone else, she would have ignored them. But since she was facing her old friend's daughter, she did not become irritated by this rude remark. It was taboo to speak about the curse in the community of witches, after all.

“Curse of Love, Curse of Luck, Curse of Birth. This is what we call them but they basically all function the same way.” She then proceeded to explain the situation as best as she could. Doing so gave her the time necessary to organize her idea.

“Sol here, thanks to being a Chaos dragon, possesses a high resistance against all types of magic, curse magic included. So he was able to enter into a relationship with my daughters.”

Isis opened her mouth wide, “All of them?”

“Hey, don’t add me into the mix. I am not interested in him.” Kali was pretty blunt. Sol may be handsome and possess many qualities but what did it matter to her, in the end?

“As for me, I got rejected. Though I am not giving up.” Freya had been rebuffed when she wished to make babies with Sol. However, she was tenacious.

“Please. Could we just focus on important matters?

Sol chuckled as Medea whined at the others. “Currently, I have two ways. One permanent, and one less so but I am sure you will still love it.”

He took a pause and moved his hand as a ring manifested in it, “When I was in the dragon territory, I managed to learn a new skill— to imbue some power of my dimension into accessories.”

This was the skill Tiamat had stolen and then taught him back in the astral realm, “With this ring, if I add some of my powers with the specific command, the energy stolen from an individual will immediately be sent back. This will ultimately result in no harm falling on the person in a relationship with a witch.”

They all looked at the ring with unconcealed delight evident on their faces. It was like a hypnotizing device.

“This will allow witches to have as many relationships as they wish without fear of killing their lovers. For now, it’s impossible to change the situation with the inability to have children. But as I create more and more items and get a better understanding of my powers I will be able to create something that should be able to help even with that problem.”

“Does it work?”

“Ask Medea.” Sol grinned, not willing to explain more.

“What about the more-extreme decision?”

“That is simple. You would have to forsake your powers, and there may be a minuscule chance of dying if all the years of living as a witch suddenly crash down on you. For this, I would need a living witch, willing to cooperate with the experiment or someone condemned to death.”

“...And I believe you won’t tell us how to accomplish the second option?”

“That’s correct, I won’t.” This involved too much for him to simply provide everything he knew. Even more so since he only knew the first four witches.

“Persephone has already filled me in about the current situation with Salem, and I discussed it a little with Medea on the way. Let me be clear. I couldn’t care less about the witches as a whole.”

Even though he was facing a demi-god he showed no fear as he spoke out the blunt truth about what he felt. “My sense of responsibility isn’t high enough that I would fight to apologize for the actions of an ancestor that was alive one thousand years in the past. The only reason I proposed this is that I love Medea and wish to give her peace of mind.

“For this, I am willing to apologize publicly and even erase the fake bad deeds of the witches. But that is as far as I am willing to go. In the past I would have given the way out free of charge but not anymore. They need to pay for their hubris.”

Sol did not care if he came off as arrogant or ridiculous by saying this. But he had aspirations, and he knew that for those aspirations to be realized, he had to make his words into reality.

“I am willing to participate in that hearing.” His eyes were calm, like a deep sea that could withstand any tests the world could set upon it.

Until now, he had always been pretty passive about the events happening around him. But now he was a little tired of all of this bullshit.

The witches thought they did not need anything from him. That they could just ignore him if he were not to follow their wishes. Then he would show them just how wrong they were.

He wanted to see what they would do when their future happiness would entirely become dependent on his willingness to help them.

The atmosphere became tense but in the end, Ambrosia just sighed out loud. “This situation came into existence because the council let their greed grow out of control.”

Since she had decided to be neutral in the first place, then she would do it all the way. “Do as you wish. I will not intervene.”

Sol smiled but then shook his head, “Let me finish.”

How could he stop there? At the end of the day, no matter how strong the witches were, they were nothing more than shrimp.

Only the witches of the four directions were great white sharks, but he already had one of them on his side. The only one left was the great blue whale.

He did not need a neutral ally. He needed the alpha of the pack in his team.

“Ambrosia. As the strongest witch, you possess the knowledge and powers of all witches, right?”

Sol was not a hardcore player. Why should he go through a lengthy and hard sub-quest when he could directly skip everything by using a glitch or a cheat code? He firmly believed in working smarter, not harder.

“I need your help. With your power and skills, all Hathor would lack is the knowledge of the succubi and human bodies. Once again something that shouldn’t be a problem for you.”

The library in Salem was an important place, as it contained the theses and research of all the witches. But this was only the physical manifestation of such knowledge. Sol needed the all-knowing witch. The one closest to being called ‘omniscient’ on the mortal plains.

Why should he finish the quest using a level 40 NPC when he could obtain the power of a level 90 Boss?

“—and why should I help you now?”

He shrugged and showed the ring on his hand. “Your choice. You can refuse, in which case I will make an unfair deal with the witches, and use their desperation to my advantage. Or you can accept and make everyone happy.”

Scales slowly grew on his body as he used the War Form to mute his feelings.

He did not like what he was doing.

He did not want to threaten Ambrosia.

But he had already wasted too much time doing things step-by-step. He was done playing nice.

He had just realized that despite being able to help, Ambrosia had done nothing until now. Not a single thing, as she just sat back and observed everything in absolute silence.

Persephone may be struggling to keep Lilith alive but as a demi-god, it should have been much easier for Ambrosia to treat and stabilize Lilith’s condition.

Medea could only rewind the time of Lilith’s body up to 24 hours but once again, Ambrosia could have done more. No one knew the limits of how much she could manipulate time with her will.

Even now, as they talked about La Befana, she was unconcerned and chose to do nothing and observe.

Furthermore, in the alternate reality where Skuld once lived, Lilith still died. This shouldn’t have happened as he had already put Hathor as insurance before going to the dragon realm.

Logically speaking, even without him present, Hathor should have met and observed Lilith, and should have come to the same conclusion. Ambrosia would have had the choice to help them out.

This was nothing but speculation. But chances were high that he was right.

Of course, Ambrosia was in no way obligated to do anything. She was not Lilith’s friend and neither was he particularly close to her.

It was her freedom to help out of her own volition, and it was his freedom to blackmail her into helping him.

Freedom was truly a beautiful thing.

“One day. You have one day to make your decision.”

He departed on those words. Tomorrow he would visit Camelia in order to have a talk with the goddesses.
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After Sol finished what he had to say, he slowly turned around and began walking away from them, leaving Medea's world.

Medea wanted to follow him but he stopped her from doing so. Right now, he wanted her to stay with her family, and play devil's advocate in a sense. This would tilt things in his favor even if by a slight margin.

For a powerhouse like Ambrosia, simply threatening them was the height of stupidity. It was necessary to know how to advance and exactly when to retreat.

Isis hesitated for a moment, before giving a bow of respect toward the still-sitting Ambrosia and immediately following after Sol.

Now alone, Ambrosia glanced at Medea and spoke calmly. If the previous events had done anything to hamper her mood, she showed none of it. “It seems like your lover finally snapped, dear daughter of mine.”

“I apologize in his stead. Sol is under tremendous pressure and this situation isn't really helping him.”

Medea bowed deeply, apologizing to Ambrosia. She had been truly surprised by Sol’s sudden outburst. But she did not fault him for that. She knew that the weight on his shoulders was enough to almost crush him and it was normal for him to snap sooner or later.

If the situation had been a bit different, she was sure that he would have not threatened Ambrosia, and would have indeed given them the way to change the curse. The very fact that he already prepared this showed how much he cared for her and the witches.

Sadly, the witches had disappointed him by trying to take advantage of him in a situation of need, and Lilith’s condition didn’t help at all. Medea decided to firmly stand in Sol’s camp and try to appease her mother so that she would not act in anger.

Ambrosia waved her hand dismissively, indicating to not think much of it. “I would rather have a straightforward boy like him than a treacherous man like Jupiter, who hides blades behind his charming smile.”

“What will you do now, Mother?”

Ambrosia closed her eyes and contemplated deeply. Her insistence on neutrality put her in this situation.

She could teach Sol a lesson here for committing a transgression against a demi-god like her. She could kill Lilith and erase half of Lustburg before leaving this place. After all, the only ones she couldn’t touch were the Blessed.

But doing so would be immensely petty of her, and she was not the kind of person to commit a senseless massacre just because someone tried to threaten and blackmail her.

Did he take my personality into account before deciding to blackmail me like that?

Ambrosia didn’t know whether she should be impressed by his courage, or be pissed because it seemed like he was regarding her as a pushover. It was quite a subtle feeling, if she had to be honest.

“Medea, explain what happened to you.”

Right now, she was not interested in embarrassing her daughter. If the things Sol said were true, then… Did she even have a choice in the first place?

She began to reflect on all the years she had spent pursuing this neutrality.

Ambrosia did not want to be like the divine beasts, who used their children as weapons of war, nor like the goddesses who oppressed their creation.

This was why she had always been neutral, observing her children from above but never meddling in their choices. Whether they made good decisions or bad, she was adamant about leaving them to fend for themselves.

One thousand years ago, when Medea foolishly fell in love with Jupiter, she did not intervene and when she was imprisoned, she did not help her out.

Recently, when Kali joined the Wings of Freedom, she did not act. Even when she had felt Nihil’s presence, she only observed from the sidelines.

The same went for the witch council and their decisions controlled by greed.

In all those instances, Ambrosia had always chosen neutrality… Passivity.

Was it truly such a bad thing to do?
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After Sol left Medea’s world, with Isis trotting behind him, he stopped for a short instant and quietly spoke to his lover.

“Do you think I was too harsh?”

He still had a stream of cold sweat dripping down his back after facing Ambrosia, and truly needed a way to calm his heart down.

This whole fucked-up scenario had been pretty exhilarating yet equally exhausting. After all, he still had many things to rely on — his status as a Blessed, Medea’s love for him, his relationship with Anubis and Tiamat, just to name a few.

One day, he would not have to rely on others, and could truly be free to do as he wished. He would have the power to dictate his fate and stand up to anyone and everyone This was a promise he made inwardly.

Isis snickered after hearing his words, “Isn’t it a little too late to ask?” She then chuckled amusedly, “Though, I have to admit that you looked quite cool and dashing back there.”

“Hahaha.”

“So, what will you do now?”

“Fall on my bed and sleep — what else? Rest my mind a little or something.”

“Do you even need to sleep at this point?”

“Hmmm… No, not really…” With his current body and the strength of his soul, he could go on for days without needing to sleep. It was more of a habit at this point.

“Then… why not take me with you and visit your city? This is my first time visiting a human city. At least a living human city.”

Sol pondered before nodding, “Let’s go. Perhaps walking outside will help me calm my mind and freshen up my ideas.”

“Yeah! Me too! Me too!” Sheherazade flew out of Isis’s body and landed on Sol's head. The excitement she felt was clear in her eyes and this gave Sol more desire to go out. After all, how could he disappoint one of his saviors?

“Let’s sneak out then.” Sol's lips formed a charming grin. For one night, he wanted to act like the young boy he should be and play some pranks.

Responsibilities could be left for later.
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Sol wanted to use his dimension to move, but he couldn’t really put Isis and Sheherazade in his dimension. So they diminished their presence and began to walk out to the streets of Lustburg.

Sol felt like a child as they hid in the corners and avoided the maids or the guards. The funniest thing was that he had felt some members of the Crown's Shadow hidden in… well hidden in the shadows.

Even though Sol could move stealthily, neither he nor Isis had really received such training. As for Sheherazade, she was basically a flying signal that would literally give them away at a moment's notice. There was no way the staff hadn’t noticed them. But they acted as if that wasn’t the case, willingly playing his little game.

It was pretty fun.

Sol had never been mischievous, even as a child. After all, he did have the memory of his past life, pretty much making him an adult at that point. But he faintly began to regret being like that.

Rather than acting mature for no reason, he should have truly enjoyed his life as a kid. It was a shame, but those years would never come back.

A child would always want to grow up fast and step into the world of adults. As the world of grown-ups would seem dazzling and mysterious in their eyes. But it was only after growing up that they would realize the bitter reality of adulthood and wish to go back to their more innocent years.

When everything was simpler.

When they had no responsibilities and could truly enjoy life unfettered.

It was with those thoughts that Sol finally left the confines of his castle and walked out alongside a phoenix and a fairy.
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“#78 here to report. The Crown Prince has walked out. Should we follow him?”

In Milia’s office, she listened as a woman entirely clad in black explained the current situation about Sol.

As Sol had summarized, there was no way they hadn’t noticed his movements. It would have been one thing if he had used his dimension to escape but as it was, they had been ignoring him as he moved not-so-stealthily.

Looking at the report, Milia smiled before nodding, “Do not follow him up close — at least not close enough to make it seem that you are following him. Simply make sure to erase any possible situation that would affect his amusement.”

Currently, Lustberg was in a festive atmosphere, but such a rowdy environment could give rise to all kinds of problems.

She didn't know what had happened for him to think he needed to "sneak out," but it wasn't her place to think about such a thing. If His Highness wished to have fun, she would make damn sure not even a microbe would pass through the net and ruin his day.
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Meanwhile, in the Church of Castitas, while looking at a mirror, a smile stretched across Aurora's face, before slowly slipping to form a cold, emotionless expression.

"Hmmm… This won't do." Looking at her face, she slowly raised her fingers and pulled her lips in a smile once again.

It was a more innocent smile, filled with kindness and faith. "Much better."

She stood up and looked at the sky, observing things that only she could seemingly see.

"Should I go out?"

She hesitated for a few moments before shaking her head. Now wasn't the time.

She just had to wait.

It didn't matter how long it took. All that mattered was reaching the goal.

Time was meaningless to her, after all.

She went back to her mirror and once again practiced her smiling gestures.


Chapter 36


Simple Joy



When Sol finally walked out of the Tower of Babel, he felt like a huge and oppressive weight had been lifted from his shoulders.

Right here, with no one in sight but Isis and Sheherazade, he did not have to keep his pretense of strength or maturity any longer.

Out of all his women, Isis was perhaps the only one to whom he could show his more childish side. She was the most normal amongst them, after all, and had a deep understanding of his mindset.

“So, where should we go?”

The Tower of Babel was at the very center of Lustberg's capital. But there was not much in sight…yet.

“The Black Knights cover the tower's entire perimeter. They are our most-elite troops.”

He pointed toward the distance, where shadows could be seen walking as they took guard.

“Elite…?” Isis’s eyebrows rose up slightly as she gazed at those soldiers.

She could indeed see the discipline and the fervent expression of abiding by their duties etched on their faces. But — elite? Really?

She could feel the presence of those so-called elites, as Sol had described them, and no matter how she thought about it, they didn’t seem that great.

Sol understood the expression of disbelief she was giving him as she glanced toward the Black Knights. He couldn’t help but laugh, “Don’t use the standards of the astral realm to judge the people here. In the mortal realm, being a Duke automatically puts you in the top 100 or 200 in the world.”

Isis was quite surprised by this piece of information. A single divine beast’s territory would have more than a hundred Dukes in her armies, and a few more that were not directly affiliated with them.

In the first place, on the battlefield, Dukes were just captains of small dispatch groups or to put it simply, glorified cannon fodder.

A duke could never change the direction of a battlefield…Well. A ‘normal’ Duke could never do so, that is.

Isis knew enough to understand that people like her or Sol, or even those at the level of Nidhogg and Kaiser, were exceptions to that rule. They were the special group, who could fight above their realms and cause unprecedented havoc on the battlefield. A thought for another time…

“So, you still didn’t answer. Where should we go?”

Sol coughed to hide his embarrassment. He couldn’t exactly say that he didn’t know where to go now, could he? He had only visited the city two times throughout his life, after all.

It was then that a maid approached one of the guards. Even though the distance was quite far, they could hear what she was saying, “How are you guys doing? I brought up some food.”

“Ohh. Thanks, miss!”

“Haha, do not worry. Today is pretty calm. The ones busy are those out currently to keep everything in check for the festival.”

“Heh, indeed. This is the festival made to welcome the coming of the prince in good health, after all. It is bound to be hectic.”

