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FIRST ACT: Healing




Chapter 1


Abomination



Sol found himself standing in a vast and open grassland. Thousands of stars were shining brightly above him in the infinite skies, and fresh air caressed his skin with its refreshing touch.

Above him, fourteen thrones floated quietly in the sky in a semi-circle formation. In a way, it was like he was standing before a tribunal, ready to be judged by them for whatever sin he may have committed.

Sol was reminded of the first time he appeared in this place, but now the situation was different.

Back then, he had been bewildered and a little fearful of what could happen to him, as he stood before the almighty rulers of this universe. But now, he could calmly observe them and even take in their divine pressure and withstand it.

The second and largest difference between the two times was that most of the thrones were empty — only five were currently occupied. One more goddess than Camelia had anticipated, but not outside the realm of possibility for Sol.

Luxuria and Castitas for his human blood, and Lilith’s human side.

Invidia and Humanitas, representing the demon side of Lilith.

Finally Superbia, for his dragon blood.

Sol found the fact that a mere mortal like himself could cause five goddesses to appear to be quite interesting in itself, but now wasn’t the time to be lost in his daydreams.

[We are listening.]

The voices of the goddesses sounded as overwhelming as ever. Their divine speech had the power to subdue all mortals, no matter their standing

But to this voice of theirs, Sol simply smiled without showing any signs of being bothered.

“—I am here to bargain.”

The young boy, who once stood forlornly in this place, kneeling and begging for mercy, was no more.

When the goddesses heard his words, a deep silence filled the air. Clearly, they were all quite surprised at the boy’s brazen words. From their perspective, the time that passed since they had last seen him was so small that it was practically non-existent. It was a span of time that was not even large enough for a child to grow into an adult. But here he was, acting as if he was negotiating with people of equal standing.

[For what reason did you call us?]

“Lilith Luxuria was born from the experimentation of Neptune Luxuria, previous King and Blessed of Lustburg. But his experiments were incomplete, making it so that the remaining lifespan of Lilith Luxuria is about to fizzle out, like a candle in the wind.”

[The life and death of mortals is of no matter to us. How do you plan to save her?]

The one who spoke was Superbia. She was sitting with her head resting on the palm of her hand. Even though Sol could not see her expression, and he was not stupid enough to look directly at her face, he could still hear the indifference in her voice.

He understood. Thousands of mortals died every day; even at this very moment, someone, somewhere was dying now. Why should the goddesses care about the life and death of a mere mortal?

His words were direct. Trying to hide anything was useless… For the goddesses should have already known about this situation long ago.

“I wish to ask permission to change the bloodline of Lilith Luxuria and save her from her inevitable demise.”

Silence once more descended into the divine realm, but one much heavier than the previous one. It was clear that the goddesses were contemplating something.

The first one to break the silence was, surprisingly, Castitas.

[Do we even need to think? In the first place, Neptune has already paid the price for his creation, not only using his wish but also sacrificing his Blessing.]

Sol’s eyes narrowed.

The wish.

It was a single wish, granted to all the kings of Lustberg. It was valid as long as it did not break the boundaries of the established rules. Most kings had simply used the wish to expand their power; a few others used it to increase their lifespans.

Neptune, madman that he was, dedicated his entire life’s purpose to his creations. He died as the weakest king in Lustberg’s long lineage of mighty rulers. He was also the king with the most-negligible list of achievements, officially speaking, and the only king who had no real power over his own kingdom.

Even so, he was a brilliant man whose madness transcended the mere desire for power. He had even managed to create beings such as Milia, Lilith, and Lilin. His masterpieces. He had done so by mixing divine powers artificially, and then mass-producing such beings. In Lilin’s case, he had even managed to give them the ability to procreate.

Despite all this, he had never used his wish.

Truly he had been a dangerous man — brilliant but unstable..

After Castitas spoke, the next one to give her opinion was Humanitas.

[How many times will we give mortals the authority to meddle with the divine? Either way, Neptune paid the price for the creation of his monstrosities. The same went for Echidna. It would not be fair to simply give permission to this mortal, no matter how you support him.]

Humanitas' opinion was clear. She did not particularly care about Sol, but she hated how mortals kept looking down on the goddesses by trying to reach into their domain. Instead, they should simply bow down and quietly provide faith in their greatness.

At the very least, Sol had to pay the price if he wished to act against the rules. In her opinion, true kindness represented giving equally to all sides. Since his predecessor paid a price for his choices, the same should go for him as well.

Luxuria's answer was, unsurprisingly, in support of Sol.

[We established the rules to see how far mortals can come on their own. Saving the singularity Lilith breaks no taboo.]

Sol stood calmly. Two were on his side and one against. This was honestly better than anything he had hoped. After all, he had been ready for all the goddesses to be against his request. He was ready to pay the price, and to bargain as much as possible. But at this rate, it seemed like he would not even have to do so.

[I don’t really care. But since the boy fought valiantly during the war, I support looking at the other side. Rewards should be given when necessary.]

Superbia was quite fond of Sol, all things considered. The dragons were her masterpiece. Seeing Sol continuously grow in power and strength was a way to affirm that she had indeed created the greatest race in the universe.

Each goddess had created their own race and divine beast, so who was the best and strongest was always a question of contention between them. But since she had created Tiamat, Superbia felt that she had won by a landslide.

Looking at Sol with his draconic features made her very proud. The only thing better would be for him to have a child with an elf. She was sure that the offspring from their union would be a monstrously talented individual.

Three to one.

Sol’s eyes twinkled. He had been so sure this situation would be full of tricky moments that the current circumstances made him feel like he was dreaming. Now that it had come to this, no matter what decision Invidia took, he would win.

His chest began to beat with joy as he already saw himself going home and giving the good news to his lovers.

Pandora should already be feeling quite down and it would be easy to make her accept his proposal.

He could almost taste the victory at the tip of his tongue.

Almost—

[As the goddess of Envy and the ruler of the Succubi, I use my right of veto.]

—Like ice in the desert under the terrible sun. The taste of victory completely vanished in an instant.

[The abomination Lilith reached her natural lifespan. Saving her is going against an already-broken taboo.]

But mercilessly, the voice of Invidia, full of malice, continued, uncaring of the rollercoaster of emotions Sol was going through.

[Sol Dragona Luxuria. I reject your proposal. Going against my decision would make you a heretic.]

In the end, he could even feel her smiling as she looked down at him.

Finally, even without using his Divine Eye, Sol finally realized the source of the hostility he had been sensing.

[But we all know what decision you will take, right?]

He could feel it. The anticipation in her voice.

She knew that Sol would save his loved ones no matter what, and this was exactly what she wished. This was the reason she created such a situation. What would Sol do when all odds were stacked against him?

A troubling situation indeed…
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Following Invidia’s declaration, time itself seemed to have stopped in this spiritual domain.

{Invidia!}

A roar filled Invidia’s mind, but she had no care for it. Luxuria could do nothing to her, since she was following the rule established by the sisterhood at the beginning of time. Even though Luxuria was vastly stronger than her, it would change nothing in the end. She was in the right, after all.

The rules were the rules, and nothing Luxuria would say could change them without absolute agreement from all of fourteen of them combined. Invidia knew what she was doing.

She knew very well that after this stunt, Luxuria would be unbelievably angry at her and might not forgive her for a few hundred years. But it did not matter to her in the slightest.

In the first place, time was a concept that was completely meaningless for them. Sooner or later, her sister would forget about this mortal and would find a new toy with which to be infatuated. Hopefully, it would be a toy much less dangerous than the current one.

Invidia simply continued to look down at Sol from her throne and observe his reaction. She had already anticipated how he would react and was ready to respond accordingly. After all, she only had one goal…

Sol Luxuria’s death.

The events of the small war that happened with the dragons proved one dangerous fact. He was too much of an uncontrollable variable in this game of theirs, surpassing even the likes of Anubis in the amount of chaos he could bring to the realms.

Back then, she was the one who had brought back and made Anubis reincarnate into a demon. But even though she could see far into the future, she would have never imagined that this small, inconsequential soul would grow to become a thorn in their collective side.

Now, after stealing a part of the afterlife realm, that abominable man had the highest chance to steal the true power of death and ascend to godhood.

One such monster is already one too many.

Sol was infinitely more dangerous than Anubis had ever been. She did not know what her sister was thinking by creating such a dangerous variable, but she would put an end to this foolishness of hers once and for all. She was adamant about extinguishing this bug from the realms of existence.

Since she could not harm Sol directly without breaking the rules of their sisterhood, all she needed was to set a trap for him, and this situation would become perfect for her.

[Sol Dragona Luxuria. Do you accept my judgment?]

Say it. Do it.

She remembered how the mortal had not hesitated to throw his pride away and beg for the survival of his loved one. Would such a man really bow in front of her judgment now?

The answer was obviously⁠—

“I hear and comply.”

—What?

[What?]

Invidia had been so surprised that even her inner voice leaked out in the open.

But she was not the only one to be surprised. All the goddesses here had witnessed Sol's growth, and more or less understood his personality. He was a crazy man who would put the well-being of those he cared about above even his own.

Right now, he should be seething with fury or going crazy from rage, demanding that Invidia revoke her decision.

But he showed no such concerns. His surprise had long since vanished and was replaced by a certain indifference that seemed uncanny even to the goddesses. It was as if he had already anticipated such an event taking place in this discussion.

This went completely against everything Invidia had planned.

This is why I hate Singularities!

She frowned in disgust and was about to explore Sol’s mind in order to understand what he was planning but she was surprised to find a barrier stopping her from doing so.

[That is enough, Sister.]

[Luxuria.]

[I will not allow you to meddle with the thoughts of my Blessed.]

Invidia gritted her teeth before completely relaxing. A tone of indifference reflected in her voice as she replied to Luxuria.

[Very well.]

She then focused on Sol.

[Since you agree with my decision… Then I believe there is nothing else for us to speak.]

“Indeed. I have learned an important lesson. I will be sure to remember this.”

The calmer he was, the spookier Invidia felt about this situation. His gaze was completely apathetic, devoid of any emotion — and it was all the more dangerous for it.

As Sol slowly vanished from this spiritual domain, she realized then and there that there was no going back from the road upon which she was now treading.

The two of them were now officially enemies.

How ridiculous…

At the end of the day, no matter how powerful a mortal became, he could never surpass a god. The only reason Invidia had failed now was because she had not anticipated his willingness to bear with his anger.

I wonder if you will be able to keep such a straight face as you watch that woman slowly die in front of your eyes.

She was sure that Sol would not be able to hold on by then and once this happened — she would finally have a righteous reason to strike him down.

———

In the mortal world, as the golden light slowly died out, Camelia could see Sol standing still, with his fists clenched.

“Sol?” Camelia called hesitantly. She had not been in the astral realm to witness how the situation had gone, but she had expected it would not have been a big problem for them. After all, they were not really trying to create a new race.

Ideally, the goddesses wouldn’t even ask for a price.

But, feeling the gloomy aura around Sol, Camelia was sure that something outside of their predictions had happened.

“Sol?” She called again and this time, Sol’s hand twitched as he opened his eyes and gazed at her.

“I am alright.”

She was surprised by his answer, as the gloomy aura around him completely vanished and was replaced by his usual gentle smile.

Did I overthink?

Perhaps he was just upset about facing the goddesses again?

“How did it go?”

“Poorly.” His answer was simple and concise, but the smile never left his lips as he continued to explain. “It seems like a certain goddess has something against me and has decided to give me a headache.”

“Sol. Are you really alright?” Camelia paled. She knew that her question was rather stupid.

“Haha. I have no reason to be angry, you know? I was sure that something like this would happen. For an instant, I hoped that I was wrong. But heh… Hope for the best and prepare for the worst. I am used to situations like this now. In fact, I would have felt weird if it had been resolved so easily.”

He smiled and spoke as if nothing was wrong. But she suddenly understood.

Sol was really, really angry now. He simply did not wish to show his inner feelings to her at this moment.

“Sol…” Camelia approached Sol and took him in her arms. “You don’t have to be strong in front of me, you know.”

“I am alright.”

“There is nothing wrong about crying when something upsetting happens.”

“....”

“Sol, you have the right to be sad like anyone else. You don’t have to always show your mature side to us. Nor act like an adult. Please, don’t take all the weight, all the burden on your shoulders.”

Sol stayed silent as he buried his face in Camelia’s shoulder.

“I understand, and I know that it’s alright to cry. But you should know it much more than me, that crying and whining will change absolutely nothing.”

Sol's words were calm and composed. “At this point. I can feel like Fate itself has already decided Lilith’s death.”

Ever since he came back to the mortal world, Sol felt like he was sinking into a deep sea and that no matter what he did, no matter how much he tried to swim back above to reach the shore, unbreakable chains kept pulling him down.

Lilith’s death was like an inevitability at this point.

Right now, it seemed like only two options were presented to him. He could save Lilith at all costs, even if it meant becoming a heretic. However, by doing so, all his loved ones would pay the price alongside him.

Or he could give up on Lilith, and accept that her destiny was to die.

Sol gave a bitter smile inwardly.

He remembered being asked once what he would do if he had to choose between saving the world and saving his loved ones.

His response back then had been pretty clear-cut. He was ready to give up on the world for those he loved.

The actions of his alternative self were proof of his convictions.

But right now, he was in front of a much more cruel question.


Chapter 2


Goddesses



[Divine Realm]

The divine realm was usually a very peaceful place, covered with endless mist. It gave off such an impression that nothing in existence could ever disturb the peace of that holy place.

But for once, the mist became a dark and heavy fog, as if feeling the anger of the powerful residents living in that plane facing each other for the first time since the dawn of time itself.

Sitting on the rectangular table surrounded by 15 Chairs, Luxuria looked to the side and growled menacingly, quite uncharacteristically for a goddess such as herself.

“I hope you can explain what happened back there.” She did not raise her voice but the threat mixed beneath it was noticeable to everyone that was present in this gathering.

“I did nothing wrong. I simply used my right as it was intended to be used.”

Luxuria forced herself to calm down, as she knew that Invidia had indeed respected the rules of their sisterhood and that there was nothing she could really do about that. Invidia was in the right — she had done nothing wrong.

“Why do you hate Sol so much?”

“Firstly, you are wrong about something. I do not hate him.”

Just as humans would not waste any of their precious time feeling hatred for animals or bugs, there was no way Invidia would waste time hating such a miserable and transient being as a puny mortal.

“So why?”

“Though I do not really hate him, only someone foolish would raise a venomous snake that might bite them at any moment.”

Her words were clear cut and to the point, “Sister. That mortal is too dangerous for us to let him continue growing. He needs to be put down — now!”

The smallest insect could carry the deadliest poison which could be fatal to the beings at the top of the food chain. Even small rodents could cause the death of millions of people if left unchecked. History had already shown that nothing in existence should be underestimated, or else one might have to face the consequences.

“Open your eyes, sister. Your obsession with that mortal might doom us all.”

Luxuria gritted her teeth as she stood up from her seat with a furious set of motions, “I thought it was our common goal to create a god! Isn’t it why we created Echidna? Isn’t it why we even allowed the existence of the G.O.D project and created the witches? So why!?”

In the end, it became hard for her to control her emotions, even as the almighty goddess that she was, and her power began to fill the surroundings, showing her agitation

But the one who answered was surprisingly Acedia, the goddess of sloth. “Only Mother wanted that— and I suppose you now, as well.”

She spoke slowly, as if she could fall asleep at any moment. But as her words spread out, Luxuria was startled to realize that outside of a few frowns, the others did not particularly seem likely to reject the words of Invidia.

“Do you see now?” Invidia spread her hands wide, “We were the youngest and the weakest out of them all. Our powers mostly came from living beings' emotions. Something useless when facing other gods — but now?”

“Now, the universe is our playground. Father is dead and our mothers are asleep. We won against Ymir, and all the others were killed during the Twilight of the Gods. We are now the strongest in existence. We are the rulers of this universe. Why would you wish to add another one to share our power?”

Industria, the goddess of diligence, shook her head, “Even though I agree with you, we still have our duty to listen to Mother.”

“I did listen. But let’s look at all the results until now, shall we?”

She raised a finger. “Lucifer was the first one to whom we gave a Soul from that place. What was the result?”

Luxuria gritted her teeth, “Rebellion.”

“Not just rebellion. We lost most of the control we had over the divine beasts because of him. But let’s continue, shall we?”

“Castitas. You brought a soul into the phoenix realm in the past, right? I think his name was Sinbad. What was the result?”

Castitas fidgeted a little,.“Rebellion.”

“Indeed. Poor, poor Gabriel. I think she was completely traumatized as a result.”

Invidia snickered and then focused on Superbia once again, “After Lucifer we had Apsu. Result?”

Superbia gritted her teeth. “He brought an army of dragons and other divine beasts against us.”

Invidia smirked, “Not long ago I brought Anubis. As a result, we lost a great part of the realm of the afterlife. Hah.”

She shook her head, “You should know, whether mortals join Chaos or Order, it doesn’t particularly matter to us. Because at the end of the day, they stay mere mortals beneath us. But there is always a group of pests that tries to leave the game board and face us and surpass our control.”

“Sinbad nearly obtained the concept of [Famine]. Pretty weak, all things considered, but still dangerous. Lucifer wanted to become [Light]. Do you all remember how powerful Sister Dawn became? Can you imagine how strong Lucifer would have become if he was able to wield a concept as dangerous as that? What about Apsu, huh? [War]? What do you think would have happened to us if he became a god embodying that concept?”

Castitas shuddered slightly at that thought. Apsu had been quite barbaric, to say the least. If he had become a god of war, he would have been nearly unbeatable.

“Then we have Anubis with his growing dominion over [Death]. Can you even imagine? Death was an absolute bastard because she could give long-lasting damage to the gods. She was nearly at the same level as Ymir. How could I have ever imagined that this random soul I had chosen would be born with a spark of divinity that embodied the concept of Death?”

Invidia seethed in anger and frustration. She had never even entertained the thought of creating a god. This was why, even after reincarnating Anubis, she did not make him her Blessed. She hoped that he would simply die after a set amount of time. But the man was born with the literal Book of Death inside of him.

The realm was silent. The goddesses had been quite dismissive of Invidia’s worries at first. But the more she spoke, the more she took control of the situation.

“Finally we have our sister's new toy. Sol.”

She chortled out loud after having mentioned that name; that was the reason for her growing annoyance. “None of us really put effort into creating a new god. But look at the result. Now imagine what will happen with that mortal. Think about how much Luxuria has invested into him.. Even though the chances are supremely small, do we really want to deal with another rebellion?”

“Hmmm… I don’t think Sol would have attacked us first—” Castitas timidly raised her hand. She did not really like the current atmosphere that much. She hated seeing her sisters argue like this.

“—Don’t be naive!” Invidia was angry beyond reason. No one could stop her today.

“Why do we always react rather than preempt? Why should we assume that our well-being will depend on whether he is feeling charitable if he becomes a god? We should step on him now. Erase all traces of his existence and even extinguish his soul just to be sure.”

“We can’t hurt mortals.” Temperatia – the goddess of temperance, was one of the few to not be affected by the current atmosphere that Invidia had built up.

Directly attacking mortals was strictly forbidden. This wasn’t just a rule they had created. It was a law of Order, set by their Mother Herself.

Of course, the keyword was ‘directly.’ There were many ways to move around this fact, and someone as cunning as Invidia knew how to use them.

“As long as he does not go against my decree, I will have no reason to harm him — for now.”

She decided to take a step back. She had already accomplished her goal of raising the awareness of her sisters on the danger of Sol.

She knew that most of them would not act now. Their sense of time was simply too different from mortals. Taking a hundred years to think about one problem was the norm for them.

But what she did here now was enough. She just needed to wait now, like a hunter after placing a trap or a fisherman dangling delicious bait for their prey.

She was sure that the prey named Sol Dragona Luxuria would jump head first in that trap, as he had no other choice. Once this happened, she would have a righteous cause on her side to extinguish the existence of that pest.

“Don’t you think Mother has a reason as to why she wanted the birth of a new god? What if you are making a mistake?” Gula – the goddess of gluttony, spoke quietly. Out of everyone present, she was the most dangerous. Her concept by itself was too far-reaching. But Invidia was not deterred by her in the slightest.

She knew that Gula and her twin Temperatia were the most-invested in a creation of a god, after Luxuria. The two had even united their powers to create that unique entity Echidna. But the result was a failure in the end.

“I will not act like I understand Mother’s goals. But ideally, we need someone we can control. Not a liability that will stab us in the back.”

“I see.” Gula seemed to lose interest as she stood up and vanished, followed by Temperatia.

This seemed to signal the end of their reunion. No matter what they thought, as long as Invidia did not break the rules, they would stay neutral and simply observe.

This was a fight between Luxuria and Invidia, and the other goddesses were happy to stay as bystanders.

Of course, the name Sol Dragona Luxuria was firmly etched in their minds now. This was the third time that a reunion ended up being about that mortal. They had no choice but to pay attention to him.

Whether this was a good or bad thing for them was something to think of in the future.
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After staying for a few more seconds in Camelia’s warm embrace, Sol gently tapped his beautiful lover on the arm, signaling to her that it was time to end this union.

“I am good now.”

Camelia hesitated slightly, wondering if she should tell him that it was fine to depend on her a bit more. Finally, however, she let go of him as he wanted and asked, “What exactly happened? Tell me…”

“Not much, I guess.” He explained what transpired in the spiritual domain when he met with the goddesses to Camelia without missing a detail.

“This…”

“Don’t make such a face. Honestly, I already anticipated that something like this would happen. So, while I am kind of upset, I am not very much surprised.”

By now, Sol had learned that anything bad that could happen would most likely happen to him. He had to learn how to roll with the punches. But he was no punching bag who would let things slide without retaliating with all his might.

“What will you do now?”

He grunted. “I have absolutely no idea.”

He shook his head before approaching the magical circle and crouched down as he observed it with a difficult expression on his face.

“Rather, it would actually be accurate to say that I have too many ideas. So much so that it would be no different than having no ideas at all. So, I don’t know which of them will realistically work in our current situation.”

Sol had thought of asking Sheherezade for help before the meeting, but he had decided against it. She had nearly died when she helped him survive against Ymir and that was despite her having the assistance of Skuld and Verdandi.

Now that she was alone, he didn’t want to put her in such a dangerous situation. After all, her power was in no way omnipotent.

“Don’t be reckless, Sol. Even though they can act childishly, there is no denying the power and authority the goddesses hold.”

“Oh. I know, do not worry about that. I do not know why Invidia decided to antagonize me. But it’s clear that she does not care about Lilith herself. What she wants is simply to force me to go against her in the open.”

Sol was clear-headed enough to see the trap that the goddess of Envy had placed for him. The sad thing though was that, even though it was such an obvious trap, there was not much he could do against it without becoming enemies with the goddesses.

He hated this situation. It would have been one thing if he didn’t even have the option nor the power to act. But even though he had the power to do so, he could not go past the wall that was the goddesses without risking too much.

“Sol, perhaps… No, forget it.”

He gave a bitter smile as he swept his hair from his forehead, “I can guess what you are thinking… Do you think I should let go?”

“Sorry…”

“No. You do not have to apologize. Perhaps I am indeed wrong, or perhaps I am just wasting my time.”

How many times did he have this discussion with himself? Why fight so much for someone who did not even want to live? Someone who had basically given up?

“But… Is there anyone who can truly watch their loved ones die even though they could save them? If there is, I wish I could become as cold-blooded as them.” He chuckled. There was nothing honorable about suicide. There were so many people who wished to live but still died helplessly.

“Lilith has so many things. She has a beautiful daughter. Friends who care for her and people who respect her. And for what? She doesn’t mind dying simply because my father died?”

“Not even Arachne fell so low.” Camelia murmured.

“For Lilith… Mars is more than a man she loves. I do not even know if the feeling she has for him can be called love at this point.”

Camelia gave her own insight, “Lilith was literally created to serve Mars and bear the perfect creation Neptune wished to bring forth. She sees herself as nothing more than a weapon to serve him, and now that her master has died, I guess she has lost her purpose in life.”

Sol nodded in understanding, “Well, all of this doesn’t really matter now. I am just a selfish brat, acting like he knows it all. But I don’t care. I want it all. I am greedy, lustful, and selfish. She may have given up on her life, but I did not. At the very least⁠—”

He closed his eyes, “—At the very least, if she really wants to die, I refuse for it to be for a stupid reason like wishing to follow my father. I guess I am petty and jealous as well, huh?”

Sol wanted to stay self-aware of who he was and why he acted. He never acted out of pure selflessness but simply out of absolute selfishness. He wished to reach a happy end and for that, he needed to keep all his loved ones alive.

Hah, I really feel like an ass.

“Well. I need to go to the castle. I want to discuss with Pandora and set the terms of our alliance.”

He needed to know just how far Invidia would intervene. The first thing was to investigate why that goddess had targeted him. He had no past interaction with her, and he only had ties to Luxuria, Castitas, and Superbia.

“Tell me, how much exactly do you know about the goddesses?”

“Sadly, not much. I only know a few rules. Everything is a game for them, after all.”

He grunted. He wondered if he could use his wish to go past the veto. Or perhaps he could simply keep Lilith in his dimension? So many ideas and so many possibilities.

He groaned and closed his eyes in order to activate his Divine Eye.

As a Duke, what he could do with this power was very limited compared to the power he had when he was using divinity. But it did not matter. He was not trying to change Fate or anything as grand as that.

The fact of the matter was that he could still save Lilith. It was just a decision between choosing to antagonize the goddesses or not. The fate of Lilith was not sealed. There were still opportunities for her to survive.

So as long as there existed a probability to find a solution that would satisfy everyone, he would find it.

Come on.

Faint threads began to appear all around him.

<<Zone: Deus Ex Machina>>

This was the power to make the impossible possible. The power to change reality in the way that suited him. The absolute authority to change Fate as he wished.

I just need a little hint.

“Camelia, I’m moving now. I will come back tonight.”

He did not wait for Camelia to answer; instead, he walked into his dimension in order to have even more power and greater clarity. Only when those three skills were used together could he reach his maximum potential. It was still too soon to use the remaining divinity inside him.

In the achromatic world of his dimension, Sol felt like he was nearly all-powerful. He longed for the day he would be able to manipulate this dimension as he wished, like Tiamat.

I need more power.

His core opened at the maximum capacity and absorbed as much mana as possible for his current body. His mind was moving in overdrive, filtering all the information he was receiving from the threads of destiny.

But no matter what he did, no matter which threads he chose, he always felt like something was missing.

Perhaps I should ask Sheherazade to boost me a little.

She could in no way move a goddess, but her power was in great synergy with his. This would perhaps be the best solution.

It was when he was about to finally give up that a thread caught his attention. It was a thread so small, so intangible that it was practically invisible. He was so weak he felt like he could sever it now, even though he was only using the power of a Duke.

But more than anything — it was a thread tinged in gold.

What?

Only goddesses were represented in gold. But no matter how he looked at it, this thread did not seem to belong to a goddess.

What is going on?

He was intrigued, and at the same time, something was telling him that this was a lifeline he must hold onto and follow.

As such, he began to trace this thread. He had nothing to lose, and he wanted to see where this would lead him rather than giving up now. He felt like this would lead him to an unexpected discovery that could probably turn the tide in his favor.

Still in his dimension, he began walking slowly. He left the basement where Camelia was still standing. He walked past a group of nuns, who were giggling and laughing happily as they gossiped about the happenings of the church and their everyday lives. He ignored the believers who were kneeling down in worship, praying to goddesses who, in reality, had no care nor love for them. Finally, he stopped when he entered a chapel that stood far apart, isolated from everything else.

There, a young girl around Sol's age was kneeling in prayer with her back to him.

Behind her was a large multicolored window. The light of the sun seeping through it shone on her, giving her the appearance of a true saint.

Though he was observing her from his dimension, Sol had to admit that it was a breathtaking view.

Why is this thread connected to her?

He may have only seen her once, but it was easy to recognize her. She was none other than Aurora, the granddaughter of Gerald and the new Holy Daughter of Castitas.

“I have been waiting for this moment for so long.”

Sol was quite surprised to hear her suddenly murmuring those words. After all, from her perspective, she should be alone. This was why he was all the more surprised when she stood up and looked directly in his direction.

“Should we talk in private? Ares told me a little about the power of that place. Do not worry, though. I will not be affected.”

The smile on her face was so beautiful that it seemed eerie, but the twinkle of joy in her eyes was evident.

Sol was forced to admit it — the girl was able to see him, or at least feel his presence, even though he was standing in another dimension.

He had indeed used this place to interrogate Ares once during the attack on Lustberg. This place had the effect of inverting the feelings of all those below the King-rank once they entered.

The girl was not even a Duke. How could she be so sure?

He hesitated a little bit, but feeling the confidence in her voice, he decided to gamble. At worst, he would just subdue her.

“Oh my. What a dreary place.” He was quite incredulous to realize that she showed no obvious changes once she was pulled into his dimension.

By now, he would be absolutely crazy if he still believed she was just a normal girl.

“Who are you?”

As if feeling the edge in his voice, Aurora tilted her head in confusion.

“Why does everyone always ask me this?” A bright smile formed on her face, “I am Aurora. But⁠—”

The smile slowly left her face, as all the emotions she had been showing were now replaced with a face so apathetic that Sol had to wonder if she was the same person or not. Her aura changed, her vocal tone became deeper, and her eyes began to shine with a golden luster. They held within them a power that he had only ever felt from the almighty goddesses themselves.

“I suppose you can also call me Dawn?”
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After making her declaration, Aurora looked at Sol with a meaningful glance and carefully scrutinized his expression.

But whatever she had hoped to see did not appear for the slightest instant. Sol only showed a thoughtful expression at the mention of her name.

Was I wrong? Or does he not remember? Perhaps he is simply acting right now?

She immediately discarded the last notion. She was the weaker party here. If he had really gotten his memories back, he had no reason to fear her.

This… hmmm… It’s quite complicated.

In the first place, she had no intention of meeting him right now. She had felt the flow of destiny and deduced that it was not yet time for them to talk it out. So she had been taken off-guard when he suddenly appeared in this place, and found her so accurately even though she had masked her presence with the authority of [Night].

Even those stupid sisters of hers could not feel her presence when she was using her authority to mask herself.

I am sure it’s him. So what is going on?

“Are you, by chance, a reincarnator? Or a foreign soul that stole the body of this girl?”

Reincarnator?

She was briefly confused by his unexpected choice of words but soon understood what he meant by them. She swiftly proceeded to explain herself.

“You do not have to show such wariness towards me. I did not steal this body. This body was mine from the start.”

The reason she had fallen asleep was simply that this body could not support her divine soul at that time. She should only have been able to wake up after a few years time from now on after completely assimilating her memory, but who would have thought that something like this would happen?

“I guess some external variables had a hand in advancing my awakening.” She gave a smile and hoped that it was reassuring enough.

What should I do now?

This was completely outside of her plans. If he did not remember anything, he was just a simple mortal right now.

Her heart began to beat widely. Should she strike him down and steal the power of Origin? Her powers embodying the concept of Dawn made her the closest to Origin, after Chaos and Order.

She could even perhaps obtain [The End], since she had stolen the divinity of [The Night].

Furthermore, he had killed her in the past. It wouldn't be wrong to do the same to him, right?

Ugh. Let's control myself right now.

She sighed and banished those intrusive thoughts. She did not wish to make him her enemy, and she would benefit much more from being an ally of his anyway.

This might, in fact, be an opportunity for her. If she managed to make him grateful to her now, she would have someone reliable at her back down the road.

"It seems like you might require my assistance."

She realized that she had been the one doing the talking all this while Sol simply continued to observe her with a cold and impassive expression on his face.

She only blinked once, and suddenly, she felt a hand had been placed on her head. She was startled to realize that Sol was pressing down on her. She could feel the power contained in his arm. He only needed to press a little harder, and her head would burst like a balloon.

"Haha. What might be the matter here?"

"I am not in the best mood currently, and I really hate mysterious secrets and roundabout talks, you know? You seem to have been some kind of big shot or a powerhouse in the past, but you see, the thing is, right now, you are just a weakling."

Aurora's eyes twitched, but she did not move or rebut his statement. She had indeed forgotten a fundamental problem. She was the Goddess of Dawn no more. Currently, she was just a helpless Holy Daughter of Castitas.

Stealing his divinity? She should be happy if she didn't get blasted to death right now.

Hah… So many bad memories are resurfacing all of a sudden.

She had been a very powerful goddess when she was in her prime back then. But she was helplessly killed, with no way of resisting, by the very hands that were currently restricting her like this.

She had thought that this was the end for her, but she had received a second chance at life. There was no way she would squander it, especially since she did not know if she could come back to life once again.

“Well— There is no need to lose your temper.” She slowly took a step back to show that she was not being hostile to him or anything of the sort.

“I can’t really tell you more. Revealing my name to you is not complicated, but the bigger the secret is, the harder it is to conceal.”

Sol narrowed his eyes, “Who are you?”

“The same question all over again.”

She seemed tired, but she answered nonetheless, “I am many things. I am a ghost of the past. I am someone whose sole wish is to survive the oncoming disaster. I am a coward who wishes to live and also someone who once stood at the very peak before being betrayed. But for you? I can become your greatest trump card.”

Sol gave her a deep look before the coldness vanished from his eyes, and a smile graced his lips, “Is that so?”

Goosebumps crawled on Aurora's skin. She thought that she had gotten the hang of making human expressions but she had to admit that the switch of expressions that Sol showed her was rather startling.

She had definitely felt his killing intent a few moments ago. There was no doubt in her mind that even now, he was observing her and deciding whether she was worth keeping alive or not.

“What can you help me with, I wonder…”

“Well— Let’s just say I am very good at keeping secrets.”

It was in a moment like this that she was happy to have stolen the power of [Night]. She began to explain her plan and powers, and the more she did so, the more Sol's killing intent changed into curiosity.

“I see… If your power is as impressive as this, then it would definitely be helpful. But— the problem here is… I do not trust you.”

She was not surprised. If her plan failed or if she betrayed him midway, Sol would face very grave repercussions for his actions. There was no way he would readily believe her in such a tense situation, even more so since she was indeed highly suspicious at the end of the day.

“I guess you will have to take a leap of faith in this case then.”

He shook his head, “Sorry. I stopped giving my confidence and trust to others unconditionally long ago. So why don’t we make a deal instead?”

She was confused by what he meant but, the moment he placed a finger on her forehead, she immediately tried to bolt backward. Her instincts were screaming at her that whatever was about to happen was something she would definitely not like in the slightest.

Sadly for her, she realized that she was completely unable to move from her spot.

“I won’t apologize. It would only be hypocritical. But I will definitely pay you back and will try to make it fair for you if this deal were to be fruitful.”

Her eyes widened as she felt words being written on her subconscious. Like a binding oath, she could feel that her very soul was being restricted, and her destiny was being twisted in a direction she had no control over.

How is this even possible!!?

This was something that should only be possible for the gods. But right now, she did not even feel divine energy emanating from him, much less the power to forcefully use destiny as he saw fit. Was it related to [The End]? Or something more?

She did not know the answer to that query of hers.

“What did you do?”

Once Sol retreated his finger and she was once again free to move, she inspected her body but found that nothing had changed outwardly. But she knew that this was only in appearance.

He gave a sad smile to her before responding in a leveled tone, “I tied your life to mine through our karmic thread. It doesn’t matter how far I am or what the possible reason is: the moment I die, you will follow me to the grave. Furthermore, the moment you betray me in any form or way, you will also die.”

“You…”

“Don't worry. I have no intention of forcing you to do anything you do not want to do. As long as you do not betray me… Nothing will happen to you.”

This was definitely not the way she had envisioned their first meeting would go.


Chapter 3


Stop Bullying Her



After his discussion with Aurora, Sol left the cathedral, now armed with a weapon that would be really helpful for him in his future plans and machinations.

The power of secrecy and conspiracy, huh…

This was a concept about which he had never heard. Even now, he was trying to analyze that power as it wrapped around him, but it was clear that he did not have the necessary levels to start exploring the concept’s secrets.

This was why he was utterly confused.

How could someone so weak have a concept so mysterious and incredible?

He initially thought that she was a reincarnator, like him. But this would not explain her powers. He could only summarize that she was someone like Bastet. She could have been a false god or something of the like in her previous life and was now living a new life from zero after discarding her previous self.

This was the only way to explain her divinity in his opinion, and the knowledge she wielded.

Well, I am glad I found her now instead of later.

Outside of the simple fact that she would be very useful for his incoming plan, the girl was simply too dangerous to be left alone. He was glad that he had been able to subdue her now while she was still weak and helpless.

Let’s go and take care of other matters, then…

This had been a long quest for him — too long, in fact. Finally, he could see the light at the end of the tunnel. Just a little more, and he will be able to reach his goals. It had been tiring, frustrating, and full of anguish, but he would soon be done with it and would be able to focus on other important things.

Should I travel a little? Go on an adventure or something? Maybe visit the demon kingdom or the elves, for starters?

He could even perhaps infiltrate Wratharis along the way. Of course, before all that, he had to form a contract with Setsuna.

For now, he had so many possibilities and so many choices. Once he officially became the King of Lustberg, he would be pretty confined and unable to do anything else.

Ugh… Just thinking about what would happen once I sit on the throne is fucking hurting my brain already.

He pondered, wondering if he could ask Isis if she had any undead henchmen who used to be administrative workers before they died and were turned. Having tireless and absolutely loyal undead working on the paperwork seemed to be a good idea.

He fought to keep his facial expression from showing a silly grin. He realized then just how much this situation had been weighing on his psyche, and since he would soon be free from it all, he had never felt so much better and refreshed.

Even though he had stumbled on his path with what happened with the goddesses, he had all the cards in his hands to accomplish his goals.

But he would not forget what was necessary. There was still work that needed to be taken care of.

I wonder how Pandora is doing right now.

He was not so petty that he would become enemies with Pandora just because of her relationship with Invidia. In the first place, the goddesses only saw the Blessed and most mortals as mere chess pieces that could be sacrificed at any given moment.

Pandora was just an innocent bystander in all this.

Even so, he would not hesitate to use her to further his goals. Before, conquering the mortal realm had just been a chore, a task given to him by Luxuria to honor his contract. Now, it was personal, and he would not stop at simply conquering it on the surface.

He had been hesitant about implementing his plans before, but he would have no qualms about this now.

He would steal the entirety of the mortal realm.

He wondered what kind of expression Invidia would have then.

After all, it was one thing to steal a toy, but it was a totally different thing to steal the entire playground.

———

After Sol entered the Tower of Babel, he immediately felt Ambrosia’s eyes gazing down at him. He looked up, remembering that he had a deal with the witches to work through.

“The terms will have to change, dear mother-in-law. I hope we can discuss that later.”

Right now, he did not wish to deal with Ambrosia, nor try to convince her to do anything. Pandora's presence alone had made the help of the witches of Salem completely useless in the current scenario.

He also didn’t care if Ambrosia finally made the resolution to stop being so passive about everything. It was time for her to stop playing God, but he didn’t want to get into that topic right now.

Still, he did not wish to show impoliteness to her. At the end of the day, she was a powerful demi-god, and more than anything, she was Medea’s mother and his future mother-in-law. One must never be disrespectful to mothers, be it in name, relation, or blood. Unless it was absolutely necessary, that is.

Her presence and affixed gaze lingered for a little while before vanishing after leaving a few last words in their wake.

<<I am willing to help>>

He was a little surprised by her words, but he showed none of it on his face, forcefully suppressing the joy that he was feeling from her statement. It was another piece of great news for him, one that gave his plan an even higher chance of succeeding.

“Your Highness, you seem to be in a good mood. Was the meeting with the goddesses a success?”

“No. It was a complete and utter failure.”

Milia, who had approached as soon as she received information about Sol’s arrival, was quite surprised by his reply. After all, the difference between his facial expression and his words was too big of a contrast for her to take it as anything other than weird.

She hesitated, unsure if she should be continuing with her next line of words or not. In the end, she just blurted out what was in her mind in a voice of unbridled concern…

“Are… Are you alright, Your Highness?”

She wondered if he had gone a little crazy because of all the anger he must be feeling right now or if he was simply trying to act strong to not let her worry.

“I have never been better.”

“Oh my…” Milia was startled, and her eyes opened wide into saucers when she felt Sol’s rough and strong hands wrap around her waist before he gave her a deep kiss.

This was the first time he had shown such a public display of emotions, and the maids who were mingling around blushed or turned their eyes away at such a raunchy scene, not knowing where to look. After all, while Sol had been very sexually active in the Tower, he was always careful about where he was and how he conducted himself with his lovers.

Soon, Milia had no time to think about his sudden passionate behavior as she let herself go and returned his kiss with unequaled fervor.

“Ohhh…”

She ignored the voices of surprises the maids were directing at her brazen and unexpected behavior. She was simply too deeply entranced by her lover’s touch to care about anything else. A pair of hot lips pressed against hers, and soon, she felt his tongue prying her teeth apart before tangling with hers in a game of lustful pleasure. She was losing her mind from the feelings this kiss was invoking in her.

She felt distinctly reluctant when they had to part, but the words he muttered in her ears calmed down the rising heat that was growing inside of her heart — and her steamy honeypot.

“I will take care of you later. Shall we do it in your room, then?”

All color drained from her face at his suggestion.

“Hum… *Ahem* *Ahem* My room is…”

She was speechless. She did not want to lie to him but…

Ugh…Do I have no choice but to sacrifice my collection once again?

This was perhaps the second greatest dilemma the dear maid had ever faced in her life since she began serving Sol.

Sol patted her head before looking around, “Where is my guest?”

Milia came to herself after hearing his inquiry. She was still shaken about the world-ending choice that had once again been given to her, but she would not let this stop her from working.

“She is currently resting in the quarters I had prepared for her. Would you like to meet her?”

“Of course. We will use the main office as the meeting place. I think I’ll be swamped with paperwork soon.”

“Clara has taken care of most of the administrative disorganization caused by the death of those rebels. I believe now things are working even more efficiently than before.”

“Hmm. Good. I really need to give her a reward later on.”

He smiled and walked away. Clara was basically a divine gift with her talents in administration. He had to make sure she would feel taken care of appropriately.

Once he reached the office, he took a moment to appreciate how calm and tidy it was. The bookshelves on the wall were all straightened. While the large table was indeed full of paperwork, everything was very well organized into neat piles and bins. There was even a faint scent of flowers in the air.

Approaching the office chair, Sol sat down and released a sigh of relief. He was tired. So very tired. But he still had work to do. No matter how much he trusted Clara, it was impossible to give her the royal seal. He had to read the most important documents and approve of them himself. One after another.

I need to have a talk with Tyr Highland later. He thought as he looked at the paper about the war supplies. He was no guru. He knew how to fight, but war was best left to those who actually had the skills and the experience for it.

It was when he was looking at the logistics related to expanding the wall of Lustberg that someone knocked on the door.

“Your Highness. I brought Lady Anastasia with me.”

“She can enter.”

The door opened as Milia let the succubus enter the room before closing the door behind her as she left.

Leaning back on his chair, Sol smiled at the downtrodden-looking woman. Even though she was showing a smile, he could feel that her experience after entering the Tower had been quite perplexing and agonizing.

“Take a seat, please, Your Highness. I hope your quarters are to your liking. We were quite in a hurry, you see…”

“Haha. Do not worry. They are perfect. Thank you, Your Highness”

“Hmm… I heard you met some of the residents of the Tower. I hope none of them offended you.”

Anastasia's lips twitched. She thought that in this situation. she was the one who had to be careful not to offend them.

“Hahaha….”

So grinned at her awkward laugh. But soon, the smile left his face as he became utterly serious. He had teased her long enough. Now was the time to start the negotiations.

“My dear Queen Pandora of the Kingdom of Envilya, why don’t we do away with all pretense and start discussing seriously about the future of our kingdoms.”

Even though he was done playing the game, he had to admit that her expression of surprise when he uttered her true name brought him a certain sadistic joy.

One had to have fun whenever one could. Such were the subtle joys of life.
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When Sol uttered her true name, Pandora was quite shocked by this revelation.

But in hindsight, she realized that she should not be so surprised. She already had an inkling about it from the start, and it had been her mistake to ignore her instincts and doubts.

She shook her head with a sigh, "You really got me. You knew all along, didn’t you?"

Her demeanor seemed to have changed from the usual self that she showed to him till now.

She did not care if Sol was sounding her out or if she had fallen into his trap. Succubi considered tricks and deception as a form of art, and Sol had more than earned her respect with his act. Enough for her to candidly reveal her true self to him.

She had made the mistake of thinking the son would be like the father. Gullible and awkward around women.

She should have listened to Arachne's warnings. But what happened, happened. There was no point in lamenting what had already transpired.

"Will you not take off your disguise?"

"I am sorry, but no. I am already in quite a compromising situation. There is no reason to give you more ammunition to fire against me."

The situation was looking pretty bad for her. Not only was she a King-ranked warrior, but she was also the Queen of Envilya. The literal queen of an entire kingdom had come to another kingdom in disguise. This was no joking matter.

By trespassing in Lustburg as she did, she was violating so many international laws that just thinking about them was causing her a headache. If she was discovered, Lustberg could make Envilya pay quite a heavy price for her transgressions.

Since the Envilyan Royal Family wasn't really in a good place right now, this would be the straw that broke the camel's back. They would be annihilated by the church, with no way to retaliate.

"Truly incredible. I guess we can call this a check?"

She was not totally checkmated. She could still flee if she so wished. It didn't matter that there were other Kings in this place. Even though she could not beat them, she sure as hell could leave, as long as that demi-god didn't interfere.

Furthermore, no matter what she said or did right now, Sol had no substantial proof except for his own words.

Even if he had a recorder going right now, she could simply argue that she was truly Anastasia and that she was only using <<Acting>> to humor the future king of Lustberg. It was a little far-fetched, but it would work out some way.

But the moment she revealed her true appearance, it would be game over for her in all senses of the word.

After all, no one could copy the appearance of a Blessed.

"So this is your Majesty's true personality, I presume?"

Looking at Pandora as her eyes flickered with seemingly hundreds of thoughts, he had a hard time believing that she was the same panicked woman from the reports.

But this also made sense. No matter what, Pandora was a King-ranked being who had already gone through a war against Greed Dyke, and was constantly fighting off the attempts of the church to eradicate the royal family and seize control of Envilya.

"I recognize it. I underestimated you. Because I only saw you as Mars' son, I walked into a classic trap."

"Trap is such an ugly word to use. But I guess it's accurate in this case." He gave a meaningful smile to her and leaned further in as he spoke, "Your Majesty, or should I simply call you Pandora?"

"Do as you wish."

"Very well then. Pandora, I would like to make something clear. The outcome of this meeting will have far-reaching implications on the relationship between our two kingdoms."

Pandora closed her eyes and mused, "The situation is what you already presume it to be. I need the help of Lustberg."

"See? This is what I do not understand. At the end of the day, the church and the royal family are under the twin goddesses of your kingdom, right?"

The difference between internal and external intervention was truly great. Even if the church gained full control, there were limits that they could not cross without receiving divine punishment and intervention from the goddesses.

This was why, even when the nobles basically took control of Lustberg, they still could do nothing to Neptune. They could also do nothing as Mars grew in power and took back the power that they had snatched from his father.

But once a foreign country was involved, things would be totally different.

In the far past, humans had been completely enslaved by the elves. It was only after Jupiter was born and obtained the help of the witches that humans were able to be free from the control of the elves and form their own kingdom.

In the same way, for a great part of history, beastkin and dwarves were also under the control of the demons of Envilya.

"Don't tell me — you thought that you just had to come to meet with us, and we would give you our help unconditionally, right?" He grinned and said this mostly as a joke but seeing her stiffened reaction, he could not help but take a pause.

"You really thought that?" This was so far out of the left field that Sol stammered a little in absolute disbelief.

"You’re telling me that you thought you would just waltz in, and we would give you military and diplomatic help with no trade or rewards in sight? What made you think… Wait. Forget it. I can guess what made you think that way."

Sol groaned and covered his face with his hand. It was easy to connect the dots and determine that Pandora had thought of simply using the friendship card and getting a free pass.

Pandora coughed a little but still tried to defend herself, "I participated in the war alongside Mars unconditionally. I’m sorry if I expected to receive some help in return."

Sol squinted his eyes after hearing those words, "There is nothing wrong with that. I would be willing to help you personally, simply as a token of friendship. But you see, that is only on a personal level.

“As the king of Lustberg, I cannot, will not, in good conscience, help you with the resources of my country and ask for nothing in return."

Sol spoke without batting an eyelid. Whether he would disregard the interest of the kingdom depended on how close he was to a person. He had been willing to grant leniency to Gerald, even though he shouldn’t have. No matter the reason for his betrayal or how he redeemed himself later. The fact of the matter was that betrayal against his motherland should have meant the death penalty.

But Pandora was not his friend nor his lover. Their relationship as of now was that of business partners, and he would treat her as such.

"What do you want exactly?"

Sol scoffed in response. "What I want isn't important, is it? What matters is what you are willing to give me. How much do you think the control over your kingdom is worth?"

Silence fell as the two continued to observe each other. Pandora considered many things.

Sol was a wild card. She had no information about him, outside of what was known by the populace. Based on this, she had deduced that he was just a spoiled kid who had been controlled and smothered by Lilith all his life.

Furthermore, after Mars’ and Blaze's deaths, as well as the recent rebellion, she was sure that Lustberg’s power would have dropped sharply, and they would be in great need of allies for the incoming war.

But while she had no idea about the lower level, the high level of power gathered in this Tower alone was insane.

Since the four witches were reunited, it also meant that Sol might soon get the help of the witches of Salem as well. This would definitely boost the development of Lustburg to an insane level.

The witches were perhaps the closest competition to the angels when it came to innovation, though they followed starkly different roads. The productivity of Lustberg as a whole would increase exponentially in just a few years.

She could already imagine how prosperous Lustburg would become in the future. She could also imagine how dangerous of a kingdom as well.

"Tell me — do you wish to conquer the world?"

Sol smiled softly, "I do not wish to conquer this world, dear Pandora— I will do it. That is inevitable"

His words were spoken with absolute confidence. She could see the light in his eyes, shining with absolute surety of his victory. He had absolutely no doubts about his eventual success.

Pandora closed her eyes. In such a situation, the choices at her disposal were rather small. Neutrality was impossible. She could either oppose him or join him.

Unconsciously, the topic of the discussion had changed from Lustburg helping Envilya's royal family to her needing to decide whether she would follow him or not.

She wondered at his chances of success.

The angels would never accept a unified ruler. The chimera were mortal enemies of Lustberg. The elves were too proud, and the dwarves too greedy.

No matter how she looked at it, his chances of success were very small and would be even smaller if she refused to help.

So, what made him so sure? What gave him the confidence?

"Do you plan to rely on the witches to conquer the world?" She had to ask. She wondered how he would answer.

"The witches? Well, I guess having their help would be useful. But no."

"Then where does this confidence come from?"

"Myself." A simple and blunt answer.

Seeing that Sol refused to elaborate further, Pandora sighed.

This was without a doubt the most important decision of her entire life. The smart thing to do here would be to take a step back and think more deeply about all the ramifications this would entail. But there was no way Sol would let her get back her bearings. He had worked hard in order to continuously hit her confidence and reduce it to powder, for this exact moment.

If he missed this opportunity, future negotiations might become a little harder or downright impossible.

"I need an answer now. Will you join me? Or will you stand against me?"

"What will Envilya gain by allying with you?"

"You should understand clearly what being one of the earliest allies means during a conquest."

Territory, wealth, power. There was no need to say this, and they already knew that by asking Pandora was slowly capitulating.

"I need insurance. After all, you could still double-cross us in the future."

"Hmmm… what kind of insurance, exactly?"

She smiled, seemingly getting back a little of her confidence. "The greatest alliances are often forged in the same way. Political marriages might be unsavory, but they are useful nonetheless."

"Oh my!?"

"I don't believe I need to say more. A wedding with one of my daughters would give more weight to this alliance."

Pandora decided to bet on Sol. She did not know if it was the right decision, but even if his plan of world conquest failed, at least she would be able to get his help for her most-urgent problem.

After all, if Sol became part of her family, he would have more justification to intervene in the internal affairs of Envilya.

Smiling, Sol stood up and walked towards her.

For some reason, Pandora felt her heartbeat accelerate greatly. Even though she was a King and he was only a Duke, she felt as if he was a predator stalking prey. The room suddenly felt a little too cramped as Sol stopped walking after he circled behind her chair and bent down behind her.

With his lips close to her ear, she felt shivers go down her spine as he muttered with a hot breath, "Rather than a princess I know nothing about, I am far more interested in you, dear Pandora."

Pandora realized once again that she had underestimated how dangerous this young boy truly was. Hearing his words, Pandora shivered slightly with an odd blend of anxiety and excitement.

It was the first time a man had dared to talk to her in such a way. Even Mars had been very respectful to her, despite her nonstop advances toward him. After all, while she was a succubus, she was first and foremost a Blessed, as well as a powerful warrior of the King rank. Her power over dreams was enough to make people kill themselves by making them dream they were drowning or jumping off a cliff, so men generally steered clear of her.

Affecting reality through illusions. This was why the Succubi at the highest level, the Nightmares, were feared. This was why the Nightmare Queen of the old was such a dangerous individual.

Pandora chuckled nervously, trying to throw Sol off…

"Surely you jest. I did not think that you would be interested in an old lady like me."

"Heh…" Sol chortled after hearing her words. The mirth evident in his eyes made Pandora feel further uneasiness.

"I don't know how old you are, but trust me." He grinned toothily as he spoke his next set of words, "You aren't old enough for me to worry about."

He had made love with beings like Nent and Kiyohime, who were literally tens of thousands of years old.

Pandora was at the very least in her thirties and at most in her hundreds. Compared to truly old maids like those in the astral realm, this was nothing in his opinion.

Seeing that this counter was rejected so seamlessly, Pandora was left speechless. Sol had once again refreshed her cognition of what it really meant to be utterly shameless.

But, thinking about it, rather than giving him one of her daughters without even asking for their opinions, she could just sacrifice herself for their own good. His offer was quite lucrative in its own twisted way.

"I… Do you just want my body?"

Sol tilted his head in confusion, before speaking out, "Well, making love with the succubus queen would truly be interesting, but I was thinking of something along the lines of a sham marriage with you. This would give me legitimacy without hurting your daughters. Or something along those lines…"

"Oh…ooooh." Pandora slowly realized what he was thinking when he said those words. Realizing that she had misunderstood what he had meant earlier, her face became entirely red, similar to the color of a ripe tomato.

The shame was simply too much for her poor heart and she wished she could find a hole she could bury herself in right this instant.

"Then…"

"Well, this was initially my plan. But now that I know you don't mind making love to me, then I have no reason to go for something less binding now." Sol grinned. It had been a long time since he saw someone that was so fun and easy to tease. Pandora was such a pushover that Sol was having a lot of fun messing with her.

Camelia was one thing, but she did not show this innocent and naive side to him. As for Nefertiti, no matter what he did, she would simply accept it with a smile on her face. Even if someday he were to drive a stake through her heart, her response would probably be the same. So he ended up feeling sorry if he teased her too much.

Pandora, though, was the perfect person for this. He wondered if this was really her true personality or if she had lost herself in the <<Acting>> trait of the succubi. After all, as the queen of the succubi, he doubted she was such an innocent person. He decided to play along with her for a while.

Hooking up with Pandora had too many useful points for him to pass up. “So, what shall we do? Should we seal our alliance right now?”

Pandora gulped but outwardly, she showed no nervousness on her face. Succubi were the best at giving pleasure to their partners and targets. Surely she had nothing to fear, right? She was absolutely certain that she could completely handle one young boy.

No matter how experienced he was, he was probably pretty unsophisticated..

A seductive smile formed on her face as she stood up and looked at Sol. In her current form, she stood almost as tall as he was. She had a toned body; her short skirt, which emphasized her hips, and tight shirt which outlined her perky breasts, made the most of her form.

Oh?

Sol’s eyebrows shot up at Pandora’s sudden display of boldness. He had no desire to force anyone for sexual favors. He was already ready to back off if she had shown any desire for him to stop, or if there was any reluctance on her face. But it seemed that he was overthinking the matter.

He was not against a casual fling with a beautiful woman. His relationship with Persephone was not far from this, after all.

“So, will you keep this appearance even now?”

Pandora hesitated after hearing his words. Coming this far, there was indeed no need to keep up the appearance of her daughter. It would also be insulting to Anastasia if she wore this form while doing something so shameless with the prince of Lustburg.

Light bloomed and Pandora’s body became a few centimeters shorter as she transformed into her original self. Once the light vanished, the true Pandora was now clearly revealed to his eyes.

She had the blue eyes and golden hair of all Blessed, but this was as far as the similarities between them went. She had a glamorous body, one that was in no way inferior to Lilith and Milia. Her toned, hourglass figure was to die for.

A small, delicate tail swung lazily behind her, beneath her skirt while horns grew on her head. In a way, she matched well with Sol’s current appearance, something that did not escape his notice.

Sol brought his hand to her hair and slowly caressed her protruding horns. “I like this current appearance much more.”

“Heh, is that so?” Pandora chuckled. She was feeling quite defenseless at this moment, as if a layer of armor had been stripped off of her after the deactivation of her disguise. But she showed none of this as she placed her hands on his chest and asked with upturned eyes, “So, what will you do now?”

“It’s pretty evident at this point, right?”

He brought his hands out to wrap them around her hips with a tight grip and lifted her up before kissing her full lips hungrily.

Pandora opened her eyes wide at how direct he was but, remembering the teaching she received, she did her best to not fall behind him in both technique and passion. Even though she was using her true appearance, she simply had to <<Act>> like one of her teachers. Overriding personalities and reactions was child’s play to succubi at her level.

The two of them went at it full throttle, nibbling each other's lips and smothering each other’s tongues.

Pandora’s tail swished behind her with more speed, and she unconsciously began to release her pheromones in the room. A sweet scent bloomed in the air and Sol began to want her even more.

“Haha, you are quite the naughty boy, aren’t you?” Pandora chuckled once their lips separated and wrapped his waist with her legs before trying to nibble on his collarbone. Sol smiled as he stopped her action and placed her back on the chair. He’d had enough sex with Skuld and Kiyohime, and some of their ticks were unconsciously engraved in his mind already.

Like how they would only leave their collarbones open to a trusted mate. For Sol, Pandora was just a sexual partner, a casual fling, and someone with whom he was forging an alliance. But she was also Invidia’s Blessed. He had no reason to trust her fully just yet.

Once Pandora was back on the chair, as Sol stood in front of her, she found herself at eye level with his swelling crotch.

“Oh my, should I work on that I wonder?” Her full lips stretched into a coquettish smile as she began to pull down Sol’s pants. She was still fully immersed in <<Acting>> like her teacher, as it was the only way for her to be so calm.

But when Sol’s pants were fully lowered down–

*Smack*

She looked incredulously at the thing that was supposed to enter her after it lightly slapped her face. She gulped in a mixture of fear that she was feeling herself and excitement that was coming in her mind because of the person she was emulating.

Is it too late to back off?

She might have bitten more than she could chew by playing with the prince.


Chapter 4


Pandora



Looking at Pandora's surprised expression as she gazed up and down at his long shaft, Sol couldn’t help but chuckle out loud, “It seems like I am bigger than you expected?”

Pandora seemed to come to herself at his words and caught his dick with her hand, a firm expression on her face and a haughty laugh on her lips as she carefully chose her next set of words, “It’s indeed big, much bigger than what I expected it to be. But you should know that bigger isn’t always better, right? It would be a shame if you weren’t able to use it correctly now, wouldn’t it?”

Sol simply shrugged in reply to her teasing, “Whether I can use it well or not, you will find out pretty soon. Now though… I need you to prepare me.”

Pandora bristled a little at his brazen words, but the feeling of the heat in her hand made her calm down a great deal. She realized once again that her temper had put her in quite a dangerous situation right now. But, it was already too late for her to back off.

Her pride would never accept this.

‘Teacher told me that men were easier to manipulate once they have cum at least once.’

Pandora's plan was pretty simple, all things considered. She would wring Sol out completely, then infiltrate his mind through her dream-walking skills.

Succubi did not have the mind manipulation skills of the vampires, but they could still place induction on their targets.

All she wanted was to make sure that Sol would not betray her and her kingdom. There was too much riding on this deal for her, even if it meant that she would be offending him by manipulating him.

Ugh. Let’s do it.

She steeled herself, refusing to show the slightest bit of discomfort on her face, and began to slowly jerk Sol off while she tried to recall the lessons in seduction she had received as a youth from her teacher.

In the past, she had thought she would have to use those skills on Mars when the time eventually came. She would have never thought that she would end up using them on his son.

This brought a weird feeling of immorality in her heart, but she cast it aside and focused on the task at hand. Morality was the least important thing for a succubus. At least, this was what she had been taught from a young age.

So what should I do now?

She could feel the hot and thick rod pulsating vigorously in her hand. The heat made her feel a little warm, almost comfortable. But at the same time, feeling the softness of the shaft, she quickly understood that Sol’s dick wasn’t fully hard.

“Why are you still not hard yet?”

Even though she wasn’t particularly happy about the situation, she was annoyed to discover that she could not fully excite the boy, even though she was using her skills.

Weren’t young men supposed to be extremely easy to excite? Moreover, wouldn’t the excitement double if they were to be put through a steamy situation such as this one with a sexy and gorgeous older woman like her?

Sol smiled derisively at her words, “Trust me. If you think you can make me cum with just this, then we’ll be here all day.”

Sol had long since passed the stage where just seeing a naked girl would be enough to excite him, no matter how gorgeous, sexy, glamorous, or heaven-defying their beauty and figure were. He had gone through too much to still have such a mindset.

Furthermore, he had to admit that he was not really enjoying the current situation. He had not intended things to go this far at first. After all, coercing a woman into sex was something which held no joy for him.

Though he was indeed interested in forming an alliance with Envilya, this shouldn’t be done in such a way.

“*Sigh* Forget it.”

He was about to put away his penis, when he felt Pandora’s hand tighten around the shaft. A bit too tight for his comfort.

“What are you doing?” Sol’s eyebrow rose sharply at her sudden actions and the edge he detected in her voice, “I think we are going a little too fast. It would be better to take a step back.”

Pandora grinned, “You scared?”

“Such childish provocation will not work on me, you know.”

“Heh, let me guess…” She smiled as she traced the underside of his shaft, “...You somehow found your conscience or morality, and want to act as though nothing happened, right?”

She chuckled dangerously as she spoke her next set of words, “We have already come too far to stop now. It would be an insult to my pride as a succubus.”

Pandora bristled, as the Succubus’s Queen, she held the belief that there was no one she could not ensnare if she truly put her mind to it. Even in Mars's case, the only reason she didn’t push for his affection was because of Blaze’s presence. That woman was a true bulldozer.

But now, this boy, who wasn’t even half her age, wanted to walk away after humiliating her like this?

There was no way she would accept something like that. She swore in her heart that she would make Sol kneel in pleasure, even if she had to use all the skills she was taught and then some.

I feel like there has been quite the misunderstanding between us.

Sol thought briefly, before raising his hands in surrender. “Well, shall we continue then?”

Since Pandora was completely willing, he felt no more hesitation. This would be the first time he would have sex with someone who had feelings for his father in the past, and that woman was the queen of the succubi, to boot.

Even though he didn’t want to admit it, the truth was that he had quite a few expectations about what was going to happen. He was sure that it would be quite a thrilling experience.
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The moment Sol decided to be more active in this erotic situation, he put his arms around Pandora’s waist and lifted her up onto the desk, so that she could be at eye level with him.

Pandora was quite startled by his unexpected move, but she obediently let herself be positioned by him, as she wondered what this prince would do now.

This was why she was too late to respond when she felt his lips fully enveloping her own.

“It’s only proper to start with a true kiss, don’t you think?”

Wait…? I am being kissed again?

It was like the information had taken a few more seconds than normal before reaching her brain.

“Wait…!” She tried to move in surprise but Sol caught her small arms and quelled her resistance by sliding his tongue past her teeth.

Pandora was so surprised by his slithering tongue that she bit down on it in surprise. But this did not stop Sol from continuing to kiss her with ardent passion.

Blood.

Their kiss tasted like blood. But her mind could not focus on the metallic aftertaste.

She shivered and quaked as she felt her body heating up considerably. Succubi were higher-ranked demons than vampires. Any body fluids could be used to absorb the life force they needed from their targets. But blood and semen were without a doubt the greatest source of life force for them.

She had sucked the blood of her enemies, since that was the best way for her to become stronger without requiring sexual contact, but she had never in her life tasted something so heavenly as she did right now.

Only a few drops of blood were consumed before the wound closed and healed, but it felt like she had absorbed more energy than she would have after sucking the blood of more than ten Duke-ranks.

He is supposed to be a hybrid, right?

This went far beyond her understanding. The more she interacted with Sol, the more she realized how truly wide was the world. Whenever she thought she understood something about him, something that would shock her to her core, there would be a new surprise to come. He was one treasure after another, layer upon layer..

“You are quite feisty.” Sol finally pulled away and muttered as he lifted her chin. There was no way he would flinch after receiving such a small wound, but he could see how she reacted after tasting his blood.

“I wonder — do you want some more?”

Pandora fought between nodding hurriedly or protecting her pride but in the end, her pride won the debate.

She knew that life energy could be quite addictive for a succubus when the quality was high enough. If she let herself go right now, she feared that she might fall under his total control.

In a way, she was happy that she was the one to deal with Sol right now. Her daughters might have lost their minds in her place if they were to even get a whiff of that delightful life force of his.

Sol laughed out loud at her response. He didn’t know what was going through Pandora's mind, but he was willing to take his time with her.

He slid her shoulder straps aside and pulled down her glamorous dress, exposing her to the outside world.

Her massive, cushiony breasts were a sight to behold. Her bra could barely be called one, and seemed to only be pushing up her breasts more to add to her dripping sex appeal. Her panties were a wisp of fabric, barely covering her secret place.

Sol could feel her scent trying to corrode his mind and senses. He was sure that most people in his place would have already gone crazy with lust. But he was able to maintain his calm.

He didn’t know if it was because of his resistance to magic or because he was the Blessed of Luxuria, the goddess of lust herself, but it didn’t matter to him. What mattered was that he was able to hold on to his sanity even after being in close proximity with the current generation’s Nightmare Queen.

While embracing her very feminine body from behind, Sol first stripped off her skimpy bra. Her clothing had hidden some of her curves but now he could simply marvel at the work of art sitting in front of him.

The breasts that spilled out were unnaturally plump for her otherwise slender body. He idly wondered just how much her shoulders hurt on a daily basis. But he then remembered that this was not Earth.

Pandora frantically tried to cover her chest with her hands but he used that opening to reach down and pull down her panties. Her smooth and equally plump butt was revealed to him and he wished he could give it a smack right about now.

Calm down. Everything comes slowly and in its due time.

There was no need to rush.

After being stripped bare in no time at all, she had no idea what to do and simply remained silent and froze in her place.

The ease and skill Sol had used to disrobe her would have surely made her teacher marvel in surprise at how experienced he was. There was no denying that he had enough skills to make some Succubi recognize his supremacy.

She began to wonder if she would really be able to take him down at this rate. This seemed more and more uncertain with each move he made.

Sol did not let Pandora's confusion stop him from making his advances on her. He wrapped his arms around her while leaning over her from behind and grabbed her well-grown white peaches. They seemed to spill from his hand but he found his target fast and began to pinch her small and cute cherry-red nipples.

He also rained kisses on her, starting from her alluring nape to her shoulder blades while he teased and massaged her heavy breasts. Pandora realized that she was being overwhelmed and needed to take some distance for her to counterattack.

“Wait…”

But Sol did not wait. He was not just after her beautiful breasts. He squeezed her peaks with his right hand while moving his other hand to her secret place.

He covered her entire garden with his palm and softly caressed it, enjoying how it felt.

His hand seemed to activate some kind of switch within her. Her resistance faded quickly and she collapsed weakly against him. Her body refused to obey her commands, but in her mind, she kept telling herself that she would fight back later.

She realized that for all her teacher had educated her in giving pleasure to her partner, she was never taught about how to receive pleasure.

As a result, she was being completely and utterly manhandled by a young man who was not even half her age, and she could not find it in herself to fight back. The blood she had tasted earlier had already made her too weak against his advances.

Her nipples had grown hard at some point, so he pinched one of them between his thumb and forefinger, squeezed it, rolled it around, and played with it to his heart’s content. On her lower body, three of his fingers covered her labia and gently caressed her outer lips, which were already glistening with her love juice.

“So, what does it feel like? While coming to Lustberg, did you ever imagine you would be in such a situation?”

He teased her with his words, causing Pandora to blush even more in shame and embarrassment. She had imagined many things when coming here, but this was certainly not even close to anything she had thought up.

The more Sol moved his fingers, the more feverish she became. Her vision became blurry and her breathing became difficult for her to maintain. She felt like a bitch in heat as she stuck her tongue out to gulp more air.

“P-please stop this.” Confused by the unknown sensations, she tried to escape from his grasp once again, but he only continued teasing her breasts and slowly moving those three fingers to gently rub her labia.

“Heh, I will. So now, cum for me please.”

He bit her earlobes and pinched her nipple and clitoris simultaneously.

Pandora gasped and screamed her orgasm out. She forced herself to bite her lips as her entire body trembled, and sweat soaked the curves of her arched spine. But there was nothing she could do to stop the pleasure that was already clouding her mind and senses.

“Well. I guess I won the first round, dear succubus queen.”

Pandora shuddered slightly as she began to wonder who was supposed to be the sex demon in this room.

She understood that this sexual bout between them would only end in her loss if she didn't do something fast. There was nearly no way for her to face him as she was now. ‘Nearly’ being the keyword here.

I just need to make him cum once.

If she succeeded, she was sure that she could take control of the situation from his grasp. Once his brain was flooded with lust, pulling him into the dream world would be far too easy for her.

Once there, she would be no different than a goddess. The rules of that world bent to her whims, and she would be able to make Sol live through the greatest dreams ever.

She was sure that even someone like him would be lost once he entered that place. The Truth of a Zone was not enough to protect the psyche from such a mental attack from a Nightmare succubus. Only a King’s Avatar could allow one to negate and escape the dream world.

Of course, she could simply activate her Zone now and pull him in forcibly. But that would be the stupidest mistake that she could ever make in her life. After all, she was not trying to become his enemy, and there were too many scary people in this Tower for her to even entertain those thoughts.

“Well, shall we continue?”

“W-Wait!” Pandora moved faster as she shook herself out of the feelings of ecstasy brought to her by the previous orgasm.

“Since you took care of me, I want to return the favor.”

“Hmmm?” Sol did not know what Pandora was thinking right now. Though, even if he knew, he would simply laugh in her face.

As he was now, he could nearly look at the face of a goddess without going insane. Even without that, his resistance to magic had grown even further than before his trip to the astral realm and while he wasn’t completely immune yet, mental attacks would have a hard time taking him down.

“Well, if you wish to do so…” He simply shrugged. He didn’t let his lovers suck his dick during their first time as most of them were virgins and he wanted their first experience to be as vanilla as possible.

But it would be pretty ironic if the Succubus Queen out of all people ended up being a virgin.

In Sol’s mind, all her actions and awkwardness were just a way to get him to lower his guard. Well, this was generally what happened when people thought too much.

Like this, the Succubus Queen once again found herself kneeling in front of Sol’s rod, ready to service him as she summoned all the knowledge she had learned in her youth.

Sol brought his hand to his penis and moved it right in front of her face.

It looks quite menacing.

She gulped before opening her mouth and slowly engulfing it whole. Her teeth touched it a bit and Sol’s hips jerked back slightly in surprise.

“Hey, be careful.”

Sol could certainly regenerate any part of his body. But he did not wish to know the feeling of missing his beloved little brother.

Pandora was feeling quite awkward and embarrassed by her mistake, but she showed none of it. Instead, she flashed a coy smile to him, giving the illusion that she had done this intentionally to tease him for a bit.

Okay Pandora, you can do it.

She chanted in her mind and the movement of her tongue stimulated the head. Her surprise made her breathe more rapidly through her nose and mouth and that tickled his throbbing member.

The most surprising part was how it felt inside her mouth.

A real penis was indeed different from the cold toy with which she had sometimes been trained. It felt so hot and stimulating.

“Oh…” Sol shivered at the sensation spreading through his penis in her mouth. She was indeed a succubus. He could already feel his body growing hotter and he was feeling more excited than ever.

He felt the urge to shove his dick all the way down her throat, but he was not so barbaric as to do so without knowing her preferences better.

Instead, he slowly pulled his hips back to enjoy the entrance of her mouth a little 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.

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

His partial erection achieved full erection in no time at all.

This is…

Sol was astonished. He nearly felt like he was having sex already. The moist sensation of her mouth and tongue wrapped around him felt heavenly, and she would sometimes suck harder than normal, making him feel like he was in a vacuum.

Sol wasn’t the only one being affected. Pandora could also feel her consciousness growing fainter.

All of her focus was concentrated on the cock moving in and out of her mouth. She kept her teeth apart to avoid hurting the fragile member and pressed her lips together. She knew she had to be looking extremely silly right now, but she felt no desire to stop. Slowly her movements became more natural as she recalled what she was taught.

She slowly took his member out of her mouth and then licked it 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.

After poking at the tip, she pressed her full tongue against the base. Supporting the base with her hand, she shifted her tongue to the shaft and coated the entire length with her saliva.

Her current skills were high enough that even a professional prostitute would blush in shame and ask Pandora to teach her.

It took all of Sol’s willpower to avoid giving in immediately as he watched her doing the act. He had been intent on controlling the pace, but it seemed like he had underestimated the skills of a royal succubus.

Then she once again started gobbling up his shaft, and Sol watched with wonder and amazement as his penis slowly vanished inside her mouth until his full length was deep in her throat.

Pandora looked up at him with obvious pride in her achievement.

But the triumphant look was somewhat undermined by how lewd she looked with her mouth opened wide to accept his thick cock.

Pandora 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.

The rhythmic motion of her head picked up speed. She could tell his trembling penis had grown to the bursting point inside her mouth.

For Sol, holding it in any longer was simply not possible. He felt the pleasure in his lower body taking control of his mind. “I am going to cum.” Still, he had enough control to give her a warning.

This only excited Pandora more, however, as she knew that she would soon be able to take total control of this situation once she made him cum.

She could feel his glands swelling up in her mouth. She knew then that she had reached her goal.

A thick liquid erupted into her mouth.

After that initial blast, more and more cloudy liquid entered her mouth each time the penis throbbed.

‘I won! Now I can…’

The moment she began gulping the semen that spread in her mouth, Pandora realized she had made a mistake.

Succubus could take energy from any body fluid, unlike vampires. This was a fact. But it didn’t change that they were sex demons and the greatest efficacy came from absorbing the seed of their targets.

A few droplets of blood had been enough for Pandora to have a small orgasm. What would she feel as she drank this copious amount of semen?

Her eyes rolled up in their sockets and shone with a golden luster, while her pupils took on the shape of hearts. Her face melted in ecstasy, as she felt like she was being given the most delicious dish in the entire world. She felt like she was a junkie receiving the highest quality drug ever created.

She literally felt like she was about to ascend to the afterlife as the amount of pleasure she was receiving. It was simply out of this world.

At this very moment, Pandora realized that there was no going back for her. Even though she had never even entertained the idea of taking a mate, she knew that now, even if she did, she would never be satisfied with anything besides this.

Like a starving beggar who had not eaten for days, she licked up the semen dripping from his penis. She even used a finger to scoop up what was dripping from the corner of her mouth.