“Thanks the goddesses.”

“The south district should be particularly active, right?”

“Indeed. It has always been the place that has welcomed the most-amount of tourists, and is also the wealthiest. I heard Duchess Milaris even dipped into her own coffers to help in the organization.”

“She is truly a woman favored by the goddesses.” The men lowered their heads slightly as they gave their prayer of gratitude to the goddesses and the generous Milaris family, while the maid left as quietly as she had come.

After this exchange, Sheherazade and Isis both looked at Sol with sparkling eyes. He could only laugh awkwardly as he spoke in a soft tone, “No need to look at me like you want to devour me. We can go take a look.”

““Yessss!””

Sol chuckled as he watched the pair of girls jump with joy before giving a meaningful look in the direction the maid had left.

He remembered her as one of the maids who had shared his bed in the past. All the maids who did so were generally Milia's closest confidantes, girls who had passed all of her tests and she deemed worthy of her trust. So worthy that she allowed them to cater to his needs.

Why would such a maid come out at this time?

Haha, it seems like I need to give some reward to Milia later on.

“Well, let’s go to the south. I wonder what House Milaris has prepared for the festival.”
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The moment they left the zone protected by the Black Knights, Sol found himself facing the sculpture of his father in the central plaza, holding a sword while riding a dragon. He remembered taking a look at this when he went out during his date with Lilith. Though that date had been a failure, all things considered.

At the very least, Sol didn’t consider a date that ended up in a graveyard to be a good date or any sort of date at all. Alas, fate had it that the date was set up for failure from the get-go.

“Ohhh! Are those your parents?”

“Yeah. My father is considered to be a hero in this kingdom.”

“Heh, Father was right then — most heroes end up dead.” She said so then her expression changed when she realized what she had said, “I-I am sorry! I didn’t mean to insult your parents.”

“Heh, don’t worry. I am not the most respectful son, either.”

Sol advanced toward the monument and looked up at his parents. It was really a work of art. He wondered if Duchess Milaris was the one who prepared the sculpture. This wouldn’t surprise him, after all; she had a talent so high in this domain that the goddesses themselves had rewarded her. Plus that raving woman was batshit crazy about his father.

“You know, I never liked my father and never found what was so admirable about him.”

As a reincarnator, Sol had no particular feelings for his parents in this world. This might have been different if they had been alive and had actually raised him for a few years. Sadly, this wasn’t the case.

Because of this, all his life he had to live as the Son of the Hero King. Not Sol, the Crown Prince. His worth and his own talents were always overshadowed by his father, as everyone always compared him to a dead man and expected him to surpass his father one day — or die trying.

It wasn’t easy. The pressure that was on him when he was young was already insane. Living up to the expectations that people had of him seemed like an impossibility, to say the least.

So Sol resented Mars from the depths of his heart. He resented the fact that a stupid naive fool like his father could garner so much love and respect from the masses. He resented that he was forced to live to the standard that his father dictated for no apparent reason.

“I wondered what people would do if I didn’t reach a level similar to him? Would they give up on me? What is my worth? Hah…”

Isis and even Sheherazade calmly listened to what he spoke before speaking the question that they had since the start of this speech, “What about now?”

His hazy and lost expression vanished as pride and confidence filled his eyes.

“In the past, while I could say that I was not my father and could refuse being compared, it was mostly out of a feeling of inferiority, as I thought there was no way that I could surpass that monster. But now?

“Hahah, now I can say with absolute confidence and without a shred of doubt that… I am me. I am not my father and I am not just the Son of the Hero King.”

A boyish smile formed on his face as he pulled Isis by the hand and began to walk away from the monument, “When the last page of my story is written, I will have created my own legacy. One that will surpass everything before me.”

Isis was dazzled by that smile of his. It was a smile she rarely saw on the face of the ever-polite Sol. One pulled with pure joy and anticipation for the future.

His future was his own and he would be the author of his story. He would never let anyone else dictate who or what he would become.

At the end of the day, he could not change his ancestry. He would always be the Son of the Hero King.

But his legacy will overshadow his past, of that he is sure.

It is his absolution…

“Heh, then what will you be called in the future?”

Sol stopped. He still didn’t know what title he should choose for himself.

“Oh! Oh! I know! I know; What about the Supreme King?”

Isis chortled at the funny title Sheherazade suggested for Sol.

“Not good? Then Omega King?”

“Nope.”

“Super King?”

“Never.”

“Harem King?”

“Over my dead body.”

“Pfft! Hahaha!”

“Phoenix’s Robber?”

“Oh, I might like this one.”

“Hey!?”

Just like this, the three of them walked away from the monument. Isis laughed at the stupid nicknames Sheherazade suggested, and Sol swore in his heart to never let Sheherazade have enough influence to affect his future title.

The future held many secrets and no one knew really how things would end. But at the very least, right here, right now, they were as happy as they could be.
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As the three of them walked along the streets and joked around, Sol began to remember the distribution of the different districts of the capital.

In the past, the imperial city of Lustburg was divided into five great districts. The Central district belonged to the Church and the Royal Family. The Northern district was under the supervision of the Highland family. The South was under the Milaris. The West was under the Travers. And finally, the East was under the Gorfards.

Four Ducal families, one Church, and one Royal Family constituted the hierarchy of the human empire. Those were the powers that stood at the apex of the kingdom.

Despite having their own territories, each heir of the Ducal families had an obligation to live in the imperial city until they took their obligatory position as the head of their household and officially replaced their predecessor.

The problem was that, after the Gorfard family turned traitor and were stripped of their titles and position, a vacuum was created in the power structure.

The Royal Family took partial control of that zone and shared the rest with the three remaining Ducal families.

After the whole fiasco with the Gorfards and the past affairs with his grandfather, Sol did not want to give too much power to the nobles again.

The Highlands, the Milaris, and the Travers may be loyal now, but he did not know what would happen in the future.

“Speaking of which, they said that this Duchess you spoke of was blessed by the goddesses. What does it mean?” Isis asked, curious to know more about the kingdom which Sol ruled. After all, she was now an integral part of it.

“Duchess Milaris is…. Hmmmm. Well, let’s say she is an incredible woman whose talent was recognized by the goddesses themselves. So they gave her a gift.”

“Seriously!? Whoa! She is like, super-awesome, then!! Can we meet her!!?” Sheherazade was beyond excited after learning about this piece of information. It wasn’t like it was the first time the goddesses gave a gift to him on a whim. But one would need something really impressive to make them act like this.

“What’s her talent?”

“Art.” Sol chuckled as he remembered the rather disturbing paintings of his father in the woman's house. The Duchess, Arachne Milaris', obsession with his father was on par with Lilith’s and perhaps went even beyond. She had never really liked Sol and she never hesitated in making this fact clear.

Their relationship had grown more cordial after the fight against the Gorfards, but that was all there was to it. The two of them would never go beyond a simple relationship of being acquaintances or the usual superior-subordinate state.

“Ohhh! Art, huh? I don’t know much about art. I am curious.”

“Well, the monument we saw earlier was created by her.”

Sheherazade and Isis opened their eyes wide in awe. The amount of detail on that statue was simply incredible. Even if one knew nothing about art, one could still understand that this wasn’t something that could be done without great love and passion.

Sol, though, simply shrugged at their reaction. He had always wondered why his mother was depicted in her dragon form rather than her human form, and deduced that this was simply a way for Arachne to take revenge against her.

Haha, a woman in love can really be petty as all hell.

“Well, we are finally here.”
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The south zone was under the control of the Milaris family, and they were pretty wealthy, all things considered.

Furthermore, since their true territory was near the border — practically on it — the Milaris family enjoyed a great reputation in the kingdom, as they helped protect the country from invaders, and also welcomed tourists of all kinds.

The moment the three of them entered this zone, it was like they were entering a different world altogether.

Everywhere, lights could be seen floating in the air as they illuminated the streets. People were playing and moving around and joy could be seen on everyone's faces.

The eyes of the two girls began to sparkle as they observed a scene that they had never witnessed before in the astral realm.

Festivals were not exactly easy to organize in the underworld, and Sheherazade had been basically ostracized by the members of her race and was unable to participate in most of their celebrations.

As for festivals in the Phoenix realm, they were few and far between and Isis had not participated in them at all. She did not want to go to a place where people obviously did not like her presence.

“What should we do!? What should we do!!?” Sheherazade began flying frantically and buzzing around everywhere as she looked all around. There were many things she wanted to try — so much so that she felt completely dizzy from just thinking about it.

It was funny but Sol just realized that he had forgotten one very important fact. They lived in a very capitalistic world and, there was one thing that the three of them lacked.

Money.

Fuck.

Sol swore heavily. As a prince living in the Tower, he never had to buy anything for himself. Everything was directly delivered to him. In the astral realm, gold was worth shit, and only Faith coins had any value. But this was not the case in the mortal realm.

“Hum…? Is there a problem?” Isis was quite perceptive and immediately noticed the awkward expression marring his face. Sol briefly debated between lying and keeping his pride or telling the truth.

“I forgot to bring money with us.”

“Pfft!”

“Hahahaha!”

He covered his face. Indeed. His pride had been crushed into powder.

Both Sheherazade and Isis were merciless in their reactions. They did not even try to leave him some dignity by controlling the intensity of their peals of laughter.

“You always call me an airhead, but it seems like our dear old prince isn’t without flaws after all!”

“Laughed enough yet?”

“Nope. Never. This will go down in the annals of history.”

“Heh, like how you, trying to play a prank on me, ended up with us facing kidnappers?”

“*Cough* *Cough*” Isis coughed awkwardly to hide her embarrassment at the sneak attack Sol launched toward her. She should have known that he was not an easy target to tease.

“So, what should we do?”

“I can go back and take some money from home, I suppose.”

“No, no, no, no! We don’t even need to buy anything. We sneaked out, right? It would be a shame to simply go back. Let’s have some fun!”

Sol looked at Sheherazade and grinned before taking out a wig to hide his hair. He also kept the horns above his head to act as a camouflage of sorts. Demi-humans were not rare in Lustburg, so it would be a fitting disguise.

As for their clothes, while Isis was covered in a thin robe and an assortment of jewels, Sol could see many nobles moving around in even more outrageous outfits, so there was no problem.

The three began to walk around.

The current festival seemed to him to be a blend of the celebrations that were popular in Brazil and Japan back in his old world. Everywhere he looked, people were singing, dancing, or selling something. On the corners or down darkened alleys, he could see couples kissing or doing even more daring acts, but people would simply ignore them and move on to do their own things.

This was the country of lust, after all.

Soon, Sol realized that he had been worried for nothing, as money did not even become a problem.

Along the way, even without asking, they would receive free gifts. The vendors would say that it was for a beautiful couple, causing Isis to blush furiously whenever they would compliment how good they looked together or how beautiful she was.

Sol’s hands were soon full of gifts and Sheherazade cheered as she munched on street foods. Sol had verified that there was nothing dangerous in them, so it was safe.

He had been curious if the others were getting the same treatment, but no matter how much he stretched his senses, this was obviously not the case.

“Why think too much? Let’s just enjoy this.”

Hearing Isis’ words, Sol nodded. He wouldn’t have many opportunities to have fun after this. So he should just enjoy this day.
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What Sol would have discovered if he used his dimension to scout, was that, a little farther in the southern district, inside a closed bar, a secret operation was taking place.

A holographic map of the capital, with three red dots moving around, was floating in the air as people bustled around. Standing in her maid’s uniform with her hands behind her back, Milia observed the map as the red dots moved in real time. She kept giving her orders.

“Zone B6 and B7 clear.”

“Zone C5 and C19 clear.”

“Here, Bishop. The vendors in the second alley have all been replaced by our agents.”

“Good job, everyone.” Milia praised them as they received positive feedback. “Continue clearing out anything that might disturb His Highness and his entourage. Drunkards should be pushed away, and ruffians need to be put down and sent to jail before they ruin His Highness’ evening.”

She looked around, “Everyone, this is a very important mission. I will have your head if you fail.”

Everyone shuddered; they simply could not fathom why Milia was so serious, but they were afraid to ask.

So the Crown’s Shadow decided to move as if their lives really depended on it.


Chapter 37


Enjoyable Date



As the festival proceeded, Sol slowly began paying more and more attention to Sheherazade, and the more he observed her closely, the more curious he became about her as a person.

“Sol! Sol! Look at this!”

Sol smiled as he watched Isis receive an ice cream cone from the vendor for the drooling Sheherazade. It was a funny scene as it was clearly too oversized for the small fairy to gulp down alone. But watching her slowly devour it while using magic to keep it from spilling over was so cute that it was literally heartwarming.

“You know, I have always been curious about something. Why are you always so happy and bubbly?”

When Sol first became close to Sheherazade, he only considered her as a naive airhead. It was only after learning of her past that he understood that this was far from the truth.

Unlike him or Isis, Sheherazade was not born in great conditions. She was not of noble birth, nor did she have powerful parents. She was a simple commoner among her own race, facing her own hardship that the day-to-day life brought her.

For her, her talent and power were not a blessing but rather a curse. She lost the meager amount of relations and connections she already had. She became a target, had to live in hiding, and had endless anxiety almost every day, fearing when she would be caught, only to nearly die after having fallen into the trap of a spacetime vortex and landing in an endless desert.

Only by chance was she able to meet someone like Isis in the lands of decay and death.

Why could someone like her still live such a happy life and still be so kind? Why did she not think of enacting revenge? Why was she not consumed by fear or hatred?

Sol did not know why he asked her this. But the more he thought about Lilith’s life, the more he wanted to know the perspective of people who did not fall in the face of despair.

“Hmmmm..?”

The two girls were clearly startled by the sudden question.

Sheherazade tilted her in confusion before musing. “You know… I am not really super smart or strong. Haha~”

She gave an embarrassed smile before continuing, “—But you see… I didn’t really have a choice, right? It isn’t like crying or being angry would change my situation. I don’t like sad things. So I didn’t want to become sad myself.”

Sol was speechless by such simple reasoning that transcended the boundaries of logic. “Then, are you forcing yourself to show that happiness?”

“Heh? Not really? I mean, I can eat well and live well. I have Isis, and now I am even visiting the mortal realm. Hahaha~! My life is so blissful. So why should I only see the negatives that I have gone through while discarding the positive aspects of it? Life is much more fun when you laugh and enjoy it rather than musing on the negative side of things.”

Seeing Sol looking at her with a weird expression, Sheherazade became flustered, “Sorry. As I said, I am not really smart. I don’t know how else to explain myself.”

“No…” Sol shook his head, “You do not have to apologize.”

He looked up at the sky. “I don’t know whether your way of thinking is right or wrong. But surely, the world would be a far happier place if people were to think like you.”

Sol could not accept Sheherazade’s way of thinking. For him, only seeing the positive, discarding the negative sides of life, and being content with what one had means that you accepted stagnation and that you refused to advance and evolve.

People became stronger by facing and overcoming hardship. Humans evolved because they were not satisfied. Rather than lust, greed was the greatest motivating factor for being blessed with intelligence.

But…. did this mean that he was right and that she was wrong?

No. Some people find happiness in reaching greater heights. Some others, like her, were happy with the little things in life.

There was no such thing as right or wrong in the way of pursuing happiness. The path may be different for everyone, but the ultimate goal was the same. And the only thing that mattered is just reaching that goal, not the way one reached it.

“Thanks for answering me.”

Sol felt his respect for the little fairy soar to new heights. When faced with hardship, some people could only give up and kneel and curse at the world. There was nothing wrong with that. The way one dealt with sadness was personal, and no one had the right to judge others for it.

But there were some people, different from the norm — unique…

People would call them fools, simple-minded, naive, airheads, and even stupid without understanding the depth of their inner strength. Even when facing the most devastating moments, they could smile and stand up and find joy in simple things. Those people, no matter how much they were struck by fate, could still move on and advance without looking back.

Thinking about it, one could say that Sheherazade’s mental strength was superior to that of even Lilith’s.

One chose to give up on life after losing the one she cared the most for. Living only in the past and ignoring the present or the future.