The ground became soaked as she achieved the best orgasm of her life, and she was on the verge of fainting. But⁠—

Wake up! This isn’t the end.

Pandora shuddered powerlessly as she felt her legs being spread apart.

Please. Don’t do this. Don’t break me further.

This was what she thought as she belatedly realized that she was in fact the one spreading her own legs for Sol to fuck her while begging him to copulate. She was like a bitch in heat, giving herself to her partner with no hesitation.

In this place, there was no Queen, much less a King-ranked warrior. There was only a woman who wanted nothing more than to be fucked and pleasured until she passed out.

Sol’s eyes were as wide as saucers as he watched Pandora display herself in such a fashion. Looking at her eyes, he quickly realized the reason behind her sudden change in behavior.

So I am really the best food for those who absorb life force, huh?

He had realized this long ago, but it was amusing to see how much he affected these beings sometimes. Even a mighty queen could be reduced to putty due to his life energy.

I wonder if I can use it in combat as well…

He thought about this idly, while reaching out to Pandora and grabbing her by the roots of her hair.

“Well, there is no way I can refuse such a tantalizing sight now, can I?”

Sol grinned. He had to admit that he was slowly becoming more excited than he usually would. It seemed that even he was not completely immune to the seduction of a succubus. Most likely this was because her aphrodisiac effect was not really considered harmful to his body.

Either way, he decided that he would devour the delicious food in front of him with no hesitation.

Making the Queen of Envilya his woman would mean that he was one step closer to accomplishing his goals. Plus, making love to a sensual woman was a pleasure in its own right.

“You are producing so much love juice. I believe I can enter you right away.”

He grabbed his thick shaft and slowly brought it close to her snatch. Aiming it at her juicy entrance, he moved it up and down along the labia in order to coat it with her sticky juices.

Pandora simply moaned, not caring about how she actually looked in front of him anymore. All she wanted was to have his thick, hard rod inside of her as fast as possible. Just imagining how it would feel was making her crazy.

“Do it!”

Sol nodded and once the head was nestled inside, he grabbed her by her hips and then pushed his full length in one go. The inside of her honeypot felt like hot magma. The countless folds wrapped around his manhood as if to suck it inside and never let it go.

“Ugh!”

The pleasure on Pandora’s face vanished for an instant as the pain of losing her virginity exploded inside her brain. She seemed to have cummed just from having his penis penetrate her. Her mature body seemed to be convulsing, as it was confused between the choices of feeling pain or feeling pleasure.

Huh?

Sol showed surprise as he saw her face contorted in pain, then slowly looked down. His eyes widened in surprise when he saw a trail of blood slowly dribbling from the place they were connected.

“You…”

She was a virgin? The succubus queen was a virgin!? Oh, the irony!!

Sol realized then and there that all her awkward moments had not been an act but truly the result of her lack of experience.

His face crumpled a little after realizing this fact.

I have been too harsh.

The reason he hadn’t hesitated with her was that he thought that as a succubus, her experience with men should have been plentiful. As such, there were many steps he could have taken without worrying about hurting her.

The first time with a woman was something she would never forget, and it was important for him to make it memorable in an enjoyable way.

He could act more sadistic on their second or third time together as the girl would then have more experience and would already be accustomed to his member, making it so that she had fewer chances of being hurt.

Sigh…

He wondered what he should do now. But in the end, he decided to stay silent and refuse to offer her any hypocritical kindness. From her earlier actions, she clearly did not wish for him to know she was a virgin.

Well, I guess I will have to change the mood a little.

He stopped advancing his hip movements and brought his face close to her nipples before starting to suck on them.

It was different from the way he had done it earlier. It was more tender, slowly trying to give her more pleasure and make her forget the pain.

Pandora noticed the change in his demeanor, and she felt ashamed about being found out. She was happy that Sol did not do something like apologize to her. She felt like it would have been an insult to her determination and would have made all of her work up to this point feel pointless.

Kindness sometimes hurt more than anything ever could.

It was funny that her impression of Sol became better because of such a small detail. But she was not in a completely stable state of mind anyway.

“You can move. I am alright now.”

She turned her head to the side as she said those words since she was basically acknowledging her defeat, but she could not fight her urge anymore. Pandora wrapped her arms around his back and her legs around his waist before she started to thrust her own hips up at him.

On the receiving end of that intense movement, Sol felt like he had fallen into a trap of pleasure. He started moving his own hips as well, and the two began the oldest dance in the world.

Pandora was spilling sticky juices out of her pussy, as she used her hips with incredible force to get the boy to use his own hips. It was like the earlier pain was just a lie.

She felt like she was finally complete. It was as if, her whole life, she had been waiting for this. She realized that she had been denying her instincts for far too long, refusing to move on from an old crush that had never returned her affection in the first place.

It was ironic that the one who made her realize this was the son of her crush. But she was currently too high into the realms of pleasure to care about this detail. She would leave those troublesome problems and thoughts to her future self. She just wanted to enjoy the moment.

Seeing her lose herself in lust, Sol obeyed his own just as much as he pounded his shaft inside her with intense pressure. Sometimes, it felt good to not think about anything. He lost himself in thrusting his hips inside her hot snatch.

Pandora opened her mouth wide and arched her back with a sudden jerk. Drool dripped down from her cherry-red lips and soaked her slender chin.

But Sol could not stop his hips.

He felt like his penis would continue like this forever when he thrust into her sweet entrance. The room was already filled with the smell of sweat and love juice, but this did nothing more than make the two of them more excited.

Her red and engorged snatch spread wide as the boy’s hard cock mercilessly pumped in and out. Knowing the woman was enjoying it could only speed up a man’s hips to pack more inches inside her.

He dug into her inner flesh all he wanted.

Sol felt like he would never stop at this rate. Driven by lust, he lost himself in massaging her breasts and thrusting his hips. When he thrust in, love juices flowed out. When he pulled back, he stirred those juices up and soaked even his balls.

Pandora looked incredibly cute as she writhed in his arms.

“Pandora, I’m about to cum!”

“Ahh!! Cum…cum inside me. Cum inside me. I’m also…about to…” Pandora was then reduced to speaking gibberish, not caring about any possible consequences. She needed this. She wanted this. She wanted to reach the greatest heights of pleasure possible for a succubus.

Once he had permission, Sol intensified his thrusting even more. His penis felt like it was made of steel as it pounded freely around inside her, stirring up her honeypot.

He used his youthful energy to thrust again and again until the succubus surrendered before him by reaching climax before himself.

She let out a wild cry as her entire body convulsed. The crazed undulating motion of her body repeated again and again, and her vagina tightened seductively around him.

This was the last straw for Sol. He grabbed her hips and pumped his penis all the way in then. He groaned and sprayed his cum into her vagina while continuing his piston-like movements.

Pandora wordlessly trembled as her vagina continued contracting again and again until she had sucked out every last drop. Her eyes once again began to roll back as the pleasure that hit her was too high for her brain to comprehend.

In the end, she simply passed out in his powerful arms.
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The first thing she noticed when she woke up was the soft feeling of the mattress beneath her, as well as the ceiling above, which she did not recognize.

Where am I?

She felt so drowsy at this moment that she could not even follow her warrior instincts, and instead focused on trying to understand what was happening with her body.

I was…

Her memory was pretty blurry and hazy, making it hard for her to immediately recall the happenings of the past. But as she focused on what she needed to know, the images began to replay in her mind. A young body melding with hers. Her debauched and sultry voice begged him to give his all to her.

Then, she finally remembered everything that transpired before.

Oh my gosh!

She felt like she wanted to bury herself six feet under. She had never thought that she would one day show such a shameful sight to someone, much less to such a boy who wasn’t even half her age.

What the hell did I do?

She always had the bad habit of moving before thinking things through. That was exactly what happened when she decided to come to Lustberg all those years ago and began following Mars on his journey. She had absolutely no reason to have done what she did, after all.

This was also why she had once again come to Lustberg and sought the help of her old companions.

But to think that she would fall for the provocation of a little brat,and give her precious virginity like this, with no hesitation whatsoever! She wasn’t able to understand just what had gone wrong with her mind.

Ugh. Pandora, you are so stupid.

She felt like bashing her head once again. That was so idiotic of her to do. She had let her tunnel-vision-induced mind and emotions take control of her when what she should have done was to take a few steps back to observe and judge the situation appropriately.

Though… It felt really really good.

Pandora let out a sultry breath as the pleasure that she had felt with her first partner came to her mind again. Just the aftertaste of their union was heavenly in itself. She couldn’t understand how such a feeling could exist in this world.

She then blushed when she realized that she was acting like a debauched harlot in heat.

Now that she had gotten calmer after that sensual high, she was starting to observe her surroundings while keeping her thoughts active.

Her virginity was lost; this was a fact. Speaking of her virginity…

He came inside me, right?

She wondered if she might fall pregnant at this rate.

Her face paled for an instant before she shook her head. No, I am sure I must have devoured all the energy of the semen unconsciously.

The reason witches could not become pregnant was that they absorbed the life force of the egg inside them before it even had a chance to form. This non-conscious skill for the witches was something that all succubi could perfectly control.

Otherwise, it would be impossible for them to have sex without falling pregnant. Succubi could selectively choose whether to kill the egg before it even formed by entirely devouring the energy or letting it form and conceive children through their union with their chosen mates.

Once she realized that she was safe on that front, Pandora let out a sigh of relief. She could not even begin to imagine what she would have felt if she had gotten impregnated by the son of her first love.

This feels so weird.

She had never imagined that she would be in such a weird situation by coming to Lustberg.

The prince had surpassed everything she had expected of him and went beyond what she thought was possible of him. He was a complete enigma.

In fact, he was so unlike his father that comparing them was not even funny. But this was the reality, and there was nothing that she could do about it.

Now, she needed to decide how she would act around Sol…

“Ahem.”

Pandora turned to look beside her and saw a young golden-haired and blue-eyed man standing next to the bed. He had an awkward expression on his face and was holding a cup of what looked to be hot chocolate.

“Oh…” She recognized this face. After all, he was the reason for her earlier anguish.

But… there was one problem.

“How long have you been here?”

Please. Please. Don’t tell me…

“Well… since you woke up, I guess?”

Pandora groaned and closed her eyes. “Just kill me, please. End my suffering.”

This went beyond shame itself. She felt like the world was bullying her at this point. She felt as though she was going to spill tears of blood at this rate.

“Haha.” Sol exhaled a short laugh and placed the tray with the hot chocolate on a nearby table, before sitting on a chair near the bed.

Silence enveloped the two in its smothering embrace, with no signs of any sound being made anytime soon. But in the end, the first one to break the suffocating silence was Pandora.

“How long was I out?”

“Just a few hours. It’s currently evening.”

Pandora sighed out loud and spoke in a steely tone. “Just because I gave you my body does not mean that I belong to you. I hope you understand that.”

“Oh?” Sol's eyebrows rose abruptly at the suddenness of the words spoken by Pandora and the voice with which she had uttered them to him.

But Pandora had to be clear about this fact. She had read that once a girl gave her first time to a man, he generally became entitled and felt like the girl belonged to him.

It didn’t matter how clumsy, how thoughtless, and how tunnel-visioned she could be sometimes— Pandora was one of the most powerful beings in the world. She would never let herself become bound by anyone in her entire life of her own volition.

“Hmm… Well, I have never thought that any of… Hmm… Well, indeed, I can be a little possessive sometimes. Haha…” Sol chuckled to hide his awkwardness as he nearly lied to her. He could be ‘quite’ possessive, which he recognized. But… I will never force someone to be with me when she has no feelings for me.”

He had no feelings for Pandora either. It was just pure lust. Even his relationship with Persephone was deeper than the one he shared with the Nightmare Queen.

“Of course… Whether you can find someone else is another matter altogether.”

Sol grinned, causing Pandora to flush with embarrassment as she was unable to refute him. In the first place, she hadn’t managed to find a mate in the years since Mars' death. There was simply no one in which she was interested. This was why, in the end, she had simply divided her energy to give birth to her current children.

At the very least, she was less lonely and had people for whom she cared. But even without all that, now that she had tasted Sol’s energy, she wondered if she could ever live without this taste again.

Just imagining it felt like torture in her opinion.

I have truly made a grave mistake.

Now, she was no different from a drug addict who was under the control of their dealer. She would ruin herself to get even more of this delicious drug.

“Tell me what you really want from me.”

There was no way Sol had done all this just for the alliance. She felt like there was a deeper reason, one that went beyond mere lust. She wanted to know what it was now.

Sol looked at Pandora. Her cuteness had made him forget that she was not someone he could underestimate. If the two of them fought to the death, he would only be able to flee by employing his dimension, as he had no way of winning against her. He had only been able to toy around with her because of his inherent advantages, and there was nothing to be proud of with just this much.

Now was the time for the true test. He couldn’t tell her everything now. But this wasn’t a problem. Since Aurora had shielded his thoughts, he could at least be a little more honest, “I just need you to follow a few orders for a few days without asking any questions.”

Sol did not want Pandora to know that Mars’ father, Neptune, had used the remainder of their former and beloved Queen to create Lilith. This would create useless tension and might even jeopardize his plan.

Now, all the pieces are in place.

Soon, he would be able to put this whole charade behind him.


Chapter 5


Help me



[Tower of Babel – Hanging Gardens]

The hanging gardens of Babylon were a work of art that would go down in the annals of history without a shred of doubt. It wouldn’t be a stretch to call them the most beautiful sight in the mortal realm. The heights of beauty and aesthetics this marvel had reached were incredible.

The moon was currently hidden behind the clouds of winter, as snow fell incessantly and covered the ground.

Usually, the Tower had a shield up that protected it from the weather, as cold and snow could affect the garden. But, as of now, Lilith considered that she could afford to open it. After all, with the current protection gathered in the Tower, this shield would make little to no difference.

Sitting near a frozen lake and feeling the ashen snow falling on her face, Lilith closed her eyes and remembered her past. An agonizing yet beautiful reminiscence.

For her, the snow had a very symbolic and important meaning. After all, it was the first thing she had witnessed of the world outside of the walls of the chamber in which she had been created.

It was here that everything for her changed in its entirety.

She remembered asking her creator a harrowing question. A question about her existence…

"What am I?"

His answer had been simple and relayed without hesitation or remorse.

"You are the tool that will allow me to reach my goals."

A tool. As simple and as sad as that. Nothing more, nothing less.

At that time, she did not have the emotional capacity necessary to feel things like sadness or disappointment. This was why she had felt nothing, even after being told such a cruel reality. ‘Her’ reality.

She had nothing to care for and no one who cared for her in the world.

But what might have truly sealed her fate was what came afterward.

She remembered having seen Mars training in swordplay under the falling snow. She had asked who he was, and the answer, like a curse, had followed her to this day.

"He is my son. Your role will be to serve the Royal Family until the day you die. So I suppose he is your master."

Lilith laughed after hearing her creator’s words. It was a depreciating laugh, full of mockery towards herself.

As she grew in maturity and gained emotional insight, she began to realize that her life was not normal, and so she rebelled against her creator.

But in the end…

Nothing really changed.

She fulfilled her role as a tool and bore a daughter, making Neptune’s experiment a complete success. Neptune was able to attain his goal, even though he wasn’t there to witness it himself.

She had trained all her life with all the intention of becoming the sharpest sword for Mars. The sword that could cut everything in his path and pave the way for him. And in the end, she truly became what she envisioned, only to lose the reason she became what she was: Mars.

She then lived in harrowing loneliness as she raised Sol so that he could stand up for himself. Now that he was an adult, her time in this realm was coming to an end. Even the goddesses wished for her demise.

Neptune's words had been the truth, after all. She was born to be a tool, and would die as one as well.

Nothing more, nothing less.

"Ah…" A breath escaped her lips as she appreciated the coldness of the winter snow seeping into her bones. She let down all of her defenses. When she did not use her mana or intent, she was just a weak and fragile woman with a frail body that was on the verge of death.

How. Utterly. Pitiful…

Shaking her head, she rose and walked down the snow-covered path until she reached a long branch that had fallen from a tree.

The maids had started to avoid coming here to clean, as it was simply too cold for their comfort, but she did not care.

Taking one step, sword now in her hand, she began to recall her earliest memories.

Why had she become so entranced with Mars?

She could not truly remember.

Was it because of his kindness?

Was it because he did not treat her like a tool?

She truly could not remember the reason behind her obsession.

All she remembered was the sword in his hand as he danced under the snow.

And so, she danced as well. Danced in the tune and rhythm of the sword.

Like an immortal fairy, she moved her weapon in such a way that anyone watching could only be mesmerized. This was true for Sol as well, as he floated high in the sky and looked down at her.

The movement of her sword, the flow of her body, the rhythm of her breathing.

Sol closed his eyes as he felt like he was watching something that surpassed even his wildest imagination. Even replaying it in his head seemed like blasphemy, as his memory could never perfectly capture this moment in its true essence.

Her beauty transcended reasoning itself. It now was in the realm of a concept, something that could never be replicated.

"She is truly incredible," Ambrosia spoke as she appeared next to Sol, breaking him out of his reverie.

"I know."

"No. You do not understand, Sol. This woman is something that goes beyond even my own knowledge. Something that I had once deemed to be impossible. She is someone who pioneered her own path."

She looked down at Lilith and sighed ruefully.

"Do you know? Whether it was myself, Anubis, or even Echidna, even though we managed to become the first mortal demi-gods, we all knew that it was thanks to outside help and circumstances that played their parts."

Anubis was a reincarnated being born with a fragment of death inside his soul.

Ambrosia was linked to Asmodeus and could use the power accumulated by all the witches in existence.

Echidna was specifically created by the goddesses with two blessings.

"We were all born special — loved by the world and by lady luck herself."

This did not stop at them. All the singularities who had made their marks in history and became renowned throughout the eras had something special to them. Someone who gave them a path.

This was true for Siegfried, Sun Wukong, and even Mars as well. This was how the world went on.

"You are not different from us."

Sol nodded in acknowledgment. It wasn't like he didn't work hard himself, and he had his fair share of challenges.

But it was true that his current skill set would have never been developed without the help of many people and the touch of the goddess of Lust — Luxuria.

His dragon blood and his dimension were innate talents, and he would have never obtained his Zone without all the help he had gotten during the war in the dragon realm. The help he had received from his grandmother, who adored him to no end, as well as his lover Skuld, who had transcended time itself to help him.

"But that woman? She is truly something else."

Born with a defective body that was weaker than average. No blessings. No outside help. A body that was slowly bringing her toward her untimely death.

The only thing she had was a large quantity of mana, something that was not all that rare in the world. Something that could be called worse than average in the realm of geniuses.

"...And despite all her defects, all her constraints, she created an art that can transcend the impossible. Kill the unkillable. Cutting space and time and perhaps even concepts… All this without ever awakening the meager amount of succubus blood that is inside her."

In all her life, with all her knowledge, the All-Knowing Witch had never witnessed such a monster. Even reasoning was beyond her, more so than what Sol could ever achieve.

What if Lilith managed to obtain a perfect body brimming with talent? What if she managed to become a demi-god? She shuddered just at the mere thought of that possibility.

Even now, watching Lilith’s display, Ambrosia could feel chills on the nape of her neck at the sense of foreboding she felt from her Immortal Slaying Art.

"I want you to understand something, Sol." Ambrosia took her eyes away from Lilith and gazed deeply at Sol. "I have always believed in growing without holding the hands of my children."

She did not interfere with whatever decisions they ended up making. Even with the council, she never gave her opinion.

"I created the witches out of my own selfishness. My thirst for power and my fear of loneliness." She considered the witches as her own daughters simply because she did not want to be alone.

Loneliness was scary. Researching things alone was not fun. Even being friends with Anubis and Echidna had never managed to erase the deep loneliness that constantly stabbed at her heart. She became jealous when the two started having a romantic relationship because it was something she could never even wish to have.

So she created the witches, sharing a curse that would make even more lonely people tread her path so that she would feel even a little less lonely in the world.

"I speak to you now, not as a demi-god or a witch, but simply as a selfish mother who has never done anything for her daughters."

She did something that surprised even Sol.

She bowed deeply with all the seriousness in the world and put down all pretenses and her shoddy pride.

"I will help you. I will make sure to study Pandora as quickly as possible and give you the results. I will use all my powers to help you realize your goals."

Her voice was hoarse and filled with emotion. "So, please… Help my daughters to remove their curse."

Sol stayed silent as he observed Ambrosia.

Not long ago. he had been the one helplessly begging the goddesses to save Camelia's life.

What had he felt then?

Helplessness. Humiliation. He had a deep and wrenching feeling of powerlessness, as he could do nothing but beg and hope.

What did the goddesses answer back then as they laughed at his plight?

“I refuse.”

As such…

"I accept your offer. Please, raise your head.”

He turned his back to Ambrosia and began walking away across the sky.

He had never wished to back Ambrosia against the wall. He felt no pleasure in seeing her bow down and beg him for help.

I am sorry.

He did not say those words out loud. He knew very well that if he had to do it again… He would do so without any hesitation.

———


Chapter 6


Been a While



It had been two days since that snow-filled afternoon. After Ambrosia had decided to help them, the gears started to shift faster than they had ever done before. Sol was finally nearing the end of his goal.

The first thing that happened was that the witches kidnapped Pandora and stored her inside Medea’s world. Ambrosia, and her daughter Medea used their full powers over the aspect of time to accelerate the hours spent inside the witch’s monochrome world.

They deduced that they would need a few months to understand everything they needed about the succubi’s physique.

As such, Lilin also followed suit, as she was the perfect result of Neptune's crazy experiments.

They needed to map the biological structures of both their bodies and find the differences to perfectly analyze all the traits and functionings of Lilith’s body.

Hathor, Persephone, and Isis took charge of this process. These three had the greatest understanding of biology and the aspects of life and death. Ambrosia helped by sharing her knowledge about the succubi.

This was an extensive project, but they had no other choice other than to push through.

Even Kali offered her help, as her understanding of the aspect of destruction could give insight into how to use Nirvana to bring everything together after deconstructing Lilith’s body and then building it up from scratch.

Freya was not spared from this scenario, either. The current time acceleration that the mother-daughter duo had enacted was putting incredibly high pressure on the pocket space she had created for Medea, so she was forced to constantly use her powers so that the space wouldn’t collapse on top of them.

Lilith was, of course, unable to enter that domain with the sudden time increase; otherwise, she would simply die faster, with her body decaying into nothingness. So, she was forced to stay out and observe as they all worked hard to keep her alive.

The more she watched, the more complicated her emotions.

Why…? Just why are they doing all this for me?

She realized that she could not understand their motives or the thought process behind their current actions. When Sol had told her that he would heal and save her no matter what, all she had seen was the struggle of a young boy who refused to accept reality.

She had long since given up on all hopes about her health and life. After all, if even that madman Neptune could not heal her, what could Sol do?

Did I still look at him like a helpless child?

Lilith was feeling utterly lost, and as such, she did the only thing she could do in this situation.

She wanted to see her one and only friend, as well as her longtime rival. But as soon as she took one step, she could see Milia appear not far from her.

"How can I help you, Your Majesty?"

"Huh?"

"His Highness is currently busy practicing in his dimension. He ordered me to take care of you in the meantime."

Lilith nodded in acknowledgment. She knew that Milia had never seen her as the true monarch, but at least she had never shown her disrespect in any shape or form. That was enough for her.

"Warn the Gatekeeper. I want to go to the church."

"The church?" Milia's voice showed the surprise she felt. After all, Lilith had never directly visited the church during all those years she had observed her as the leader of the Crown’s Shadow.

But still, as an experienced maid, she managed to quickly cover her expression of surprise as fast as it came.

"Very well, Your Majesty. The Gatekeeper will be ready."

Milia bowed, and Lilith gave her a look of surprise.

"You are not going to keep tabs on me?"

Milia was not surprised that Lilith knew she was being followed. In fact, the opposite would have worried her. But she was not flustered. They had never intended to hide that fact in the first place.

"His Highness told me that you can do whatever you wish to do. He will not intervene further or stop you from making your choice."

"Oh?" Lilith was surprised. Not only because of those words, as Sol had been adamant in keeping her under observation, but also because she felt strangely hurt hearing them.

It felt like he had finally decided to give up on her.

This startled her deeply. She felt like a defective weapon that was about to be thrown away.

She furrowed her brows and shook her head to bury those thoughts.

"I see. Tell him to not worry. I will never take my own life. I won’t go back on my promise."

If she died, it would be either because of her body giving out or while fighting a battle that was worthy of her demise. Never for anything else.

Now alone in the hallway, Milia muttered under her breath, "I hope you won't disappoint him, Your Majesty."

She truly did not care whether Lilith died or not. But she hoped that she would live. After all, this would make Sol happy. And she could do anything for his happiness.

———

When Lilith used the teleportation portal and entered the church, all the nuns stopped in their tracks and opened their eyes wide in bewilderment.

What is the Queen doing here?

This question flashed through each and every one of their minds. After all, it was common knowledge that the Queen had never visited the cathedral and that she would not do so unless something momentous had happened.

"Your Majesty!"

They all bowed in respect. The goddess they worshiped may be above, but the queen was right at their doorstep. They had no reason to show her disrespect.

"You may rise." Lilith waved her hand and looked at the highest-ranked nun present.

"Go call Ca… *Ahem* Tell the Supreme Daughter that I wish to meet with her." Lilith slowed down and used a more respectful title for her friend. No matter how much she bickered regularly with Camelia, there was a clear distinction between private and public conduct.

This was why, when the two of them found themselves alone in a guest room, her aloof expression fell as she took a seat opposite her friend and chortled in amusement.

"So, what have you been up to nowadays? Outside of copulating with Sol, of course."

"Heh…" Camelia sneered. She knew that this was going to be an interesting day


Chapter 7


Headache



[Medea’s World]

Pandora was confused by most of the things going on around her these days. Since time passed rather differently in this weird space, she had spent a few days here already, and she had to admit that it was a bit — no, a lot — different from her expectations.

For much of the time spent in this time-dilated world, all she had to do was to sit and do nothing at all. Generally, she would just talk with Lilin while drinking tea, or she would spend some time with Persephone and make small talk or reminisce about their adventures with Mars.

They would also sometimes ask her to show her true form or have her fight against Lilin so the two could use their powers to duke it out with each other.

This was when Pandora started to realize that there was something a bit different about Lilin, a special trait that shouldn't have occurred in her: the power to bring the abstract and the imaginary into reality.

This was the same power that the previous Nightmare Queen had wielded, and though the girl had a lesser mastery of this power and focused on dealing damage rather than using it as a way to manipulate reality at will, it was still not less absurd to watch a human like her to wield this power.

Pandora wasn’t arrogant enough to believe that in the whole universe, only succubi were the chosen beings with the ability to use this power. But still, it was quite a coincidence nonetheless.

There was also the fact that both Lilin and Lilith had the same appearance as a high-ranked succubus when keeping their human forms. This made Pandora begin to wonder if Lilith and Lilin had succubus blood running through their veins. This wouldn’t be particularly surprising, honestly. Succubi loved men of power, and seducing the then-king of Lustberg and bearing his child would be seen as an honor for them. So, it was really not a big deal.

But I never felt Lilith’s power being close to a succubus' though.

Lilith could also cut space on a conceptual level and even affect the soul if she so wished. But this was made possible thanks to her incredibly pure intent to cut absolutely everything in her path. This was a power that had nothing to do with simple bloodlines but was related to pure talent and will. It was Lilith’s all-encompassing will to sever anything and everything that got in her way.

Perhaps it was due to a removed ancestry? Or maybe even atavism?

It wasn’t rare for the blood of an old ancestor to resurface in his or her current descendants.

So, do they want me to train the girl then?

Pandora chuckled when she thought of this conclusion and decided to become more serious about this whole scenario. She had trained her daughters quite well, if she said so herself, and had always been proud of their achievements.

Partial energy beings like them generally ended up having children through asexual means, and Pandora had not hesitated to do the same in her case due to Mars’ demise. But unlike how most divine beasts felt detached from children born in this way, she loved her daughters with all her heart and soul, truly considering them to be her own flesh and blood instead of an extension of her energy.

I should bring a gift to Minerva when I go back home.

The poor girl had been ‘acting’ as her all this time, as she jumped from one place to another. This was only possible because the two of them were both Blessed. But this couldn’t last for long.

Sooner or later, people would realize that she was not the one sitting on the throne and, while they could not harm Minerva, Anastasia was not protected by the divine laws, so this made her an easy target.

“Do you still want to use that sword?” Pandora asked as she watched Lilin prepare for another duel.

The two of them were standing in a clearing inside this accelerated world. Surrounding them on all sides were the witches, the true demon girl, and a king-ranked phoenix. This lineup gave Pandora goosebumps whenever she witnessed them together, and she would generally do her best to just ignore their existence altogether.

Just imagining how much damage they could inflict if all bans and rules were to be lifted was bad for her heart.

“Please.” Lilin nodded and gripped her long sword.

Another difference from her mother.

Lilith used a large, heavy sword that could freely change its weight, a creation of Theresa’s. She was perhaps the best blacksmith Pandora had ever met in her life; she doubted that she would ever meet anyone better.

The sword in Lilin’s hand, though, was incredibly long and thin, a complete contrast to the one that Lilith used. One would wonder how a sword of this shape held itself together and didn’t just simply snap under pressure.

It seemed that Theresa had created swords for both Lilin and the wolf girl called Setsuna, but the two of them had yet to use them.

“Well, let’s go.” Pandora had not even finished talking, and she could see that Lilin was already pouncing upon her. By taking one step, Lilin had been able to traverse a great distance effortlessly. It was as though the concept of distance didn’t even exist between them.

This technique is really deadly.

She avoided the sword, even though it could not really hurt her, at least on a physical level. This was just instinct on her part, one that told her that she absolutely did not want to know what it felt like to be wounded by this ominous-looking weapon.

If it’s as nasty as Lilth’s sword, then no thanks. I don’t want to face something that dangerous.

The fight, or rather the training, continued as both Hathor and Isis observed the movements of the two fighters.

Persephone, who was sitting not far from them, kept cross-referencing the information she was currently receiving with the book their mother had given them. This was the result of their past studies about the succubi. There were a few differences between the two, but not so much that it could be considered to be headache-inducing.
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“How is the research going?” The drunken phoenix sauntered toward Persephone and asked with a smile.

Persephone looked away from the fight and nodded toward Hathor. The two had become quite close over the time spent in each other’s company since they were both healers and had similar powers.

Moreover, they also had many sisters they needed to take care of and a demi-god mother who be quite absent when they needed her presence. There were many similarities between them that allowed them to connect with each other.

Besides, they also had a certain biased view towards life, as Hathor simply went through the motions without caring much about it, and Persephone saw life as a series of books compiled one after another.

“I believe we have enough data already. I already mapped both of their bodies, and I am sure that I can recreate them up to 50-60% already. What about you?”

Hathor whistled at that news. The body was extremely complex, and having such a deep understanding of one that wasn’t even your own was quite impressive.

“Done as well on my side. The physiology of the succubi is quite similar to the true demons. I healed quite a few during the last war, so that was a bonus.” As she spoke about the war, Hathor showed an expression of distaste for an imperceptible moment before hiding it as soon as it appeared.

Persephone, as wise as she was, didn’t ask for anything more related to that matter. She didn't want to stir a hornet's nest by chance.

“Anyway, little Isis also finished her part. Later, we will train to maintain a certain synchronization when using this power. Kali will be with us and help us in case things go wrong, while Ambrosia and Medea will slow time to give us more leeway.

“Finally, Sherezade will give us a hand and use her power for this. There is only a little problem left on our hands.

“Where to do this procedure?”

This was quite a problematic question for them. This space was not a true dimension, so there was a limit to how much it could block from the goddesses’ gaze.

“We will do it in the Inverse World.” Isis chimed from the side. “You guys have yet to see it, but it’s pretty cool.”

“So you’ve seen it?”

“Well, not from up close. I am a Duke-rank, after all. I don’t want to have my feelings twisted and played with inside that realm. But it’s pretty powerful.”

Pandora was given no information about what they wanted to do. After all, while a King-rank could shield their thoughts, things were not very clear when it came to the relationship between a Blessed and their goddess.

Isis, meanwhile, had her soul protected from all outside observations since her birth. Trying to pass the block would immediately alert Anubis.

In the same vein, while Lilin had an inkling about what was happening, she was given no concrete information.

Whatever the results of their operation, in the end, no one outside of this group would know the truth.

“I wonder if we will succeed.”

“We will. No, we must. At all costs.” A smile full of determination bloomed on her Isis’ face as she watched the fight that took place between Pandora and Lilin.

This long plan was slowly inching toward its conclusion. They did not know what was at the end of the tunnel. But it did not really matter in the end. As long as they worked together, then she was sure that everything would be alright.

Though, I wonder what Lilith will do afterward.

Isis had no particular attachment toward Lilith. However, she remembered Skuld telling her that even if she had to seal her soul to keep her alive, she must do it. This meant that there was no way Lilith could be allowed to die.

It seemed that, even beyond Sol’s happiness, the titan had determined that keeping Lilith alive was extremely important, as she had the potential to reach a level few could ever hope to achieve, even in their wildest dreams.

Besides being a titan, Skuld was the being with the strongest power and understanding when it came to observing the aspects of the ever-changing future. Furthermore, her loyalty and devotion to Sol were beyond a shadow of a doubt.

Well, I hope it won’t come to that.

An undead could never grow and absorb knowledge in the same way that the living could. No matter what kind of potential Lilith may have, the moment she became an undead, it would be greatly diminished.

In the end, though, everything would still depend on Lilith herself. There was only so much they could do from their side.

“I wonder what she's doing right now.”

“Perhaps she is brooding by herself in her room?”

“Or perhaps she is just employing her sword arts on the rooftop?”

———

[Castitas’ Church]

No matter what Isis and Persephone thought, they would have never guessed that the woman about whom they were so worried and concerned was currently downing a pint of beer large enough to make even the staunchest alcoholic cringe in fear and hesitation while feeling admiration and awe for doing such an act.

Camelia looked on with bewilderment as the throat of her friend kept moving up and down without end, as she finished the whole glass in the span of a few seconds.

“Are you the new incarnation of gluttony or something?”

Not only was Lilith drinking enough to make a whole ship’s crew have justifiable doubts about their virility, but she was also wolfing down the food that was being presented to her like there was no tomorrow.

“Heh. Do not worry. Everything I eat is immediately devoured by my body down to the very molecules.”

Camelia’s smiling face twitched as she looked at Lilith’s flat and fit stomach with envy and jealousy.

“Sinful women like you can never understand the pain normal women like us go through.”

“Heh. Says the normal woman who should be near her forty but looks like she is in her twenties— the prime of a woman's life.”

“Ahem. I am eternally 17 years old.”

“Heh, and I am eternally 18. Did you forget already?”

The two looked at each other and smiled with lighthearted mischief in their eyes. This reminded them of the good old times when everything was simpler, and they could bicker with little to no worries on their minds.

“So, tell me. Why did you come to see me outside of, of course, finishing all the reserves of food we’ve accumulated.”

“Why…?” Lilith closed her eyes as she thought about why she came to this place— to see her longtime friend after so many years apart. A smile formed on her devilishly beautiful face as she came to a decision, “I just thought that it would be nice to spend some time with my friend after a long time spent apart.”

Her lips had stretched to form a forlorn smile full of melancholy. It had been so long since she could spend some time with Camelia like this. The circumstances just saddened her. There was always a reason to postpone the visit. Always something coming up that stopped her from going to see Camelia.

But if she had to be honest about it, she simply did not wish to show her current pathetic sight to the one she had always considered her rival and also her best friend.

Perhaps Camelia’s opinion was something that mattered to her even more than Mars. After all, in the past, she knew that Mars was too kind to ever hate her.

But the same wasn’t true for Camelia— a highly pragmatic woman who could be quite the snake when necessary.

“I feel like you are thinking something rude about me.”

“I would never.”

Camelia scoffed and leaned back in her chair with a tea in her hand. However, before she could even take a sip, she saw Lilith pushing a second pint glass toward her.

“Drink this. Let us go back to the first day we met; you went drunk.”

Camelia blushed and coughed as she remembered those embarrassing memories. “We do not need to talk about that.” Her expression was stern, but she did not refuse the pint from her friend.

Lilith laughed out loud at her contradictory behavior. It was rare to see the woman become flustered at the mention of booze.

“Well, it was indeed something to see. I wonder what Sol would say if he knew?”

Camelia blushed further at her remark, “Well, I think he would just laugh it off. But I don’t want to destroy my image with you mentioning that dark chapter of my life.”

Camelia had already spent too much building the image of a mature and calm woman for Sol. She didn’t want him to see her sloppy side. This might be a little vain of her. But she wished Sol would always look up to and respect her. See her as a great woman when, in reality, she was still full of insecurities and imperfections. Too many of them, in fact.

“You’re like him, you know. I guess you two really are fitting as a couple. Though the new girl he brought seems more fitting in that aspect than you.”

Camelia could only smile bitterly at Lilith's blunt remarks. She knew that Sol also acted more mature than he was in reality. The two of them wanted to always show their best side to the ones they loved and cherished, so they did not allow anyone to see their weaknesses.

This seemed to have changed, however, with the arrival of that phoenix. She had received the report about their outings during the festival, and she had to admit that she was positively surprised by what she had read.

“I always wondered… What do you like about Sol?”

Camelia laughed slightly at that remark of her friend, “Then tell me my friend, what did you like about Mars?”

Seeing Lilith becoming speechless at the curveball she had thrown at her, she continued, “Love, you see, always needs a starting point. It could be anything. Physical appearance, personality, the circumstances, and even more.

“But once you go past that starting point… Things become fuzzy. I fell in love at first sight with his soul. But I would have never lasted so long with just that. I love everything about him, even the things he does not wish to show.”

Lilith smiled, hearing those words, “The same way Blaze loved Mars, even though the two couldn’t be any more different.”

Camelia snickered inside. In her opinion, Mars and Blaze had been so suitable for each other that it was astounding. A match made in heaven. Blaze had been a very dominant woman, while Mars was more on the passive side when it came to love and relationships as a whole.

Even though Mars and Blaze had signed a Pride-type contract, with Blaze submitting to Mars, the reality was completely opposite.

This reminded her of a picture Arachne had once drawn of a slave kneeling in front of her master. But in a twist of fate, the slave was holding the chain of a collar in her hand… A collar that was tied around the neck of her master.

Theresa had loved the picture so much that she bought it at an exorbitant price.

“Well. Those were the good times, I guess.”

The two smiled quietly as a comfortable silence fell between them.

Camelia stopped asking why Lilith had come, and Lilith never bought any particularly important topic. They just quietly chatted away like the old friends that they were.


Chapter 8


Preparation Complete



While everyone was working on the matter regarding Lilith, she was spending her time drinking like there was no tomorrow with her old friend Camelia. Meanwhile, Sol had his hands full working with Clara about all the matters regarding Lustberg.

"Your Highness needs to have a meeting with the Highland family. Athena Highland has been chosen as the representative for the meeting from the Highland’s side."

"Hmm? Athena? What about the old man? Anything happened to him recently?"

"Sir Tyr is still very healthy, Your Highness. I believe that he wants to introduce Athena to more important matters of the family through meetings. That, and he likely also wishes to have her spend more time with you."

"I see…" Sol nodded in understanding and acknowledgment of Clara’s words. Athena had already been acting as a representative of their family every now and then before he left for the astral realm, so this was nothing new.

But now, it seemed, that she would be taking full control of the Highland family’s affairs.

Then again, Tyr is only a human, after all.

He had to admit that after being around the divine beasts, he had forgotten that the lifespan of a human, no matter how powerful he may be or whatever realm they might have attained, was quite low comparatively speaking.

Tyr was only a Duke-ranked human, so living more than a hundred years would be complicated without some external supplement in use.

I guess the same goes for Setsuna and Milia. And… To a certain degree, Camelia as well.

Even a King-ranked human only had an average lifespan of 300 years or so. It was impossible to reach 500 without reaching the Demi-god realm, but that was a whole other matter altogether. Meanwhile, for the divine beasts, even events from 700 years ago still felt like fresh news. A past that wasn’t really a past but more akin to the events of a month ago at most.

He was still young, so he couldn't really understand the weight of his longevity, but he hoped from the bottom of his heart that he would have those he loved always close to him and share their life together till the end.

Well, I still have time.

"I think Your Highness should take Athena Highland, or at least a relative of hers, as a concubine. This would strengthen the power of the Royal Family greatly."

Sol chuckled and shook his head, "I honestly have no romantic interest in Athena at this point. As for the power of the Royal Family? As long as I am alive, no such thing will be necessary."

When he visited the Four Ducal families, he’d had a discussion with Tyr about Athena becoming his knight and possibly his fiancee or concubine. Certainly, back then, having the Highlands on his side seemed very enticing. But now, not so much. Anything that could actually threaten him currently would reduce Athena to nothingness in an instant.

If the witches, Camelia and Lilith, were not considered, Sol could say without a hint of arrogance that he was the strongest being in the entirety of Lustberg. When you took into consideration that all those stronger than him were all his staunchest allies, then his control over Lustberg would never be in jeopardy, no matter what.

Clara had to fight her inner urge to scream like a fan girl after hearing him speak so resolutely and with such unrestrained confidence. She adjusted her glasses and coughed lightly to gather her bearings before she made a fool of herself before her Lord.

"Your Highness is certainly strong. But power alone cannot assure the successful functioning of a kingdom as large as Lustberg."

Sol grimaced slightly after hearing her words. Lustburg was a very big country. All in all, it covered no less than three million square kilometers. If compared to his old world, this was roughly equal to the size of India.

Furthermore, this was the result of having lost some territory to other countries during past wars, particularly during Neptune’s reign.

This world had a weird mix of technology and magic while retaining the lifestyle of medieval times. So, at the very least, the life of the citizens was pretty much assured at this point. But since the territory was so big, problems always followed them around.

"When I came to Lustberg with Princess Lilin, we were attacked on the road by bandits not too far from the capital."

Sol sighed as he listened to Clara’s report, "Furthermore since Queen Lilith focused mainly on the interior politics of Lustburg, the nobles on the frontier are more or less acting like kings in their territories and have increased the taxes greatly. This makes life harder for the citizens. It’s almost tyranny at this point.

"Of course, after the recent purge, they have calmed down. But human beings really have a short memory, don’t they? Some nobles are trying to skimp on the war resources they need to provide."

Sol wished he could instantly become a demi-god and cover the entirety of Lustberg as his territory. Then, this whole thing would change into a big simulation game, as he would have absolute control over every part of the kingdom. Nothing would be able to get past his supervision, and he could instantly resolve any issues in the kingdom before they could get out of hand.

This is why I don't want to conquer the world.

Dealing with one kingdom was hell already. Dealing with the world would be something he couldn't even begin to imagine.

He shook his head to suppress those tiring thoughts. "I suppose Milia is doing something about this?"

Clara gave an icy smile as she placed a list on his table, "There are many decisions we couldn't take, as it would be abusing our authority. But now that you are present, I believe that it’s time to sort out this situation."

Sol calmly read the list which could have been called a death note in a way. After all, all those on this list were judged to be worthy of being executed.

Sol pondered a little before asking her an important question, "Are replacements ready?"

"Yes. But it would take time for them to acclimate, and that is why… Milia made a simple proposal… Using the war as a means to achieve our goals."

Sol closed his eyes and replied with an indifferent tone, "You mean killing them covertly on the battlefield."

"Indeed. Lustberg has already experienced too much turmoil in a short time span. So, a mass assassination operation would only incite more chaos in the country and in the people’s minds. By using the war as our means of execution, we can keep our hands clean."

He could only form a bitter smile with his lips after hearing Clara’s words, "I wish I was the kind of person who could show outrage at such a proposal."

He stood up and waved his hand, "I will review the information about this and give my decision once I am done. Please bring me the complete background of each miscreant and the crime of which they are accused."

Sol had few doubts about Clara and doubted Milia even less. If Milia judged that they needed to die, then he was sure they needed to. But he refused to make this decision lightly. He needed to know. Needed to understand all the reasons before steering those people to their untimely deaths.

From now on, all his decisions will affect millions of people. He couldn't just say <<I didn't know>> or <<This wasn't my choice>> just wash his hands off of the matter.

I also need more competent and loyal retainers to use as administrators.

Clara was a gem, but she only had one body and one mind. Even the Crown’s Shadow had been permanently changed into an open administrative institution because of how much work they were doing due to the lack of trustworthy and competent personnel.

After I finish dealing with Lilith's problem, I will ask Isis to help me with her undead.

Just imagining a group of 100% loyal and tireless undead working on paperwork for him brought a small smile to his face and swept away the feeling of gloom that was burdening his mind.

He also needed to have a talk with the witches.

I wonder if I can learn a way to create clones.

He felt like this wouldn't be impossible. After all, his power was still entirely linked with the concept of mirrors. He should be able to create at least one copy of himself. The only problem was that he was quite scared to do so. If the clone was his mirror, then its personality might also be the opposite of his own.

All that for the future.

"Hmmm?" Sol tilted his head in wonder as he heard someone running in the hallway outside…

"Who might it be?"

Clara had already left to go find the documents he had asked for, but he doubted she would be running like this.

His question was answered promptly when he felt the aura of Isis as she burst through the door with no consideration.

"Sol! Sol! We… We succeeded! We finally completed the perfect map and made a plan that’s sure to work!"

Sol’s fist clenched unconsciously at the news.

Finally, the time had come.

He approached Isis and took her in his arms before giving her a deep, searing kiss in the throes of excitement he felt from this news.

"Thank you."

She blushed slightly due to the curveball he threw at her but nestled herself in his arms the next moment, feeling quite happy with her actions.

"You should also thank Sheherazade later."

"Heh, I guess my debt to the little fairy is growing every day." He shook his head as his expression became firm and resolute, "I will go and find Lilith. It’s time to end this."

It was time to complete the main quest after clearing out all those damned cumbersome side quests.
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After receiving the good news, Sol immediately rushed in the church’s direction, not even willing to wait for another second to put his plans into motion. He was quite happy that Lilith was already there as it would make her meeting with Aurora much easier.

He didn’t feel any gazes on him, but he was still sure that Invidia had been observing Lilith regularly for some time.

When Sol finally appeared inside the church, it was rather deserted, with only a few nuns passing by here and there. At this time, the majority of the nuns were either taking care of the believers who came for prayers or were giving donations in the name of the Goddess.

The way the church worked was very interesting, and it was even more so since the nuns actually had holy power they could use.

Thanks to the existence of the goddesses, all the countries in the world were in essence, theocracies. The goddesses were the absolute source of faith, fear, and respect, and just imagining facing them was blasphemy in itself.

Though I am about to go against them myself.

Once the operation started, the slightest mistake meant that Sol might officially become the enemy of the goddesses — of all of the goddesses.

Well, I will cross that bridge when I get there.

Now wasn't the time for any hesitation.

He walked out of his dimension, and the nuns were quite startled at the sight of a man suddenly appearing out of nowhere. One of them was already about to scream at the top of her lungs, but she caught herself when she recognized the man to be none other than the Crown Prince of Lustberg.

The way her eyes opened wide while she covered her mouth was quite a funny sight.

"I am sorry for startling you."

Sol noticed at first glance that they were only novices. After all, higher-ranked nuns wouldn't have stopped like this even if they recognized him.

"I need your help. Do you know where the Supreme Daughter is right now?"

They nodded so quickly that he feared their necks might snap at any moment and one of them pointed in the direction of Camelia’s current location.

"Yes, Your Highness. The third room on the left." The one who answered had a soft voice, as though she were revealing top-secret intelligence.

"Thank you." Sol smiled as he watched them blush and walked away.

I am acting like an old man.

Strictly speaking, those girls should be in the same age range as him. Perhaps a little older, even. But in his eyes, they simply all looked like cute little children.

He chuckled. He was feeling quite relaxed right now. Completing all these side quests that had been slowing him down was such a relief that he couldn't even express how he was feeling. No words could describe the serenity in his mind.

He could feel his mind being finally freed from its constraints, and the weight on his shoulders seemed to fall off.

Of course, he knew this was just an illusion. He would soon face an even greater peril. But he believed that he could face that all head-on.

Is it here?

Sol stopped, briefly wondering if he should first enter using his dimension or not. But soon, he dismissed that idea. He didn't wish to think too much or prepare plans anymore. Only do what he had to do.

He knocked on the door, and no one answered him at first.

It was only on the third knock that a groan sounded from the other side. "Enter."

Sol tilted his head and opened the door only to witness the astonishing sight of Camelia hugging Lilith while they were lying on the sofa.

Well, hugging was not the best word to describe their current entanglement. As it looked more like some grappling move of submission. He wondered how Lilith was even able to breathe.

The room was trashed beyond belief, and everywhere, he could see huge bottles of alcohol sloppily lying on the ground.

The one who had answered him was Lilith, but it seemed that she had only been able to barely keep a little of her mind awake. Just enough to utter those words with tremendous difficulty.

She also seemed to have some difficulty breathing because of Camelia's choke hold.

So Camelia is a hugger? Or does she have some hidden talent for wrestling?

This was all the reaction he could give to this absolutely ludicrous scene.

Unlike what Camelia wished, Sol knew very well about her slovenly side. In fact, he hoped that he could see even more of it, even if it was quite hypocritical of him, as he tried to never show his true side to others.

There are many things I need to correct.

Whether it was his relationship with Camelia or the rest of his lovers, he realized that he had not given them the time they deserved since coming back because of how busy he had been with Lilith's case.

Of course, it had only been a few days. But even so, it was unjust to them in his heart.

"Well, now what to do?" Sol groaned out loud. It wouldn't be good if some new maid or nun saw this scene. They might immediately have their faith shattered into a million pieces after seeing the contents of this room.

But there was another thing going on here. Something even more impressive. More impressive than anything he had ever witnessed in the entirety of his life.

Lilith…was begging for help. This was such a surprising situation that he lagged a little before fighting the urge to laugh.

He knew of course that Lilith could easily break free of this hold if she used her powers. But she obviously didn't want to hurt Camelia.

Meanwhile, without her powers, Lilith was even weaker than most humans her age.

Sol laughed quietly before proceeding to help out Lilith

———

A few awkward and sweaty moments later — Sol was surprised by the ferocity of Camelia's grip — she was now sleeping on her bed while Lilith was free of her torment.

"I definitely will never let her drink again," Lilith complained under her struggling breaths. The last time this had happened, the one being hugged had been Blaze. Seeing the prideful dragon show a helpless face as Camelia hugged her tightly had been a great moment of serendipity for her.

Watching the awkward face Camelia made the next morning had been an even greater thrill.

"Shall we go?" Lilith looked at Sol while she purged the alcohol from her system and nodded.

Sol gave one last kiss to Camelia before moving aside quickly before the Supreme Daughter caught him in her sleep. Then he left alongside Lilith.

Now alone in the hallway, he couldn't help but notice, "Still, I am surprised that she didn't wake up."

The instincts of a warrior were no joke, much less a King-ranked warrior. Camelia should have been already partially awake from the moment he knocked on the door.

"She can only be like this because she let go of all her doubts and really trusts us."

Camelia's instincts did not react for the simple reason that Camelia had never considered the two of them to be strangers.

Sol nodded before slowly steering their direction toward an unconventional destination.

"Hmm…? The teleport room isn't in that direction, though."

"I know. I just want to visit the chapel."

Lilith was quite confused as she followed Sol. But the moment they reached the place, she frowned. "There is someone here."

"Oh? Seriously?"He acted surprised as he spoke, but Lilith immediately noticed that he was acting strangely.

Weird.

As they finally entered, Lilith saw a girl she recognized quite easily.

The new Holy Daughter…?

When she noticed them, Aurora had a pious expression on her face as she bowed toward them, dignity oozing out of her every minute action.

"I welcome the two Majesties. How may I help you?"

Sol smiled slightly as he answered back, "We were just passing by."

He then put on a thoughtful expression as he amended his previous statement. "Well, since we are here already, why don't we take a blessing from the goddess?"

A blessing? Is he talking about Castitas?

Lilith was once again surprised. Sol had never been the type to actively pray, and from what she knew, the goddesses didn't exactly welcome her own existence — being the abomination that she was.

Furthermore, if he really wanted a blessing, why not ask for a prayer from Camelia? The effects would be much more effective. She felt that the situation was getting more and more suspicious.

But rather than interrupting them, she simply listened and acted along. She knew that the one person the least likely to ever wish ill of her was none other than Sol himself.

"Then, if you are satisfied with my meager skills." Aurora kept an enchanting smile on her face before clasping her hands together with her head low.

"May the Light of the goddess always be on you and chase away the shadows plaguing you."

Sol clenched his fist as he observed the phenomena with his Divine Eyes.

At the same time, he sent a warning to Aurora.

{I will not blame you if you fail.}

The girl was not even a Duke. Though he suspected she had once a very powerful being, she was extremely weak at the moment. As such, failure was a possibility.

But…

{If you put some trick in this so-called ‘blessing’…}

A gentle smile formed on his face…

{Even if you flee to the edge of the universe,}

— A smile that sent chills down Aurora’s spine.

{I will find you, and I will make you beg for death.}


Chapter 9


Fighting Lilith



After Sol and Lilith left the church and appeared back in the Tower of Babel, Lilith directed a complicated glance toward Sol. The boy was getting more and more mysterious the more she watched him.

The moment that shady girl had given her the so-called blessing of the goddess, Lilith immediately felt a foreign power enter her body. She had received a blessing from Camelia in the past, so she recognized that the power inside her now was clearly different from the one she had received from the Supreme Daughter.

This power felt stronger and purer than the one she had received before. It goes without saying, but something like that should be impossible. After all, the goddesses were the highest beings in this world, below the Mother Goddesses.

Lilith was well on her way to tearing apart the Blessing at that moment but she was stopped promptly by Sol.

Something is happening.

Something huge was about to transpire…

“Sol…”

“Why don’t we have a fight?”

“Hmmm?” Lilith almost doubted her ears for a second. The difference in power between Sol and Lilith at her peak was extremely high. But she could not use her mana right now without shortening her remaining lifespan.

If she fought Sol without using her mana, no matter how skilled she was, the only result would be absolute defeat. Like how her realm was far higher than his, in terms of physical strength, she doubted there was anyone in the whole mortal world who could match Sol outside of Sun Wukong and Siegfried. Even then, she believed that Sol would come out triumphant.

“Why now, all of a sudden?” She asked with confusion.

“No holding back. Let’s fight and give it our all. This would be a rematch of our last fight.”

Lilith frowned, as she felt like Sol wasn’t actually having a dialogue with her,but rather was simply giving her some pre-established lines. Was it also a part of his plan?

She sighed and nodded. In the end, it didn’t particularly matter to her. Nothing had really mattered to her in the first place.

“Alright. Let’s fight.”

She knew that Sol had grown incredibly powerful compared to his past self. But she wondered just how much. She was actually a bit excited to witness Sol’s growth for herself.

Sol nodded tersely before walking ahead with Lilith behind him. Leading her to the location of their upcoming battle.

When they finally reached the top of the Tower of Babel, Lilith opened her eyes wide as she saw all those who were present at the scene.

Pandora, Kali, Medea, Freya, and finally… Ambrosia.

The Ouroboros. The five strongest witches and a group of the most powerful beings in the mortal world, maybe all worlds, were all standing in the hanging garden while looking at her.

As if that wasn’t enough, Isis and Hathor were also present.

The last one there was none other than her own daughter Lilin, holding her sword in her hands and fully equipped for battle.

Lilith looked at this ludicrous gathering with utter bewilderment, realizing once again just how much influence Sol had in his hand.

Milia then appeared and walked in silence while holding a large greatsword, which was taller than a grown man.

It was Lilith’s signature sword.

Once she reached Lilith, Milia knelt in front of her, the sword in hand, while Sol walked over before stopping at Lilin’s side.

“‘What is going on?”

“I said let’s go all out, didn’t I? Two Dukes against one King. Shall we give it a go?”

Light flickered in her hollow eyes as she gazed at everyone present before nodding and gripping the sword with her sword hand.

Whoosh~

The moment Lilith took hold of the sword, an incredible resonance of metallic sharp intent permeated the surroundings. A heavy concentrative intent of sharpness and lethality was placed above everyone.

Milia stood up from her kneeling posture as she handed the sword to Lilith and bowed her head before leaving. This moment had nothing to do with her and she knew it all too well. Her only role had been to deliver the sword.

I hope I will see you tomorrow, Your Highness. I hope you survive… For your sake and Sol's…

It would be a shame to lose such a warrior and queen and even further shame to see the impact her loss would have on her beloved.

Looking at Lilith holding her sword, even a battle-crazed lunatic like Sol had to admit that he was feeling sweaty and dry in the mouth. He was once again reminded that, no matter how monstrously stronger he was, Lilith was still in a realm of her own, dying or not.

This was different from his fight against Surtr and Nihil. Facing those two False Gods could never even come close to the feeling that was chilling his bones right now.

Even though Lilith had not even taken a step from her spot and was just loosely holding onto her humongous sword, he felt like a razor-sharp blade was placed close to his neck, ready to behead him at any moment. The resonance of her intent to cut anything and everything had reached such a level that it had manifested without any conscious intention on her part.

A maniacal grin formed on his face as his desire to fight began to soar. His repressed urges as a prime battle junky started revealing themselves at this point. His horns shone with an ominous light, and draconic scales covered his entire body as Sol unleashed his ultimate form.

The air that was already filled with the razor-sharp sword intent became heavier, with the overbearing aura of a war dragon overlapping over it. As if a weight ready to crush everything was placed in the zone, Sol's aura began to pressure everything that existed within this plane.

Lilith smiled when she felt the weight and pressure of his aura and glanced at her daughter, calmly standing in such a plane that could make even veteran Dukes stagger and tremble.

“I am thankful for the occasion to fight. I always wanted to check your progress.”

“Mother…” Lilin held her sword tightly in her sword hand. Unlike Lilith’s heavy sword, hers was a long sword, but it was so thin that any other long sword in the world would pale in comparison in front of it. It was a sword bestowed to her by the elves after she helped them out during the incident with the vampire.

An aura filled with the smell of blood stretched out from her body and mixed with the two previous intents, practically replacing the air in their surroundings, causing the space that held the trio to warp and distort into blurriness. Lilin's intent moved in a way that even space was affected in its entirety, as though the very concept was trembling in the presence of her intent.

Looking at this horrifying scene, one would think that the three were about to fight to the death. They wouldn’t be really wrong on that front, though, as giving it their all meant that it could lead to their death if they were to be careless for even a millionth percentile of a fraction of a second. That was the realm in which they walked right now.

Kali whistled aloud as she witnessed this scene, which seemingly came straight out of the shounen she used to read back in her world. “Truly a family full of monsters.”

It was hard to believe the sight in front of her. Even though among the three, Lilin’s power was slightly lacking, there was no doubt that she also reached a level of talent and power beyond measure.

“Freya, Ambrosia, please…” She quietly pleaded.

There was no way they could fight in this place without absolutely destroying everything, and potentially putting everyone in the vicinity in danger. As such, they required an isolated place to fully duke it out between them.

Ambrosia waved her hand, causing space to wrap around all of them and expand. They went from being on the rooftop to standing in a large clearing where a beautiful moon hung up in the clear night sky.

This was Medea's world.

Freya directed a glance toward Medea, who could only give a helpless shrug. No matter how sturdy this place was, there was no way it would remain standing after what was about to happen. But Medea did not mind it a bit.

This place had been a refuge for her and a place for her to escape to for a long time. But it was finally time for her to step outside of this gilded prison and walk once more under the light of the sun.

But now, the most important thing was to witness this fight.

———

For the three individuals facing each other, the location they were on mattered not at all.

Everything else faded into nothingness, as all of their focus was concentrated to feel every inch of movement of the other two.

Lilith slowly began to relax her stance, so much so that one could even say that it was sloppy. But the more she relaxed and emanated an aura of sloppiness, the more dangerous she felt and the more dangerous she became.

Lilin held her sword with a tight grip as she crouched in an Iai sword stance, and even Sol was holding a sword loosely in his hand.

This was one of the weapons he received from the dragon territory, so it had been created by the elves. It was a straight sword with a style similar to the western blades that were popular in his previous world.

That sword was not particularly sharp. It merely had two specialties incorporated into its seemingly plain appearance.

The first one was extreme durability.

As for the second one? It was the ability to absorb mana in a great capacity without shattering into a million pieces.

『 Sword Zone: Limitless Swords 』

Everything started in a flash.

Lilith held her sword with one hand and used the two fingers of her other hand to motion upwards. As soon as she used that motion, hundreds of light swords materialized all around her from the ground, emanating a horrific intent that seemed to be able to cut the fabric of reality itself.

When she pointed at both Sol and Lilin, those blades immediately rushed at them with an unimaginable speed.

“This won’t work, Mother,” Lilin muttered. All her life, she had dreamed of fighting her mother at her full power.

For that, she had honed her sword to the limits of her talent and capabilities and went beyond. Sadly, Lilin knew this for a fact — her mother was a genius beyond belief when it came to the use of swords. That alone would never be enough for Lilin to match her in this life or any other.

This was the very reason why she learned more about her innate powers. The fact that this power was the result of her grandfather's experiments disgusted her to no end. However, she was not so naive that she would reject this power just because of the sense of disgust that rose within her for a man who wasn’t even in this world anymore.

Bringing the realm of fantasy and imagination into reality — that was her power.

In the past, she wished to be one with the world. But she had learned a new truth, refined her power, and finally surpassed her old self to become something much, much more.

Watch this, Mother. Since your swords are Limitless, then…

Lilin’s eyes shone with a purple luster, while horns grew on either side of her head… just like Sol’s. There could be no doubt left that she was in no way a human.

“Welcome to my world.”

『 Zone: Boundless Sword 』

For Lilin, right here, right now, Distance became a concept that held no meaning. The world all around her changed. From her perspective, whether it was Lilith standing far away or all those swords approaching from different directions, she felt like they were all at the tip of her fingers.

In order to reach them, in order to break them, all she needed —

『 Re-Immortal Slaying Technique: Zero Distance 』

— was to take one step.

Unlike last time, when she needed to take three steps to enact this technique, this time, one step was all it took to go beyond the concept of space and find herself in front of Lilith.

At the same time, rays of searing, sharp light filled the world in her wake. It was as though everything and anything in her path was cut apart so many times that one wouldn’t even keep count. Even the swords that Lilith had thrown at the duo had been completely erased from existence due to the sword light that had engulfed the space.

Clang~

The clear sound of metal clashing against metal resounded in the space surrounding the duo as Lilith blocked the slash from her daughter, which crossed the boundaries of space itself. Her eyes were filled with a mix of surprise and, at the same time… undisguised pride.

“Beautiful.”

She was entranced by the technique Lilin had just used against her. It was a technique that was worthy of someone pursuing the ultimate sword. It was mesmerizing. But…

“But still too shallow. You wasted too much power cutting all my other swords.”

She moved her sword and deflected Lilin's before striking on her own.

Lilith's sword was extremely heavy, and the pressure building up due to the heaviness looked like it would crush Lilin before even cutting her apart with that razor-sharp intent that perpetually surrounded her blade.

Lilith, of course, wasn't trying to kill her daughter. She just wondered how she would respond to this attack of hers.

It should be fast and strong enough that Lilin would need to use all her strength to block it.

This was why she was surprised to see a grin on Lilin's face.

Why…

Her unspoken question was quickly answered. When she suddenly felt a gush of mana filling the world, she understood–

“I only had to hold you down for a while.”

Above them, a golden blade that was more than five meters long shone as mana roared. Coming down with so much power was none other than Sol.

“Don’t forget about me!”

Sol was not a swordsman. He knew how to use the sword, but he had no particular techniques or sophistry in the path of severance.

Even then, in front of pure, unadulterated power— all techniques were left meaningless…

『 Mana Burst 』

BOOOMM!!!

With that chant, the golden blade of mana descended from above. Everything that shining blade collided with turned into nothingness as the pure blast of mana decimated everything and anything in its path.

The kaleidoscopic blade shot through the air and collided with Lilith’s own. A pure shockwave of unadulterated and concentrated power hit everything in its radius as a pillar of ominous light shot out from the collision point. A deafening roar shook the very foundation of the dimension they occupied.

Sol was right… Before overwhelming power, everything was meaningless. The current change in the landscape was proof of that statement.

But, there was one other thing that was to be noted. In the first place, Sol was not the one with overwhelming power in this fight.

Shooosh~

An all-encompassing line of sword light. For an instant, it felt like the entire world had been cleanly severed into two equal parts. All it took was just a single slash. Following the vertical flash of light, the attack created by the Mana Burst Sol launched at Lilith was completely divided and disintegrated with so much ease that it was utterly ridiculous.

When the dust slowly scattered, all the people occupying the space could only glance at the great divide that had completely split the ground and the edges of the realm into two, distorting the fabric of space upon which this place was standing.

Incredible.

Sol looked down at his body, and his eyes narrowed when he saw the fine line going from his torso to his stomach. Even though he wasn’t in his War Mode, his scales were still more durable than the most solid armor from the mortal world. Even after having equipped such hard armor, a delicate wound crossed his midriff as trickles of blood oozed out of the cut that had been created.

What if this fight had been a fight to the death?

I would have lost then and there.

The worst thing was that such a wound should have usually healed immediately, even before even a drop of blood could ooze out of such a wound. But, in this case, his healing became incredibly slow, to the point that one could not even tell if he had a healing factor or not.

The Immortal Slaying Sword Art. A sword technique specially created by Lilith to deal with creatures who had a strong healing power and who never knew the meaning of death.

Sol nodded his head in acknowledgment of Lilith’s prowess. Indeed, she was truly a monster of the highest order.

Lilin, who had used her powers to move away from the trajectory of the explosion, sighed with despondency. Even though she had acted in perfect sync with Sol, they had still been unable to even put a scratch on her mother.

No… worse than that… she had yet to move a single step from her spot.

“I would be quite disappointed if this is all you can show,” Lilith spoke gently while hiding the trembling of her hand and the few cracks that were already spreading along it.

“Very well, far from us to disappoint you. Lilin, let’s continue.”

Whoosh~

The two appeared next to Lilith in an instant, as though they had teleported from their previous spot. Sol was using the properties of his dimension, and Lilin moved through space with the use of her Boundless Zone.

The two attacked at the same time, but two floating swords manifested in the air and blocked those attacks for Lilith without her even having to will it to happen.

What followed after was a true battle between monsters that went beyond the limits of anything that the mortal realm could hold.

Lilith knew that she did not have enough mana in her to last an entire fight. She knew that after this, her time remaining in this world would be close to nothing and it would be impossible for her to face the Wolf King or even be able to witness the fight with her own eyes.

But she was not worried anymore. Be it Sol or Lilin, they were showing her that the kingdom was in good hands. She would be able to die in peace even if she were to meet her demise at the end of this fight.

“Then, let me give you a good lesson.”

Perhaps a final lesson, if you will.

Firstly —

“Was it called Mana Burst?” Lilith grinned with a maniacal glint in her eyes. People seemed to believe that she had no finishing moves set aside outside of her innate powers as a King-rank. But they could not be more wrong about that.

She stepped on one of her swords, which materialized beneath her feet, and slowly levitated in the air until she was standing high above in the night sky.

“Sol… what do you think of this?”

Sol, at first, was confused by Lilith’s sudden declaration. Even though she had said those lines, he wasn’t able to spot anything to block. That was until he picked up on the crazy turmoil of mana in the air and looked up.

The sky itself seemed to have torn apart as a gigantic blade of unfathomable size slowly materialized from the void above and swiftly descended down upon them.

Lilith’s hand formed a sign, and the materialized blade was concentrated with all her intent and mana. The descending blade, with the heaviness to crush the world into pieces and the sharpness to rip the fabric of space asunder, was directed toward Sol and Lilin. This was it. She was showing them just what a prime King like Lilith was capable of, even in her extremely weakened state.

“What the….” Sol looked up, wondering just what the hell he was looking at right now. The feeling of being dwarfed by that monstrosity made him feel like the sword was bigger than even the biggest mountain on his previous planet. The sword intent mixed into the sword was so sharp that it simply crushed and annihilated everything that stood in its path without discrimination.

“I need to stop this.” Sol's main role in this fight was to be both a tank and support for Lilin. And he was not about to shirk away from that role just because of one deadly attack.

Wings sprouted from his back as he shot into the sky with a speed that easily surpassed that of sound. The closer he came to the descending heavenly blade, the more lacerations and cuts formed on his body, even through his scales. Sol simply muscled through the residual intent of the blade, with no care for his body.

Not yet. It wasn’t the time yet for this fight of theirs to end. He needed to move in the most natural way possible to make everything flawless; to make their plan a success.

Finally, when Sol reached the descending blade with the heaviness and sharpness to even ostensibly split the world in half…

『 Ignition: Overdrive 』

Sol immediately went all out and delivered a punch with all the power he could gather in a short instant.

Crack~

The sound of something breaking resonated in the air, as the gigantic sword was surprisingly more fragile than he had intuited it to be.

“You see, Sol, my dear, you are certainly powerful. But overwhelming power can simply breed habits that can be easily exploited.”

The sword shattered in an instant— creating thousands of shards that were all under Lilith's control as they pounced on Sol like starved beasts ready to tear their prey asunder at any moment.

Sol covered his body with his overwhelming quantity of mana, hardening himself to withstand the infinite barrage of razor-sharp intent. The explosion of the gigantic blade propelled him back to the ground, and the subsequent barrage of broken blades whittled away at his protection and made a bloodied mess out of his body.

Lilith, still standing on her sword and levitating in the air, looked at the bloodied and battered Sol lying on the ground while keeping a part of her attention on her daughter.

Lilin could not fly. This was a fatal flaw of her Zone, as it only covered her surroundings and not the realm above and below her.

‘What will you do now?’

The answer was more surprising than she thought it to be.

Even standing beneath her, far from the distant sky she now stood on, Lilin simply swung her sword.

Clang~

Lilith instinctively moved and blocked the blow, and the metallic sound of the sword clashing made her eyes widen in disbelief.

She had felt no mana or intent coming at her at that moment. If she had not acted by following her years of experience, then this sword might have been the decisive move that would’ve beheaded her at this moment.

“I don’t need to move.” Lilin smiled at this sight. Her zone was pretty simple. She could erase all distance between her and her target.

This did not simply apply to her body but to all her attacks. She didn’t have to extend her mana like Lilith when she attacked. No matter how far the enemy was, as long as she could see them, any of her attacks would immediately reach her target if she so wished. That was the power she had earned through her will to surpass her mother.

In an instant, the mother and daughter pair exchanged hundreds of intangible blows that ripped and smashed the kaleidoscopic fabric of space in their wake. Both were parrying and retaliating even while standing miles apart from each other.

The means were different, but the results were so similar that they gave a strange beauty to the fight between the pair.

But as time passed, it became clear that Lilith was gaining the advantage in their bout. For every strike Lilith sent her way, Lilin needed three or four to block them.

Furthermore, Lilith would always attack using tricky angles that deviated the sight and senses with her infinite number of swords.

"This is your problem, my dear daughter. You are just too straightforward."

Lilin had no time to respond to her mother’s quip as her left side was slashed by an attack she was not able to block.

Blood oozed out of the freshly drawn wound while Lilin groaned to suppress the pain that was emanating from her mother’s Immortal Slaying Art.

Looking at her bloody daughter with no signs of the wound closing anytime soon, Lilith could only sigh bitterly, "You have certainly grown more powerful since the last time we fought, my child. But your mindset has yet to change and adapt to your powers."

This was the simple truth. Lilith did not wish to give more information or hints to her daughter as she thought it was enough. She had already given enough hints to Lilin for her to realize the weakness in her current state and powers. She hoped that her daughter would realize this simple truth of her weaknesses sooner than she did.

In a fight, there was no such thing as cheating. Everything was allowed; there was no such thing as a chivalrous spirit, and no method that allowed victory was to be discarded.

"Your strikes are monotonous and predictable. You pursued speed and space but forgot that the basis of your power should be the sword— causing a lack of variation in your techniques."

Lilith smiled as she saw the frustration that appeared on Lilin's face.

Frustration was good. This frustration meant that she would work even harder from now on and perfect her sword even more than what she wielded currently.

How could a sword be boundless if it was limited by just your sight?

To truly be unbound meant… Being free of any and all limitations.

One day, her daughter would, without a doubt, stand at the summit of the world as a swordsman and she would not be there to witness that glorious moment.

Lilith's heart missed a beat as sadness colored her eyes at that harrowing thought. She once again realized that her time was coming ever closer to its end.

For the first time in a long long while, she began to seriously wonder… Was it really alright for her to die? Would she truly be satisfied to vanish right now even though there was so much she had yet to witness? So much she had yet to live?

Lilith shook her head to break out of those thoughts. She had more pressing matters on her hands…

Boom!

She looked to her side, only to see a literally blazing Sol grinning at her while his sword strike was blocked by the tens of swords she had manifested in place to block his strike.

His entire body was covered in blood, and small wounds marred his visage from head to toe. Her sword intent should be burrowing in his blood and making him feel an inconceivable amount of pain, as it even slowed down his healing factor to a crawl.

When facing Lilith, any and all beings always felt the same thing when they realized that the body they were so proud of offered no defense against her merciless attacks.

It was fear. Pure and unbridled fear. The most primitive and pure emotion in existence that every being felt at least once in their life.

But all she could see in Sol’s eyes right now was absolute enjoyment and satisfaction of their current clash. Like a beast that was finally released from its restraints and could afford to go all out.

“Sword.”

With that one word, thousands upon thousands of swords manifested into reality in all shapes and sizes and surrounded the duo. What followed was a realm-shaking clash in the air as Lilith moved with thousands upon thousands of her manifested swords, following her command and attacking Sol continuously from all directions while he chased after her.

“Hahaha!”

Sol's cackling laughter filled Medea’s world as the blaze covering him simply grew brighter with each breath he took, like an incandescent, inextinguishable star ready to burn everything into ashes. Sol simply smashed everything that was on his way using his strength and decimated the rest using his flames until finally…

Clang~

…Finally, his sword reached hers.

“I got you.”

Lilith stayed silent as she looked in the eye of the boy— nay, the man in front of her.

She still remembered how, not long ago, Sol was not even able to bring a percentile of her true power out while they trained. She remembered those days when she had to be careful with each swing and slash just not to cut him apart with her power. Those days were no more.

From her perspective, not much time had passed by since then, but the current Sol was simply so different that they could not be compared.

Sol could already be said to be an absolute powerhouse of the highest order. His current power could even pose some threat to the King-rank beings, and she knew that he was going all out at this instant against her.

Crack~ Crack~

Fine cracks formed around Lilith’s arms, shoulders, and face. She knew that her limit was fast approaching, but she gave no heed to the destruction she was causing her body.

“You have grown.”

“I have.”

“It’s a shame that I won’t be able to see more of it… Won’t be able to see you reach the pinnacle of power…”

“It is. Isn’t it?”

His smile didn’t change throughout this heavy talk, not even for a second. He had no mind to even trying to change Lilith's ideals and desires anymore.

“I am tired of trying to force you to change your opinion. I guess in the end, I have been going at it the wrong way. Lilith.”

Sol stopped speaking politely to her as he addressed her directly by her name, “What do you want? What do you truly want for yourself!? Tell me…”

Sol spoke no further as he increased the pressure on his sword. His muscles tightened, and his arm swelled as a blistering amount of mana was concentrated in his body.

The deadlock between them was broken, as Lilith went flying like a shooting star toward the ground with the usage of Sol’s mana-enhanced body. The earth rumbled, and the space cracked as she collided against the ruined grounds of Medea’s world.

Sol was about to rush at her to continue his onslaught but was stopped as more than hundreds of thousands of blades manifested all around him, forming a perfect sphere imprisoning him on all sides.