Meanwhile, the other chose to laugh at the face of Fate even after losing everything she had and decided to focus on the present and the future.

“Hahaha, you are really incredible.”

“I am? Hehehe~! Of course I am! Bow in front of my awesome self!”

“Of course, your fabulousness.”

Sheherazade laughed and flew before landing on Sol’s head in between his horns, “Let’s go, my proud steed! Let’s stop thinking about the difficult things and just have fun all day long!”

Isis opened her eyes wide when she saw this phenomenon. Even though Sol was not raised by dragons, she knew very well how angry they could become if someone they did not respect tried to mount them like that.

But when she saw Sol show no negative reactions and only laughed out loud at her words, she felt that a weight had been taken off her shoulders, and she also laughed alongside them.

One of the reasons Isis had managed to keep her smile even when living in a place where everyone disliked her was that she had someone like Sheherazade by her side.

The fairy would always bring joy and happiness to her and soothe her worries. She was glad to see that she had the same effect on Sol.

She took Sol by the arm, and the three continued to visit the various stands.
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After Sol decided to stop thinking hard about everything, he slowly began to follow the pace of Sheherazade and Isis.

Suddenly he found that the world was not so complicated after all.

They would visit stands where they could get prizes. After the prize reached a certain amount, the stand owner went as far as to keep them at his stall and assured them to deliver the prizes to the Tower of Babel.

The fact that none of them showed surprise at this was quite telling about what their real identities were, but Sol simply ignored them.

He felt like he was becoming younger with each passing moment, like a kid running around and simply having fun, not knowing how vast the world truly was.

The light in the sky, the people dancing or moving about in intricate disguises, everything was simply joyful and beautiful.

In this place, there were no distinctions between nobles and commoners. People were simply having fun.

This might be seen as escapism. Ignoring reality for a fleeting moment of happiness.

But Sol did not bother thinking too deeply about it at this moment.

He was having fun.

This was different from the joy born from fighting and crushing a skilled opponent.

It was also different from the happiness of spending time with his lovers.

It was a purer and simpler form of joy. One that had long been repressed in his heart because of all the responsibilities weighing on him. But now he could freely express them.

Sol had always wanted a friend. Someone he could talk to as an equal and share his joys and sorrows with.

He thought he had a friend in Chloe, the Holy Daughter from the angels’ side. But the time they had spent together was simply too small for him to form a deeper connection with her.

He then thought that he could become friends with Ares. But after what happened with Gerald and their subsequent subordinate-superior relationship, it was simply impossible.

But now, he realized that he had two true friends: Isis and Sheherazade.

All things considered, they had only spent a few months together. But what they faced in those few months was more than what most people would even witness in their entire lives.

Sol had always been leery of giving his trust to someone after what happened with Gerald.

But with them, he had no such fear.

Was he being naive again?

Perhaps.

Should he always keep his eyes open, just in case?

Most likely.

But would he do so?

Not at all.

Trust was earned, not given. The two of them had fought alongside him. Put their lives in danger for him and decided to follow him no matter where he went. If he did not believe in them, then in whom could he believe again?

On this night, Sol laughed like a kid.

Tomorrow, he would face many things that simply surpassed anything he had ever faced before. It would be hard. He might become disappointed after facing such challenges. His efforts might not get rewarded in the end.

But that was still alright.

He just needed to continue walking on his path until the end.

In pursuit of that ultimate goal of happiness…His very own happily ever after….
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Back in the base, Milia observed keenly as the date went as well as it was possible. She had noticed them stop for a short instant, but it did not matter. From what her spies had said it seemed that they had just been discussing something serious.

Milia knew Sol enough to understand that he must have asked something of Isis to satiate his curiosity.

She would have to remind him later that while curiosity was good, it was sometimes a mood-breaker in these types of scenarios. This was even more so when people were trying to have fun in the company of each other while forgetting about the troubling state of the world.

"Everything is going well."

Even though she had acted on her own accord on the fly, Milia had to admit that she felt pretty proud about what she had just accomplished with the extremely minuscule time that she had. In the grand scheme of things, it didn’t amount to much at all. But this did not change how she felt.

Hah…! I have missed this feeling so much.

It had only been two weeks since their estrangement and consequent reunion, but not catering to Sol’s daily life had been like torture for her. Her greatest pleasure in life was serving him, and seeing him happy made her all the happier.

Now, she could once again work on her purpose. The purpose of her existence and living…

“Okay, guys, it’s time to wrap up everything with a bang. Prepare for the finale!”

“Understood.”

She smiled and looked at the screen. It was nearly midnight. She would make sure that this day would be etched in her lord's memory for the rest of his long, long life.

‘I hope you will appreciate my efforts, Your Highness.’

Unlike the other girls, Milia did not feel envious of Sol’s other women. She was a shadow, forever walking hidden behind her lord and protecting him from all that was harmful.

Even though he was stronger than she was now and did not need her protection any longer, it did not matter.

A king did not need to deal with filth. It would be her job to take care of all menial tasks that could stop him from focusing on his true objectives.

“Did you finish profiling the two new companions of His Highness?”

In a room full of people whose faces and bodies were concealed by shadows stood a woman in a maid’s uniform and a man wearing a stylish tuxedo, a monocle over his right eye.

They were Ketia and Edgar, two of the Fingers, the leaders of the Crown’s Shadow.

After being called out by Milia, Edgar adjusted his monocle before explaining the situation. “Do you think this is a kind of identifying magic? It takes enough time and data.”

Edgar sighed and continued, “For now ,we believe that the two newbies are sincere. You should know how stringent the first contract can be.”

Milia nodded, “We will slowly gather more information about her. The maids that will be assigned to her will all be part of the Crown’s Shadow; only include those members who’ve received complete spy training.”

Milia believed that Isis was trustworthy. After all, she had signed a contract with Sol, and it was his first contract. This made Isis a very valuable ally.

But Sheherazade was different. Milia had gotten a vague outline of her powers when Sol introduced her during the banquet. But if the fairy had even half the potential of what she deduced from Sol’s words, she was a walking calamity and should be disposed of as soon as possible.

Sadly, she knew that Sol would never do this and unlike Camelia, Milia did not wish to hide things from him and treat him like he was a child. He was her lord, and she had to give him his due respect.

Since she was his shadow, she would always do the dark deeds so he wouldn’t have to.

She would be the one to be suspicious of everything in his stead and would carve him a bloody path before covering it with a carpet so that he could walk unhindered without being stopped by anything or anyone.

If the two ended up being ‘good’ people, then all the better. She would be the first one to celebrate the news with them. After all, her main goal was Sol’s happiness, not to prove a point to show that the two women were indeed suspicious.

“They seem to have slowed down, and the normal vendors are slowly packing up. Should we proceed and start the plan?”

“Hmm. Very well. So let’s finish this impromptu date operation in high spirits, shall we?”
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On Sol and the girls’ side, even though they were still having fun, they could feel that the festival was slowly dying down.

From what Sol understood, this would be a seven-day-long celebration to honor the 14 goddesses and thank them for keeping the prince safe and sound on his journey.

This was a total load of bullshit, of course, as the goddesses had no hand in his coming back alive; however, as Lustberg was a theocracy, he couldn't exactly say that he didn't like the goddesses now, could he?

“What should we do now? Go back?” Sheherazade was a little disappointed to end things so soon, but she was also happy to have participated in the fun.

“Everyone! It's nearly time for the Grand Finale! Are you ready!?"

It was then that they heard the announcement, causing them to tilt their heads in puzzlement. Everyone in the crowd was the same as they wondered what was about to happen. But the announcer simply chuckled.

"Don’t forget, dear citizens of Lustburg. Everything tonight is being sponsored by the Royal Family and the four noble houses. Now let's go! Ten! Nine!..."

As more and more people joined in, following the countdown, their volume increased as they got closer and closer to…

"Zero!"

The announcer’s voice was immediately followed by a red light shooting into the sky before exploding into thousands of sparks of blinking brilliance.

It was followed by a second, a third, and many, many more.

"Whoa!"

Sheherazade looked up with amazement while standing on Sol's head while Sol held Isis' hand in a tight grip.

Standing under the illuminated sky, shining with thousands of colors, Sol whispered gently, "Thanks for being here with me."

They did not know who the first one to do it was. But as their lips slowly met, they realized that the one to initiate the action had never mattered in the first place.

This was the sweetest kiss Isis had ever received from Sol, and she knew that even if ten thousand years were to pass, she would never forget this kiss.
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The light of the fireworks slowly faded away, signaling the end of the festival for the day.

Watching the lights die out on the screen, Milia felt her heart being filled with relief and pride.

“Good job, everyone.” She clapped, and her staff smiled and nodded in response.

Suddenly, Ketia, who had been silent until now, changed her expression abruptly as she received a troublesome message. “We have a situation. The Dark Phantom is moving and approaching His Highness.”

Milia frowned at those words. The Dark Phantom was part of the demon race. They were a B+ ranked race with the ability to move through the shadow dimension. Thanks to this, they were all very powerful and dangerous assassins.

The one known as the Dark Phantom of Lustburg was the demon contracted to Duchess Arachne Milaris.

It would have been nearly impossible for her agents to catch him if he tried to sneak up on Sol, so this means he was openly showing himself to tell them that he meant no harm to them.

“Leave him alone.”

Milia sighed, I am sorry, Your Highness. All I could give you was one night of living out your dreams.

Sol was not a kid anymore. He was to become King of all of humanity. A night where he could act like a carefree child was rare, and she was happy that she had at least been able to give him a good time.

“Why do you think he is approaching him?”

“Most likely, it’s about their guests.”

If the Travers family was related to Greed Dike, then the Milaris were closer to Envilya. An important guest had recently contacted the Crown’s Shadow through the Milaris family. Still, Milia had been unable to do much as she did not have any authority over the diplomatic envoy.

“Ketia, this is your job. Immediately rejoin His Highness…” Milia began giving orders to keep everything organized and in place.

The Crown’s Shadow was composed of three divisions: the Hands, the Eyes, and the Feet.

The Feet was the division charged with foreign relations. Diplomacy was their bread and butter. It was also the organization under the command of Ketia.

The Eyes were the spy division placed all over the kingdom, as well as a few neighboring foreign kingdoms. This branch was run by Edgar.

Finally, the Hand— it was the assassin division of the Crown’s Shadow. They were the ones tasked to protect the crown in the dark and to do the dirty jobs when necessary. This was Milia’s division.

“Edgar, take care of the rest of the festival. Make sure the citizens begin heading home and the vendors are packed up. Then begin circling the Milaris mansion and see if anything weird happens in the vicinity.”

Edgar nodded in reply.

Milia did not believe that Milaris would do anything funny now. But better be safe than sorry.

“We are going now.” Ketia and Edgar each took a few steps back before sinking into the shadows and moving away in a flash.

Ever since they had been crushed by the undead puppet Berthold, which had been controlled by Drei of the Wings of Freedom, Edgar, Ketia, and Arias had been working hard in order to develop new skills that would further their powers and means.

Milia was glad to see their current progress.
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Sol, who had been basking in happiness and savoring the gentle kiss he had shared with Isis, sighed inwardly when he felt a flurry of movement in their surroundings.

He had been suppressing his senses until now, but it seemed that the beautiful night had ended before he knew it. Like Cinderella escaping from the ball as her transformation slowly undid itself, Sol had to cast away his childish self once again and put on the oh-so-fitting mask of the prince and future king that he had been wearing all his life.

Slowly separating his lips from Isis’, his smile changed into a calm and mature mask as he patted her head and looked in the distance.

“Come out now.”

“I am sorry for disturbing you, Your Highness.”

A black-haired man wearing a traditional butler’s uniform slowly walked out of the shadows and bowed to Sol with an expression full of respect.

What else could he do? When he had been tasked by the Duchess to come to invite the prince, he had thought that this would be an easy mission. After all, the prince in his memory was still nothing more than a young pup. A small wolf that had yet to grow his teeth.

But now… the Dark Shadow felt all his instincts screaming at him that if he was to show the slightest disrespect, his head would be sent flying. Even now, standing up upright was difficult, as the aura emanating from the prince’s mere presence seemed to weigh on his shoulders and gave him the urge to simply bow his head and kneel.

“Sol…”

Sol gave an impassive look at the butler but lowered his pressure when Sheherazade tugged at his horn. Her voice was filled with worry.

Since he did not wish to startle his little fairy friend, Sol put on a gentle smile and faced the butler. It was as if his oppressive aura had been nothing but a lie.

Still, this didn’t mean that he had calmed down.

“I remember you. Since when can a vassal call their superior as they wish? Did Duchess Milaris become a queen while I was away?”

“I would not dare.” The butler sweated profusely and shook his head. “The Duchess could not come, as she is entertaining an important guest.”

Sol mused for a little while before looking behind him, “Ketia, you can come out.”

“I am here, Your Highness.” She emerged from the shadows and bowed to him gracefully.

“It has been a while; I hope you have been well.”

“Thank you, Your Highness, everything is perfect.”

The difference in treatment was clear for all to see, but the butler did not — could not — complain. He could only watch and wait.

It was hard to say how or when, but the entire zone had already been cleared of all pedestrians, only leaving a few moving members of the Crown’s Shadow slowly circling the perimeter.

“Very well. Since you are here, I suppose that Milia sent you. Pray, tell me who is this guest I am supposed to meet at the Milaris’ house?”

This was a test, in a way, from Sol. The Crown’s Shadow was supposed to have evolved and doubled its surveillance. If anyone could enter the Capital without them being aware of it, then they were simply useless.

Ketia was not stupid and she could clearly feel the edge in his voice. She understood that the only reason he was not more direct with his words was that she was Lilin's personal maid.

“We have already uncovered the identity of the guest of Duchess Milaris. She is a diplomatic guest who has been waiting for your arrival.”

“Her name?”

This time, he was very curious about who it might be to cause such a fuss.

“Anastasia Invidia, the second princess of Envilya.”

Sol closed his eyes and chuckled, causing bewilderment to appear on everyone's faces except for Isis and Sheherazade, who were astonished.

In the end, all Sol could murmur was, “Fate is truly mysterious.”

It seemed that he suddenly would not need the help of the witches as much as he previously thought.

He wondered what kind of expression Ambrosia would show if she learned of this fact.


Chapter 38


Anastasia



When Sol heard that Anastasia Invidia was currently present in Lustberg, he could not help but chuckle bitterly, as it felt like all the pieces of a missing puzzle were perfectly aligning themselves for him one after another.

This was not a feeling he appreciated in the least. But in this case, he had to know why she was here in the first place.

Anastasia was a powerful knight who had shone brightly on the battlefield many times over, and slowly built up her reputation as one of the most powerful beings in the mortal realm.

The only reason she was not the current Crown Princess of Envilya was that she was not a Blessed. Even so, her influence and power were unmatched by any other entity in the kingdom of demons except for the Church of Humanitas.

She was also the daughter of Pandora Invidia, the current queen of Envilya, and a previous member of Mars’ team.

Those two were the very reason why the Church of Humanitas could not take total control of the Kingdom, despite their power being superior to the current royal family — at least, that was what he had read on paper.

Not only was it forbidden, but the populace supported the royal family quite a bit.

Why had such a bigshot come to Lustburg as a diplomat, but refused to show herself openly? It was a red flag, no matter how he thought about it.

His mind began to move as he made some possible conjectures, but no matter how he looked at it, Envilya needed their help.

Now, Sol could use his position as soon-to-be-king to make clear who had the upper hand in this conflict, to make them fold more easily. He would have done so if she was a normal diplomatic envoy.

But as Anastasia was a princess and one with important political power, he decided to act as the gentleman for now.

Sol smiled as Sheherazade flew from his head to land on his shoulder, “Ohh! Are you going to meet that talented woman you spoke about earlier? Can we follow you?”

Sol gently shook his head to deny her. There were some things he needed to do on his own. “Not this time. We might have some unpleasant discussions.”

He had to be firm here. After all, he didn’t want to spoil Sheherazade too much. But seeing the disappointed expression on her face, he decided to relent a little, “Don’t worry. I will organize a meeting for you later on when this situation is sorted out.”