『 Immortal Slaying Sword Art: Heaven’s Net 』

Sol felt a shiver run down his spine, and his face scrunched up as he saw all those swords shine at the same time.

“Explosion.”

A dome of light in the shape of the Immortal Sword formed in the sky. It was a power not inferior to Sol’s earlier Mana Burst. Worse, she had embedded her Sword Intent into each and every one of her blades, resulting in razor-sharp intent bombarding him from all sides in all forms. It would be a blessing if Sol was able to stand after being hit with such an attack.

Lilith had no time to observe the result of that deadly attack as she responded instinctively. She moved to avoid an attack from Lilin at point-blank range.

“You cannot use your full power anymore.” She looked down at Lilin. Most of Lilin's techniques needed an Iai stance or a two-handed grip with the current comprehension she wielded of her art. She surmised that her daughter could not even bring 50% of her maximum strength.

“It doesn’t matter!” Lilin screamed with all her might as she slashed again and again with wanton abandon.

Mother and daughter fought again for what may be their final bout. Tears of agony and pain slid down Lilin's face; not from the pain of her wounds but the simple truth of what this battle entailed.

“You say you want to teach us? You say you want to give us a good lesson, huh!? Stop spouting your bullshit!”

The aura of despair and melancholy filled each of her attacks as the sharpness of her sword dulled over time. They became even simpler, even more direct than they were previously. Too easy for Lilith to avoid or counter.

But more than her sword, what pierced Lilith the most was the words of her daughter. Her own flesh and blood.

Lilin’s eyes reddened further. The sound of the sword clashing grew harsh and bitter. Lilith wasn’t even trying to avoid Lilin’s sword at this point. She just didn’t need to…

“You are selfish and delusional. You think only of yourself while bathing in the memory of a long-forgotten ghost, and suddenly, you want to act like some kind of good mother while giving your final words!?”

Lilin laughed maniacally as Lilith kicked her in the stomach. Blood dribbled from her lips, but her smile remained unchanged. A light of melancholy and unbridled madness flashed in her eyes as they grew so red that it looked like she was about to spill tears of blood at any moment.

“Don’t fuck with me! Don’t you dare act like a fucking good mother! Not now! Not here! Not after everything you’ve done!! Not with you thinking of dying because of a ghost from the past!”

Lilith bit her lips so hard that they began to bleed. She had nothing to say to the words of her daughter. She had always moved with the best intention in mind for her daughter. But there was no denying that she had not been the best mother to Lilin.

Two swords formed in front of her to block a slash of mana as Sol also appeared not far from her spot.

“You really messed me up well.” Sol smiled as he walked up slowly and stood next to Lilin.

Calling him bloody now would be the understatement of the century. There was not one part of his body that was not covered in wounds, and blood continuously oozed as his regeneration fought against Lilith’s intent of her Immortal Slaying Art. While Lilin was wounded, he looked like a fountain of blood.

“I resent the discrimination.” He said as he gently wiped the tears from Lilin’s face, though his expression grew a bit awkward when the stream of tears he wanted to remove was replaced with his blood instead.

Lilith sighed as she watched this lighthearted scene. “Your body is stronger. So I can be rougher on you.”

Lilin bit her lips. She understood the argument behind her mother’s actions. But in essence, Lilith was simply saying that Lilin herself was unable to bring out her true powers.

“Haha, don’t be so frustrated.” Sol laughed to shake away the awkward mood, “After all, she has yet to even use her True Name.”

Lilin lowered her head after she heard him speak. She had no way to refute that. Nothing to retaliate with. No power to challenge those words. Those words were the absolute truth.

She was the only one who had been going all out from the start. Lilith had not brought out her true powers as a King or the usage of her True Name, and Sol had not even brought his Zone into the fray, using only his draconic powers.

Her frustration grew larger with each passing second. With each passing thought. With each passing realization of her weakness. She was angry. Angry at herself. She thought she had grown. Thought that she could finally stand shoulder-to-shoulder with him.

But all of this had only been her misunderstanding all along.

She was still weak. So incredibly weak and brittle,

“Lilin…”

“Don’t take a step further.” Lilin spoke in a low and hollow voice when Lilith tried to comfort her. She refused to receive any form of pity from her mother. Lilith was her idol, the one she wanted to reach more than anyone else in the world. The one she desperately sought to surpass.

She looked up at her mother one more time and said in a resolute voice, “I give up.”

She had already shown her what she wanted. She had reached her limits, and now she wished to witness the limits of both Sol and Lilith. Witness what she had to reach and eventually overcome.

Her role in this play was at its end.

She turned around and walked away. But she had one last thing she wanted to say to her dear mother…

“Mom…you know… You may have not realized it. But I know… Out of all of us, you are the most frustrated one.”

She gave a meek and despondent laugh, “You say you are sad you won’t be able to see us reach the peak of our powers? You delude yourself into thinking that you are happy because you know that I will reach the peak of the sword? Haha, don’t make me laugh.”

“Aren’t you jealous? After all… You will never be able to reach that peak yourself.”

After saying those words, she walked away without even looking back or waiting for Lilith to respond.

Now, a still-silent Lilith was left to look down into her Immortal Slaying Sword with a myriad of complicated emotions flooding her eyes. Her mind was so complicated right now that she herself didn’t know how to word what she was feeling.

The words of her daughter made her remember the memory of her past once again.

“Well. Shall we continue then?”

Crack~

A fissure appeared on Lilith's face, marring her once-beautiful visage. It showed that she was slowly reaching her limit, but Sol paid no attention to it.

“Will you continue to use a sword?”

Sol shrugged at her question. “I don’t really need a sword, right? But see, I guess watching the two of you fight gave me some enlightenment about the way to use a certain power of mine.”

Sol grinned, “Since your sword is Limitless while Lilin’s is Boundless, then I guess I need to do something myself.”

Lilith felt goosebumps run down her skin at his words and instinctively took a step back but⁠—

Swoosh~

She looked in disbelief as strands of her hair were cut before she was even able to tell what had happened.

“What did you do?”

『 Eye of Akasha: Void 』

From Sol’s perspective, the world as he knew it was no more. Just like last time, this accursed world was now covered in innumerable threads, linking everything in existence to the power of Fate.

“I am simply reaching the most optimal path by reading thousands of possibilities simultaneously.”

Sol wiped the blood coming from his nose as the smile on his lips stretched further and further. His brain was literally going on overdrive after using this move. This was not a power he should be using as a mere Duke-rank. But did it really matter right now?

“I guess, in a way, my strikes are nearly unstoppable now.”

Lilith had no time to think as she tried to move from her spot. Her instincts were screaming warning bells in her brain of the incoming danger. But it was all futile.

Rather than moving away, from the point of view of those watching the fight, it was like she had thrown herself in the trajectory of his sword instead.

One strike, two strikes. Again and again. She was not able to escape Sol’s grasp.

The more this went on, the more precise Sol became with his strikes. When she attacked, he would take a simple step back, and that was all it would take to nullify her attack— the most optimal way to avoid her attacks was executed with each of his movements. Furthermore, when he attacked, she could barely block it and could only helplessly watch as the attack landed on her body.

In the end, she was finally unable to stop his sword from slashing her body.

Drip~

Blood slowly trailed down from a wound on her forehead. It was a small wound. But it was the first true wound she had received in this fight. Perhaps this was the only wound she had ever received from a Duke after advancing into the King realm.

I am wounded?

Lilith could not believe it. During this fight, she held the upper hand with no problem whatsoever. She wished to share her experience with Sol and Lilith; in no way was she thinking of taking this fight seriously.

But suddenly… she was wounded?

If this had been the result of Sol going all out with a powerful attack, she would not have been this shocked. Her power was at an all-time low right now. Her body was breaking down with each passing second, and she was weakened in both body and soul.

Meanwhile, Sol had an infinite reserve of mana and a nigh-indestructible body. There would have been thousands of reasons not to be surprised by her wounds.

But this was not the case. Sol did not use his strength, nor his mana, nor his dimension.

She was wounded… by a sword. She was beaten in the realm of pure skill.

“Lilith, you know… I can say with absolute certainty… You can never beat me while only limiting yourself to your zone. So you see?”

His eyes grew cold and sharp as he spoke to her in a cold, emotionless tone, “Stop looking down at me, will you?”

Lilith looked at Sol. And Sol gazed at her enchanting eyes…

“Haha… I like the look in your eyes. I guess even you can have your pride wounded, huh?”

“Have you reached the supreme state?”

“I honestly don’t know what the supreme state you are talking about is… This technique doesn’t even need the use of a sword… I am just using it to piss you off, in all honesty. After all, wouldn’t it be funny if the best sword user in the universe lost a sword fight against someone who isn’t even a swordsman?”

With those taunting words, the fight between the two of them resumed once more.

Unlike earlier, there were no big explosions. No powerful sword intent that could reach the heavens and tear down the earth. It was just a clash between two swords.

Clang~

Swords clashed.

Blood flowed.

—And Lilith was gradually getting cornered.

Sol moved leisurely as he dodged another one of her sword strikes with utmost ease.

“You have reached your limits.” His words were cold, harsh, and blunt. Uncaring of what the one they were directed towards may feel…

“All your movements are now apparent in my eyes.” His lips trudged to form an arrogant smile as his sword pierced her shoulder.

“You thought you could beat me as a Duke?” He laughed at her words as he blocked her sword without even breaking a sweat.

“Don’t make me laugh.” He sneered when he saw the frustration that gradually marred her face.

“Admit it, Lilith.” He looked down at her with a condescending smile on his lips. “You know it too, right? That you can never go further than this. That the path of the sword you so cherish can never truly slay an immortal.”

Lilith’s eyes grew cold at those words. “Sol.” She snarled.

"Are you feeling angry?" He grinned maliciously. "Do you refuse to accept the simple truth?"

He was taunting her to no end.

"Then show it to me. The strongest attack of which you are so proud."

"Do not force me, Sol…" Lilith growled out each and every syllable. She could not use her true name. Could not rely on her avatar to attack him. In all her life, she had never been able to control a sword strike while using her full power. Using her accursed avatar.

"My sword can cut down anything."

Space and time. There was nothing her sword could not cut, and she knew it better than anyone else.

This was why, during the fight in Lustberg, she had been unable to bring out her powers before Camelia activated the Holy Territory to protect the land. Had she gone all out without any precautions, the entirety of the capital would have been erased from reality.

"You say that you can cut everything." This time, there was no mocking expression left on his face. Only a pitiful smile, the kind you would give to a kid who could not understand the reality in which they lived.

"But you cannot even sever the strings of Fate that bind you to your misery."

His sword stopped short of plunging into her stomach.

"Use it, Lilith. Show me your power, the entirety of your powers, and let me show you how I will break it into pieces."

Lilith's face became expressionless at that instant. She knew Sol was taunting her. But…

No one. Absolutely no one could mock her sword.

『 Avatar — Tyrfing 』

Crack~

Her body broke further, almost shattering into pieces then and there, unable to support the devastating power flowing through her after the activation of her True Name.

Tyrfing…

Sol’s lips finally relaxed to form a peaceful smile.

A cursed sword that could cut absolutely anything on its path. In the myths, every time this sword was used, someone had to die, and the user would be followed by misery.

Facing this power, Sol knew immediately that he could not avoid this sword by any normal means in his arsenal.

No matter how he looked at the strings of Fate. No matter which path he took, this sword would absolutely reach him beyond a shadow of a doubt if he stood in her path.

But he did not care…

This had been his goal all along.

He had been playing the director, the actor, and the producer of a long play, and the first act was finally coming to an end with the climax that Lilith enacted.

Are you watching this, all of you goddesses?

Sol immediately entered his dimension. A place that should be untouchable by anyone else. But he knew⁠—

『 Immortal Slaying Sword Art: Zero 』

A sword that could cut anything.

A sword that could destroy anything in its path.

A sword that would even destroy its user to slay the one that it was used against.

To such a sword, even the limits of dimensions were as flimsy as paper. Easily cut and destroyed.

Crack~

Standing in the monochrome Inverse World, Sol smiled as he observed the long ominous gash of kaleidoscopic light forming and breaking apart the gap between dimensions.

The void between the gap of dimensions was torn open into a horizontal gash as the sword strike of kaleidoscopic light swiftly approached his destination with the full intention of erasing him from reality.

The horizontal sword approached to tear him apart, but before it could touch him…

Shriek~

Another dimensional wall was raised between them, as Sol literally erected another whole dimension using the power of mirrors of his Inverse World. The sword violently cut through the might of a whole dimension. It shrieked and screeched, and finally… It dissipated into nothingness ,and he was left intact.

Sol heaved a strained sigh. His body was covered in blood and sweat, and his mind was a little woozy. Had he received this sword head-on, he would have died.

No ifs. No buts.

It was a sword of absolute destruction and demise. That would have erased every trace of him if he hadn’t used the might of his dimension to hold it back. He looked up into the dimensional gap in the shape of a half-shattered mirror…

Watching Lilith step into his dimension out of her own free will, Sol smiled as he closed the dimensional gap behind her.

Her body had reached beyond the limits of her breaking point. Her mana veins had gone completely dry, and she could not even summon the slightest intent or will from inside her.

Sol flew and carefully carried her in a princess carry to stop her from falling. Her body was so fragile and brittle that he feared that she might break and shatter if he put too much strength in his arms.

"I told you… I can cut everything."

Sol smiled at the feeble words coming from her Lilith, "I have never doubted it."

“Hehe…”

Lilith smiled feebly like a child happy to have been praised for her efforts. She looked up and gazed at his face with a faint smile.

“I…am…glad…that you are alright…”

Lilith had gone beyond her limits with that attack, beyond the powers of her accursed sword. She had used all her might and finally was able to control her powers to a certain extent and stop the attack. Her depleted mana and body had also helped.

Sol knew that he could not have avoided that attack if she had been at her peak and if she had truly intended to kill him, though he had been ready to use Nirvana on himself.

After all, for a short, fleeting instant — Lilith’s power had reached that of a demi-god.

Looking at the feebly-smiling Lilith, he couldn’t help but sigh…

I am sorry for all the harsh things I said.

But this was the most optimal path he could follow.

Everything had gone seamlessly and according to his predictions.

From now on, there would be no unwanted observers. The Goddesses could not gaze into his dimension.

Now that the first act had finally ended, it was time to continue on to act two. It was time to initiate the second-biggest con in the history of this world after Anubis stole a part of the afterlife.

No matter what happened, no matter how it ended — There would be no proof of his crime of denying the order of the goddess.


Chapter 10


Deus Ex Machina



The world inside Sol’s dimension, the Inverse World, was a perfect copy of the real world, yet it was lacking in vitality as there was no life on this side. This was something Sol had never truly managed to understand. But now wasn’t the time to think about that.

“This place makes me feel strange.” Hathor muttered as she observed this place while the others who had entered did the same.

The most uncomfortable one among them was, of course, Isis. After all, thanks to her name, she was able to fight back the weird intent that was constantly trying to invade her mind. However, she was not a proper King, and there was only so much she could do. Sooner or later, if she were to continue lingering in this place, she would have to give in.

But she knew for a fact that she didn’t have to stay here for long, so she was willing to bear with it. Her place in this plan would be short.

Ambrosia stayed silent, her gaze fixated on the slumbering Lilith caught up in Sol’s arms.

What is that monster?

She had to give her all to keep her expression neutral and indifferent. The last strike that Lilith launched had completely torn apart the dimensional walls as if they never existed in the first place.

That attack had the might of a demi-god even though it did not have the energy necessary to back it up. Ambrosia had a headache just thinking about this illogical reality.

No matter how skilled you were, to reach a certain level of power, a certain amount of energy was still necessary. It was like a clear and absolute formula; one the witches had been working on for almost a millennia now in order to perfect.

But Lilith, with her dying body and nearly dry mana reserves, launched a strike that went beyond what should be theoretically possible and entered the realms that few beings could ever hope to reach.

This could be the next step for humanity as a whole.

Humans, by definition, were the weakest race. Even strong humans needed the power of a contract to reach their maximum power levels and fully unearth their potential, and all those who did were either Blessed or had a relation to the gods.

This was an absolute and unshakeable reality. A clear fact. Even Sol and Lilin could not escape from the confines of this rule, as most of their powers came from their hybrid origin. The same went for the witches or the priests.

But Lilith?

Hahaha. From what I was told, the previous king Neptune said that Lilith was a failure?

Ambrosia let out a low, hollow laugh, wondering what that man would think if he could see his creation right now.

I truly need to save her.

Ambrosia decided this resolutely. Not only to help Sol, nor to simply pay back her debts, but because she was seeing a new possibility— a clear path for all humans to tread. Even though she doubted that many humans could actually walk the same path as Lilith, if they could obtain even a tenth of her power, things would change drastically.

“Sol, are you alright?” Medea approached Sol and asked in a quiet tone. They hadn’t had much time to speak with each other ever since what happened last time in her world. But none of them were worried about the clash, as they knew it would change nothing in their relationships.

“Hah, don’t worry. I should have put an end to this sooner, but I was interested in seeing how I would fare against Lilith’s sword intent. The ultimate sword — I wanted to face it.”

He grinned and looked down at his body, “The result is much better than I thought. Given that she did not try to cut my soul, that is.”

Medea was speechless at how Sol could still laugh, even though he looked like a tomato that became too ripe and burst, with blood and gore covering him from head to toe.

Persephone silently approached him, and Sol handed Lilith over to her. It was important to stabilize Lilith's current state without filling her body with energy. Bringing her to the brink had both been a tired and bloody work. One he did not wish to participate willingly in the near future.

Sol sighed as he brought out the Holy Flames to accelerate his healing factor while chasing away the intent that was gnawing away at his wounds. It would take a little bit of time for him to fully recover, but he needed to be in a good state to enact their following plans.

“Do you think we can really fool the goddesses?”

“Oh, no. Not at all. They aren’t stupid. They will definitely ‘know’ that we did something. What matters, though, is to make sure that Invidia cannot ‘prove’ that we did something against their orders. This will be an open crime per se. After all…

“A crime is only a crime when you are actually caught.”

Sol smiled at the dumbfounded expression the witches were giving him. He knew that he had to explain himself a bit for them to fully understand his approach. After all, any hesitation might prove fatal.

“Honestly, this isn’t some master plan that will blow your mind. I’d like to believe that I am smart. But I am not so great that I can somehow fool a group of beings who have lived since the dawn of time.”

Sol knew his limitations very well. This was why the presence of Aurora had been a game-changer for him.

“For starters, there is one thing I noticed after my interactions. The goddesses are not truly monolithic.”

This was normal. As long as it wasn’t some sort of a hive mind, there would always be different opinions in a group of individuals.

“Currently, Luxuria and Castitas are on my side.”

This was an absolute certainty. From the way none of the goddesses even mentioned his goal of conquering the mortal world, he was sure that whatever Luxuria was doing, she was moving behind her sisters’ backs and had placed all her bets on him.

As for Castitas, he was friendly enough with her — not enough to warrant full support, but still, what he had noticed was that in this large group of 14 goddesses, each twin goddesses were obviously closer to each other than they were with their other siblings.

“Superbia will not attack me.” This also meant that Humilitas, Superbia’s twin, would not oppose him either.

“I do not know about the other goddesses as I have never met them, but I think the goddesses of the Chimera race won’t be particularly bothered by what I am about to do.”

This would mean that he had between four to six goddesses on his side, and hopefully, a few more would take a neutral stance. Sol hadn’t only been silent during his attempt to bargain. The moment he realized things were going in the wrong direction, he simply decided to shut up and observe.

Only by obtaining more information would he have been able to deal with the problem more effectively. In the end, he noticed something clear in the way the goddesses acted.

“They underestimate mortals, so most of them won’t move as long as we do not go too far.”

This was a simple reality. Of course, it did not stop here.

This was the whole reason for why Invidia tried to incite him into acting out. The reasons she clearly wished for him not to accept her judgment.

“Invidia will not or can not attack me without enough justification on her side.”

He smiled, “So we will give no obvious proof for her to latch onto. As long as I give a reasonable script, then most of them will be happy to turn a blind eye toward our transgression.”

Ambrosia closed her eyes. There was a young boy who awakened only a few months ago when all things considered, and he was already plotting so much against the goddess.

This was a great plan. But…

“You rely too much on hypotheses. Nothing in your plan is absolutely concrete outside perhaps Luxuria's desire to protect you.”

Indeed, this was the greatest hole in Sol's plan. But she could see his smile stretch further when she pointed this out.

“I know.” He obviously knew this more than anyone else. There were so many variables in his plans that he would not be able to finish listing them all. However…

“I have two things that will make sure this plan will not fail.”

“Which are?”

“Firstly, on my side, I have you, Anubis, and Tiamat. Even Lilith herself would join the fray once she is healed. Camelia and perhaps even Gabriel can also be enlisted. In the end, antagonizing me without proof will only make the situation more complicated for the goddesses.”

He had too many powerful people on his back. The goddesses wouldn’t wish to see him join the Chaos faction with them in tow and while he didn’t plan to ever do that, as he did not adhere to the faction’s ideology, he didn’t need to tell them about that.

But his second and greatest assurance was, of course…

“As long as the probability of success exists, I can change this probability into certainty.”

The divine energy he had saved in his body for this moment began to boil and churn as if it were to be woken up from a deep slumber.

“Well then, shall we start?”

The last time he fought Nihil, he had used his power to establish the Rule of Three, binding Nihil so that she would never be able to face him before he was ready.

This time, he would use Fate to write a new story.

The story of a woman who, after facing hardship after hardship all throughout her life, realized her true self and finally managed to break through to a new level.

The most standard trope in a power fantasy.

Divine power swelled and churned inside his body as it radiated in an overbearing golden aura of absolution. And with that flashy show of power, his realm spiked to that of a bonafide demi-god.

He ignored the astounded gazes thrown at him from every single person while adjusting his power and the feeling of his sealed strength.

『 Zone: Deus Ex Machina 』

This was the unique power Sol had achieved from his desire to not be bound by Fate back in the astral realm.

A Zone that was closer to a divine ability than anything else, any power that didn’t include the goddesses. He had the power to write stories as he wished to a certain degree.

When using this power as a Duke, Sol was faced with different and very frustrating limitations due to the large amount of energy necessary to enact the power.

But now, by using the divinity dwelling in his body and bringing back his body to the power level of a Demi-god, Sol had to admit that he felt almost invincible. He felt that, even if he was to fight Tiamat or Anubis while winning was impossible and absolutely out of the equation, defeat could also be avoided.

This was simply the result of forcibly improving his power without having a proper base to build it upon. He had neither a True name nor an Avatar. He didn’t even have a Territory.

Once he properly reached the level of demi-god? Sol shuddered in anticipation of that time to come.

"Sol…" Isis's voice brought Sol back to earth. Thanks to the link between them, she could currently share a part of his feelings.

"I am sorry. Getting used to this feeling is a daunting task."

The euphoria coursing through his veins was mind-numbing. Power was indeed the greatest and most powerful drug a man could ever desire for.

But Sol knew that he could not let himself be swept away by the flow and corruption of power. He had to control it, master it, and steer it in the direction that was most appropriate for him.

Standing in the world filled with the threads of Fate, he felt like only one thought from him was enough to change the law and even the very foundation of this world.

He took a deep breath, then exhaled out loud.

Focus.

The threads all around him became clearer in his eyes.

He had many small goals when conducting this act. He gazed at the golden thread connecting Invidia to Lilith. It was a faint thread, and cutting it would be easier than ever.

"Let's start."

The four witches looked at each other and prepared themselves. They had been extremely surprised by the sudden rise in power Sol was now showing. They had heard about his feats during the war. But seeing this phenomenon with their own eyes was quite a bit different.

Thankfully, they knew that they could keep their questions for later and focused on the important task ahead.

The four witches advanced together until they were standing around Lilith in four different directions.

A star with six branches, taking a hexagonal shape, appeared on the ground, with Lilith lying down perfectly in the center.

When they reached this part, Isis and Hathor also walked forward and took positions on the two remaining branches of the hexagon.

The hexagram, as the witches liked to call this formation, started to shine as the six powerhouses began to fill the circle with their mana.

"We are a tad bit short."

"Sorry. My realm isn't enough to keep a perfect synchronization with everyone."

"Don't worry. We already anticipated something like this." Kali spoke lightly. Even though Isis was a divine beast, the quality, purity, and quantity of mana she could bring in as a mere Duke was relatively low when compared to a King.

A portal opened as one of Isis' King-ranked undead appeared and poured mana through her body.

In a fight, this would have been an outrageous and stupid waste of energy. But there were no constraints in place here.

The mana of different colors continued to meld and fuse, and when the equilibrium was finally reached, the multicolored hexagram changed into a deep and eerie black.

"The alchemical circle is ready," Ambrosia muttered. In terms of alchemy, she was inferior to no one, as she had been one of the main participants in the G.O.D project alongside Anubis and Echidna.

The work Neptune had done during his insane project was truly the work of a genius. But, the lack of experience could be seen clearly.

The alchemical circle they were currently using could be seen as a six-pointed star or as two inverted triangles. The mystical union of the two triangles represented the concepts of creation and rebirth.

"First, we need to stabilize the two bloodlines in her body."

One of the reasons for Lilith's plight was that her human and succubus blood were not in harmony and, in fact, constantly fought against each other for dominance over her body. Thus, it created negative results where her body became too weak, and her succubus blood tried to devour her own body as a result.

"Kali. You go first."

Kali closed her eyes. When she had been asked to participate in this madness, she had thought that Sol had finally gone crazy.

She took a deep breath and looked at Sol, asking him silently if he was really serious about this. Asking him for one last assurance so that she could escape from this madness.

To this, Sol simply nodded his head. His expression was grave, but his decision was made.

Seeing this, Kali could only grit her teeth. Either way, it was already too late to stop after invoking that circle. Her previous thoughts had just been a way to escape her current reality. Nothing more.

『 Avatar : Shiva 』

Even though Kali summoned the power of her True Name, there was no great explosion of power nor any noticeable change that occurred in her. After all, she had brought out her Avatar, not for a fight but in order to help her operate even more carefully.

"I am ready. What about you two?"

She gave a look toward Hathor and Persephone.

Once she received the confirmation from them, she slowly brought her hand forward, and a ball of light flickered in her hand before floating toward Lilith's body.

Kali was the Witch of Destruction. This was a power she honed after years and years of research and training. There were few things she could not destroy and this did not only relate to big things that were found in nature.

The ball stopped above Lilith's chest and slowly, very slowly, entered her body.

Kali extended her senses. She could not allow herself to make even the slightest semblance of a mistake.

The energy spread slowly through Lilith's body. Had she been awake or had her body been filled with any mana, this action would have been impossible to enact. After all, Lilith was no weaker than her in terms of both power and her status as a Kinge-rank being.

But this impossible situation became possible after Sol made sure to reduce Lilith's mana to near-zero.

Once Kali was sure that Lilith’s whole body was filled with all of her energy, she did something that could be considered one of the most heinous things to do to an individual and a warrior no less.

Using the power of destruction, she neatly and perfectly — erased all of Lilith's mana veins.

Lilith's body trembled as blood began to leak out from her lips. Even though Kali had been extremely meticulous in her task, the trauma and backlash one would receive due to losing all of their mana veins were simply too much for the body to bear.

Hathor and Persephone acted immediately and began to use their power to heal Lilith as fast as possible.

It took a few minutes, but when they were done, she was perfectly healed and healthy.

There was only one problem. If nothing changed, Lilith would only be a normal person from now on.

Furthermore…

"Medea."

"I am on it."

『 Avatar : Chronos 』

Without the constant protection of her mana veins, the ordinary body of Lilith was now even more fragile under the devouring of her bloodline.

If she was left like this, Persephone and Hathor would have to continuously heal her for her to even sustain her life. But Medea managed to change this by freezing the body in time directly after Persephone and Hathor had healed her body to its most optimal state.

"Isis, how is it going?"

"She is alright. I managed to stop her soul from leaving her body."

A sigh of relief leaked out of all their mouths after hearing that statement. One of the most important mana veins in a human’s body is close to the heart. For an instant, Lilith effectively died after having that vein destroyed due to Kali’s powers. Had there been no one to prevent it, it would have been possible for her soul to fly out of her body and simply enter the afterlife.

Thankfully, Isis used the power of her True Name — 『 Ereshkigal 』 — without hesitation to help them out.

She wasn't a true King yet, but it was more than enough for now.

The operation had only started a few minutes ago, but they were all already sweating from the nerves of the dire situation. The only one who was feeling a little relaxed was Freya. But she knew that her main role in this operation was simply to provide the necessary energy that was required.

High above them, Sol was floating cross-legged with his eyes closed as he continued to observe the threads of Fate. Whenever a small mistake could happen, he would simply prevent that Fate from unfolding by deviating to a more optimal path leading to their success.

He was consuming far less energy than he did during his fight against the two demigods, but he knew that this one wasn't much different in terms of consumption.

Ambrosia, who was floating next to Sol, looked down with curiosity.

– For a new beginning, there is a need for there to be an end –

This was what Sol mentioned to them when they asked him why he was so adamant about breaking her veins.

They understood then that Sol didn't just wish to heal Lilith. He intended to completely revamp all the functions of her body and create her anew.

If he succeeded — her thoughts stopped when she felt an aura of dread that made her soul shiver in fright, and immediately distanced herself from Sol.

"You…"

From who-knows-where, a pair of black scissors appeared in his hand.

At first, it looked like an ordinary pair of scissors with an odd color scheme.

But she could feel that this was a dangerous weapon, one having enough power to even make her feel dread and despair as if she had stepped on the path of a demi-god.

What is he doing?

Her eyes widened further as Sol moved his other hand and seemingly caught something out of thin air.

She could not feel it. She could not see it. She could not even sense it.

But— *Snap*

Without a shadow of a doubt, even though she did not know what it exactly was, she knew that something had been cut. And it was something that had the power to affect reality itself.

What the hell?

She watched as Sol groaned, and a trace of blood poured from his eyes, nose, and lips. She approached him hurriedly, but he stopped her from coming closer.

"Do not worry. I just underestimated the repercussions slightly. It won’t happen again." His voice was light, and his eyes were bright like the sun.

She could feel his aura slowly change as he seemed to have come to a realization.

"Kali. Start phase two. Now…"

Kali nodded, and this time, she was even more nervous than before.

If what she did previously was still in the realm of possibility, what she was about to do now was logically and scientifically so stupid that she nearly slapped Sol when he proposed this.

What she had to do now.

— was to burn away Lilith's succubus bloodline.

This isn't a Xianxia, for fucks sake!

Kali cursed inwardly. Her brain kept telling her that things like adding or erasing a bloodline were purely impossible. It was no different than completely collapsing the entire genetic code of a person and killing them entirely.

But she also knew that this was not a world of logic in the first place. As such, she stopped thinking altogether and merely focused on her task.

She spread her senses to the extremities of her control, and this time Freya intervened as well and helped her using her True Name.

『 Avatar : Ouranos 』

But even then, this wouldn't be enough for them to do such a daunting task. They would need someone experienced in this field.

“Mother. I can't do it alone."

"Do not worry. Simply follow my lead."

Both Sol and Ambrosia floated back down close to the magical hexagram.

Ambrosia had also been shocked when Sol proposed this part to them. But unlike Kali, she knew that it was surely possible, as chimera worked on a principle close to this.

Lilith, as a homunculus, was not much different in that regard.

Sol stayed silent as he brought his wrist above Lilith's mouth.

He wasn't crazy. All he needed was for Lilith to become fully human. By cutting the link with Invidia and using those black scissors of Causality, he made sure that the following operation would be even easier for them.

One of Lilith's greatest limitations was her weak body. She did not need her succubus power and had never needed it to begin with.

As long as she obtained a body and mana vast and strong enough to sustain her powers, then it would be more than enough. Who else in this realm had a stronger body than him?

"Now."

Everyone immediately worked in concert. Kali, with Freya and Ambrosia, helped destroy Lilith's accursed bloodline. Lilith seemed to crumble in herself. Her body distorted as her genetic chain completely collapsed.

But she did not die yet.

Medea, Persephone, Hathor, and Isis made sure of that by continuously restoring her body and holding onto her soul.

Kali heaved and puffed out strained breaths. This was far more complicated than simply destroying the mana veins in her body. This part of the operation lasted for more than a few hours as she had to continuously keep a constant flow of energy.

She still had enough energy, but from a mental viewpoint, she was nearing a breaking point.

Thankfully, at last…

"It is done." She heaved a sigh of relief but could not look at Lilith.

Her body was deformed beyond belief. She looked more like a clump of flesh than anything else.

But — she was still alive. Her soul was still present in her body if it could even be called a body at this point.

This was all Sol needed as he slit her wrist and began pouring golden divine blood into her deformed body.

Not the divine blood of Luxuria, nor even that of Superbia, but the one generated by the new divine power inside his body.

Sol closed his eyes.

Currently, Lilith was a ‘human’. The purest of all humans, to be exact, while he was a divine beast at the demi-god level.

When the witches were studying Lilith and Pandora's blood, he had been busy studying what made the witches what they were. Just as Asmodeus had created his own variation of humanity, Sol, too, would create his own— starting , Lilith.

He placed his hands together and started to manipulate the threads of Fate between them.

It was time to induce the ultimate enlightenment for Lilith.

<<A story of enlightenment: Vajrayogini>>

Like a maestro conducting the greatest musical, Fate moved under his will and slowly created a new connection between the two of them.

"Hathor, Isis, the three of us will start Nirvana now."

The elevation of the Blood, Body, and Mind.

He had started the prologue of a new story. But the next pages of this epic would depend on Lilith alone.

Was she up to the task?


Chapter 11


A New Life



When Lilith opened her eyes, she found herself in a world filled with thousands upon thousands of swords buried in snow.

Even though there was no moon nor sun in the cloud-covered sky, a dim light was still present, illuminating this whole place.

In the far distance, one could see a hill with even more swords. On that hill was a blade piercing the top. A blade so large it looked like a mountain itself.

At one glance, it was a world filled with an infinite number of blades. But from another viewpoint, it was a world filled with an infinite number of graves.

“This place…” Emotion flashed in Lilith’s eyes as she recognized this place and the giant blade.

This was her mindscape and her Door of Truth.

The state of the mindscape reflected the mentality and personality of the user. For Lilith, it was impossible to dissociate swords from snow and death.

“Am I finally dead?”

What happened after her death? Lilith didn’t really know. According to what the scriptures said, once someone died, they would go through the afterlife and forget their past life before being reincarnated. What life they would have next would depend on the karma of their previous life.

“Death is pretty boring.”

She lay down on the snow-covered ground and looked at the dark and cloudy sky. All this time, she had wished to die, wished to leave the world as her end was a determined and inescapable reality.

“I wonder if Lilin is crying.”

She doubted it. The girl should hate her, right? After all, she had truly been a bad mother all her life.

“I wonder if Sol is cursing at me.”

She had sworn to take care of Sol, but in the end, she had also been quite neglectful. The ones who truly took care of and raised him were Camelia, Medea, and Milia.

She smiled as she thought of Camelia and how the woman should still be sleeping after being completely drunk.

Her smile slowly vanished when she realized that she could have spent way more time with her friend if she had stopped isolating herself. What if she had opened her heart to Camelia about her troubles sooner? What if she had truly tried to survive?

She thought about her other friends. Pandora and her bad habit of overthinking. Persephone and her way of seeing life and death. Theresa and her absurd luck. Arachne and her talent with art. Even the innocent and naive Iris, who was now the Supreme Daughter of Industria.

It was hard to say that all of them were her close friends in the same way that Camelia was. But they were certainly the people closest to her.

“Haha…” Lilith let out a hollow laugh as she covered her face with her forearm. Even so, it was impossible to hide the tears that started streaming down her face.

She would never be able to drink or fight with Camelia ag. She would never see Lilin or Sol grow up. Even when they fought and faced difficulties, she would not be present to help them carry the weight on their shoulders.

Finally… She would never truly be able to reach the peak of the sword. She would never be able to draw the most beautiful and perfect movement and truly live up to the name of her sword.

“How pathetic.”

She did not understand why suddenly all those emotions she had been repressing came at her like this. She thought that she had gotten rid of all her regrets. But clearly, she had been wrong.

They say that it was only after losing something that you realized how important it was.

She had bathed in self-loathing and hatred for so long that she forgot that, while it was important to not forget the past, it was as important, if not more to never stop looking at the future.

How long did she stay like this? She did not know.

In the end, she simply wiped the tears away and stood up. She wondered how long she would stay in this place before moving on to the afterlife.

She wondered if this was a punishment for her indolence, or if she would be forced to stay in this place eternally.

“Should I take a look?”

She had never truly been interested in her mindscape after becoming a Duke. If this place was supposed to become her Eternal hell, then she should at least take a look.

She walked up in the field of snow and sword silently and finally approached her Gate of Truth, which was in the form of a sword. On the gigantic blade, she could see words engraved on it. Even without reading them, she knew very well what those words were.

When one became a Duke, it was necessary to find the Truth in one heart, and only after becoming a King would that Truth become unchangeable, as it would serve as the foundation of the True Name.

“I am a sword.”

This was the Truth she had chosen to follow all those years ago and this was the truth that should have been engraved on her Gate.

But…

*Crack*

A small crack appeared on the gigantic blade at the place on which her Truth was written.

“What…?”

Lilith could not believe her eyes.

“What is happening?”

She took a step back as more and more cracks appeared on the sword.

But that wasn’t it. The ground, the sky, and everything as far as she could see. Cracks appeared everywhere, spreading longer and farther until there was no place that was spared from them.

In the end, the inevitable happened.

Like a castle made out of sand, or like a stack of dominoes, the cracks reached the limit, and finally, the world — broke.

Lilith was speechless as she observed her inner world getting completely destroyed for no apparent reason.

She could say nothing, do nothing; the world slowly vanished, and in the end, when everything else broke, all that was left was one sword, a large sword no different from the one she usually used. However, when compared to the previous Gate, it was so small it was negligible.

She gazed silently at this sword floating in a world of infinite, pure white. There was no sky, and even though she was not falling, she could feel no ground.

Above, below, and all around her, she was alone in a silent world with nothing in it but a sword and herself.

She could not feel her power anymore. She could not resonate with her Truth, nor could she summon her Name.

There was only one other time when she had felt so powerless.

It was before she ever held a sword in her hand. Back when she was just a pretty experiment, and when it was revealed that she had no Capacity and, as such, would never be able to form a contract.

Weak, powerless, helpless, and completely alone.

Lilith looked up.

What should she do?

She contemplated simply giving up and lying down. But something — something was telling her that she could not; that this was a second chance. A chance to redeem herself. A chance to reach a new horizon.

<<Tyrfing>> was a failed sword. Even though she had reached a height that allowed her to cut space apart, it was too hard to control.

Lilith slowly walked until she reached the lone sword, standing proudly. She put her hand around the handle and pulled the sword out.

It was only now, when she was holding this sword that she felt her fear and confusion settle down.

Now that she had no mana, she could feel and had neither a Truth nor a Name; all she could do was the most basic sword movements with no intent behind them.

There were eight simple attacking angles in sword fighting. Down to the left, slantways down to the right, crossways up from the left, diagonally up from the right, and left and right strikes in parallel.

If one had to simplify it even more, moving a sword boiled down to four simple steps: cutting, thrusting, measuring the distance, and tempo.

How long has it been?

Ever since Mars's death, she had never truly tried to reach a higher level nor did she try to improve. She was unable to do so, as it was necessary for her to carefully manage the energy she consumed less she hastened her death.

Even though she had trained Lilin, it was only during their last fight that she had truly gone all out, with no regard for her health.

But now… since she was already dead — then she could do what she had missed all along.

Lilith moved her sword. It felt slow and clunky. But she did not stop.

This was her mind space, so she did not feel fatigued. Tirelessly, she simply swung her sword.

She repeated the most basic movements; ten, hundred, or even a thousand times without ever stopping. Always improvising, always making her sword reach a higher degree of precision.

As she did this, she began to think about herself and her reason to wield the sword.

Why did she wish to slay immortals?

Perhaps because she wished to bring down those proud beings who could boast an eternal life while looking down on an abomination like her who only had a limited amount of time.

Immortal beings could afford to train slowly for hundreds of years with no fear as time was meaningless for them.

Meanwhile, mortals had to toil every day like it was their last. Working from morning to night, making sure to make every last moment count.

For immortals, time was a common commodity. For mortals, time was a luxury.

Hah…

Even though there should have been no air, the sword finally made a satisfying sound as it cut through the wind.

The feeling of joy that swept through her heart as she made one true and good strike was like nothing before. This reminded her of what she felt when she first learned how to use the sword.

For her, it was not a duty. Nor an obligation and even less something she had no choice but to do.

Moving her sword, learning to use it in the best way possible. All of this was her joy and brought contentment to her heart.

This was the reason she first took up the sword. The reason she learned everything she did now.

When she was still learning about the world, the sight of that young boy moving under the snow with his sword in hand.

This was where everything began for her. This was the first time she had thought of something as truly beautiful.

Why did I forget this?

It was not because she wanted to be a sword. A sword could only be used but could never be the user. A sword alone could only be a sharp weapon. But without an equally masterful handler, it could never go beyond.

In order to truly feel this reality, being a sword was the wrong way.

What she had to do — what she should have done all this time — was to become one with the sword.

Rather than becoming the greatest sword, she would reach the peak by becoming the greatest swordswoman. One who could use any and all swords and cut everything in her path, even if she was holding nothing but a leaf between her fingers.

The sword in her hand changed. Large sword, long sword, short sword, rapier, curved sword, or even double-edged sword.

From nowhere, mana slowly swirled into her body, but she did not pay attention to it.

<<Sword Intent: Thousand Sword Mastery>>

But it wasn’t enough. She could not reach the peak with just this. She needed more. Her movements became faster but sharper and much more precise. No matter what sword appeared in her hand, she could master it instantly.

She wanted to master all swords.

<<Sword Intent: One with the Sword>>

Suddenly, she felt complete serenity. Like a calm lake, her mind was at peace, void of all distracting thoughts.

She was not just swinging her sword anymore. Anyone who watched her would be mesmerized as she moved like she was dancing. Her figures traced a graceful arc in the fully white void.

She was not a sword. Swords were just an extension of her body.

She was no one’s slave. She simply chose to wield her sword for those she cared for.

This is what she wished for, what she truly wanted more than anything in this world. More than following Mars, more than protecting Sol or anything else.

It was a thoroughly selfish and self-centered goal. But…It was her goal. Her wish. Not one imposed on her by a madman. Not a wish born from the shadow of a ghost nor a feeling of obligation.

What she wished for was — to sever everything and surpass all limits.

<<Zone: Beyond The Boundaries.>>

It was a simple horizontal slash. But it was the most beautiful one she had ever done.

The infinite white void broke. A new world appeared. Unlike the previous snow-covered ground filled with swords, it was a world of mountains, each larger than the other. In the sky, hundreds of thousands of stars stretched into infinity. But if one took a closer look, they would realize that those stars were in fact swords. Beautifully carved swords in all shapes, lengths, and forms, as numerous as the sea of stars.

Looking at this new, beautiful world that was so unlike her previous one, Lilith smiled as her eyes twinkled with the light of enlightenment.

“One sword to cut space, one sword to cut time, and one sword to cut even the heavens apart.” She muttered slowly as a new technique was created in her mind. It was the second chapter of her <<Immortal Slaying Sword.>>

A sword that was meant to cut gods themselves.

A God-Slaying Sword. A sword that went beyond Time and Space.

A sword that could do the impossible. Break the unbreakable and kill what could not be killed.

It was—<<The Sword of the End.>>

Lilith gasped as mana filled her body even more. In the past, she was born with an above-average quantity of mana. But it was nothing particularly impressive when compared to the monsters surrounding her.

But now…she felt like her mana was simply limitless.

Her power grew, her strength increased, and her mind expanded.

Shadow lurked behind her, chains tightened around her, trying to keep her, to hold her back. Screaming at her. Asking her if she was ready to truly give up all the convictions of her past life. To give up on the only one who had ever cared for her in the past. To forget the past she had cherished so much for all those years.

But she ignored them.

The past was history. Something that could never be changed.

The future was full of mystery. She did not know if she would ever regret her decision now.

But all of this did not matter. The present was what was shaped by her own hands.

“Begone!”

The shadows receded, the chains broke, and she walked free.

The world itself screamed as the name <<Tyrfing>> was completely erased and a new Name took its place.

<<Avatar: Musashi>>

Names had power. Lilith did not know the myth or legend and power bestowed to her name. But she knew that she finally went from simply being a cursed sword that could not be used to becoming the most skillful swordswoman to have ever existed.

“I…am a King once again?”

Lilith laughed in disbelief. She thought she had died. She thought she was being punished.

But this was completely different.

In terms of pure raw power, it was hard to say if she was truly stronger than her previous self with her previous Name.

But even though this was the case, Lilith felt that her current self could destroy her past self with nearly no difficulty.

No. I am not just a King.

She could feel it faintly. Her power went beyond what a King should have. But she was unable to access that power as she lacked one important step; creating her own territory.

Once that step was completed — she would become a Demi-god.

Lilith looked up at the highest mountain, where there was a door shining with a bright and warm light.

She began to walk towards it. Her instincts were telling her that it was time to leave. That she had yet to have digested fully the energy that was bathing her soul and that she could only take that last step in the real world.

One more step. Another. Until she finally reached the door.

She took one last look over her shoulder.

A world filled with a mysterious and solemn air. Mountains so high they reached the sky and were surrounded by clouds. A pure air filled with mana, an innumerable amount of swords in the sky.

This was her mindscape.

This was the realization of her new truth and understanding of the world.

It took ‘dying’ for her to understand this truth.

She knew very well that she was given a second chance, one more chance than many in this world would ever have the luck to obtain.

She would not waste this chance.

—-

When Lilith opened her eyes, she found herself in the monochrome-colored dimension belonging to Sol. She could see all those who had worked hard to bring her back to life. She had never felt so alive than at this moment.

She had already felt it in her soul, but her current body was beyond her previous self. In the past, without mana, she had been physically weaker than most adults of her age.

But now, she felt like she could break everything with just her fist. This new life was a priceless gift.

But what could she say? How could she express just how thankful she was at this moment?

“Welcome back.”

Lilith looked absentmindedly at Sol before finally giving a soft smile.

“I am back.”

—And this time, it was to stay.


INTERLUDE: You Lost



[Divine Realm]

A little earlier…

The divine realm was a place where time and space were extremely blurry and distorted, even more so than it was in the astral realm.

Another difference in this realm was that the divine realm was divided into different Divine Kingdoms rather than just simple Territories. Those were the places where the goddesses dwelled, among the endlessly stretching ocean of stars.

If one could have a bird’s eye view of the entirety of this place, then one would realize that there were far more than just fourteen Divine Kingdoms in this place.

But outside of the fourteen related to the sin and virtues goddesses, one related to Ymir, and two more Divine Kingdoms, the rest of the kingdoms were now in a state of ruin beyond even the faintest hopes of restoration.

Above all the Divine Kingdoms were three gigantic palaces that seemed to stretch beyond the horizon of providence.

Two of the palaces were showing a faint, dim light, while the third and largest one was also in a state of ruin like the other kingdoms.

It was in that ruined palace that the goddesses reunited when they had to discuss important matters.

This was the Divine Realm. A place where a magnificent pantheon once existed with all its insurmountable glory. A pantheon that was now nothing more than a shadow of its past self.

[Invidia's Divine Realm]

When the goddesses were not convening in the main palace, they would stay in their respective Kingdoms and observe the world or just experience the innumerable strings of the future.

Gods were absolute energy beings and the form they took was nothing but a matter of convenience for them.

The rules between the goddesses were rather simple. They could not intrude into each other’s dominions, be it in the astral realm or in the mortal realm. Observation was still possible, but no direct attack was allowed. Otherwise, repercussions were required to be endured.

In the end, goddesses rarely observed the territory of the others as they had no interest in doing so.

However, this wasn't the case for Invidia..

Ever since the altercation with her sisters about the treatment of Sol, she had been observing Lustberg non-stop, like a stalker. Not only had she even tried to observe the future of the individuals involved, but she could feel too many interferences hampering her observation.

Not only was Sol's future absolutely blurry and hard to read, but it was clear that Luxuria was also interfering.

She also tried to observe Lilith's future, but not only was Lilith a Singularity, but the goddess could feel something like a fog blocking her sight whenever she tried to peer in and see beyond.

Invidia chalked it up to her relationship with Sol, and did not think much more of it.

When she initially felt the fluctuations of power, Invidia's eyebrows rose in surprise and bewilderment. She knew very well about Lilith’s current circumstances. It wouldn't be a mistake to say that each swing of her sword now was paid with her life as collateral. Her already dwindling lifespan was melting like snow under the radiant and merciless sun.

When she heard the name of Lilith's sword art, Invidia scoffed at the hubris of mortals who wished to do the impossible and reach beyond what they should be allowed.

But she did not take her eyes away from Lilith. Not even for a single second. Not even when she felt absolute disdain at her mere tricks in the name of arts.

Even though they were nothing but small ants fighting helplessly against the impossible, Invidia had to admit that there was something beautiful about chasing a seemingly impossible dream.

The reason gods observed mortals was that there was something amazing at the core of such an inferior species. This was even more so when it was an ephemeral abomination like Lilit, born from the struggle of another mortal who wanted to play god.

Their struggle was amusing. Their passion was attractive and the despair they felt at the end of their fleeting life, when they realized that everything they did was futile, gave her a rush like nothing else.

As such, she watched on.

She was absolutely certain that Sol would never let Lilith die. No matter what and how he behaved.

It was an impossibility.

She had even taken into account the possibility of Sol hiding in his dimension to cure Lilith, and as such, she had recently strengthened the link between them in order to be able to monitor her situation, even if she could not observe her directly.

In a way, the current Lilith was as close as possible to Invidia without the possibility of her being her Blessed.

When Lilith broke the wall of dimension with her Sword, Invidia was indeed surprised. This was something that no one could do with just pure power. One needed a deep understanding of the Laws of Time and Space to replicate this feat, something Lilith didn’t have, neither of Space nor of Time. What she did have, however, was an intent to cut. To sever. To annihilate everything in her path.

But this was as far as her surprise went.

Lilith was dying. The last sword had hollowed her out of all her mana. Her body was devouring her own life.

Furthermore— Sol had closed his dimension.

This is the moment!

Invidia, in her human form, stood up and looked down below. She was feeling emotions like never before.

This was it. This was the moment she had been waiting for all along.

Sol would never let Lilith die. He would go against her order and save her. Then, she would have the perfect justification to order a Holy Crusade against the sinner.

Finally, she would show her sister Luxuria that her new toy was nothing more than a rebellious, ungrateful bastard like all the others before him.

Her sisters would understand that she was neither crazy nor jealous nor a whistle-blower.

If she had a heart, her heartbeat would have accelerated enough for her to risk getting a stroke. If she could sweat, her palms would be sweaty because of how much stress she was feeling.

This was why….

When she felt the link between her and Lilith severed….

Invidia screamed with rage.

"This is impossible!!"

Her rage, born from the mixture of disbelief, disappointment, and pain, created a storm of annihilation as she shrieked out loud.

The only possible reason for the link to vanish was Lilith’s death. There was no other way around it.

Because of how much she strengthened the link between them, she felt a deep pain in her soul due to the severance of their connection. But this pain was nothing in front of the absolute rage that was boiling inside of her.

But…

"This must be a play."

Invidia forced herself not to lose her wits.

She could not accept this reality.

She tried to read the future, but in all the few futures she could see, Lilith was indeed "dead."

But even then, she continued to believe that this was a play. An illusion. Created by the mortal she hated without equal. The futures she could see were too severely limited to believe in them.

"I have to go down. Right now."

Invidia took a step.

Immediately, all semblance of her being a human vanished as her body grew to disproportionate dimensions. Tall and vast enough to overlook the stars and hold them in her hands if she had the desire to do so.

She decided to break the dimensional walls and land in the space of that accursed play. That damnable illusion.

Goddesses could not see what was happening in dimensions belonging to dimensional mages. But it wasn't like they couldn't forcedly enter if they wished to.

Tiamat was a false god. So it was one thing. But Sol was nothing more than a Duke. No matter what trick he had, even if he used the divine powers of Luxuria to temporarily become a demi-god, this would change nothing.

She did not have the coordinates of Sol's dimension, but she would be able to find it if she focused on the task.

"Have you gone absolutely mad!?"

Her advance was stopped as an even more gigantic being appeared in front of her.

Luxuria. The eldest and strongest of them all.

"Sister! Why must you stop me!?" Invidia screamed, but Luxuria paid her no heed.

"When you used the rules we established against me, I stayed silent. Now you, too, must bow to the rules. If you move even an inch from this spot, I will attack you."

Invidia was not reconciled. She could not accept this. It was one thing for Luxuria to scold her when she tried to break her toy.

But to threaten her?

"Sister. You are letting a toy create a chasm between us?"

The fourteen of them had stayed together all the way since time immemorial. Even when the Twilight of the Gods happened, they survived the madness-induced slaughter of their father by staying and protecting each other.

When Chaos and Order started to fight, they still protected each other.

Luxuria was now acting as if all those events were not even as important as a simple toy.

Seeing Luxuria staying silent, Invidia slowly lost hope. She was losing the affection of her sister to a mortal. A mere mortal? A simple toy? A poor lost soul that was summoned to this world on a whim?

"Sister."

"Go back. Lilith died and was resurrected as an undead by Anubis' daughter. If you wish to declare a holy war against him for that, then be my guest."

Invidia clamped her mouth shut.

She could see the others slowly gathering as they observed the situation. In the end, the first one to step in was none other than Industria, the twin sister of Acedia and one of the angels' goddesses.

"The two of you know the rules. No infighting between us."

Out of all the rules they had created, this was perhaps the core one. The one that should absolutely never be disobeyed. The only reason they survived all those ordeals was because of their unity.

Invidia bowed her head, "I wish to call for a new god summit to brand Sol Dragona Luxuria as a Heretic and declare a Holy War against him."

She did not believe for one instant what Luxuria uttered just now. Undead were nothing but a shadow of their past self. Cursed and unnatural monsters unable to change or grow.

Even though they could look no different from their living selves, there was something fundamentally lacking about them.

The other goddesses stirred at her declaration, but Luxuria showed no expression.

In an instant, all of them projected their divine consciousness into the past in order to understand what happened when Invidia asked for such a gathering.

Sadly for her…

Industria closed her eyes and shook her head, "Luxuria's Blessed broke no rules as he let Lilith die. He may have used a loophole, but it's not enough to accuse him. Innocent until proven guilty. The motion of branding him a heretic is rejected."

Luxuria smirked and turned around. "Give up, sister. Stop obsessing over my Blessed."

The other goddesses looked at each other and slowly left.

The only one standing close to Invidia was her twin sister, Humanitas.

"Do you also believe I am crazy?"

Humanitas sighed and shook her head, "I do not know what he did, exactly. But in the end, the rules are the rules. You lost this round."

Invidia closed her eyes.

This was indeed her loss.

—At least for now.


SECOND ACT: Blessing




Chapter 12


Prelude



[Wratharis]

Clad in her extremely revealing purple kimono, Shuten Douji gulped down in nervousness as she watched the horrific sight in front of her.

"What a monster."

What had once been a large mountain range had been completely erased, replaced by a giant pillar that seemed to reach to the heavens.

While looking up, Shuten couldn't help but grumble inwardly. If she had to be honest, she did not want to face that man. But she had no other choice.

In this world, schemes were only useful when the disparity in strength between the two parties wasn't too large.

Even though she had many plans in her head and managed to rally Kiku to her cause, Shuten knew deep down that nothing was settled.

All that because of one man—Sun Wukong.

He was an individual who broke all common sense and was publicly recognized as the strongest King-ranked being. In fact, there were many rumors that he had reached the limit and was getting ready to cast aside his mortal shell.

Most people dismissed this information as mere rumor, without any substance to back it up. The birth of a Demi-god wasn't something that occurred that easily, after all.

For the few who knew the path that had to be taken, they could only shudder at the thought. The path was one of no return. A King could stop his progress even if he had the qualifications to ascend. But, once he began the ascension, he had to cast away his body and fuse its remnant with his avatar in order to create a divine body.

If he succeeded, then he would be one step to the other side and all he would need to complete the process was to connect with a territory.

If he failed, there would be no ‘then’ since it would mean a thorough destruction of both body and soul, completely erasing his existence.

For this reason, even though some Kings did have the qualifications, few were willing to take the risk. After all, King-ranked individuals already stood at the peak of the mortal world. Why would they court death?

But Shuten did not doubt for one instant that those allegations were true.

From what she knew of Sun Wukong, he was a training maniac whose only goal was to reach greater heights.

"Wukong! Could you get down, please!?"

Her voice echoed a little before the large pillar began to shrink at a visible rate. At the edges of where the pillar once stood was a pitfall so deep that, even with her sharp vision, she could not see the bottom.

The pillar contracted until it became as small as a needle; it then inserted itself, much like an earring, into the ear of Sun Wukong, who landed beside the huge crater.

"Oh? If it isn’t the exhibitionist grandma — why are you here?" Raising an eyebrow, Wukong looked at her up and down before letting out a light laugh.

Infuriating as always.

“Monkey King, it's a pleasure to meet you. You are as handsome as always.”

The nickname of ‘Handsome Monkey’ was no joke; even Shuten had to admit that he was quite attractive physically. When paired with his power and influence, there was nothing to nitpick about him… aside from his personality, that is.

“*Tut* Don’t play this game with me, Grandma. Spit it out — how are you trying to scam me this time?”

“...I don’t understand what you are talking about.”

When Sun Wukong was far younger, Shuten found him and raised him until he became able to take care of himself.

This was also one of the reasons why Shuten could drink as much Monkey Wine as she wished, even though it was one of the rarest wines on the market.

Who would have thought that the random kid I took in out of pity would become such a powerhouse?

Fate was really a wondrous thing.

“You don’t? Heh-heh, so could you please give me back my gourd then?”

The gourd on Shuten’s hip was a treasure that was said to be able to swallow a sea. This was one of the few prizes Wukong had found while traveling, but she had taken it from him and now used it as her wine gourd.

“Never!” She put her hand protectively around the gourd. The gourd was like her lifeline. She could drink as much wine as she wanted, and she could even put different varieties in different zones in the interior of the gourd. Taking it away from her would be like taking her salvation.

Sun Wukong simply shrugged and began to clean his ear with his pinky finger. “Seriously though, why are you here?”

“Do I need a reason to visit you?”

“Of course, you don’t — the door of Mount Huaguo will always be open for you. But we both know that you wouldn’t interrupt my training without a good reason.”

The smile on Shuten’s face slowly vanished, and silence settled between the two of them. In the end, she sighed and asked, “Did you receive the information about the attack on Lustburg?”

“The Wings of Freedom, was it?”

“That’s right.”

Even though the Wings of Freedom were terrorists, she personally agreed with their ideals. This was why she and Kiku had worked for close to two hundred years to make the Kingdom of Wratharis into the Republic of Wratharis.

Though this was still far from her ideal, she had managed to create a system where all voices could be heard, and all tribes could stand on a more or less equal level.

She hated the system created by the goddesses, even more so after what had happened over ten years before.

The previous king had been a kind, benevolent, and, most importantly, skilled ruler. Under his leadership the kingdom, which before had always been plagued by internal and external wars, began to settle down and even show signs of growth and prosperity.

However, because his brother suddenly got a blessing out of nowhere and mutated, the good king was dethroned, replaced by a Blessed tyrant.

A despotic, arrogant, and stupid tyrant who was now putting Wratharis in jeopardy.

“You know I love Wratharis. It is the country that sheltered my clan when we had nowhere else to go. I shed blood and tears for this country, hoping to bring it to the highest level. For me, Wratharis is like my own child, the crystallization of all my dreams and hopes. But now, some bastard pup is about to bring it to hell.”

The last words were spoken with so much hate and vehemence that even Wukong flinched a little.

Oni were said to be cursed by love.

They gave their love easily but never took it back. If you managed to obtain the loyalty of an Oni, then almost nothing could make you lose it. At the same time, once an Oni became obsessed with something, nothing could stop them, not even the knowledge of certain death.

Taking hold of her emotions, Shuten released another sigh before continuing, “Since you know the situation in Lustburg, you should know how strong it is currently. If we go to war with them, even if the witches do not act, Wratharis will take irreversible damage and might get annexed by the elves or the demons.”

“I see. So you are starting to create an alliance in order to sabotage Tiangou.”

Shuten nodded. Prideful he might be, but Wukong was not an idiot. She had taught him all she knew about politics while raising him.

"You won't say it's cowardly or anything?"

"Why should I? You are physically weak. The weak should use the ways of the weak. There’s nothing shameful about using your brain to beat his brawn — it’s what you taught me."

“You are right.” A proud smile formed on Shuten’s face as if she was watching her own child saying something great.

Shuten was a pragmatic woman. She believed in using the best solution possible for a given problem after considering all possible solutions. No matter how embarrassing it was, it would not matter as long as success was achieved.

Justice always wins because history is written by the victor.

This was the rule by which she had always lived.

“Since you know my goal, let me ask you...Will you be an obstacle?” She now asked with a calm expression.

“You know very well what I want. I do not care about this war or even Wratharis in general. I don't even care about my position as Lord. All of those are burdens to me. But, to repay my debt to you, I killed the Tiger Lord and took his position as one of the Four Great Lords. Wasn’t all this in preparation for a day like this one?”

A charming smile bloomed on Shuten’s face. “Thank you.”

“Don’t thank me yet. Once this war ends, I will resign from my position and go to explore the astral realm. All I wish to do now is to fight the Sword Saint and pave my path toward ascension.”

Saying so, Wukong turned around and lightly jumped onto a cloud that had formed below him. He then shot off into the sky, his destination unknown.

Now alone, Shuten could feel all the tension leave her shoulders. She had the support of Kiku and Wukong.

All she needed now was to see how Lustburg would act.
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[Southern Pride — Eternal Forest]

This was the country of the proudest race in the entirety of the mortal realm. This was the country of the elves, drenched in the sin of pride and hedonism. The elves had once been as close to being the rulers of the mortal realm as possible, fighting against angels and demons while keeping humans and dwarves in servitude. Since angels and demons were of Divine origin, it wouldn’t be a mistake to say that they were the strongest races in the mortal realm; keeping them at bay had been no easy feat.

The houses in the kingdom of Southern Pride were fused with nature. Elves did not cut their forests down to create houses but simply used their magic to create special trees that were hollow on the inside. The closer you came to one of the five main elvish settlements, the higher the trees became. It was not uncommon to see 10- to 20-meter-tall trees in the inner regions of the settlements.

In the center of the never-ending green forest, where the high elves lived, stood the tallest tree in all of existence. One that was so tall it literally pierced the clouds above. No one could see the top of it standing at ground level.

The elves called it the World Tree— a tree born from one of the seeds of Yggdrasil, the Divine Beast of Humilitas.

The World Tree was also home to the sanctuary where the High Priestess and the Queen ruled and made their decisions.

Satella Superbia, like every other elf, was a beautiful and graceful woman. She had a slim body with delicate curves, but she did not lack in the feminine charms department. However, because of her still, emotionless face and the long fall of golden hair that gently swept the ground, some would inevitably compare her to a beautiful doll instead of a living being.

Jasmine, on the other hand, could not be more Satella’s opposite. She was a short-haired, brown-skinned elf with a body many men would judge worthy for which to wage war. Her satin robe barely contained her bountiful curves, looking like it would burst at the seams and reveal the barely hidden secrets underneath.

Usually, at this time, the sanctuary should have been a calm space filled with delightful melodies, as Queen Satella Superbia would quietly drink tea or discuss matters with her closest friend Jasmine Humilitas, who was the Supreme Daughter of the church of Humilitas.

But on this day, the two faced each other in silence, while listening to a report being given by a female dark elf.

Once the elf finished her report, she bowed her head deeply before leaving the two rulers alone. Each wore a complicated expression that marred their enchanting features.

“This is…” Jasmine tried to keep her laughter in check but could barely hide the mirth lurking in her eyes. This caused Satella to sigh loudly in response.

“You find this quite funny, don’t you?”

“Well… Do you want me to be honest?”

“Go on.”

“Pfft! I honestly find it absolutely hilarious.”

Having received permission from the Queen, Jasmine could no longer hide her merriment, and Satella knew that there was not much she could do about it.

Southern Pride was currently facing a crisis like no other. It wasn’t a war or the infiltration of the vampires; it was something much more insidious, to the point that she felt like she was completely helpless to do anything about it.

“A new cult… I would have never thought that someone would be this daring to do something this brazen.”

“Hehe. Attention, Your Highness. It is not a cult. It’s an assembly formed by like-minded people who respect and admire the tales of the Dragon Emperor…. Pfft! Hahaha~!”

Jasmine could not keep a straight face even as she spoke, causing Satella to feel like facepalming herself due to the antics of the Supreme Daughter, her long-time friend.

All countries in the mortal world had freedom of religion. An elf wasn’t forced to pray to Superbia, nor were humans forced to pray to Luxuria, and so on. This was a law that had been established at the start of the Kingdom era; in the end, it was because any other religion that they were able to divert to would be the religion of the Mother Goddess of Order.

This was the limit of the freedom of religion.

Even for the elves, who respected and worshiped dragons, there were some lines they did not dare to cross.

But what was happening currently was quite headache-inducing, to say the least.

It had started nearly three weeks ago when they received news that two pure dragons would come down from the astral realm. For elves, it was earth-shaking news. But when the dragons finally arrived, there was one more guest with them who made everyone’s eyes go round like saucers.

A phoenix.

In hindsight, Satella should have been more careful about their guests. But despite being the queen, she was still an elf, one with dragon blood in her veins. While her respect and admiration for the dragons was somewhat lesser than the majority of her people’s, it still existed to some degree.

This was why she had overlooked the weird actions of the phoenix named Nefertiti. After all, she was an honored guest of the dragon race.

Satella shouldn’t have done that. Oh, she definitely definitely shouldn’t have done that.

The elves had a very tribalistic lifestyle, and the four greatest tribes used the Four Dragon Kings as their totems.

In just over a week, news about the war against Chaos seemed to have spread throughout the forest like the wildest of wildfires. In two weeks, a group of more than a hundred elves had formed to show respect to the supposed Dragon Emperor. For the elves’ relatively small population, a hundred individuals were quite a large number. Enough to form a minor tribe.

And this was where the problems truly began.

Currently, this group was pushing the idea that it would be disrespectful for the Dragon Emperor to not have a tribe under his name.

If the Dragon Emperor was someone from the astral realm, Satella would not have minded. After all, it wasn’t like some of the minor tribes didn’t use other dragons as totems. But the problem was the identity of the so-called Dragon Emperor.

Sol Dragona Luxuria — The current Crown Prince and future King of Lustburg.

The reason why the different totems were accepted was simply that dragons did not care for the affairs of the mortal realms. They were above all that.

Unlike them —Sol was quite invested in the mortal realm. He was the future king of a literal kingdom for crying out loud! Of course, he would be involved in mortal matters. Creating a tribe under his name would mean giving him great power over Southern Pride.

“Ugh…”Satella groaned under her breath. As a ruler, what she should do now was ruthlessly stamp down this growing cult. But she could not do that.

Not only would the elves riot if she tried to do so, but there was also the fact that they had visions about an incipient doomsday event, and Sol Dragona Luxuria just happened to be the key to preventing it.

They wished to be in his good graces, no matter what would happen to them.

“Sigh… Ismelya’s daughter has also cut off all contact with us. I guess she’s become as completely enamored with him as all the rest.”

The elf girl Clara should have also played the role of an informant for them from her place in Sol’s court. But her last report was only about her joining the Prince and thanking Southern Pride for everything they had done for her.

Clearly, the girl had no intention of playing double-agent for the elves.

“Well, I am not surprised. He seems quite imposing but also very charming.”

They had seen pictures of Sol in both his Hybrid form and his War form. Those pictures, as well as all sorts of other products, were being sold by that dastardly phoenix to all of the elves.

Dragons generally hated having their pictures recorded or even interacting with elves. Unsurprisingly, then, those pictures were selling like hotcakes, and there were even black market auctions taking place — the price of the pictures was literally reaching gold coin levels.

“Indeed. But this is ridiculous! Who the hell paid 30 gold for a mere picture!?”

Jasmine coughed embarrassedly, causing Satella’s eyes to squint suspiciously in her direction.

“Don’t tell me…”

“What I do with my money is my own business.”

“Seriously?”

“What? He is handsome, charismatic, and sexy. I have money. So I bought it. Simple.”

“I don’t even know what to say…”

Jasmine chuckled. “Well, I’ll be honest. I had a discussion with the goddess not long ago, and this boy has caused many storms recently. She didn’t tell me anything deep. But she gave me a warning.”

For the first time during this discussion between the rulers of Southern Pride, the Supreme Daughter’s expression was draped in the veil of seriousness. She spoke ominous words, “Either ignore him or become his ally. No one in the mortal realm can bear the weight of becoming his enemy.”


Chapter 13


Feeling of Power



[Lustburg]

Lustburg is one of the seven kingdoms of the mortal realm. This kingdom represented all of humanity, as well as a few more mixed races closely tied to humanity.

It had now been two weeks since the Prince had returned from his travels in the astral realm, and the different territories surrounding the capital could feel the slow changes that were ensuing with his regime.

The first startling piece of activity had been when all the local bandit groups, who had started to settle in and were extorting the traveling merchants near the capital, were nearly exterminated to their very last member.

On that day, it was said that blood covered the earth as the Prince alone ravaged more than ten bandit campgrounds.

Not only did he massacre a great number of the thieves, but those who did survive were forcibly conscripted to serve as cannon fodder during the war.

Not all bandits were necessarily evil. Many of them were just young and foolish, or old starving farmers who had no choice but to turn to banditry in order to gather enough food and resources to live for another day.

While they were still guilty, their circumstances allowed them to not be directly executed.

The prince made an open announcement that if they survived the war, those bandits would be released and given proper citizenship, as well as a chance to redeem themselves.

As if not satisfied with that alone, the Prince followed up by announcing that if anyone could bring proof of a bandit group’s presence in a region, or could even exterminate them, then he would give them a great reward.

It was said that many nobles complained, as this could greatly affect the coffers of the kingdom. But all of this was useless, as the Prince simply ignored them altogether.

Overnight, the security of the kingdom greatly improved, as bandits who had been running rampant all over the area around the capital went into hiding to save themselves from being massacred. It was hard to assess in the outskirts of the kingdom, but at least the center was slowly getting back on track.

Aside from showing his might through his power, the Crown Prince also announced the First Royal Examination, which would take place in a month.

Education was not particularly uncommon for the peasantry. All of the previous kings and queens had preached the importance of schooling children in the basics, and King Mars had created an Academy in the capital, which both nobles and commoners could enter.

Even King Neptune, despite being a simple puppet king, had funded many school courses that were mostly related to the sciences as a whole.

But the Royal Examination was different. No matter your position or ranking, your bloodline, or your origin, whether you were a scholar, a fighter, or a commoner, anyone could participate, as there were different levels of characteristics to be judged.

If this was all, people would be surprised, but not particularly thrilled. But the rewards were simply too attractive. After all, those who succeeded would be given permission to join the Crown Prince’s government.

The citizens knew that after the recent rebellion, the city’s administration had been significantly affected. They also understood that the Crown Prince wished to unearth talents and find new staff, and that this was something they could not afford to miss.

The number of young people with dreams in their eyes who started to walk toward the capital was so numerous that it was unprecedented.

There was no one in this world who wished to live in mediocrity all their life. So all those who had even a shred of confidence in their talents were ready to take the test.

The first phase of the examination would happen in each of the three main Duchies. For the territory that was previously under control of the Gorfard family, they were to find the examination center in the Marquis territory.

Once the first phase was finished, the winners would walk through a portal to reach the capital. There they would have the chance to see the Crown Prince, and perhaps even receive a reward directly from him or the Supreme Daughter if they finished with a high enough ranking.

The last piece of news, which really shocked people, was the start of recruitment for the army.

This news gave the confirmation that all citizens had feared—the war was coming, and there was absolutely nothing they could do to stop it.

At least that was what they thought, until they were told that there would be no mandatory conscriptions.

This left many people speechless. After all, even previous kings had used mandatory conscription in times of war, most recently in the war against Greed Dyke.

This time however, rather than forced participation in the war, all those who voluntarily decided to join the army would receive an annuity high enough to help them be free from want or hunger for a long time.

The consolation reward given to the family of the bereaved was also tripled, and it was officially announced that people with enough achievement could not only become knights, as was common but could also receive a true hereditary noble title, along with lands.

This was perhaps the greatest news that the citizens had heard in decades. It was even more so when they learned what followed.
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One day, all the citizens of Lustburg looked upward, as the picture of a young golden-haired man, seated on a golden throne, was projected across the sky.

The last time many had seen this young man was during the ceremony where he had fought in the gladiatorial arena. That prince back then had been dashing and powerful, but anyone could see that he still had much to learn.

However, the prince they were looking at right now was a completely different person.

The Crown Prince wore a white military suit, emblazoned with gold medals. On his face was an easygoing yet heavy smile.

Even though they were separated by a screen, none of the citizenry dared to focus outright on his face; many of them lowered their heads, and a vast majority knelt on the ground.

“My dear citizens.” His voice was calm, “I am the bearer of bad news, but it is my duty to share this with every last one of you.”

Their hearts started to thump as they anticipated what would be announced…

“War is coming.”

The reactions were varied. Old people closed their eyes in sorrow, as they remembered a past that they wished to forget. Mothers hugged their children tightly, thinking of those who would never come back. Children looked around, confused by the solemnity in the air, while some young people showed excitement at the news, already imagining themselves riding on the battlefield and fighting for honor.

“The ruthless tyrant of Wratharis— the ungrateful man who seized the throne by slaying his own brother — decided to break the peace treaty earned by my beloved and respected father.”

The people noticed how the Crown Prince covered his face while saying this, and their hearts went out to him, thinking that he was overwhelmed by rage and sadness.

Silence reigned for a while before the Prince lowered his hand. “My dear citizens, I apologize.”

At this, the citizens opened their eyes wide. They could see the reddening of his eyes, and hear the emotion in his voice. More than anything, however — they were shocked by the fact that the Prince had apologized.

“My incompetence led to the tyrant landing his hungry gaze on us. It’s because he believes us to be weak that he so brazenly decided to attack. But— he has made a mistake.”

Everyone continued to stare, hanging on every word that came from his lips, wondering what he would say.

The sadness was replaced by a blazing inferno of conviction as the Crown Prince stood up and shouted.

“Weak I may be. Inexperienced, surely. But…WE are not weak! Lustburg is not helpless! My citizens are stronger than anyone else!”

The blood of the crowd began to surge at his words.

“I, Sol Dragona Luxuria, Crown Prince and Future King of this land, hereby declare…”

The tension was at its maximum.

“Be not afraid — for victory will be ours!”

It was like a wave.

At first, many people were skeptical. Most knew that this was nothing more than a speech delivered to appease them. But… even so… they could not stop the feelings rising from the depths of their hearts.

All of them clamored in excitement and shouted alongside their prince.

Even so, deep down, many of them felt fear. Those with experience knew very well that nobles always put their own well-being first. When a war started, the ones who suffered were the poor citizens, not the nobles.

As if he could hear their thoughts, the prince smiled.

“I now address this message to all the nobles of my beautiful kingdom.”

The nobles, who had been sneering and scoffing as they looked at the shouting, crying peasants, were startled.

“This war will be fought by us all.” His voice was low now, filled with a threatening aura…

“I hereby declare — any nobles who increase taxes during these trying times will be demoted by one rank.”

The nobles opened their eyes wide. But it wasn’t the end yet. Their nightmare had just begun.

“All nobles who refuse to participate in the war, or who conscript anyone against their will, will be demoted by two ranks.”

Finally…

“All nobles who refuse the punishment as dictated will automatically lose their noble rank and become commoners. That is all.”

The screen went dark and the projection stopped as soon as those words were spoken.

The nobles were speechless. They could not understand what the prince was doing.

Lustburg was a large country — too large for one king to effectively rule all of it. This was even more true in times of war.

Was the prince not worried about the nobles rebelling and joining with Wratharis? After all, even though humans could not hurt the king directly, there was no obligation that forced them to be loyal.

The commoners cheered, understanding that Sol would be a king who cared for the people.

But the old nobles sneered. Those who had been acting like kings in their territories seethed in rage and frustration.

The kingdom fell into a strange state of calm. But great undercurrents were moving everywhere.

Meanwhile, back at the Royal Capital, the one who had made such a provoking speech was looking down between his legs, as a beautiful, cow-horned maid unbuttoned his pants.

Sol closed his eyes, as he felt his member being engulfed by Milia's moist lips. He released a sigh of relief and lust.

Even though it was only through a screen, and he had not been able to see their reactions, his heart had been beating like never before as he spouted bullshit line after bullshit line with no hesitation whatsoever.

He would have never thought that speaking like this to millions of citizens could give him such a rush. It was a mix of stress, anticipation, and power.

Sol finally understood one of the reasons why the politicians of his old world liked power so much.


Chapter 14


Politics



Closing his eyes, Sol let out a groan when he felt Milia’s tongue gently wrap around his hardened shaft.

As always, she was neither clumsy nor forceful with her ministrations. She gave him an all-encompassing feeling of being taken care of and spoiled by a motherly figure, or even a big sister.

When he was with her, he didn’t have to take the lead or act strong. He simply had to let her do as she wished, which in this case was to bring him as much pleasure as possible.

In the end, he grabbed her by the horns as he released his seed deep inside her mouth. A small smile formed at the corner of her mouth, and her throat moved as she gulped down the load without even a moment’s hesitation. More and more she sucked on his throbbing organ as if she wished to bring out all the sperm that his spasming balls and aching rod held.

When Sol finally finished his long ejaculation, Milia opened her mouth wide, showing that there was nothing on her tongue. She had swallowed everything that Sol had dumped inside her.

Sol caressed her head with a sigh, “I am always helpless in front of you.”

A mischievous smile formed on her face as she stood up and gave him an elegant bow. Watching her like this, one would never guess that the prim and proper maid standing here was in fact a woman who could make the most vulgar actions, as long as it was for her beloved.

“I am always happy to serve you, Your Highness.”

Sol grinned at those words, “Thanks. I really needed it.”

He then closed his eyes for a while in contemplation before speaking his thoughts, “Well, enough playing around. I am sorry that we can’t go all the way right now. But it would be quite disrespectful to go to the meeting while reeking of sex.”

“Then, I hope I will have my just rewards tonight.”

She gave a coy smile, arranged her hair, and bowed before walking toward the door of the throne room.

Giving one last glance and seeing him nod, she opened the door wide and stood aside. On the other side stood Athena Highland, Arachne Milaris, and Hermes Travers, two of the kingdom’s Dukes and the representative of the most loyal Ducal family.

“You may enter.”

The three advanced and, once they reached the middle of the room, each went on a knee and bowed their heads. Since they were Dukes — or represented one, in the case of Athena Highland — the three of them did not have to fully kneel in front of the Crown Prince.

“We greet Your Highness.”

But all the people here knew very well that Sol was already the King in all but name. The entire Tower of Babel was already under his control, and Lilith had never contested his hegemony.

They had also worked with him enough to know him and respect his power.

“You may rise.”

Sol sat languidly on his throne. For him, it was simply because he was lethargic after releasing his load. The Dukes, however, felt that it was simply a clear show of power. None of them begrudged him the slightest bit, however.

Athena already considered Sol to be her king. Arachne simply did not care that much, and as for Hermes, Sol had reached a level so beyond him that even standing here made his instincts scream in terror.

Once the three rose to their feet, they all hesitated a little before finally, Athena spoke out after advancing two steps forward. She was the youngest and the one with the lowest rank here, so it was her job to be the scapegoat.

“Your Highness…”

She hesitated slightly but Sol grinned and cut her misery, “Are you here about my announcements?”

Athena sighed, “Indeed. For the last two weeks, we have talked about war and adequate preparation. But nowhere did we talk about the second part of your announcement.”

She was ready to receive remonstrance for her inquiry. After all, a king did not need to inform them before doing anything.

“Indeed you are right, and I apologize for that.”

“Your Highness!?”

Athena took a few steps back. “We did not come to ask for any apologies — we wouldn’t dare.”

Haha, how fun.

Sol really found it hilarious when people reacted differently when he made unexpected moves, such as offering a simple apology.

This was normal. The weight of one’s word depended on their position. The apology of a king and that of a peasant were thus incomparable.

But this was a serious moment, and he wasn’t willing to go any far with it. “Okay, enough teasing. To be honest, I am not really happy with the current state of Lustburg.”

He waved his hand and Milia approached with a stack of papers, giving a copy to the three.

“This is a summary of the information my secretary managed to assemble. As you can see… Well, Lustburg is bleeding money.”

“Your Highness⁠—”

“Stop. Duke Travers, I am not accusing you of embezzlement. But it’s a fact that even though we managed to wipe out the few major traitors, the kingdom is still full of parasites that need to be exterminated.”

He sighed and leaned back on his throne as he delivered his next words, “I am not so naive as to search for a completely clean kingdom. This would be impossible without the mind manipulation of all of the citizens. But I am not interested in doing something like that.”

The three shivered slightly after understanding what his words ensued. Even Arachne, who had been mostly indifferent, didn’t miss the meaning behind his words.

It wasn’t about him being unable to manipulate everyone. It was simply that he was unwilling to do so.

Sol ignored them and continued, “Take a look at page four, for example. My father had established many rules about the care of slaves. Even personal slaves are eventually the property of the state and thus must be treated like servants and have rights similar to any free individual. Furthermore, children of slaves are given citizen status at birth. But, it’s awfully clear from the reports that many people are not respecting these rules.

“I have been asking myself, why are those people not doing as demanded? Some do not even try to hide the atrocities they commit. Why does this happen? Then I came to a sad answer.”

Sol gave a chilly smile, “The ‘why’ doesn’t matter. Those who do not listen can be punished. But for those who go past the limits, who flagrantly disrespect the laws–”

He passed his thumb over his neck, “Death penalty.”

A chilling air seemed to sweep past them.

“Your Highness…. Do you wish to become like the Blood Queen?”

The Blood Queen, Venus. She was, of course, one of Sol's ancestors, and during her era, Lustburg had observed the highest number of executions.

It was the era where the nobles were the most repressed. But it was also the era where Lustburg faced the most disturbance. After all, the queen could not govern the kingdom alone. Nor could she fight on all fronts.

“The Blood Queen…hmmm.”

Sol remembered his discussion with Lilith during their first date, which ended with a visit to the cemetery. The Blood Queen was also the one who introduced the development of sweets and ice creams of all kinds.

It was funny how such a woman could be considered a bloodthirsty monster. But this mostly stemmed from her control over blood after she had signed a contract with a powerful vampire.

“Don’t worry. My goal is not to massacre indiscriminately. All I need is a just cause.”

Hermes bit his tongue before speaking, “So your announcement…”

“Public sentiment is easily swayed. Now I am the just but naive king who sides with the common people, and the nobles are the evil bastards who won't even fight and who steal their taxes.”

He shrugged, “From now on, I just have to manipulate public sentiment until everyone is on my side.”

A smile formed on his face. “All humans have a mentality of ‘us vs everyone else.’ Once this mentality is created, then everything will be much easier to control and predict.”

Athena gave a bitter smile. She remembered the somewhat clumsy but kind and prideful young man she met not long ago during the Duke's visit.

The same young man was now coldly talking about executing a large number of people if they did not follow his will while using the sentiment of respect the populace had for him with no hesitation.

It was hard to put his past image and the current one together. The difference was simply too great.

As a king, this was surely an admirable growth. But Athena couldn’t help but feel a little lost.


Chapter 15


Stress



After Sol finished informing the Dukes about his plans, the prince of the human empire found himself once again alone with Milia.

“Do you think what I am doing is wrong?”

“Whether you are right or wrong does not matter now. A king's words cannot be taken back. Otherwise, he would lose the respect of his subjects and underlings. Our job is to make sure your vision sees the light, and to take care of anything that will stand in between.”

Milia looked up at Sol sitting on his throne with a fervent gaze. Her loyalty for the young prince knew no bounds, and she was much more willing to kill everyone than to let someone stop him from accomplishing his dreams.

Of course, she knew that she couldn’t just be a ‘yes woman,’ with nothing but blind obedience to her lover. That would just make her a worthless person.

“The situation in Lustburg right now is very unstable, and executing more nobles will make the situation even more complicated. I believe you know about that already, Your Highness.”

“I know. But this is the result of stagnation. There has been no major change in the nobility since my great-grandfather’s rule. This led to many nobles seeing themselves as superior beings to others. This cannot continue any longer. I have made up my mind about that already.”

Sol's ultimate had one goal in mind — the conquest of the world. But this didn’t just stop at the military level.

A true conquest involved control over all states and for that, competent subordinates were necessary to handle matters in his stead.

“With the Royal Examination, I will be able to pump some new blood into the structure— by the time they are ready, they will be working on a much bigger scale. As for the current war, it’s the perfect opportunity to take some of Wratharis’ territory under our control. Once we beat Wratharis, others will be a little more wary about antagonizing us, but it doesn’t matter in the end.”

His plan was pretty simple. Conquer Wratharis and make it a vassal state. Use the land to reward the new nobles. Take the lands from old nobles, as rewards for a select few competent individuals he wanted to have in his faction. Completely reshuffling the order in Lustburg.

This was going to be a long project and that was why he needed very competent subordinates.

“How's the situation with Isis?”

“We are testing the new implementation of her minions in the kingdom’s work-related matters. But many workers admit to being uncomfortable working with the undead.”

“You don’t need to tell them they are undead. Say they are holy warriors or something of the sort. Either way, her undead are clad in armor and holy energy so no one can guess without being explicitly mentioned. Is there any other problem?”

“The undead shine greatly when used for simple labor. But their self-awareness seems relatively small. I doubt we can use them for administration. The King-ranked undead are stronger and more self-aware, able to think and act by themselves. However, from what Isis said, since they are not natural undead, she needs to constantly use her energy to keep them activated.”

“I see. I guess that’s too bad. We will have to wait until she becomes a King-rank to see the results.”

Milia could only give a rueful smile at his words. Clearly, in Sol’s eyes, the King-rank was just a mere formality for Isis. Then again, she couldn’t say much against his rationale. Simply being able to use the King-rank undead made a difference in power so clear that it was startling.

Isis was on a completely different level than her, and the same went for Sol.

Milia sighed. In her case, she did not feel much inferiority to her love rival. She knew very well that Sol still needed her. But, the image of a blue-haired wolf flashed in her mind as she thought about all this love jargon.

I wonder if she is alright.

———

Setsuna was, in fact, not alright.

The speech Sol had just given had been transmitted to all of Lustburg and of course, the Capital was no exception.

War against Wratharis was becoming a reality.

Her people would bleed and die, and her kingdom would suffer from the all-encompassing fire of war. All of this because of a usurper. A tyrant without honor. A man who should have never obtained the mantle of king of her kingdom.

No matter how she looked at it, Wratharis had absolutely no reason to fight Lustburg right now.

It was nothing more than a desire for conquest, or the petty vanity of an equally vile and vain ruler.

“Damn it all…”

Thunder roared alongside Setsuna as she swung her sword, creating a clear path in front.

But the weight on her heart could not vanish with just the mere swing of a sword or through wanton destruction.

She hated her own powerlessness more than anyone else.

In the end, what do I truly want?

She was lost and confused. Her sword moved but her mind was not guiding the movements.

“Stop.”

Setsuna stopped moving her sword. Her body was covered in perspiration, and her chest heaved up and down with difficulty. She had been swinging her sword for hours now, and the repercussions were now clearly visible.

“I am not much of a swordsman, but I know those attacks were lacking in both essence and intent.”

Kali, unfortunately back in her maid attire, frowned as she spoke to Setsuna. “I guess you are feeling distracted right now, huh?”

“I am sorry.”

“Don’t be. It’s understandable. Either way, we’ve reached a plateau in your growth, and the only way for you to break through it is to either awaken your bloodline and reach the S-rank, or become a Duke.”

Setsuna bit her lips. Neither of those options was easy to achieve.

“Normally, going back to your original race, Calamity wolf would only be possible after you became a Demi-god.”

Once someone reached the level of Demi-god, they would become a partial energy being and have to rearrange their body structure.

This was normally the ‘easiest’ and most straightforward way to evolve. But it was different for mutants like Setsuna.

“You are a rare Storm wolf, the highest possible variant of a Blue wolf. So the blood of Fenrir should be pretty strong in your bloodline. All you need is something to stimulate it and show itself.”

That ‘something’ was a greater understanding of the bloodline power. By becoming more adept in handling her innate powers, Setsuna could reach greater heights.

“Don’t be mistaken, Setsuna. You may be using a sword, but you are not a pure swordswoman like Lilith. Lilin understood that, and found her own way by using her bloodline traits in her sword. Now it’s your turn to do the same.”

Simply using the sword did not make one a true swordsman. Of course, Kali knew that using Lilith as a comparison was simply absurd. If the only way to be seen as a swordsman was to follow Lilith’s path, then no one else could obtain the title other than her. Lilith was an abomination and an abnormality, and Kali doubted any other being could ever reach her levels of talent and intent on pure swordsmanship.

A swordsman was someone who followed the path of the sword and made everything else secondary.

“For you, the sword is secondary. Your innate power and control over elements should be your primary concern.”

Of course, variants like Setsuna were not assured evolution. Pandora, for example, was also a variant of the succubi, as she was of royal blood. But she was far from becoming a True Demon and attaining the original completion of her race.

“Well, I now believe there is a third way.”

Setsuna’s head snapped up at breakneck speed after hearing her words. “What do you mean?”

Kali shrugged in response. “You should ask your prince. I believe it’s time for you two to sign a contract. Don’t you think so?”

Kali had seen what Sol had done when they were saving Lilith. Even now, she could not believe what she had witnessed: the advent of a new race. Or, more accurately, a variant of humanity, like the witches. A superior race that had access to powers humans did not normally have.

If witches were humans who could use magic as easily as some divine beasts, then Lilith's new race were humans whose physical bodies were equal to the divine beasts.

It had been jaw-dropping to witness that absurd scene. Sol had said that he could not do something like this again, since he didn’t have his divinity anymore. But this also meant that once he officially became a demi-god, he might become more terrifying than anything Kali could ever imagine.

“So, what do you think? Gonna sign your contract now?”

Setsuna clenched her fists, “I… That has always been my dream.”

She had dedicated her sword and her life to Sol long ago. Signing a contract with him would be a dream come true.

But…

“Does he still want me? Does he even need me?”

Isis was vastly superior to her. Setsuna’s chance of becoming an S-rank divine beast in quality was absurdly low, but Isis was beyond that. Wouldn’t taking another divine beast as a contract be more useful than her own weak self?

“I mean… If you are curious, why don’t you just go and ask him?”

“It… It isn’t that easy.”

If there was anything that Kali hated, it was extended drama born from a misunderstanding. She had enough of this shit.

“It is. You are just too scared to do it.” Kali shrugged her shoulders, “We will stop here.”

She waved her hand as she walked away. “Here’s my advice. Take Sol out somewhere, just the two of you and no one else. Spend some quality time with him. Have fun or something, and then ask him when the time is right. You two need to spend more time together anyway. Don’t you think so?”

Now alone in the garden where she trained, Setsuna gazed at the sky thoughtfully. Whether she was too weak or not, worrying endlessly would not change her situation and in fact, might make it worse.

She clenched her fists for a few moments before nodding her head in resolution.

“Let’s do it today.”

Setsuna gathered her courage and moved toward the interior of the Tower. This time she planned to make her current situation clear with Sol.

But first… She had to take a bath.

Ugh… I stink.


Chapter 16


Wratharis


[Wratharis — Royal Palace]

Sol’s speech was not only contained within the confines of the kingdom of Lustburg. All seven kingdoms had spies mixed in with the populaces of the other kingdoms. This was all the more so for Wratharis, who was currently in the midst of war preparations against the Lustburg.

Bang~!

“He dares!?”

A roar filled the throne room, as thunder crackled in the sky and a man shouted at the top of his lungs.

he atmosphere in the room was one of barely suppressed terror, as fear flashed in the eyes of the trembling retainers who had given the message to the King of Wratharis.

The saying went that one should not shoot the messenger. But the people of Wratharis knew very well that the man sitting on the throne, with a wrathful expression on his face, was not one to listen to such nonsense.

He was Lupus Tiangou Ira, the current king of Wratharis. He was a rare variant of the Blue Wolf race, a Lightning wolf, who had reached King-rank as well.

As one of the most powerful beings in the mortal realm, one could expect a certain grace in his demeanor. Instead, all his subjects could see was the endless greed of a man who hungered for more and more power. Power that he didn’t have the right nor the ability to handle.

He was a man who had not hesitated to kill his own brother in order to steal the throne, even though he could have just waited for it to be passed on to him naturally.

For many people, this man was not a king. He was nothing but a malevolent and ungrateful tyrant.

He did not lead through kindness, sternness, or even with authority. He reigned through absolute power and the fear of the destruction he would wreak on his opposition.

In any other place, this would have brought about a mutiny, a coup, or even a full-blown rebellion against his rule, as the population decided to revolt against injustice.

Sadly, as a Blessed king, no beastkin could ever hope to hurt him or take the throne from him. Doing so would mean fighting against the goddesses themselves. This would only lead to complete decimation.

Looking down at the trembling man kneeling before his throne, Lupus felt his anger rise more and more with each passing second.

For him, anger was power, and he embraced it. In his mind, this was the way to constantly increase his power. It was his truth and way of life.

But he still knew that hot anger was not the only way to lead life.

His wrath simmered down as the lightning in the room receded into his body, “Finish your report.”

The messenger nearly let out a sob of relief, bowing so low he planted his forehead firmly on the ground.

There was not much more to say, and once he finished retelling the events that had transpired in the kingdom of Lustburg, he was dismissed. Fortunately, he was able to keep his life and his limbs intact. But he wasn’t fully sure of his survival. He wouldn’t be sure until he left the sights of the accursed king.

It was only after standing outside and feeling the rays of the sun against his face that the messenger realized that he was alive and that he had survived the ordeal. Tears streamed down his face, and he wondered if he should go back home and work on the farm with his parents.

At least, that would be a better life than this constant sense of terror.

Serving a king was like riding a tiger. A man never knew when he would be swallowed by his own steed.

Though…The future king of Lustburg seems to be different.

The messenger was envious. Whether it was a facade or not, at least that noble king was willing to put up a kind face for the public and his retainers. It was still infinitely better than the king he currently served.

———

“Miserable wretch!”

After the messenger left the room, Lupus gripped the arms of his throne tightly with his hands. Despite his personality, Lupus was not foreign to politics. He simply did not see the interest in engaging in such useless and insufferable blather, as he judged it was utterly unworthy and beneath him a king.

This was why he could only guess that the baby prince was using him as a way to clean up all the malice and rot within his own kingdom. His own decision to wage war against that insufferable kingdom was being seen lightly by that arrogant manchild.

Furthermore, the words in the messages that were used…

Tyrant. Usurper. Unworthy of the throne. All these were used to describe him behind his back, but Lupus cared not; he knew they were nothing but the ploys of rats scurrying along the ground, destined to never stand up against the true beings of power.

But that wretched, vile, and dastardly prince…. “He really dared to insult me.”

Lupus was angry. Very, very angry. He did not see himself as a usurper. He was a Blessed. He was chosen by the Goddesses themselves and, without a doubt, he would become unrivaled under the heavens using his power and authority.

“Sol Dragona Luxuria… I shall remember you and your insolence.”

He would see how that prince would react when he lost everything, and his kingdom was burned to the ground while Lupus laughed at his misery.

———

[Patientia Church — Kingdom of Wratharis]

The Church of Patientia was like a calm temple, with hundreds of fox statues scattered around. Even though winter was upon them, the sakura trees were still blooming in their pink hues, and the flowers were floating leisurely in the sky.

Sitting on the ground with a bottle of alcohol next to her was Kiku Inari Patientia, the Supreme Daughter. She was also known as the Miko, the bonafide shrine maiden of this place. She was gazing at the distant sky.

Next to her was a short girl with two horns jutting above her head, wearing clothes that were more than just a little indecent.

“Shuten… How do you think this will end?”

Shuten Douji leaned back slightly as she focused on Kiku’s profile and spoke, “We are currently sitting on gunpowder, and the Crown Prince has just lit the fuse.”

Kiku sighed, “I wonder what gives him such confidence.”

“I don’t know, to be honest. Information from the main Tower of Lustburg is nearly impossible to acquire. But… That prince is no fool. I am sure of that fact.”

Shuten had seen a record of the speech. This prince was very unlike Lupus. This was not the behavior of a man drunk with power and overestimating his worth. Those were the eyes of a man who knew what he was doing and who had the means to back up all of his claims.

“The first phase of our plan is more of a success than I had expected it to be. I believe even the second phase will succeed. But— We lack two very essential elements to fully utilize our plan.”

Shuten Douji was a demon and Kiku was a Blessed. As such, the two could openly plot Lupus’ demise. But there was one rule against which they could never fight.

“Firstly —We need a Blessed to take back the throne.”

The importance and influence of Blessed in this continent were without measure. One Blessed was more persuasive than a thousand people of just cause.

As long as they did not have someone to replace him — then chaos would inevitably ensue and burn the lands.

“Secondly — We need someone on their side to handle that brat, Wukong.”

Shuten Douji frowned at those words. She could not imagine anyone being able to fight that battle-thirsty monster and come out alive, let alone win. This was even more so with his most recent evolution.

But a deal was a deal. Sun Wukong only wished for even more evolution and enlightenment, and he would not stop until he was able to reach his goals.

I hope the so-called Sword Saint will be worthy of her reputation.

She did not wish to deal with the tantrum that Wukong was capable of bringing otherwise.


Chapter 17


Possible Plan



[Lustburg — Inverse World]

Back in Lustburg, sitting inside the dimension of his Inverse World, in the copy version of the hanging garden, Lilith was in a rather bewildering but welcome situation.

She was on the path of power from the start of Mana Manipulation to Reinforcement, Cladding, Intent, Zone, and Finally the True Name.

From nothing to the realm of the King, it was a simple yet tedious path that many could not reach or even aim for, but it was a path that held no danger for anyone who had both the will and talent to challenge. One may never reach the next level but reaching this realm would automatically promote one to becoming a powerhouse.

The path to the realm of the Demi-god, however, was quite different from everything beneath, as it was deadly if even the slightest mistake was made along the way. There was no chance for any failure, as failure would only mean death.

For some, it was a transition into their most natural state. Others called it an ascension to their true self.

In the end, though, no matter what it was called, there was no denying the fact that it was the most important and the most deadly phase anyone in the King realm had to go through, if they wished to advance to the next realm and glimpse into the territory of the gods— becoming a Demi-god.

Many stopped on their path after learning of the consequences of failure. Even the Four Witches did not dare to go through it as they were now.

This was why Lilith was all the more bewildered by her situation and the current circumstance of her ascension.

“Well… It seems like I ascended while I was asleep?”

As her body was being reconstructed by the joint efforts of everyone, she had destroyed her True Name — her truest self — and erased her Truth to find a new way for herself.

Then, by reaching the King realm once again, fusing the new name she had sought out for herself had been so easy that it had literally happened while she was asleep and recuperating.

It was like her body had forcibly adjusted itself to her power and mental state, bringing about a result that would make any King-realm powerhouse green-eyed with envy and jealousy.

When she learned of this fact, Medea cursed endlessly. Persephone looked up at the sky as she wondered about the truth of life, even after being the witch who governed life herself. Freya only gave a feeble chuckle, and Kali simply stomped away muttering something incomprehensible about “a bullshit Xianxia protagonist” as she left for who knows where.

Lilith could not really blame them for their reactions. However, there was not much she could do about this situation other than to blankly watch everything unfold in front of her eyes. For the remaining two weeks, Lilith simply adapted to the myriad of changes her body had gone through due to Sol’s crazy plan.

By going through the ascension, she had now become a partial energy being, akin to all other Divine Beasts. She was now able to absorb mana through the core that was generated in her body, and could theoretically enjoy an endless amount of mana as long as there was mana that she could access in her surroundings.

This alone was enough for her to become ecstatic with joy and happiness. She always had a huge amount of mana but now it was on a totally different level.

But this wasn’t all. Her body itself was different from her past brittle self.

In the past, she was a failed cross between a succubus and a human, born from the blood of Neptune and the Nightmare Queen, who had been the previous queen of Envilya.

Unlike her daughter though, she had never been able to access the power of [Dreams] that came naturally with her powers as the most-powerful succubi. Though this had never been a problem for her; she had created her own path to mitigate all her flaws, a path that she could not master in the past due to her mentality and outlook.

This time, however, it was different. She was different. She had overcome everything that was holding her back till now.

“Sigh… I wonder what I should do now.”

There was a problem that had been bothering her for the last two weeks, and she was quite lost about what to do about it.

Sitting not far from her was Ambrosia. She had her head resting on the palm of her hand as she observed Lilith's body continuously with her divine gaze. The Mother Goddess was trying to analyze and understand her and just what in hell she was currently.

What Sol had done to her was something that Ambrosia could never replicate. It was a fact that artificially getting power imposed on a body had a certain limit on the one who was bestowed that power.

Divine Beasts could never become gods. In the same way, it was nearly impossible for a witch to become a Demi-god, due to the nature of their existence.

Since Sol had ‘created’ Lilith, then her power and potential should also be limited. But the gate of the Demi-god realm was basically non-existent for her. Then came the question: What was her limit then? Or, did the concept of limit not exist for her at all…

“You are certainly the most talented human I have ever witnessed with my eyes. Though— calling you a human right now seems a bit wrong.”

“I know, right?” Lilith grinned as she snapped her fingers. “See, I have been thinking about this for so long but I still can’t find an answer. What should I call my race?”

Ambrosia could only message her forehead at seeing the ecstatic look on Lilith’s face as she spouted out some nonsensical words. It was quite hard to match this current picture with the Lilith of the past, who had always been brooding and silent in her thoughts. Her dignified image was shattered in Ambrosia’s mind, with no hope of coming back.

“You have been thinking about this… For two whole weeks?”

“Well… I am honestly surprised that it has already been so long.”

Ambrosia nodded, understanding that Lilith's perception of time had changed from that of a mortal to that of a long-lived race. This was a necessary procedure, as it was impossible for the human mind to support the weight of the years that the divine beings would go through in their lifetime.

“So, did you find a good name for your race?”

“Honestly, I was thinking Godslayer. But…”

“You are…quite audacious, to say the least.”

“I mean, Isn’t everyone all about creating some new god or something? So why not a Godslayer? Naming the new race after my own sword art would be great.”

Ambrosia’s smile twitched as she heard her words, “Well, we barely avoided being branded as heretics, but if it doesn’t bother you, you are free to proclaim yourself as a Godslayer or anything you like.”

Lilith laughed out loud before leaning down on the monochrome grass that was gently swaying beneath her feet.

“Well, I guess I can’t really choose that name as I am now. Hah, oh well. I will find a good name for it sooner or later. Not like it really matters right now since I am the only one of this race currently.”

“Your behavior has changed greatly. This is quite a concerning matter.”

Lilith smiled at Ambrosia’s words.

Looking up at the gray sky, she stretched out her hand as mana began to fill her body. It was a euphoric feeling. She felt like mana was just an extension of her body as she was now as if she was being loved by mana itself. Just a call from her was enough to fill her body with more mana than she ever wielded in all her life.

Her strength also went beyond what could be humanly possible. She went from being weaker than a normal human to having enough strength to bend pure metal and create a crater in the ground with her fists without even focusing on the output of her strength. This was with her bare body without any enhancements whatsoever.

This had completely messed up her sense of swordsmanship, as she needed to re-adjust herself to her absurd power.

“Do you know, for me, even this gray sky seems colorful and bright.”

She felt like she had lived the last few decades in a haze, and that haze was finally lifted from her eyes, making everything clear and bright. She had sworn that she would not squander this second chance that had been bestowed upon her.

Life was fleeting, and while she might have become immortal, she would never forget about the transience of life.

“For now, I want to have a bit of fun. Not just surviving but truly living this life.”

She wanted to enjoy everything life had to offer. She wanted to walk outside and talk with people. Play games with her daughter and laugh no matter what the result.

“Once I create my territory, I will leave the capital for a while.”

She wished to explore the world. It was impossible to visit the other kingdoms currently, and since Lustburg was at war she couldn’t go far. But she wished to see more of the place she had ruled over the years but had never truly come to love. For back then, life was just a fleeting dream to her. Transient and ever-closer to its end.

Now it was time for her to love it. Climb mountains, swim in the sea, run in the forest. There were so many things she had to try and now… Time was the least of her worries.

She had all the time in the world to do everything she wished to do.

Ambrosia tilted her head, “Will you visit the astral realm?”

She could not accept this. Currently, Lilith was considered to be ‘an undead’ by the goddesses. She was not a natural undead, so further growth was impossible, much less becoming a Demi-god.

If Lilith tried to establish a territory, then they would all be flagged as liars and heretics, and everything they had done to hide the truth would be for naught.

Lilith shook her head and looked around.

“Why go to the astral realm? I have all the places I could ever need just here.”

She didn’t know if it would work and she would wait for Sol to come so that she could discuss with him about his plans.

But— She wished to create her territory inside the Inverse World.

This promised to be quite an interesting experience.


Chapter 18


It's Good to Be Alive



When Ambrosia heard her absurd plan, she scrunched her brows and was about to rebuke Lilith for her stupidity. A territory could only be created in a place like the astral realm, the mortal realm, or the afterlife. It was a necessity, as only places like these could bear the weight of an entirely new world superimposed over an existing one. The walls of these dimensions were just too weak to bear such pressure, and the result would be mutual destruction of both worlds or dimensions if one were to try to enact such stupidity.

This was why even Tiamat could not create her territory in her dimension. In the same way, the three of them had to resort to other means to ascend to the Demigod realm. Ambrosia chose to create her territory in the astral realm, Echidna chose the mortal realm, and Anubis went and stole a part of the afterlife to create his territory there.

In the end, the three of them could not escape this rule, and Sol’s dimension was not⁠—

Huh…

She stopped herself mid-sentence and observed the world once again.

So many events had happened recently, but it seemed like she had forgotten to inspect this place more rigorously. Now was as good a time as any, so she hurriedly put her focus on observing this monochrome world.

This is… Huh…?

The dimensional walls were far sturdier than she expected them to be. She frowned instantly. Lilith had been able to cut down the walls to enter this place. Even though she was powerful, that wouldn’t be possible if the walls were as strong as that of an entire existential realm, no matter how strong Lilith may be.

Even so, Ambrosia felt that they were somehow sturdier than your average dimension.

There was another thing bothering her about this place. The space and the surroundings in any other dimension were always fixed. No matter where they were, it would always be the same.

But the surroundings of this dimension changed and reflected the appearance of the real world.

This is…

She bit her lip in frustration as more than hundreds of theories, painfully created and glorified by the witches, seemed to vanish in the wind with the advent of this world and the anomalies called Sol and Lilith.

‘This place is really not for me.”

First, it was Lilith— breaking down all her knowledge about energy conversion. Then it was Sol, showing her a glimpse of something beyond the laws of space and time that had been established since time immemorial. Since the beginning of all that constituted their reality, really.

She sighed in defeat, feeling utterly exhausted. “Whether or not this will be possible, you should prepare yourself all the same. It will take a very large amount of time. What kind of territory will you create? How big will it be outwardly and inwardly? But more importantly… How will you obtain the Faith coins necessary to run the territory? You’ll need to contemplate and make plans for everything.”

If her territory was inside Sol’s dimension, it would mean that effectively no one below the Duke rank could come to live inside her territory.

King-ranked people didn’t exactly walk down the street on a regular basis.

Without people to populate the world, no faith could be garnered and without Faith coins, it was impossible to expand and develop one’s territory.

Faith was a very important factor in this world. Almost too important.

Lilith shrugged her shoulders in response, “I only want a place to rest my sword and go through the next level. Honestly, the territory is secondary to me.”

“You are a strange being.”

“I am, right? Heh.”

Lilith grinned and stood up from the bed of grass. She was in a very good mood today and now that she managed to control her new strength, she had no reason to stay here any longer. She was going to meet her beautiful but cold daughter to whom she owed so much and try to set things right for the first time in her life.

If Lilin was interested, she would even teach her the『 Sword of the End 』and everything about the new『 Godslaying Sword Art 』that she had acquired in her mindscape.

She didn’t know how much this would be useful for Lilin, as her daughter was already walking her own path that was different from hers. But the first chapter of her new art allowed her to cut space. This should be quite useful for Lilin, as her concept primarily focused on the utilization of space.

“See you later.” Lilith moved the ring on her finger and walked out through the portal that appeared in front of her, leaving a confused Ambrosia, who was still inspecting the dimensional structure of this place.

Now that Lilith was healed, this meant that she had respected her part of the deal with Sol. Now, it was time for Sol to do the same.

Do not disappoint us, Sol Dragona Luxuria. There won’t be any more chances.

She sighed inwardly. The witches had already suffered too much through their long and isolated lives, and they were very much in need of the company of different people.

Ambrosia had decided to stop being just a figurehead, and stop letting her feelings of guilt dictate her actions anymore. She was willing to make things straight for her children and atone for her unjust actions.

{Little girl.}

The voice of a man sounded in her head. In this entire universe, there was only one man who dared to call by this name.

“We need to talk— Asmodeus.”

———

When Lilith walked out of the dimension, she took a deep breath before giggling lightly.

“Hahaha…”

The feeling of mana in the mortal realm was quite dry and poor. She had never left the mortal realm before, but the difference in quality and concentration of mana between here and Sol’s dimension was already startling, even though his world was supposed to be the mirror of this world.

If before she felt like a fish in water, now she had the impression that she was a whale trying to squeeze inside a lake.

This made her understand why the overall level of mortals was so much lower compared to what Sol told her about the armies in the astral realm.

Thankfully for Lilith, she had lived all her life in this place. So it wasn’t hard for her to adapt to this sensation.

“Well then, where is Lilin?”

She had a daughter to find and amends to make. After this, she would meet with Camelia and spend some time with her friend again. She needed to give her thanks for everything Camelia had done to help her when things were hard and suffocating for her.

Finally, she would have to discuss Sol’s plans for the future. She wished to know what he would do exactly and what he needed from her. She also needed to make an informed decision about her territory. But if it was possible, she wished to do so in his dimension.

Her instincts were telling her that the effects would be beneficial for both of them.

Then once she resolved everything… She would go out on her journey.

Lilith closed her eyes and took another deep breath. This time, she only focused on filling her lungs with the aroma of the flowers in the garden.

It was indeed good to be alive.


Chapter 19


Father?



Sol was walking in the hallway with his retinue, composed of Milia, Clara, and a few maids who specialized in internal governance.

“Where is Isis?”

“The lady is visiting the museum with Miss Sheherazade. She should be out for the rest of the day.”

Sol nodded in understanding as he took the piece of paper another maid gave him and started reading through it at a fast pace.

“What am I looking at, exactly?”

“A proposal from Count Ross about the construction of a new hospital.”

“Hmmm…”

He signed the paper and gave it to Clara, who was already holding a huge stack of documents in her hands. “Put this proposal in the list of projects I might be interested in working on in the future.”

“Understood.”

Clara nodded in response and gave a signal for another maid to come forth. “Your Highness, some of the nobles asked for the date of the new maids' selection.”

When a few of the older maids or the maids who found someone they loved decided to retire, it was time to hire fresh blood and incorporate them into the working force of the Tower.

Of course, with how stringent Milia was, she made sure to leave no leaks. Those who left received many prohibitions, both written and magical in nature, with certain death as an outcome in case of betrayal.

In the case of new maids, their status didn’t matter much, since Milia would screen out all the problematic ones, leaving only the most promising, trustworthy, and excellent candidates.

“—And why am I looking at this exactly?” Sol frowned his brows as he spoke. This was part of Milia's duties. It had nothing to do with him.

Milia coughed slightly to hide her embarrassment and the shame she felt in handing over this task to her Lord. Indeed, normally she would have simply dealt with it herself, but this time it was quite complicated for a mere maid, officially speaking, to handle. After all, whenever nobility was thrown into the mix, the need for absolute authority was a must.

“This time the daughters of a few Counts and even some Marquis are part of the group of candidates.”

“Oh? Would those pampered girls be able to handle the job?”

“Some of our current maids are actually from noble families. But the few in the new batch aren't here for a job, per se. They are more in line to be an open invitation for an alliance by the nobles. After all, Your Highness still has no official fiancee.”

Milia’s words made Sol chuckle bitterly under his breath when he realized that he had indeed had no one to officially take the mantle of his Princess Consort, or future Queen Consort, to be exact.

Truth be told, he was quite happy with his current situation. He had the women he loved and cherished for himself, and they returned the sentiment wholeheartedly. There was nothing more that he could ask of any of them.

While a ceremony might be interesting, he was hesitant about naming only one of them as his wife, official or not. Marrying one of them would create feelings of insecurity and unfairness for the others. Of course, another reason was the bloodbath that might follow should this happen.

Sol was not blind to the insanity of some of his lovers and knew very well that sometimes, all people needed was a little nudge to truly have the strings of rationality snap within them.

“Refuse them.” His answer was clear and concise.

Sol liked putting his hand on his maids and having a good time with them every now and then. But all of this was based on the condition that they knew it was just a casual fling that might or might not happen again.

The daughters of those nobles would come with the idea of becoming his fiancee or one of his concubines. Rather than making them waste their time and affect their future marriage prospects, it was better to stop this fiasco before it started.

Inwardly, Sol also had to admit that he was simply not particularly interested in normal humans anymore as future mates or even future fling prospects.

At least, at this point, the only pure human he was interested in was Camelia.

“Very well.” Milia shrugged her shoulders, having expected this answer from the start. But it was still a necessary process, and she was not willing to make Sol’s decisions by herself. That would just be too arrogant of her.

Like this, they continued walking while working on the stack of papers. It was a weird sight for some, but Sol loved this since it was very efficient. Or at least it seemed efficient to him, and that thought in itself was enough for him.

Right now, he wished to observe the training of the Black Knights. Royal Knights of the Capital generally didn't participate in war, Bbt he wouldn't let it fly this time. The aerial advantage of wyvern riders and the speed advantage of the nightmare horse riders were too important to leave out. It could also be a surprise element for them that would give them an edge on the battlefield.

Even more so in winter, where mobility will become a decisive factor overall.

His march stopped short when he spotted Lilith far in the distance. She was wearing a light blue dress that gave her an aura of aristocracy. It was quite unlike her usual revealing robe or battle gear. Right now, Lilith looked more like a curious princess who was completely lost and clueless in unknown territory.

The maids’ expression grew concerned at this sight. For a moment, they thought they were facing Lilin, but it was only later that they realized it was, in fact, the Queen herself. They didn't know why she suddenly became younger but this didn't stop them from bowing.

"Your Majesty!"

"Oh." Lilith nodded with a smile before facing Sol.

“Hi. How are you doing?” Sol greeted her in a soft tone. He had not seen her for some time now, at least not since the time he saved her within his dimension. He had been very busy, deep in discussions with Luxuria and Aurora. In fact, soon he had another meeting with Luxuria in order to iron out all the details of their deals.

Lilith smiled, "I have never felt better. I was searching for Lilin, but I did not see her."

Sol looked at Clara, who nodded in understanding and responded to her query, "Princess Lilin has been out for a few days, exterminating a few bandits. She should be back in another day or two."

"I see. Heh. Too bad. I guess I will have to wait for her, then."

Sol tilted his head at Lilith's current demeanor. She was…quite a bit different from her former self. A little too much, even.

He waved his hand at Milia, "Please proceed with the inspection without me. Call Athena and Ares Highland. They will support you."

"Understood."

They all bowed and left the premises, leaving the two behind.

Now alone, Sol and Lilith faced each other.

There was a light smile on Lilith's face as she looked at Sol.

"There are many things I want to say. About how thankful I am. About what I want to do in the future. But before all that, I have been thinking about something quite funny."

His eyebrows rose in interest. "You intrigue me. What is it?"

Lilith chuckled as a mischievous light twinkled in her eyes. "So, I was thinking… Should I call you father now?”

If Sol had a drink he would have spat it out in her face then and there.


Chapter 20


New Lilith



Sol coughed in a blend of embarrassment and exasperation at her teasing words.

“Why?” He couldn't help but ask. Her words had been more than just a bit jarring to his ears.

“I mean, think about it. Neptune created me through his blood and the blood and genetics of the Nightmare Queen. You did something similar by using my human blood and your blood. In a way, I am your daughter now, right? or is it something along the lines of a sister? I'm a bit confused myself, to be honest.”

Sol groaned in his mind, as he realized that his current and future family trees would be nearly as messy as a Greek god's tree.

Thinking about it clearly now, Sol was appalled to come to the conclusion that Lilith was now his aunt, his daughter, and his sister in an altogether twisted way. Meanwhile, Lilin was both his aunt and his cousin — and now his granddaughter? On another note, Isis and Nefertiti were his women. which meant that Nent was both his aunt-in-law and his lover. Their children would call her ‘grandaunt’ or ‘great-grandaunt,’ but she was also his partner which meant that his children with Isis and Nefertiti should call her ‘stepmom.’

If he had children with Nent, her children would be Nefertiti and Isis’s stepchildren, but at the same time would be their uncles and cousins respectively.

If he added Kiyohime and perhaps Tiamat in the future…

This… Huh…

Looking at Sol's expression as if his brain had just short-circuited, Lilith exploded out in laughter before waving her hand.

"Sorry, sorry. The atmosphere was so tense, I thought that I would make a joke to liven things up. Didn’t think it would sound so true.”

Lilith — joking?

Sol was bemused by this weird combination, which he had never thought would be possible.

"Well, looking at your face, I guess it isn't really like me, huh? Ambrosia has been saying the same thing, that I am not acting like myself."

She shook her head and then looked at her hands, "What do you guys think ‘acting like myself’ is, exactly? I want to know, as I do not know myself, to be honest…"

She mused in her mind, summoning her oldest memories, "The first few years after I was created I was practically a blank slate. Then when I gathered more experiences, I became a little brash but also clingy. I was quite childish, if I say so myself. Hehe. I remember attacking Camelia for some weird reason and I am still a bit ashamed of my behavior toward her."

She chuckled and clenched her fists, "After your father Mars died, and I realized I didn't have much time left myself, I fell into a depression, and time passed away before I even knew it. I wasn't living, per se. Looking back, I was just a husk, keeping myself alive to accomplish my goals."

Light twinkled in her eyes as she tapped Sol's chest with her fist.

"You changed that part of me, Sol. You gave me a second chance at life and made me realize how much I have been missing because of how focused I was on my objectives."

She moved away from him and opened her arms wide, "I realized that life is too short to stay brooding and unchanging. Now I want to realize things I was never able to before. I want to spend time with my daughter and apologize for all the wrongs I did to her, both knowingly and unknowingly. I wish to take care of you as well, for I was not a good caretaker nor an adequate guardian. I want to mend my ways."

A soft smile graced her lips, "But, most of all, I want to be happy. I am tired of crying. Tired of moping and brooding while life flashes away in front of me — Is it really that weird of me to be different then?"

Was it wrong for her to seek happiness?

"So I just want to make one thing clear. I have not changed. I am simply looking at the world from a simpler perspective and all of this —

She approached Sol and hugged him tightly in her arms, "—is thanks to you."

Her arms wrapped around him as her head nuzzled on his chest, "Thank you for giving me a second chance. Thank you for not giving up on me even when I gave up on myself. Thank you…for everything."

———

After a rather emotional moment, Lilith wiped the tears that had gathered at the corner of her eyes, "Whoops, sorry. I didn't want to make things heavy."

She turned and twirled on her toes, "What do you think of my current attire?"

"It's… I guess it's quite cute?"

Even though she looked younger and no longer had succubus blood within her, Lilith was still an incredibly beautiful woman, with a body that could lead even the staunchest man to follow the path of a depraved sinner.

But currently, as she twirled and smiled so candidly, it was hard to see her as a femme fatale. She gave the impression of a young, naive princess who knew nothing of the world.

"Cute, heh — well, I like it."

She smiled a little. The aura of giddiness around her began to vanish as seriousness showed on her face for the first time since Sol had witnessed her new self.

"Tell me, Sol. It has been some time now, but at the same time, it hasn't really been that long since that moment. I asked you… Are you ready?"

Sol gave a confident smile in response, "I don't know if I will be a good king, but I am more than ready."

He would become the Emperor of the mortal world, after all. How could he not be ready to reign over a kingdom — nay, a whole realm?

"I see…"

A forlorn smile mixed with pride and relief spread on her lips.

The young boy had indeed grown into a full and reliable man.

But she had done little to shape him into the man he was today. It was a regret she would carry for all her life.

But it was alright. The past was history. There was nothing she could do to change it. All she could do now was focus on the present, and make sure that she herself would be able to become a better person and a reliable ally for him.

"It might be a little too late for me to play the parent figure. But I want you to know that my sword will always be at your disposal."

This time it was not out of duty, nor because of a feeling of obsession, but simply for her own desire to take care of both him and Lilin.

She was about to continue speaking when she registered a presence close to them.

Hmm..?

She tilted her head for a moment before a knowing smile crossed her lips.

"It seems like you have something important to deal with right now."

Sol had also noticed the presence of his little blue wolf.

Lilith waved her hands and started to walk away but she stopped for an instant.

"Ah… Before I forget. When you have some free time, let's go on a date again. This time I promise I won't bring you to a cemetery!" She smiled and vanished into a corner of the hallway, leaving a bemused Sol standing still on his feet.

He felt like he had just faced a tornado.

The new Lilith seemed like a complete mystery to him. Hopefully, he would be able to get a better gauge of her in the future. Goddesses knew that he had been helpless till now. He hoped that at least his powers over faith would allow him to get a complete understanding of that mad woman.


Chapter 21


Sorry



Setsuna was feeling nervous. Extremely so.

Even as she took her bath and washed away the sweat, grime, and horrid smells she had accumulated from training, she could not help but be nervous whenever she thought of her upcoming confrontation with Sol.

For Setsuna, it went without saying that Sol was, without a doubt, someone extremely special. As a child — after losing everything she had and everyone she could call her own, including all those she loved and cherished — it was only the instinctual desire of the beast within her that ensured her survival. That, and her absolute, irrevocable hatred for her uncle, helped her hold on to her sanity and her life as she trudged helplessly on her path of exile.

Walking mile upon untold mile, escaping from the pursuit of the mad hounds of her hated enemy, she faced the ugliness of the world for the first time in her life at such a tender age. All those horrifying things would have broken her if she had not been born with an iron will and the beastly instincts of an apex predator.

Even so… There was nothing completely unbreakable in this world. The psyche of a young kid like her wasn’t an exception from that unfortunate rule.

What saved her from the depths of the abyss that she was slowly but surely crawling toward was a little boy named Sol.

Even though she had gone from a beloved and respected princess to a slave, she never complained about her fate, nor did she fall into the darkness of the path of revenge because she had someone she knew upon whom she could rely and depend.

Sol Dragona Luxuria.

A young boy who shone as bright and majestically as the sun itself.

Their first meeting wasn’t the best encounter for which one could have hoped. But it was also thanks to their meeting, and the circumstances that followed, they were able to create the sturdy walls that bound their relationship together.

In order to become stronger, Setsuna trained like a lunatic, an addict whose only drug was training, training, and more training. She even joined the coliseum willingly and rose to its highest rank.

But even then, it wasn’t enough for her. Whether it was to become Sol’s knight or to take vengeance for the murder of her parents, her strength was not nearly enough for her to even think about those avenues.

All of this stemmed from a great feeling of confusion about her Truth.

Indeed. What was her Truth?

Should she base it on the power of the elements over which she instinctively had dominion, as Kali had recommended?

Without a doubt, Kali was the proof that such a path was indeed viable and also far-reaching. By using the simplest forms of elemental power, she had risen to become a powerful being that even the goddesses couldn’t take lightly.

But there was also no denying that Kali's ultimate goal had been that of Destruction – an all-encompassing power used to decimate and annihilate everything from reality and bring forth nihility – and the four elements were just the foundation of her powers to reach that end goal.

Then… should Setsuna follow the path of the sword?

She had been trained in sword arts all her life, and she was skilled enough to train even the Black Knights. The fact that Lilith let her become Sol’s teacher in swordsmanship was a testament of her skill and talent on the path of the Ultimate Sword. But even so, it was hard for her to say that the sword was really her true calling in life. The truest base of her Ultimate Truth.

It was then and there that Setsuna was able to come face to face with her sad reality, as she finally realized her true problem.

She was just half-baked in everything she did.

A princess who was not really a princess.

A slave who was not really a slave.

A swordswoman who did not truly love the calling of the sword.

An elemental power-user who looked down on those elements.

And finally…

A beastman who looked down on her own innate being.

Setsuna, in a way, was merely a jack-of-all-trades but a master of none. She was born with supreme talent, but that talent itself caused her to become lost on her path to power. She was great at everything, but not absolute in any one thing. Her talent had become her only hindrance. What an ironic fate…

But until now… There was still one constant in her life. The very thing that allowed her to continue to trudge on to this day —

—Becoming Sol’s first partner. The first one to sign a contract with him, and become the main pillar of his power and support.

Sadly, even in this firm and absolute belief of hers, she had become half-baked with the appearance of Isis.

She could only become his second partner, and even that was not a certainty at this point due to her reality.

After returning from the astral realms, Sol had reached a realm of power that made her question her usefulness to him.

It wasn’t just a question of self-debasement, or lack of confidence in herself. But this was born from a look at the reality of this world.

Unlike his father Mars, Sol did not have to choose to form just one contract. With his pedigree, surely even in the astral realm, Sol could sign a contract with another, more talented Divine Beasts than a measly Storm Wolf like herself.

She had heard Isis talk about how popular he was in that realm, and how he had officially earned the title of Dragon Prince, and was unofficially considered to be the Dragon Emperor — the second coming of Tiamat, and maybe even more.

If he signed a contract with two or more dragons, his security and the power that those contracts would provide for Lustburg would be considerably strengthened.

But he had not done that…and the reason for that was painfully obvious — her.

Far from helping him and making him stronger, her existence was holding him back and weakening him with each passing moment.

There was nothing more hurtful for her, both as a woman in love and a knight full of loyalty for and subservience to her master, than the reality of this truth.

The inevitable absolute fact that… in the end… she was just dead weight hanging around the neck of her most beloved.

And thus was the crux of her agony.

———

When Setsuna approached Sol, she could see the back of a woman leaving the hallway to lead to him.

Lilith?

Setsuna frowned, bemused. She had registered the scents of all the important people in the Tower, but the scent Lilith currently emanated was totally different now. It was like she was a completely different person altogether.

Is it the result of whatever Sol did to her?

She shook her head. Now wasn’t the time to ponder on that matter.

“Hi…”

“…Hi?” Sol tilted his head in confusion at the sight of this rather awkward greeting coming from the wolf girl. It seemed like today was a day of personality shifts. After all, the Setsuna he remembered was a serious, honorable and proud knight who was always stoic and level headed, not shy and ill at ease.

“Are you alright, Setsuna?” Sol approached her and placed a hand on her forehead, as if he was trying to check on her temperature. Unlike Lilith, Setsuna didn’t have the excuse of going through a second life. So he wondered what occupied her mind.

Though…with his experience with Nefertiti, he had a small inkling about what could be the problem.

Setsuna swatted his hand away in jest and smiled a little more comfortably at his terrible act. “I am sorry. It's just that it has been a while since we’ve spoken alone like this. Though it seems like I interrupted your discussion with Lilith.”

Now, it was time for Sol to feel guilty. He realized that he had not been very attentive toward his loyal wolf. He approached Setsuna and hugged her tightly in his arms.

“You know you can come to me at any time. No matter what I am doing, I will drop everything to spend time with you.”

It was important to not forget about those that he cherished. Power and influence were just a means to an end, not the end in itself.

He wanted to become someone who could shield his family from all harm, and he also wished to spend as much time with each of them as possible.

A light blush covered Setsuna’s face while she lowered her head and placed it on his shoulder. She knew that she was being silly right now. It was downright funny how such simple words from Sol could make her lose her bearing and composure while bringing her so much happiness.

She knew very well that she had it bad for him.

“I don’t want to bother you,” she uttered in a meek and slightly powerless voice.

He frowned and made some space between them for him to look at her— to really look at her for the first time in a while. “There is no way in hell you can ever be a bother to me.”

He gave her a serious look before bending down and placing his lips on hers.

She closed her eyes and opened her lips to accept him. The two clutched each other in a passionate embrace, and she felt an all-encompassing love melting away her stress, like snow under the radiant sun.

You are really unfair, my love…

Setsuna complained silently at the unfairness of the kiss that made her weak in the knees. Her heart was beating so fast she felt like it would explode at any moment. She was embarrassed since she knew that…with his keen senses, Sol should be able to hear her excited heartbeat.

What made her calm down, though, was that she could also hear his strong heart accelerating upon this act.

There were many things she wanted to say.

But for now… she would just enjoy the kiss. This was the first true kiss she’d had with her beloved in a while…Oh… How she missed this feeling!


Chapter 22


Excited



After their passionate and longing kiss, Setsuna felt like many of the insecurities that had built up inside her heart had melted away.

In his embrace, she felt like she had nothing to worry about, and that everything would always be alright and well. That he would always take care of her no matter what and — she loved this feeling. However, she also hated this feeling with a passion.

Weakness hidden under the guise of happiness was just disgusting. For all his heaven-defying powers, Sol was not a god. Nay, even the Goddesses were not omnipotent or omniscient. They could lose. They could taste defeat like anyone else, or be misled by others on the same level. The incident with Lilith had been an indicator of that fact.

Accepting to bask in the happiness Sol gave to her meant that she would never become strong enough to proudly stand by his side, not as just a simple lover, but as a true mate who could support him and be there for him in his toughest times.

Setsuna exhaled a strained breath. She could feel her ideas becoming clearer with each thought. The path upon which she had to tread was no longer covered in the perpetual fog that had been plaguing her mind.

However — she still lacked something crucial.

"By the way, if you aren't busy, are you ready to follow me and inspect the Black Knights? You train with them quite regularly, right?"

At his word, Setsuna snapped back to the situation at hand.

"Indeed. I have trained some of those knights in martial arts myself, while they in turn trained me in strategy and leadership."

Even though Setsuna was not yet a Duke, her power was by no means inadequate. No human could match her skills and level of strength. Even Sol had still been unable to defeat her in the contest of power and momentum, even after inheriting the full properties of the dragons upon his awakening.

"Then let's go. The Black Knights will be essential for us in this war. I also plan to summon the Paladins later on. We will need many healers."

Humans did not have the accelerated healing capabilities of the werebeasts. If the contest against Wratharis changed into a war of attrition, then they would be in danger. It was almost certain that Lustburg would lose without getting their top-level powerhouses involved.

Setsuna nodded her head in understanding. “Let me get my sword and change into my armor." She gave Sol a beaming smile. "It has been quite a while since I walked with you as your Knight."

This made her brighten somewhat. After all, there were not many more things that she wanted in this life.

———

The Knights' barracks, where they lived and trained, were now filled with rows of knights of all sizes and shapes, as well as their squires.

They had been called together for a royal inspection and as a result, they were feeling quite uneasy about what the day held in store for them.

It wasn't as if they had never interacted with the Crown Prince before. In fact, they had sometimes seen him training with Setsuna or Gerald Hightower.

But ever since Gerald’s betrayal had been revealed, they had been wondering what would happen to the Order of the Black Knights. After all, their leader had turned out to be a traitor. Though he had somehow redeemed himself, there was no changing the fact that he had betrayed the crown.

Ever since that harrowing incident, the knights had been wondering what would happen to them. Would the Order be disbanded, or perhaps reorganized from the ground up?

Their worries had somewhat calmed down in the following days, but came back with a vengeance after watching the declaration from the Crown Prince.

And how he was now coming to inspect the whole lot of them.

They wondered what decision he would make in the end.

A few feared participating in the oncoming war, while others were thirsty for this chance to prove themselves and redeem their value in front of the Crown Prince and the Kingdom.

Furthermore, the incentive Sol had offered them was simply too attractive for those who were commoners. Even for those who were of noble blood, the incentives didn’t leave them indifferent. Many were the third or fourth children in their families, and so they had no rights of inheritance.

“The Head Maid is here.” Someone muttered, and silence immediately fell among the rows of armored fighters. The knights were not stupid. The authority Milia wielded was too high to be that of a simple maid.

The fact that she was a beast woman also did not matter much to them, for one simple reason.

She had control over the funds of the Black Knights.

Knights were perhaps one of the most expensive investments of a Kingdom. They required good weapons, good armor, and good steads as equipment. They needed years upon years of training, plus healing elixirs and food in great quantity. There was almost no end to the list of expenses.

And that was without counting their salaries, as well as all the little bonuses the Knights received when they reached certain targets in their training.

All of this cost a shit ton of money, and the one holding that money had all the power.

When Milia, accompanied by Clara, came on the podium and looked at the perfectly-arranged Knights, she nodded in satisfaction.

The Black Knights were more of a cavalry regiment. This was why discipline was even more paramount for them. After all, one mistake could take down the entire regiment if they were not careful.

“Where is the captain?”

A tall man with a muscular frame fitting that of a giant approached Milia and gave a greeting by placing a fist over his heart.

“I am Knight Captain William, madam!”

He was one of the retainers under the order of the Highland family. But his loyalty to the crown and the royal family was unmatched among this gathering of elites. He had joined the Order on the day it was created by Lilith, and had slowly climbed the ranks over the years, winning acclaim in small skirmishes while following Athena and Tyr Highland.

Milia knew that he was a steadfast man who knew how to do the job without speaking too much.

“At ease.”

The knight relaxed but still stood straight as he placed his hands behind his back. “I am ready to listen to your orders, madam.”

“The Crown Prince will soon arrive. He is currently dealing with some personal matters. The second division captain is accompanying the Princess, correct?”

“Yes! The Princess claimed that she was able to decimate the bandits alone. While that might be true, we judged it would be a perfect opportunity for some of the squires to get their hands bloodied.”

It didn’t matter how much training a knight received. If he was unable to fight when it was required, and died because he froze up in fear and intimidation, then it would be over for him.

William had wished many times to erase the bandit nests that were continuously growing in the areas around the capital. But until a few days ago, he hadn’t had the permission of the royal family.

Meanwhile, Clara stood off to the side, as she took out a notebook and observed the knights in silence, scribbling down something every now and then. She had thoroughly memorized the names, ages, powers, skill levels, and even the familial circumstances of all the Black Knights. As an elf, she naturally had a very high memory capacity, so this was nothing much in her opinion.

She was simply doing her job.

The atmosphere became quite tense, filled with the sounds of scribbling, as the knights did not really know what Clara was writing.

While Clara was new to the Tower, they knew that she was in a way the representative of the Crown Prince, and should have some power in influencing his decisions.

William was inwardly quite displeased at this sight. He had a great aversion to the elves. After all, they had enslaved humans for quite a long time and whenever Lustburg fought against Southern Pride, they never missed a chance to remind humans about this.

For an elf — and worse, an elf who wasn’t even a citizen of Lustburg — to be the spokesperson for the future King of humanity left a bad taste in his mouth.

Sigh. I hope Lady Athena will be able to gain the favor of the Crown Prince.

Only a human should have so much power in the kingdom of humanity. Or, if not a human, a citizen born and raised in Lustburg, like Milia, was also acceptable for that task.

Clara had quite the opposite reaction than the Knight Captain. As she looked at the roster of the Black Knights, she once again realized that the vast majority of them were purely human.

In her opinion, this was a great oversight by the previous king. The difference between races was more or less equalized at the Duke-level, as power then depended on the Zone or the Name of the individual.

But below the rank of Duke, however, humans were at a great disadvantage. In her opinion, the only reason Lustburg had never been totally erased from the map was that they were lucky enough to have powerful leaders.

She thought about the data she had accumulated as she adjusted her glasses.

Should we fuse the Black Knights and the Paladins into one organization?

It was impossible to train an entire new order of knights at this time, and the impossibility only rose when it came to instilling loyalty in the new recruits. It would just be a complicated mess.

Even so, it was a project worth considering.

Sol had shared some of his plans with her, and she knew very well that this war was just the beginning of a worldwide conquest.

Just thinking about how her master might become the emperor of the mortal realm made her shriek inwardly, like a fan girl meeting her idol. She would give her all to realize Sol's dreams and ambitions, even if she had to rework the entire foundation of Lustburg from the ground up.


Chapter 23


William



Unlike heavy armor, which a knight needed the help of a squire to put on, Setsuna's armor was of the light type, only covering her vital internal organs. As she was a Storm Wolf, her regenerative abilities were simply unmatched by any human standard.

This was one of the many reasons why humans were so much more inferior to other species of this world.

In the past, what had saved the human race from becoming enslaved once again were always a few monstrously strong and talented beings who seemed to be born into every generation, just to become humanity’s savior.

Looking at his Knight, Sol directed a gentle smile at her, as he reminisced about the not-too-distant past. "Shall we go then?"

The two walked together in silence. But when Sol and Setsuna finally reached the entrance that led to the open space where the knights were assembled, Setsuna couldn’t help but speak out her thoughts, "Do you remember our last fight in the Colosseum?"

It had only happened around two weeks ago in the mortal realm’s timeline but from Sol's perspective, having spent his time in the sped-up world of the astral realm, it had been nearly one year since that fateful day.

Even so, there was no way Sol could ever forget that fight.

Though it had ended in a draw, for Sol, it had been nothing but an utter defeat. He had hoped that he would have been able to perform better on that day. Alas, things hardly ever went the way he wanted them to go.

"Of course I remember. Your punch back then really hurt, you know?"

Receiving a punch filled with lightning at the speed of sound was by no means a joke. It was a hit filled with enough momentum to kill most of the fighters at that level.

"Then… in one week from now on, I wish to fight you there once again. Just the two of us. No spectators. No distractions."

Sol was more than a bit stunned at Setsuna’s sudden desire to duke it out with him, but he soon understood what she really meant by those words of hers.

He opened his mouth, trying to remind her that the past was just that… the past.

His current self was so much stronger than his past self that it was ridiculous to even compare them.

Even so, she wanted to fight with him.

"I thought you wanted to fight Isis?"

"I did. Still do. But not now. I’m starting to realize that I can only move forward after making sure of one thing. And it is of paramount importance for my future growth. So Sol, will you fight me?"

Sol merely sighed and nodded in agreement, "Anytime. Anywhere."

"Heh… Even when you are busy with the maids or your other lovers?"

"Well, anywhere but not any time, I guess."

Setsuna snorted out loud and the two couldn’t help but laugh heartily.

Sol felt more at ease. He had feared that a heavy discussion was waiting for him. However, while the topic was surely important, the discussion, after the initial awkwardness, managed to continue without any sort of problem.

"Well, it’s time to go."

The smiles on their faces vanished. For Sol, his was replaced by a gentle calm mixed with the usual dignity of a ruler, while Setsuna’s face went completely emotionless, bearing an apathetic expression.

The clothes did not make the man. But wearing good clothes could change the entire impression one could have on the people concerned.

This was why first impressions were so important for anyone. It created a sort of expectation and overview of a person that was hard to pull down without something drastic happening.

And as they were about to stand in front of the Black knights, they would do so not as friends or lovers, but as the Crown Prince and a Knight of the mortal realm.

———

There was an intangible sense of tension steadily growing between William and Clara from the moment they met each other.

After all, he couldn’t help but have doubts. Besides being an elf, one of their natural and long-standing enemies and past oppressors, Clara was not born and raised in the Kingdom of Lustburg. Would such a person sincerely wish for the best interest of the kingdom?

Was she using her beauty to trick and manipulate the Crown Prince? After all, he was still a young man, and elves were known for being quite shameless and having no restraints when it came to sexual matters.

The story of a hero losing his life because he fell into the trap of a beauty was nothing new to him; it was the usual honey trap cliche that had been happening since time immemorial, and Clara was certainly a very beautiful woman.

He had seen the prince train with the now-traitor, Gerald Highland, and while they never had any deep interactions, he had noticed that the Crown Prince still had a certain candid air around him. This was, to William, proof of his lack of experience.

He had heard about how the Crown Prince had changed greatly after coming back from the astral realm, and William certainly believed that he was far stronger than ever before. But strength of the body did not translate to strength of mentality.

Even though he might lose his position — or even his life — William was ready to try to wake up the Crown Prince if he was really being manipulated by that vile woman.

At least… This was what he thought, initially.

The moment Sol appeared on the Knight’s training grounds… all those thoughts vanished from his mind, as if they had never existed.

Sol’s appearance and aura made cold sweat trickle down Wulliam’s back. He had been through many fights and he could deeply feel it. The candid and experienced prince of the past was no more. What approached him now was something that transcended his understanding itself.

There was no heavy pressure accompanying his presence. No powerful aura emanated from his body. But simply being in the same place as the changed Crown Prince made William feel breathless. It was as though even the mere act of breathing without his explicit orders would be the greatest blasphemy he could ever commit.

He wasn’t the only one. The more Sol approached them, the more jittery the knights became. They all felt as if they were standing in front of a large monster that was threatening to swallow them whole for even the slightest grievance.

A sea of blood covered their eyes and the pained roar of monsters being killed filled their ears as the Crown Prince drew near.

Cough~

One of the knights could hold on no longer. His eyes rolled into the back of his skull and he fainted after a coughing fit.

This seemed to set up a domino effect, as more and more knights fainted and finally…When Sol stood on the podium… Only a third of the Knights were still standing, albeit with great difficulty.

There was a difficult and disappointed expression on his face as he looked down on everyone in silence.

William felt quite dazed at this sight, but he gritted his teeth and placed a knee on the ground in respect.

“Welcome, Your Highness.”

He sent a glare at the remaining knights, who were still awake but didn’t kneel in front of the Crown Prince, and they soon followed the gesture.

“We greet you, Your Majesty!”

A small smile tugged on Sol’s lips as he commanded in a dignified voice, “Rise.”

Immediately, the feeling of being in the presence of a large feral beast out for their blood vanished instantly.

Sol shook his head with a disappointed frown, “These results are more disappointing than I thought. But still, the Black Knights’ Order isn’t completely helpless, it seems.”

He gave a meaningful look at William, who looked quite ashamed by their state. “I beg your forgiveness, Your Highness. I was not able to instill within them the proper training and mentality.”

Sol did not comment. He had simply spread a little bit of the killing intent he had gathered after fighting and killing so many chaos spawns in the levels of Tartarus. He had expected nearly all of them to fall, so the current result was more of a surprise than anything. But he didn’t let that show on his face.

“Let it never be said that I am a ruler who does not recognize merits. All those who managed to keep standing will have their salary doubled and taxes lowered indefinitely. The amount of merit necessary to receive a noble title during the war will also be lowered by half for those knights.”

He then looked at those who were out for the count and spoke out, “I am also willing to give the others a second chance. Train them to the best of your capabilities and in two weeks, I will test them again.”

This would create a sense of competition between the knights who fell down and those who were able to stay up even after being subjected to his test.

There was one truth in this world for soldiers. Honor and prestige all sounded good. Loyalty to their country was also great. But there was nothing like clear and tangible rewards to motivate these kinds of people to fight to the death if necessary.

This was true in his old world, and it was true in this one as well.

“As for you, Knight Captain William… you may ask for any reward you desire, as long it isn’t too excessive, of course.”

“I…”

William gave a look at Clara, then looked again at the dignified Prince. He couldn’t help but let out a sigh in the end.

He could literally see the stars in the eyes of the elf as she looked at the prince. When combined with the overwhelming power and authority he had just shown, he realized that his worries had been for naught.

The Crown Prince was just so charming that he managed to make an elf born in the forests of Southern Pride be willing to submit to him.

Perhaps with him… it might be possible to bring back Lustburg to the summit it reached during the Era of Jupiter.

“My blade belongs to you, Your Highness. My sole wish is to follow you on the battlefield and witness your might with my own eyes, and sing accolades of your immortal feats once we achieve victory.”

“Oh…”

Did I stun him too much? This is quite embarrassing.

Sol nearly lost his composure in front of this rather passionate oath. Thankfully, he was able to keep his expression in check.

“Very well. I will also speak with Duke Tyr about increasing your peerage, and making it hereditary if you achieve satisfying results.”

I kinda understand now why some kings gave so many gifts to those who knew how to praise them.

“You honor me, Your Highness.”

Sol waved his hand and looked at the horizon. He would train his army in earnest. If they could resist his pressure with no problem, then only King-ranking beings might be able to deter them in the future.

This was just the first step in creating an army that would conquer the world for him.


Chapter 24


Capture?



The feeling of the wind brushing past her skin was heavenly. The monumental beauty of the hills and the green pastures, paired with the everlasting forest stretching as far as the eye could see, was mesmerizing.

Floating more than three hundred meters above the ground while sitting atop her huge sword, Lilith quietly observed Lustburg from the skies above— the so-called bird’s eye view. Her eyes were filled with quiet contemplation as she gazed downward.

The world was truly a beautiful place.

In the past, she had never agreed on this opinion, which her companions would frequently utter. After all, her life had never been an easy one. Born as an experiment, with an expiration date stamped on her like a mass-manufactured item— for her, the world was only a gray scene, and it became even more gray when she lost one of the very few sources of light that kept it some shades brighter.

Now though, she could better understand this world and its machinations.

When seen up close, life could be truly miserable and filled with endless suffering. But observing from so far away, life was indeed beautiful.

In the end, everything was just a matter of perspective— how one viewed and perceived the flow of events that comprised one’s life.

Lilith mused in serenity as she ignored the flow of the ice-cold air and the sparse oxygen available around her. Her body had already adapted to this harsh environment, and she did not even need mana to sustain herself. In her current situation, even floating in the vacuum of space would not bother her a single bit.

I need a new sword.

Certainly, as a master swordswoman and with her new True Name, everything she held could become a great weapon. But having a great weapon from the start would make everything easier for her. Her current sword, the one that had accompanied her at the start of her adventures, was not able to support the might of her powers anymore.

It was a shame. But it was reality.

I wonder if Theresa can create a new sword of an even higher power.

Theresa had created a God-level embryo weapon once. Even then, it was only because of a moment of enlightenment and extremely rare materials — in this case, the Horns and Core of a King-ranked Dragon like Blaze.

It would be more or less impossible to find materials at that level again, even if she scoured the entirety of the mortal realm.

Well. Enough with all the hesitation.

There was a reason she was currently floating in the air like this. She had been delaying something she wanted to do for some time now.

Should I go meet her?

Lilith wished to see her daughter again, to speak and reconcile with her. But deep down, she feared what kind of response she would receive. She would feel quite sad if Lilin decided to just ignore her existence altogether. The opposite of love was indifference, after all.

Sigh… I promised to enjoy this life that I’ve regained.

Life was too short, and anything could happen when we expected it the least. Reality was a mass of disappointments. Hesitation was only a waste of precious time.

“My. I was thinking who dared to trespass the aerial zone of Lustburg, but it was you.”

Lilith smiled as the sword slowly turned so that she could face the newcomer.

“Camelia! How have you been?”

“Me? Perfectly well. I mean… It isn’t like no one gave me a complete recap of what exactly happened, or that I was kept in the dark about you surviving.”

“I guess tasting your own medicine isn’t that great now, is it?”

“Ouch. That one hurt.” Camila grimaced after those words. She knew that she was the one who usually cooked up schemes behind the backs of everyone else.

“Well, don’t worry. Sol didn’t hide this out of pettiness. At least… I don’t think he did. Also, I didn’t really survive. I am currently an undead. Heh.”

“...An… Undead?”

Camelia could only give Lilith a perplexed look at that statement. But then she looked up at the sky and her eyes widened in realization.

“I see. An undead indeed. I guess this is why you look so much younger.”

“Hehe. Now, I am not the oldest-looking one in the group, you hag.”

Camelia coughed a little. She had indeed teased Lilith many times about how she would never grow old as long as she had Castitas' blessing. But now, out of the group of four, she was indeed the oldest-looking.

“This… Hmm… You…”

“Yeah, I have changed, haven’t I? I know. You wouldn’t believe how many times I heard this already.”

“Well. I was going to say that you remind me of how you were in the past.”

Unlike the others, Lilith and Camelia were childhood friends. In fact, they were each other’s first true friends. So Camelia was not as surprised by Lilith's current personality as the others. “I guess Sol really did a good job. That boy seems to have a knack for troublesome women like you and me.”

“Troublesome women… I guess I was indeed quite troublesome, huh… Everyone took so much risk because of me.”

This was another reason why Lilith had decided to become more upbeat. Sol, Lilin, Camelia; the five witches; the phoenixes; even that little fairy and, indirectly, Pandora. All of those people risked much for her well-being. Even though the vast majority of them had done it for Sol rather than her, it did not lower the risks they had taken for her sake.

Her life was not just her own anymore. It would be an insult to all those who had toiled to save her if she continued to wallow in her own sadness while never taking a step forward to get out of that cycle.

“Hey… Camelia. Will you be busy for the next few days?”

“Huh… I think I am free for at least two days.”

It was a sudden and unexpected question, but Camelia shook her head. Even though she did not like Aurora, there was no denying that her own tasks had become lighter since she had someone to take charge of them.

“Hehe. Then… Let’s have a small adventure. What do you say?”

“Wh— Wait!”

Camelia did not have time to answer before Lilith captured her with her powers and began to fly away. Before leaving, Lilith used her powers to create two small daggers, on which she hastily scribbled a message. Then she threw the daggers at Sol's bedroom and his office.

The message was simple.

[I have captured the Saintess Camelia. Come find me if you wish to free her.

PS: If you are too busy, you can just wait. We will come back.]

It was a sudden and random thought. There were no deep plans or considerations behind it.

But what the hell? She thought it would be fun.

Now then. An adventure of Sol and Lilin fighting the evil swordswoman Lilith to free the saintess. I wonder how he will react to that.

She gave a low laugh as she fled in the direction of Lilin, with a very confused Camelia in her arms.

———

A few hours later, when Sol had finished dealing with the knights, he went to his room to change into more comfortable clothing. He was quite bewildered when he read the message from Lilith.

“What the f…”

Am I becoming some plumber in red and blue chasing after a princess now?

This was becoming quite uncanny.
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What do you do when your aunt kidnaps your lover and leaves a message taunting you to follow her on a wild goose chase?

If Sol was back on earth and still had access to the internet, he would have loved to put this on a thread and read the eventual answers that could get him out of this troublesome and headache-inducing situation.

Sadly, there was no such thing as the internet in this place, so he had to do it the old-fashioned way: discuss with people face-to-face and come up with a possible solution.

"So… What do I do?"

Milia gave a humorless laugh as this question was thrown at her. This was quite a weird situation, and Milia had honestly never expected that she would have to deal with such a problem in her lifetime. After all, she had never imagined that Lilith would act so mischievously, or even childishly, in the first place.

"This…" She was utterly, completely at a loss for words.