“Yessss!!”

Isis chuckled after hearing this discussion of theirs. Seeing this scene, it was hard to remember who was the oldest of the two.

“We won’t disturb you. Either way, I do want to rest a little before that wolf decides to challenge me.”

Sol felt a little conflicted when he heard this piece of information but ultimately said nothing. Setsuna was strong. She was an A+ rank being, after all. In terms of pure talent, she was not that much inferior to a divine beast. But Isis was simply on a different level.

If she went all out, even Sol was not sure he could beat her head on. Even if Setsuna had grown quite a bit, she was not a Duke yet and that alone was a great handicap in itself.

Of course, he had no intention of stopping that fight from happening. He believed in Setsuna and the strength of her mind. He knew that she would not crumble because of a simple defeat. She was his knight, after all.

“Ketia, fetch a carriage for my companions. Also, I want you to assign a few maids to them for some shopping tomorrow. In fact, bring Lilin with you.”

He ignored the butler and focused on Ketia as he gave his orders. Ketia did not even think about bringing up that Milia had asked her to follow him.

She nodded almost instinctively despite the fact that Sol was not even trying to intimidate her.

“Hey! My clothes are alright, okay?”

“So you're telling me that you are going to wear the same clothes every single day?”

Divine beasts could create their own clothes using mana. This was very useful as when they shapeshifted, normal clothes would be completely destroyed. But still, even if she decided to use mana for the purpose of her clothing, it would be interesting to have her move around the kingdom and interact with the populace on her own.

Isis had never really managed to walk around in populated settlements without having to hide her face and aura when she was in the astral realm.

But here, in his kingdom, he would make damn sure that she became as happy as possible. Shopping as she wished, without having to hide, was the first step toward this.

Ideally, Sol would have wished for Setsuna to follow as well, but since her sense of duty was too strong, she would act as their knight and guard without having any fun herself. Thus it would’ve just been a waste of time to throw her into the mix.

“Your Highness, if you would follow me?”

“I know the way.”

Sol simply vanished there and then, leaving behind a completely bewildered butler and a slightly bemused phoenix.
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Sol had not been the only one to observe the fireworks.

Sitting in the private office of Duchess Arachne Milaris was a young woman wearing a black bodysuit under a few pieces of armor. She had long purple hair adorned with a golden rose, and her purple eyes shone with splendor even after she watched the fireworks slowly die off. It was a long time before her eyes returned to their previous cold brilliance.

“I must say, my country should seriously take some notes and try new things like this.”

Arachne did not speak; she was not particularly interested in the festival. The only reason she had put money into it was because the news of war was putting pressure on the citizens and making them uneasy. She planned to fund a few more festivals like this in all the major cities of Lustburg to further relax the tense atmosphere throughout the kingdom.

“Why are you keeping this form?”

The purple-haired girl laughed at her words, “She is pretty, isn’t she? I really did a good job with her. Beautiful, smart, kind, strong. I like immersing myself in her personality. She has such a beautiful way of seeing the world. Sigh. If only…”

‘Anastasia’ spoke until this point before shaking her head.

“You lament the fact that she is not a Blessed, I suppose…”

“Even though it might be cruel, that is so. Thankfully, the second daughter, Minerva, has great talent when it comes to <<Acting>>, so I am not really disappointed.”

The two women continued to chat as if there was nothing wrong with what they were saying. Sometimes, they would reminisce about the past as well.

“I wonder if he will come.”

“Are you that impatient to see him?”

“It’s Mars’ son, you know? I’ve always wanted to meet him. But after the stunt those bastards from the church pulled, I didn’t have the courage to do so.”

“You are pretty pathetic — you know that, right?”

“What can I say? The last war against Lustburg ended with our strongest Queen getting killed. Since then, the royal family has never recovered.”

Arachne nodded to her words. This was the result of the fight between Mars’ grandfather and the queen of Envilya, as he led the army against the kingdom of demons.

As a result, both the royal families of Lustburg and Envilya were incredibly weakened.

For Lustburg, the nobles managed to take control of the royal family. For Envilya, it was the church that did so.

“Mars was really incredible. I wish I was able to revert the situation as he did. Haha, sometimes I wonder if I am truly Blessed like him or if the Blessed of Lustburg are just built differently.”

“I sadly do not know enough about Blessed to answer this question of yours.”

Anastasia, or rather, Pandora disguised as Anastasia, simply shrugged. Even the Blessed themselves did not know much about how it worked out for them anyway. No need to be sorry about that.

Pandora had never really been curious about the origin of her blessing, either. Demons, like angels, were discarded divine beasts who had their thrones usurped by a new generation of divine beasts.

She knew her place very well and did not seek more than she needed to. She had managed to become a powerful King-rank succubus, and she believed that her powers were not far from rivaling the previous Nightmare Queen’s.

“By the way, I have never asked you this, but what’s his personality like? What do you think of him?"

Arachne tilted her head as she considered. Her view of Sol had been changed repeatedly in a very short time frame. In the past, because of her resentment, she had simply hated him and viewed him as a sheltered prince who would never become equal to the splendor of his father.

When they met during the traditional Ducal visit, however, she recognized her bias and began to view him as a child with a potential no lower than that of Mars’. But ultimately, that was it.

After the attack on Lustburg, and with Lilith slowly stepping away from power, she deduced that he would become a reliable King, though one that would need much support from his surroundings to stabilize his position.

But now… After standing in the church and witnessing his return from the astral realm, she realized that he had gone beyond everything she had ever expected him to accomplish.

So, what did she think of him now?

"He is a monster who will keep growing without showing any signs of reaching his limit."

Talented people will always exist out there.

Geniuses were really not that rare in the realms.

But in every generation, there would appear those few oddities that broke all semblance of common sense and created their own rules.

In her opinion, Sol was such a monster of this generation.

The new wave would always push the old one aside.

Arachne closed her eyes. No matter how much she did not want to admit it…

She knew that one day, Mars would not be remembered as the Hero King anymore but simply as the father of Sol.

Meanwhile, while the two friends sat and talked, they did not notice that they had never been alone from the start. Unknown to them, all along, a third individual had been sitting right next to them and listening to their discussion.

Quietly, calmly pondering how to best make use of the information he had obtained with a cold and calculating gaze.
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Sitting on a chair not far from them, Sol crossed his legs and leaned back as he quietly observed them. He wondered how he should use the new information he was receiving from the pair of women.

He was slowly starting to understand why all those who had their own realms suffered from a voyeurism fetish. There was just something oh-so empowering about being able to observe and listen to all the secrets of someone without that person being able to do anything about it. The exhilaration was otherworldly.

When I become a demi-god, I should try covering Lustburg entirely with my realm.

It would be impossible to do so in theory, so to speak. Even though Tiamat had covered the entirety of the dragon territory with her own dimension, this was because the territory belonged to her in the first place.

The mortal dimension belonged to no one in particular, and even a demi-god like Nihil could only cover a small part of it for a very short time.

But after his face-off with Lucifer, Sol discovered that his power was quite useful and unique in many ways, differing from the other dimension holders. If all the conditions were to be met, it wouldn’t be impossible for him to repeat the feat of Anubis — stealing a part of an entire realm or, perhaps, even more.

Of course, all of this was for the future.

Right now, he had to deal with more mundane issues of the mortal realm, such as saving the life of his aunt. who wanted to die more than anything else, getting into an alliance with a group of witches who hated his kingdom with a passion, and ascertaining the usefulness of the woman named Pandora.

<<Divine Weapon: Eye of Akasha>>

When he finally opened the Eye of Akasha, from his perspective ,everything stopped in its tracks.

The world itself became completely still, as if time itself became a meaningless notion before the almighty eyes. All that remained was a world filled with threads connected to each and every thing in existence. It felt as if a great puppeteer was moving the inanimate strings to control reality. A simple concept controlled the myriad worlds and realms— it never ceased to amaze him.

The world was woven with threads of different colors. This was at least how he perceived and identified the strings of fate that he had been granted the opportunity to witness, thanks to the amalgam of all his powers.

How blurry it still is.

Sol once again regretted his own weakness. Back then, when he had the power of a demi-god, everything had felt so vivid and in his grasp. He had felt all-powerful. One whim of his could change the destiny of an entire world if he so wished.

But now… he felt like those strings were more like shackles restraining him to this world and its puppeteer’s rules.

Forget it.

Discarding those depressing thoughts, he started by observing Arachne Milaris. The strings linking the two of them were fused with a pink thread so large and sturdy that it seemed to be equal to Skuld’s or Nefertiti’s. The thread representing subordination was rather small.

Sol immediately understood that in Arachne's mind, even the relationship between a ruler and subordinate was worthless. Only her love for Mars made her interested in Sol, creating a feeling of contradiction. She saw him as a nephew but also a reminder that she would never see her love again.

Arachne did not like him. In fact, from what he was seeing, he wondered how it was even possible for her to like anyone at all. Her love for his father was basically blinding her to every other sense and feeling for other individuals.

Shaking his head, he decided to focus on the important target.

Pandora.

Like Arachne, Pandora had a pink thread linking her to Mars. However, this was much, much smaller when compared to Arachne. Her love for Mars seemed to be more in the realm of admiration and perhaps a crush rather than the full-force devotion and obsession that Milaris showed toward his father.

He also observed the thread linking her to Invidia, the Goddess of Envy. He briefly wondered if he could cut it. But unlike the last time when he had absolute certainty that he could do so, now he was drowned in doubt.

So, only by becoming a demi-god can I cut those threads, huh…

It was a good thing to learn. He wasn’t worried about becoming a demi-god. For him, it was a certainty as long as he didn’t get killed down the road.

Now, what should I do?

He didn’t want to start affecting the Fate of those two women right now. He wasn’t so far gone that he would start manipulating people who had done nothing wrong to him and could become potential allies.

Pandora was a King-ranked being, so the influence he could have would be limited. Even without that, she had been a staunch ally of her father in the past and from what she said, the Invidia royal family was in an even worse situation than they initially thought they would be in.

Currently, though, he needed two things from her.

The first one was, of course, to have an open or even a secret alliance with Envilya. One that would make sure they would have their full support when facing Wratharis.

By now, Nefertiti should have already landed in Southern Pride. He didn’t know how much she could help him out. But he would have to visit the elves anyway.

On the map, Wratharis was enclosed on nearly all sides by the three countries. Its only escape would be by sea.

Wratharis might have Sun Wukong on its side. But if Lilith was healed, he was sure that she would be no weaker than that madman. For its part, Southern Pride also had Siegfried. That man had been strong enough to kill a rampaging crazy dragon at the King-rank a thousand years ago.

Does Envilya have a powerhouse outside of Pandora and their Supreme Daughter?

He had never heard of one. But this was an avenue worth exploring.

The second thing he needed from Pandora was to allow Hathor to explore her body.

Lilith had been created by Neptune, who used the genes of the Nightmare Queen. Pandora was the closest thing to the base form that was used inLilith’s creation, and having her data would be more useful than the ones obtained from normal succubi.

But would Pandora accept? After all, in the eyes of many, the existence of Lilith was an abomination. Even if Pandora had once been friends with her during their adventures, they had not seen each other in nearly twenty years.

Nothing was eternal in this world. Parents could backstab their children, and the same went for bosom friends.

Furthermore, if Pandora learned that Neptune had used such a forbidden art to create Lilith, this would be a powerful tool in her hand to threaten them. If the world were to learn about this, it would allow Wratharis to have a righteous cause to invade Lustberg. Perhaps they would even accuse them of walking in the footsteps of Echidna or insulting the goddesses— the most straightforward actions against a family of blasphemers.

If the entire Royal Family of Lustberg was deemed heretical, they would lose much of their influence over the populace and the political world at large.

As I thought, should I try to manipulate her?

Sol’s mind warred between the two thoughts.

Trusting Pandora meant giving her a loaded gun and hoping she would not shoot him in the face.

Manipulating her meant that he was taking one step closer to losing all restraint and justifying all of his means by the results and not the path.

So, Sol decided to take the middle path.

He would give her his trust once, and if she betrayed him, then he would simply erase her memories and manipulate her as he wished, even if that meant him using a part of his remaining divine power for this.

In short, he was giving her an empty gun while making her think it was loaded. If she tried to shoot, then all she would hear would be an empty click.

How times have changed.

Sol already missed the festival and the time he had spent with Isis and Sheherazade. He did not like how he was becoming colder and more suspicious with each passing day. But if there was something he had learned from his father's history and even his own, it was that the word <<Betrayal>> was not created for enemies.

Only those close to you could betray you.

Blind trust was not the right choice in the greater scheme of things. It was a very rare and precious commodity that was only given to those truly worthy.

Well then, this is enough. Time to act.

He was about to close his Eye when something caught his attention.

Hmmm?

Looking down at himself, he could see a great number of pink-colored threads covering him, connected to his soul like last time. The number was ever-expanding, showing that he was quite the scumbag, all things considered.

But this was not what really caught his attention. Last time, he could also see one bright golden thread, clearly representing Luxuria, and two dimmer ones, representing Castitas and Superbia, standing out among them.

It was normal. As a human, he was under both Luxuria and Castitas, and his ancestry from his mother's side linked him to Superbia.

He could also perceive different feelings from those threads.

Greed from Luxuria. Worry from Castitas. Indifference from Superbia.

This was how it should have been even now. But this time, what he was seeing was different.

One, two, three…four threads? How?

A fourth golden thread appeared, and the feeling coming from this one was very different from the others.

All he could feel was… hostility.

Sol’s eyes twitched in frustration at this sudden discovery. He wondered just what the hell had happened and which of the goddesses he had offended for such a feeling of hostility to appear.

Perhaps I should have stayed in the dragon realm.

One day. No…it hasn’t even been one full day since he had returned to the mortal realm. But already, there was so much bullshit happening.

I want to sleep without a worry in the world.

Life could be a pain in the ass sometimes — nay, in his case, it might as well as be all the time.

Truly, he was living in a fucked-up world.

Sol stood up, deep in thought. What was happening was outside of his expectations.

He was now being targeted by a goddess.

He could not determine who it was yet. In fact, the hostility was rather faint as it was. It seemed more like dislike fused with wariness rather than an outright desire to kill him and extinguish his existence. Furthermore, it was only coming from one goddess. That meant that none of his dangerous ideas had been revealed yet.

Ever since he had woken up and realized the potential of the new skill he had unlocked, he had realized the fact that once he became a Demi-god, and reached the level of False God, he could pose a serious threat to the goddesses.

Not only could he possibly steal a part or the entirety of the mortal realm from their grasp, but he could also possibly give irreparable damage to the goddesses, just as Nihil had been unable to heal herself due to the intervention of his powers.

The power of divinity seemed to have a property even more devastating than the <<Immortal Slaying Art>> that was Lilith’s trademark technique. He didn’t simply attack the soul but erased it completely, bringing it to a permanent end.

Perhaps he could even kill a goddess with that power? He didn’t know, but it was worth experimentation.

All those ideas were extremely dangerous and completely heretical. People had been hanged by the church for much less.

This was why he was sure that his current circumstance wasn’t the worst-case scenario yet. If the goddesses had discovered his plan, he wouldn’t be sensing a faint hostility from one goddess but an outright desire to kill from all of them.

But then, this still meant that they were starting to become suspicious and wary of him.

I need to be more careful in my future dealings.

As he was now, he could not afford to become an enemy with the literal rulers of the universe. He was still too weak for him to even think of that possibility.

Sigh…Okay. Let’s play the role of the little good boy for now.

He took a deep breath and calmed his swirling emotions down to an indifferent state.

He would have been feeling quite a bit panicked by now if it was in the past. After all, he was being targeted by a goddess right now. But as he was now, all he felt was mild annoyance.

Had he become too arrogant for his own good?

He didn’t think so. While his pride had definitely grown quite a bit after his metamorphosis in the dragon realm, he also knew his place in the world, and he never underestimated anyone.

If so, then why was he so calm? Why did no fear appear in his heart?

He didn’t know.

Well, let’s deal with the matter at hand.

Either way, he was going to talk to the goddesses soon. He would be able to understand the situation more by then.