In the end, she simply chuckled and smiled. There was not much else to do other than to comply with her machinations. "Do you know where they are currently?”

After all, if someone like Lilith wanted to hide, she doubted they would be able to easily find her.

Sol took out one of the daggers and twirled it in his hands. "This thing is keeping track of her whereabouts. I just have to follow it to reach her."

Sol was quite flummoxed by the intricacy of these weapons. After all, they were entirely composed of energy. Thus, Lilith was able to keep them constantly active, despite the distance between the weapons and herself.

This reminded him how, in some Xianxia novels that he had read, sword intent could still keep affecting a person even years after the skill was cast. He idly began to wonder if it was possible to use this phenomenon to teach her sword style to more people.

But he shelved that idea aside almost immediately. Lilith’s techniques were too dangerous to spread to people indiscriminately. It went completely against the current system, since one only needed talent in a sword and enough mana and a strong body to be able to learn her techniques. It didn’t discriminate in the capabilities of one’s capacity.

“So, what now?”

Milia mused for a while before giving a look at Clara. She was the secretary of the king, after all.

“Your Highness. I believe you should follow the Queen. This could serve as a way for you to get some much-needed relaxation. Now that we have prepared everything, your presence isn't much required to advance with our plans."

A king, as any leader of a force, did not have to do the whole job alone. His only job was to supervise and give the necessary orders when it was time for him to do so.

Sol had been quite high-strung during the last two weeks. But after dealing with the Black Knights, there was not much he could do outside of signing paperwork. This was work that could be done by others.

“Having you two as my support is really something I appreciate wholeheartedly.”

Milia gave him a light bow with her face becoming slightly flushed due to Sol’s complement. Meanwhile, Clara’s ears became a shade of deep red, and they fluttered slightly after hearing his compliment. It was a new effect that he had never seen before.

It seemed that those ears acted like the tails of dogs when true elves were feeling happy.

They are really cute.

He chuckled and stood up from his seat. “Well, this is a golden occasion in a way. I have never visited outside of the capital before. I guess it’s as good a time as any.”

It was funny in a way. He had explored two dimensions, his mind space, and two territories, had gotten a glimpse of the Divine Realm of the goddesses, and fought in the void of space; however, he had never gone outside of the capital of his very own kingdom.

Who should I take with me? What cover should I use to roam around?

He thought for a while. The inner child in him lost all restraints as he decided that, indeed, he should have some relaxing fun for a while.

He remembered how Lilin told him that she worked as an adventurer for some time after leaving the Capital, and experienced the outside world for herself. It seemed that Lilith and his parents, alongside their whole team, also did the same thing when they had gone outside of the confines of the capital.

Perhaps I can give it a try as well?

Back then, when he had no intentions of taking the responsibility of a King seriously, he dreamed of becoming an adventurer and visiting the world and its wonders, witnessing all of it for himself and experiencing them with his body. Fighting against monsters, getting rewarded, climbing in rank, and facing new and interesting trials with comrades he would make along the way.

Of course, he knew that this was just him romanticizing and exaggerating everything by a lot. There was nothing beautiful about being an adventurer and risking your life every day for meager and marginal rewards.

But… with his current level, adventuring was nothing more than a walk in the park. Even if he, for some reason, met a King-ranked individual, he had the confidence to hold on for a while or simply flee without any problems.

Not everyone was Lilith, after all. The chance of meeting someone like her were so astronomically sma…

Sol stopped himself and shook his head. Begone, motherfucking death flags!

He was now starting to worry about his movements. Should I prepare to fight a god or something like that?

This seemed the only way this trip would go without a hitch.

Laughing at his own silliness, his thoughts moved toward a more positive direction.

This would be a great occasion to spend some quality time with Setsuna and the others.

He had noticed her hesitation and fear during their discussion a few moments ago, and it was the perfect occasion for them to spend time together.

Having some fun with Sestuna as an adventurer, playing Lilith’s silly game, and saving Camelia from her wicked grasp, while visiting Lilin and perhaps taking her along with him as well.

Furthermore, Setsuna wasn’t the only one he had been neglecting lately because of a lack of time.

“Very well, I have decided. Milia, Setsuna, and Medea will follow me.”

An assassin, a swordsman, and a mage who could play the role of a healer, and with him as the invincible tank. Could there be any better adventurer party than this?

If he added Persephone, they would even have a true healer. This would become the perfect adventurer party.

Now, the only remaining problem was — how to convince the shut-in Medea to walk outside under the sun and go on an adventure with him.

Meanwhile, hearing Sol’s brilliant idea, Clara could only show a baffled look on her pretty face. What the hell kind of monster were they going to hunt with an adventurer team like that?


Chapter 25


I Won't Cry



The song of birds and the laughter of the nuns filled the hallways of the church, as they always did.

Walking through the halls and hearing these beautiful sounds, Sol simply smiled and continued on, without anyone noticing his presence. Everything was as it usually was.

His direction was clear and his steps were steady and well-paced. He only stopped when he reached a particular office, which he walked into with no problem.

On the desk was a mountain of paperwork so high, it threatened to scrape the ceiling. On the other side of that mountain was a girl who looked to still be in her late teens, with golden hair shining like the radiance of the immortal sun, and blue eyes that seemed to contain the vast skies within them.

At least, that was how she usually looked. The radiant glow she usually held was absent, however.

Right now… Aurora Highland, now called Aurora Castitas, looked like a shrew who was on the verge of exploding.

Her hair was in disarray, proof that she had not been able to brush it for a long time. There were large dark circles under her eyes that almost stretched past the line of her cute nose, denoting how many long nights she had spent without sleeping. Even though she looked like she was on the verge of fainting, she was still continuing to look at the papers and sign them away.

“I am busy. What do you want?” Aurora raised her head and glared at Sol when he suddenly manifested out of nowhere and sat on the guest chair. Her eyes were bloodshot red and dry, without a hint of its previous radiance in them.

“You look like some evil witch in the bedside stories told to children to scare them at bedtime.”

“Ugh.” Aurora groaned and looked down. She covered her face and screamed in agony, “Why in the mother goddess’ name do I have to do all this?? Aaah!!”

It was quite the outburst coming from someone like her, but Sol simply smirked while giving her a glance filled with sympathy.

Since the royal family took care of the governance of the land, one would think that they were busier than the church. But they would be utterly wrong to have such thoughts.

The King had an overview of the Kingdom, but it was the nobles who took care of all the work in their territories. So the work the King ended up with was only a fraction of what was really necessary.

A large part would then be taken care of by the ministers, only leaving the most-important documents for the King to take a look at and give his approval or judgment. Even then, it would be an amount of work large enough to devote many nights.

But the church was even worse.

Millions of prayers. Hundreds of thousands in donations. The necessity to accommodate the believers. The regular masses— the hundreds of useless ceremonies that all lasted for hours upon hours, the organization of the Paladin squadrons, and so much more.

Every aspect of the church became even more intense in times of war like this, where even the non-believers suddenly started to pray to the goddesses and visited the church.

“I thought you wanted more power in the church? Shouldn’t you be happy?”

“I wanted more power, not more work!” Aurora stood up and vented her feelings, as she shouted her lungs out with all the pent-up frustration and indignation she could muster.

The last few days had been hell on earth for her.

More than ¾ of the work charge of the Supreme Daughter was assigned to her. At first, she was extremely happy about it. She could see her influence growing rapidly due to the assignment of such tasks. But now, she realized that one should be indeed careful of what one wished for.

She thought that the Supreme Daughter only had to sleep, pray sometimes, and look pretty, pure, and holy for the masses. Now she realized how wrong she was to think like that.

The worse was, this amount of work had been carefully calculated, after years of experimentation, to be handled with relatively no problem.

But there was one hitch with it. A little problem for which no one had accounted. Those calculations have been made with the hypothesis that the one working would be a King-rank, or a Duke-rank at the very least, thereby enjoying the increased power of their brain's ability to process information and the higher level of energy to sustain their body.

But Aurora, despite all her powers, was still in a weak human body that had yet to even reach the Duke-level.

Aurora cursed in a low, muttering voice again and again. This wasn’t how she had envisioned her reincarnation. She hadn’t suffered so much for eons only to end up as some desk worker.

Looking at her like this, Sol felt almost bad about what he was about to say.

—Almost, that is.

“Well…*Ahem* It seems like Camelia won’t be available for the next few days. At least up to a week, I believe. So you will have to take care of all her work.”

Aurora only directed him with a blank look in response.

Sol felt like he could see what was going on in her brain. She had a look that was screaming something along the lines of “What hell is this bastard saying to me now?” to him with a desperation that the workers of a black company could ever hope to have.

When the information finally sank in her mind, Aurora shook her head and looked feebly at the work that already seemed without end.

“No… No. That woman, despite her personality, is a true workaholic. She wouldn’t…”

At first, there was denial. She simply refused to accept the situation she was in, clinging to Camelia’s work ethic.

“Damn this shit! I cannot take it anymore. I quit! Go find a new Holy Daughter!”

The second emotion to settle in was anger. She realized once again how much she would have to complete in the incoming days.

“Look. The kingdom is in an important phase right now, right? We are facing war, right? Why don’t you try to understand my position a little?”

This was followed by bargaining. Since screaming was useless, at least they could make a deal, right?

“Hah…Why? Just why? My life is hell. Everything is meaningless. Perhaps I should just die? I haven't even seen the sun in days. I am literally a prisoner.”

Depression settled in for more than ten minutes as Aurora lamented the fact that freedom was just a beautiful lie, equality was a cruel illusion, and the world was filled with malice toward hard workers like her.

“I… I will do it.”

In the end— Aurora flopped down on her chair and looked at the ceiling blankly, totally drained when she realized that none of what she was saying was moving Sol a single bit. Her fate had been sealed the moment he had walked into this room, and there was nothing she could do about it other than to do what was ordered of her to do.

Her words of acceptance and utter defeat sounded so pitiful in his ears. Sol decided to put an end to her suffering. After all, there was a limit to how much you could overwork someone before they simply decided to snap and kill themselves.

“I will ask my partner to send a few undead to you. They can’t do too much, but menial tasks should be easy for them to accomplish.”

The Crown’s Shadow was also overworked, so he couldn’t do much more than this.

“You… You will?”

Ugh.

She looked at him like a lost puppy, wet with rain, who finally found shelter, food, and a caring owner.

“Haha. Don’t expect too much but I will do my best.”

Aurora sighed in relief at those words.

But the more it was so, the more Sol became curious.

“You… You are not exactly Aurora, right? You have nothing to do with Lustburg. Why work so hard for it?”

Responsibility could only be felt if you cared about something in the first place.

When he first entered this world, Sol had felt no deep attachment to Lustburg. This was why he had only done the bare minimum as a prince and didn’t care for much more.

It was only now, when he had started taking things seriously, that his workload had increased extensively.

But even then, if he decided to stop working, there was no one who could stop him or do anything to him for that matter.

As a Holy Daughter, Aurora had absolute authority. Not even Camelia could actually force her to work, and no one could dismiss a Blessed for not doing their due tasks.

“I… I want to enjoy my life this time.” Aurora unconsciously caressed her neck as a sliver of the past she wished to forget flashed in her mind.

“This work is a pain. It’s exhausting and I hate the responsibility. Still. This is my new life… I don’t want to die with regret in this new life.”

Her eyes were hazy and the earlier atmosphere of the clumsy girl subsided slightly.

“Who were you really in your last life?”

“Who I was, huh? I was Dawn. Nothing more. Nothing less.”

And you are the one who put an end to my life.

Aurora looked at her ‘father’ with a complicated expression.

In her last life, she had also been the eldest and the one who was the most overworked, as she was taking care of an entire nascent universe while her siblings did nothing but have fun.

A forlorn smile flashed on her face as she looked up. She wondered what the divine realm looked like nowadays. She was pretty sure her divine kingdom should be a complete wreck at the moment.

“Dawn… I did not say this last time. But I think it’s a beautiful name.”

“Thanks. My father is the one who named me.”

“Your father…What kind of man was he, if I may ask?”

She chuckled at the ironic situation she was in currently. But looking at the genuine curiosity in his eyes, she thought deeply.

What kind of man was Adam, truly?

“In my eyes, he was like a god. An omnipotent being who held no flaws and was able to do everything he wished. One who spread joy and happiness to all of us and gave us love with no hesitation whatsoever.”

Her voice was soft and filled with warmth, care, and love. “I should have understood that there was no such thing as someone without flaws. I should have remembered that Light could not exist without Darkness. If I had…”

If she had noticed sooner about the distress her father was in… Perhaps this whole tragedy would have been avoided.

She shook her head. “Well, the past is the past. Let’s not dabble too much on the bygones.”

Aurora looked down at the paperwork and started to scribble again in silence, and Sol took it as his cue to leave. It seemed like he had asked quite an insensitive question.

“Sol…”

“Hmm?”

“Please come here.”

Just as he waved to leave. Aurora called out to him. He was quite curious about what she wanted. But when he finally approached her, the only thing she did was take his hand and placed it on her head.

She slowly closed her eyes and spoke in a low voice. “Now… Please… Tell me I am doing a good job. Tell me that you are proud of me.”

Sol was quite perplexed by this sudden situation. But, hearing the desperate plea in her voice…

He did as he was told. Slowly, gently…He spoke words of encouragement to her.

“I wanted to tell you this two weeks ago. Thank you for your hard work. Thanks to you, I was able to protect people dear to me. Thank you for everything you have done. Your work was more than good. It was great. I am proud of you and I am glad to have someone like you as a companion.”

Ah…

Aurora closed her eyes tightly at those words. She refused to cry in front of him. This was the last modicum of pride she would keep as the first of the Elder Gods.
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After a hard-to-describe moment he shared with a strangely-behaving Aurora, she immediately booted him out of the office, saying that she was busy with work.

Sol had never been one to ignore the weird actions of women around him. He prided himself in thinking that, while he wasn’t the smartest man, he was able to understand the feelings that were directed at him by the opposite gender.

Was Aurora in love with him?

Sol rejected this notion altogether. He knew about love. Knew about sexual attraction, desire, and all that entailed as well. There were no signs of love for him in Aurora’s eyes when she was looking at him. There was only a certain form of weird longing. This was a feeling not directed at himself, but at something or someone of which he reminded her.

Should I use….

Sol stopped this train of thought before it could root in his mind. He felt disgusted in himself that the first thought he had after attaining this knowledge was how to make use of the situation to his advantage.

For now, Aurora, while extremely suspicious, has proven herself to be a good companion.

It was just that a part of him refused to let his guard down around her. Something was telling him that his relationship with Aurora was extremely unstable at the moment, and any mistake he made could end up with her becoming an enemy.

Sigh… Forget it. Today and for the next week, I am just going to have fun and not think about anything troublesome. Nothing more, nothing less.

He would finally be able to realize one of the dreams that he’d had, ever since his childhood back in his original world. Becoming an adventurer might be a really childish dream at this time, but it was still a dream of his and he wished to realize it with his lovers.

Well. I should talk to the witches first.

———

[Tower of Babel — Medical Ward]

After the fight between Sol and Lilith, Medea’s world had been reduced to nearly nothing. Recreating that place would take too much time and energy, so the witches had started to stay inside the Tower, or in Sol’s dimension, Freya being the main offender in the case of the dimension.

Persephone, meanwhile, had become more active as a sort of doctor in the Tower. She seemed to be taking care of the women who worked there. He had yet to read what she did exactly, but he wasn’t too keen to ask her about her work, either.

Weirdly, Freya seemed to sometimes appear there as well, though she would simply take notes while talking to the maids. It was there that he was reminded that Freya was an author of erotic stories, one of which had fuelled Camelia’s soft BDSM fantasies.

When he came to the ward this time though, the one he wanted to meet was neither Persephone nor Freya, but rather someone who had been as helpful as Aurora while taking even more risk for him during his mad task of saving Lilith’s life.

“Hathor. How have you been?”

The water phoenix, Hathor, was considered to be the greatest healer in the astral realm. What was supposed to only be insurance turned out to be one of the central pieces of his plan to save Lilith.

Hathor was reading a chart when he came inside the ward. It was weird to see the usually drunk and slovenly woman wearing a lab coat while looking so serious.

“Hmm?”

Unlike Aurora, it was practically impossible for Hathor to feel his presence before he actually appeared before her.

But still, she showed no surprise at his sudden manifestation inside the medical ward. With her experience and what she had witnessed lately, she believed that there were very few things that could actually surprise her nowadays.

“What brought you here? No Kingly duties today?” Hathor smiled and licked her lips when she sniffed a particular fragrance emanating from Sol. She looked down at the bottle Sol was holding and her smile changed into a grin.

“At least you have some manners. What is this?”

Sol shrugged, “I am not exactly an expert in wine or alcohol but some of my ancestors were. I just went through the wine cellar and took whatever seemed the oldest.”

“Ohhh…” Hathor was not even listening to him anymore, as she gazed at the bottle like a hypnotized serpent.

“Take it. Anyway it’s a meager gift for what you did. I just wanted to say thanks.”

“Heh.” Hathor snapped out of her stupor and snatched the bottle from his hand. She walked up to one of the drawers and took out two exquisite crystal glasses from inside.

“Persephone gave these two to me. They belonged to one of the human kings before the creation of Lustburg.”

Sol was intrigued by this information. He remembered that all four witches were older than the creation of the kingdom. It was one fact that was easy to forget with how young they looked.

Now that I think about it, I only know about Medea’s past.

Despite having mingled with Persephone, it was hard to say that they were lovers. They were close to each other but that was pretty much it. Freya still seemed interested in getting pregnant from his seed and had never hesitated in voicing this, but it was clear that she did not feel much love for him.

As for Kali — Sol chuckled as he was reminded about her. Kali had been pretty clear that she would never enter a harem. In the first place, she didn’t even seem remotely interested in love. It was unlike most witches, who endlessly sought the companionship and love of others.

Hathor caressed the bottle, and seemed to conduct some kind of ritual with the way she opened it and filled the two glasses.

Sol accepted the wine-filled glass and the two smiled at each other.

“To a successful cooperation. To a new friendship.”

“To a new friendship!”

Hathor laughed before slowly savoring the wine. She let out a low moan when the liquid filled her mouth. Her eyes lit up and she looked once again at the bottle.

“Impressive. This wine was made with an interesting technique. I feel like it’s one not of this world.”

Sol's expression betrayed no surprise. “It seems to be from the era of the Peaceful King, Pluto.”

Pluto was the son of Jupiter, making him the second King of Lustburg. The era of Pluto could be said to be one of the dark ages of Lustburg.

After all, Jupiter had set off to conquer the world and nearly succeeded, only to fail and die at the last step.

With the witches withdrawing from the front line and lacking a King, the young prince, who was only ten years old at that time, had to stand up and protect Lustburg as much as possible.

After all — Jupiter hadn’t been kind during the war. The country was basically the number one enemy during that period. Without Pluto, the current Lustburg might have been more than 79% smaller.

“Well, thanks for the wine. But seriously though. Why did you come?”

“I just came to say thanks.”

Hathor tilted her head and chuckled derisively, “I thought it was something big. But is that really all?” She shook her head, “I don’t need thanks. I have already obtained the greatest gift I could ask for. The memory I made here will be enough to last for a few thousand years.”

“So… you are going to leave.”

“Indeed. Unlike Isis, who is contracted to you, for a King-rank divine beast like myself, staying in the mortal world is not a good thing.”

The restrictions this world imposed on Hathor made her feel like she was constantly being shackled. It wasn’t a good feeling in any way. The mortal world itself did not welcome her presence in this place. She was no different than someone entering another territory without permission.

There was a reason most divine beasts never came down here or, if they ever did, it was only for a short trip.

“Also, you know very well about the time flow issue, right? Even if the difference between the astral realm and mortal realm slows down, it’s hard to say how many months or years have passed there in the meantime.”

She had been here for nearly three weeks now. This was close to a year in the astral realm, if nothing had changed.

She had her duty to uphold in her territory, after all.

“Also, there will be a meeting between all the Divine Beasts soon.”

The word ‘soon’ had a different meaning when it came to a bunch of immortal beings who had lived for thousands of years. But the time was fast approaching. When this happened, all the generals under the Divine Beasts needed to be present.

This was a show of force to establish a clear hierarchy, and no matter how silly it looked, Hathor didn’t wish to embarrass her mother at such an important moment.

“A summit, huh? Heh…” Sol focused on the swirling crimson liquid before chugging it down in one go.

The Wings of Freedom had created quite a problem here as well. Not only had they obtained the Divine Weapon of Lustburg, but it seemed likely they had obtained the Divine Weapon of Greed Dike, the Kingdom of Dwarves, as well.

There were also signs of them infiltrating and causing chaos in the Elf kingdom while under the guise of Vampires.

The vampire girl who was part of the Wings had still not woken up, and it was clear now that something was amiss with her. Pandora had spent her time analyzing and swimming in the dreams of the vampire to get more information, but had discovered nothing concrete.

Sol was not worried about the Wings of Freedom themselves. Currently, they only had three or four Kings, and one Demi-god in their ranks. It was impressive, but it was no army. The problem came from the titans and the chaos spawned.

Not all divine beasts had the power of Tiamat and her dragons. Surtr alone was enough to make two or three Divine Beasts suffer greatly without much effort.

"Haha. I guess when compared to what happens high up, the incoming war really seems like child’s play, huh…"

Hathor shook her head, "War is war, no matter what the scale is. There is no such thing as mere child’s play."

Sol gave a bitter smile. Indeed. If it was a child's play, he could have simply challenged Lupus to a fight and sent Lilith to decimate his existence.

But it wasn't. War wasn't child's play. But it was still no less than a game where the kings acted as players and soldiers as chess pieces.

"Well. I won't let them sour my mood."

He downed the wine and smiled, "Wait one week. Lilith is currently acting mischievously. Once we bring her back, we will hold a great farewell party for you and send you off with all the glory that the mortal realm can offer."

"I am not really interested…"

"I will also open the wine cellar and grant you unlimited access for the day."

"Well, in that case, farewell parties are indeed a must."

The two laughed out loud and continued to drink the wine for a long time as they chatted about this and that.

———

After drinking all afternoon with Hathor and talking with her about her experiences and the worlds she had explored, Sol found himself walking back to his office room.

It seemed like he had become quite the workaholic. He just wanted to take a look at some papers and then go talk to the witches about his plans for the week.

As always, Sol simply used his dimension to walk. He was doing so to increase his synchronization and understanding of this mysterious power.

This was why he was surprised to hear a muffled moan when he approached his office.

"Your Highness…"

He recognized the voice and as such, had no hesitation when he passed through the door and finally saw the show Milia was putting on for him without her knowledge.

———
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After Sol had departed, Clara went ahead to prepare a travel schedule for him. Milia had to admit that she felt a little excited about the upcoming trip she was going to have with her dear lord.

Her life experience had not been the greatest thing one could hope to have. Living as an orphan in the capital, being used as an experiment subject for almost half of her life, working as an assassin for the Kingdom, then becoming the master spy and head maid of the royalty of the kingdom of Lustburg.

Because of all the things that she had to go through in her tumultuous life, her experience outside of the wall of the capital only amounted to the operations where she had to kill someone or flee from being killed by someone. It was truly a sorry fate.

She never had the chance to walk outside the walls of the Capital and have some fun. She knew that she wasn’t the only one in this situation, so this made the trip all the more enjoyable in her opinion. She couldn’t wait to have the grand experience she was dreaming of in her mind.

Walking inside the office, Milia felt her heart beating heavily as her excitement continued to increase with each second.

She knew that the party would be too powerful to actually face any threat but still, it would be a nice change of pace for her.

She would have never thought that such things could bring her so much happiness, and all of this was thanks to one man, Sol, her dearest lord. Just thinking about him was enough for her burning excitement to shoot through the roof and hazy and scandalous thoughts to run through her depraved mind.

She hesitated slightly, wondering whether what she had in mind would really be a good idea or not. She walked toward the door and made sure it was locked firmly, then turned around and looked at the scene of the quiet office.

She took a few hesitant steps, before reaching the office chair and took place where Sol usually sat to attend to his royal duties.

“Ah…” Milia breathed in and her expression relaxed slightly for the first time in a while. There were many scents that were filling the room, but in this place, his scent was simply overpowering.

She could see the documents that were yet to be processed. There was his favorite fountain pen, engraved with the insignia of the royal family and the church, as well as Sol’s name.

“Ah…”

The more she embraced this scent, the hazier her expression became. In the end, she took the fountain pen and brought it towards her.

Perhaps I should leave this place?

Her rational mind was trying to bring her back to her senses, but she was far too gone in lust and depravity to care about mere rationality. Lustful thoughts had already started stirring in the recesses of her mind, and at this point she cares about little else.

It had been so long since Sol last held her in his passionate and loving embrace, filled with the warmth that was the last thing saving her sanity. She knew he was busy and for that very reason… all she could do was relieve herself in the confines of her room while gazing at her ever-growing collection.

Just a little bit should be okay…

The voice of a lustful devil seemed to murmur in her ears and in the end, that voice won over her reasonings and rationales.

She slowly rolled up her long maid’s skirt, exposing her white garter belt and panties, which had become damp at this point. Holding up the pen she slowly brought it over her panties and started to rub it lightly with gentle strokes.

“Sigh… Your Highness.”

Hot sighs leaked out from her as her face became progressively more flushed with each stroke applied over her flowing garden. This was just a pen but since it had his name engraved on it, it gave her a certain immoral feeling about the things she was doing with his belongings.

Just imagining him using that pen later on without knowing what she had done made her shiver and groan with lustful pants. At the same time, it satisfied the deep and twisted desire for monopoly that was hidden in her heart.

“Nh~!”

How many minutes went by? Perhaps an instant? Or perhaps over a dozen? But she did not care about the time. She simply was not able to. Her feverish face had now become completely dyed in shades of red. Her eyes had become hazy and her mind was already approaching cloud nine.

A sweet smell had started to spread in the office, and an ever-growing stain was showing on her already damp panties, while a clear liquid started to flow and leak out from the sides.

Soon, the sensations were not enough for her. She wanted more — much more. She pushed the panties to the side and gently shoved the pen inside all while imagining it was Sol’s experienced digits finally entering her.

She felt so ashamed of her actions, but her lust and desire were simply too overpowering. She imagined that it was Sol using his finger to bring her relief, and she let out a sob of pleasure as she reached a new crescendo. Her inner flesh tightened around the pen, and she began to accelerate her movements.

Her thin love liquid flowed incessantly from her secret place and stained the chair below her.

“Nh~! Please, more!”

Shame was dead as fast as it had been born, and all that mattered now for her was reaching the peak. An exhilarating feeling of pleasure began to gather towards her lower abdomen. Her whole body began to tremble and the rhythm of her breathing increased dramatically.

She was just a little short. Just a little more and she would reach what she sought… “Your Highness~!”

“You called?”

Silence, so utterly absolute in its overwhelming presence, fell, so that one might think Medea had launched a time-impeding spell. Milia very slowly opened her eyes, praying, hoping that this was just the result of her imagination. That her senses were wrong and she was just hallucinating his voice due to the longing in her heart.

But…

Looking at Sol sitting on the opposite chair with his head resting on the palm of his hand and a teasing smile on his face— shame went through her whole being as it kicked out the feeling of lust completely. No matter how fast she was, she knew she was doomed.

She could even imagine her current appearance.

“Oh? Why stop? Continue — I was honestly enjoying the show.”

Milia wished she could rewind time. Sadly she had no such powers. Maybe she could coerce Medea into doing it in her stead?
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The stalemate between the two lasted for a few seconds before Milia stood up, rearranged her skirt, and bowed her head.

“Welcome back, Your Highness. Now that you are here, I believe I can go back and finish my work.”

Sol gave her an amused glance as she began to walk away at a swift pace, but just as she reached the door…

Click.

The two of them looked down to see the glittering silver pen that she had been using, now rolling on the ground while leaving a stain on the carpet.

“That… is my pen, right?”

“…Indeed, it is, Your Highness…”

“And you were masturbating with it, am I right?”

“…Indeed I was.”

Her face was dyed in a complete shade of crimson and she gritted her teeth, but her lord had asked a question and it was her duty to answer as truthfully as she was able to…

“How interesting.”

Sol stood up and walked up to her nonchalantly until he reached the pen, then he crouched down to pick it up…

“Your Highness!”

“Don’t move.” He spoke in a low voice, but it was enough to immediately stop her in her tracks. Her expression became even more mortified when she saw him pick up the pen lightly with his fingers…

“Well, well, well. Would you look at this?”

He brought the pen close to her, and Milia could only avert her gaze with a shy look as embarrassment and shame wrecked her.

This situation was more than fun for Sol. It was highly entertaining.

Every time he had sex with Milia, she would always smother and mother him. It didn’t matter that he was physically stronger than she was. She had always been the one to win.

Of course, Sol didn’t care much about that. The most important thing for him was having fun, for both of them. But… watching Milia, with her head bowed down like this and acting like a shy girl, full of embarrassment and shame, it was impossible for him to not make use of this wonderful situation.

He threw the pen away and wiped his hands before cupping her face between his fingers and commanding her in a deep tone, “Look at me.”

Milia hesitated slightly, too ashamed to make eye contact with him, but did as she was told in the end. Her eyes moved around, showing how reluctant she was to face him.

Sol found her so cute at this instant that he was not able to utter his feelings in words. He wanted to kiss her and tell her that everything was alright. But he also wanted to tease her and bring her to tears.

It was necessary to find the middle ground.

“I don’t mind what you did.”

Milia’s eyes opened wide at that statement…

“But you still need to be punished.”

Milia shuddered violently as he gently whispered that sentence into her cow-shaped ears, blowing hot air into them.

He took a step back and sat on the office table, looking at her with a teasing light in his eyes.

“Raise your skirt.”

Once again a calm but oh-so-commanding voice graced her ears, making them perk up. Milia hiccuped slightly in utter embarrassment at Sol's command. A mixture of shame, excitement and anticipation filled her bountiful chest, causing it to rise up and down with intermittent trembling.

But in the end, she did as she was told and grabbed her skirt, slowly pulling it up to her waist.

It was done slowly but this made the sight all the more tantalizing for the viewer. First, her beautiful legs were shown, followed by her thighs encased in their usual white garter belts Finally, her white panties, soaked in lustful love juices, were revealed to his eyes.

She opened her moist and fluttering eyes and looked at him with a pitiful expression that made a fiery heat in him burn hotter than ever before.

He approached her and began to walk all around her, inspecting her carefully, until he was completely behind her.

This sight of her butt was no less tantalizing and, in fact, was even more exciting for him. He wished for nothing more than to simply bend her down and shove his phallus inside her delightful depths. But everything had a place and time.

He hugged her from behind and inhaled her scent deeply. He didn’t care that he looked like a pervert right now. He was simply and utterly intoxicated by her presence.

His hands were placed around her navel, right where her womb should have been and he started to apply some pressure in that area. He also brought his face to her collarbone and began to bite… leaving his teeth marks on her porcelain white skin.

Milia moaned a little as the heat started to spread throughout her body.

Afterward, when Sol grabbed her panties and pulled them down, Milia did nothing as anticipation became like a lump blocking her throat and making it hard for her to breathe.

Her naughty scent began to fill the room and a thread of transparent love juice dangled from the panties.

In an instant, Milia’s ears took on a far redder hue. She felt even more shame when Sol used his fingers to spread her closed mound left and right, showing the pink flesh of her hidden garden.

Milia covered her face with her hands and let out a low throaty moan as she felt him stir up slightly inside her. She could already imagine her liquid covering his hand and him being so close to her place.

“Your Highness… S-stop…”

“Do you really want me to?” Sol whispered close to her ears, “Wasn’t it what you were imagining while you were pleasuring yourself on my chair?”

“Hah… This was…”

Sol smirked as he felt her vaginal folds clench around his fingers. Clearly, his words had made her imagination more active.

He ignored her and began to accelerate the movement of his fingers. Like a motor that was warming up, her inside became hotter, and a wet stain formed on the floor because of all her liquid.

Each time his finger scratched her inside, Milia would tremble and spread her legs more. She knew she looked nothing like her usual dignified self, but she had no care for her unsightly appearance at this moment.

At the threshold of her climax, Milia thrust her hips as if she had lost all reason, but no matter what she did, the final release did not come to her.

At least this was the case until…

“Cum for me.”

His words were like the permission granted by heaven itself.

“Ahhh~!”

Milia moaned loudly as she looked up at the ceiling above. Her body trembled like it was being electrocuted and her juice flew like there was no tomorrow.

“Nooo~”

She was squirting, she was covering the entire room with her smell and her juices. She wanted to stop but the pleasure was like a never-ending wave that was constantly hitting her mind.

When the climax finally stopped, Milia would have slid to the ground had Sol not caught her. Her legs were so weak that she was like a newborn calf that could not stand strong on its own.

“That was a beautiful sight.” Sol’s voice was coarse and filled with desire. His cock was stretching painfully in his pants and he knew that soon, he would be able to satiate his lust.


Chapter 29


Milia Pt. II



Milia was completely disheveled at the moment, and her breathing was out of control. The fact that she was a Duke-ranked assassin who could fight for days on end and not even break a sweat seemed irrelevant to her current fatigue.

Her mind was hazy as she continued to bathe in the afterglow of what could perhaps be the most powerful orgasm she had ever had. And that’s just from his hands alone. She didn’t know all the details about Sol’s adventure in the astral world, but without a doubt, his martial skills weren’t the only thing that had improved greatly.

But, as her awareness started to come back to the surface, Milia slowly realized her own state and was mortified by it all the more. She looked like a complete and utter harlot… Like an animal in heat, wishing for nothing more than to be bred by her mate.

She wondered what her expression was like at the moment, but she knew for sure that it would only make her more ashamed of herself if she were to try to learn more about it.

“Don’t be shy. You see, I believe there are few things in all of existence that are more beautiful than a woman in the throes of pleasure.”

Sol was surrounded by very powerful and independent women who had taken care of him one way or another throughout his life after being reincarnated in this world.

For other people, those women were beyond their reach even in their wildest imaginations. They were a goal that could never be attained or even a source of respect and admiration for everyone involved.

Those same women would give up all resistance when they were to come in his hands and show expressions that would break the hearts of those who admired them so assiduously.

The sadistic draconic being in him loved this kind of situation the most. Rather than just love, that beast reveled in such emotions. Meanwhile, the human in him simply loved bringing his lovers to climax and the utmost peaks of pleasure, losing all restraints and having a great time with him.

Milia’s dazed expression slowly vanished. She was slowly starting to get her bearings back and knew that acting shy now wouldn’t change her current predicament.

As such she decided on a simple fact…

Let’s be bold.

She consciously ignored the stain on the carpet. She would make sure to clean everything up afterward anyway. There were too many beastkin in the tower and while they all knew she was Sol’s woman, she didn’t really wish to let them smell her in this place.

“Your Highness, you became really naughty, you know…”

She grabbed him by the collar and pulled him to a chair on the side before pushing him against it.

Sol simply grinned at her sudden change in behavior. He was anticipating this shift for a while… “Indeed. You are the one who taught me to be like that, after all.”

He did have experience in his previous world. But all those experiences he could ever have paled in front of what Milia made him feel during their first time together.

It had been quite a life-changing experience for him, to say the least.

Milia smiled softly as she opened the front of Sol’s pants and fished out his already-hardened penis. It felt hot and heavy in her hands. The shape of the blood vessels pulsating along the length made her heart pound heavily. She began to gently handle the organ and fondled it like it was the greatest treasure in the world.

“My, my~ Every time I look at it, I wonder how this thing can fit inside me.”

It looked like a massive spear that wished to tear her apart from the inside. Her cheeks became flushed again as she let out a hot sigh at the thought of feeling this inside of her.

She was quite startled when she felt a hand go around her waist and couldn’t help but look up at Sol, “Stop it. I am pretty sure neither of us needs any more foreplay at this point.”

Sol was one who would usually take all the time in the world necessary to bring pleasure to his partner. But Milia’s had gone above and beyond a few moments ago. The only thing that could rival that powerful climax in his mind was the moment when Nefertiti shared the pleasure between all of them.

Without giving Milia the chance to argue, he lifted her up and placed her on his lap, facing him.

Her maid’s skirt spread open and covered their intimate parts, giving the deceptive impression that nothing untoward was happening below.

But beneath her voluminous skirt, this reality couldn’t be any more different.

“You like this, right?” Milia grinned as she watched Sol’s entranced expression when he felt his hardened shaft press against her garden while his vision was being obstructed by her skirt.

“Ahem~ You slander me. I do not understand your insinuations.”

Milia snickered out loud at the shamelessness of her lover and lord. She had observed some of Sol’s small fetishes, and she knew that this situation, where he could see nothing about what was happening below, greatly aroused him to an abnormal degree.

“Oh?” Sol’s eyebrows rose at seeing such an expression on the maid’s gorgeous face. He was being teased now, was he? A grin formed on his face at that thought…

‘Now, now, we couldn’t have that, can we?’

“You do know… That I know about what is in your room, right?”

“Wha ~ Ah~!”Milia was not able to finish her sentence as Sol placed his hand around her hips and made her plunge down onto his massive girth.

She gasped for breath. Her private place was so wet from her earlier orgasm that he penetrated her with no problem whatsoever, despite his considerable girth and length that was hidden beneath. But even after that, it wasn’t that there were no effects whatsoever. His massive member was packed in enough to make her falter for a moment.

“Wai~ Ah~ Your Highness~!”

She could feel her hot, moist insides clench his unruly shaft wildly as it filled her stomach while leaving no space unfilled. As she trembled and adjusted to the sensation she had missed for so long, Milia tried to get her words out, but with no success in sight.

All she could do was let herself be swept away by the waves of pleasure as she hugged Sol with a groan. With her so close, the sound of her lustful moaning filled his ears like heavenly music, making Sol grind even faster along her depths.

He grabbed the front of her dress with his teeth and tore it apart like a beast going at the flesh of its prey. Her breasts, now free from their cumbersome restraints, were as impressive as always. The way they bounced proudly seemed to go against all the laws of gravity that Sol had been taught in his past life. No matter how much time had passed, and no matter how many mysteries and sights he witnessed through his journeys, this one in particular never ceased to amaze even once.

Moreover, the pale skin covering those gigantic globes and the pink cherry buttons at the tips of her breasts made for a beautiful visual contrast as he viewed her massive mountains.

When Milia tried to speak again, Sol brought his teeth down with a laser focus, biting down gently on her nipples with just enough force to make her moan rather than scream in pain. He then played around with her other breast, massaging it with all his skills.

The tingling sensation coming from her breasts made Milia distracted enough that she was unable to express herself correctly.

Removing his mouth from her nipple, he brought it to her collarbone and nibbled for a bit before muttering, “Milia, oh dear Milia~ I am constantly moving through the whole Tower using my dimension. You seriously thought I wouldn’t notice them?”

Milia’s collection had been quite…. interesting, to put it mildly. That was all he was willing to say about that. Sol didn’t know what was more disturbing about the scenario: the fact that Milia basically had a whole room dedicated to worshiping him with pictures, sculptures, diary entries about his days, objects he owned in the past and so much more…

…Or the fact that all he felt after having witnessed such an eerie and goosebump-inducing sight was that Milia was pretty cute in her own right.

Sol chuckled as he kissed her fully on the lips. “I don’t mind them, you know?”

He was surrounded by crazy women. This was a reality that he could either embrace or reject.

He chose to embrace it lovingly, with no hesitation whatsoever.

Milia was left speechless but soon, hearts seemed to shine in her eyes as her libido shot through the roof at that statement.

Sol may have seen her collection, but he did not push her away. That alone was the greatest gift in the world for her.

Like a string that had frayed, then finally snapped for good, her reasoning broke thoroughly. All she wished now was to share this overwhelming and overflowing love in her chest with her most cherished and dearest person in the entirety of existence. She was once again affirmed of the fact that Sol was… everything to her.

She wanted to leave no doubt in the fact that all that was hers belonged to him and him alone. From her flesh to her very soul.

The two began to move once again in unison. There was no end to the filthy sound that resonated with the slapping of their flesh.

Sol kissed her collarbones, her chest, and every part of her body, making sure to leave traces of their lovemaking on her whole being.

Milia trembled with her legs outstretched as Sol pushed his phallus inside her deeply. She could feel his gland swell more inside her very depths, signaling his impending release to the world and her loving partner.

But what made her the happiest was seeing the same man who was now the king of humanity in all but name lose himself like a beast as he made love to her. Her and her alone. At least, at this moment and time.

The signs of ejaculation began to become more and more apparent with each passing moment, and finally, as the two shared one last deep kiss full of their love, passion, and unending longing for each other, they trembled as Sol released his thick, white. liquid in the deepest parts of her womb.

“I love you, Your Highness…”

Milia widened her eyes and her heart became flustered when she realized the words that had just leaked out of her lips without her knowledge. She had been so entranced that she left quite the embarrassing words that did not take her position as a maid into account.

“I…”

Sol merely grinned. It was quite funny to receive a love confession just as they finished climaxing. His face was covered with sweat and his breathing was heavy. He placed his forehead against hers and closed his eyes as he breathed out a raspy tone.

“I love you too. More than you can possibly imagine.”

Her eyes misted slightly, tears of joy threatening to leak out of her enchanting eyes. Not being able to bear this sudden surge of emotions, she buried her face in his shoulder.

Like this, the two embraced tightly.

They were silent. But it was not an awkward silence. It was simply one filled with love and happiness for this moment they shared. In the here and now… They were truly happy to be in each other’s embrace and hearts.


Chapter 30


Cheeky



[Tower of Babel]

After Sol had an enjoyable time with Milia as they once again reaffirmed the feelings they had for each other, Milia basically kicked him out of the office with a bright red face, arguing that she needed to clean the traces up of their shameful act before Clara or anyone else found out about it.

Sol laughed quietly at her cute antics but decided to not trample on her pride and thus did as he was asked.

He took a short bath in order to cleanse and refresh himself from their debauched act. With that done, he walked toward the place where Medea now resided.

It was in a remote corner of the palace. Sol initially wanted Medea to share his suite of rooms, but she immediately balked at that suggestion. Instead, she decided to put herself in a location where no one except for a few maids and her close friends could pass.

No matter what, it was clear through this act that, even though Medea had emerged from her prison, she still wished to make contact with as few people as possible.

This was why…

“I don’t want to.”

When those words of refusal came out of her mouth after he made his proposal about an adventure together, he was not surprised by the words from her lips.

“I see… Anyway, Milia has already started preparing the things we might need on our journey through the lands. We will move out tomorrow morning at the latest, so prepare yourself.”

“Wait. I said I don’t want to go.”

“I know. But I don’t remember ever saying that you had a choice on this matter.”

He grinned as Medea gave him a sullen look. “I am serious Sol.”

The grin slowly left his face as he spoke in a blunt tone. “So you really don’t want to leave this enclosed space and have some fun with us?”

Medea hesitated slightly at that remark. “It’s not that…”

“Or is it perhaps pertaining to some reason that involves you refusing to leave the capital even though your prison has been destroyed?”

“I…”

“Do the words of Jupiter hold more importance to you than mine?”

“No!” Medea shouted with vehemence and stood up hurriedly to state her case., “This wasn’t what I meant at all. I just… I am sorry.”

She shuffled slightly before finally coming and sitting next to Sol on her bed. Looking at her like this, Sol hugged her quietly.

“Medea. I am not someone who can read minds. I am unable to know what you think, or anticipate your thoughts.”

Well, technically speaking, he could anticipate her thoughts. But this was another matter altogether, and he wasn’t willing to do something like that.

“So, will you tell me?”

“I…” She closed her eyes before speaking her thoughts, “Sol, you know that because of me, the witches mostly hide in Salem, right?”

It wasn’t as if the witches were explicitly forbidden from walking in Lustburg. But the sentiment of the populace was so against them that most witches had no desire to visit the lands of the humans.

Furthermore, with how powerful witches could be and the fact that they were still technically human, they were not exactly welcomed in other countries, either.

“I was just thinking… Is it really alright for me to walk outside and have fun while they are all basically imprisoned?”

Witches could easily visit the astral realm if they so wished. But that was true only for the powerful witches who could do so safely. Secondly, no matter how vast the astral realm was, it didn’t change the fact that witches were pariahs in their own countries because of her choices.

She was the greatest sinner of all the witches. Could someone like her really have fun and walk outside with her lover? Just like that? She didn’t believe that she had that right.

“You can.”

“What?”

“I said you can. You are allowed to have fun and to do whatever you want.”

“Why do you think so?”

“Because I said you could.” Sol grinned. His voice sounded utterly arrogant even for him but he knew that what Medea needed at this moment was absolute confidence to push her forward.

“Because of you, the witches were forced to stay in Salem or in the astral realm. Okay. There’s nothing I can do about that. But… now, you have me.”

He pointed at himself as he spoke in a confident tone. “Thanks to you, I decided to bring forth a way for the witches to solve the curse, even if temporarily. You may have once been their greatest sinner, but now you are their greatest savior.”

Medea chuckled at his words, “I don’t think it works like that. But… You are indeed right.”

Medea leaned against him. The powerful echoes of his heart beating against his chest brought her great comfort and security.

“I need to take more steps forward.”

Not long ago, she had walked into the capital with Sol on their first date. It had been short, but it was very enjoyable and one of her most beautiful memories.

She wanted to create more and more memories with her beloved, wanted to share more important moments with him that would never be forgotten no matter how long she lived. For all of this, for their shared happiness… This would be a new and very important step.

“When we come back from the adventure and deal with the witches — I will officially name you as a court mage.”

Medea looked up abruptly at that statement, “Are you crazy?”

She couldn’t believe his words. The reputation of the witches was just too low for that to happen. In the history of Lustburg, her own reputation couldn’t be any lower.

Sol had only recently started getting more power and was able to stabilize his position as the sole owner of the crown. Naming her a court mage would be like intentionally setting a bomb off.

“I am crazy for you.”

“Ugh. Don’t give me those corny lines and be serious for a moment, please. This isn’t a joke.”

“I know and I have never been more serious about it.” He bent down and kissed her forehead. “You are many things to me, Medea. Too many things. I will not let your name be tarnished any further.”

His blue eyes locked with her red-and-gold heterochromatic ones as he wished to convey his strong will and determination to her. “I want the world to know without a shadow of doubt… that Medea Asmdoeus — The witch of time — is mine and mine alone.”

His words were extremely possessive and Medea felt like she was being sucked into a deep sea with no end. She could barely hide her shivers and it was with even more fervor that the two of them kissed again.

When they finally separated, Medea chuckled, “My student has become really cheeky.”

“Only by becoming cheeky could I break the wall you put between us.” He caressed her face with his hand, “I still haven’t forgotten you used time rewind on me many times, by the way.”

Medea started to whistle and suddenly found that the stains on the ceiling were really quite interesting. A new revelation for her, no doubt.

———

After dealing with Medea, the discussion with Persephone was much easier. She did not hesitate to accept his proposal, as she mused that it would remind her of the old times.

He tried to call for Sheherazade and Isis. But Isis refused the offer. She knew that she had yet to completely integrate into the group of harem mates and, while this would be a good occasion to become closer to the other women, she felt like she would be an intruder in this adventure.

“I had you for so long in the astral realm. I am sure I can have a little fun without you.”

Hearing her, Sol again realized how lucky he was to have such women around him. He sometimes wondered if he had saved an entire continent or civilization in his past life.

Of course, in order to share his appreciation for Isis, the two of them went ahead and spent the last night together in the castle before his departure.


Chapter 31


Let's go on an adventure



The next day, Sol woke up to a sensation that he registered from his most precious place.

Opening his eyes in wonder, he raised himself… only to see Isis manhandling his penis while looking at the throbbing organ with eyes filled with curiosity and wonder.

“Hmmm… Mind telling me the reason why I am waking up to your hand around my schlong?”

“Oh. Sorry, I was just a bit curious.”

Sol chuckled; he knew that Isis had a genuine sense of curiosity toward sex in general.

“It’s just so mysterious, you know. Life, I mean.”

Isis placed a hand around her stomach, “I know you used that weird spell Nent taught you. But I just can’t help but wonder how magical all of this is. No special powers, no laws, no bloodlines. Any living being, even the humblest one, can give birth to a new life, one way or another. Truly, what a wonderful and mysterious thing.”

Isis mused on this as she approached Sol and lifted her hips before slowly sinking the piece of meat slab into her sticky depths. The head of his shaft slipped her entrance, opening inch after inch, until she finally fully took him in.

“Just one man and a woman, mingling together, can bring something even the most powerful demi-gods cannot do. Giving life.”

For Isis, whose power revolved around death, this act would always be foreign and mysterious in her eyes. Her father could not create a perfect life; even the full might of her father, Ambrosia, and Echidna combined, could only bring something close to that with years upon years of effort and experiments.

But two simple mortals could do in five minutes what those three and many more could never hope to accomplish in all of their lifetimes.

She slowly started to accelerate her movements as she thought about this fact, causing Sol to groan as he felt her folds tighten strongly along his girth. He had just woken up and he didn’t want to stop himself from ejaculating inside of her.

“Do you… Do you want a child?”

Isis stopped for an instant before shaking her head and resuming her movements. She leaned down and gave a kiss on Sol’s forehead.

“I don’t think I am mature enough to raise a kid currently and…”

She went back up and placed her hands on his chest, the up-and-down movement of her hips accelerating. Sol felt like she was milking him for all he was worth.

“And?” His voice came more like a growl than a questioning voice. He could feel that he was very close to reaching his climax…

“...And I want my child to have a home where no one can hurt them.”

With one last shake, she slammed down on his pelvis and made sure to tighten as much as possible around his vibrating schlong. The two of them opened their mouths wide and groaned as Sol released his semen into her, while Isis experienced many small orgasms at the same time.

When the wave of pleasure finally passed, the two breathed roughly and Isis chuckled.

“So. Future daddy, let’s work hard and build our home, okay?”

Looking at her girlish grin, Sol wondered for an instant if Isis had some succubus blood in her or not.

Then again, since Anubis was a True Demon, that wasn’t completely impossible. He laughed and caressed her black hair with his rough hands, a sensation that Isis quite enjoyed.

“This is without a doubt the most interesting way of saying goodbye.”

“Well, I need to ensure you remember me while having fun outside. Though, I do seriously wonder if you will be able to walk with all those thirsty women around you.”

The two of them chuckled without a care in the world. This would certainly be one hell of an adventure. No doubt about that.

———

A few hours later, after making sure that everything was going well with Clara and delegating some of his authority to her, Sol changed his outfit to a more fitting one for his adventures ahead, and began to walk in the direction of his office.

The moment he opened the door, he could see the women who would follow him lined up in front of his desk, chatting about this and that.

The mage, Medea, was wearing a black skirt and white shirt; this time, she did not have her witch hat perched on her head. This made her look even younger than she usually appeared, with her teenaged face and figure, but Sol found her to be cute.

The healer, Persephone, who's attire was not much different from her usual garb. But, rather than a robe, she was wearing black pants and an exotic green shirt. Out of all the witches — except for Ambrosia, of course — Persephone was the one with the most-mature body. Her tight pants made her ass look really enticing, detailing her bubble butt and mature curves to a significant degree.

The swordsman, Setsuna, was wearing black leather hot pants, as well as a loose tank top that exposed her well-toned midriff. Her characteristic blue hair was tied up in a ponytail, giving her a more-sporty appearance than usual. At her hip, she had a crimson-and-black double-edged straight sword.

The spy and assassin Milia was… Well, you certainly couldn’t say that she was subtle. She wore black from head to toe, making her look like a cosplaying ninja more than anything else. The problem was that… Her body’s proportions were quite a bit out of the norm, and her massive chest could not be hidden by any clothes in existence, so it stood out noticeably. In fact, the black clothes only made her breasts even more prominent than her usual maid’s uniform.

Finally there was Sol, the knight and tank of the team. He was clad in ferocious-looking black armor that was built like a metal fortress. He was holding a black helmet in his right hand. In his left hand was a towering shield that was almost as tall as he was, giving the impression that he was a crusader ready to crush all the enemies standing in his way with his shield of justice and valor.

Sol had been the one to send the design of this armor to the Tower’s blacksmiths, and he was quite happy with the results. The armor was rather heavy, weighing nearly one ton. But this weight was just enough for him to not feel like he was wearing nothing.

“Oh my~ You look quite dashing in that armor of yours.”

“I decided to go all out. After all, I can’t really expose myself if I want to have fun, and wearing a wig is a pain.”

Persephone chuckled slightly at his answer before shaking her head. She wanted to tell him that this armor was clearly a little too well made. Any adventurer would immediately know that he was some rich kid. But then again, this whole journey was nothing more than a way to pass time for them, so they didn’t need to worry about the minor details.

“Anyways, everyone looks great and it seems like we all chose the dark theme.”

“We are looking like a legion of doom.” Medea grimaced as she looked at their attire.

Persephone simply chuckled. “We look like a bunch of escorts accompanying a young master as he plays the role of the adventurer.”

Medea stopped and looked around. She was forced to admit that this was indeed the case. The four of them all looked like dainty women who wouldn’t be able to hurt a chicken.

“Hehe, well it isn’t false.”

Sol simply laughed out loud. This made him feel like he was going to a cosplay convention rather than a journey of adventuring. Surely, the others wouldn’t really like this. But so what?

“Well. Now that we are all gathered, I think we need to make some ground rules.”

He placed his hand together, “I believe everyone here can single-handedly take care of any mission we would undertake while searching for Lilith. So, rule one… We are all adventurers. Which means none of us should be stronger than a Duke. In fact, it’s forbidden to use intent when we do any quest.”

Setsuna winced slightly at that rule. She was the only one who wasn’t a duke at the party. Sol noticed her reaction and laughed out loud, “Setsuna please, I don’t think any Duke in the Kingdom, except Milia and Lilin, can even hope to face you.”

Milia raised a hand, “Your Highness.”

“I am not the prince now.”

Milia froze. “Hmm…” She was quite lost about what to say or rather what to call him other than his title.

“Call me Sol.”

“But…” Milia fidgeted. It was one thing to call him by his name when they were alone and making love but here? In front of everyone?

“Call me Sol.” He said again with a grin.

She fidgeted before sighing in defeat. “S-Sol… Kuh. Your Highness, I believe the restriction of our realm is useless for you. After all, you cannot lower the strength of your body.”

Milia spoke so fast one would think that she was rapping. Sol laughed out loud at her cute reactions but the problem she pointed out was indeed real.

“Well, we will deal with this as we go.” He shrugged, “Anyway. Rule one… Avoid one-shotting everything. Rule two… No honorifics.” As he said so, he looked pointedly at Milia and Setsuna.

“There, I will just be Sol. Okay?”

They looked aside but nodded nonetheless.

“Any other rules?”

“No. We are going to have fun. So now this brings to the heart of the matter.”

He coughed a little, “Persephone, will you play the role of the navigator?”

It was shameful to say but… out of all those present, the only one who had truly roamed outside of the capital was Persephone.

Persephone giggled. She knew that something like this would happen, and she was prepared for it.

“Very well. We need to do one thing before anything else — Taking the adventurer’s test to obtain a license.” A soft smile formed on her face. She wondered how those four people with common sense outside of the norms would fare during the test.

She spread the map and pointed at a place in the territory of the Highlands.

“Let’s go to the adventurers guild.”

This promised to be an interesting journey.
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[Adventurers Guild]

The adventurers guild was a mysterious place. It had many branches all over the mortal realm, where the adventurers could come to a rest, or take up missions and receive the corresponding rewards for said missions. They had a reputation for being extremely fair and rigorous.

Getting an adventurer’s license was no different than obtaining a free pass to different countries, as the guild operated all over the mortal realm and was more or less an independent organization of sorts.

One of the main centers of the guild was placed in the capital of Lustburg but, for various reasons, it was one of the places where the adventurers very rarely visited.

The first reason was that the quality of the missions available in the capital’s branch were either extremely low-level or extremely high-level. There was nothing in-between available. The reason for this phenomenon was the presence of the vast quantity of soldiers available in the capital, as they could take care of the majority of problems that plagued the city and its surroundings.

The second reason was that adventurers were a rough bunch, but in a place like the capital of the kingdom, there were many people, far rougher than they, who wouldn’t hesitate to throw them in prison if they caused any sort of ruckus. And adventurers, as they were by nature, were not able to go without causing chaos in their wake, which made the capital extremely unsuitable for their kind.

For these reasons, most adventurers generally tried to avoid this place, as long as they didn’t have an escort mission that forced them to be present in this region.

Currently, though, there was a great influx of adventurers from all sides of Lustburg that were flooding the branch building.

War was a great calamity for normal citizens. But for adventurers, this was a period that could seriously increase their revenues and accolades. There was no way in hell any sane adventurer was about to miss a situation like this one.

———

The interior of the adventurer guild was actually a large tavern, and the crowd was as rowdy as always.

Gulp~

“Kuh. Gotta say, nothing better than a beer after a hard day of work, innit?”

Sitting close to the main reception area, a dwarf with a thick beer guffawed in pure pleasure after downing a large mug of beer. His stocky face was rosy from the alcohol and he wiped his mouth with the back of his hand in a vulgar display of manners.

Happiness could be seen plastered on his face, as if drinking was the most beautiful thing in the world for the short-sized creature.

Sitting next to him with a bored expression was a tanned woman of average height. Her alluring bronze skin made quite a contrast with her long white bunny ears, making her an exotic sight to behold.

She was carefully wiping her set of daggers, and she grimaced as she heard the exclamations coming from the alcohol-craving dwarf.

“Stop talking so loud, will you? We know that you love beer more than you love your own life. No need to shout it every time.”

“Young lass, you do not understand. I love beer and beer loves me! IKt’s necessary for me to show my love every time. Otherwise, our sacred love will fade. This is why all your relationship⁠—”

“I dare you to finish that sentence.”

The dwarf raised his hands in surrender when he felt the cold blade neatly placed against his beard.

“Everything but the beard. I won’t be able to woo any woman without a thick and bushy beard like mine.”

“Scoff~ I thought beer was your only love in life?”

“I am an ever unfaithful one.”

The two men who were sitting at the same table as the bickering duo chuckled as they watched the usual scene unfold between the dwarf and the exotic bunny woman.

Even so, it was something they appreciated, as they did not have many friends.

“Stop laughing, you two — this is serious.” She growled slightly before chugging her own beer down in a few mouthfuls. “I need a man. But all the ones I find always flee. Am I a monster or something?”

“Well…” The two brothers could only give an awkward laugh in response. It was hard for them to explain that most men didn’t want a woman who loved her knives more than she loved them and could become invisible at a moment’s notice.

The feeling of never knowing when you would be stabbed wasn’t really a nice thing now, was it?

Like this, the four continued to play around until the dwarf finally sighed…

“Well, enough joking around.”

The merry atmosphere subsided slightly with that sigh, “Guys, what do we do now?”

He spoke quietly and looked at the two men, “You two managed to climb the ranks in the adventurers guild after leaving the coliseum. But now a new opportunity is coming our way. What will you do?”

The two looked at each other briefly. They had once been slaves fighting in the coliseum, and it was only thanks to reaching a high rank in the arena that they were able to buy their freedom.

Currently, they were living a very respectable life. But with the oncoming war and the promises the Crown Prince had made…

“...Can his words be trusted?”

The promises he had made were too tantalizing to just ignore, but there was always a small doubt in the back of their minds.

“Well… After facing him, I believe that he isn’t the kind to lie. Rather he would be too arrogant to lie.”

“Facing?”

The dwarf chuckled at the words of the woman, “You mean after he threw us around like we were ragdolls?”

She could only cough awkwardly.

The four of them had fought the prince for his coming-of-age ceremony in the coliseum. But the fight lasted only a few moments. Nothing they could do even disturbed him, and he completely destroyed them in a few moves.

His following fight with the Gladiator Queen showed that they never had any chance of beating him.

“Ahem… Well⁠—”

The door of the guild suddenly opened.

One person, entirely clad in obsidian armor, entered, followed by four women all wearing black featureless masks. The atmosphere they spread was eerie. It was as if the grim reaper, followed by a few ghosts, was walking in.

They didn’t know why… But each time the group took a step, the atmosphere slowly began to change, becoming heavier and heavier. People stopped chatting and some even started reaching for their weapons.

Even though they didn’t know who those people were, they could all feel it instinctively.

Those people were dangerous.

But out of all those present, the ones who showed the greatest surprise were the four adventurers, who had been chatting by themselves.

Even though they could not see his face, they recognized his aura in an instant. After all, they had been the first to receive it. Furthermore, they could recognize the blue hair and the wolf ears of the woman who had a sword at her hip.

The four of them had the same expression, as they wondered the same thing.

What the hell were the prince and his bodyguards doing in this place?
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Sol had been quite excited when he had entered the guild at first. But then, feeling the reaction of the surrounding adventurers to their presence, he began to wonder if they should have simply left for their destination.

The truth was that he had become too desensitized to his own aura and its power on the people around him.

But now that they were outside the Tower and all grouped together, he could once again discern that for the vast majority of people, what he considered to be ‘normal’ was no different than a world-ending calamity strolling in front of them.

Sooo… I guess no one’s going to say that I’m a rookie, or whistle while looking at the ass of one of my girls and make some crass comments that will force me to fight them, I presume?

He looked all around. His helmet had been enchanted, so that he was able to see everything clearly; nothing hindered his vision in any way, even when he kept the helmet on and covered his face with the visor.

He sighed in sadness when he realized that no one would challenge them or come to harass his girls. The start of his adventure didn’t go at all as he had planned.

Should we go to a restaurant next?

It was well known that the inns, restaurants, and the adventure guild were the places to go if you wished to find some young masters to roll around for amusement.

Laughing under his breath at a joke that only he, Kali, and Anubis could understand, Sol reached the reception desk with his full team behind him.

“Hello.”

“H-hi!” The receptionist was a young blonde woman with subtle features that went well with her job. She was wearing a white knee-length skirt, and a light blue shirt that showed off a modest amount of cleavage.

Usually, she would act like a ditz or a seductress toward the adventurers, but now all she could do was show a terrified expression as their party approached.

“H-how may I help you?”

“We are here to register as adventurers.”

“Y-Yes?”

It was evident that she had been more than a bit surprised at that statement. After all, with the aura they were emanating, this group should have already reached quite a high realm of power. Then she realized at once that they were perhaps a group of recluses, or strong people out here on a whim to perhaps act as adventurers for fun.

This realization did not make her relax but instead made her even more fearful of them.

This wasn’t the first time some noble, or the hidden disciple of some master, had surfaced out of nowhere and decided to become an adventurer. But in one way or another, no matter what the reason was, they were all a pain to deal with and were extremely dangerous individuals, as they generally lacked common sense.

The one in the front of the party was without a doubt a noble. The armor he was wearing cost enough to feed a dozen families for years to come, and still have leftovers for them to shelter the next generations of their families.

Everyone else bore equipment that was either brand new or extremely ancient-looking, which usually translated to ‘extremely expensive’ in the common tongue.

“Wait for… for a m-moment, please!”

She bowed deeply and immediately pushed a button under her desk. This was a special feature, used to call for the guild master in case what they called “Special Individuals” appeared on their doorstep. The current group of people could definitely be considered ‘special’ even among the special cases.

Now, her job was simply to bring them to an isolated waiting room, as she hoped and prayed that they didn’t make a ruckus or demolish the guild in anger or annoyance.

———

Thoma, the current vice guild leader of the capital’s branch, had been sipping his morning coffee and focusing on the large piles of paperwork that came his way when the alarm suddenly rang on his desk.

He sighed exasperatedly after hearing that noise, “Another one?”

He stood up with annoyance and reluctance. Recently, the bell had been ringing almost every single day.

Being an adventurer was an extremely dangerous job. So whenever a noble came, he had to make sure to dissuade them from their course of action with everything he had. After all, if they died on the job, the family would assume that the guild would take responsibility for the matter. This had happened enough times by now that they had taken precautions against it.

“Well. Let’s chase them away fast.”

At least, this was what he thought before reaching the waiting room.

Gulp~

Standing in front of the door, Thoma began to hesitate.

What is this feeling of pressure?

Thoma was a very experienced adventurer and, though he was now retired, he had once reached the threshold of the legendary Duke realm.

For him to tremble so much… it could only mean one thing.

Things had just taken a turn for the worse.

“You may enter.”

“Yes.” He answered immediately and opened the door, only to remember that he was supposed to be the host in this situation.

Such consideration vanished entirely from his mind when he set foot in the room.

Five masked faces turned in his direction simultaneously, and while he could not see their eyes, he felt like a mouse suddenly being stared at by five lions.

“Ahem~ Ahem~ Good morning.” He squeezed those words out with extreme difficulty and took a seat, with nervousness and tension running through his body.

“Well, and good morning to you, too. So, I was told we need to wait for the verification process. Are we supposed to pass a test?”

“A test?”

Thoma’s stiff mouth leaked a strained chuckle as he took a napkin to wipe the sweat from his face.

“A test, huh…”

Becoming an adventurer needed some basic mastery of weapons and mana manipulation. The test only went to this extent for normal people. Those who wished to skip the grade and not start at the very bottom as F-rank adventurers could take a supplementary test to upgrade their ranks. It was pretty basic, all things considered.

“You… You are all in the same party, correct?”

“That is so.”

“I see… I see. So you want a test, huh…” Thoma’s hands shook slightly as he took out a few documents. “Please, fill in your names on those forms.”

They looked at each other and simply gave each other code names related to the color of their hair: Gold, Brown, Blue, Silver, and Green.

Sol wondered for an instant if he was creating a Power Ranger team rather than an adventurer one and for an instant, a very short instant, he was tempted to write ‘Super Power Rangers’ as the name of the team.

In the end, he fought against his desire to mess around and gave a simple name.

[Twilight]

It was quite an edgy name. But for some reason, this name made him feel good, so he decided to go for it.

Taking back the form, Thoma nodded, not surprised by the code names. This was not an uncommon practice and since they were all wearing masks, it was clear that they were hiding their identities.

“Now what do we do?”

Sol was eager. Perhaps a test in some dungeon that was only ranked C-rank, but would turn out to become S-rank or something like that? Or perhaps the guild leader himself would come and underestimate them and they would show off by whooping his ass?

He was brimming with excitement at the thought of what would happen.

This was why, a few minutes later [Twilight] stood outside of the adventurers guild with a badge in hand, with strange expressions on all of their faces.

Sol looked at the document he was holding with pure incomprehension.

『 Party Name: Twilight

Individual ranks of each individual: S

Rank of the whole Party: S

Comments: No test is necessary』

He could hear the sound of his dreams shattering to pieces in real-time, as well as the cold and biting wind of reality sweeping away the shattered debris.

Behind him, Persephone could be heard exploding in pure laughter, forgoing all manner of grace.

Truly, this was the start of a great adventure.


Chapter 32


Adventure?



[Lustburg — Outside of the Capital Wall]

If the capital of Lustburg was a mix of technological and medieval elements, outside of the city walls, nature started to take its rightful place once more, as waves of different shades of green rippled across the land.

The only proof of civilization on this endless plain of green was the perfect and smooth road that stretched throughout the kingdom. All of the previous kings of Lustburg had made sure to always keep well maintained, out of necessity. After all, commerce between cities could not be done with a bad road.

“Pfft! Hahah! I wish you could have seen your face back there. Oh, my goddess, this was hilarious.”

Currently, a caravan was advancing on the said road at a swift pace. It was not a particularly fancy vehicle, more akin to a chariot than anything else. But it was still a comfortable enough transport for them to travel to their destination.

Milia, who was driving with Setsuna sitting next to her, smiled slightly at the words coming from the inside of the vehicle. Even the ever-stoic Setsuna couldn’t help but chuckle slightly after hearing that.

“Come on girls, stop laughing at my expense, will you?” Sol grinned feebly. His face was not covered by the helmet right now, so they were able to see a shade of crimson stain his cheeks, signifying the embarrassment he was feeling.

It was quite fun and refreshing to see Sol react like this. Even Medea, who would usually defend him in situations like this, did not intervene and just watched on from the sidelines.

Persephone, though, was merciless in her speech and kept poking fun at him at every possible moment.

“I mean. What did you even expect? All the maids in the castle were specially trained by that assassin of yours and are used to your aura. But that's pretty much it. It doesn’t matter how much you try to restrain your natural state. A wolf can never truly disguise itself as a sheep.”

“I am lost about whether you are praising me or insulting me with that remark of yours.” Sol shook his head dumbfoundedly before giving a light laugh.

“Well, I have to admit it, though. I guess my preparations were not thorough enough it seems.”

As a result, what could have been a great moment of fun for him ended up as a great moment of fun for Persephone instead. How the tables turned!

Persephone wiped away a tear that had formed at the corner of her eye because of how much she was laughing. She was having the time of her life right now.

“Well, this was interesting. But you aren’t the only one at fault.” She snickered slightly. “Medea's natural aura can make mortals flee in terror, as Time is one of the scariest concepts for any living being. This assassin of ours is filled with so much darkness that even I would flinch if I met her without knowing who she was. Your bodyguard was acting like you would be ambushed at any moment, with an aura of vigilance and brutality that was practically emanating from her whole body.”

She pointed out each of the mistakes that led to the current embarrassing situation that Sol was facing.

“I guess you four were too sheltered and forgot to use your common sense as well.”

When your day-to-day life was being surrounded by King- and Demi-god-level entities, it was hard to think like normal commoners.

“Well. If you are so experienced then, what should we do now? Please enlighten us, oh sister of mine.”

Persephone chuckled at Medea's question and took out a few papers from her pouch.

“As I am merciful, and I honestly anticipated something like this happening, I took a few quests for us to try out. These quests are all on the way to our destination, and this one especially is something that will surely interest you.”

『 Bounty: Rank A

Description: Chase after the bandits. Cooperate with the army and Her Highness, Princess Lilin, to get rid of all these criminals

Reward: The reward will be based on the contribution to the cause 』

“Ah. We indeed sent such a quest as a reward to help spare some of our armed forces. I had completely forgotten about it. Milia, how many adventurers were gathered? Mayhaps we need to⁠—”

“I thought this was supposed to be a simple and fun adventure with no work?”

Sol immediately shut his mouth at Medea’s muttering, but acknowledged her words. He knew himself, and he knew just how immersed he could be if he let himself go.

“A prince joining his army as an adventurer. I believe this will be quite the magnificent story.” Persephone smiled softly before taking out another quest from her pouch.

“But first, we have to do this one to have a feel of adventuring.”

『 Bounty: Rank C

Description: A goblin nest has settled not far from the capital. This situation cannot be allowed to continue. Destroy it.

Reward: 10 Silver Lust coins 』

“Is 10 Silver a lot?”

“For an ordinary family, it’s enough to live a few weeks to a month, as long as they don’t overspend their budget.”

Sol looked up contemplatively, but this time it was Milia who answered as she steered the horse. “It is indeed not a paltry sum of money.”

“Very well. Shall we set off after the goblins then?”

Goblins were a staple of the fantasy genre. It was impossible to have an adventurers guild without a mission involving goblins or slimes. Generally, they were used as the weakest monsters to allow the main protagonist to grow and adapt to the new world. Though, in some darker stories, goblins were depicted as extremely dangerous, intellectual creatures that caused terror no matter where they went.

“Well… Shall we go?”

He wondered if he should have brought Kali with them. He could already imagine her using a spell and screaming Explosion to wipe those goblins and their hideout from the face of the mortal realm!

I wonder if I should try to see if there are more reincarnators or if I should become closer to Kali.

It was always sad to have a joke in your head you know others would never understand.

My genius is beyond their understanding. Such a lonely world in which I am living.

———

A few minutes later, Sol watched with a blank face as the entire nest was reduced to particles of dust by Medea’s magic.

He quite literally facepalmed at that scene and spoke out in a tired voice, “I thought I said no Duke-level powers were allowed?”

Medea tilted her head at the accusation that was placed on her and defended herself, “This is just a basic spell, though.”

“Hah…”

Another cold wind blew through as Sol looked up at the sky, his smile filled with defeat.

So, this is what it feels like to be over-leveled as heck, huh…

“Hmmm… Should I have held back even more?”

Medea had quite an awkward expression on her face as she delivered those words. She had truly done her best to put out as little of her power as possible for her. But goblins had zero resistance toward magic and were one of the weakest creatures. Meanwhile, Medea was without a doubt one of the most powerful King-level beings in the mortal realm, perhaps even the whole universe.

Even a Duke-level warrior wouldn’t dare to face a spell she would throw while “holding back”.

“Sigh. Forget it. What is the next quest?”

Since everything had been reduced to dust, they had no way to prove that they had completed the job. But Sol didn’t care about the money. He was rich. Money was the least of his problems.

“The next one is in a village. It seems like the mayor is exploiting the people there. So they sent a help request to the guild.”

“Hmmm…” He frowned a little. “Shouldn’t this be sent to the government officials?”

Milia grimaced at those words, “The mayor was appointed by the government.”

“Oh…” Sol looked up. “So, it’s corruption?”

He closed his eyes as anticipation rose again. Not only could he have fun, but he could also kill a few corrupt agents on the way. What could be better than that?

“Milia, note that we need to work on a new election system for our representatives.”

A complete purge was becoming more and more enticing to him with each passing day.

He knew that it was impossible to have a perfect system and that corruption would always exist. This was a simple reality and something he could accept. But there were a few limits one should never cross.

Reading the description of the quest, Sol laughed darkly as he realized this man had undoubtedly broken all limits. His punishment would be severe.

“Well girls, let’s get a move on.”

There was nothing else to do here.

Sigh. I wonder what Lilith is doing currently.

This little outing was indirectly thanks to her. He hoped she was having fun at least in this ridiculous event that she had created for them.
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Lilith was not having fun. In fact, one could even argue that she was feeling the exact opposite of fun right now.

After all, there was nothing else like being smacked in the face by the consequence of your actions to sober up rapidly. It all started the day after Lilith kidnapped Camelia and fled from the capital.

Lustburg was, without a doubt, a very powerful kingdom. In all of history, whatever adversity the Kingdom had faced, no matter how far it fell, it would always stand up back again and rise to the top.

All of this had been thanks to the different rulers of each generation— the Blessed beings of the royal family, who were the Kings and Queens of every generation.

Lilith was perhaps the first Queen in the history of Lustburg to not be Blessed and thus her reign was not welcome. She did not have any legitimacy to the throne, as only Blessed were allowed to govern the kingdom, and because of this, she had to fight all the way to become respected as a Queen.

She had to put down many riots, faced many schemes, and risen above everything to take the crown of the kingdom. That was how half of her life had passed.

For all the above reasons— Lilith hated Lustburg with a passion.

She felt a deep resentment from losing her loved ones during the war and bitterness about how much she had to fight, even though she did not even want to become the Queen and take responsibility for this wretched kingdom.

All of this mixed with her thoughts of self-harm, her inability to sleep even a wink, her desire to die, and so many other things… life had not been good to her.

For her, ruling the Kingdom had always been a burden. A burden she would gladly give to Sol once he became old enough, or when he wished to get back the power that was rightfully his.

But despite all this bitterness, there had been one thing Lilith prided herself in… The thought that, at the very least, she was doing a very good job at being the Queen of the kingdom.
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“I was too lax, it seems.”

“Please, Your Majesty, forgi⁠—”

The begging man had his head sent flying before he could even finish his sentence.

Lilith ignored the looks of terror from the inhabitants of this place, and swung her sword with no hesitation whatsoever. No blood had even landed on it with how fast she moved the blade. But she simply hated how she had to cut something so filthy and stain her weapon with it.

Standing next to her, Camelia could only flash a bitter smile as she approached the inhabitants of the small city.

“Do not worry. Justice has been given, and the oppressor has been disposed. May I know who is the second representative of the town?”