Thinking like this, Sol finally took one step outside of his dimension and sat boldly between Arachne and Pandora.

“Hello, ladies. I believe that you have invited me.”
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Pandora had been speaking about the past with Arachne as she waited for Sol’s arrival. But at the same time, she had been feeling quite restless. She didn’t know why, but she had a faint feeling that something was wrong with their current situation.

But how could anything be wrong? She was in a room with only one other person, and she felt the presence of no one else. If so, what was causing this weird feeling of discomfort in her heart?

In the end, she decided her feelings were significant. After all, she was a King-ranked Blessed. She had long since learned that her instincts should never be underestimated, no matter how illogical they may seem at that moment.

If they were telling them that something was wrong, then it probably was.

Subtly, she laced keywords to Arachne into their discussion. The two of them had been companions for a long time and had fought in wars and gone on many adventures together. They had long since developed some code words, and even if it had been nearly twenty years now, she believed her friend hadn’t gotten rusty enough for her to not understand the meaning behind her words.

Thankfully, she was not wrong. Arachne noticed her signs and also slowly changed her position from a relaxed posture to one of vigilance, fully ready for a battle ahead.

It was at that moment they both heard, “Hello, ladies. I believe you have invited me.”

The two of them didn't even wonder who had spoken or how someone could sneak past all of their senses and appear so close to them.

They immediately reacted. The only thing on their mind was attacking the perpetrator.

A sword shone with scarlet light in Pandora’s hand.

[Life drain]

It was an exclusive skill of powerful succubi like her, and she had long since learned how to infuse it in her weapon.

At the same time, hundreds of nearly invisible threads covered the entire room before surrounding the enemy.

[Golden threads: Golden Cocoon]

Those threads had been bestowed by the goddesses upon Arachne. While it was not on the level of a divine weapon per se, the threads were nearly indestructible and if filled with her mana, they could become even deadlier than the best sword one could find in the mortal realm.

The two moved in total synchronization as the thread ensnared the body of the intruder, robbing him of all movement, while the sword stopped at the throat.

Anyone else would have been frightened at the swiftness and the perfect harmony of those movements.

But Sol's smile never wavered.

“I must say, this is quite an interesting reception. Though I am not particularly into bondage play — at least, not when I am on the receiving end.”

Pandora’s eyes widened when she noticed those golden hair and blue eyes. There was only one person who could have those features in Lustburg.

Arachne was no less astonished. But she gathered her wits quickly.

“Your Highness, you should understand that you are trespassing.”

“Trespassing?”

Sol tilted his head in confusion, “Surely you jest, my dear duchess. Do not be mistaken. Everything in Lustberg belongs to the Royal Family and no one else, outside of perhaps the goddesses. We are merely lending this place to you. After all, Ducal families will come and go, but the royal family is eternal.”

Arachne scowled a little, causing Sol to laugh mischievously, “You should not show such an expression. I am merely joking. I came because I was invited to meet a guest. I suppose the lady with a rather sharp sword near my throat is the person in question?”

Pandora and Arachne shared a look. It seemed that Sol did not know Pandora's true identity yet. After all, even when she had attacked, she did not use her powers, which would indicate that she was of the King-rank.

“Your Highness is quite relaxed.”

Still, she was quite bewildered. After all, despite being completely helpless and with a sword close to his throat, he showed absolutely no signs of fear. His heartbeat had not even accelerated.

“For one, Duchess Milaris can not harm me, even if indirectly. Secondly…”

Sol pushed his throat against the sword, but all that happened was that the sword passed harmlessly through his body. This was followed by him phasing through the threads as if they had not existed in the first place.

“You two cannot harm me. So why should I fear for my life?”

Sol smiled as he stood up with no problem after having phased through the threads using his dimension. In that state, only people like Lilith, who could destroy time, space, and perhaps even the fabric of reality if she wished, could hurt him.

Of course, he would never underestimate Pandora.

<<Acting>>

A cheat-like power that belonged to the succubi of the Royal Family.

Sol did not know all the limitations of the skill, but what if Pandora <<Acted>> as Lilith, for example? It would then be quite a problem for him.

Thankfully, his intention had never been to fight a King-ranked being in the first place. He wanted them to believe that he did not know Pandora's true identity. This was a small card that could be useful for him at a later date.

The atmosphere was quite tense, but the more Sol acted like this, the more Pandora was sure that Sol did indeed not know about her true identity.

She took a deep breath and went more into Anastasia's personality while pushing back her own.

“Your Highness, your small joke could have caused quite a diplomatic issue.”

“Hmm… Is that so?”

He simply smiled and bent down before taking ‘Anastasia’s’ hand in his and giving a kiss on its back, all of this while putting on a charming smile on his lips. “Well then, how may I apologize, Princess Anastasia?”

Anastasia seemed quite surprised, “There is no need to. I am merely here as a messenger. Nothing else.”

“Oh, so a messenger from a foreign country came to one of our dukes rather than the Royal Family itself?”

“Duchess Milaris is not just a duchess in our eyes, but a dear friend and once a companion of our queen. This was merely a visit of courtesy. Or are the rules in Lustberg so strict that visits between friends are prohibited?”

“Of course not. How could this be? Queen Pandora is someone I respect very much. I have heard of the tales of the adventure she had shared with my father. Truly contemporary heroes.”

He let go of his hand and went to another place to sit, “I also heard of how beautiful the queen was and now that I see her daughter, I must say, if she is only a fraction as beautiful as you, then the rumors were not enough.”

She chuckled, “Your attempts at flattery are quite humorous. Trying to charm a succubus?”

“Well, what can I say? I lack experience in dealing with women of your standing. Forgive me if my words may have sounded frivolous to a knight such as you.”

Inwardly, Pandora laughed. She had been quite surprised by his personality at first, but now that she saw this, she could not help but bask in the nostalgia.

While he seemed more experienced with women than his father, it was clear that his experience was not that high. She was not surprised. After all, despite being the Royal Family under Luxuria, nearly all the previous Kings or Queens had always been monogamous or only formed a very small harem.

This boy here had only recently awakened. Dealing with him should be quite interesting.

Like this, two actors began to stage a play that would give most players a run for their money.

Reality was perhaps the greatest play, after all. Who knows?


Chapter 39


I Have no Enemies



Arachne Milaris was sidelined as Sol and Pandora continued their discussion.

As a bystander, she could see that Pandora was leading the discussion quite skillfully, as she sometimes praised Sol and other times raised important questions about governance and politics. But she couldn’t help feeling a sense of incongruity.

She had met and talked with Sol in the past, be it when she was antagonistic toward him or when they started working together. One thing she had noticed was that he was no doubt his mother’s son.

It might not have shown yet at that time, but she could definitely feel the hidden pride in his bones, and while he lacked some confidence in himself, it had never been to the level of acting like a shy boy.

In the first place, he told Pandora that he didn't have much experience in dealing with women.

Arachne doubted this a little. Thanks to the work of that annoying maid, none of the nobility could get a glimpse of the inner workings of the Tower of Babel.

But still, she could see the signs. Sol was in no way inexperienced. She even remembered him being a little frisky with his knight in her house when he visited her before the attack on Lustberg.

The final nail in the coffin was the image he projected when he came back from the astral realm.

All in all, she was sure of one thing: Sol was acting at the moment.

Did he discover Pandora's true identity?

This would be quite disadvantageous for Pandora. If the knowledge that the queen was not in Envilya should spread, not only would her daughters be in danger, but this could create diplomatic conflict against the other kingdoms.

King-level individuals weren't allowed to move as they wished. They were literal weapons of mass destruction. For one to enter another country while hiding their identity was no different from an act of aggression.

Just by discovering her identity, Sol would have the advantage in any future discussions and deals they might make.

Of course, it was just a suspicion that was worth sharing with her friend.

The only problem was— Should she?

Arachne was torn between warning her friend or keeping silent as a loyal subject of the crown. At the end of the day, she was a Duke working under Sol. Even though she did not particularly like him, she recognized him as her future ruler and sovereign.

Whether the deal the two made in the future was a deal between two rulers that would affect the future of their kingdoms and all the population.

If Sol had managed to get a certain advantage in the negotiations before they even began, shouldn’t she let him keep it?

She was a Duchess before she was a friend, after all, and she could not jeopardize the well-being of the people who believed in her just because of her own selfishness.

Sigh… He is indeed very different.

She felt even more conflicted. Mars rarely resorted to trickery when negotiating.

In the first place, he did not need to do so. His overwhelming power and charisma brought most people that he talked with under his shadow.

Furthermore, thanks to his relationship with Pandora and the then-Holy Daughter of Slothstein as well as Theresa, few people actually dared to cause problems for him.

Could she say that he was wrong in acting thus?

From a personal point of view, she thought so. But from a political point of view, she could affirm that his approach was the right one. Move with wariness. Never fully trust anyone. Do not show all your cards. Mix lies with truth and try to find a common ground.

He first showed his power, making clear that he was no pushover and was not the weaker party, and he then started acting as a kind gentleman whose sword would never be used to hurt anyone.

I… I am tired of this.

Arachne was tired of trying to compare Sol with Mars. She had already realized it long ago, but now she had the confirmation that it was futile and a waste of time. Sol was not Mars.

The father-son pair had their strengths and weaknesses, and trying to compare one with another was just a complete waste of her time and simply made her heart weary.

Rather than focusing on the past, she should think of the future. She had already trained an heiress, a niece of hers. When that heiress was ready, and after the war ended, she would pass her title and go back to her territory to retire early and rest.

She did not need much more.

She sighed when she felt her partner and butler coming close and signaled him to not worry through their link.

Meanwhile, after Sol and Pandora became closer, he finally started to talk about the main topics that had intrigued him.

“So, could I ask why you walked all the way to Lustberg?”

Movement between kingdoms was quite difficult. They still had yet to develop reliable cars, railways, or any form of transport. As such, one had to be ready for a long time on the road, taking days to complete what could be done in hours in his old world.

“It’s simple, really. For one, we would like to take custody or eliminate the stain of our kingdom that is in your hand.”

Sol frowned before remembering someone, “Zehn?”

When Sol had been attacked by the members of the Wings of Freedom, he faced a clone of Drei and another member of the Wings. A vampire. She had seemed to be pretty powerful at the time. Now though he was sure that he could crush her with one hand behind his back.

Ever since Zehn had been captured, she had stayed in hibernation, and they had been unable to wake her up, even to this day.

“Zehn?” Pandora seemed confused before the light of understanding dawned on her eyes, “So this is her code name? Well, since she discarded her true name, this is indeed easier.”

She paused for a moment before nodding. “Zehn, as she calls herself, was a member of Envilya. More precisely, she was the heiress of one of the four generals, Dracula.”

“Hmm… I see. So what do you want?”

Pandora stopped, wondering if she should really continue. What she was doing was pretty foolish. Giving information before even starting the negotiation was a big no-no.

The more desperation she showed for something, the higher would be the price she had to pay.

The vampires were up to something shady. When she had acted as Anastasia and visited the elf kingdom, she was able to destroy one of their conspiracies alongside Lilin, who was visiting the elves at that time.

Logically speaking, what were the chances for two royalties of two different countries to find each other in a third kingdom and work together to deal with a problem?

Furthermore, as it was, the one she had worked with was the daughter of her friend and the niece of her old flame. Now, a little later, one vampire who might have the information she needed just happened to attack Lustberg and get captured.

Pandora chuckled, wondering if Fate was helping her by aligning everything for her.

“We wish to take custody of her and hold judgment in our country." Pandora spoke nonchalantly, "Of course, we will also be willing to pay compensation to Lustberg since even though she was banished, she still caused problems for this kingdom.”

Haha, look at this.

One did not need to be smart to know that she was spewing total bullshit. He didn't know exactly why they needed that vampire, but he could make an educated guess based on the information he already had.

"Speaking of vampires, if I remember correctly, it seems like they caused some trouble in Southern Pride not long ago. You were the one who helped Lilin deal with that problem. I forgot to thank you for that."

Pandora showed no reaction of surprise and smiled, "I have made a good friend, and it was my duty to put down those deserters."

"Heh… So many vampire deserters causing troubles for other countries."

"Well, there are always bad apples in every country. Like how Lustberg went through a rebellion not long ago. It must have been quite hard."

They both laughed politely in acknowledgment.

Perhaps I should leave? Arachne felt the tension slowly rising and wondered whether her presence was even necessary.

In the end, though, the situation was broken up by Sol, "Well, the issue of the vampire needs to be discussed with my advisors. In the meantime, I would like to invite you to stay in the Tower of Babel."

Sol smiled. The tower was his absolute territory. There were simply too many powerhouses in that place. The moment Pandora stepped there, he would have all the time he needed to deal with her. Furthermore, this would make it easier for Hathor to observe her.

Sol did not really need Zehn, as he had already obtained all the information he needed from Leo, someone of much higher rank. If he could sell her and get even more advantages, then all the better.

"Very well. I believe we have discussed enough for now. Dawn is approaching, and I have an appointment I cannot miss. A maid will be sent to take you to the Tower." Sol rose, gave a gentlemanly bow, and vanished on the spot, leaving the two women alone again.

Pandora sighed. She was not dumb and had managed to understand that Sol was not all he appeared to be. No matter how much he tried to act like his father, his inner pride would show from time to time.

As an experienced actress, Pandora knew very well that she ought not to underestimate the young man because of his lack of worldliness.

Blessed were not people who cared about logic and common sense. She would need to observe him more to be completely certain of his capabilities.

She also understood that his parting words were more akin to orders, and he wished to put her in a place where he could easily control all the variables.

But she was not worried. She was still a King-ranked being, after all, and from what she remembered, the only one who could harm her in that Tower was Lilith.

She had nothing to fear.


Chapter 40


Complicated



As Sol walked into the monochromatic world of his dimension, he smiled as he thought about what kind of expression Pandora would show once she entered the Tower of Babel.

“Busy~ Busy~ Busy…”

Sol hummed slowly as he arranged his future schedule.

Dealing with the goddesses, healing Lilith, dealing with the witches, signing a contract with Setsuna, preparing for the coronation ceremony, preparing supplies for war, discussing with Pandora about an alliance with the kingdom of Envilya; discussing with Kiku and Shouten about an alliance with the Church of Wratharis; visiting Southern Pride to discuss with the King and Queen…

So many things to do, so little time.

Then, there was even the case where the actual war would take place. Sol did not like how the war was nothing more than a game for some people. But he knew that it was something from which he could not escape.

Thankfully, he was not a King-ranked being yet, so he could participate in the war from the start without breaking any conventions. Even so, the war would have casualties no matter what he did. It was an inevitable reality. People of his kingdom would take up arms and shed blood, and many would die in order to protect their country from harm.

What did a soldier feel as he left his home and his family behind, knowing that this might very well be the last time they would see their loved ones? What did a husband or a wife feel when they received a message telling them that their significant other had met their demise on the battlefield? What about the children or the parents? Would they be happy to learn that their loved ones died with honor?

Perhaps some would indeed think like this. But for most people, for the widow or the children of the deceased, rather than money or honors, what they wished was to see their loved ones once more, seeing them safe and sound and by their side, not losing their life for the greater cause.

War was the game of those at the top while those at the bottom were the ones getting dirty and mentally crippled

I need to take this more seriously than ever, it seems…

Sol could not end the war single-handedly, but he could try and minimize the loss of human life. If it was necessary, he would even fight against the King of Wratharis. Though, he did not know yet if he could win.

So busy.

So many things to think about. So much intrigue. He had to play political games with so many people and send so many others to their deaths. All of this because he was the prince.

All of this because he was a Blessed.

But… even though he was tired, even though he wanted to give up, Sol continued to hum cheerfully as he walked toward the Tower.

He was born as the prince of Lustberg and with the Blessing of a goddess. No matter how much he hated the goddesses, the truth of the matter was that he had obtained a greater life thanks to them.

He was born rich, handsome, and talented. He had met many incredible women who shared their hearts and lives with him. Those women were ready to walk even the harshest path in order to stay with him. What more could he ask for? All those benefits were thanks to his current identity.