“I am.” Feeling much calmer now, thanks to her holy aura and gentle appearance, a young man emerged from the frightened crowd. Camelia nodded before placing a hand on his forehead.

“With this, you will bear my mark for a few days. Visit any church, and explain the situation. Everything will be taken care of for you.”

“Thank you! Thank you!”

Camelia gave an even more bitter smile when she watched all of them kneel to her in gratitude, even though Lilith was the one who had done the job in the first place.

She wished to speak and explain the situation to them, but a look from her old friend stopped her from doing so. In the end, she simply sighed and placed her hands together in prayer.

“May the guidance of the goddess be with you.”

Meaningless words… as the goddesses would never bother themselves with the plights of simple mortals that had no impact in their meaningless games.
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A few hours later, even though darkness had already fallen, songs of joy and happiness were being sung, and burning torches illuminated the city. A small, impromptu festival was taking place, and the citizens were happy to have finally been freed from the clutches of their hateful lord mayor.

Sitting far away from the fun and the music, Lilith brought a mug of beer to her lips and chugged it all down in one go. Compared to the alcohol she could drink in the castle, it tasted like horse piss, but she swallowed it down regardless. She needed some alcohol in her system.

She seemed to have forgotten the fact that, with her current body, she couldn't become intoxicated anymore.

“A few golds for your thoughts.”

Camelia reached Lilith while holding a plate full of meat, vegetables, and bread in her hands. She had received so many small gifts from the people that she had to simply flee from the crowd.

Lilith simply shrugged in answer. “I am just thinking about how foolish I was to think I was doing a good job as Queen.”

Camelia stayed silent before lightly biting into the meat, “You are— you were doing a good job. Thanks to you, Lustburg's national power never fell. The army became more powerful, and no one dared to rise up in the capital.”

“Indeed… In consequence, nearly all parts outside of the capital and the territory of the Dukes were suffering.”

Lilith had not tried to make Lustburg better. All she wished was to keep the legacy that was given to her intact and then pass it on to Sol in the same way when it was time.

In a way, she was no different from those corrupt nobles. After all, she only cared about her own needs and forgot her duty to the people.

“Lilith. You know my past, right?”

Lilith looked up in surprise at her friend but nodded regardless.

Camelia was originally from a small village. A blind girl, she had been raised and loved by the villagers before the town was attacked and its inhabitants massacred by bandits.

“This was during the era of your father. The nobles were rampant back then and the position of all the villages was even worse than it is now.”

“So. I guess I should be happy I wasn’t the worst ruler.”

“Well… You weren’t exactly the best, so you need to take what you can and be satisfied with it.”

Lilith laughed lightly at the humor and stole a fried chicken leg from Camelia. The meat was definitely much tastier than the beer.

“Hey! Go get your own!”

“Sorry — pretty sure they would flee or keel over in fright if I approached them.”

The two laughed and began to look at the stars in silence.

“So. Will you tell me? Why did you kidnap me?”

“Because it seemed fun?”

“Lilith…”

“....Well… I am scared.”

Camelia opened her eyes wide and grabbed Lilith by the hair, “Who are you and what have you done to my friend? Out with it, you imposter!”

“Stop it.” Lilith swatted Camelia's hand aside and looked far into the distance. “I am ashamed to admit it, but I am scared to meet Lilin alone.”

Her voice was soft quivering, a testament to the nervousness she was feeling right now.

“There are so many things I want to do now, and many more experiences I want to have. But I do not know if I am worthy of them. Self-doubt and hesitation fill my mind. Even though I have gotten a second chance at life, I wonder if I am deserving of it. I am scared to be told that I woke up too late.”

She chuckled ruefully…

“So I decided to laugh. Rather than crying and whining as I did for decades, I decided to have fun and face any adversity with a smile on my face. Hoping that somehow it would make things better… It didn’t.”

Lilith looked at her hands, “Do you think I am being too greedy right now?”

“Oh yes, you are.”Camelia’s answer to this question was immediate and blunt. She was not going to pull her punches, it seemed.

Her answer prompted a bitter smile to form on Lilith’s youthful face, making her question her life decisions. Still, Camelia wasn’t finished with her speech yet.

“But… Like our dear Sol likes to say… So what?”

She gave a look full of intensity at her dear friend. “So what if you are greedy? So what if you are biting off more than you can chew?

“If you try, your chance of success may be low, but at least there is still a chance left. But if you do nothing— then your chance of success will be absolutely zero.

“Those who give up without trying because of thinking up of the consequences even before doing anything are simply people who fled from their dreams and aspirations. A dream is a dream because it’s hard to achieve. Hope can only exist when you are surrounded by despair. So, my dear friend, fight. Fight with all you’ve got! Even if you look ugly, even if the future seems bleak and it ultimately leads to nothing… Keep on fighting.”

Camelia went on. “Even if you need to beg and cry. Even if you need to roll in the mud and lose all dignity. Never let something like pride or fear keep you from reaching what is truly important to you. Never let something meaningless like petty emotions dissuade you from doing anything.”

She clenched her fingers, “Did you know? For me, Sol did not hesitate to grovel on the ground in front of the goddesses. To make sure I survived, he cast his pride aside and begged the goddesses like a pitiful beggar. Perhaps it was from then on, our relationship truly became something substantial, but at the same time a seed of distrust was planted in his mind because of my excessive greed and my lack of honesty.”

She chuckled bleakly at being reminded of those dark times, “I wanted to be perfect. I wanted to move the chess pieces as if I was a player. Sol may have forgiven me. But I can’t forgive myself for the way I have hidden the truth from him, even though I had no choice but to do so.”

It had been a bet between her and the goddesses and she had been unable to give any information to Sol beforehand because of the constraints that had been tightly wrapped around her. Still, she knew that this was no excuse for what she did.

Be it with the goddesses or with Gerald, Camelia had lied to Sol for 'his own good, ' and that led to eventual cracks forming in their relationship. She may have an excuse for the first situation, but the second one was something about which she could say nothing.

The fact that Sol didn't simply lose all trust in her was already a godsend.

“I did all that, not only to secure Sol’s path but also to make sure we could find a cure for you.”

Camelia suddenly grinned ear to ear. “You obtained a second chance. This is something most people never have in their life. Please, don’t squander it like this as you wallow in self-pity.”

The two of them stayed silent for a while as Lilith digested the words of her best friend.

“So, in short… Sol doesn’t want to fuck you any⁠—”

Lilith was not able to finish her sentence as Camelia threw herself at her and the two started to fight like their lives depended on it. Well, that was true for Camelia; Lilith was just trying to not hurt her friend…
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After a short yet intense catfight which obviously ended up in Lilith’s victory, the two were once again back to sitting, acting as if nothing had happened between the pair of lifelong friends.

Camelia sighed as she rearranged her messy hair, “Well… Even though it pains me to admit it, ever since he came back, Sol had been quite… let’s say, slightly distant with me, and guess who was at fault for that?”

Lilith shrugged in response, acting like it was none of her business. “Hey, don’t pin this on me. It has been two weeks since he healed me. And before that, he didn’t hesitate to have fun with Medea and Milia. I guess you just weren’t his top priority anymore.”

Camelia clutched her chest and her face crumpled in pain. “I must say, dear friend of mine… It seems like your words have become as sharp as your sword.”

“I can cut everything. Even emotions.”

The two shared a quiet laugh as the banter between them continued. They might never mention it, but they both really missed the old times.

“So… I guess the two of us have amends to make.”

“Indeed.”

Neither Lilith nor Camelia acted with intended malice, only with a desire to nurture and protect. But they had been warped by their own sense of self-righteousness so much that they became blind to reality.

But as they say — The road to hell was paved with good intentions.

Because of this and the short-sightedness that followed their desire to protect their loved ones, they ended up causing unintended harm to the one they loved and cared for the most

Lilith chuckled. Truthfully, she was not worried for Camelia. She had seen the way Sol looked at her while tucking her in the bed when she was completely drunk last time.

He may have some small resentments on his mind, but this would never be enough to change his feelings for Camelia.

In her case though… She didn’t think her daughter would be happy to see her at all.

Sigh… I wish I could become drunk again.

She thought about this for a while before shaking her head. Drunkenness was just another means of escaping from the truth.

She had already made up her mind when she awakened her new True Name. She was done fleeing. Period. She was done acting like she had the entire weight of the world on her shoulders. She would not let her negative feelings of depression cloud her mind any more than they already had till now.

She would fight. Fight against the world and fight against herself if necessary. At the end of the day, perhaps… She might realize her dream of having a happy family meal, with Sol and Lilin sitting on either side of her. Just imagining that picture brought a smile to her face and rekindled the flame of passion that had long since died in her heart.

“Speaking of… You are really shameless you know. Seducing a young man who has barely entered adulthood.”

“Well… It’s hard to say who seduced who.” Camelia blushed slightly when she remembered her first night with Sol. She had been ready to take the lead back then, thinking that he would not have the experience, but she ended up being dominated quite fast.

Her butt tingled ever so slightly just at the thought of that night.

“Also, this is rich coming from someone who told him he should Fu… Ahem~ lay down with as many women as possible.”

“You wanted to say ‘fuck,’ right?”

“I did not.”

“Heh, no need to be shy. Using crude words is fun sometimes, you know?”

“You are acting like a child.”

“I look younger than you now. Sorry, Grandma.”

Lilith moved out of the way and avoided a punch coming from Camelia at full force.

“I am going to kill you!”

“First try to catch me, you old hag. Must be hard with your old bones, eh? Hahaha.”

On that night, an atypical scene of the Supreme Daughter running after the Queen of Lustburg could be sighted by the onlookers.

The few villagers who witnessed this scene looked down at the beer in their hands with suspicion and swore off alcohol for the rest of their lives. It was a good night for many, indeed.


Chapter 33


Dream



After Sol and his companions left the now-vanished goblin’s nest, he was lying down in their carriage and admiring the flowing scenery. His head was resting on Milia's smooth thighs and she was currently cleaning his ears, causing him to twitch sometimes from the pleasure and relief he felt in this soothing gesture.

She handled his ear like a pro, and the calming aura she emitted reminded him of the days when she had taken care of him as a kid.

This time, the one driving the chariot was Medea. Persephone was teasing her sister as she instructed her how to move forward and how to control the horses with just her aura alone.

Meanwhile, Setsuna was gently wiping her sword with a cleaning cloth while sitting with her back with them. As a knight, it was her responsibility to maintain her weapon of choice and she took it rather seriously, ever stoic as she was.

All around them were beautiful large trees, the smells of nature, and the sounds of small animals, which registered in their ears and calmed them down.

Sol sighed in contentment at this.

He may not have obtained the super-exciting adventure he had been dreaming of, but the current situation was not bad at all. He could say that it was even better than the stressful and rigorous scenarios that he had been imagining in his mind.

This was a rare moment of absolute peace for him. No hurry because of the danger of death incoming, no having to plot to face the rebellion in his kingdom or fight against a world-ending threat, and even less running against the clock to save someone dear to him.

As for the war against Wratharis, the only thing Sol cared about was how to diminish the human losses that they would sustain.

While nothing was impossible in this world, the chances of Lustburg losing were so low that if they did lose Sol would have nothing to say about it. As he was a Duke-rank and ‘only the Crown Prince,’ he had absolutely no restrictions when it came to participating on the battlefield.

He doubted anyone but a King could defeat Lilin and Milia, and while Isis couldn’t use her powers as a necromancer, she was still a Duke-ranked phoenix in her own right.

To this, he could add Sheherazade and even Nefertiti into the mix, two people who could affect the entire battlefield with their broken abilities.

Finally, while Setsuna was not a Duke yet, she was stronger than many Dukes and could hold her own without losing to the rest, so there was nothing wrong with their side.

And what if Wratharis upped their hands and brought the King-ranked instead?

Well— technically speaking, Lilith was also still a King-rank being, so they could just unleash her onto the battlefield and let her slaughter everyone in her path with her sword. That would make everything much easier for them.

I hope I didn’t trigger a flag here.

Sol laughed quietly at himself. Even if he did trigger a flag, even if something big happened, they still had Ambrosia at their backs. The flags could go fuck themselves for all he cared.

Slowly, Sol's breathing became even and he drifted off to sleep. It was something that would be hard to do normally after his training in Tartarus where he had to be constantly on the lookout for any and all sorts of danger.

But right now, right here, he was just surrounded by his loved ones. People he knew he could trust with his life. And that was enough for him to let himself drift off to the peaceful realm of sleep.
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When Sol’s breathing completely settled down, Medea waved her hand and covered him with a temporal shield to block off all sounds that could disturb him from his nap. Persephone then filled the zone with the power of life to help him have a good sleep that would fully energize his tired mind.

Milia smiled quietly as she passed her hand through Sol’s hair. She had seen the young man on her lap slowly grow and become a reliable and strong pillar for his kingdom. But in moments like this, as he simply fell asleep, she could once again see the shadow of the boy she once pampered and raised with her own hands.

The four women were silent, each of them focused on their thoughts. Without Sol working as a lubricant, it was quite hard for them to have any meaningful discussion of their own.

Persephone and Medea represented one side, while Setsuna and Milia represented two other sides. It was quite awkward, to say the least, and the first one to speak about this was Milia. the assassin herself.

“So, my dear friends. I believe we should use this occasion to become closer to each other. What do you think?”

It was one thing to remember but, just because they all loved Sol did not mean they liked each other. In fact, during their whole time traveling until now, they had barely spoken to each other except when needed.

Even so, they were willing to make the effort necessary to keep the peace and harmony in the harem. Thankfully, while they did not like each other very much, they did not hate each other either. So it was easy to keep things cordial between the girls.

“Do you want to propose another one of your contracts?”

Milia gave a calm smile at Medea’s words. “In the past, I trusted none of you. After all, I am quite weak when it comes down to it. I had to take measures to make sure to protect myself and avoid unnecessary bloodshed in the future.”

Before Sol went to the astral realm, they had all signed what amounted to a non-aggression pact between them. In Milia’s opinion, there was nothing wrong with what she did and she did not regret her actions a single bit.

“But now, I believe some amount of trust has formed between us.”

Persephone smiled quietly. It was oh so interesting to her. How the one with the lowest origin and influence was the one giving the orders. But even then, Persephone listened to them. Her relationship with Sol was extremely ambiguous, to say the least. But this didn’t mean that she wanted out of it. She was fond of the boy in her own way.

In the few months she had known Sol, he had provided more excitement in her life than anyone before. All the stories she witnessed with him as a protagonist were colorful and epic, like no other. “So, what do you propose?”

“Simple. Let’s be friends, everyone. I believe this would be a good first step for our future together.”

She spoke candidly. Milia understood that a relationship based on a contract was too frail. What she needed were solid bonds. A more friendly relationship, one based on love and trust.

“Soon, we will have our first night in the woods. I believe all of you know His Highness’ strong libido, right?”

Setsuna looked up quietly when she felt Milia’s gaze on her. “Why don’t we do it like this? Let’s leave the first night to both the oldest and the youngest.” She said so as she looked alternatively between Setsuna and Persephone.

Milia’s relationship with Camelia became slightly closer after the experience they shared with Sol. Few things could help create bonds faster than barring your body and soul while making love to the man to whom you gave your everything. Setsuna blushed and Persephone laughed out loud.

“You… I already like you very much.”

Persephone’s laughter soon stopped as she felt the ring that was attached to a necklace around her neck.

This was the accessory created by Sol. The one that would allow her to have a close relationship without actually worrying about sucking her partner dry.

It seemed like it was time to give it a try.

“I…” Setsuna, however, became a little fidgety with that remark. After all, she could not have full intercourse with Sol yet.

She wanted to speak, but Milia gave her a meaningful glance. “I know about the preparations you made after what happened when you visited the Milaris house with Sol.”

Setsuna groaned and covered her face in shame and humiliation…“I will kill those maids with my own hands.”

“Hahaha. Don’t blame them. Anyway, it’s time to see if the preparations were good, right?”

Setsuna wished she could simply hide in a crack beneath the earth. But at the same time… She could only nod helplessly.

After all — She was indeed interested.
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While Medea and the others were having an interesting discussion among themselves, Sol was having an even more interesting dream on his own.

He was standing in a void, with a clear blue sky above him and the infinite white below, giving the impression that he was falling without any end in sight.

His senses were disoriented, and picture after picture flashed in front of him, one after another, with no signs of stopping.

When Sol finally came to his senses, the world surrounding him had completely changed. The white void and the blue sky were replaced by the infinite dark of space, with innumerable stars visible in the distance.

All around ‘him’ were the debris of what must have been an entire planet scattered into millions and billions of pieces. That place was now reduced to nothing but rubble.

‘He’ walked, or it would be more apt to say, ‘he’ floated in space and observed the end of a planet. One where billions of lives had once lived.

“Did the planet finally die?”

‘He’ stayed silent and ignored the voice of the woman who had appeared next to him.

“I noticed that you are getting increasingly melancholic.”

“The world is dying.”

‘He’ finally spoke. ‘His’ voice was young yet old. Delicate, yet rough. It was as if thousands were speaking at the same time or was it only one? Nobody could tell; nobody had heard his true voice in eons. His everything was a mix of contradictions to which the woman beside him had long since been acclimated.

She shrugged in her mind, “This is normal. A planet can only live for as long as its sun is burning.”

She pointed at the dying sun. “Only six or eight billion years at most. This is the reality of those ephemeral lives. This is not the first time you witnessed the death of a star or a system. Why this sudden bout of melancholy? This is just the cycle of life, after all.”

Her voice was clear, as if the death and end of all those sentient beings were the most common and worthless things in existence to her. And knowing her, it was indeed the case.

In a way, she was not really wrong to feel as such. In the vast and infinite universe, the death of a single star, the destruction of a measly planet, and the birth of a new star and the surrounding planetary system were the most-common things to occur. Every second, it happened more than once, so it was not really a big thing in the grand scheme of things.

She had already become bored of such a sight after the tenth time. Now, after innumerable more times, it was just a passing event to her. Something akin to how mortals viewed the cycle of the sun.

‘He’ looked at her with pity in his eyes, “Indeed… It’s just the cycle.”

Life and Death. Creation and Destruction.

Everything in existence had a counterpart, something they could not exist without. Time and Space, Sin and Virtue, Good and Evil.

So many concepts, so many realities. So many laws that defined the universe they lived in. This was why he was utterly melancholic.

“Eve…”

“Yes?”

‘He’ looked at her, quietly, lovingly. But in the end ‘he’ did not speak further. This was ‘his’ burden and no one else’s. The reality only ‘he’ was privy to and seemed to understand among all of them.

“Nothing. Let’s go home.”

“Very well. I believe Dawn is complaining about the amount of work her siblings are leaving to her.”

‘He’ gave a forlorn smile at that remark, wondering how long this happiness would last.

They seemed not to realize it yet.

In this universe… nothing was eternal. Nothing was infinite. For eternity did not exist at all. A concept that was never wielded, nor could it ever be wielded.

The greatest and most immutable law of this world was clear.

—For Every Beginning… There must be a…

———

Gasp~

Sol's eyes snapped open as his heart pounded against his chest. His vision was blurry, as he tried to forcibly remember the dream he had just envisioned in his sleep. But only small snippets remained, and even they eventually faded before long.

“Your Highness?”

‘He’... No. He looked at Milia. The worried expression was clear on her face and the same went for all the others present in the now-still carriage.

The seemingly infinite void became distant as he was grounded in reality again. Patting Milia's lap, he stood up and jumped out of the chariot before landing heavily on the ground.

His sense of reality became more evident as the last drags of that eerie dream vanished from his mind. “Sol, are you alright!?”

Medea appeared next to him and looked at him worriedly, to which he simply shook his head. “I am… I think, yeah, I am alright. I just had a bad dream. A very bad one.”

He pinched Medea's cheeks and sighed out loud. “The sun is going down, let’s take a rest.”

For them, the presence or absence of sunlight made absolutely no difference. Even so, he wanted to take a small break. After all, if they really wanted to catch up to Lilith quickly, he could have simply flown at full speed to reach the place she pointed toward. However, he didn’t want to waste his chance at witnessing the world like that.

Persephone and Setsuna shared a look, with Setsuna looking aside, blushing and Persephone smirking visibly.

Sol, meanwhile, was preoccupied with the dream. At his level, his memory was nearly perfect, and his control over his thoughts was as well. Having a nightmare wasn’t impossible. But for the memory of said nightmare to vanish so fast from his mind was nothing but abnormal. Just what the hell was that?

He forced himself to hide a scowl that was threatening to form on his face. This was definitely something that was going to come biting him in the ass later on. He could already smell the incoming bullshit like it was breathing down his neck.

I guess I can only wait this time.

He forced himself to calm down. He knew that this hadn’t just been a dream. As such, the best he could do was to prepare himself as much as possible.

The King-rank or at least, obtaining a name, should be enough.

Obtaining a name was the first step toward evolution as a King. For now, he only had been a Duke for two or so months. Logically speaking, obtaining a name before at least a year or far more would be impossible.

But… Since when had he moved based on logic? Doing what others deemed to be impossible and breaking all records were one of the few pleasures in life that he enjoyed wholeheartedly.

Of course, a few moments later, night fell and Sol looked up as Persephone and Setsuna entered his tent, while wearing green and blue negligees respectively. He gulped as he realized that there was another one of the few pleasures in his life that he would be able to satisfy tonight.

The night promised to be interesting.


Chapter 34


Sweet night



As the night deepened, Sol looked with anticipation at the two partners. His relationship with both of them was actually in a strange situation right now.

On one side there was Setsuna. She was his knight, and the one who had waited to sign a contract with him for much of her life.

Setsuna had been with him for nearly as long as he could remember. She was one of his childhood friends and the one with whom he shared many moments. Sadly, because of the events that followed not long ago, he had been forced to leave the mortal realm for some time.

The adventures he’d lived through, the people he’d met, and those he had fought… All those encounters and hardships he had lived through made it so that he was now very different from who he once was.

Now, it was time for him to rekindle his relationship with the wolf girl.

Persephone, on the other hand, was different in another sense. Out of all his lovers, she was the most distant. In the first place, were they even lovers? It was hard to say for sure.

Persephone was extremely independent ,and she had made clear that she didn’t particularly want to settle with him. She was like a cloud, drifting and observing the world below in silence and nonchalance.

Unlike many of his lovers, Persephone was not particularly broken, or rather she had already overcome any trauma she might have had in the past. This made it so that she was far less dependent on him than the others.

“So, what should we do?”

Persephone stood up in response and replied to him with a smile, “I took some clothes from my collection. What do you think?”

Her smile was quiet and intriguing. Her green negligee was completely see-through, showing her mature body. She was wearing only a pair of green panties, and the outline of her proud breasts could be seen through the thin material.

Sol was transfixed at the beautiful sight of her. No matter how many gorgeous women he had seen in his life, he would never get used to it and in fact, did not wish to ever become used to it.

Seeing his reaction, Persephone nodded and brought Setsuna next to her, “Dear Knight, you should be a little bolder.”

Setsuna looked aside as she fidgeted, making her far cuter than the shy knight could ever hope to portray herself as. Like Persephone, her attire was completely see-through but she did not hold the same confidence as the Witch of Life. Her wolf ears dropped a little and the tail behind her was also hanging somewhat low.

As always she was suffering from a small sense of defeatism. Setsuna was a beautiful woman, but not the most beautiful out of Sol’s harem. She was neither the smallest nor the biggest either. She felt like whatever she did, she always ended up placing herself in situations where she would be compared to the others and she would ultimately lose.

“Setsuna?”

She shook her head and raised herself up before jumping into his arms.

“Whooah!” Sol caught her hurriedly as the two of them fell on the makeshift bed. Her eyes had started to shine with a lust-filled light and a desire to fight for his affection.

“I won’t let you sleep today.”

“Oh?”

His eyebrows rose into prominent arcs at the sudden challenge. Behind them, Persephone smiled as she put the ring on her finger.

“Fufufu~ I always had to hold myself back in the past. So I guess I won’t let you sleep either.”

Though Sol only lost a small fraction of his life in the past, there was no way Persephone and Medea could completely enjoy and let go of all worries as they made love to him while knowing that they were stealing his life force.

But now… Now she would show Sol just what it meant to be the witch of life. It was time for a world-shaking battle.

Persephpne’s eyes shone with a beautiful green light and after she proceeded to disrobe Sol completely in a flash she couldn’t help but chuckle as she looked at his member standing straight like a pillar.

“It seems like the little guy down here is happy to see us.”

She leaned forward and rubbed her cheek against his chest as if to rub off his sweat, and licked at his skin.

This was her first time with Sol since he came back from the astral realm and she wished to savor every moment.

She gently ran her tongue tip along his chest, then she sucked with her lips and held his nipple gently between her teeth. When she squeezed a bit, the pressure on his nipple grew and she left teeth marks on him.

“Fufufu~! I love how considerate you are. Even making sure to relax your body as much as possible.”

Despite looking human, Sol’s body was anything but. Biting him would have more than likely resulted in her teeth breaking normally.

Setsuna, kneeling on the side, observed the way Persephone moved and acted. The way she teased him and made sure to bring him pleasure. It was like a gate to a new world was opening wide in front of her, and giving her knowledge the likes of which she could have never imagined.

After she ended with his chest, Persephone sat on Sol. She lifted the miniskirt of her negligee and pressed her exposed white thighs against him while pressing her crotch against his penis. The only thing separating the two sexual organs was the very thin panties she was wearing.

The erection that proved his arousal was squashed against his stomach and a stain formed in her underwear as she rubbed it slowly.

“You look so cute right now. It’s hard to believe how much of a beast you can become.”

She sounded half-impressed and half-exasperated ,and she narrowed her eyes while changing the angle of her hips to crush his erection even more forcefully against her. This caused the head of his penis to rub against her small jewel, making her pant in pleasure.

Hot breaths leaked out of her mouth, and she wished for nothing more than to simply push her panties aside and impale herself on him, but now wasn’t the time.

Her gaze landed on the third person in this room, who seemed more lost than anything.

“Dear. You seem completely lost about what to do.”

Setsuna snapped out of her trance when Persephone suddenly spoke to her.

“Well…”

“Nah. This won’t do. We are supposed to make this a night to remember, right?”

She stopped teasing Sol and stood up in deep thought. If she was alone she wouldn’t have minded and gone with the flow but since she was not, she wanted everything to be as fun as possible.

“I know. Shall we start with some new costumes?”

Her eyes shone with anticipation, “Kali gave me many interesting ideas in the past and this one is one of the best.”

She snapped her finger and light covered both her and Setsuna.

When the light finally vanished, Sol took a deep breath when he saw both Persephone and Setsuna clad in one-piece swimsuits.

If it was just this, it would have been alright. But Persephone was not the kind of woman to do things half-heartedly. The swimsuits they were wearing were not only too small, but they also had cutouts around their breasts and at their crotch, giving a direct view of their hairless and dripping vaginas.

Sol had the impression that he was about to have a heart attack. He had seen many women naked, and quite a few in swimsuits. But this new combo was simply too powerful.

“Ah…” Setsuna felt like steam was about to come out as she had never imagined she would wear such a shameless costume. Compared to this, even the earlier negligee was more prudish.

“Hehe. I know you would love this.”

Setsuna’s cheeks grew deep red at Sol’s gaze and Persephone’s laughter. She buried her ashamed face in her hands, but the red-flushed white skin of her lower body was still exposed and dripping, a clear proof of her arousal and desire to mate with Sol.

“Well. I believe our dear is more than ready enough. But we sadly cannot use that entrance, right?”

Setsuna nodded; she couldn’t let her great contract fail because of momentary pleasure. This was why she had prepared herself to use a different place. She may have failed once but she was sure this time.

Setsuna was feeling her mind flutter. She sucked at Sol's earlobe and bit it before audibly kissing his neck, sending a tremor through it. Then she slid her lips up, licked up along his Adam’s apple, moved past his chin, and finally gently but passionately kissed his lips.

While she was doing so, Persephone was working on Sol's lower part. She pressed her lips against it, opened them, let them crawl along the head, and swallowed the penis. Her luscious lips were sucking at his member, causing him to groan a little as both his upper and lower body were attacked at the same time.

“Hehe. Before you focus on Setsuna, I will take my fun first.”

Setsuna whined a little, but she did not fight back.

Once Setsuna moved away and stopped blocking Sol’s line of sight, Persephone leaned back on her butt, raised her knees, and spread her legs.

Even that small movement caused a lot of jiggling from the braless breasts tightly contained in the swimsuit. Her revealed crotch was openly drooling, leaving a trail of love juice, and a tantalizing scent was filling the small room.

It was lewd. There were no better words to explain the sight: a sexy adult woman with a curvy body was wearing a swimsuit that exposed her breasts and vagina while spreading her legs wide like a bitch in heat.

“I want you to mess me up completely.”

The relationship between her and Sol had always been clear. It was one where they sought pleasure from each other in the most depraved ways possible.

But even so, this was very unlike her. Persephone had never demeaned herself like so in any of their previous moments of pleasure.

“Well. Asked like this, I cannot refuse to comply.” Sol grinned, as he approached her while she reached out with her arms and the two hugged like two lovers who had not seen each other in years.

Sol grabbed her soft body, kissed her, and fondled her breasts.

As soon as he kissed her, she parted her lips and stuck out her tongue. It forced open his lips and entered his mouth where it licked all around, sucked at his tongue, and actively exchanged saliva with him.

While the ticklish pleasure spread from his chest to the rest of his body, she wrapped her spread legs around his hips and rubbed the open crotch of her swimsuit against his raging hard-on; almost felt like licking at it.

His penis nearly penetrated her but Sol obviously had other plans.

When he quickly pulled back his jerking hips, she released him from her arms and legs. Once he had moved back, she lay on the soft mat, opened her plump thighs wide, spread her pussy lips within the lingerie’s hole, and exposed the red sexual flesh within to his eyes.

It was soaked with the sticky fluid he could see flowing out and the red flesh was shaking wetly. A portion of that flesh was moving like it was breathing.

If he ever wondered if Persephone could be any more lewd a few moments ago, he now had his answer.

“Seems like I am not the only one feeling excited.”

“I have been waiting for this moment for a long time, you know.”

With that, she somewhat lifted her crotch toward him and a lewd smell wafted up at him. But this was not an unpleasant thing. These were powerful pheromones that turned him on and made him want to fuck her all the more.

Persephone may not be a succubus, but with her power of life, she could bring effects that were extremely similar to them, or even superior in a way.

After all, sex was one of the greatest things that could bring life.

Sol went down on her.

He shoved his face in like he was trying to stick his lips into her slit, gathered the dripping love juices on his tongue, and produced an obscenely wet sound.

“Ah~! You…”

Persephone let out a delighted sound when she felt his tongue lick her secret place. She raised her voice and spoke sweetly while pushing her hips out to get him to lick her some more. His nose rubbed against her sensitive flesh and his heavy breathing blew on it while he shoved his tongue into the lewd hole, stirred it up like his tongue was a spoon, and sucked up the thick female juices.

Thanks to his rather large experience when it came to this, it didn’t take long for Sol to already bring her close to climaxing.

She trapped his head between her thighs and held the back of his head with her hands. A normal man would have trouble breathing in such a situation, but Sol had no such problems and he started focusing on the pink jewel hidden behind its hood.

The more he licked, the more juice came out, as if Persephone was a fountain forever gushing water. Her words became a mess as the pleasure was overwhelming her. She spoke gibberish with no meaning, as she sobbed and begged him for more.

His penis was already painfully erect from her flavor and scent, but her words caused it to throb even harder. The only thing on his mind was the desire to have sex with this seductive woman. He wanted to release his pent-up libido and fill that attractive hole with his seed.

For a moment, the desire to undo the protection spell to avoid pregnancy flashed but he fought against it. Now wasn’t the time. He shouldn’t have considered this possibility before at least making sure he could control the entirety of the Mortal realm.

“I am ready now.”

Persephone had to summon all her mental strength to utter those words. She wished to finally have his length in her and feel full again.

She was close to orgasming even now but doing so with his tongue would not satisfy her at all.

“Please come in me.”

She placed her hands at the center of her spread legs. Those fingers could bring death and destruction to an entire army, but right now they lewdly spread her pussy so Sol could penetrate her.

“I am completely dripping now.”

The understatement of the century. One could say that she was about to start a flood.

Her words were covered in honey and it was an invitation that couldn’t be any clearer and more attractive.

He gulped, feeling like he was back to his first night with Milia, and immediately leaped into her chest.

Those soft flesh cushions held his face on either side and seemed to massage him.

That sensation, the scent of nature she emanated numbed his mind, while the sweet scent coming from between her breasts intensely stimulated his crotch.

His penis throbbed while spewing precum. The rock-hard dick slapped against her stomach and rubbed against her thighs before perfectly aligning with her entrance.

Sol moved his hips forward, penetrating the flesh there, and entered the witch’s sexual hole, full of nectar and ready to welcome him.

“I can feel you all the way up.” Persephone groaned as she felt herself being stuffed. She whispered sexily in his ear and kissed his earlobe.

No, she did more than kiss it. Her hot lips softly bit his ear and her tongue moved like it had a mind of its own to lick at it.

Sol felt like he was once again in heaven. All Persephone did was tighten a little and he felt like his cock was sucked from all directions, swallowing him even deeper inside. It repeatedly filled him with sharp pleasure in order to draw out his semen.

He did not even have to move for it to suck at his penis, so his hips were naturally pulled in and the thick cum boiling within quickly moved up his urethra.

Out of all his lovers, only Persephone, along with Nefertiti and Milia, could make him feel like he should simply let himself be pampered while receiving pleasure. They had a way of bringing him pleasure that made him realize that he didn’t need to work hard and should let them do as they wished.

“I want more of you.”

Using her long legs to push him forward, his dick was fully swallowed by Persephone’s vagina.

At the same time, his penis grew even larger and filled with pleasure, so he lost the ability to resist and succumbed to the woman before him while enveloped by overwhelming and mind-numbing pleasure.

Why fight back when you could simply enjoy it?

His cock grew larger inside of her before spewing all its white liquid again and again.

Persephone trembled, and her toes curled as she received the powerful heat of his cum inside her while the incredible life energy of Sol spread through all her body as if to overwhelm her.

She was lost for words, unable to formulate any thoughts nor keep her composure as she was being creampied.

Soon though, she felt like the life energy vanished from within her as if it was being sucked back to Sol.

This…

She gasped, her heart beating powerfully in her chest. She knew Sol had found a solution. Intellectually, she understood what he had done and how he had done it.

But it was only now, after experiencing this for herself, that she realized just how powerful it was.

*Drip*

A smile formed on her face while tears dripped from her eyes.

“Are you alright?”

“Do not worry. I am just overwhelmed by joy.” She could not explain her feelings and perhaps only other witches could truly understand her.

“Thank you.”

As the witch of life, one could say that she had been at the forefront of finding a way to counter the curse.

For more than a thousand years she had been constantly researching and hoping to find a way, only to helplessly give up in the end. Every time she saw the disappointed expressions of her sisters and fellow witches, she would feel like she had failed them and that she had failed in her duty.

But now…

“Thank you for everything.”

She swore inwardly that from this day on she would follow him to the ends of the earth, and her loyalty for him would never cease.

Though no words were spoken, the firm will in her eyes was enough for Sol. The two exchanged a long kiss. One that was not just filled with lust, as it was always the case between them, but with something more.

Something that was not quite love, but was nearly as deep.

She pushed his head into her voluptuous chest. The smell of her sweat and nectar quickly grabbed ahold of his heart and mind once again.

“Leave everything to me.”

When he managed to lift his head while her arms held it down, she rained soft kisses down on his eyelids, nose, and cheeks.

Then she grabbed his hips and butt between her legs to hold him in place and prevent his cock from escaping her.

She moved her hips back and forth a little and moved her muscles to wriggle her internal flesh in just the right way to stimulate his penis. He was drawn further in, countless bumps rubbed and stroked at him from the base to the tip, his mind went blank, and his hips trembled.

Sol had completely surrendered control as he bathed in this intimate heat.

She pushed his butt in with her legs, her sexual flesh wrapped around his dick, and her hands lifted his face so she could steal his lips.

She audibly moved her tongue around to coat his lips with sweet saliva and pour it into his mouth and then she shoved her tongue inside his mouth.

She sucked at his tongue, squeezed it between her warm lips, and wetly stroked it. She let go of his face, but he still could not move or rather did not want to move.

As her upper and lower lips alternately stroked his tongue and penis, he slammed his hips into her pelvis.

Each time the penis head kissed the deepest part of her nectar-filled fleshpot, her internal flesh would tighten, unbelievable pleasure would fill him, and sparks would flash in his mind.

Persephone was seeking pleasure no more. Though she felt more than enough, she now wanted to please him and make him reach nirvana. She wished for him to forget all his worries and simply rest and let her do the work.

Their movements were like a synchronized dance as she continued to pamper him in the most intimate way by using all her body to pander to him.

Even though he had already cummed once not long ago, his instincts were screaming at him to go again.

It wouldn’t be hard for him to actually control his ejaculation. But he felt like it was something unnecessary in the current situation.

He could only wildly move his hips like an animal and he could not even moan properly. As she lovingly kissed him, ruling his lips with hers, and making him hers in body and soul, he thrust his hips in search of no more than pleasure.

Her soothing, adoring, and gentle words filled his mind. He responded to her words by holding her in his arms, rubbing and stroking her soft body, and enjoying every part of her female body.

He licked at her sweaty skin to taste the salty flavor while sniffing at the strong feminine scent of her body. The combination was enough to fill his brain with pleasure.

She used small movements of her hips to focus the vaginal stimulation on his penis head while still licking along the shaft.

This was not as intense as the handjob or titjob. In fact, the stimulation to the shaft was quite gentle, but this was a gentleness that made him feel like he was on cloud nine.

And on top of it all, the soft and melted skin of the older woman holding him brought an indescribable sense of peace. The stimulation sent a tremor along his spine.

“You are about to cum, right? Don’t hold back. Let it all go.”

She abruptly tightened around him and this was all Sol needed to reach another peak.

Rope of cums filled her while her hole continued to massage his penis. It felt more like the semen was being milked out of him.

Yet this was not a forceful thing. It was a sweet and gentle thing that melted his mind and body in the same way. He felt the pleasure of ejaculating because he wanted to offer his all to her and share pleasure together.

For the first time in a long while, Sol felt tired. A feeling of relaxation like never before washed over him.

"This isn't the end, you know…"

The whisper of Persephone in his ear sounded like those of a devil promising endless pleasure.

It seemed like he would truly be wrung dry tonight.
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As Sol released his seed inside Persephone, Setsuna watched, entranced by this scene of pure lust and delight.

Unconsciously, her finger trailed down her slit and stirred up her honey juice.

She felt obscene and perverted. This was definitely not something a proud knight like herself should be doing.

But… she could not stop herself from doing so.

The sight before her was simply too erotic. Her instincts were flaring up, pushing her to seek pleasure as well and mate with a strong male.

When Sol finally ended his ejaculation, she heard clearly how the night had yet to end, and she felt her desire explode.

Soon, it would be her turn.
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“Oh my. You filled me to the brim.”

Caressing Sol’s head gently, Persephonechuckled as she felt his seed slowly dripping out of her even though they were still connected.

Truly, she had been filled with so much cum. She felt like she would have definitely gotten pregnant if she was a normal woman and if Sol didn’t use magic as contraception.

She released a sigh when Sol pulled himself out and the obscene love juice and sperm flew out from her hole. A thick odor of sex filled the tent, intoxicating her further, and her legs trembled a little as she forced herself to stand.

Her face flushed, and she sent a look to Setsuna. The poor girl was completely inexperienced and while Persephone had wished to help her at the start, she had been so focused on Sol a few moments ago that nothing else could enter her mind.

“Dear,it seems like we have some work to do.”

She didn’t care how obscene she must be looking now, with a swimsuit that had holes around her breasts and vagina, while semen continued to slowly drip from her and trail on her thighs.

She was sure that even a prostitute would not look like this.

But in the intimacy of the tent, the only ones who could gaze at her shameful appearance were a wolf in an equally-shameful appearance and Sol, her lover and the savior of her race.

Approaching Sol, she kneeled between his legs and took hold of his shaft before slowly swallowing it.

“Wait…It’s quite dirty.”

She heeded none of his words and started to move her head up and down while swirling her tongue and cleaning all his cum.

When she finally stopped, his cock was thoroughly clean but also completely erect and ready for another round.

“Hehe. How magnificent.” She admired the powerful tool that had made her reach climax many times and decided that it was time to work.

“Why don’t you come closer?”

Setsuna, entranced and eager for sex immediately followed the order. Kneeling alongside Persephone, she gazed at his cock, his scent filling her nose and making her feel dizzy.

Sol nearly laughed at seeing her act so clumsily, but he knew it would wound her pride.

Taking her by the hand, he brought her up and while he stayed lying down, he made sure that she was straddling his chest.

“Sol?”

“Come a little closer.”

“This…” By the time Setsuna realized what was happening, she was straddling Sol’s head, and his mouth and nose were directly below her vagina.

His simple breath was enough to send a tingle down her spine and her desire continued to climb.

“How could I…”

She was a knight. It was her duty to serve Sol. In what world did the one who served end up being served himself?

She felt like she was putting Sol beneath her and this blasphemous thought brought her a certain sense of excitement.

“Just enjoy,” Sol muttered as he observed her hole from very up close. After all, thanks to the hole, he had a direct view of her most precious garden.

She was hairless, and her slit was tightly shut while glistening with her nectar.

“Open it for me.”

Setsuna nearly cried in shame. But, remembering what Persephone did, she moved her left hand to her lower stomach and placed the index and middle fingers against her labia before spreading it as ordered.

The pink flesh spread open and a translucent liquid flowed out. The nectar fell onto his face in sticky strings, but he kept his eyes open to view the inside of her labia.

When she spread her knees and lowered her hips, he excitedly stuck out his tongue. Her taste was definitely different from that of Persephone, but it excited him in the same way. Even more so since Persephone was silently sucking at his dick as she cared for nothing else.

Setsuna was wet like never before. It helped his tongue move more smoothly as well, so he stirred up her vulva and did not stop devouring her flesh even as her body began to tremble.

At first, she had been hesitant because of the position, but soon, she massaged her own breasts while enjoying it. She moved her hips back and forth to help rub her clit and labia against his nose, lips, and protruding tongue.

The more he stirred up her sexual flesh, the more the beautiful knight’s body trembled, the more she moaned, and the more love juices poured from her.

He was so happy that the cool young woman was moaning so sweetly he began to lick at her vaginal entrance, poke at her urethra, and suck at her clitoris.

Her large clit made for an easy target, so he both flicked it with his tongue and poked at it with his nose.

When he stuck his tongue in her vagina and rapidly rotated it while rubbing her clit with his nose, Setsuna moaned extra loud while massaging her own breasts. Love juices erupted from her, and her body trembled so much she lost her balance and fell forward.

He pushed her a little to move her away, while Persephone stopped licking him. Sol observed his handcraft with pleasure. The very action of making a woman lose her mind because of pleasure had always been exciting for him.

As for Persephone, looking at the kneeling Setsuna, she gave a wicked smile as she snapped her fingers.

The bottom part of the wolf girl’s swimsuit was torn apart before being replaced by a new pair of panties.

If it was all, this would have simply been a slightly erotic sight, but those panties were special. They had one hole. This hole did not align with Setsuna’s vagina, however, but rather her most shameful entrance.

“What do you think? I made these panties especially for her, to avoid any possible incidents.” She chuckled when she saw how hungry Sol’s eyes seemed.

Here was Setsuna, kneeling with her ass high in the air, her tail moving and an opening leading directly to her twitching asshole.

“Did you know, to prepare for this night little Setsuna here tried many things.”

“Hey…” Setsuna blushed heavily when Persephone started to talk. But a small slap on her ass made her whimper.

“Since she cannot give you yet her virginity, she decided to try something different. You two had failed the first time you did anal, right? So she decided to train herself so that she could accept you.”

Not only did she use a few toys and lotions to stretch her hole, but Persephone had helped a little with spells to make sure her hole was completely clean.

“I wonder. How do you plan to answer the devotion of this girl?”

Sol grinned wordlessly at the erotic display of his loyal knight.

He pressed his finger against the twitching indentation within that valley. Setsuna’s flesh quickly gave way and seemed to swallow up his finger.

“How does it feel?”

“It’s just a finger…in my ass. But it feels so weird…like I can’t breathe.” She was being truthful and she knew that the only reason this could even happen was because of her prior preparation.

Truly, she had been preparing herself for this moment and her hole was ready to welcome him. To use this hole to please him showed just how much Setsuna loved him and wished to please him with her body, even at the cost of her shame.

The proof was how his finger could slowly penetrate this place without any problem, even though he used no lubricant.

He pushed his finger further inside. He felt her squeezing so tight he thought she would crush his finger. This force was trying to expel his finger, so it was very unlike the squeezing of a vagina.

But he fought back, moving his finger around inside her.

He loosened up her asshole in a second preparation, as he did not wish to hurt her just to enjoy sex.

Finally, after stirring her inside, he pulled his finger out. The hole opened and closed a few times like it was breathing. At the very least, he was sure now that she was ready.

He grabbed her hips and lifted them. That put her in a provocative pose, with just her hips sticking up from the floor. With her anus opening and closing in that pose, Setsuna had never been more erotic.

Sol slowly spread her two cheeks while bringing his raging hard-on close to her entrance.

“Are you ready?”

Setsuna whimpered a little and nodded, “Come please.”

This would be her first time having sex in the truest sense of the world, and her heart was filled with anticipation.

As soon as Setsuna gave her words, he pushed the head against the anus with a small amount of force, ready to stop at any moment. But Setsuna’s hole opened wide and took in his penis. Her insides were surprisingly wet. So wet, in fact, that he slid right on inside while it tightened around him, and the multiple sections seemed to devour the rod as it was sucked further and further inside.

This felt entirely different from a vagina. The pressure felt like it was going to crush his dick, but not in an unpleasant way. It provided a different sort of pleasure from being inside a vagina.

“Oh…” Both of them groaned as they sealed their union in the most uncommon way.

Setsuna found it ridiculous how she just lost her anal virginity before her vaginal one, but she could not give much thought to this, as her mind was occupied with the feeling of fullness she had never felt before.

The stimulation made Sol thrust up his hips, digging his penis deeper into Setsunaa’s hole. The head spread wide to scrape at the inner flesh and fill the depths of her body.

As for Setsuna, she was sticking her butt out behind her and twisting her hips so his rod would reach even deeper inside her.

It felt weird, having something going on in this place. His cock applied much more pressure to her stomach than the small toys she had used.

The thick meat stick filled up her ass and pushed deep inside, reshaping her insides to match its form.

The tip also pushed at the inner wall to stimulate her vagina on the other side. Her own flesh pushed on her g-spot, hitting her with a form of pleasure she had never felt before.

“Okay, I’m going to move now.”

“Wai—” Setsuna tried to stop him. She could feel that she was about to go crazy. But Sol did not listen to her.

He continued thrusting in and out so her anus would get to know what a penis felt like.

The pressure gradually lessened, making it easier to move, but enough pressure remained to be pleasant. At the same time, he gradually increased the speed of his thrusting. Before long, his hips were slapping against her beautifully shaped ass, making it jiggle.

Slowly, the weirdness gave place to pleasure as she was loving more and more what was happening. She screamed in pleasure after an especially powerful thrust.

When his hips slapped against her ass, her lower body shook, and that shaking sent a throbbing through her clit. She was being attacked on the inside and outside.

There were many words Sol wished to say, and would have if it was Camelia, as he knew she loved this. But as it was Setsuna's first foray into the world of anal sex, he decided to be kind to her.

“It seems like you are really liking it.”

Setsuna gave a low cry, unable to refute the truth, as shameful as it was. She would have never thought that she would find pleasure while using such a dirty hole.

Now that he had pointed it out, she could tell her anus was squeezing in response to the stimulation. Her insides seemed to squeeze at his penis and take its shape.

“Don’t fight it. Just leave everything to me.”

Setsuna felt the tension leaving her body. Only then did she realize how tense she had been since the start. Why stress when she could leave everything to him?

All she had to do was follow and listen.

After taking out his penis fully, he chuckled when Setsuna gave a disappointed cry before slamming his whole length back in one stroke.

Setsuna cried out, her voice melting. She could feel his penis reach even further inside of her. At the same time, she could feel him bring his hand forward and start teasing her vagina through the special panties Persephone had given her.

The thick shaft spread the skin around the entrance. The head rubbed all over the inner walls. The tip thrust deep, deep inside her.

Every time it went inside and outside of her body, she felt like her entire body was being turned inside out from that point. Pleasure filled Setsuna's mind as she approached her orgasm.

She stuck her butt up, shook her lower body, squirted from her crotch once more, and spread her legs wide while on her knees. The convulsing of her legs would not stop and her arms pulled on the sheets as they folded up below her from the sensation of climax.

Watching her experience this much pleasure made Sol ignore everything else and focus only on her.

His rod expanded, his lower stomach grew hot, and he reached out toward Setsuna’s butt as she writhed in orgasm.

As he madly thrust his hips, Sol could feel himself approaching his own orgasm, but he did nothing to stop it.

Finally, as nature imposed, the dam burst and his penis erupted, spewing everything. His penis throbbed like a pump and filled the depths of her ass with so much cum it was hard to believe this was his fourth time tonight.

Each time a rope of semen burst from the tip, her anal flesh tightened rhythmically to stroke his penis from the base and suck out every last drop.

With the hot liquid fully coating her hole, Setsuna clenched the sheets and let her body convulse as Sol's body pushed down on her.

Each time his rod throbbed, her butt pushed back up against him. That movement, and the movement of the inner flesh, squeezed out his semen while her back twisted and bent.

'Wow… She’s going to take it all…'

Sol groaned as he felt his mind go white for a moment with the power of his orgasm. He was leaning over her, pumping her full of his seed, but for some reason, he felt like she was devouring him.

Despite all this, the libido of a dragon was immense and his rod remained hard as her anal flesh stroked it. But while the body was willing, the mind was weak.

He may have cum only four times. But it was four intense times while doing so with two gorgeous women. Surely, he could rest a little now, right?

Sadly for him, this wasn’t the case.

"My…This was such a beautiful spectacle, but…"

His back rested on two soft breasts as Persephone hugged him from behind while biting his earlobe.

"...We still aren't finished, you know?"

Even beneath him, he could feel Setsuna tighten her asshole around his shaft as if signaling to him that she wanted more.

"Well…"

It truly seemed like he was about to reach Nirvana.


Chapter 35


Failed Enlightenment



While Sol was busy fighting for his life against one very thirsty woman and a second one who wanted to try new things with her partner, a meeting that had long been awaited was finally about to take place.

Lilin had been slowly losing herself in work for the last few weeks after leaving the Tower. She had not waited for the news about her mother to be confirmed. She knew very well that Sol would do everything in his power to keep her alive one way or another. She didn’t need to know how, though.

Her sword moved and blocked the incoming attacks of one of her knights with ease. “Too obvious.”

She moved her sword skillfully and disarmed him before kicking him in the stomach. Despite the armor the man was wearing, he keeled over and breathed harshly before standing up with difficulty and giving a salute to her.

“The next one will be the last for today!” All the knights flinched as they scrambled to be the next — sadly, only one could win. “Your Highness. I am called Edwin. It’s my pleasure to be your sparring partner.”

She nodded, “I know you. You were very helpful during the last attack. Good job.”

She lazily moved her sword and relaxed. She had no need to use her Iai stance in training sessions, at least not against this lot. Her basics were already more than enough to deal with them all.

“Prepare your sword.” Edwin’s eyes shone in excitement at the praise he had just received, and he took his stance with his two hands around the hilt of the sword. He knew that he would lose, but he wanted to make the best showing possible.

The other knights watched him with envy. But they could only blame their luck for being too slow.

This was a phenomenon that had slowly started since the start of the subjugation. At first, they were quite reluctant at the thought of being led by a young girl with no obvious experience. They had summarized that Lilin was simply using her position as a princess to get some achievements. This was a pretty common practice among high nobles. So there was nothing they could do about it. All hesitation or bad feelings vanished, however, when the knights realized that Lilin was a Duke-ranked being.

It was hard to decipher how excited they were then. All the Black Knights knew the history of the order. They knew that in the past, Lilith, who was also Duke-ranked then, marched onto the battlefield with very few companions, and those were the first few to become the Black Knights.

Fighting alongside her, the daughter of Queen Lilith, was like a reenactment of that very legend. The respect they had for her slowly started to grow even more as they admired her way of fighting. She had power beyond compare; skills they could not even hope to reach; a charm no one could resist; and an absolute position of power that they could never hope to overcome.

It didn’t take long for them to become completely mesmerized, and to a man they respected her from the bottom of their hearts. Her movements on the battlefield, as she slayed the bandits one after another, leaving a trail of blood, all made them feel a mixture of fear, respect, and adoration.

Slowly, talk between them was made as some even wished for the creation of a new knight order. Already, a few knights painted some of their armor in red. Since all of their armor would always become red because of the blood of their enemies.

Another thing that cemented her position was the fact that Lilin would help them correct their form as they swung their swords. This slowly continued until the current scene became something of a usual sight.

Edwin was a relatively skilled swordsman. Despite being the son of a hunter, he had managed to enter the Academy and graduated with a good rank before being scouted by the Black Knights.

But even then, he had no way to win against Lilin. Her movements were like flowing water— fluid, fast, and nearly perfect.

He was forced to stop when he felt the cold tip of the blade on his throat.

“Good. You are better than you were yesterday. But you focus too much on trying to overpower me. I may look like someone who never lifted anything heavier than a napkin, but I can break you in two if I wish to do so.”

Lilin gave a few more words of counsel as she pointed out his mistakes. “I am grateful for this honor, Your Highness.”

She nodded and gave a look all around, “Okay, men! We are slowly reaching the end of our mission. This is it for today's training. Everyone, prepare to rest.”

“Yes! Your Highness!”

The Knights all gave her a salute and began moving in perfect synchronization. Everyone had a task and they knew what they had to accomplish.

Looking at them like this, Lilin’s mouth arced into a small smile. The time she had spent with them was relatively short. But it felt nice being appreciated and respected.

She moved her sword lightly. Her mind focused, not on the play fight she had with them, but on the fight she had with her mother. As well as what happened when Sol fought against Lilith.

This was the only way for her to remind herself of one thing. One absolute reality.

She wasn’t strong. Being able to bring down the knights here or the bandits she slaughtered meant absolutely nothing in the long run. They were all simply too weak.

I need someone to fight.

She sighed and focused on swinging her sword. Only then would she feel better. It wasn’t as if she could somehow find someone at the Duke-level in such a place. It was better to focus on what she could.
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[Lustburg]

“Are you sure it’s here?”

“Argh! Stop asking already. I said I don’t know. I am just following the fucking map.”

In a forest that was a few hundred kilometers away from the capital, two people were observing their surroundings. The shorter of the two was holding a map in his hands.

He had two guns at his hips, placed inside their respective holsters, and a scowl was etched on his face as he gazed at the map with such intensity that it looked like he wished to tear literal holes through it.

“The treasure should be somewhere in our surroundings. Back then, the dwarves were fleeing from the control of the elves and used one of the places here as their stronghold. From the information that is contained in this map, it’s made clear that they left many of their treasures inside the stronghold. On the list of lost treasures, I found one that could slightly heal one’s soul. This might help us in solving the boss’s affliction”

Dwarves were great blacksmiths. Some even boasted of being blessed by the goddess of Creation herself, as they had such a great form of talent that they could even bring forth extraordinary results while dealing with the most ordinary materials.

He knew that the saying was utter bullshit. But this didn’t change the fact that their race had extraordinary talent. What they needed now was a soul-healing medicine for their leader. The shape of the medicine didn’t matter to them.

The treasure in question was a pill that had been stolen from the elf queen as her people fled from their grasp.

“The greed of dwarves is really legendary. Even when fleeing for their lives they still stole something from the enemies.”

“Heh. Greed is necessary for evolution and success.” He said as he looked at his companion. She was a blue-haired wolf woman with a sword hanging at her hip. She had accompanied him as a bodyguard, as he couldn’t really use his full power as he was now.

“I guess this is why you only revealed you had this map after you were sure we would keep your share and help you heal, huh…”

“What can I say? I would rather protect myself than anyone else. As long as the boss is asleep, we aren’t all that scary, you know. I don’t want to be disposed of and die.”

They gazed at each other as a short clash of energy ensued between them, before everything calmed down, as though nothing happened in the first place.

“Acht, listen very well… The Wings of Freedom won’t give up on you. But as you have already stated we are in dire need of that remedy. If we can accelerate her awakening even by a year or two, it will be more than enough for us to speed up our plans. We need her in order to realize our ideals.”

“Ideals, huh…”

Acht nodded before smirking at Neun, “I wonder what you feel, you know… Your country is about to wage war soon. If the power of that prince is real… I am pretty sure Wratharis will lose before they are even able to know what hit them.”

His grin stretched further as he spoke in a jeering tone, “You sacrificed so much. But in the end…”

“Watch what you are about to say, Acht.”

The edge of the blade was placed against his throat and a voice colder than the edge of the blade registered in the man’s ears. “I find it quite baffling of you to provoke the one who is supposed to protect you…”

“I like living for the thrill of the moment.”

“Suits you, I guess. But let me say it clearly… My ambition does not stop at disposing of the Traitor King. I want to get rid of this unfair system, where people are chosen because of the whims of 14 crazy women who are simply uncaring of the mortals that they themselves created.”

Her eyes were blazing like a slumbering inferno, waiting to erupt at any moment, and Acht lifted his hands in surrender immediately when he noticed that.

“Sorry, sorry… Anyway, enough with the jokes. We should find it fast while we are still in the dark. A vast majority of my information network has been exterminated, and we don’t have Drei to gather intel behind enemy lines. But I know that the princess of Lustburg is not far from this place, as she’s on a mission of her own.”

His arm twitched as he placed a hand on his chest. Even now, a deep throbbing pain was constantly bothering him. It had become an afterthought by now. But whenever he used his Zone, the pain came back at full strength.

He would never forget how he nearly died that day because of his carelessness.

‘This treasure trove also has many powerful weapons, which the dwarves were forced to create by the elves. They stole back some of those weapons when they fled, but not all. If I can get any of those weapons, or even a blueprint, then…’

Those weapons might be old now, but some of them were near the level of Divine Weapons. As long as he could get even one, it would be more than enough for him to become stronger, and if he could heal himself on top of that…

Reaching a level near that of a King wouldn’t be impossible.

Then, he would have far more speaking rights in the organization. After all, they already lost two Kings, and their Demi-gods were in a coma.

“Let’s not bother with the royal family of Lustburg. We already obtained the Divine Weapon we needed from them.”

Acht didn’t bother to point out the hypocrisy in the words of his companion. Even though they all joined the Wings of Freedom for seemingly the same goals, they all had different minor objectives themselves.

“Very well. Let’s go. Anyway, the chances of us meeting anyone from the royal family in this place is close to non-existent.”

The two moved and advanced deeper into the forest, well intent on finding the treasure and leaving as fast as possible.
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The next day, after Sol had a very enjoyable night with both Setsuna and Persephone, he looked up at the rising sun with a thoughtful expression on his face. His mind was serene as if he was devoid of all worldly desires; an almost saintly aura could even be seen behind him as he stood with his hands behind his back.

The night before had ended in his victory after a long and arduous fight.

Persephone had used the power of life to constantly enhance her stamina, and Setsuna had surprised Sol by telling him how she had prepared herself for some deep exploration in her ass in lieu of her secret garden.

Facing those two had forced Sol to use all the skills he had learned over the years.

He had to summon the deepest parts of his strength and it was only after remembering all the steamy nights he went through that he was able to defeat those two formidable enemies.

Now, he was effectively a sage in all but name. One above all worldly desires.

“Oh, Your Highness. You rose early.”

It was such a Sol that Milia witnessed as she prepared food for breakfast.

Hearing her voice, Sol did not turn around. He continued to gaze outward as he spoke solemnly. His voice was grave, showing the importance of the current situation.

“Milia… I believe I have been enlightened in the way of this world. Indeed. Women have many treasures. But it’s necessary to exercise control and not indulge in the desires of the flesh. Only then can one reach true peace. Amitabah…”

Milia tilted her head in confusion at his sudden words. But once she understood what was happening, she covered her mouth with the back of her hand and let out a quiet laugh before answering in reply.

“My… Is that so? I guess I need to put back the clothes I had prepared for Lady Medea, then.”

Time seemingly stilled. Even Medea's time stop would not have given such an impression to Sol.

“....Elaborate, please.”

“Since Miss Persephone had such a hobby, I have taken it upon myself to prepare a few costumes. One of these was the maid’s uniforms that would fit Lady Medea, Setsuna, and Persephone. There were also a few bunny girl costumes in the lot, too.”

Sol gulped quietly as if he was suddenly a thirsty man walking in the desert without any signs of water.

His sage mode was being overwhelmed by the powerful pictures that were filling his mind.

“Lady Medea already accepted putting them on tonight. But since Your Highness believes in abstinence, I will just have to burn them.”

Sol turned around and shouted at the top of his lungs, like a bereaved victim. "Unhand those innocent costumes, you criminal!"

He stopped as he saw Milia looking at him with a smile at the corner of her mouth and Medea covering her face in utter embarrassment.

Sol coughed slightly before silently looking at the sky and mourned by himself…

“The ways of heaven are broad and multiple. It seems like the path of non-indulgence is not the road I must take. Ahem~ Now then, about those costumes…"

Like this, a new day full of adventure began for Sol and his group.


Chapter 36


Smell of True Adventure



After a few moments of jesting and playing around by themselves, Sol and his merry party decided to take the road once again.

This time Setsuna was sitting next to him as she was unable to walk correctly at the moment. It seemed that she had gone past her limits by trying to match him all night long, and her ass was now protesting against her every movement.

Sol found it really funny, but stopped himself from laughing right in her face. At the end of the day, he was also partially responsible for her current condition, so laughing would only cause detriments that he was not willing to face right now.

Persephone was also standing next to him while holding a book in her hand. She was writing something down, and Sol soon realized that it was some sort of explanation about what had happened the night before.

“What is this?” He asked her, curiosity shimmering in his blue eyes…

“Freya asked me to write anything I am able to learn once I tried the ring for myself. You know how she is with tech, right? This is to satiate her curiosity. I must say though, the results were more than just amazing.”

“Heh, I guess you guys still doubted me a little, huh…”

“Indeed.”

Persephone was direct and blunt in her words. “The curse we are suffering from has been plaguing us for thousands of years. All the strongest and most-knowledgeable witches tried their best against it, but there was nothing we could do. So we simply gave up.”

She closed her book. “You just wrote a new page in the history of the witches, and all while only being a Duke-ranked being. So you should understand our disbelief in the matter, right?”

She laughed quietly under her breath, “Though, I guess you had never been someone who could be observed with mere common sense.”

“I am quite awesome, right?”

“Someone is having quite the big head now, huh…”

“Haha. Do not worry. Arrogance has been beaten out of me by reality too many times. I am just bringing pure facts to the table.”

He was rich, strong, and handsome. If he wasn’t awesome, then who was? This had nothing to do with him being arrogant.

“I decided to be more open about my feelings lately. It makes things easier for everyone, don’t you think?”

“I guess it does, huh.”Persephone smiled quietly.

“You know, I have been meaning to ask. What did you do before becoming a witch?” Sol asked with a soft tone. He was rather curious about Persephone’s history. He knew basically everything there was to know about all his other women, but she was still a mystery to him to this day.

“Oh? Are you trying to know more about me? Does that mean you consider me as yours now?” Her smile took an edge to it as she looked at him.

Sol answered as plainly as possible. “I do.”

He shrugged his shoulders before speaking, “Of course, this is my own interpretation of things between us. So you are free to deny it if you want.”

Sol wasn’t naive enough to believe that just because he shared a bed with a woman it would mean that she would fall for him. But if there was one thing he knew, it was that he was quite possessive. Perhaps even more than he believed in the past. and this feeling of possessiveness was growing by the day.

“I like your frankness.” She nodded and looked up, “Well, unlike Medea and many other witches, I do not have a sad or heavy past, I think. Fufufu~”

Most of the witches chose to become a witch because they had no other options left for them in life. They all lived a life where they could only change or die. Kali, Medea, and Freya were all orphans who had been taken by Ambrosia, one after another.

But Persephone was a bit different than everyone else…

“I was a princess, hehe.”

Medea aside, they all opened their eyes wide when they heard this shocking revelation.

“Back then, as you know, was the warring era. The Seven Kingdoms didn’t exist as they do now. There were two great empires, with the elves and the demons being in command of each. All the other races were struggling under their control. We humans were at the bottom of the bottom, as slaves under the control of the elves.”

It wasn’t as if the elves chained down all humanity for labor. Like now, human society was allowed to thrive in a certain way. But rather than one big kingdom, they were divided into many smaller ones.

“If I remember correctly, back then the Demon King was trying to conquer the world. The elves fought against the demons for hegemony. Angels still stayed above it all, like the lofty beings they think themselves to be. The reason beastmen were also called ‘war beasts’ was because they were the principal fighting force of the armies. Unlike demons and elves, they had a short reproductive cycle and accelerated growth in the earlier years.

Dwarves were used to make the weapons, and humans were… well. We honestly didn’t have much use. I guess this is why they didn’t consider us in the grand scheme of things.”

Humans could only awaken at the age of 15 and then only 10% of the population could sign a contract with other races. Out of that 10%, only another 10% could actually sign a rather high-ranking contract.

The problem was...

“Humans who could actually sign contracts were greatly appreciated. Elves used us as a way to make their children grow faster. Because of this, rather than forcing us onto the battlefield, humans were groomed. In a way, you could say that we were cattle to them.”

She laughed under her breath as she thought of that distant past. There was no exaggeration to her words. Elves, in particular, would create special human farms to make sure they would produce the best possible offspring.

This was what it meant to be royalty back then. Nothing more than glorified cattle for the Elves and Demons to use.

“I was born with a rather high capacity, if I have to be honest. Enough to contract an A+ rank beast. So they were especially careful with me. They wished to use me and wanted to find the best breeding partner for me to give birth to another talent.”

Sol’s eyes twitched as he heard those troublesome lines.

“Oh-oh. Don’t look at it like that. I wasn’t badly treated. Do you think a bird who never knows freedom would dream of the wide blue sky?”

Unlike what many would think, most of the royals were not unhappy with their destiny. You could only dream of what you knew about, after all. You needed to know freedom in order to fight for it.

“But I was bored.”

She chuckled. She had been bored indeed. That was all. Nothing more, nothing less.

“Mother heard about me and was quite curious. I guess she wanted to test making someone with talent into a witch. To see if anything would be different.”

“So… You accepted to sell your soul… because you were bored?”

“Fufufu~ When you say it like that, it sounds quite stupid, doesn’t it?” She chuckled but there was no doubt nor regret in her life.

“I hated it, you know. I hated my life. A life where everything was already planned from the day I was born to the day of my death. I knew exactly what I would do the next day, what I would eat, who I would meet, and where I would go. The man who would become my husband, the day where I would give birth myself, and how many children I would have.”

The mirth left her eyes as she continued in a cold, lifeless tone, “A life where nothing exciting happens. A story that was so boring that even those who love calm stories would become bored by it. I hated it. Despised it. Loathed it with every fiber of my being. So… When Mother Ambrosia came up with a proposal, a way for me to finally write a new, exciting story… I jumped in with no hesitation whatsoever.”

Sol digested this information with a cramped smile, before nodding to himself, “I thought you became crazy after becoming a witch. I see now that you were crazy from the start.”

“Crazy is such a heavy word. Let’s just say that I was seeking a new path.”

“So you never resented anyone?”

“Oh, I did. This is why when our little dear here became entangled with your ancestor. The first thing I did was fight against the Queen of Southern Pride. Heh, it seems like our visit was too much for her. Right, Medea?”

Why did she learn the power of life? Of course, it was partially because of Ambrosia. But she could have chosen space, time, or death. The reason she chose Life, in particular, was quite simple.

She wished to completely trample the elves by using the power of which they were the proudest, especially on the ‘cattle’ they used to raise.

“Haha…” Medea chuckled awkwardly, refusing to remember that fight.

In the past, she had considered Persephone a gentle and demure woman who would not even hurt a bug. After all, why else would she learn the power of Life which focused on Healing?

She should have realized then that one shouldn’t judge a book by its cover. No matter how beautiful it may be, what was underneath can only be considered the stuff of horrors.

Persephone had been utterly and completely ruthless. The only thing she did was keep others elves away as Persephone trampled and completely trashed their queen.

From what she knew, that fight had completely destroyed the Concept of Pride the queen had been building on to become a Demi-god.

Sol looked at the smile on Persephone’s face, and decided then and there to be very careful not to piss her off.

“So, I hope my story was entertaining?”

“It was. I —”

Kyaaa~!

The shrill scream of a woman filled the forest and startled the birds as they flew away in a hurry.

Sol's eyes shone with stars as he stood up in an instant, “We can discuss this later. No one does a thing. Medea, I am talking to you. No spell, no swords, or shadow. Nothing! I will take care of it this time.” Sol could smell it. The smell of a true adventure finally called at him. For the first time in his life, he would be able to play the role of a knight saving the beauty in distress.
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Sol moved fast, covering hundreds of meters in an instant, despite wearing his heavy metal armor.

While he might be interested in playing around, he would never do so at the expense of someone else's life, especially one who wasn't an enemy.

It didn't take long for him to reach the place from where the scream originated. Once there he could finally see its source.

It was a woman — a beast woman to be exact — wearing a brown robe and a pair of glasses. She had two rather cute raccoon ears, and brown hair adorning her head.

Currently, she was sitting on her ass and making herself as small as possible, while in front of her four adventurers were facing what looked like a group of orcs.

The fight seemed to be going against them as the orcs were, to his surprise, wearing something akin to armor. They had weapons that, at first glance, seemed too well-crafted to be used by a group of monsters.

Hmmm… Have I seen those guys somewhere before?

He tilted his head in confusion at the sensation of deja vu he felt from seeing them, but decided that now it was time to focus on the rescue.

———

The four adventurers were facing the current horde of enemies with extreme difficulty.

"Fuck. It will be a simple mission, you said. We can just relax a little, you said. So why the fuck are we facing a group of armored orcs!?"

"Young lass, if you have the time to scream, then you have time to kill. Stab those bastards with your dagger. Hurry!" The dwarf shouted as he smashed one of the orcs with his hammer. But he could only frown at the sensation he felt. It was as if all the strength he had gathered was being countered by their shields and armor.

The small amount of damage they received was immediately healed thanks to their natural regeneration.

Where the fuck did those bastards come from?

Orcs in general were a pain to deal with because of their superior healing ability and their higher strength. They were one of the few monster races that were to be killed on sight because of how destructive they could be.

But this went beyond everything he knew. Their armor even had a few runes etched onto them.

This mission should have been a simple one. Escort a merchant who was bringing supplies to the knights who were eliminating the bandits, and then come back with her safe and sound. Nothing more, nothing less.

Sadly, hazardous situations like this were things that happened sometimes.

“Guys, prepare for the retreat.”

He judged that the situation could not be helped anymore. They had no way of winning this, without making a sacrifice and he would be damned if he let his companions die like this.

The bunny girl gritted her teeth but immediately nodded. She knew that she couldn’t be stubborn in such a situation. Now it was important for them to walk away.

But, just as they were about to retreat…

Whoosh!

The atmosphere changed.

The four adventurers, the screaming woman, and even the orcs, who had been clamoring in victory — everyone fell silent.

BOOM~!

The wind stirred, as the crack of the sound barrier finally breaking reached their ears. They watched in surprise and disbelief as someone wearing ominous black armor appeared like a ghost in front of them.

Even though he was completely alone, even though he did not even show his mana to them, all present immediately knew this thing was not something they could ever face.

The orcs, well over a dozen strong, took a step back in unison, realizing that they were facing an apex predator against whom they would have no chance of winning.

But they remembered that their homes had already been destroyed not long ago. They had no other place to go. This realization gave them the courage they lacked to face the seemingly unbeatable enemy.

Surely, the armor they wore should be able to help them defeat that scary bastard, right?

It was with such a thought that one of them rushed at the black-armored man, its roars echoing, both as a way to instill fear in its enemy and courage in itself.

Sadly… No amount of courage could change the reality that it was about to face.

Bang~!

The bunny woman grabbed her ears and crouched down at the sharpness of the sound. It was like a cannonball had gone off! When she looked at the result, she could see that a huge hole had been formed in the upper body of the orc. The armor protecting it could do nothing to stop the punch from the man in black armor.

Blood and gore splashed all around, as the orc slowly looked down at its hollowed body before crumbling to the ground.

Orcs had high regeneration capacity. However, that didn’t mean they were immortal.

“Tch! I didn’t want to kill it.”

She swore she must have misheard the words that came from the armored man, but she was not given the time to process what was happening.

What followed was not a fight.

It was not even a struggle.

It was nothing more than a pure and absolute massacre in its truest form.

Wherever he punched, something exploded. Sometimes it was their heads or their torsos. Once he even evaporated the entire upper body of an orc.

Fleeing was impossible. Both the orcs and the adventurers were all frozen in fear, as an aura of absolute domination spread from the black-clad knight.

Finally, the last orc's head was crushed between the fingers of the armored figure and its body fell heavily to the ground.

The massacre was finished, and the black knight, covered in blood from head to toe, slowly advanced toward them.

The adventurers clenched their weapons. But they trembled so much that they were barely able to even form words. They knew very well that if they were to fight, they would be obliterated even faster than the orcs.

They stood still as the man went past them and stopped in front of the raccoon girl, who was their employer.

“Worry no more. For I have taken care of all that may hurt you.”

He brought his hand toward her, seemingly in a gesture of goodwill. But all that happened was that the girl let out a horrible shriek before her eyes rolled back and she fainted.

A faint odor spread as a yellow puddle formed beneath her robes.

A cold wind swept past them as a silence of a very different nature fell.

Looking down at the fainted girl who had pissed herself in fright, Sol gave a small self-deprecating chuckle.

He realized what he must have looked like to her now. He had become so used to people not even flinching while looking at thousands of corpses and enough blood to fill a river that he had forgotten that for normal people — this was in no way normal.

Let’s forget about it.

Sol closed his eyes and nodded to himself. He had been hoping to live through a simple and normal adventure. But he realized that such a thing was too far removed from his existence already.

“Well. At least it was fun while it lasted.”

He put his hands on his helmet and took it off before finally facing the four adventurers, who were already kneeling on the ground.

“Your Highness.”

“Oh? You know me?” He tilted his head and looked at them once again. The feeling of deja vu became ever stronger. Then looking more attentively at the bunny girl, something clicked in his mind.

“Ah. I remember now. You were the guys I fought in the coliseum.”

The dwarf and his companions weren’t even mad at the fact that Sol had clearly forgotten about their existence. If they had any doubts in the past, the previous fight had clearly shown them that they were simply unable to even understand how powerful the prince currently was.

“What are the four of you doing here? Are you adventurers now?”

“We were tasked with escorting the lady to the campground of the Black Knights. She is a merchant affiliated with the Traver Family.”

“I see. Very well. Apologize to her for me. I must go.” Sol turned around. Since he had lost all interest in playing, he had no more interest in them, either.

“Your Highness, please wait. May I have a little bit of your time?”

“Hmmm?” Sol turned around and gave a curious look at the dwarf who had gathered the courage to stop him.

“No need to tremble. I am not a tyrant that will punish my subjects just for speaking up. What might be the problem?”

“Your Highness. Forgive my impudence but… I believe those orcs are a problem.”

“Oh?”