Responsibility was equal to the power bestowed. A true King was not a tyrant who ruled without care for the citizens. The world ran on the principle of equivalent exchange.

But this wasn’t all. When he was walking down the road with Isis earlier today, he had realized something. No matter how much he refused to recognize or be responsible for them, the population of Lustberg recognized him as their prince and ruler. It was time for him to grow up and seriously take on the responsibility that would soon fall on his shoulders.

If he was not ready to become the king of Lustburg, it was better to simply leave now. This would be more useful than hesitating and ending up doing a poor job. After all, there were few things worse in this world than a half-hearted leader.

Was he ready to become a King? To truly make decisions that would affect hundreds of millions of people on a daily basis?

What about conquering the whole world? Let’s say he succeeded. Wouldn’t it mean that the responsibility of taking care of billions of people would fall on his shoulders then? Didn’t that just mean more responsibility and work for him?

Sol shivered just at the thought. But there was nothing he could do to escape from his thoughts.

Haha, I have really changed.

Sol stopped when he realized where he was. It was the place where Lilith had taken him during their first date. One that had been quite disastrous if he said so himself. At least he considered any date that ended up in a cemetery to be disastrous.

Outside of private family cemeteries, Lustberg had three great public cemeteries: one for the Kings and Queens, one for the Holy and Supreme Daughters, and finally, ,this one, the one housing all the war heroes.

Standing in front of the monolith in the center, Sol looked at the list of names and stopped at the two highest ones.

<<Mars Luxuria>>

<<Blaze Dragona Luxuria>>

He remembered his discussion with Lilith that had taken place here.

{Sol Dragona Luxuria. Are you ready?}

He felt like he could literally hear her say those words to him.

{Are you ready to fight for your kingdom? Are you ready to brave the tumultuous times ahead of us? Are you ready to direct your soldiers to face the enemies who are threatening our safety?}

What had been his answer back then?

I acted like a smartass.

Sol laughed. Back then, he had not known how to answer her. So he deflected the question, acting like some kind of grand philosopher. In fact, he was just a kid who was burdened by the high expectations that rested on his shoulders and was merely confused about the role he had to play in the future.

He talked about how he would only be a selfish king. How he only wished to protect his loved ones and nothing else. But her answer had been something he had not expected.

{You say that you want to protect us? That you only want happiness for your loved ones? Alright. But be it me, Edea or Camelia, we all stand near the pinnacle of this world. Anything that can threaten us would be a mortal danger to you. So you need to be strong. Stronger than anyone else. Stronger than us, stronger than your father. Then, even if you are the most selfish king ever, people will still praise you as the best king ever.}

Hahaha. How simple and direct, but so realistic.

But this had indeed been the case. Protect them? Protect them from what?

His words must have sounded so childish and ridiculous to Lilith back then, as he spoke without even truly understanding the gravity of them.

Now though, he was different. He had faced even the strongest demi-gods and soon would bargain with the goddesses themselves.

{Sol, my dear child. Your life will be full of struggles, and you will live through many things. Some will be good and others will be sad. But, no matter what, never give up, never look back, and always stand up, and one day, you will find the answer that fits you the most.}

Indeed. It was back then that he began to realize that Lilith was not feeling well mentally and that she was exhibiting suicidal tendencies.

Like she had anticipated, his journey had been an amalgam of sudden and unexpected events that were completely out of his control. He was not the blissfully ignorant young prince he had once been. His journey was still far from finished. He still had so much to learn. So many sights to witness.

To the question…

“Are you ready?”

Sol could now answer with certainty and conviction.

“Yes, I am.”

Not because he was invested in the spirit of kingship. Not because he wished to protect his kingdom.

But simply because he truly understood now what it meant to be a King.

Sol left his dimension and sat on the ground with his back against the monolith. From here, he observed the horizon as the sun rose over the distant mountains, lighting up the entire world with its golden rays of light and chasing the darkness away.

He was surprised at how bright and brilliant this morning was. The air felt warm and inviting. It was as if every breath could lift him up into the heavens.

He couldn't help but smile at the sight before him. The birds were chirping their songs in the trees around him. A few squirrels were already gathering the last nuts of provision for the coming winter.

Everything looked so fresh and new today. It was the start of a new day. A new beginning for all.

Let’s take things slowly.

He did not have all the answers. He did not know if he was walking on the right path, either. But it was alright. Even if he stumbled a bit, even if he fell on his knees and bled, he knew that all he had to do was never give up and stand up and continue to walk his way.

It was time for him to face the goddesses. In fact, it was almost ironic. The first time he faced all the goddesses, it was to beg for Camelia's life. This time it was for Lilith’s.

He had a feeling that things would not go easily for him. He could still feel the faint hostility coiling around him and that thought suffocated his mind.

But it was alright.

He was not the young inexperienced boy who could do nothing else but kneel and beg the goddesses to save his loved one.

Things would be different this time.


Chapter 41


Who are You?



While Sol was reminiscing back to the steps that he took until now and thus reaffirming his will to stride forward without stopping in his path, Camelia was facing a very important question of her own.

To bleed or not to bleed?

She was currently deep in the depths of the church, standing in front of the magic circle she used to activate the <<Saint Fall>> ceremony for her beloved.

Thinking about it now, it had been less than two months ago from her perspective. So many things had happened in such a short amount of time that it was mind-boggling. It reminded her of the time of war, back during the time of Mars’ reign, when every moment was precious as it could be their very last.

The day before, she had received a piece of disturbing news from the Shadows under Milia’s order: Sol needed to face the goddesses once more in order to obtain absolute permission to heal Lilith.

If she had the choice to speak out her thoughts on the matter then she would have told Sol to act first and apologize later. But as the one doing the healing just so happened to be a divine beast, Camelia understood that they could not move carelessly and do as they pleased.

So now came the existential question: whether to bleed or not.

The blood she had used for her ritual was not just blood of purity but one that was fused with divine power and purified to the maximum limit possible.

Camelia had already paid a heavy price by using the <<Saint Fall>> ceremony to help Sol. Of course, the price was worth it in the end. Sol was able to obtain so many advantages that would surely smooth out his path ahead.

But the catch here was that…she had also used her divine blood to activate the <<Holy Territory>> not long after, during the widescale attack by the Wings of Freedom. She had created a territory strong enough to even resist Lilith’s slashing power at full capacity. In order to create such a territory, the price she had to pay was quite heavy and as a result, she had become weakened for a while.

Now, if she were to shed blood once more then….

Am I already being targeted?

She sighed. Her luck had certainly dwindled quite a bit due to her using her powers extensively. Now with Aurora appearing, Camelia did not know how much longer she had to live in the mortal realm.

“Why am I even worrying so much?” She sighed ruefully. She had one easy solution to this. After all, spells like <<Saint Fall>> and <<Holy Territory>> were never meant to be used by only one person.

They needed the support of both a Supreme Daughter and a Holy Daughter, as well as many believers to fully enact the spell in a safe procedure that would allow them to achieve their maximum capacity.

If back then, during the attack on Lustburg, she had all those ingredients in hand, then not even Nihil could have broken that barrier so easily.

So right now, the solution was pretty simple. Go fetch Aurora and ask her for help in enacting the ritual.

If so then why was she hesitating so much?

The answer was as plain and simple as the solution itself. She did not wish to increase the influence Aurora held in the church before she had become absolutely certain about her moral standards and where her loyalty and aspirations lay.

Camelia was not easily made jealous. She wished for Sol to amass as much power as possible, even if it meant that she would not be there by his side to witness the event., She just wanted her beloved to be safe and happy. That’s all.

She did not particularly care about the power of the church, either. She had slowly and masterfully indoctrinated most of the current nuns, and all of them held certain feelings of loyalty and love for Sol. Enough that they would never think of going against him unless they were thoroughly rewired by external means.

At the very least, there would be no problem for the next two or three generations of the church. That was her belief.

If only Aurora had been a good and simple girl, Camelia would have been happy, as it would have meant an additional ally for Sol in his endeavors ahead. But now she was beginning to wonder about the girl’s goals.

Aurora was not a normal girl. That much was certain at this point.

From what she knew, the girl called Aurora fell asleep years ago when she was merely a child. Even though the years went past and her body continued to grow, her mind should have stayed stuck in her childlike mentality. This was the norm for patients in a coma. The girl should have possessed a child’s mind in an adult’s body. Seh should have basically no experience and without a clue of the real world and how it worked.

But that was not the case for the girl named Aurora. Soon after she had woken up, she began working ceaselessly to rise through the ranks, trying to control the church. She moved without hesitation nor confusion, and was even leading mass.

Aurora also seemed to exhibit a suspicious level of attachment and attraction toward Sol, even though they had never met before. Camelia was fully certain about that fact, having done enough investigations beforehand.

Is she able to see Souls like me?

Camelia pondered that thought for a while. She had already observed that the girl could use something akin to the mind manipulation skill she herself used. From what she had observed, the effect seemed quite weak overall. At least from what she demonstrated till now, that seemed to be the case. After all, Camelia had been able to make an entire village love her and used her will to force dozens of bandits to die with smiles on their faces even at the time when she had no idea about her powers.

Either way, it wasn’t impossible for Aurora to have the same set of powers. But even so, she doubted that it would change anything in the long run.

The reason she was more focused on Souls than anything else was due to the fact she had been blind from her birth until the day of her awakening as the then-Holy Daughter of the church. Because of this, even though she had obtained sight and could see the real world in all its shapes and colors, she still found the world of the heart all the more beautiful.

Without her background story, it would be hard to develop the same kind of feelings for an individual.

Does she want power that much?

Camelia began to walk towards the door. So many questions. So many uncertainties. All of this could only be resolved by taking the first step in the right direction.

“Call Aurora.” She immediately sent her orders to her subordinates and began to wait.

She was so used to living in a world of intrigue and conspiracy that she had forgotten one simple fact: if she was curious, then she just had to ask.

Nothing more, nothing less.

It did not take long for Aurora to come down and join her. Even though they had a slightly antagonistic relationship, the vertical relation of power between them was absolute, and Aurora could not defy the order of the Supreme Daughter.

Not that she had any intentions to do so in the first place.

“Good morning, I hope the goddesses will grace us with a beautiful day.” Aurora bowed gently and observed her surroundings from the corner of her eye.

“He is not here yet.”

“Oh…” Aurora let out a short exclamation of disappointment before nodding, “May I know why I was called here suddenly? I was preparing for the mass.”

The reason she had come so fast was because she had expected Sol to be present. But since he wasn’t, she was rapidly losing interest in staying here longer than necessary.

This place was completely under Camelia’s control. No different than a demi-god in its territory in a certain way. Though, even without that, Camelia could smash her completely with no problem. No one would like being alone in front of a beast that could tear you apart in an instant.

“Today you will help in beginning a ritual⁠—”

“I—”

“It’s for Sol.”

Aurora closed her mouth and pondered a little before taking a step back, “What do I need to do?”

Camelia narrowed her eyes. As she thought, this girl was hiding something.

“Before we begin, I have a simple question and I hope that you will give me an answer.”

Aurora tilted her head, wondering what Camelia would ask. But the questions, in the end, surprised her.

“Are you really Aurora Highland?”

Camelia’s voice as she spoke those words was calm and devoid of any emotions — well, at least, in appearance. But Aurora suddenly felt as though hundreds of spears were pointing at her from all directions.

If she gave the wrong answer, Camelia was ready to skewer her to death no matter what the consequences would be for her.

The pressure was impossible to explain and anyone with a guilty mind would have at least faltered for a fraction of a second.

But… the smile on Aurora’s face never crumbled.

“Am I really Aurora? I fear that I am unable to understand your question. I am myself and this has never changed.”

She is telling the truth.

Camellia frowned but she knew that everything depended on the words. There were many loopholes that could be exploited in one’s speech, and she was going to have none of that.

“Let me repeat again. Are you really Aurora? Yes or No.”

“I am Aurora. However, I must say that the way I am being welcomed in this sacred place chills my heart. Did I displease you?”

Camelia ignored Aurora's question and walked forward before standing in front of her, “Then, let me rephrase my question. Were you always Aurora?”

For the first time, the smile on Aurora’s face crumbled by a bit. “I did not come down here to be interrogated like a criminal. Excuse me, but I have other tasks to attend to.”

Her smile crawled back as she looked into Camelia’s eyes, “So either kill me now and fall with me or give me a break.”

The killing intent increased as Camelia seemed really ready to strike her down. There were no limitations or restrictions for Blessed under the same goddess to fight and kill each other. This was how the current Wolf King of the kingdom of Wratharis usurped power from his brother.

But even then it wasn’t like it would go without any consequences. Camelia was not a forgiving person. She did not care either that this was Gerald’s granddaughter. If the bitch proved to be a menace then she was ready to put her down without any hesitation.

“One last question. Will you ever hurt Sol?”

“Why should I answer any more of your questions?” Her words came out calmly. Her response was instant, and not even a shadow of a smile crossed her face. Her gaze changed as she looked at Camelia, like she was looking at a small child throwing a tantrum. For an instant — a very short instant — her blue eyes shone with a golden luster. But she simply bowed her head quickly, before Camelia could notice her change.

Placing her hands on her face, she made sure she was smiling once again before raising her head back up and looking at Camelia.

“I believe it’s time for me to go.”

She was about to turn around but stopped after giving a glance at the circle drawn on the ground, “Also, that circle is inefficient. Those three lines increase the consumption of divine blood necessary.”

She gave a bow and walked away— leaving behind a bewildered Camelia watching her departing figure.

She might not have seen her eyes, but she did not need to. After all, the soul of that woman had flared with a golden light and for a short instant…. she felt like she was looking at a small rising sun, the advent of dawn.
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Walking alone in the corridor of the church, Aurora's steps were light as she radiated a sense of nonchalance, as though she was an unfettered bird doing as she pleased.

I wonder. What will happen now?

Thankfully… Camelia should not be able to understand what was going on, so her memory would not be read.

I am still too weak as I am now.

She hummed a soft and beautiful tune. She wanted to move fast. She had so much work to do before the others started waking up. She was lucky to have a greater starting point and she would capitalize on that.

“Holy Daughter. His Highness Sol Luxuria will soon visit the church.” She was stopped on her steps as a few nuns came to report to her. The young ones in the church were slowly gathering around her, making many tasks far easier for her to do.

“Today is a bad day.”

She wished to meet him and talk to him. But it seemed like it would be better to avoid him for the time being.

Too many eyes would be on him.

She had been lucky enough until now. There was no need to tempt Fate now. It was already wild enough as it was.

“Hum~ Hum~ Hum~!”
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After leaving the cemetery, Sol began to move quickly. He had already wasted enough time by being sentimental.

He did not enter the Tower. As he did not wish to face Ambrosia, nor any of the witches, right now, not even Medea. It was necessary for them to think about the way they would act in the future. Now he did not really need the witches as much but if possible, he wished to make Ambrosia leave her hypocritical neutrality.

Having an ally like her would be truly helpful and while he didn’t need her to fight for him, he wanted to at least make her have his back. After all, you could never know what you will be facing in the future and he did not wish to have a bad relationship with his mother-in-law.

He used his link to send a message to Isis, asking her to warn Milia about the visit of the ‘princess’.’ He really wished he could see what her expression would be like when she finally stepped into the Tower.

Truly, he had never been more grateful for the secrecy upon which Milia had always insisted. He could also understand now why some people liked acting weak before using their true powers and surprising the crowd.

It felt good to do something so insidious.

Once he was sure that the matter was taken care of, he focused on his incoming face-to-face confrontation with the goddess.

From what he remembered, his grandfather Neptune, had slowly started to lose his blessings. He wondered if it had happened because of all the experiments he had made, or if it was because of his own incoming birth.

Even so, he did not wish to take any risks. He still needed his title as Blessed for now either way.

Once everything was ready, he started walking toward the Church, but was soon stopped by a carriage. A few of his maids came out, asking him to enter. The interior of the carriage was quite luxurious and comfortable; Sol did not even feel any movement during the trip. It was an immensely satisfying ride.

“Your Highness, should we go back for you to change into something else?”

He was still wearing the same clothes as yesterday, and from the way the maids were looking at him, he decided to appease them by changing the clothes he was wearing using mana. He did not really like doing this because there was a high chance he could end up naked by losing control. But it would not matter in the place he was going to right now.

“You three… How have you been?” He smiled as he recognized the maids. They were part of the group with which he had his very first orgy.

From the symbol on their uniforms, he could see that they had jumped in grades, and were now senior maids. This was quite an achievement for them.

“Your Highness remember our poor selves?”

He smiled as he leaned back on his seat, “I never forget my partners. No matter how shallow our relationship had been. Plus, I had a good memory of our time together.”

He sure had. One cat girl, a dark elf, and three humans. Currently, the three maids present were two out of the three humans and the cat girl.

Back then, he had just lost his virginity to Milia and was going wild because of all the sudden privileges bestowed on him. Who wouldn’t? An entire castle full of nubile young women entirely dedicated to him and selected with precision by the woman who had the greatest dedication for him. If he were to not go wild in that scenario, then he might as well be a eunuch.

“So, what do you think of life in the castle? Is it boring?”

The cat girl almost nodded before shaking her head, “It’s boring sometimes, but the head maid always makes sure we get some entertainment, and we can visit our families often. Though sometimes, some maids choose to not come back after doing so.”

Sol’s eyebrow rose at the sudden piece of information. He was not an accountant but he knew that the salary of those maids was pretty high, and they received many advantages that he was sure they wouldn’t receive anywhere else in Lustberg.

There were only two possible reasons for early retirement.

Either they found someone they liked and decided to leave or… they talked too much and Milia gave them an eternal vacation. One they couldn’t get out of even if they wanted to.

Sol found nothing wrong with Milia's approach. The security of the Tower depended on how tight-lipped the staff could be. So any form of betrayal should be met by death.

Well, way to bring my mood down.

He showed no changes on his face as he continued to speak with the maids. If he wasn’t so busy now, he would certainly have some fun with them. Sol nearly laughed at his ridiculous thoughts. Here he was, about to face the true masters of this universe, but all he could really think of was sex.

But seriously. I need to find a way to relax later on.

One small orgy after facing them wouldn’t be a problem, right? A man needed some encouragement every now and then to go on with his tiresome life.

It was only after the carriage stopped in front of the Church and he saw Chloe waiting for him that he shook off his lewd thoughts. He would have all the time in the world to have sex as he wished.

But now…

It was time to get serious.


Chapter 42


Don't Underestimate Him



Stepping out of the carriage, Sol approached Chloe with wide open arms and a charming smile on his face, “Chloe! How have you been?”

Chloe smiled brightly as she reciprocated Sol’s hug with one of her own before taking a step back and looking at him up and down. Sol was still in his hybrid form and Chloe had to admit that she found it quite charming.

But more than anything else, the aura of power he was emanating astonished her. As a friend, she was happy to see the changes in Sol, as the stronger he became the more at ease he would be.

“I am well.” She was a woman of few words and her life had been pretty simple in the church.

“Sorry, we didn’t really have much time to talk during my welcoming party.”

“It doesn’t matter. It was quite an enjoyable gathering and seeing you come back in good health is enough as it is.”

At the end of the day, their relationship was just that of friendship. Quite a shallow friendship too, as they had not spent much time together. But still, they were friends. She, of course, understood that he needed to spend some time with his loved ones and prioritize them over his friends and acquaintances.

Sol smiled and followed behind Chloe as she brought him into the Church of Castitas.

Like any other Blessed, the most prominent features of this girl were her long golden hair and her charming blue eyes. No matter how Sol thought about it, the tastes of those high and mighty Goddesses were pretty hard to understand. Obviously, they were very hung up on hair golden like the incandescent sun and eyes blue like the vast and deep sky. He sometimes wondered if they had just chosen this because of the prominent fairy tales of Earth.

After all, in those tales, the princes and princesses were always golden-haired with fair complexions and deep blue eyes.

Chloe was not currently wearing her usual set of armor. Instead, she was clad in a simple white robe that reached down to her feet.

“Why the change of attire?”

“As you know, I came here as a sort of an exchange student. So, of course, I need to learn the ins and outs of the church. I was about to hold a mass alongside Aurora today, and it demanded a wardrobe change.”

Aurora Highland. Gerald’s granddaughter. Sol frowned slightly at hearing her name. He had not particularly liked her vibe when she introduced herself yesterday after he came back from the astral realm. He didn’t know if it was because of her origin, or because she had interrupted his reunion with his loved ones.

Sol did not want to judge people with a biased mindset. But it was hard to look favorably at the reason he lost the closest person he ever had to a father figure in this world.

Speaking of a father figure… Gerald should have joined the frontlines by now.

Wratharis had sent some probing personnel to the border of Lustberg but had not gone too far with their provocations…yet. Most likely they were just observing the situation and sending in spies to learn about the overall atmosphere of the human kingdom. Since Lustberg had a high percentage of foreign races as its citizens, it was very easy for spies to mix in without being noticed by the guards, or anyone else for that matter.

He wondered if the old man was still alive. After all, he had been exiled because of his crimes and lost all his noble titles.

Then again, if he had died, Milia would have informed me by now.

He massaged his forehead before focusing on Chloe…

“So. How have your days been in Lestburg?”

She shrugged, “I am getting used to it, I suppose. When I first came to your kingdom, I was surprised by the backwardness of the countries outside. But thankfully my mother had already warned me about it.”

Sol laughed out loud. Calling Lustburg a backwater country was quite a stretch. Thanks to the different kings who came before him, even though the kingdom still had a medieval lifestyle, there were many kinds of infrastructure that did not suit the style and catered more to the modern side of things.

The roads were clean and well-paved. The kingdom did not stink to high heaven, which was a blessing in itself. People took baths regularly and agriculture was well ahead of its time.

Furthermore, thanks to Magitech, they had something akin to electricity and even TV. Medicine was well-developed, as well.

“Well, I guess when compared to the literal city of science and innovation, my country does seem like your average backwater nation.”

Chloe chuckled slightly, “It’s pretty normal, you know. We, the angels, are lazy yet extremely stubborn when it comes to certain matters. So we need to be lazy in an efficient way.”

Science was developed by lazy people. People who had the imagination necessary to dream of a better world. This was a funny way of saying it but the truth was that most scientific discoveries were made in order to make life easier and inevitably it profited the lazy people the most.

Running is hard? Create a carriage. Raising horses is a pain? What about a bicycle? You don’t want to use your legs to ride it and want something more comfortable instead? Then how about a car?

It was an extremely simple and crude way of putting it but it was still the unavoidable truth.

“True laziness isn’t laying down and doing nothing, but ensuring the fact that…even when you lay down and do nothing, something else is doing the job for you.” She gave a proud smile before shaking her head. “Still, I like the atmosphere of Lustberg more than Slothstein. At least here even the weak are taken care of by the kingdom.”

She gave a wistful smile as she spoke the last bits of her speech. Slothstein was an extreme meritocracy, where all citizens were classified depending on their results in sciences or combat. It was not a city for the weak and untalented. In a world where talent meant everything, not everyone could fit in.

“No kingdom is without its flaws. At least yours isn’t threatened by war.”

The only one who even dared to defy the angels was Echidna and even then she made sure to not cross their line. No one wanted the angels to go crazy and start dropping weapons of mass destruction on their kingdom.

Since angels did not bother anyone, other kingdoms made sure to not disturb them. They were also the ones to make sure that all the Warlaws were properly enforced. In a way, one could call Slothstein the ultimate police organization of this world.

“Indeed. I guess the pasture always seems greener from the other side.” Chloe conceded with a nod and continued to chat calmly with Sol.

“Speaking of the Holy Daughter… What do you think of Aurora?”

“Aurora is… I guess she makes me uneasy? Sometimes I feel like she is just pretending to be someone else, someone she is not. But every time she holds a mass, she seems so sincere.” She shook her head, “I don’t want to talk ill of people behind their backs. But just be careful around her. I feel like she is hiding a huge secret.”

Don’t they all do in the end?

Sol smiled. At this point, he would be more surprised if he met people who didn’t have some kind of deep secret identity or things of the like.

“Well, I guess I will decide once I meet her.”

Sol did not want to judge Aurora before having a personal discussion with her. After all, the two of them would become the leaders of Lustberg in the future, so they needed to at least get along well and not be at each other’s throats. The last thing he wanted was to be mortal enemies with the future leader of the church. Unless absolutely necessary, he intended to be on good terms with her.

“Well. Here we are.”

Sol looked at the huge gate that showed the goddesses facing each other.

The first time he went through this gate, his life had completely changed in its entirety. Now once again he was about to go through this gate and he hoped that the change that would happen would be in his favor once more.
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[South District, Milaris’ Mansion]

While Sol was about to meet his destiny, someone else was making preparations of their own.

“Are you sure that you want to enter the tower?”

Pandora, sitting on a stool as she prepared herself, looked at Arachne from the reflection of the mirror.

“Of course. That little boy invited me, didn’t he? It would be rude to not go, right?”

“It could be a trap.”

“Heh, I am sure it is. But he is underestimating me. He thinks that I am only a Duke, after all. Furthermore, Lilith hates things like that. If she wanted to catch me, she would directly come at me. As for Camelia, that snake is in her church currently. I have nothing to fear.”

Arachne’s expression did not change even after Pandora had ignored her goodwill. She had already given her enough warnings. What happened next wasn’t her problem.

“Well, it’s your choice.”

She didn’t plan to intervene more. There were lines that should not be crossed as a vassal. After all, the information about the Tower was top secret. She did not have all the details, but she knew that Persephone and the other witches of the four directions should be present.

Well, I guess this would be a good lesson for her.

Arachne was not worried about Pandora. She knew that they had no reason to hurt her, as Pandora could become a staunch ally in the long run. Still, she was sure that it was a prank from Sol when he invited her to his stronghold.

Hopefully, this would give her a lesson in humility and information gathering.

The young boy became quite the cunning man.

She was now more and more sure that Sol had pierced through Pandora's identity. But once again she simply stayed silent and observed from the sides.

Once Pandora was ready, she changed into Anastasia’s form and patted Arachne on the shoulder. “Let’s go. You will at least accompany me to the carriage, right?”

Arachne nodded her head while she silently prayed in her heart, ‘May the goddesses be with you..’

This was the only prayer Arachne Milaris made for her long-time friend as she watched Pandora step into the carriage that was brought by Ketia.
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The carriage was advancing slowly through the street as the second day of the festival continued in full swing. Looking at the people singing and dancing, with joy evident on their faces, Pandora couldn’t help but feel a little bit envious of this wonderful kingdom— which was pretty normal with the Sin she bore with her Blessed status.

Envilya was a country no less developed than Lustberg and in fact, it was more advanced, all things considered. After all, demons were also divine beasts in the distant past. Though now, they were stuck in the mortal realm.

Even so, despite their technology, the life of Envilya’s citizens was not particularly great. This was mainly due to the fact that the country was full of undead beings, and necromantic mages who didn’t mind massacring a village or two to get the materials they needed for their work.

As if that wasn’t enough, the rift between the royal family and the church caused many repercussions to the stability of the kingdom, which made protecting the citizens a far more complicated process. After all, the church of kindness and faith could only come from destitution and poverty.

Only those who could give everything they had could be accepted in the Heavenly Kingdom of the Goddess Humanitas, or so they preached.

Pandora found this to be propagandist garbage. But there was nothing she could really do about it. The Supreme Daughter of Humanitas was from the Nightmare Queen’s generation, and that bitch had the power to evolve and regain her divine status at any given moment.

The only reason she did not do so was that she decided her mission was to stay in the mortal realm and guide the poor people who were drowning in ignorance, gathering them into the light of the goddess she worshiped.

Sigh. I hope Sol won’t disappoint me.

The alliance with Lustberg was very important to her. She had worked hard for several years to make it happen, only to see everything crash down because assassins hid in their delegation and nearly killed Sol when he was a child.

Even though they had been able to retaliate and, working alongside the Crown’s Shadow of Lustburg to kill off a few heirs with great potential among the supporters of the church’s side, all talks about a true alliance had been pushed off.

That’s why this time she came in person. She was ready to use all her charms and wits, as well as pull on her old relationships, in order to succeed in forming this essential alliance.

“Now that I think about it, how is the Queen doing? My mother asked me to inquire.” She was still playing the role of her daughter, so she needed to be careful in choosing her words. With the level of acting and experience she had under her belt, however, it was not much of a problem.

Ketia, who had been silent all this while, simply bowed her head before replying, “Her Majesty is doing well.”

Hmmm… A well-trained maid. Adept at fighting, too. An assassin, perhaps?

Pandora mused on this as she observed the maid, who was wearing clothes so revealing that she almost wondered how she could work in them.

“I guess this is Prince Sol’s taste?”

Ketia stayed polite and shook her head to deny her, “His Highness has not graced me with his personal favors. Nor did he ever impose a dress code upon me. I simply like such clothes.”

“Heh…”

I guess I shouldn’t waste time with this one.

Pandora had the power to dreamwalk. If she so wished, be it by using her charm or hypnotizing the woman and entering her dreams, she could obtain any answers she wanted.

Sadly, she knew that professionals like the maid before her generally had a way to tell if they have been compromised by a succubus. She didn’t want to set off any alarms and risk ruining the second chance that she salvaged after toiling for years for it.

“We have reached our destination.”

Once the carriage stopped, Ketia opened the door, and Pandora gazed at the huge structure which was the Tower of Babel.

As impressive as I remember.

It was hard to think that such a gigantic monument had been created simply to imprison one witch.

Speaking of the witch, her name was Edea, right? I wonder if she is still imprisoned, or if she has finally left her self-imposed imprisonment.

She knew that Mars had received some teachings from the witch locked inside the tower. But despite his innate charm, he had never been able to make her walk out.

It was quite a shame. Persephone alone had been a huge help during their adventure. If Edea had joined them, many things would have been quite different.

“Princess. Why are you standing still? Is anything bothering you?” Ketia’s voice woke up Pandora from her reverie.

I don’t know why, but I really don’t want to enter inside that tower.

She suddenly felt like coming to this place hadn’t been such a good idea after all. No matter what she tried to do, her body seemed unwilling to listen to her and advance inside.

But do I even have a choice?

She gritted her teeth and for the first time in her life, refused to listen to her instincts as she entered the courtyard of the tower.
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“Welcome, Princess Anastasia.”

The first to greet her was a woman with a voluptuous figure no less impressive than that of a succubus. Her charms were undeniable, but seeing that it was just a cow beastwoman, Pandora was about to dismiss her when she felt a chill run down her spine.

Dangerous.

She looked deeply at the maid and slowly became bewildered, “Hello…?”

What the hell? A Duke?

Like demons, beastmen were composed of more than a hundred sub-races. Still, she knew enough about them to know that cow beasts were the lowest of the low among the beastmen. Did they even have access to elemental magic in the first place?

How the hell did one become a Duke?

And more importantly… Why in the goddess’ name was a Duke-ranked being working as a mere maid?

Well, mutants and exceptions always exist in this world.

“Princess?”

Shaking off her surprise, and showing none of it on her face, Pandora returned the greeting.

“I am sorry. I was just a little surprised. My mother always told me how impressive the Tower of Babel was, and I realized her words weren’t enough to do it justice.”

Yes. Let’s stay calm. It’s just a Duke after all.

“My name is Milia. I am the Head Maid of the Tower, as well as His Highness's personal maid. I will take care of you during your stay here. If you would follow me please?”

Pandora nodded and began following behind Milia. It was then that the sounds of clashing swords caught her attention.

“Can I take a look?”

Milia hesitated before nodding. “As long as we don’t disturb them.”

Pandora was quite happy as it would help her determine the way the knights trained now, compared to the past.

But when she reached the training ground, all she could see was two young girls moving faster than the speed of sound as they repeatedly clashed their swords.

Pandora’s eyes twitched a little when she realized that one of them was a Duke and even more so when she realized who it was.

Lilin?