“As you may have noticed, their armor was very different from those they normally wore. These were more finely-crafted, and had the ability to absorb a vast majority of the power from physical attacks.”

“Oh? I felt nothing of the sort.” Sol looked at the corpses curiously as he said so, which caused the dwarf to cough a little in embarrassment.

“Forgive me. I believe your might simply exceeded the maximum threshold of the power that could be absorbed by the armor, which is why it did not impede you. But such armor is rare, even for high-ranking knights nowadays.”

Sol's gaze became sharp. He knew very well that such armor was meaningless against people of his power level. But for weaker beings in a war, for example, this kind of armor could change the flow of the battle.

“Now that I am able to think and observe, I can say with assurance that those runes are old dwarven runes, from before the creation of Greed Dike. Such runes should have vanished long ago from the annals of history, should only be present in ancient books and fairy tales of the dwarven lands. But…”

Sol’s eyes twinkled. It seemed like this adventure fiasco would not end in complete disappointment after all.


Chapter 37


Awkward



When Sol heard that these orcs were wearing long-lost armor created by dwarves, he immediately realized the kind of opportunity upon which he had chanced.

Dwarves were crazy and dastardly, and saw money as their only source of life. To them, life and money were deeply intertwined and were almost indistinguishable. In the past, they had been the most-oppressed race, in a sense, because of their talents and their inability to protect themselves, but now 7the situation was the exact opposite.

The dwarves were masters of crafting and inventions. Even angels respected their technological superiority, as theirs was mostly based on the unlimited time they had for themselves, rather than the unimaginable amount of unadulterated talent that the dwarves possessed.

For this very reason, the dwarves had a near-absolute monopoly on the markets. They knew how to leverage it to play to their advantage, acting as death merchants every time there was a war.

Theresa had started working on some behind-the-scenes deals with the dwarves, but that will take some time to go through.

Just imagining his entire army clad in dwarven armor inscribed runes almost made Sol salivate. His eyes blazed with even more greed than an old dwarf who was watching a mine of gold in front of him.

“You. What is your name?”

The dwarf straightened at the sudden call from Sol. He immediately realized that this was an opportunity that he could not afford to lose.

“I am Luteam Grimbreaker, Your Highness.”

“Very well. Why don’t you tell me more about this legend of yours? I am quite intrigued, you see…”

Luteam nodded and spoke carefully, “As Your Highness may already know, we dwarves were enslaved by many races before the kingdom era for our talents in handling metals. We still are, but that is a story for another time. This trend was the most-prevalent in the era before the seven kingdoms were truly established. One of the dwarven kings, a Blessed named Alexander the Great, also known as the Stormbreaker, led us during our exodus to freedom."

He momentarily stopped, as four ominous women appeared behind Sol, one after another, before he was even able to sense them. Goosebumps rose across body when he sensed the eerie aura emanating from them, causing him to sweat profusely.

"Don't worry about them. They’re with me." Sol gave a nod to his companions. They were surprised to see that he was not hiding his face anymore, but simply listening to what the dwarf was saying.

Luteam continued. "One of the dwarf encampments was somewhere inside the current territory of Lustburg. As we fled from the elves, King Alexander and the dwarves created a powerful stronghold there. The fight lasted for days on end, but the elves were not able to beat us. Ultimately, their Queen fought against our King as he assured our retreat."

His eyes became slightly reddened at the mention of the events after.

"Our King, unfortunately, was no match for the powerful Queen. But out of respect for his outstanding courage, she allowed our escape from these lands.”

Luteam coughed slightly to calm down his strained nerves and continued, “The exact description of the fortress is blurry in my memories, and in fact that it was destroyed during the fight between the two rulers. Many of our most powerful runes and blueprints were lost during this era.”

Sol closed his eyes after hearing this;he was deep in thought, as he reviewed the information given to him by the dwarf. He was not even surprised that the Dwarven King that time had the name of a historical figure from his world. He was used to such things by now.

What interested him was the armor, and the runes that Luteam mentioned as being lost in the annals of time in this very region. “Milia. Why are there no reports about these orcs?”

Milia immediately put a knee on the ground and reported to him in a solemn tone, “I beg your forgiveness for this oversight, Your Highness. No such orc incident had ever appeared before in our reports. All the orcs subjugated to this date were either weaponless, or used only crude makeshift weapons.”

Hum…

“You always overreact. I did not ask you to kneel in front of me.” He sighed and focused on the matter at hand. Even without opening his Eye of Akasha, he could draw a clear picture.

Some orcs had found the so-called fortress and started living there, finding its lost treasures in the process. Someone or something had disturbed them, causing them to leave that place.

His eyes opened, and the world shifted around him. Multiple threads connected him to the entire world, and the illusory threads of fate that bound reality became visible to his eyes.

He ignored the threat of Invidia; the goddess was inconsequential to his current situation. Instead, he started to search for a path, an answer to the current situation.

He was startled to realize that both Setsuna and… Lilin? Seemed to be tied to this circumstance.

What is going on?

He focused on the feelings, the small instincts, and the answer the world was giving him through his powers. This was an occasion for growth, for both of his young lovers. For the most idealized path, the most idealized outcome, the two of them needed to be included in this adventure.

His eyes shone. He could see a fight ahead. Something somewhat troublesome, but at the same time no real threat to him.

“Your Highness?”

“I have decided on our course of action. Enough with the playing around. It’s time to explore a dungeon.”

He smiled and gazed at Luteam, “Luteam. I will give you a mission now.”

“I am at your command, Your Highness.”

“Take your group and the merchant, and go back to Lustburg.” He condensed a ball of energy and gave it to him, “Show this to the Travers family, and ask for a meeting with someone named Theresa. They will understand once they see this ball of energy. I want you to show this armor to her, and help her to prepare a plan. She will understand what to do next. Will you be able to do it?”

Luteam hesitated slightly as he looked at the fainted merchant girl. “Your Highness…”

Sol smiled at this. He liked seeing professionalism. How many people would hesitate and think of others when faced with such a chance?

“You can leave one of your comrades to continue guiding her, and go with the rest of your group. We will also ensure her safety.”

“Thank you.” He immediately bowed and stood to speak to his companions.

“Everyone, this is the chance of a lifetime. We need to seize it. Candy, you stay here with our charge. The two of you, come with me.”

“Hey!”

“Candy, stop. We don’t have time to argue. The client is a woman, and you are the only one who can take care of her without causing her any embarrassment.”

There was also the fact that the full party of the prince was composed of women. Luteam did not say this, but he was obviously no fool. No matter how kind and approachable the prince seemed, he didn’t think one should try their chances and cause problems here. Hot-headed as men were, he was not willing to leave anything to chance.

Candy, the bunny girl, grumbled but nodded in defeat. There was nothing she could say against such an argument. She was also as keen as Luteam and noticed the composition of the prince's party.

In adventure terms, such a party was not rare, because of the gender disparity in the population of Lustburg. But they were absolutely the worst type of party to work with, as they were full of infighting between the different female members.

She had even heard of a case where one of the women in such a group poisoned the full team while preparing the meal, and kidnapped the man of the group. Those two had long since vanished, never to be seen again.

She shivered at the thought and decided not to eat anything that was given to her.

Once Luteam made sure that everything was okay, he went back to Sol to inform him of his decision.

“Very well. Also…” He placed a finger on the head of the dwarf, “With this, no beasts will approach you. Now go.”

The three men left, leaving Sol alone with his group, a fainted woman and a bunny girl looking at them as if they were monsters.

“There is a stream not far from here. You should take care of her.” Sol ordered impassively. He didn't know what the woman was thinking, but she was making a film in her head if she thought he was particularly interested in her.

There was no way he would ask Milia to clean some unknown woman who had nothing to do with them. The only one she could clean was him.

Furthermore, he had no interest in the bunny girl herself. Most of his maids were of all different races and he had seen a few bunny girls in the Tower; they were obviously much more beautiful than her.

Later I should go home and have fun with them.

Since the life of an adventurer was now officially proven to be obviously not for him, it was better to live the life of a debauched prince. This was also pretty chill. No blood, no gore, and only endless sex, love, and money.

He moved his hands and put the cargo in his dimension. This would make sure they would not spoil.

"Okay, guys. After the lady wakes up, we will go to Lilin. She will most likely arrive around the same time as we do, and we will move towards the final location."

As always, plans did not match up against reality. But it was fun while it lasted.

Now he had to take his responsibility seriously and make sure they obtained those sweet, sweet weapons that would drastically diminish the losses that his army may receive.

"Persephone, did you know that Alexander?"

"Only by name."

"It's good enough. Tell me everything you know about him while we prepare."

He needed to end this fast.
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The story of Alexander Stormbreaker was surprisingly rather common for his era. He was born as a slave to unknown parents and lived his life as a slave. But in his heart burned the fire of freedom.

Unlike many Blessed, who obtained the status from birth or late in their childhood, Alexander became Blessed far later in his life, making him wiser and stronger than most other Blessed.

This wasn’t some sort of dystopian world, coming out of a great destruction that ruined their civilization, making it so that the people of the past were better off in both lifestyle and technological advancement. The simple reason for that was because many of the people from the so-called ‘past’ were still alive to this day.

It was logically impossible that after more than one thousand years of progress, the Dwarves of the past were somehow more advanced than those of today.

“Do you think those blueprints are worth something?”

“In terms of talent, I believe he wasn’t inferior to Theresa. Of course, I am talking about them as blacksmiths.”

Sol stopped his train of thought and listened to Persephone with interest.

“He was an epoch-changing genius tinkerer and inventor. It’s hard to say if the things he made back then were of superior quality or not. But losing the blueprints he created with his own hands made the dwarves lose an entire branch of their history and technology. Furthermore, it was said that he had created weapons that were close to Divine-level.”

This time, Sol's interest was completely taken by those words. His Divine Weapon might not be of the attack type, but it allowed him to completely observe the threads of Fate as if he were the god of this universe.

He couldn’t even imagine what the other divine weapons would be like, but even something close to it would be insane.

If Theresa can get her hands on them, then…

He chuckled. The simple thought of having a bunch of semi-divine weapons for himself was insane, to say the least.

With this, conquering the world and even fighting the angels wouldn’t be much of a problem… I think.

Sol sighed. He had an insight into most of the kingdoms, except the angels. They were the most complex among all the kingdoms in the mortal realm.

While demons seemed to have devolved and diversified after losing their divine status, it seemed like things were different for angels. Their personal powers aside, the arsenal they had at their disposal and their air superiority made it so that entering a war with them would cause innumerable losses to the invading side.

“Persephone, Medea… I have a sudden question. If Salem went against Slothstein, who would win?”

Persephone shared a glance with Medea before shaking her head, “You can consider the core strength of angels as not inferior to the true divine beasts, and that without adding their weapons of mass destruction.”

Medea nodded her head in acknowledgment, “The good thing is, angels are basically the guardians of this world. They will not use any weapons that will endanger the integrity and stability of this realm. So honestly, it could go either way.”

“I see.” He nodded. He had been playing around till now, but things were not as easy as he had thought them to be.

I need to become a King fast. But the problem is… What should be my name?

Sol was facing a problem only a reincarnator like him could face. Unlike the people of this world, who simply followed their ways and were bestowed a name that matched them by the world in recognition of their achievements, Sol was actually very well versed in terms of mythology.

This meant… He had the road wide to train in the best way to obtain the name he wished.

The best name for me would perhaps be Hyperion or any name related to a sun god??

He scratched his head in frustration. Sol had long since realized that he was surrounded by people related to the myth of the sun gods. Hell, even his name was already that of such a deity.

He could feel it at his fingertips. Like how he could have chosen to create his Domain by following the Slaughter Intent after his training in Tartarus, Sol was sure that he could obtain his True Name if he so wished at any moment, thereby starting the transition to the King-rank like Isis and Nefertiti.

But…

I don’t like it.

The name was supposed to be an upgrade of the Zone, the completion of a path walked for a very long time, the embodiment of all the skills learned.

This was the case for Lilith and all the witches, as well as the Dragon Kings he had met in the Dragon territory of the Astral Realm. It was a truth for everyone who walked on the path toward godhood.

In Sol's case, Hyperion suited his divine weapon more than it suited him. Hyperion could see the world. But he could not manipulate it. Sol felt like if he took this path, all this would ultimately result in just stunting the growth of his own Dimension and Zone.

I should talk to Kali about this later.

Standing aside, Milia and the other three stayed silent as they observed Sol enter into deep thought. They knew very well that this was a habit of his when he was dwelling on important matters, and they did not wish to affect his train of thought no matter what.

They stayed still, basking in the silence for a while, each thinking about their own set of circumstances. Their silent streak was finally broken when the bunny girl came back with the raccoon girl in tow. The merchant’s face was red, and she had changed into something more suitable to be presented before the Prince of their kingdom.

“Your Highness, I beg your forgiveness.” She said, kneeling before him and bowing her head.

“It matters not.” Sol knew that if he had been a normal person, he would have also fainted at the display he had put on before the poor girl. This simply further proved how different his life was currently from the normalcy of the world.

“Since you are ready, we will directly go to the encampment. Lilith should have reached there by then, too.”

Persephone nodded her head and approached the horses, patting each of them on the head. As she was able to control life and nature, it was not complicated for her to simply empower animals for a short while without endangering their lives.

“Let’s go full throttle toward our destination.”

The chariot moved like a race car, something incomprehensible, but still possible for the Prince’s group.

———

While Sol was approaching the encampment, the atmosphere at that place was rather strained.

The knights all gave a salute of respect upon the arrival of Camelia and Lilith. Their backs were ramrod straight, and sweat gathered at the corners of their temples from the nerves they were feeling right now. They even gave it their all to not even breathe too loudly, lest it may disrupt two of the highest-ranking women in the hierarchy of their kingdom.

It didn’t matter to them how much younger Lilith appeared right now. There was simply no way to not recognize the sharp sword energy that the greatest sword-wielder in existence naturally emanated just by breathing.

Even though Lilin and Lilith were standing side by side, the mother and daughter pair were so alike in appearance that the tension was at an all-time high. They felt like they would be immediately cut down if they made even the slightest mistake right now. So, all they could do was pray that they made no such error.

“What brings you here, Your Majesty?”

Watching Lilin kneel down in front of Lilith, all the knights wished they could be anywhere but here. They could certainly feel the start of a storm brewing past the horizon. A storm that could devastate the whole encampment to its roots.

May the goddesses save them all from this cacophony of doom.
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Looking at Lilin, down on one knee and giving her a proper salute as she looked at her with a steady and unmoving gaze, Lilith felt like she was hit by a sucker punch deep into her guts. Her reaction was overwhelming and shattered any hopes she had while coming here.

To be honest, she didn't know exactly what she had expected when she took this road and decided to have a discussion with her daughter. She didn’t know what she should have expected when she had tried to mend their relationship like this.

She had been so afraid. Afraid of being rejected, insulted, or even mocked by her own flesh and blood. Lilin was one of the few people left in this world who was more precious to her than anything else.

That was the main reason why she kidnapped Camelia. It was a cowardly way to protect her heart from the sense of loss and pain that she knew she would feel while facing her daughter.

Maybe I shouldn't have come here, after all.

She thought as such, and nearly took a step back, but she could feel Camelia's fiery aura flare up behind her and heard her soft whisper enter her ear.

{You made me come all the way here against my will. I swear in the name of all the goddesses that I will strike you down if you falter at this moment.}

These were no sweet words of encouragement. Surprisingly, those words were enough for Lilith to calm herself down and get her bearings straight.

They were in an official setting and in front of the soldiers of the kingdom. Wasn't it normal for Lilin to show proper respect and keep decorum in such a setting?

Thinking in such a coping way to calm her aching heart, she calmly nodded at the greetings and looked at all the Black Knights gathered in this place.

"It had come to my attention that the subjugation of the bandits, as well as the ongoing training of the Black Knights are going rather splendidly. So, I came here to observe the accuracy of these reports. It seems that they were indeed correct."

All the knights puffed out their chests and straightened their backs in pride at the words Lilith spoke to them. They had slowly started becoming more loyal to Lilin, but this didn't mean that their respect for the Queen had simply vanished all of a sudden.

As a true legend, Lilith was a source of inspiration for all of them, and they were happy to be praised by their idol.

Lilith nodded her head as she looked at the scene. Even though she had not really paid attention to the current political situation of the Kingdom, she knew that war was approaching Lustburg at a ruthless pace and she liked what she was seeing.

Those knights already had a bloody aura worthy of true soldiers surrounding their very beings. They just lacked the experience of a large-scale war.

Experience that they would soon sadly obtain.

She cleared her throat and looked at the knights, who seemed to have stars in their eyes as they gazed at her, waiting for her next words with rapt attention.

"Very well, you all are hereby dismissed. I need to speak alone with⁠—"

"Your Majesty, if I may, we were just about to capture one of the last bases of the bandits. I believe any discussion can be done after I bring victory for our cause."

Another heavy silence fell and the knights were lost about what they should do in this situation.

Lilith was the supreme commander of the army. But Lilin was the direct commander of their infantry. It was for those reasons that it was said that a boat could not have two captains.

Thankfully, the standoff between them did not last for long.

Just as it seemed like the tension would explode, both Lilith and Lilin looked in the same direction.

At first, the soldiers were confused at the sudden shift of their attention, but soon they were also able to hear the galloping sounds of the horses pulling a caravan in the distance.

"Who is trespassing!? Introduce yourself!" One of the knights taking the role of the guard bellowed at the incoming caravan, causing it to stop briefly in its tracks.

One man clad in black armor jumped out of the caravan and came their way with steady steps.

Anyone else would have been intimated by the presence that the man wielded with his existence alone, but while the aura Sol passively emanated was dangerous, they had been training for years and had been baptized in blood recently.

As long as Sol didn't explicitly try to crush them with his aura, everything would be well.

Taking off his helmet, Sol grinned at the man who stopped him, "I am Sol Dragona Luxuria."

"Your Highness, forgive me for my conduct." The man paled and he immediately went down to his knees in salutation of his lord to which Sol simply waved his hand.

"You did your job. Why should I be angry?"

A guard had to act like a guard. It was Sol’s fault for having his helmet on and being unrecognizable.

He patted him on the back. "Now, at ease."

"Yes, Your Highness!"

———

The knights couldn't believe what they were seeing.

The entire royal family gathered in one place.

This was one of the greatest taboos in terms of organization for any powerful family. After all, if something happened here, there was a high chance that the entire royal family could be lost.

The only reason they weren't outright panicking was that they knew very well that none of the three were people who would care about petty dangers. If someone could seriously threaten the three at the same time, it seemed more like the soldiers were the ones that would need protection for a while in this whole mess.

"Why do you think the three of them are here?" One squire asked in a quiet whisper, only to be smacked across the back of his head.

"If you have time to speculate, then move!" His sergeant barked at him.

The knights formed up and quickly left the premises as they prepared themselves for the sortie that was to come.

In the end, now alone, the three groups gazed at each other.

"Well, I am happy to see you are all well." Sol smiled. He knew that this was going to be a pain. But he needed to act his part. "Well, shall we have a little heart-to-heart?"

He looked at Medea, who established a large barrier around all of them.

Sol had already passed the raccoon girl and the bunny girl, as well as their supplies, to the knights, ensuring they would be safely escorted back to the capital.

Now, he had to see if his help was needed for healing the wounded hearts of the two poor women.

I wonder if I should take classes in psychology?

The topics might be less developed than on Earth, but they could still help him in such cases.

Adjusting himself, he looked at the mother and daughter pair, who were nearly identical in appearance but so different in personality.

He knew of the grievances between them, and that they had never been truly able to work on them before. But now it was the occasion to start healing the festering wounds of long past, and bring an end to the misery that scarred them throughout their lives.
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While Sol and the others were facing a rather uncomfortable situation, Isis and Sheherazade were having the time of their lives as they walked through the populated streets of the capital of Lustburg.

“Ohhh. This is so tasty! Are those cakes really made by mortals?”

Sheherazade seemed to be in complete awe of everything as she looked ready to jump into the cake she was eating and just bathe in it if it was necessary for her to savor more of its flavor.

Next to her, Isis chuckled as she also savored the vanilla cake she had received from the shop clerk.

It wasn’t as if she had never eaten sweets in the underworld or the phoenix realm before. But she had to admit that food was better when it was made by people who actually needed to eat to survive, rather than the ones who just baked it to have a taste and then discard the thought of eating that item for a few centuries.

The cake seemed to just melt in her mouth, giving her a feeling of supreme bliss and joy down to each and every cell of her body.

“You two look like little kids.”

Even though Isis' position had yet to be officially announced, all the people in the Tower already knew that she was Sol’s contract partner and in a way was his second-in-command.

The only one who would dare to speak to her in such a way was someone who actually had no care for her social position and power.

“Oh… Kali?”

Kali, the Witch of Destruction, one of the most feared witches in existence and technically the most destructive witch just after Ambrosia, the central direction herself, was walking toward them while holding some kind of list and wearing a maid’s uniform.

No matter how many times she saw her being like this, Isis could only chuckle in disbelief at the absurdity of the situation. After all, the witches had quite the presence even in the astral realm, and since Kali was the one who generally hunted down stray witches or the enemies of Salem, many people knew about her and respected her strength.

That feared being was now acting as a maid for her lover, and she did not seem to particularly mind it a single bit.

“What brought you here?”

Kali waved the list in her hands, “I was sent to buy some supplies for the Tower, and make a surprise inspection as well.”

Each and every supply sent to the castle had to be thoroughly examined in order to make sure that they were fresh, worthy of being eaten by the royal family, and more importantly, free of any and all poison that may be infused into the food to harm the royals.

“Well, this is honestly a waste of time. I think only that pesky Dragon King can create a poison that would bring those three monsters down, and even that seems doubtful at most.”

Isis could only give a strained laugh at the words Kali muttered. What could she do — she had no words to refute the witch’s claim. Lilith’s current constitution was so foreign that she doubted any known poison, even in the astral realm, could actually hurt her. Sol could literally invert any such effects that may be inflicted on him, so there was no way any kind of debuffs may work on her.

The only one actually in danger of being poisoned was Lilin. But even that would not be the case once she became a King-rank.

The discussion between the two died off a little, as neither really knew what to say anymore. They were not really friends. They were barely even acquaintances. Kali had no particular interest in most of Sol’s harem members outside of her own sisters, and Isis was not the type to be very proactive when dealing with people.

More than this, there was another small difference between the two of them. Isis knew that Kali was supposed to have gone down the path of becoming the Witch of Death, but she had failed to reach that goal. As the very embodiment of what she failed to attain, Isis feared that her presence would make the crimson witch feel bad and worsen the situation between them, so she couldn’t help but remain silent right now.

Looking at the black-haired girl fidgeting in her seat and not knowing what to do, Kali chuckled under her breath and looked at her with amusement in her eyes. She was not a mind reader but she had enough understanding of people to know why this black phoenix of death and decay was feeling so uncomfortable in front of her.

“Hey. What do you say, I’ll ditch the task for today and we go and have fun?”

“Ah?”

“Don’t look so surprised.” Kali shrugged her shoulders and slightly ruffled her hair, “Look. I made some mistakes not long ago. I was so blinded by my goals that I truly fucked up and put Sol in danger.”

She became a little uncomfortable even as she uttered those words, as she disliked putting herself in a position of inferiority. But this time it was something that had been entirely her fault, and no matter what excuse she used, the reality was what it was. Joining the Wings of Freedom and participating in the manipulation of Gerald had not been the proudest moment of her life.

If Medea and Freya had not intervened, she would have brought even more chaos to the city and, while she had been careful to avoid killing anyone, participating in a terrorist attack made all those deaths her fault as well, even if she had not struck the killing blow.

“Sol had honestly every right to hate the hell out of me. But he gave me a second chance, a small way to redeem myself, and I am very grateful to him for that.”

More than anything… Sol had realized the dearest wish of all the witches in existence.

“He is both a friend and a benefactor for me, as well as the entire witch faction. Is it really that weird for me to wish to help his wife integrate a little more with the human kingdom?”

“Kali…”

“Don’t look at me like you owe me something. Being unable to become the Witch of Death was quite a blow to me, but now I don’t mind it in the least.” She grinned as a small light bloomed between her fingers. “I may not have become a necromancer, but a DPS-type mage is just as good, don’t you think so?”

“DPS? What is that?”

“...Sigh. Forget it.”

Isis nodded, not trying to dig deeper into her words. She knew that Kali, like her father and Sol, were people who were reincarnated individuals coming from a different world. In the same way as all the reincarnators, her fiery soul was truly beautiful to observe.

But she also knew that most of these reincarnators were individuals who did not like talking about their past lives. She didn’t really understand why they had to hide this kind of secret from others, but she chose to respect their sense of privacy.

She could understand that it wasn’t something easy to accept for the ones who didn’t have an intricate understanding of life and death, like her.

Speaking of which… If I have a child with Sol…

Isis blushed slightly at the thought of siring children with the love of her life, but then suddenly paled at the thought of raising a child who already had all their memories from another life.

Would that child even consider me as his or her mother?

Now that she thought about it, neither Sol nor her father seemed particularly attached to their respective parents. The thought of her own children not even caring about her was quite disheartening.

“Then Kali… May I ask you a question?”

“Hmm. Go on.”

“What are reincarnators, in your opinion?”

Isis had to admit that the face Kali made at her sudden question was truly entertaining.


Chapter 38


Tension and Secrets



While Isis and Kali were well on their way to deepening their friendship and building a much deeper relationship between them, Sol and Camelia slowly walked in the woods surrounding the encampment of the Black Knights, sometimes waving at the soldiers who stood guard.

They knew that there were really few chances of anyone attacking them and, with the queen present, any assailant would only be seeking death. But it was their duty and they needed to do a good job. More than anything, they couldn’t just slack off in front of the entire royal family now, could they?

The silence was starting to weigh on Camelia. So she decided to start with some small talk. "Are you sure it's alright to leave them alone like that?"

"What do you think? It isn't like they will start trying to kill each other, right?" Sol shrugged at Camelia's obvious worry. He took a deep breath of the fresh air surrounding them, enjoying the slightly chilly feel that lingered as he breathed in. It was the undeniable proof that winter was already looming on the horizon.

Soon it would be time for Christmas and at the same time, it would be the time that they would go out on an all-out war with Wratharis— Kingdom of the Beastmen. The time was truly awkward and harrowing to bring forth blood and death to the world, but there was no way around that outcome.

Camelia fidgeted and scuffed her feet, constantly looking toward Sol while she pretended to examine the surrounding scenery.

Now that she was standing next to him like this, she realized once again that he had become far taller than she over the course of his adventures. He was also more muscular than she had remembered, and he definitely looked more mature and confident.

The definite aura of power and authority that constantly emanated from his existence alone allowed her once again to realize that the small Sol she used to take care of was now no more.

"This isn't like you. Usually, don't you always try to take care of the problem before it can fester?"

Sol smiled under his breath at Camelia’s words, "This isn't a problem that I can just intervene in. All I can do is give my utmost support to the two and make sure that everything is alright. I can only hope that they sort it out between them."

Sol knew that he couldn't have the answer to everything. A mother-and-daughter relationship as awkward as the one Lilith and Lilin had was something in which he definitely had no say.

In this situation, all he could do was keep his mouth tightly sealed and act as a support for them, rather than meddle in unnecessarily and cause even more problems to arise between them. He was sure that anything he would do in this situation would just further widen the rift that had formed between the mother and daughter pair.

"Lilin has many deeply rooted issues about her identity, and learning that she was some kind of experiment that was forced on her mother didn’t really make things any better for her. So, it is quite understandable why she is behaving as she is. It is childish but it is, in the end, justified…

"As for Lilith, she is even now, dealing with the weight of 18 years of neglect. Let's say it was bad parenting on her side, and now she doesn’t know how to amend for her sins."

Lilith had indeed done her duty as a mother. She had given her daughter the weapons she needed to become strong and survive through this cruel and unfair world. She had given Lilin food and shelter and never physically abused her in any sense, outside of training of course. Any and all abuse she may have given out was actually for her growth.

All her life, Lilin had never wanted for anything — she never had to suffer hunger, and was respected by everyone for her position as the Queen’s only daughter. Her position gave her influence, money, and all the means necessary for her to lead a successful life.

This was already more than what many parents could ever hope to provide to their children in their entire lifetimes.

But parenting was never about just responding to the basic physical needs of your children, and Lilith failed in that regard royally.

Was Lilith a bad parent? Was Lilin a spoiled child who should learn to be happy for the small blessings she received in having a parent that didn't mistreat her? These were questions without any definite answers. They were never meant to be Yes or No answers in the first place. The world didn’t work that way.

The situation they were facing was severely complicated. Never one that was fully white or fully black. The world was dyed in the shades of gray, and this issue between mother and daughter was one such gray hue amongst countless others.

"Rather than speaking about them, I think it's time that we talk about ourselves. What do you say?"

Camelia took a deep breath and closed her eyes when she felt Sol tuck one strand of her hair behind her ear, after which he gently cupped her face with his hand.

"How is your health, my dear Camelia?"

Before Sol had left for the astral realm, Camelia’s health had been negatively affected because of all the rituals she had done, and the fact that Nihil had broken down her shield during the battle of Lustburg.

Camelia hesitated, before shrugging and responding to his question, "I am getting better. The biggest problem was the backlash that I received from Nihil’s attack, but my body is healing and returning to its optimal condition."

"Good." He smiled and kissed her forehead, causing Camelia’s cheeks to be dyed in shades of rosy pink.

"What gives?"

Sol's brows rose at that question, "Do I need a reason to give you a kiss?"

She shook her head hurriedly, like a child caught doing something bad and denying the blame. "Of course not. I just thought you were still mad at me."

"I was. Even though it was for my own good, you lied to me many times, and this seriously affected my confidence in you and your words."

The words "It was for you," sound great and all, but what this ultimately boiled down to wass, "I know better than you do, so shut up and listen to what I say."

This was nothing more than putting yourself in a position of superiority, and deeming the one you were trying to protect as too immature and weak, in need of your absolute protection.

"The reason I never really got angry was because I understood that I indeed didn't have the experience nor power necessary for you to not think about that option. I am simply not worthy to be angry with you for what you did."

Before awakening, Sol had honestly taken his life to be an easygoing ride. It wasn't as if he didn't train nor study. But he never truly grasped what his situation in the world was. Not once. He never really paid attention to all the potential dangers surrounding him.

He was like an eagle raised in a golden cage by very caring owners, who wished all the best in the world for him. But the place of an eagle was in the sky as a predator and not a pet.

"Camelia, I love you and I know you would give your soul for me. This is why I am willing to give you as many chances as you need." He smiled, but the smile didn’t fully reach his eyes. "But while my love for you is eternal, my trust is unfortunately limited. As such… Never lie to me, ever again."

There was an edge to his smile and Camelia could understand the reason behind it.

No matter how much Sol loved her, if there was no more trust, she would feel like she was being killed by their relationship— quite literally too, in fact.

This was a reality she refused to live in.

"So, no more secrets?" Her voice held a certain meaning and Sol understood that she was talking about his soul and the reason why all the souls of the previous kings were so different.

Sol closed his eyes. Truth be told, there was no reason to hide his identity at this point. Ambrosia knew. Kali knew. Even Isis knew. The same went for Tiamat and all the Divine Beasts. This also included Nent and Nefertiti as well as Kiyohime.

In short, only the mortal women in his harem were unaware of his true identity.

This was pretty unjust and a circumstance he needed to work on in order to truly be in a relationship where there were no more lies between all of them. No more veil that shrouded all of them, only endless love and devotion that connected them to him and, in turn, to each other as well.

In the end, he just nodded his head in acknowledgment of what he truly wanted to do now.

"Soon, I will call everyone and tell them my tale."

It would be time for him to give his deepest and at the same time most worthless secret away to everyone he held dear to his heart.
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Alone inside the tent, the situation between mother and daughter — Lilith and Lilin — was quite tense, to say the least. If not for Lilith’s younger appearance, this situation wasn’t really out of the norm for the mother-and-daughter duo. Their relationship was the very definition of being on edge.

At the moment, Lilith was not the supreme warrior she usually presented herself to be to the outside world. She was not acting like the bubbly new persona she had adopted for herself either.

Right now, she was a worried mother who did not know what to say to her one and only child.

The last conversation between the two of them had not ended on a good note, and she recognized how selfish she had been toward Lilin. Now that she thought about it, was there ever a time that the conversation between them had ended on a good note? She could not find any, which showed her failure as a parent. Deeply focused on the ghost of the past as she had been, she had not even taken a moment out of her time to properly think how her actions would make her daughter feel.

And she was extremely regretful for that behavior of hers.

“Lilin…”

Lilin sighed after hearing her mother speak her name in such a weak voice. She was most definitely feeling as uncomfortable as her mother right now. Her goal had never been to make her mother lower herself so much in front of her. She took no pleasure in this situation, and only had a greater feeling of alienation mixed with self-reproach for her current actions. Things could not go on like this.

If one were to ask her to be reasonable when answering if she had an unhappy childhood, the answer she could give was neither yes nor no. There were simply too many contradictory elements mixed into her upbringing that she could not give a simple and straightforward answer.

She had everything one could ever hope to have, but without Sol in her life, her mentality would have been much darker and more destructive and toxic due to the lack of affection and recognition she had been subjected to by her mother.

“How are you feeling, Mom?”

“I…” Lilith was very much surprised at the sudden show of care she perceived in her tone as she uttered the word ‘Mom.’ She could not help but leap at the bone that had been thrown toward her like a starving dog, hungering for food for days.

“I am alright. More than alright even…” She laughed, almost forcibly so, trying to appear more joyous and happy than she was feeling.

“Now, I have become even stronger than I was in the past. I’ve even become younger. I think I will be able to live for a very, very long time now.”

As a demi-god, her lifespan was now almost infinite. At the very least, there was yet to be a demi-god who died from old age in her knowledge.

This was very different from her previously declining lifespan.

“I need to adjust a little and soon I will have to sleep for some time, to create my territory. But this is now just a question of time before I complete my ascension. What about you?”

“I am doing alright, I guess…”

Lilin stopped speaking after that, at least for some time she did not speak any other word. But then she realized that her words could not really lead to a discussion between them, something that she had planned to accomplish here, so she sighed and tried to speak further…

“We basically finished dealing with all the bandits in the area. The ones who committed unforgivable crimes were immediately executed. The vast majority were just farmers who resorted to thievery in order to feed themselves to survive. When it came to them, we just locked them up in prison not far from here. What we do with them will ultimately depend on Sol.”

Lilin was clear about her position in Lustburg. She was just a princess. And just being a princess granted her no tangible authority.

To be granted authority, she needed to prove herself, and this incident was her opportunity to finally show her prowess and receive an official position in the army and the government.

Because of that, she had been very careful about her actions and made sure that while everything wasn’t perfect, it was still up to a certain standard that could be deemed perfect nonetheless. The fact that she was starting to build her own faction was just the icing on the cake.

“I know that compared to you I still lack talent but…” She simply sighed and shook her head to banish that negative trail of thoughts from her mind, “It doesn’t matter. Not anymore…”

If Sol had to live all his life with the stigma of being called ‘The son of the Hero King,’ then she had to live her life with the stigma of being ‘The daughter of the Sword Saint.’ Both of them had similar fates, and the burden of endless expectations had been lodged on their shoulders since their births.

But unlike Sol, who was able to cast off the shadow of his father, or should she say their father(?), she was unable to walk away from the shadow of her mother. And that haunted her endlessly, even to this day.

Lilith awakened at 15, walked on the battlefield by the age of 16, became renowned at 17, and became a King-ranked being when she was just 19 years old.

This was a road of power that few people could ever hope to walk. Even the almighty Hero King only became a King-ranked at the end of his 18th year in this world, just as he was about to turn 19.

Compared to that… She was only a Duke at 18 years of age. Sol was already close in power level to a King-ranked being, and he was 3 years younger than her.

It seemed that in this family, she was the one who had been bestowed with the worst talent in these last few generations.

Lilin knew that she was perhaps exaggerating. Objectively speaking, her talents and power were higher than 99% of all humans. She was in the top 1% of all of humanity, and even in the mortal realm as a whole, her position was at the top of the food chain.

But this was never enough for her. Why would someone who saw the stars care about the pebbles on the ground?

Being in the top 1% was not enough. She wished to be in the top 0.1%, the realm of true monsters that would shake the world with their mere name alone.

“Lilin. You should not be in so much of a hurry. I believe you have great potential in you and when you master your succubi powers, you will become even more dangerous. I believe in your talent, my child.”

Lilin could do nothing but give a bitter smile at that remark, “I think I would have been far happier if you told me this kind of thing three or so years ago.”

Lilith's smile slowly slipped off her face, and the pair gazed at each other silently.

There was much in the gaze of her daughter, so much that Lilith could say nothing to her. If at least there had also been anger, Lilith could have tried to argue and plead her case. At least say something other than being silent. But she found nothing, no emotions in her gaze for her, and this… made things all the more difficult for her.

The easiest thing now should be to just give up, as she always did. She had no need to fight so much, after all. She could just close her eyes and walk her own way and lead her own life.

But Lilith refused to take the easy path. She had always chosen the easy way in the past. Now it was time to walk the hard road of redemption.
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After taking a deep breath, Lilith exhaled the air out of her lungs. Her eyes gained a new resolve as she finally came to a decision.

“I am sorry.”

“Mom…!”

Lilith ignored the expression of surprise etched on her daughter’s face, “I have already apologized many times during our last discussion at the Tower, after I told you the truth of your origins.”

Lilith closed her eyes and let out a rueful sigh. “All I ever wanted was your good. All I ever wished was for you to grow strong and survive in this world alone, without needing anyone’s help. I wanted to prepare you for the time I would not be there to protect you anymore.

“When I realized that I didn’t have much time left to live, I was happy to know that you hated me. I thought that my death would be less heavy for you if you were to despise me like that. Rather than pain, you would only feel relief by my disappearance from this world. I couldn’t hope for a better outcome for my child.”

She leaked another sigh, “I am sorry. I was stupid. I was blinded by my nihilistic emotions and only thought about things from my perspective. I said that I was making things easier for you but in reality, I was the one taking the easy path out because I did not think I could be a good and loving mother to you, my child.”

“Mom…”

“I am sorry. When Neptune gave me the opportunity to have a child, I jumped at it with little to no hesitation whatsoever. You were… are my responsibility. You never asked to be born, and since I wished for you to come into this world, it was my duty to raise and bring you up with as much love as possible.”

Tears fell from her eyes again, but Lilith wiped them away roughly, without letting them fall from her face. “The last time there was a discussion between us it was all about me, even though it should have been about you. I am happy and proud of the woman you have become, even though I was not the best in guiding you.

“You are not a monster. You were not unwanted, and you are definitely anything but untalented.”

Her hair fluttered slightly as she spoke those words to her and her voice was a little bit hoarse. If possible she wanted to even kneel and beg her for forgiveness. But she knew that such a display would only be an insidious way of pressuring her daughter to accept her whims.

“I am sorry for all the pain I caused. I regret it so much, and I wish I could change everything. But… I cannot and hundreds of thousands of apologies would not change the pain I have inflicted on you, my child.”

This was the simple reality of their current situation. Talk was cheap. A perpetrator could easily apologize, but whether the apology would be accepted or not depended on the victim.

“The mistakes I committed will haunt the two of us for a long time. I do not ask you to forgive me now. I would even accept it if you never forgave me. This is your right, after all. But please… I beg you… Just give me a second chance.”

This time she could only lower her head to the ground, not being able to face her daughter anymore. Her frazzled hair covered her face entirely and her fists were tightly clenched as they nestled on her lap.

“I… If you really decide that you are much better without me, I swear to never bother you ever again.”

She would only stay away and take care of her from far away. Protecting her was the only thing she could not let go of.

“If you decide to forgive me, to give me a second chance, I swear to give my all in not making you regret that decision. I would do anything for you to forgive me.”

“Anything?”

Lilith looked at her daughter at those words, but Lilin simply looked away, not daring to look at her mother’s messy visage, “When you say anything. Would you give up on your life?”

“I cannot. This life does not belong to me alone anymore.” Lilith gave a sad smile, “Be it you, Sol, Isis, and all the witches. This life was brought about by taking too many gambles. I can never give up on it, ever again. Doing so would be an insult to each and every one of you.”

Even though her eyes were still red, and she even sniffled slightly every now and then, the strength and conviction in her eyes as she delivered those words were unmistakable.

Lilith did not fear death. She never had and never would. She once sought death and even accepted it with open arms. But now… She could not die. If she thought before that her life was worthless, the life she had now was the result of the effort of too many people.

Lilin nodded her head and spoke, “Of course, asking you to die would be too much of me. If it’s so… Then what about your sword? Would you give up on your sword?”

This time silence fell in the room.

Lilith looked once again at her daughter and all she could see was dead seriousness.

“I…” She opened her mouth before biting down her words. She felt like thorns were tearing apart her throat, making her unable to speak.

The sword… In a way, this could be said to be even more important for Lilith than her own life. The path of the sword was one of the first things that truly belonged to her in this world. Her love for the sword was simply indescribable. It transcended mere emotions and had become a part of her existence already.

Could she give up on it? Could she really swear to never hold onto it? Lilith closed her eyes painfully, but in the end simply released a sigh, “I will.”

She loved the sword. This was her path, the one thing that had illuminated her life for a long time.

But… Lilith remembered the moment when the true light of her life entered her life. She remembered the feeling of joy and fullness she felt as she gave birth to the beautiful girl in front of her.

Lilin may not technically be her daughter. She was more a clone of her than anything else. But how did it even matter to her?

She had her in her belly and had given birth to her after many struggles. She brought her up and watched her grow into her current state.

She was far from a perfect mother. She made many mistakes. Some were worse than others. While some were so horrible that she was not even able to reminisce about them without feeling suffocated in her heart.

Lilin was her daughter. This was a simple and absolute fact on which she would never budge.

She loved the sword… But she loved her daughter even more. She was the reason for her existence, in a way.

A gentle smile graced her lips and the tension in her shoulders seemed to have vanished completely once she came to that realization.

“I will.”

The same exact two words had been delivered as were a few moments ago, but the feeling behind those words was completely different than before. There was no reluctance in her eyes. No longing, and Lilin could see this clearer than anyone else.

Lilin just bowed her head, never having felt so ashamed when she realized the significance of what she had asked from her mother. And the shame she felt only intensified when she realized that Lilith was ready to give up one of the most precious things in her life… only for her

“I need to get some air.” She stood up, ready to flee again as overwhelmed as she was by the emotion,

But she soon stopped after taking a few steps. Her back was now facing Lilith, who remained still and unmoving in her seat.

Lilin thought about the future. If she fled at this very moment, things would be no different from how they unfolded during their last discussion at the tower.

Whether she accepted to have a better relationship with Lilith or not, she had to make things clear now, as procrastination would only bring more sadness to both of their lives. She had to make a decision right now.

“I really don’t know what I think about you, Mom…”

This was why she decided to speak. She was feeling confused about what to feel for her mother.

For Lilin, her mother was both an object of immense respect and worship and also an object of unequivocal fear and hatred.

“I am sorry for asking you to give up on your sword like that. I shouldn’t have done that…”

She had gone too far and acted completely entitled by asking her mother to do such a thing. She did not wish to make Lilith feel even more miserable than what she was feeling right now. She took no pleasure in seeing her mother suffer, no matter how much hate she felt for her.

“Do you…” She hesitated slightly before muttering in a soft tone, “Do you really think the two of us can have a normal relationship?”

Was it even possible for the two of them to go back to being normal mother and daughter? After more than 18 years of negligence and misunderstandings?

Lilith felt her heart skip a beat at her question. She knew that this was a chance for her. Maybe, the final chance for her to resolve their relationship. She hurriedly stood up and talked to Lilin’s back.

“I don’t know. I really don’t know. Perhaps even if I try being a caring mother, I will fail miserably. But… I will still do my best. I will put in every bit of effort I can muster to make things work between us.”

“I see…” Lilin nodded and started leaving the tent, causing Lilith to look down dejectedly.

“Tomorrow… Could you please teach me your new sword style then?”

Lilith looked up; her eyes widening in surprise and almost shouted her next words but she was able to keep it in somehow.

“Yes!”

Lilin had already left but Lilith knew that her words had been heard. Her heart swelled with happiness as she sat back, almost not being able to believe that this was the undeniable reality.

In the end, all she could do was bow down and tear up slightly as both relief and happiness filled her heart.
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After leaving the tent she had been occupying with her mother, Lilin felt her head boil in agony. Ideas and thoughts conflicted in her mind as she walked ahead with an uncertain gait, feeling the world blur around her due to the thoughts running through her head.

She could sense the people she passed were saluting her, but she had no time to salute back due to the thoughts rolling in her mind. The only thing she could do was grit her teeth in agony.

Lilin was feeling angry.

Angry at the childish and hurtful words she had spoken to her mother. It was true that Lilith had not been the most ideal mother ever. But, she still had never intentionally abused her emotionally or physically.

She was also angry at the fact that she had not been able to say what she really wanted to say to her mother.

Rather than threatening and provoking her mother, she had hoped to warmly welcome her with open arms.

But… All her life, after everything she had been through, she did not know how to show her affection to Lilith. The small moments others took for granted were things she had no knowledge of.

Argh. What the hell!

She felt like crumbling down and crying on the spot. But at the very least she had been able to take one small step toward mending their relationship.

She stopped when she reached a lake in the midst of a clearing in the dense forest.

“Who is it? Show yourself!”

She immediately put her hand to her hip, reaching for her sword, only to realize that it was not there. She had been in such a hurry to leave the tent that she had forgotten her sword there.

“You got sloppy.”

Lilin's hair frizzled as an electric charge went up her spine.

She yelped and moved away, only to see a thinly smiling Setsuna advancing through the shade of the trees, with sparks of electricity coursing through her fingers.

“Firstly, this hurts like hell and secondly, I have no reason to not be sloppy. If anyone can infiltrate this place with Sol and all those other King-ranked beings present, then having a sword wouldn’t pose much of a difference.”

“Oh? You seem quite prickly there, princess.”

Setsuna chuckled as she patted Lilin on the back. She walked up to a rock and took a seat on top of it.

Lilin looked at the back of her friend and rival and jumped on the rock as well.

The two sat quietly, gazing at the pristine blue lake. Each of them was thinking deeply about their situation. But they took solace in being next to each other. Two beings with the same levels of emotions and troubles in their lives.

“So… even if you were deep in thought, you should have felt my presence. What made you so upset?”

The first one to break the silence was Setsuna, uncharacteristic as they may be. Lilin just closed her mouth for a moment. She took a small rock and threw it into the lake, watching it skip a few times before finally plunging down the depths of the serene blue body of water.

“I had a discussion with my mother.”

“Ah…”

“Indeed. Ah…” Lilin shrugged and started explaining what had happened and how she had acted during the meeting. When she ended her long recollection of the events that had taken place, she sighed and stretched lightly before lying down on the surface of the rock. Looking at the blue sky devoid of clouds and the few birds flying around brought a certain peace in her disoriented heart.

Sitting next to her, Setsuna mused slightly before also taking up a small pebble and throwing it into the lake. However, she made sure that the stone she threw skipped a few more steps than Lilin’s.

“I envy you.”

“What…?”

Setsuna did not look at Lilin, who was gazing at her with a bewildered expression. Instead, she simply stared at the lake with empty eyes. “Your family is graced with loyal people. Your mother gave you the best teaching, you are the only princess of Lustburg, and Sol is your family.

“More than anything else, though… they are all very much alive.”

Her voice became low as she took another rock from the surroundings, “I remember my father. He was a kind but strong man. The perfect Alpha for our pack. He passed many important laws that helped make my country a better place for my people. My mother was a loving woman. She was a bit withdrawn, but she was respected by many. I loved them and saw them as the sky that sheltered me from the world. They were everything to me⁠—”

“ —Then they were murdered by my uncle.” Her grip tightened, and she reduced the rock in her hand into powder.

“My parents were killed by my uncle before I had even turned ten years old. My retainers died one after another as they fought to give me a chance to escape. In just one night, I went from being the princess of a powerful kingdom to being nothing but a famished kid fearing for her life. You know the rest of the story of my life after I came to Lustburg.”

Setsuna dusted off her hands and sighed. “Look, I am not saying this to tell you that your pain is worthless or that you are spoiled. What I want you to understand is that in this world, nothing is eternal. The thing you take for granted can vanish in an instant when you least expect it.”

A serene smile formed on her face and she turned to look at Lilin, “Let me tell you this as someone who lost everything— cherish all you have. Because you never know when you will lose it. Be happy that you have a mother you can fight with, because many don’t even have that privilege. Finally… if you really wish to forgive her, then don’t hesitate. Because if you do… You might regret it forever.”

A sad smile formed on her lips. How many times had she woken up, wishing that all her life was nothing but a nightmare?

How many times she thought… I wish I could have told them I loved them more often. I wish I had been a better daughter.

Her parents had sometimes scolded her in the past. But it was only after growing up that she realized how blissful it was to have someone who cared enough about you to take the time to scold you.

“Then again, your relationship with the Queen is filled with many secrets, pains, lies, and deceit. It’s normal to find it hard to connect with her on a deeper level. Normal to want to lash out. Why do you need to act mature? Your parents and your lover are the only ones with whom you can afford to act immaturely.”

Setsuna stood up and patted her shoulder. “Lilin, don’t hesitate. Don’t make it so you will end up thinking ‘I wish I could have done this before I lost my chance.’ Just do it. You are lucky enough that Lilith is willing to recognize her errors and is trying to mend your relationship. But this works both ways.”

Lilin looked silently at Setsuna and asked quietly, “Do you miss them?”

“Every single day of my life.”

Lilin nodded, stood up and stretched her hand toward Setsuna. “Then you need to become stronger. Won’t it feel great if you can give a punch to the guts to that uncle of yours?”

“Oh, trust me, I am thinking of giving him way worse than just a punch.”

The two friends and rivals gazed silently at each other. There was no need for more words between them.

Lilin’s anger faded and she could feel her mind become clearer. Indeed, rather than dwelling on the mistakes of the past, it was better to focus on the future.

She did not know whether or not she would either be able to mend the fence with Lilith completely.

But just training with a sword wasn’t enough. She wanted that, at the very end of this, whether this ended in failure or success, she could say proudly that she had done her best.

“Also, you know you sounded like Sol, earlier?” Setsuna chortled, “I guess his preachy ways rubbed off on me a little.” The two smiled at each other and started walking back.

Lilin wasn’t the only one who had managed to make her mind clearer after this small discussion. Setsuna had been walking in a fog between decision and indecision. But now, she finally remembered one of the goals that had led her through her life and the reason she had wanted to become stronger.

The sword?

Focusing on elements?

She had no attachment to either of those. She had never pursued power for the sake of power. Nor for the beauty of it. She was not one to focus on aesthetics. She wanted power for the sake of two simple goals.

Protecting Sol.

Avenging her parents.

Setsuna could not feel it, but in the depth of her mindscape, a gate started to form. What it would look like at the end was still left to be seen.


Chapter 39


Treasure Hunting



Later in the afternoon, inside the main tent, the full group reunited for the first time.

Sol was surprised to see that the atmosphere, unlike in the morning, was far more light-hearted and easygoing than before. It seemed that, like how he was able to deal with some of the shadows and stains that had marred the relationship between him and Camelia, the mother-and-daughter pair had also been able to begin the process of mending their broken and tattered relationship.

He realized that he had made the right choice in not intervening in this case. For all that he liked to portray himself as strong and dependable, Sol knew that he was no sage, nor was he a miracle worker who was able to instantly do anything he wished. He knew for a fact that he did not have the answers to all the questions that the others may have, and he was even more certain that he did not have the best solution to mend some cases. Cases like the one that plagued Lilin and Lilith.

Rather than rashly butting in between them, it was better for him to watch from afar and make sure to take care of the broken pieces with all he could if things were to go south.

“Lilin, we haven’t really had much time to speak till now. How is the subjugation process going?”

“Very well, I would say. I think after this, there will be no bandit groups in the immediate surroundings of the capital for a long time.”

“That’s perfect. With this done, one of our goals of bringing better security to the capital and revitalizing commerce and industry will finally be accomplished. Things are bound to get extremely complicated during the war, so it’s better for us to take care of this problem right now.”

“Yes. Though we were only able to manage in mending the areas around the capital and a few villages in the surroundings ,but nothing more than that. I am sure that the borders are infested with these hooligans and criminals.”

He shrugged his shoulders in response to the last part of her statement. “The royal family shouldn’t have to take care of everything. Since those nobles have power over those zones, they will just have to clean those places up by themselves… Milia?”

“Yes, Your Highness?”

“Note this statement and prepare an edict. I want a few of your shadows to follow the messengers we will select. Camelia, ideally speaking, I also want to take a few of your nuns and paladins for this mission. They will have to move through all of Lustburg, so it won’t be an easy task and so I need dedicated personnel.”

Thankfully, they had a few teleportation gate masters who were able to transport them to key locations, but those people were always priority targets in times of war. Sol did not wish to lose such rare talents, so they had no choice but to slow down their activities during this period of time.

Thankfully, the war should not last too long, but it was always better to be ready for any variables. Milia nodded silently to his words. The Crown’s Shadow had grown quite a bit, thanks to the influx of new recruits and better training resources that Sol had delegated to them. Some of the new recruits were sadly still a bit too inexperienced, so this was the perfect situation to train them and build up some crucial experience for themselves.

“Of course, you can deploy the paladins as much as you wish. I will give you full authority in that case, and even order the White Knight to report to you.” Camelia spoke without hesitation at Sol’s demand. She was all too eager to please him in as many ways as possible; especially due to the friction that had been going on in their relationship lately. Even though they had mended the holes in their relationship, she still wanted to do more for him so that he will be pleased with her.

She was always eager for his affection.

The White Knight was the most powerful knight inside the church and a crucial force of the Holy faction. He was a paladin who was very talented for a human, and even had a rare ice elemental spirit as his contract, though it could be quite a bit prickly and even took the form of a penguin for some odd reason.

Either way, having them under his command would still be incredible for his current plans. Despite all his power, Sol was still unable to cover the entirety of all the battlefronts at the same time. He wasn’t able to move his most powerful pieces— the King-rank beings and above — either, but that wasn’t really much of a problem in this case.

“Setsuna… Lilin… Will the two of you follow me to the front?”

He looked at his two companions and, after sharing a subtle conversation with each other through their eyes, both of them nodded their heads and readily agreed to follow him. However, there was still something that he needed to make clear to them and this was as good a time as any.

“Setsuna, I wish for you and Lilin to take care of a battlefront each. However, I have to regretfully inform you that you both are still too weak for that task. With your current strengths, you won’t be able to smoothly fulfill my wishes…”

Setsuna was a Storm Wolf and a very powerful fighter to boot. Even a human at the Duke-level would have a very hard time dealing with her, and could be defeated by her if they were to be careless.

However, the problem here was that they were not really fighting humans here. They were now fighting against beasts, demi-humans like herself. If Setsuna went on and tried to control the battlefield with her current level of strength, then the only outcome that would be waiting for her was a sure road to death. There was no other way around it, as she was one of the prime targets in this war. She was the only wolf alive that had the right to fight against the king’s legitimacy to the throne.

“We decided to have a fight in a few days, right? I will be completely honest with you here… If after this fight you are unable to become a Duke, I will directly sign the contract with you. The boost that you would receive from signing the contract with me should be enough to directly elevate you to the Duke level.”

His voice was calm and serene, without a hint of fluctuation, as he relayed the reality of her current situation to the Storm Wolf. “The only reason I am stopping myself from signing the contract now is because I know it might break your pride if you only reach the Duke level thanks to me.”

All the women around him, from the weakest to the strongest, had a certain mixture of dependency on him when it came to their emotional wellbeing.

But when it came to their respective powers and might, they were extremely independent. They were all proud of the powers they had, and wished in no way for him to coddle them or protect them like damsels in distress or sheltered princesses. This was another part about them that he found extremely charming.

From the Duke-level to the higher levels, the mindset played a role far more important than even bloodlines and other broken supplements that each individual had with them.

Sol knew very well that if Setsuna became a Duke thanks to him, while Lilin had managed to do so on her own, it would forever break the self-esteem of his beautiful wolf knight and she might be forever unable to advance further in her journey of power.

This ultimatum was, in the end, just a way to spur her on. However, from the fire in her eyes, he knew that he didn’t need to worry much about her. She was already finding her own way towards reaching her goals. All she needed was a small nudge in the right direction, something that would help her in breaking the shackles tying her down and he knew exactly where he could find that nudge.

“I will summarize the current situation and new goals for us. Lilith, later, we will have a conversation about why kidnapping the Supreme Daughter is not a good idea, but for now, I want you to take back control of the army for the last onslaught against the bandits. Milia, I want you to go back to the capital with Camelia and prepare the city for war. Also, visit Theresa and make sure those adventurers gave her the message. If they did, reward them appropriately. We might even hire that dwarf as a blacksmith if he has the talent for it.”

He slowly tapped his finger on the table, “Medea and Persephone, please go talk to Ambrosia. Persephone has tested the ring already, and we have proven its authenticity. It’s time for me to talk to that witch council of yours and forge a new relationship between Salem and Lustburg.”

Persephone smiled. The verification had been a very enjoyable process for her. “Mother has been even more impatient than you. What do you think? You will be the first man to ever step inside Salem. How are you feeling about that?”

She chuckled, “Imagine an entire country full of only women who are extremely thankful to you for giving them the ability to be with the people they love. I wonder how they will reward you for that?”

If Sol’s brain was a computer, it would have shown a short circuit and an Error.ex message right about now after hearing her words.

Just imagining an entire country full of very beautiful and very thirsty women jumping at him made him gulp. This might perhaps be the largest orgy ever recorded in the history of orgies.

Begone evil thoughts.

He shook his head and glared at the slyly smiling woman with clear irritation in his eyes.

“Stop teasing Sol. This might very well happen at this rate.” Medea had nothing against sharing him but still, sharing her lover with the entirety of the witches was a little too much even for her.

She sighed and nodded her head, “We will prepare. Honestly, the council will be even more excited than you expect.”

“Wonderful.” Once he was done giving them the instructions, Sol finally focused on Lilin and Setsuna.

“As for you two…” He paused and gave them a smile, “Are you interested in treasure hunting?”

He didn’t know what would happen, but something was telling him that at the end of this adventure, both Setsuna and Lilin will come out as completely different beings. It was a gut feeling.

He couldn’t wait to see their transformations.
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The dark curtain of night was covering the world. A feeble light from the stars above illuminated the horizon even as the false light of the moon helped give a more open view.

For most creatures, this moment of the night was a territory far too strange for them. It was a domain into which only a few entered and thrived. Darkness was the source of fear for many, after all.

In the forest, where the wilderness and the rules of the jungle took back its right, where beasts moved around the treacherous paths and in every moment some predator chased after their prey, a crisp crunch resonated throughout the silence of the forested world— the sound of someone stepping on a broken branch.

Thanks to the previous silent atmosphere, this simple sound was almost deafeningly loud to hear. All the predators of the jungle turned their heads in unison and then, as if they had all decided at the same time, began to flee for their lives, running out of the danger zone— eager to vanish as quickly as possible.

“Sol, you should learn how to move in the darkness.”

“I do know how to do it. But moving in the darkness of the forest is a bit different. I feel like there is always some branch wherever I walk.”

“He is right, Setsuna. Do you really expect him to be able to master such a skill so suddenly?”

“Once again, I can — I just don’t really see the necessity in doing that. I can smash anyone without having to hide, and those who can smash me would still be able to find me easily no matter what I do. Seems like a useless thing to learn, in all honesty.”

“Basic knowledge should be mandatory. You never know when it can be useful.”

“Hmm, that’s true. Still feel it’s useless though. Oh well…”

Sol, Setsuna, and Lilin were walking together slowly through the dark forest. The night was the time when the beasts became the most active as they searched for food and could unleash their full power.

But those same beasts could only stay in silence and hide as deeply as possible in front of the overwhelming power emanating from those three. There was no pride left and no desire to even try to compete, for they knew they would be crushed.

“Sol, what is our goal here, exactly?”

Currently, Sol was wearing simple leather pants and a shirt. It was simple to move in and at least resistant enough to not tear or shred at the slightest movement in the unruly forest terrain. He had given up on the armor already. It wasn’t particularly hard for him to use it, but he realized that he had to give up on speed and agility, and while he didn’t mind a slow and careful fight, this wouldn’t do him any good in the long run.

The decision became even more firm with the knowledge that the armor was actually weaker than his own body once he transformed. This once again gave one deep understanding of why dragons were not particularly interested in armor, as it offered no protection to them whatsoever. The same went for most weapons in general.

Only a renowned blacksmith could even try to create something on the same level as what the dragons were naturally endowed with, and even with the right material, the chances of failure were extremely high.

In his opinion, the only mortal with skill high enough to be distinguished was the dwarf, Theresa. Though, for clothing, he could also ask Duchess Arachne Milaris. She had been talented enough to receive a blessing from the goddesses themselves.

Hehe, once the blueprints are ready, perhaps I will find a better weapon from there?

He was quite happy with his current Divine Weapon, but sometimes having something simpler and more straightforward was also good.

He didn’t care what weapon it was, as long as it fulfilled those easy criteria.

“Well, like I said, we are chasing after a treasure. Though we might face some small difficulties along the road.”

“What do you mean by ‘small difficulties’?”

“I honestly don’t know. I just know that the two of you need to be here, and that this will help you in your growth. I imagine there will be some legendary weapon, or perhaps something different. I don’t have a perfect reading on this matter.”

Setsuna shared a glance with Lilin, “And the reason we should go alone is…”

“We can’t always have the adults with us, right? Don’t you think it would be rather interesting this way? An adventure of our own. Just the three of us. Though it will be quite short.”

Lilin gave a smile and nodded her head, “I always wanted to adventure with you. I regret not taking you with me when I left.”

“Heh. If the prince suddenly vanished people would rioted. But yeah, it would have been interesting, I agree.”

Setsuna, meanwhile, clenched her fist, “Is this why you gave me an ultimatum?”

She could guess that Sol had a reason to impose such a clear time limit on her. She did not fear this, as she was sure that she would find her way in the limited time frame she was given. Her hesitation and self-doubt had mostly died, and now she believed that she could walk forward without looking behind.

“Fate is telling me that this is the best opportunity you will get.”

He stopped and looked at Setsuna deeply, “I will be candid with you. While I do not think that whatever is about to happen will be threatening physically, I do not know what will happen mentally. So you still have a choice. You can choose to go down or stay.”

Setsuna did not cower under his gaze, “You seem to have forgotten, but not long ago I was more or less your teacher.”

Sol smiled, “Indeed you were, and I learned much under you. This is why I believe in you. There is no way that someone who was my teacher will be unable to break through her limits without outside help. So stay strong and fight for yourself. The two of us are waiting for you on the other end.”

He held out his fist and only after Setsuna fist-bumped in return did he start walking again on the previous path. Lilin, who had stayed silent through all of this, finally asked the question she had always been dying to ask since leaving the camp.

“So… Where do we go exactly?”

Sol gave a confident smile and placed his hands on his hips before letting out a loud laugh. The laugh lasted for quite some time before he finally stopped and gave a devilish grin, “I do not know.”

He spoke with absolute assurance and confidence. Almost as if he was even proud of not knowing where to go. Looking at him speechlessly, Setsuna, for the first time in her life, started to wonder if she should just hit him in the head with something.
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Sitting quietly on the ground with his legs in a lotus position, Sol closed his eyes as he began to visualize the threads of Fate once again.

When one thought about it clearly, it was rather ironic that for all his talk about facing and rejecting Fate, following and reading the flow of Fate had become one of his greatest powers.

However, Sol was not dejected by the irony of his ‘fate,’ as disappointing as that was. He knew very well that once he reached the demi-god level properly, he would not just be following Fate; he would completely control it and have it bend to all of his whims.

For the time being, he was observing all the threads that would guide him toward victory. The threads were not physical manifestations in the truest sense, but much more like a GPS in a way. The threads could guide him toward the right road, and show him the path that he needed to take to reach the most-ideal ending.

Much like a yes and no question or a guide buzzing whenever you took the wrong direction.

Thump~ Thump~ Thump

Slowly, ever so slowly, his heartbeat started to slow down to a crawl. The sounds of the world quieted down and in the end, only absolute silence greeted him.

He was deeper into the vestiges of a domain where nothing but he and Fate existed. Millions of threads were tied down to him in the most intrinsic ways possible; as though he was the source of all the threads that existed in the world.

Humans affected the world simply by existing, and the higher a human stood in society, the more influence he had and the more changes he could bring.

Sol was not only one of the most powerful beings in the mortal realm at the moment, but he was also the king of one of the largest nations of this world, with millions of inhabitants under his control.

For all of the reasons above, any of his choices and actions could affect the entire world, and even the astral realm as a whole.

The threads that he could perceive were startlingly numerous but he ignored them all, focusing on the more-immediate problem— such as finding the way to this so-called treasure of which the dwarf had spoken.

Step~

He started walking. In this world filled with darkness and shining threads of all colors, he took a few careful steps, observing the specific threads that were guiding him toward the path he wished to tread on and the goal he wished to grasp.

Focus…

The millions of threads started to vanish one by one. One after another they seemed to go extinct, filtering themselves out to discard the most-useless of the threads that would do nothing to let him reach his goals.

Focus…

Slowly, all the thin threads were weeded out. Only a few were left and he instinctively knew that those were the ones for which he was searching.

I’ve got you.

Bringing his hand forward, he grabbed the thread he had been searching for all along, only to finally notice at the end that a few more threads were entwined with it.

Hmmm…

He could see the threads representing Setsuna and Lilin entwined in this thread quite a bit tightly. But there were two more crimson threads entangled with the treasure he was seeking and also entangled with both Setsuna's and Lilin's own, making a complex yet colorful creation.

Oh?

In this place, Sol felt nearly omnipotent and omniscient.

Should I kill them?

He thought and in the void, a scissor manifested in his hands. He knew that it would be slightly complicated to enact what he was thinking, but if he so wished, he could directly bring death to the wielder of those two crimson threads.

From the aura those threads were showing, they were nothing more than Duke-level enemies. They were at a level of power and existence that he could entirely and completely crush.

The distance was meaningless, as they were in the same plane. Even if he couldn’t kill them, he could surely give them a serious blow and incapacitate them completely.

Ugh…

He stopped himself. Even though he had the vision of being all-powerful, he was in fact not so. Not right now, at least.

Striking through the usage of Karma and Fate to kill enemies that were technically at the same level of existence as he was, would most likely incapacitate him as well. It was useless to take such a risk for two beings he could crush the moment he faced them directly.

Setsuna and Lilin will have to face this trial.

Sol thought indifferently. He could feel his emotion slowly draining out of his mind. The longer he stayed in this place, the more the feeling of being a different entity— a superior unfeeling entity, floated in his mind.

He felt detached, as if he was looking at something that did not matter to him and was in no way related to him.

This is really dangerous.

He had not felt such detachment when he was using the power of divinity. It seemed like this place was not somewhere he should stay for long at his current level — if he did not want to be assimilated into this realm and be devoured by it, that is.

It was a cold place with no feeling. A place that judged and established laws with no care for right and wrong, but only for efficiency. Like a cold and unequivocal balance that thrived to keep the equilibrium of the world.

I wonder… Did someone create this system?

What was Fate exactly in the first place? Who decided to create this system? What brought the creation of the universe?

Sol tilted his head and looked up, so many secrets, so many things to search and understand.

I will come back.

Sol knew that he had reached his limit already and was about to be completely eroded. As such, he took a step back and exhaled heavily.

It was time to go back to the real world.

———

“Sol?”

“Hmmm…”

“Where should we go?”

Sol smiled as he continued to walk with his two companions. He already knew the answer, but he was in no hurry.

Either way, any treasure that was present in the mortal world could never leave his grasp. If it was the Wings of Freedom, then he just had to take his time and let them do all the work before coming at them.

I wonder which two members they are.

He honestly didn’t care, even if they were King-level beings. He was sure that he could trade blows with one before being forced to flee. The sooner they worked on this and took out those pests, the better it would be for them.

Sol could feel that they were like a cancer, and if those bastards went crazy and started attacking the mortal world, then the amount of damage they would inflict before being put down was not something he wished to see.

Thinking like this, he chuckled and continued to tease his two companions. Soon, it would be time to fight.

———

A few hundred kilometers away from Sol and his two companions, deep in the bowels of the earth, a blue wolf tore apart three golems with her claws and fangs.

Not far from her, the youthful-looking dwarf kept firing bullets at anything that went past her. In the end, after a long and arduous fight, they destroyed everything.

“This is taking longer than we anticipated.”

“Fuck, I know that already, okay? How was I to know that traps that were created almost a thousand years ago would still work now? I am not a fucking seer, dammit!” Acth seethed quietly. This fight hadn’t made his wounds any lighter, and this was starting to piss him off.

They had entered this dungeon thinking that it would be easy. It was — at first. They only had to drive out a colony of stupid orcs and continue going down.

But each floor had an absurd increase in difficulty, and now they were facing a golem that had the power and speed of an average Duke.

The only reason they even managed to survive unscathed was that Neun was quite powerful herself and had become even stronger recently. But at this rate, it would be hard for them to get past all the obstacles and obtain the treasures.

He could already imagine that they might face top-level Dukes deeper inside. This made him understand now how his ancestor had managed to hold off the elves back then. This was indeed a powerful defense.

Hahaha. With all of this, surely the treasure will be equally good, right?

He was excited like never before about the possible rewards that would come their way.

“Still, I didn’t know you guys could change into full wolves.” He looked at his bestial companion with wonder. For all they were called beasts, war beasts or beast-kin, only some had animalistic traits even when they entered their berserk mode.

It was the first time for him to see a true full transformation. In this form, Neun looked like a giant wolf and was quite threatening.

“We normally can’t. I have just managed to reach deeper than many ever could.”

This was the power she had witnessed when her king fought the usurper and now she once again felt like she was closer to that ideal form she had witnessed. Soon… Just a little more and she might become a King herself.

Then….

Divine punishment or not, she would enact her vengeance. No matter what the cost… Even if it was her own soul and existence…

Vengeance shall be mine.
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In the end, the other traps were no match for them. After all, those golems might have the physical strength and speed matching that of a Duke; however, without an actual Zone to back up their physical capabilities, they were nothing more than slightly stronger cannon fodder against the real deal.

Reinforcement → Cladding → Intent → Zone…

The golem lacked absolutely all the essential steps that could make one grow stronger even while fighting with their base capabilities. Only by relying on their sturdy material could they match a Duke’s physical parameters only and nothing else.

This is absolutely fucking nuts.

Acht marveled every time he saw one of those golems. Those could only be considered to be masterpieces of the highest level.

How did they find such material and work with it? What about the artificial intelligence that was implemented in their systems to make them so highly functional, and work even after such a long time had passed since their creation?

“Hahaha. I have been underestimating the old dwarves too much. It seems like they followed a branch of machinery that focused more on those golems rather than weapons of mass destruction among other militaristic endeavors we are pursuing now.”

The only race he had seen to ever focus on artificial intelligence until now was the angels, sitting high above in their city above the clouds. How could he ever think that his ancestors from just a few thousand years ago were so ingenious to implement such a system that the most technologically-advanced race in the mortal realm had come to accomplish?

Finally, they reached the last room. Both Neun and Acht were unscathed, but they were still a little bit tired from the constant fighting.

They had been battling non-stop from the very moment they had activated the very first trap of this labyrinth. It was worth noting that while a few golems had stats comparable to a Duke, the majority of them were far inferior.

Even then, by making use of the sturdiness of their bodies they could tank many hits and even came close to deliver deadly blows to them far too many times.

“What is this material?”

“Orichalcum.”

This was a metal that was very conducive to magic. It was extremely rare, even in the astral realm, and it could be used to exponentially increase the striking power of a weapon or any other object that was made through it with mana reinforcement. It could also passively absorb mana from its surroundings and convert it into energy; energy that would be used to further strengthen the power and lethality of the weapon.

“Hahahah. Holy Shit! We have struck it rich!”

Acht looked at the metal that served as the ‘heart’ of those golems and compared it to the one from his memories. This metal was unbelievably rare, even in the astral realm. It wasn’t something just anyone could ever hope to acquire.

So this is the secret of this facility. If all the golem have a heart made from this then their magic reserves would never be a problem.

This ‘heart’ was in function no different from the core of a divine beast, albeit at an incredibly lower level.

The one who created this clearly took inspiration from them and created something with a similar concept. If this concept was applied to the whole fortress, this would mean that they had essentially created an eternal and perpetual functioning dungeon.

As long as mana existed in the world, the golems would self-repair and take care of the dungeon, and the dungeon would extract the energy necessary from the world to create an everlasting cycle.

He also understood now why there were so many colonies of orcs and other magical beasts in this place. As they all released mana unconsciously, this mana would also be absorbed and used to sustain the dungeon. This would cause no harm to the inhabitants and would assure perfect continuity and cohabitation. It was the perfect symbiosis of the legends.

This is revolutionary. With something like this as the base, it wouldn’t be impossible to even reach the heights of the angels in technology if it had been continued.

As a scientist and a researcher, he felt a pain in his guts just thinking about how this lost technology had been gathering dust here for thousands of years. It was his duty to restore this legacy of his ancestors.

Of course, if he got something on the way, then it was just a bonus.

“Well, let’s face the last room and see what it has to offer, shall we?”

All of this was good and all. But it could only benefit a civilization. What he needed was something that could increase his own power.

Placing his hand on the door handle, he slowly pushed the door open.

But it was then….

“Ugh!”

Both Neun and Acht groaned when they felt something akin to a scythe coiling right around their necks.

Even though they could not see the source of this power, they could feel it perfectly well with their instincts. Someone was warning them to not move. Someone was telling them that they would die if they took one more step forward.

What is this pressure!?

Acht could not believe this. He was a powerful Duke, and while he might be pretty cowardly at times, he had faced the full brunt of the aura of many other Duke- and even King-level beings.

But this had never caused him such dread as he was feeling right now. It was as if there was absolutely no way for him to win or even escape from the grasp of this higher-order being.

Neun was not faring any better. However, she was a true warrior. Her hand slowly reached for her blade. But she stopped when she felt the pressure on her suddenly double.

“Show yourself!”

The sound of footsteps reached their ears. Slow, measured, and steady. Those were the steps of someone confident in his or her own strength. Who did not even try to hide from two very powerful beings in their own right.

“My, oh my. I have been wondering who we would find in this place. But I would have never thought that it would be you two.”

Acht turned around and looked at the source of the pressure that had been pushing them down. Golden hair, blue eyes, and a still somewhat youthful appearance. On his clothes was the crest of a snake eating its own tail and a phoenix.

There was no doubt about it. There was only one person who matched all those descriptions to a T. In fact, they remembered his face clearly, even if they didn’t want to.

The crown prince and future king of Luxuria. The sole ruler of Humanity. Sol Dragona Luxuria.

We are fucked.

Acht could only feel despair and feel his heart sink at this situation. There was no solution to this problem.

He knew very well that the reason their boss was down for the count was because of the boy in front of them. Even if he had ‘cheated’ and used some external source of power, this did not diminish his accomplishments.

“Fancy meeting you here. Why don’t we have a friendly chat?”

Acht gulped. He had the deep impression that this chat would in no way be very friendly. But what else could he say? “We are more than happy to listen.” Not like they had a choice.
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Sol chuckled at the looks of pure and unadulterated fear the dwarf was expressing at each and every one of his actions. It was hard to imagine that these two beings had actively participated in the chaos in the capital, which had wrought unimaginable destruction and unrest, and that he’d had a difficult time fighting even against one of them back then.