She had fought with Lilin during the vampire invasion in Southern Pride, so she was less surprised at this. At the end of the day, Lilin was of royal blood and Lilith’s daughter.

But the one keeping up with her was….

A storm wolf?

All storm wolves were part of the royal family of Wratharis.

“Who is that wolf?”

“She is Setsuna. His Highness’s knight.”

“*Cough* *Cough* What?”

A member of the Wratharis royal family was working as his knight?

Pandora felt her heartbeat accelerate as her instincts once again began screaming at her to leave this place and flee as far as she was able. This time, she decided that perhaps she should listen to them, after all.

But it was then….

“Oh! Milia! What brought you here? We were just about to wrap it up.”

Pandora realized that she had been unconsciously ignoring the presence of a third person.

It was another maid.

“Who is….” Her voice slowly died out, and she had to summon a will of steel to not take a step back in fright after seeing the person in front of her.

The one who had spoken was a young girl with red hair and red eyes, wearing a cute maid’s uniform.. She was a young beauty, with a pubescent body that had not yet fully developed and matured into that of a woman’s.

But if that was all, Pandora would have never been surprised. After all, there was nothing new about a young, cute maid.

But…. But…

“This….”

Oh, my goddess.

For an instant, Pandora began to wonder if she was trapped in the dream realm of another succubus. This was the only way to explain what she was currently seeing.

After all, what else could explain the fact that a King-rank being was working as a maid?

This…This doesn’t make any sense.

“Princess?”

“Hahah… Sorry, sorry. I am just feeling a little dizzy. Could we just please go to my quarters?”

Milia seemed puzzled but nodded nonetheless. “Kali. I am taking care of a guest. Don’t push Setsuna too much.”

“Heh, I know how to take care of my railgun.”

Kali….? No. This isn’t possible. I am sure I just heard it wrong.

Pandora began to walk even faster, nearly stalking past Milia.

She needed to take some distance and breathe in an isolated place, to think things through. She was beginning to feel a little suffocated.

But it was then…

“Hey! Why don’t we go to the festival again!? Sol said we should do some shopping too while we’re at it.”

“I am not interested. Let’s wait until he comes back.”

Pandora stopped short when she gazed at the two women walking out of the tower. This time, the fact that they were two Dukes did not even register in her mind. Nor was the fact that one of them was a fairy. Nothing mattered before the level of existence the other women wielded.

How is this possible!?

She felt like her common sense was being challenged this day.

Demons, as they were now, were nothing but a devolved form of the pure demons of the past, those who were able to stand as divine beasts. Even so, sometimes some demons could get back their original bloodline and become True Demons.

The difference between a True Demon and a mortal one was like the difference between a commoner and an emperor. They were two beings of completely different states. There was an absolute difference in pedigree.

Pandora had to bite her tongue to fight the innate desire to kneel down in front of that woman as a sign of respect.

Why? Why is a True Demon here!?

Pandora will never forget this day. Even more so since this was just the start of her surprises.

After all… She had not even stepped into the Tower yet.
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The next few minutes were basically a form of torture for Pandora. After the girl with the blood of a True Demon flowing in her veins gave her a confused glance, she departed with the fairy, clearly uninterested in her existence.

After Milia again asked if everything was alright with her, Pandora managed to barely answer with a nod and forced herself to calm down her disoriented mind.

She was a King-ranked being. The one and only Queen of Envilya. Even though she was currently being overwhelmed by all the information she was getting, there was no reason for her to be feeling so helpless.

Calm down. Calm down. This is nothing.

True Demons were part of the Invidia faction, so they could not enter into the territory of Luxuria without having the explicit permission of the Divine Beast of Lust, Asmodeus himself. The fact that a True Demon was present in this place meant that she was most likely a contracted partner.

She remembered that Sol had recently returned from the astral realm. It seemed that girl had been the one he came back with after his journey in that realm.

But I thought it was supposed to be a black phoenix?

Pandora's thoughts stopped there as she reached an absurd conclusion. But she could not accept it. There was just no way that something like that could be possible.

Sighhhhh. Take a deep breath. It doesn’t concern you…

Yes. None of this ultimately mattered. Clearly, she had simply underestimated Sol’s influence. Back in his day, Mars had been able to gather a group of very powerful and influential women by his side with his charm and charisma alone. Even Camelia, who did not really like Mars very much, was still willing to follow his orders.

But this… This was on a completely different level altogether.

Okay. I am calm now. Nothing else can surprise me.

Observing the changing expressions of the succubus queen, Milia had to force herself to hide the growing smile from peeking out of the corner of her lips.

Sol had sent her a message, so she knew very well that this woman was neither the knight nor the princess of Envilya, but the Queen herself. Milia’s mission had been clear from the start: put her in a situation that would completely crush the queen’s mentality and make her understand the difference in power between the two parties. This was to establish the dominance of Lustberg in her mind.

In this way, any discussion they would have in the future would undoubtedly go in Sol’s favor, and ultimately in the favor of Lustberg.

As for the possible leaks? They were not worried about that in the slightest. For starters, Pandora was indeed an old ally of Mars so they were sure that she would keep her mouth shut. Even if she didn’t, it wouldn’t be a problem either way.

They were already ready to display Setsuna and Lilin as idols and war heroes to help increase the morale of the people of Lustburg.

The same would be applicable to Sol, and most likely Isis too.

Some of the battle maids, alongside the Black Knights, had already been dispatched to the front lines to prepare the fortress and provide supplies, as well as get a better idea of the overall situation.

The war itself wouldn’t happen soon. But preparations were still necessary.

Speaking of that… I hope that girl is alright.

Nuwa had insisted on being a part of those being sent to the frontlines. She was yet to enter the realm of a Duke, but her power was already impressive as is. Milia had accepted her request since she surmised that the small skirmishes already happening on the front lines would be a very valuable experience for her, though it was a shame that she had missed Sol’s return to the mortal realm. After all, she had already been dispatched through the use of a teleporter long before his return.

“Well, my lady, should we continue the visit?”

“Haha. I think I will just go to my quarters if it isn’t a problem.”

“Of course. Then let’s continue.”

Pandora followed with a light smile on her lips. She had already steeled her mind. No matter what happened next, she would not be surprised.

—That resolution was quite literally shattered to innumerable pieces the moment she stepped inside the Tower and felt the gaze of a demi-god upon her.

Even though it was only for a mere instant and that demigod seemed to have lost all interest in her immediately, Pandora felt like years of her life were shaved away directly with just that one glance alone.

The fact that she didn't rush out running, as if her life depended on it, was already a testament to her strong will.

But what followed was simply too much.

She saw a drunkard whose power seemed to surpass her own, just based on the slight power emanating from her body.

She passed a woman clad entirely in pink, sitting with a silver-haired woman clad in black.

She also finally met her friend Lilith, accompanied by the witch Persephone.

Those five were clearly discussing something important and, while they didn't seem all that friendly, the fact that they were working together was indubitable.

Pandora nearly crumbled when she realized that the three other women outside of Persephone and Lilith were also King-ranked beings.

“Haha…”

In the mortal realm, Duke was the highest rank one could normally reach even with great talent. Only a very rare minority could enter the fabled King-rank. The fact that not even all the Blessed could enter the realm of a King was a testament to how hard it was to break through that limit.

As such, it was rare for the number of King-ranked beings in any generation to go beyond ten or so. Perhaps 20 at best.

But, right now?

Forget the impossibility of a Demi-god. The Tower of Babel alone was holding five King-ranked individuals. No, if they also counted the one outside that would be six. It was equivalent to half or a quarter of all the King-ranked beings in existence officially known in the present times.

If there were no war regulations, this number alone was enough to crush most kingdoms within minutes.

All that power was held in the hand of just one man?

Pandora felt a chilling shiver crawl down her spine as goosebumps covered her skin from head to toe.

Was Sol preparing to repeat the actions of the Conqueror King? Or perhaps something even bigger?

Did Lustburg even need their help at all for the upcoming war?

No matter how powerful Sun Wukong was, that monkey alone couldn't face six Kings of such caliber. Even more so if Lilith was part of that team, too.

So now was the question that she needed to ask herself: which side did she want to be on when Sol inevitably started to use his powers for his future goals?

It seems like I need to change my plans.

She had made a very detailed speech for their future discussion. Analyzed the pros and cons of Lustburg and detailed what Envilya could bring to the table for them.

Now it was clear that all her plans were worthless and as good as literal trash in front of the behemoth that was Sol.

At the same time, Pandora realized why Sol had asked her to come to the Tower. This was a show of power from his side. A way to put her in her place and make the negotiations more advantageous for him.

But… There was nothing she could do even if she was feeling unhappy about it.

This was a completely open scheme that was screaming at her that her opinion on the matter was worthless to them. The difference in power was simply too great.

If she could find a way to have Sol intervene in the affairs of Envilya legitimately and properly then….

Anastasia doesn’t have anyone she likes, right? What about Minerva?

It seemed like it was time to think about the marriage of her two dear daughters.


Chapter 43


Let’s Discuss



Sol did not know about the adventures Pandora was currently going through. Or was it better to call it misadventures? The answer to this question depended on the diversity of perspectives.

Though he could imagine her surprise once she realized how much power he held in his hand currently, Sol was now busy thinking of more important things, such as observing the gate in front of him.

The scene carved on the black-and-white gate was not foreign to him by now. In fact, it was something he had also observed back in the dragon realm.

On the white half of the gate, a woman stood, with fourteen girls ranged behind her, all of them wearing golden robes. Facing them on the black side of the gate was another woman wearing a bright red robe. All of the figures had blank faces, giving rise to a strange and overall creepy atmosphere.

The scene carved on the gate in the dragon realm was nearly the same, with a few differences. The main one was that the crimson-robed woman was not alone but accompanied by a few more goddesses, whose identities he could not discern.

From what Tiamat had said, the goddesses of sin and virtue had placed a kind of seal that made it impossible to observe the ones who were fighting alongside the Goddess of Chaos. Only those who had participated in the war could observe them and they were also unable to give out their names to anyone else.

Sol knew at least about Ymir but the others were a pure mystery.

I wonder what happened to them? Are they also sealed somewhere like Ymir?

Goddesses could not die. As long as the concept that they represented continued to exist, then they would never die or fade away. As long as living beings existed, the goddesses of sins would be eternal. In the same way, as long as destruction existed, Ymir could never be vanquished.

Then what about the others?

I feel like this will be a gigantic pain in the ass.

The reason he was worried was because of Lucifer's prophecy that suddenly came to his mind.

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

Who were the <<They>> in that prophecy? Did it represent the goddesses who fought alongside the Mother Goddess of Chaos? Or perhaps it represented some other unknown force? A third group that did not belong to Chaos or Order?

There were so many things to think about but Sol shelved those thoughts back in the depth of his mind.

Now wasn’t the time. What could he even do if the end of the world was approaching?

The answer was simple. Nothing.

“I am entering.” He pushed the door open and walked inside. Now he had to bring his A-game to the table. So he could not be distracted.

[image: ]


When Sol entered the room, Camelia was busy looking at the circle with wonder and bewilderment. She obviously did not change the ritual circle just because of a suggestion from Aurora.

But she had been redrawing it again and again in her mind and the more she did the more she realized that the girl was indeed right.

The current circle relied more on quantity than quality to operate. Hence the higher amount of divine blood that was necessary for the ritual. The new circle, meanwhile, needed a higher understanding of the divine spell but in exchange, the cost went down by more than half, or perhaps even two-thirds.

How did she…?’

To create something like this in the first place, one should have a perfect understanding of divine power as it was a ritual created by the goddesses.

How did a young girl, who should have the mind and knowledge of a preteen, manage to find the flaws inside a circle made by the goddesses? Things were getting more absurd the more she thought of it.

“You seem busy.”

Camelia turned around with a surprised expression on her face. She hadn’t even sensed that he had come.

“Sol! I am sorry. I was too focused, I guess.”

“So focused you did not even feel my presence?”

He raised an eyebrow in bewilderment, to which Camelia just shook her head, “I will talk about this later.”

“Hmmm…You do know that if you hide anything from me again, I will have to punish you, right?” He smiled as he whispered this in her ear, which directly pierced her heart. Immediately Camelia felt her heartbeat accelerate greatly as she began to imagine what kind of punishment he would inflict on her.

She moaned a little when she felt Sol grip her waist but was soon silenced as his lips covered hers hungrily. Like a wolf devouring a defenseless sheep, all she could do was surrender in his embrace and let herself be consumed.

When their lips finally separated, all Camelia’s expression was dazed, while Sol smirked as he licked his lips.

“I missed you.”

Camelia glanced absentmindedly at Sol. He was taller and stronger than she remembered, and she could feel this even more so now that she was in his embrace. His body felt like the body of a warrior who had gone through many battles.

He also showed his draconic features clearly and proudly, not hiding his horns or his slit eyes.

But for Camelia, none of this mattered. She was simply happy to be close to him again.

“We will have time to catch up later. Are you ready?”

“I am.”

Camelia smiled at his confident answer and was about to cut herself with a knife to start the ritual when a hand stopped her.

“Don’t.”

“This isn’t <<Saint Fall>>. I am just requesting a discussion with the goddesses. Normally only the goddesses concerned will intervene.”

This would mean Luxuria and Castitas, alongside Invidia and Humanitas.

Indeed, compared to calling fourteen goddesses, this was a much lower burden. But Sol did not care.

“That was only two weeks ago. The backlash you received from invoking the holy territory has still not completely healed.”

He did not let Camelia offer any more protest as he approached the circle himself and used his divine eye.

He first looked at Camelia. He could see the link between them. Outside of the obvious pink one, there was a thread that tied her life to his. The curse that the goddess put on them after the events of <<Saint Fall>>.

In the past, he had been determined to cut this thread permanently. but he decided to study it more deeply and try to change its effect, altering it from <<Camelia dies if Sol dies>> to <<Camelia will not die as long as Sol lives>> or something similar.

He didn’t know if it was possible but if he succeeded, it would be worth it. After all, even if Camelia did not die young, as a mortal the fate of death by old age was inevitable for her. The same went for his other mortal lovers. He needed to find a way to make them immortal.

After making sure that Camelia was alright, Sol focused on the divine circle before stretching his left arm above it.

The nails of his right hand became sharp blades. He swiped down, opening a small wound on his wrist, and focused on squeezing out the blood onto the circle.

“Sol!?”

“Shhh. I am focusing.”

Sol had bathed in the Dragon Pool and absorbed a great deal of divinity in his own blood. The ritual needed both of their blood to function properly — both Luxuria and Castitas’ divinity.

His wound was already closing so he needed to focus on keeping it open. Soon, the red blood began to be fused with hues of gold as the drops scattered on the ground.

“Start the ceremony.”

Camelia was quite anxious, but she realized that it was better to move fast rather than waste time. She did not know what Sol was doing exactly but she believed in him.

She knelt down and put her hands together in prayer.

<<I am Camelia Castitas, Supreme Daughter of the goddess of Chastity.>>

<<I beseech the goddesses, with the divine blood of the Son of Luxuria, to answer my call.>>

<<May the goddesses answer my prayer.>>

At first, nothing happened and Camelia was ready to add her own blood to complete the ceremony.

But then, to her utter surprise and bewilderment, the hexagram immediately went from scarlet to a deep golden hue, proof that the ritual had been successful.

A flash of golden light immediately enveloped both of them.

The very world seemed to fall silent in the wake of the power. An aura of authority covered not only the ritual room, but the whole of the capital. No matter where they were, people could see a pillar of light vertically ascending from the church and reaching the sky.

But perhaps the most bewildered were none other than the inhabitants of the capital. Seeing just one divine ritual in a lifetime was already a feat; and now here they were, looking at their third one.

But no matter how surprised or anxious they were, all of them bowed in submission in the face of a power that they could never hope to understand, while wondering what the hell was happening again.

Meanwhile, Sol could not care about the rollercoaster of emotions the citizens were going through, as he stood once again in the presence of fourteen thrones.

{We are listening.}

He felt like he was back on that fateful day. But his current self was totally different.

“I salute the goddesses. I am here to bargain.”
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