Now, defeating these people would only be an afterthought for him. But this wasn’t why he was here right now. He could now understand why Fate had shown him that this would be an important milestone for both Setsuna and Lilin.

Acht was the one who fought against Lilin and Nuwa before. Despite their best efforts, the fight ended up in a draw in the end. But, all things considered, they would have died if Camelia hadn’t activated the barrier, so it could only be counted as a loss on their part.

Meanwhile, the blue wolf, Neun, was looking at him with both wariness and a desire to fight. She had been Setsuna’s instructor and guardian in the past. During that night, Setsuna had been absolutely bested on all levels by her former teacher.

He wondered what would be the result now.

“Before we start, why don’t we finish some things first.” Sol pointed at the door and, walking past them, entered the last and largest room in the dwarven labyrinth. It was a wonder how something like this could exist so far underground. The room felt more like a giant stadium; the ceiling was several meters above their heads.

But in the end, all eyes were locked on the far end of the room, which was the most eye-catching spot.

A colossus, a giant golem that seemed to be more than six meters tall, was standing there… immobile. It had a completely humanoid shape, though its proportions seemed more akin to a dwarven robot than a typical human. It made sense since the inventor of this robot was a dwarf, after all. Every creator would always try to make their best creation in their own image.

[Beep! Detecting challengers]

A red light flashed from the depths of the immobile machine, and the dwarven golem churned to life with radio noises and a warning delivered in the most mechanical of tones.

Rumble~!

The ground started to shake as the golem stood up from its previous position, and Sol was forced to look up even more to be able to take in the full majesty of this gargantuan creation of steel and magic.

[Beep! Combat mode activated!]

“Hahaha.”

Ignoring the two members of the Wings of Freedom, Sol strode forward with a large smile on his face.

Robots and cars were a man's desire, and this was really something Sol never thought he would see in this medieval world, far away from the civilization of the modern world.

The Dwarf King of that period must have been a Reincarnator, or at the very least, related to one.

[Beep! Challenger, do you want the treasure of our King? He hides it somewhere here. I congratulate you for coming this far.]

One Pie…? Yep definitely a Reincarnator.

There was no other way to explain this and the cringy dialogue that was added at the end. But all of that did not matter to him right now. He could just slowly learn everything about this new senior of his later on.

What mattered now though was rather simple and straightforward.

“Let’s warm up a little, shall we?”

Sol took off his shirt, exposing his chiseled musculature, and rushed in toward the giant golem. He did not fill his body with Mana, but simply went at it with no protection at all… bareback was how you do it when you were a real man.

It was a fight of epic proportion for the onlookers, but for him, it was nothing more than a way to waste his time pummeling mediocre opponents in the mortal realm. He would simply use this opportunity to channel his raw and animalistic passion, and use the robot as a recipient for all of that energy and frustration he had stored during the days of his governance.

———

BOOM~!

Acht’s eye twitched slightly when he felt the giant shockwave, created by the prince when he received the full brunt of a hit from the golem’s giant hammer.

The golem was showing a power far superior to all the previous creations they had faced combined. This was without a doubt an aura that was close to what a top-level Duke would produce. As if that wasn’t enough, it seemed that unlike the earlier ones, this one was completely able to manipulate and use Mana at will, to the cladding part at the very least. Even though it lacked a domain, this simple fact made the golem many times stronger than any other creation of this realm.

Acht knew one thing, though… If he had faced this golem, even with his full power, the only result would have been an embarrassing defeat or even possibly death.

But…

“What the fuck?”

“Hahahah!! Hit me more! You are barely tickling me!”

“What the hell am I looking at?”

“More! More! Don’t disappoint me!”

Acht could scarcely believe the fight that was preceding in front of him. In fact, could this even be called a fight?

The hammer's swings were mighty, and the power packed in the hulking frame of the robot was immense and unfathomable.

But…

Crack~

The hammer began to crack.

“Fuck.” Acht cursed again in a low voice at the sight of the hammer slowly breaking down each time it hit the prince’s body.

Even though the hammer was probably made from adamantium and orichalcum, as well as other precious and sturdy metals, it seemed like it was unable to go through the prince’s powerful defense.

The boy was not even using Mana; this was the result of the pure reaction force the hammer had to support each time it hit against his sturdy body.

Just how strong is he?

If Acht had any idea about fleeing while the prince was busy, all those ideas had vanished from his mind altogether.

Still, why is it another battle freak?

The way the prince was laughing and even holding back in order to better enjoy the fight made him think of Zwei— that crazy Oni. He didn’t know where she was currently, but he was sure that only chaos followed that woman wherever she went.

A few minutes later, following many explosions, Acht and Neun approached the wreckage of what had once been the mighty golem.

Sitting on the pile of scrapes was none other than the prince, who wore a disappointed look on his handsome face.

“I should have been more careful with my punches.”

Sol ignored them as he looked at the robot before finally sighing. This had been quite an enjoyable fight. Without a doubt, he would ask Theresa to help him restore the golem. Perhaps she could even add things, like transformation mode or super beam. He didn’t know if it was possible, but it was worth trying.

“Well. Now that I had my moment of fun, I believe it’s time to have a discussion with you two.”

He finally looked down at the two of them. From their perspective, all they could see was a cold and menacing gaze that seemed to have absolutely no regard for even their existence.

“I will be honest. I simply want to kill you now and be done with it, or perhaps torture you guys in retaliation for the damage you caused to my kingdom. But as a magnanimous King, I will give you two a choice.”

He lifted a finger, and a large, insidious smile filled his face.

“One. Each of you will fight someone that I will designate to you. If you win, then I will simply imprison you. There will be no torture involved. I promise this on my name and title as the future king of Lustburg.”

He then lifted another finger.

“Or two… Die right here and now. Either way, I have a necromancer in my group. So we can ask any questions we have directly to your soul.”

Acht clicked his tongue. He did not bother asking stupid questions like — why should we trust you? The situation was clear for all to see, and in reality, there was no other way.

“I accept.”

Sol shrugged and looked at the blue wolf, “What about you?”

Neun, unlike Acht, was not intimidated. She did not fear death. Never had, never would.

“Who will I fight and why? I would rather die than be a source of your entertainment.”

“You will fight Setsuna and serve as her stepping stone.”

The blue wolf closed her eyes before going to the ground on one knee and bowing to Setsuna while speaking in a clear and concise tone. “I accept.” Her life belonged to her king and her princess. Her goal may have shifted, but this reality would never change.


Chapter 40


Revenge Match: Lilin



The order Sol gave to them was clear and concise. They had to fight the opponents designated to them to survive and avoid the worst possible outcome — annihilation.

What Acht could not understand, though, was… why?

Why not simply crush them here and now when the prince had the chance? Why not simply use his overwhelming power to make them do even the most heinous things imaginable and bring them endless suffering for what they had done to him and his kingdom?

Weren’t they his enemies? Acht was sure that if he caught someone he considered an enemy, he would make sure to make him or her suffer the worst possible consequence as he looked on with glee at their suffering.

But gazing into Sol’s eyes, he was startled to realize that he could see no happiness in having caught them in this place and at such an opportune moment. He felt no joy in the prospect of torturing them. Honestly, there was barely a hint of any emotions that could be seen in those cold, indifferent, and unfeeling eyes of his.

“Why don’t you hate us?” The question spilled out of his mouth without him meaning to, and he couldn’t help but instantly regret that action…

Why did he have to open his large mouth and say stupid things like that? Wouldn’t it be simpler for them to take care of this situation as was ordered by the prince and just walk away when they fulfilled his conditions? Why the fuck did he say that?

“Why?”

Acht shuddered when he felt Sol’s gaze settle on his body. There was still no hostility in his gaze, only honest confusion before those blue eyes were filled with a look of faint mockery.

“Not only did you do nothing to me… But why would I hate inconsequential people such as yourselves? Feeling hatred toward people beneath me is just a waste of time. Don’t you think so, puny dwarf?”

Acht gasped slightly before gritting his teeth in anger and frustration. He wanted to mock the prince for his arrogance but realized that they were indeed completely helpless in front of him right now.

“Do not take this personally. I just need the two of you to be good stepping stones for my two beautiful companions. You should know them already, by the way: Setsuna and Lilin.”

Acht's wounds throbbed at the mention of that accursed name. He still vividly remembered the fight he had with that crazy young woman.

The fight had been in his favor from the start. But in the middle, because he underestimated just how much damage that snake girl could take, and how fierce were the secret skills of Lilin, he was nearly offed by just one strike of her sword.

Even then, this attack was still haunting his body and soul, giving him sustained damage throughout.

“During the fight, every hit is permitted. You can even go for the kill if you like. In fact, I will be sorely disappointed if you two hold back for any reason.”

He turned his gaze to Neun and spoke, “The last time you saw Setsuna, the two of you had a very interesting discussion, right? I am sure she will have an answer for you now.”

A chuckle escaped his lips as he gazed at them, amusement evident in his eyes. “Now go up, meet them outside, and fight. If you survive this fight, my promise will still stand.”

He waved his hands, as if he was chasing away buzzing flies. Acht bristled slightly at this treatment, but there was nothing he could do; he was simply too weak to even hold a candle to the prince.

Neun showed no particular reaction to his demeaning actions. She did not care about humiliation whatsoever. She wouldn’t have bothered living such a shameful life in the enemy camp if she had any regard for that feeling. At this moment, she was simply thinking about what she would do once she stood in front of the princess again.

Their last meeting had not ended on a good note, and she was still determined to follow Setsuna in her own way.

In the end, she could only walk out alongside Acht, leaving Sol alone in the main room.

Sol stood up and looked out; his eyes shimmered as the strings of fate once again appeared in front of him. He could see them moving and intertwining, resulting in different outcomes that spiraled into endless possibilities.

This feeling is quite euphoric, huh…

He could now understand why Skuld liked to be so mysterious about everything. There was a certain feeling about being able to ‘see’ and manipulate the future that could never be explained in mere words.

Whether it was during his fight against Nihil and Surtr, or the way he orchestrated the final events that led to Lilith’s evolution, Sol felt like the entire universe was, in some ways, moving and responding to his every whim.

He was like a movie director, deciding the script in advance and choosing the actors to play the roles as he watched from the sidelines. Or like an author, writing a story and moving every event as he wished, controlling everything as his heart desired.

The more he did so, the more he felt like he could hear the echoes of his name slowly rising up and settling in the distance.

He looked up… One play was about to end, and he had the feeling that by making one last move, he would finally be able to discover his True Name. Doing so would allow him to really step foot in the realm of the King.

I think the war will be the best stage for me to finally become a King.

This would be the largest stage created by his own means, and starring a few of the strongest beings in this mortal world. Perhaps this would be the ultimate play before the full conquest of this realm. This was indeed the perfect stage for him to break through.

He laughed and jumped off the humongous pile of scrap metal that had once been the golem.

It was time to find this so-called treasure.

If it was some BS feeling of friendship, he swore he would raze this place to the ground.

———

Meanwhile, when Acht and Neun finally walked out of the dungeon and stepped into the forest once again, they were greeted by two women waiting for them.

One was a young, blue-haired young girl with wolf ears and a tail. The other was a purple-haired young girl, with a pair of horns sticking out of her head that gave her an eerie charm.

Setsuna and Lilin.

The two had stoic expressions on their faces, even as they looked at their foes. They perfectly remembered the feelings of humiliation and depression that haunted them after they woke up at the hospital, defeated by the pair of enemies that they now had to face once more.

Both Setsuna and Lilin had sworn that they would one day avenge their humiliating defeats. It seemed like this day had finally come for them.

Placing her hand on her sword, Setsuna stood up from her sitting position on her knees and started to walk away. “Let’s find some space to finish this.”

She was focused; her eyes betrayed no emotion, other than a desire for growth and victory.

“Princess.” Neun bowed lightly to Setsuna’s back and started to follow her in silence, leaving Acht and Lilin alone.

Silence settled between the two remaining individuals, as even the sound of retreating steps could not be heard in the distance.

Acht wondered what his chances of survival would be if he simply surrendered now. But he could feel that this would not end well for him.

‘Very well. Do you think I only like being played around?’

He took out a handful of pills and started chewing on them. They were something Drei had made long before leaving the group. They could temporarily alleviate the pain, and let him use his full power.

“Shall we dance?”

Light flickered, and two guns appeared in his hand. To those words, Lilin scoffed, “The only man I will ever dance with is Sol."
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“Now, now, young lady. I see that you have grown quite a bit in the time since we’ve seen each other. But by how much, though? This time, you won’t have a meat shield to protect you. I wonder just how long you will be able to last without that partner of yours.”

The wind stirred as the two Dukes stood facing each other, eyes emitting murderous desire for each other’s lives. Acht hid the uneasiness in his heart by acting in the best way he knew.

Acting cocky as fuck.

Even though he was mocking her openly, his eyes were analyzing every movement of his opponent. He remarked quite distinctively how she had essentially erased the distance between the two of them and nearly taken him out in one slash the last time they had collided.

Tension ran through him as he carefully analyzed his opponent. His weapons had gone through a complete overhaul, as Nihil had shared some of the technology she remembered from her time as an angel with him. The results were more than satisfactory, and the power behind each shot had been amplified by a great magnitude. They were far more potent than ever.

Lilin, meanwhile, was more than a little nonchalant. She remembered her defeat even though she had been fighting with Nuwa as a support. She had been bested by her opponent in the end, and would have died if not for the intervention of her mother.

Many times after the defeat, she had gritted her teeth even as she swung her sword, ready to avenge this humiliation. Many times the dreams of defeat haunted her soul and made her feel a ruthless sense of anger surge within herself.

But now that she stood in front of Acht once again, she realized one thing.

“I will win.”

Of that, she had no doubt. This was an absolute reality. She didn’t just have the confidence that she would win. She was absolutely and completely certain that this battle would only end in her victory over her foe.

Her hand around her sheath tightened, and she slowly flicked the handle with her thumb.

Waiting in silence, unmoving, she gazed at her opponent. Like a silent wall ready to stand forever without moving, her aura and her stance were unwavering and unparalleled.

Mana started gushing from them, causing the ground to shake slightly and the wind around them to move faster and more violently than ever before.

In the end, the first one to crack under the pressure and make the first move was Acht himself.

Bang~ Bang~

Two bullets were shot at lightning speed, but Lilin reacted even before the sound of the shots reached her ears, as though she had predicted their trajectory even before they left the barrels.

The moment Acht pressed the trigger, she was already two steps closer to him. She avoided the bullets with just a simple movement of her head.

Her purple eyes shone and flashed eerily for a brief moment, as she watched Acht also move two steps backward along with her, clearly intent on keeping a certain distance between the two of them.

Does he remember the distance I had traveled during our previous confrontation?

If that was the case, then it was quite impressive. Even she did not remember exactly how much and how far she traveled back then.

“Hehe, little lady, isn’t this nostalgic? Back then, as well, you showed your reach too easily, denoting your lack of experience from the start.”

Acht chuckled; even though the girl had clearly grown, it had not even been two full months since they attacked Lustburg.

It was one thing for the prince to grow so much, since he had gone to the astral realm. But this was clearly impossible for anyone else to reproduce such a feat, especially if they remained in the mortal realm and didn’t have time to grow.

The fight between them started in earnest as Acht placed different runes and talismans on his equipment that allowed him to move slightly faster and deeper into the depths of the forest. This was the best place for a sniper like him, and he planned to make full use of that advantage, with no hesitation whatsoever.

Even as he moved he would make sure to shoot regularly at Lilin to keep her in check, but he knew that such a thing would not succeed, in the end.

As he thought, Clang~ Clang~ Clang~, the sound of bullets facing the metal edge of her swords filled his ears again and again.

It looked as if, no matter how much he shot at her, she would parry and even slice through all of his attacks. Furthermore, she was also refusing to move from the place she had been standing since the start.

Running like never before, Acht finally managed to hide far into the forest behind the thick ravine of trees and bushes. Slowly steadying his heartbeat, he made sure not to breathe or make any sound lest he would be found out by his opponent.

She is definitely stronger and calmer than in the past. This is an admirable growth, but that wouldn’t be enough to defeat me.

He briefly debated trying to flee now. But even at this moment, he could feel the aura of the prince somewhere out there. It seemed like he was still present and observing them.

Ugh…

Putting his back against the tree, Acht caressed the ring on his finger, and nine rifles with intricate designs appeared in the air. Those were the same rifles he had used before, but now they were far more destructive. One blast should be enough to wipe out a part of this forest. The only drawback was that the durability was compromised.

But honestly, this was the least of his worries right now.

Crouching on the ground, with one rifle in hand quietly aiming at his target, a grin formed on his face.

『 Zone: Mind’s Eyes 』

At that instant, his eyes emitted a golden glow, as the world around him began to change.

Zones could appear in all kinds of shapes and effects. Some zones only affected the users, while others affected the surroundings or simply created another effect altogether.

Acht’s zone was born from his understanding of what a sniper was, and of his own nature. It allowed him to amass an incredibly large amount of information and create a map of his surroundings in his own mind. The increase in perception allowed him to process that information at a speed hundreds of times faster than normal.

Thanks to this, as long as his target was in his zone, he did not have to ‘see’ them and could shoot them from anywhere without showing himself.

His mistake back then had been underestimating the girl, and show himself when he should have simply ended her in one go.

｢Target Locked｣

Immediately, everything became as clear to him, as if he had been blind all along.

He popped a pill in his mouth to calm down the aching pain that was slowly growing, and once again aimed at his unsuspecting prey.

This time, I will end you in one shot. See you never, bitch.

Acht pressed the trigger, and the moment he did so, through the visor, he saw Lilin looking directly at him with a smile on her face.

At the same time, the bullet, which was more akin to a laser beam, traveled at a speed nearly that of a falling lightning bolt before reaching its target.

Boom~!

Acht closed his eyes as everything was engulfed in the flash of a large explosion.

The sky became darker as the fire started to spread everywhere. Acht could feel his heart beating powerfully inside of his chest. This shot had been even more powerful than he had anticipated.

But this didn't matter. As long as he could incapacitate her, he could perhaps use her as a hostage to flee. He started moving while staying slightly hidden behind the wildlife in order to not compromise his position.

Did I get her?'

Feeling no answer, he couldn't help but start doubting himself.

But…when the wind moved away the cloud that was covering her, he could see Lilin standing still in the same place before. Everything around her was reduced to cinders, except a certain perimeter around her.

"I guess it's time for me to fight back?" The grin she formed on her face made him think of Sol, and he started to question if all the royal family members of Luxuria had a screw loose in their heads.
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Looking at how Lilin stood unscathed despite his destructive attack, Acht couldn’t help but feel a shiver of terror and despair run down his spine, making him tremble to his very core.

Hastily standing up from his position, he immediately moved away. Each time, he would move himself into a new place and attack her with a new barrage of weapons of mass destruction.

His bullets were powerful and extremely deadly; the entire area of the forest in which they fought was reduced to a ferocious sea of flames as the bullets detonated in Lilin’s direction. Each attack was more unpredictable than the last, and Acht didn’t forget to superimpose the power of the bullets, creating more and more havoc in the general direction of his opponent.

His territorial zone whirred at its full capabilities and even went beyond, giving him the precise position that was most suitable for shooting, the best angles to deal the greatest damage, and the right amount of energy that he needed to deliver to reach the utmost efficiency of all of his ammunition and capabilities.

This made each attack a perfect shot that should have brought down most Dukes, and perhaps even a team of ordinary Dukes with the amount of ammunition he had spent till now.

Sadly for him… Lilin, despite being newly promoted to the Duke-rank, was in no way an average being. He didn’t know how, but whenever he attacked her, she would remain completely unscathed. Not even a speck of dust could touch her body. It was astonishing and terrifying.

“Just how is this possible?” Crouching against a tree far away from Lilin, with his chest heaving up and down, clearly a little too fast to be normal, he muttered to himself. He couldn’t comprehend what the hell was happening right now.

His body was covered in sweat and his mana reserves were consumed by more than 40% with his previous continuous barrage of attacks. That was the breadth of the power and energy he had been using for those deadly attacks.

But even all of that, his best and most ruthless methods seemed completely and utterly useless against Lilin.

This is…had it even been three months yet??

He realized that he had underestimated the girl's potential by a long margin. Her growth and the evolution of her powers were too fast, too abnormal to even be considered in the realm of possibilities. This definitely did not match the records they had learned about her in the past. It was completely unprecedented and made utterly no sense whatsoever.

Fuck, fuck, fuck!!!

It was upsetting and truly enraging to see someone he once could bully at will and who needed a companion to confront him, now surpass him so easily in such a short amount of time. He hated this feeling of powerlessness, especially as the one giving him this feeling was none other than Lilin.

Don’t fuck with me, you bitch!

The pain in his soul resurged once again along with those thoughts, warning him of his possible outcome in case of prolonged confrontation with the dangerous girl. However, at the same time that pain, which made even his soul shiver in fright, made way for a murderous rage. He was unable to control the anger in his heart any longer, and it heavily impacted his emotions and psyche.

Indeed, Acht was really, really angry right now. The fact that a person who was inferior to him could become superior was nauseating and absolutely despicable to him. He wished for nothing more than to wipe out the smug grin on her face, but there were few things he could really do at this juncture.

“Didn’t you say that it was your turn to attack now? Why are you not attacking, you whore?” He screamed and cursed loud enough that Lilin could hear him, reminding her of her old words and seemingly trying to taunt her. In reality, however, he was just trying to find a way to pass time and decide on a plan of action to get out of this situation.

Even though it hurt to admit, he was completely outmatched, and the difference in power between them was vast and simply undeniable.

As such, rather than complaining, Acht tried to find an opening and bring her down in the fastest and most-efficient way possible. But no matter how he thought about it, there was nothing he could come up with at this juncture.

The way she was standing still and unmoving, he felt like he was facing a rock. No matter from where he shot her, she was able to block his attack one way or another, and he couldn’t even detect how she was able to do it.

“Haha. Do you remember the events of that night?” A quiet laugh escaped her lips even as she looked up, her hands resting on her sword in a languid and relaxed position.

It didn’t look like she was fighting a Duke; it was more like she was simply playing around with some puny mortal.

“I had never felt so humiliated as I did that night, you know?” Lilin was calm, and her voice was even and soothing. “Everything was new. Everything was a discovery. I was absolutely destroyed, even though we were two fighting against one. There was no hope, only the avenue for despair.”

Lilin could still remember how Acht soloed both her and Nuwa. It had been a brutal fight and this had resulted in many losses on their sides. But nothing could compare to the psychological trauma that situation had brought to her.

“Thanks to a friend, I managed to climb back up from the depression of that horrifying loss and find the desire once again to fight.”

Bitch, stop speaking already.

He took aim once again, this time with a normal bullet rather than his most powerful explosive one…

Thanks to this decision, he was actually able to get a close glance at everything that was happening when the bullet reached her vicinity.

She wasn’t just fast. He was sure that her movements were nearly instantaneous. He could not understand what happened, or how the speed she reached was possible before everything finished and the bullet was slashed into nothingness.

“In the past, you felt like someone incredibly strong. Someone who I would have a hard time surpassing. But now I realize— aren’t you a little too weak? I guess I was just as weak back then, and even more ignorant.”

You!

Acht nearly cursed out loud at those provoking words. He could feel the verbal attack land directly in his guts and he certainly did not like it a single bit.

“Feeling angry?”

Acht instinctively tried to move, but a high pressure and all-encompassing killing intent made sure to keep him grounded and immobile, not letting him take even a single step from his position.

“You know, it’s very important to listen quietly and not fight when someone is speaking. Where are your manners?”

“How…” He could not understand. Once again he was completely lost about just what the hell was going on here.

“Distance is meaningless for me. I have transcended it.” She sighed, suddenly pressing her sword against Acht's neck. “I am honestly disappointed. There are so many things I wanted to try out in this battle. At the same time, I am extremely happy. But now, I realize… You are indeed so very weak. So now, why don’t you just die quietly… please?”

Her gaze was apathetic even as she spoke. She felt neither joy nor anger at finally taking her enemy's head. She clearly remembered the tears of frustration she had shed on the day she woke up in the hospital after the miserable defeat she had received from this guy’s hands. That was like the distant past now…

“Wait! I have intel that could be useful. I will…”

“Not interested.”

Ah…

It felt like flowing water. Acht did not even realize that the very last moment of his life had come before him even as he felt his vision start to darken. He finally realized that he was dying in real-time.

He was unreconciled — there were so many things he wished to do in his life. So many goals he had in mind. So many things that he wished to accomplish.

Sadly for him… This was the end.

His head fell on the ground with a thump, and blood splattered the surroundings. The streams of blood would have covered Lilin’s face, but before they could even reach her… they vanished into nothingness as soon as they entered her sword domain.

Now, as she looked at the corpse of the person she considered her lifelong enemy and the first true source of defeat she had ever faced, Lilin felt like a weight had finally been lifted off her chest.

Her mind felt clearer, and her whole body felt lighter. Now that she had slain her past, she could look forward to a bright future ahead.

Walking up to the severed head, Lilin took it by the hair before starting to walk away from the forest with slow and carefree steps.

She only needed the head for Isis to perform soul reading, or whatever that skill was called. The skill would allow the caster to receive a certain quantity of information from the dead. Having a necromancer on their side was always good on these occasions.

Behind her the woods were full of fire, dust, and ashes, but when she looked in the direction of Setsuna's fight, all she could see was endless ice and falling snow.

”I wonder what decision you will make..”

It was still left to be seen.


Chapter 41


Setsuna vs Neun



A few moments ago, after Setsuna and Neun had moved away from the others, the two wolf girls started running through the forest with a grace and a speed that couldn’t be replicated by average beings on their level.

“I see that the princess has not forgotten the lessons I taught you about stealth…”

Setsuna ignored the words coming out of Neun’s mouth, and focused entirely on moving faster and with more dexterity, avoiding everything that could slow her down or make any sounds of her steps.

It was a silent race, and the two of them knew very well that this might be the last time they ran together.

Like this, they traveled a few hundred meters before finally stopping at a seemingly endless barren plain. They gazed at each other, their eyes full of emotion.

In the end, the first one to speak was Neun. There were simply so many things that she wanted to convey to Setsuna. So many things she wanted to ask about her, and those thoughts and emotions made everything all the more painful… for both of them.

“How has been life for you, princess?”

“I am not a princess anymore, you know. You don’t need to call me that.”

“No matter what your current position is… You will always be the one and only princess in my eyes.”

She placed her hand on her hip and reached for her sword. As her stance changed, so did her eyes — going cold, as though the chill of an endlessly cold plain rested there.

“This is why I beg you… Please, princess, move away from here. I do not wish to hurt you more than I need to. It only prolongs my own pain and suffering…”

Setsuna bit her lip tightly at her words. Endless volleys of lightning started to flash and zap around her frame as she took her sword out of the sheath in one clean motion. It was a sign that she would not be hearing any more of Neun’s talk; instead it would be the start of their battle.

Traces of disappointment lingered in Neun’s despondent-looking eyes, but she concealed them quickly. Soon she was looking at Setsuna with an apathetic expression on her face.

The two women stood an equal distance apart, weapons drawn and their bodies fully covered in Mana. One was showing a deep, raging silvery-white hue of mana mixed with blue electricity, while the other had a blueish watery aura covering her body, alongside with calm traces of windy notes of mana.

Setsuna was a Storm Wolf, whose ability allowed her to have innate control over wind, lightning, and water. Meanwhile, Neun was only a Blue Wolf. She normally would have only been able to use water. But her mastery and talent helped her bring forth a second element and let her control it in full.

Silence fell once again. For Setsuna, only the sound of her heartbeat filled her own ears, and everything else fell into a lull.

She could feel it. Neun had become even stronger than she had been the last time they faced each other. The only way for her to have a chance to win against her would be to find her domain. But she was already finding her way.

Flash.

She had gotten rid of all showy movements and excess notes of circulation; only pure speed remained, as lightning brought her forward like a rocket toward her opponent.

It only took her one step to reach Neun, but for this reason, all her senses were even more alert than before. She knew very well that she had entered her domain and was in the reach of Neun’s powers, and as she thought…

『 Calm Sea 』

It felt like she was now standing inside a lake. Everything became meaningless, and felt like it should stop in front of the calming undulations of the endless sea.

Even though Setsuna had been moving fast, she immediately moved sideways and managed to avoid a downward slash that could have cleaved her head in two had she been hit by it.

The motion was not the end of her ordeal. Like a dance, Neun’s sword moved in endless and chaotic motions. Setsuna avoided it, all this while turning around her and trying to pierce through her domain.

I’ve got her.

She finally managed to reach the place that she believed to be Neun’s blind spot and moved hurriedly for the kill, ready to tear apart her former instructor with her sword.

Clang~

For the first time since the start of this fight, the swords of the two wolf girls finally clashed.

『 Agile Like the Surging Wind 』

Moving and turning at an impossible angle, Neun managed to block the carefully-timed strike that Setsuna had placed on her weak spot. At the same time, a hammer made of water manifested in the air before ruthlessly slamming down at inhuman speed.

Boom~!

Setsuna managed to avoid the attack by taking a step back, but that was not enough for her to miss the full brunt of it. The water, after striking the ground, changed forms to look like two wolves and rushed at her with vigorous speed.

“Begone!” Setsuna howled, and thunder roared all around her, moving out of her body and relentlessly evaporating the two poor constructs into nothingness.

“Princess. Your mastery of lightning has certainly increased, the same with the way you use the sword. It’s a beautiful growth. But if that’s all you have learned in the time since we last saw each other, I would be sorely disappointed, you know…”

Awooo~!

The wind started to stir, giving the impression that thousands of wolves were howling together and creating a hurricane of ever-surging pressure.

“Princess... Do you know why I love nature so much?”

Setsuna did not answer her, even as she watched the aura around Neun constantly swell to greater and greater heights.

Wind and water moved according to her whims, and the sky became dark and cloudy as a sudden surge of rain seemed to be about to fall on their battlefield. One person alone was changing the laws of nature to fit her whims. The thought was both astonishing and terrifying…

“You see. Unlike the so-called Goddesses… Nature is unkind but also fair in its own particular way. It treats everyone equally.”

She spoke gently, as if she was talking about her beloved of a thousand years.

“Nature is also unpredictable. It can be calm in one moment…”

She smiled at Setsuna before continuing her words.

“…Or it can show its wrath at the very next moment.”

『 Zone : Nature’s Wrath 』

The world changed; torrential rain started to pour from the sky, as if wishing to bring the deluge, and the wind started to pick up even faster until it grew to the level of a veritable tornado.

“Princess, as descendants of the great Fenrir, we are all harbingers of calamity… Each of us in our own particular way, you see…”

Even as she manipulated the very force of nature to act on her whims, Neun was calm and indifferent, and spoke in a tone without any hint of emotion. It was as if the raging sea and the tornado churning all around them were not the results of all the anger that was pent up inside the depths of her heart.

“Rage is our fuel. But rage does not control us.”

Setsuna was astonished at the sight that had been presented to her by her once-beloved instructor. This was not the power a simple Duke should have in her hands. This was a power that was infinitely closer to the realm of a King-ranked being.

“For years, I moved relentlessly, accepting hundreds of humiliations and experimentations. All of this to obtain the power to bring death to the usurper and give back the throne to its rightful owner.”

The apathetic expression lingering on her face never changed, as the violent and dormant wrath inside her heart kept swelling further and further and forced the world to change accordingly.

“With what kind of determination are you facing my wrath, Princess?”

This was a challenge for Setsuna.

“Please, dear princess… Do not die…”

Finally, under her control, nature expressed the wrath that was endlessly surging inside of Neun’s soul…
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Ever since she had lost everything she had held dear on that fateful night, Neun, who had discarded her original name, had been silently questioning herself, wondering how she could take her revenge against the transgressors who made her life so hellish.

The reality of the matter was that even though she was a very talented swordsman, she had only been Setsuna’s maid and guard, tutoring the then-royal princess of the Kingdom of Wratharis. Even though she had received training as a Kunoichi, it was hard to say that she was superior to any of her peers.

Neun did not think that she was particularly special, and the reality was that she was indeed an average being among the beastmen. Blue wolves may be uncommon among all the demi-human beasts, but they still existed in a large number. Having control over elements was great and all, but it was not enough to make her unbeatable and invincible in battle.

How, then, would she ever be able to take her revenge? How could she really become strong enough to face and take down the usurper that had caused her to lose everything, and stripped her of the purpose of her existence?

Grit and rage alone were not enough for her to achieve her desires. They would never be enough for her.

People did not become stronger simply because they faced despair. People did not become stronger just because they wished to be so. There was nothing they could do in front of the potential of their existence. All of that was enough to bring endless despair to her life.

And in the midst of that despair… Neun had met Drei. That was the day that her life truly changed ,as she made a contract she was sure she would never regret.

———

‘Princess, what will you show me now?’

Blood trickled past Neun’s lips, but she wiped it off without any change of expression on her beautiful yet stoic face. Inwardly, she was saddened that she had to face the princess, whom she had served with all her being once upon a time, in such circumstances. However, if this encounter was enough to bolster Setsuna’s growth and make her even more powerful, then it was all the better. She would gladly become her stepping stone to reach greater heights.

That was why, even though Setsuna was yet to become a Duke, Neun did not hold anything back, bringing the power of Calamity she had painstakingly managed to gleam through her bloodline resonance.

Feel it, please, princess. Feel my Truth and understand my ways. This will be the stepping stone you will need to accomplish what I have not been able to do.

All her life, she had been raised with only one goal: protecting and serving the royal family.

The deal here was to care for all the members of the royal family, even the usurper. The identity of the King or Queen did not matter in that regard. A new Alpha taking the throne was the norm, and they only needed to serve said Alpha without thinking much of their previous masters.

But her relationship with Setsuna and her father went far beyond the established norms. For her, he was like the father she never had, and Setsuna was the capricious and slightly spoiled little sister she loved more than anyone and anything else in this world.

Alongside her blood sister and her team of servants, they all made sure to protect Setsuna during that night, even though it cost the lives of everyone but her.

Now… Her time was very limited and even as she sharpened her blade to cut the throat of that usurper, she knew that her chances of success were very slim and might as well be close to none.

She had honestly given up all hope of killing that wretched being and seeing his fall. But now… Now, she was starting to see the light of hope once more.

That man…

In the past, she had done her research about the prince of Lustburg. After all, she knew her princess was now a slave of this prince. But the results had been meager.

After the attack on Lustburg, she had been left disappointed by the prince. But now she knew she had judged things way too quickly.

That boy was a literal monster of creation.

Even though she was so close to the King-level, and could take the most-primal form of their bloodline, all her instincts screamed at her a single and inevitable truth.

She could not win against him.

Fighting would be a death sentence for her.

Like a nebulous black hole, she could not grasp nor could she understand the true breadth of his powers.

Once she understood this fact, and realized its implication, Neun did not feel fear anymore. She did not feel rage at the unfairness of the world, nor did she despair at the futility of her sacrifice.

All she felt was immense glee at the ray of hope that person had brought to her.

The princess would sign a contract with that man, and Lustburg would go to war against Wratharis.

She realized there and then that her goal, her deepest desire, was about to be realized. This was why she accepted her coming death with immense happiness.

Even if he was to behead her, she would die knowing that the Usurper would soon follow her to the underworld.

The only regret she’d had was not being able to see the princess one last time.

Haha… Now I will have a new regret.

Her time was limited in this world, and as she felt the wrath burning inside her slowly but surely dissipate, so did her life. That was the clause in her contract. And for that very reason, now she only had one wish.

Please, princess. Let me witness your transformation.

“Please, princess. Do not die.” She whispered.

Whoosh~!

Nature fell under her control, and the very fabric of the world started to change, as the rain and the wind mixed to bring birth to a tornado sweeping everything on its way.

At the same time, Neun's body started to change. Her hair grew longer and longer until it reached her feet. Her bones cracked and reformed. A beastly light covered her body, and the beautiful woman was replaced by a Giant Blue Wolf.

In this form, manipulating Calamity became even easier for her. The tornado accelerated, and the wind became so powerful that it seemed like it would erase the entire zone along with it.

Setsuna filled her body with as much Mmna as possible, but she was inevitably sucked in by the power of the ever-growing tempest.

As befitting of a power buffed by the zone, this was not a normal cataclysmic wrath of nature, but one that was filled with the concept of destruction, thanks to the power she had obtained from Ymir.

Breathing became harder with each passing second, and Setsuna could even feel her skin slowly decaying as the protection of the mana over her body was being destroyed in real-time.

She knew that if she did not fight back, she would die.

Only by stopping the tornado could she survive. Her survival instinct triggered and her mind worked on overdrive. It was time for her to find her Truth and awaken her Zone.

It was a do-or-die situation and her only chance to prove herself to her beloved…
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The almighty tornado continued to suck her inside it, dizzying her with the speed at which she was being moved through the swiftly-circulating wind tunnels.

She felt sick to her core, a constant stream of damage being applied to her body and slowly breaking it down. She was sure that there were many more insidious concepts mixed in this deadly attack, but she was not in the mind to find out what they were.

Ah… Once again, I am hopeless in front of an enemy.

She was sure that Sol was watching this fight from somewhere, keenly observing her actions. She was also sure that if she really fell into danger, he would come and save her. She would not die, no matter which turn this fight would take.

So, should she be happy to know that her life would never be in jeopardy?

Fuck this shit!

The mana around her body started going wild like a hungry beast, as she fought to get control of her body and limit the damage she was receiving from this wrathful force of nature.

She was not a damsel in distress who needed her prince to come and save her at the most opportune moment, making her swoon with his beautiful timing and charming way of rescue. She was a warrior, and she was not willing to lose this fight.

Sol trusts me…

She would be given the important responsibility to be his glorious knight and representative in the future. She would fight at the forefront of the war, and manage an entire battlefield with a battalion under her control and authority.

All of that now hinged on how she would be dealing with the current situation and how much she evolved from this fight.

Failure was never an option for her. She refused to believe in that notion. She needed to — no, she had to — win at all costs…

But… How can I win?

If she focused all her energy on her control over the lightning element, then she believed that she could accelerate herself enough to escape this tornado into which she had been sucked. But this would change nothing for her. It wasn’t as if Neun was only capable of sending one tornado storm her way.

There was only one way for her to even the playing field between them… and that was to reach the Duke's realm right here and now.

Curling up her body like a ball, Sestuna brought out her own water and wind elements from inside her and covered her body entirely in them, creating what seemed like a protective cocoon. This was the best way to protect herself as she thought up a solution and a method to attain victory over her opponent.

Mana condensed all around her and she slowly went back to her own consciousness to deeply ponder her options.

All she could see inside was a deep void above what looked like a lone gate standing in this endless void of her mindscape.

Sestuna knew that the formation of this gate was already an indication that she was going in the right direction. She could even see that the gate had slightly opened and was only waiting for her to fully comprehend her Truth.

But this slight opening was not enough for her to truly do anything in this fight. She did not just need a step in the right direction. She needed to reach her destination, to annihilate her opponent and achieve a perfect victory.

What was her ‘Truth?’

What were her strengths and weaknesses?

Sestuna thought back to the training she had done with Kali in Medea’s world.

She was someone who had reached the power of destruction through her own understanding of the basic four elements. No matter how she thought about it, she was someone worth all the respect in this world for that achievement alone. Just controlling the basic elements to sublimate the power of destruction was unprecedented.

Then…what about her?

Setsuna had already admitted inside of her mind that she was actually nothing special. She had nothing that could make her comparable to the true geniuses of the realms. Her talents were amazing when thinking of them from a general perspective. But when faced with the true supernatural geniuses and monsters at the top of the pack, she was just someone slightly special who was barely able to distinguish herself from the mediocre populace.

This reality was something that had hurt her ego many times over, but she had managed to accept that simple reality over time. But now, it was time for her to truly accept and surpass that reality to establish herself at the peak.

If so, then what did she want in reality?

To fight for Sol? To protect him? To avenge her father?

Setsuna sighed as she began to walk alone inside the darkness of this everlasting void in order to reach her Gate of Truth. She did not know when, but another woman had appeared next to her in this endlessly lonely and desolate plane.

Her features were impossible to distinguish, but her exterior did not seem that much different from her own self.

As she walked further and further, images started to appear along the way, one after the other. She easily recognized the first one. It was a picture of herself as a child.

“This was a good time, wasn’t it? Back then, life was easy for you, and everything you wished for was handed to you on a silver platter.”

Setsuna smiled as she watched her younger, more-spoiled self. It was a time when she was still the Princess Setsuna, and not Setsuna the slave or Setsuna the knight.

She passed this image, causing it to dissipate on the horizon.

More images to form. The next that greeted her was one with which she was very familiar. It appeared in her in her nightmares and filled her with endless hatred and wrath.

“Sadly for you, Fate had something else in store. The indecision of your father, the ambition of your uncle, and finally, the schemes and plans of the goddesses. It’s hard to say that it’s the fault of only one person, but the end results are there for all to see. On that night… You lost everything that you held dear.”

Her father, in his giant wolf form, had fought alongside her mother against the usurper. Even though it deeply hurt her heart to admit it, the man was, without a doubt, extremely strong and worthy of his powers. He alone had managed to take on a King and someone who was not far behind the realm of a King without much of an issue, landing a decisive and easy victory.

No matter how despicable he was, his power was the real deal and this was why she felt all the more frustrated inside of her mind.

Many more images started to follow soon after, with no end in sight. Often blurry, the images all kept showing the sight of a young girl running away from everything she had ever known. Venturing into the unknown. Fighting against her pursuers and the bandits along the way.

She could see herself crawling on the ground while clutching her stomach as hunger wrecked her body and mind.

She could also see her past self laying with her tongue out and her eyes hollow as she fought the effects of a poison she might have ingested while eating wild herbs.

This was perhaps the darkest period of her life. She went completely feral during that time.

Death, hunger, powerlessness, depression, pain. So many negative emotions and sensations swirling in her mind, attacking her body and corroding her will into nothingness.

The number of times she had thought of putting an end to her misery and simply dying was so numerous that they could not be counted on two hands alone. But in the end, she held on and pushed through.

No matter how painful it was, she held on.

Her life was not her own. Her life belonged to all those who sacrificed themselves to keep her alive. She had to fight. She had to survive.

Those were the only feelings in her mind until she finally reached Lustburg.

It was there that she found… her destiny… her beloved… her will to move forward.

She stopped, as an image of a young blonde boy, excitedly asking her permission to touch her ears and tails, appeared in front of her.

“Sol…”

“He was your salvation. The sun that illuminated your heart, which had been filled with nothing but darkness and hatred. Had he not existed, you would have most likely become insane and done deeds that you could never even hope to imagine.”

Setsuna caressed the head of the smaller Sol, causing the image to scatter in the air.

After this, more joyful images followed.

Her moments with Sol were always filled with happiness, and she never forgot her objectives and goals. Then Lilin was also added into the mix — her first true friend and another source of joy in her life.

If Sol was the sun giving him the warmth she so desperately needed to live and sustain her will, then Lilin was like the moon, guiding her even in the darkest hours of her life and paving her path forward with her gentle light.

Those two had forever changed her. They opened her dead heart and made her feel the joy of living once again.

Her desire for vengeance never left her, but it did not become an all-encompassing desire that was destined to burn her whole. She stopped seeking vengeance for vengeance's sake. She now sought that in order to reach a new and more beautiful life by severing her past and accepting her future with them.

They finally arrived in front of her Gate of Truth.

Both Sestuna and the featureless figure stayed silent as they looked at the humongous gate, which was slightly ajar.

“You now know what you want, right?”

Setsuna smiled. Her gate was filled with images. Images from the present, images from the past, and even images she could not really make sense of yet. All those images seemed to fuse in a grand whole, and created one great picture.

A Wolf, howling at the Sun and the Moon at the same time.

“Instructor Kali once told me that in a long-forgotten language, my name had a certain meaning.”

When he was younger, Sol had loved sharing this kind of knowledge with her. Kali was much the same. She would always talk about how her linguistic skills were useless in this plane, even though Setsuna was not able to understand what she meant by that.

“In that foreign language, Sestuna means [An Instant] | [A moment] or even a [A split second]...”

The figure looked in her direction and Setsuna gently caressed the gate that was starting to open under her touch.

“My name is Setsuna. Perhaps this is Fate, destiny, or whatever you wish to name it. But I represent an instant. The very moment between life and death. The very moment between victory and defeat. The very moment… to change my destiny…”

She laughed, remembering the new catchphrase that Lilin had obtained after she opened her Zone…

‘Distance is meaningless for her, huh… Then…’

“Time will be meaningless for me. Let me take an instant in time… and stretch it into infinity… and beyond.”

A smile formed on the face of the figure before it slowly dissipated into particles of light and entered the slowly-opening gate.

Setsuna did not know what the figure was. Perhaps another self of hers? The personification of her fears and insecurities? Or perhaps something more?

It did not really matter.

“Thank you…”

Thanks to the figure… she had now found her path. The path to her ‘Truth.’

———

Back in the real world, Neun watched with progressively more disappointment as she received no feedback from inside the tornado.

Did the princess give up?

She could not help but wonder in her mind.

It was then⁠—

Awooo!!!

A howl that seemed like it could tear open the entire sky could be heard coming from within the tornado that had trapped Setsuna.

The rain and wind were stopped, as ice and snow started to take their place, freezing everything in their path.

And in that very instant…

…Tim’ itself stopped moving.

『 Zone –::– Eternal Memories 』: 『 A Step into the Present :—: Fimbulvetr 』

The world had turned silent.

Fuhhh~

Steam bellowed out from all parts of Setsuna’s body, as if it was ready to burn the world down. However, the area around her was completely frozen solid, be it in time or space.

“So this is my zone, huh?”

As the Storm Wolf walked the earth with a gait worthy of a supreme being, steam continued to escape from her body. She was getting progressively hotter and hotter, contrasting deeply with the surrounding temperature of the area.

She was absorbing the natural heat of the world into her own body, allowing her to create a world where everything around her, or at least near her control, was being frozen to nearly absolute zero. It was frozen to such a magnitude and power that the very time of the area, on which she superimposed her will, seemed to have come to a stop.

This was [Fimbulvetr]. It was a power that fused the concept of Frost and Time and a sub-skill of her zone, the [Eternal Memories].

The world seems so different now that I see it with these eyes.

Not only did she finally step into the ranks of a Duke and unlock a powerful Zone for herself, but she also felt like she had evolved so much as a species and as a whole.

Setsuna's appearance itself had changed greatly. Her hair had become longer, reaching down past her waist. Her arms and legs were now covered in night-blue fur, and her sharp nails had now turned into full-fledged claws.

The energy ‘horns’ that were jutting out from her forehead had become thicker ,and she felt like she could control a far larger amount of energy than she could have ever hoped before.

The feeling of euphoria that was coursing through every part of her body and mind would have lasted far longer if not for the progressively growing heat that was building up inside of her, threatening to burn her from the inside out. All her clothes were already completely torn apart, but this was the least of her worries for now.

As she watched her surroundings, she could only exclaim in surprise, as everything she could see was now encased in ice. Even the tornado that had attacked her with such overwhelming might had become completely frozen like a sculpture.

Taking a few steps forward, she finally reached Neun.

A complicated expression formed on Setsuna's face for a mere instant, but she knew that she could not hold onto this moment forever, even though the name would make one wonder otherwise.

As ironic as that fact was…

Release.

BOOM!

An explosion followed, as the frost clashed with its direct nemesis, heat, creating a burning steam that enveloped the area all around her.

———

From Neun's perspective, everything seemed to have happened in a flash. One moment, she was simply observing Setsuna’s situation, thinking in her mind just how she should go about with this. In the next, she was blasted away by a powerful explosion against which she was completely helpless.

Cough~!

This was so sudden that she was barely able to protect her body with mana, and had to receive the attack at point black range. Her skin burned slightly, and the shock of the explosion impacted her internal organs, causing her to cough up incessant amounts of blood before landing roughly on the ground.

Using her years of experience and survival instincts, she tumbled and rolled to disperse as much energy from the fall as possible before finally standing up on her feet.

What happened…?

Her gaze moved all over as she tried to make sense of the sudden strike that she had faced, but all the bewilderment vanished when her eyes landed on Setsuna.

“Princess…” A hearty smile appeared on Neun's face.

How beautiful. How vaillant…!

There was nothing but admiration and joy brimming in her eyes as she saw Setsuna’s new form and the changes in her evolution. She was so happy to see that Setsuna had surpassed her limits that she could barely keep the stoic impression on her face.

Ah…

She covered her mouth and coughed up even more blood. But she knew that this was not because of the hits she had received.

Seems like I do not have much longer to live.

She smiled, “Princess, I congratulate you on your awakening. But this is still not enough. You still need to become much stronger if you wish to take your revenge.”

Setsuna stayed silent before snapping her fingers.

Instantly, all the wounds that had previously covered her body began to close at rapid speed, as if they had never existed in the first place, simply illusions created to deceive the enemy. It was like her body had returned to a previous, more-pristine, state.

“I am still learning the ropes. So let’s see.” Setsuna took one more step, and lightning covered her body before she rushed at Neun at full speed.

After all, becoming a Duke did not mean her previous skills had vanished altogether.

If this was all, Neun would have simply been amazed at the increase in her physical abilities. But… The moment she took out her sword and was about to counter Setsuna, her eyes widened, as two clones appeared, coming at her from different angles.

Illusion? Kuh!

The weight she felt as she blocked the strike from one of them told her all she needed to know about the identity of the clones.

Those were not illusions.

How…?

『 A Step into the Past :—: Temporal Clones 』[1]

The fight became one-sided pretty quickly. Neun had already lost her giant wolf form, and keeping up with even one Setsuna was more than difficult for her in her current state.

Dealing with three was impossible.

“I know you are curious. But they are indeed not illusions. Rather, they are clones from the past. Manifestations of my memories and time.”

“Incredible. Haha. Truly, I have lost.”

A blade rested on her neck, but Neun looked up with relief and joy in her face.

“You seem happy.”

“How could I be unhappy at the sight of your wonderful growth? With such a Zone as the base, the princess will grow to become the strongest King that our race has ever witnessed. I can only feel the utmost joy at this news and nothing else. Our kingdom will finally be safe.”

Setsuna tightened her grip on the blade in her hands.

She felt like her anger had nowhere to go at this point. If Neun was, at the very least, acting in a way to harm her or make her feel hatred and wrath toward her, then she could’ve been able to feel better. However, all she could feel after looking at the melancholic smile on the ever-stoic woman’s face was unceasing heartbreak.

“Why…?” Her words came out more like a plea. Her breathing was staggered, as she held it in to hear the answer to the question she had been harboring in her mind for a long, long time.

“You already know my answer, Princess…”

She smiled brightly.

Crack~ Crack~ Crack~

Fissures appeared on her skin, as if she was about to break into pieces like a broken doll.

“Ayame!”

Setsuna threw her blade aside and cradled Neun, or rather, Ayame, in her arms, “What is happening to you!? What’s wrong!!?”

She didn’t understand what was going on with her. Even though the fight had been harsh, she had never dealt any life-threatening blows to her — so why was she breaking down like this?

“I am sorry, Princess. It seems like my time has come.”

“What do you mean!? Spill it out already, damn it…!”

Looking at the crying Setsuna, Ayama could only give her a feeble smile and tried to bring her hand to caress Setsuna’s face. Sadly, she could do nothing, as her hand broke down into pieces with that small action and started to scatter with the wind.

“This body is finally coming to its limit. After all, I failed the contract.”

“Contract? Wait, nevermind! How can we stop this?”

“This is useless. After all, this body of mine is nothing but a shell.”

On that day, ten years ago, she had not truly survived. She was already on the verge of death when they had found her. She signed a contract, and only the feeling of wrath and the desire for vengeance in her heart could sustain her false life and give her even more power. More than what she could ever hope for.

In a way, she was just an undead, holding onto her life for her desire to ruin her enemy.

“Princess… Please listen to me.”

Setsuna sniffed and cried. She wanted to shake her head, but she knew that those may very well be the last words that she would hear from the last person that she held dear from her past.

“Thank you for being alive. Thank you for growing up to become such an upright and beautiful woman. Fighting against you has been the greatest blessing of my life… and seeing your growth has been even more so…”

She muttered softly, her voice becoming weaker and weaker the more she spoke.

“Also, please be careful of Ein. He is very dangerous.”

She could feel her body breaking down even further and her lips sealing themselves shut. As per the contract, trying to tell anything about the truth would result in an even swifter death…

She looked to the side as someone approached them… The prince of Lustburg.

“Sol…”

Sol silently looked at her before shaking his head. “There is nothing I can do for her now.”

If he still had some divinity left, he could have tried something. But as she was, it was impossible for him to do anything. The threads of fate entangling her were all, at the minimum, at the demi-god level.

“The sole King of Humanity. Please hear my will.”

Sol silently looked at her and went on a knee to come near her. Ayame showed surprise, but then a happy smile graced her face. This was perhaps the highest form of respect she had ever received in all her life.

“I am speaking as the representative of the last true family of the princess. Please… Take care of her.”

“I will.”

“Then… May your life be filled with happiness until the end of all time.”

She did not need to ask for more. All she wanted was to pray for the happiness of her princess. She believed in no goddess. But she wished that, at least, this plea of hers would be listened to by anyone who could make her wish come true.

The princess’ tears on her face made her heart feel heavy. But she knew that it was time to say goodbye. She had not done much good in her life. She had also done many wicked things. But she only had one regret.

That Setsuna would never…

Ah…

Her eyes widened.

Right in front of her eyes, Setsuna was covered in a brilliant golden light. Her blue hair and fur changed color under the radiant light until they had turned completely golden.

“Hahaha…”

A weak laugh escaped her lips. Fate was truly an incredible thing.

“The usurper will die. Long live the new Queen!”

Neun’s body was completely reduced to dust, scattering everywhere with a wind as she shouted out her very last words. They spoke of her loyalty and of her hope for the future of her princess.

Her last moments in this world were happy, knowing that the throne would go back to its rightful owner, and that the one who she loved more than anything else in the world, would finally receive all she deserved.

Her duty in this world… was now done…

She could finally rest in peace…

Finally.


Chapter 42


Reactions



[Nihil’s Dimension]

It was a world filled with endless scarlet light coming from the scarlet moon that hung above, high in the distant sky. As always, there was not the slightest trace of life in this world except for the few people who inhabited it.

In the center of this dimension, a scarlet translucent cocoon could be seen floating quietly in the air. Inside it, it was possible to see the silhouette of a naked woman with angel wings and a missing arm, which was slowly being regenerated through a vigorous process.

“How is she?” A tall woman with a rather strong-looking body and two horns on her forehead walked boldly up to the cocoon. Zwei, once known as Ibuki-Doji, was observing the situation of her leader with a small smile twisting her mouth.

“To think that even you would be done in like this. I might have missed a truly good fight that you had there.”

“If you went there, we would have just lost another member, so I guess it’s good.”

Zwei's smile stopped spreading, and she turned in the direction of the other person standing nearby. It was a young man with black hair and a rather handsome face, wearing what looked to be a black trench coat, a top hat, and a crystal monocle over his right eye.

This was definitely a rather outlandish attire in this place, but Zwei was already used to it.

“Eins…”

He was the second-in-command of this group. He was rather elusive, and generally did not show himself if it was not necessary.

As crazy as she was, Zwei had, of course, asked him for a fight once in order to discover just how powerful he was.

The result had been rather disastrous for her.

“What are you doing here? You usually only appear when you want to give us your instructions and advice.”

Eins adjusted his monocle slightly. What looked like to be a clock face reflected briefly in the glass before he sighed,

“Neun is dead. Same for Acht.”

“Oh…” Zwei answered with a short surprise in her voice, but beyond that, she was not particularly moved by this news, “So, let’s see. We lost the undead, the lion, the dwarf, the wolf, and the vampire, right?”

She whistled playfully, “Five out of eleven members are either dead or imprisoned. I must say. This is pretty funny.”

“You do not seem shocked.”

“Shocked? Why should I be? I made it clear since day one that I did not believe in all the crap Nihil was spouting. I simply joined because it seemed fun, and I could fight strong people. Though now, it seems like the fun is about to end.”

“Oh, you are wrong about that, actually.” Eins smiled quietly before shaking his head and approaching the cocoon housing the sleeping form of Nihil. He had tried to heal her, but it had been impossible. The only way to do so was to expel the foreign power that was gnawing at her body even at this very moment.

“Haha. I never thought I would see that power again. This makes things tricky.” He touched the cocoon, an expression of nostalgia appearing on his face before he shook his head.

“We already have the Divine Weapons of the humans, the dwarves, the angels, and the chimera.”

“So what? I doubt we can get all of them, and even if we do free Ymir once we gather them all, it isn’t like our victory will be assured.”

Eins stayed silent for a while before walking away. “I made the others start their movements, to gather the pieces that we are lacking. You can do as you like, but just remember this… The fun you are seeking has not even started. Soon, we will open the gate to a new era.”

He swirled his cloak and immediately vanished from the premises.

“Why does that bastard always have to talk in half-riddles? Does he think that makes him mysterious or something?” Zwei scratched her head, deep in thought. She was already at the peak of what was possible for a being in the King-realm, and only needed a push to go through the limits.

There is a war happening soon, right?

The last time she had the best fun of her life was during the war between Lustburg and Gluttony Foss.

It seemed like Lustburg was about to help her once again fight the constant boredom that was gnawing at her sanity.

She couldn’t help but smile wickedly at that thought.

———

[Wratharis — Imperial Capital]

While Zwei was thinking about what to do, back in Wratharis, two people were having very varied reactions after they felt a certain energy coming off from the distance.

“This is impossible!”

Standing up, with his eyes glaring like lightning was brewing in them, Lupus roared as a surge of fury nearly overwhelmed his senses. It had been only for an instant, but he had still felt it. It was as clear as if someone had placed a searing hot blade on his skin.

“Why!!?” He screamed his rage to the sky, his temper and aura causing the very weather to change, as black clouds gathered and thunder rumbled in the air.

But no matter how much he screamed, nothing changed, and he received no answer.

Meanwhile, at the temple, Kiku’s eyes widened for an instant before a chuckle escaped her lips. Soon, she found herself rolling on the ground and laughing out loud like a madman, to the complete bewilderment of Shuten-Doji.

She was about to ask what was happening when she felt the reverberation of Lupus’ power and rage.

“What in the name of the goddess is happening this time?”

The fact that Kuki’s laugh coincided with Lupus’ rage made her think of something, but she dared not have much hope for that.

It couldn’t be so easy, after all, right?

The answer that escaped Kiku’s lips made Shuten smile brightly as she realized that, yes, it could be that easy.

“A new Blessed under Ira was chosen.”

This was perhaps the best news she heard in a very long time.

“Do we know who it is?”

“No. But… It is pretty easy to guess who, right?”

She looked in the direction of Lustburg, remembering the small move she had made back then to assure the survival of the princess. Who would have thought that this small act of kindness would be repaid in such an unexpected way?

Fate was truly wonderful sometimes.
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A few hours later, after the fight between Setsuna and Ayame came to a morbid conclusion, the sun had already vanished below the horizon to give place to the beautiful moon and its gentle silvery-white light.

The crackling sound of the bonfire filled the air as Sol and Lilin watched over it in silence. Off to the side, Setsuna was breathing quietly, asleep after the tiring day. It had been exhausting for her in both the mental and physical departments, and she really needed that rest.

Sitting quietly with her back against a tree, Lilin looked at Sol with doubts and questions brimming in her eyes.

After killing the dwarf and avenging her past loss, she made sure to cut the head off the corpse just in case they needed it. She then decided to observe Setsuna’s fight, as the feeling of power coming from there had been rather strong.

When she finally reached the palin, it was just in time to see the Blue Wolf scatter to the wind, and Setsuna transform into a Golden Wolf. Almost akin to becoming…

Is it a Blessing? Did she become a Blessed?

Lilin was not really surprised by that turn of events. There were only two Blue Wolves left to take care of the royal family. It was rare for the goddesses to switch royal families as long as one member was still alive.

"You don't really seem happy."

Sol had been quiet until now, and this was seriously bothering her quite a bit, if she had to be honest. She was wondering if she had done something wrong or what it was that had put him in such a terrible mood.

"Well. Becoming a Blessed isn't a bad thing, per se."

Sol knew this more than anyone. Becoming a Blessed was nothing short of a cheat key for life. All the power and influence of a kingdom aside, one would be loved by the threads of Fate for a long time.

"Also, this will make our war efforts and propaganda much easier."

Even if they spread the news that there was a new Blessed, the Wolf King would not be able to stop this information. After all, this would be no different from insulting a goddess.

With Setsuna being a Blessed, they had all the legitimate reasons possible in the book to take control over the society and wage war against Wratharis. In fact, if Setsuna was a King, the war would have immediately ended, as Setsuna would just have to challenge Lupus to a succession duel.

One could even say that while everything wasn’t perfect, they had taken a turn for the better. Sol could already imagine the best play ever to stun the observers above.

The story of a princess who, after leaving her kingdom while being chased like a dog by her greedy uncle, came back with even more strength and finally took back the throne that was rightfully hers. It was a story filled with tears, joy, happiness — and some little naughtiness.

What Sol didn’t like was the fact that someone had meddled in his screenplay, and that someone was a goddess.

Ira… what does she want now?

Sol did not think he had any beef with the Goddess of Wrath. But neither did he have any connection with her.

Should I take this as a sign of friendship? Or an attempt to manipulate me?

Now that Setsuna had become a Blessed, Fate would favor her for a long time. But this also meant that once she had a child, her death could happen at any moment, in the most convoluted way possible.

Initially, I wanted to help Setsuna become a full divine beast, but now I am having second thoughts about that.

Things became tricky after today. He needed to have a way to have a discussion with Ira and make clear about what she was thinking. Thankfully, he knew very well when he would be able to do that pretty soon…

“When I sign a contract with Setsuna…”

“Sol?”

“Sorry. Was thinking out loud.”

“You think too much sometimes.”

Sol smiled and approached Lilin to stretch her cheeks, giving her a funny expression, “You are right. I think too much sometimes.”

But what else could he do? There was so much to think about every day. It didn’t help that Ayame, before dying, had left some bullshit foreshadowing that would certainly come to bite them in the ass later.

‘So is Eins the super-big mastermind behind everything?’

What race was he?

Sol felt a growing headache, but this time, Lilin was the one to take his face in her hands before finally headbutting him.

“Ouch!”

Sadly, the one to close her eyes because of the pain was none other than Lilin herself. “What is your forehead made of?”

“Pure awesomeness mixed with extremely lethal quantities of badass. More seriously though — what was that for?”

Lilin coughed embarrassedly, “I read it in some hot-blooded story. Sometimes, a headbutt would be used to make another character get back to his senses.”

She had forgotten how strong Sol's body was, “Sol… you know, I think I need to make you understand something.”

“...So we are going to ignore how red your forehead is now? In fact, aren’t you about to bleed?”

Lilin blushed but ignored this shameful reality, “Ahem~ Like I was saying, you have a serious problem, you know?”

Sol stopped teasing her and listened carefully, “And what might it be?”

“You want to shoulder everything alone. Then again, I think this is a problem all of us have. But this has become worse for you since you came back from the astral realm.”

Lilin sighed, “I really don’t know what kind of things you faced in the astral realm, but I know that you became strong. Absurdly so. But Sol… Even though we have so many problems, we aren’t damsels in distress, you know?”

“I never thought that you were.”

“You do not. But you want to protect us so much that you are now even trying to baby us. I guess this is how you must have felt as well in the past before your awakening.”

She chuckled a little, remembering how everyone cared so much for Sol that it looked like he was a princess imprisoned in a golden cage.

“Ever since you came back and even before that, you have been acting like the entire weight of the world was resting on your shoulders. As if you had to take care of all our pains and act as the shield that will protect us from anything and everything.”

“I love it. I love you, and I love how earnest you are. Having you in my life is without a doubt one of the best things that’s ever happened to me. But Sol… Stop trying to shoulder everything alone. You are not a god. You are not omnipotent, and you cannot be perfect. So why not rely on us a bit more?”

Sol smiled, “I am sorry for worrying you all so much. I really believe in you all. Haha.”

Lilin looked at Sol, worry feeling her eyes and mind. She had never been the best at giving speeches or voicing her thoughts, so she didn’t know if her talk had even been helpful in this situation.

‘I guess I should talk to the others about this.’

Meanwhile, the thoughts that were swimming in Sol’s mind became much more simple.

Since he was not a god, there were many things that were limiting him.

But what if he became one? What if he became fully omnipotent and omnipresent? Wouldn’t all the worries he had vanish like smoke or melt like ice under the sun?

All his worries would become meaningless once he reached that pedestal.

His eyes started to shine with a desire to become even stronger and climb an even greater height. Breaking the unbreakable limit and doing the impossible.

‘I think… I can really do it.’

He would become a god. He would reach the level of the 14 goddesses. Nay he would surpass them. Surpass even Ymir.

And perhaps… just perhaps… surpass even the vestiges of Chaos and Order that this universe was built upon.

Something in his heart told him that he could do that and so much more.


Chapter 43


Going Back Home



When Setsuna woke up from her deep slumber, she was greeted by the sight of Lilin sitting between Sol’s knees with her back against him, while he was carefully braiding her soft and smooth hair.

“Are you awake? How are you feeling now?”

Sol looked at her with a gentle smile on his face and beckoned her to come toward him. Standing up, Setsuna realized that all her clothes had been reduced to rags during her fight, and that she was currently in her birthday suit. Sol had woven something with mana to cover her while she was asleep, but it seemed like he had not judged it useful to keep that up when she had dozed off.

Setsuna snorted, not feeling particularly bothered by this prank. She had run naked and bloody in the forest in her youth, and currently, she was in front of Lilin and Sol— the two people she loved and cherished the most in this world, so there was nothing for which to feel ashamed.

“I am alright, I guess?”

She sighed and approached Sol, her tail swinging lazily behind her as she walked with a leisurely gait. “I just feel like my body isn’t my own yet.”

“It’s alright. Your evolution to the Duke-rank caused transformations within your soul and also affected your bloodline. In a way, I believe you evolved greatly and are on the VERGE of becoming an S-rank beast.”

S-rank or, in other words, a Divine Beast. Setsuna still couldn’t believe that this was happening to her. It all felt like a hazy dream. She had been so distraught at the thought of being unable to reach this rank but now, not only did she obtain one of the most powerful zones that were possible to obtain out there, but she also managed to evolve her bloodline to a degree that she could potentially become a Divine Beast— the highest-ranked being in existence below the goddesses.

“Kali will be happy.”

Kali was the one who taught her how she should stop underestimating the power of elements, and how they could be linked with the power of laws and concepts. She was also the one who taught her the meaning of the name ‘Setsuna,’ which was an integral part of her evolution.

“Yeah. She really did a good job on this case. Perhaps I should give her a vacation and a reward to go along with it.”

The two continued to speak while Lilin looked at them with a deadpan expression on her face. In the end, she simply shook her head and looked at Setsuna with a grim look.

“When Sol asked how you feel… He wasn’t just talking about your new powers.”

Setsuna paused. “I am alright.”

“If you are going to spout a lie, at least you should give the necessary effort to make it more believable, you know?”

“Then, what do you want me to say? That I feel awful? That I am confused about how I have suddenly become a Blessed? That I dreamed of Ayame, and even now, I can see images of her body breaking down in front of my own eyes, while her ashes cover my hands? That I feel angry and helpless for not being able to do anything about it?”

Setsuna’s voice grew a little hoarse toward the end, and her eyes reddened slightly as she spoke out her innermost thoughts. Both Lilin and Sol came to her side and took her in their arms, causing Setsuna to be sandwiched between their smothering hugs.

“Yes. I want you to tell us everything you are feeling and any and all things that are bothering you right now. There shouldn’t be any secrets between us. Secrets fester and only cause pain. Having someone to share your burdens with is a good thing.”

Even as she said so, Lilin looked at Setsuna but also directed a look at Sol, making it clear that her words were not only directed to the wolf woman.

Sol understood the hidden meaning in her words. It seemed like his actions during the last few days had made them worried. This was in no way his intention.

Still, now wasn’t the time to think about those bothersome things.

“Sol… Would you accompany me in burying Ayame?”

Sol nodded. “I knew you would want to do that.”

He walked to the tree and grabbed Ayame’s sword. At the same time, he moved his hand and what looked like a closed vase manifested.

“Her ashes are inside. Take it.”

He gave the two items to Setsuna, who bowed gracefully to him for what he had done for her. Her eyes were reddening slightly as she held the traces of the last person that she could call her own from her horrific past.

A cloak of mana appeared and covered her body as she began to walk toward the clearing where she had fought Ayame. Even now, it was easy to see the devastation that the fight had brought to the surroundings, but neither of them had paid attention to it.

Walking up to the place where Ayame had been scattered in the wind, Lilin took her sword and placed it softly on the ground before doing a dogeza, with her forehead completely touching the ground.

Ayame, the two of us may have walked different roads, but we had the same objectives.

Setsuna closed her eyes. She did not know where Ayame’s soul was right now. Most likely at the hands of the Goddess of Destruction, or perhaps just reduced to nothing like her body.

It was hard to say. But it was alright.

Thank you for everything you did for me.

She was a woman who fought to her very death, with the sole goal of keeping Setsuna alive. She had once been her teacher, her friend, and her sister all at the same time. Even on the verge of death, she sold her soul, not because she was greedy for life, but because she wanted to avenge Setsuna’s father.

Raising herself up, she took the sword back and slowly unsheathed it.

“I make you three promises.”

A beautiful sound flowed out of the sword as it vibrated with a sweet melody, while the blade reflected the light of the moon.

“One, I will, without a doubt, use this sword to draw the blood of the usurper.”

She placed the sword above her wrist and slashed down, causing her own blood to start flowing down.

“Two, I will bury your ashes in the royal cemetery of our kingdom.”

Her blood flowed red, with a hint of gold.

“As for the last one, I will soon sit on the throne that is rightfully mine. This, I solemnly swear.”

And so a wolf swore under the moonlight to avenge the death of the last known family she had left on this plane.
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After a heartfelt prayer and the blood vow she made in the name of Ayame, Setsuna stood up and walked with the sword of her loved one in her hand.

“Do you plan to use the two swords at the same time?”

Setsuna looked at her own sword with wonder before holding it in her right hand while holding Ayame’s sword in her left. After swinging once, then twice, she frowned slightly as she felt her skills in dual wielding to be inadequate.

“I would need a few days to get used to it, but moving my two arms at the same time isn’t that hard. Even more so now since I have ascended to the Duke-rank.”

Sol grinned as he heard those words. That was indeed the case here. The Nito-ryu, or simply dual-sword style, was a rather unorthodox style in his past world.

It wasn’t impossible to enact it, per se. But using two weapons of the same length needed a great degree of coordination and extensive training for it to show its full might. But in the end, the results the sword style brought forth were not particularly impressive, at least not by the standards of his old world.

This was why the best way of dual-wielding involved a sword and a shield or a long sword and a short sword.

…Well, this was how it was in his old world.

Thanks to the absurd mental capacity of the higher realm of being bestowed to an individual of this world, dual-wielding was far easier and came more naturally to them. Furthermore, there was no problem in terms of strength either.

I wonder if I should give her a third sword to form the Santoryu sword art. Or perhaps one giant sword for her wolf form.

Sol could feel the chunni in him screaming, but he pushed it down for later. Now wasn’t the time to delve into these ridiculous desires.

“So. Tell me, what does it feel to have become a Blessed now?”

“I… I really don’t know.” Setsuna looked down at her body, and the golden fur that shone under the gentle light of the moon. She felt like it was not her own body anymore. The changes the transformation had brought forth were so drastic that it was hard to get used to it in a short amount of time.

“But, ever since I woke up, I felt like all my past worries were just laughable and that nothing is impossible for me anymore.”

It was like she was floating in the skies above and was finally seeing the world for what it truly was. It was a weird feeling that she could hardly explain in words.

“Interesting. We will have to ask Camelia about that later on. She also became a Blessed later in her life, so she should be able to give you a better insight into the changes you are currently feeling, and how to properly sync with your new abilities.”

Sol mused while looking at Setsuna with his ‘Eyes of Akasha.’ He had never noticed this with Camelia or Aurora, since they were already Blessed before he had obtained these eyes, but when comparing the threads of Fate surrounding Setsuna before and after her transformation, it was easy to see that the threads had increased by an explosive degree.

The fact that her connection to Ira grew stronger aside, he felt like there were thousands of possibilities opening themselves to Setsuna now. Almost as if her potential was simply limitless.

Interesting.

Sol knew that he had the bad habit of getting hyper-focused on certain things, causing him problems in the long run. There were so many things he wanted to give a try and test or get answers about.

This was giving him a headache already.

“Well, we first need to go back to the camp, then go back home.”

“What about the dungeon?”

“I placed a barrier around it — no one will be able to find it and if anyone does, I will be alerted immediately.”

Only a Demi-god on the level of Ambrosia would be able to put down that barrier without him noticing, and even then it wasn’t a certainty.

The dungeon-crawling had clearly been very rewarding for them, and once Theresa analyzed all the materials inside and took them in, along with the blueprints, then their harvest here would be fully complete.

Sol did not want to pay any more attention to this place for now.

“Let’s go.”

This time, the three of them moved at full speed rather than the leisurely pace they had used on the way here.

———

Back at the camp, Lilith was returning from the last execution that had been scheduled to be enacted today. She didn’t even have to participate. She was happy to see that the knights of her kingdom had become skilled enough to handle everything on their own.

The bandits were a little tricky, but nothing major had occurred, and this campaign had ended with no wounds on their side, much less casualties.

The knights had been a little surprised to learn that they would be observed by the queen and might have been fighting with a little more fervor than usual. If Lilin was the new rising star of which they had recently become fans, then Lilith was the Legend they admired and respected with all of their might.

When the Crown Prince finally came back with the Princess and someone entirely covered by a black cloak, they couldn’t help but gulp in nervousness.

Standing on the podium were the Queen Regent, the future King, and the Princess. This was an honor the likes of which they had never thought would be possible.

The Crown Prince was at the front as he started his speech.

“Not long ago, I was worried…”

Sol's voice was low, but everyone could hear it clearly. They couldn’t help but marvel at this perfect use of his Mana.

“The war is approaching, and I couldn’t help but wonder; the beast-kin are a race of proud and powerful warriors. Could we truly win against them?”

The few beast-kin in the Black Knights couldn’t help but straighten their backs at the mention of those words. They were born and raised in Lustburg, but this did not change their origins. This was why they were sometimes angry about the heavy and insulting words some people would use against them. Sadly, they could say nothing back.

They were happy to see that the Crown Prince did not think as such of them. In fact, there was one thing Sol did not know. The beast-kin who had been born and raised in Lustburg knew that Setsuna, someone like them, was the bodyguard of the future King. This, in a way, gave them hope and confidence about their future. Setsuna was an object of admiration for all of them, showing that discrimination did not completely block their road to success.

This also made Sol very popular. After all, he was only partially human. Since a great part of Lustburg’s population were hybrid humans because of all the interracial breeding, they had an easier time cheering for a hybrid like themselves.

“But now, I am worried no more.” Sol smiled, and a golden aura started to emanate from his body and covered the surroundings. It looked like the sun was literally rising on the horizon from the aura he was giving off.

“You, my knights, showed me that Lustburg is in no way helpless against the powerful beast-kin.”

He clenched his fists, “The beast-kin are strong. But we are even stronger and this is all thanks to your dedication.

“Princess Lilin…”

“Yes!” Lilin answered and approached Sol, before putting one knee down in front of him with her fist over her heart.

“Are you listening?”

“I am.”

A gentle smile appeared on his face, “Captain Lilin Luxuria.”

“Yes.”

“Will you do honor to our kingdom?”

“I will.”

“Will you hoist our flag high in the sky as you tear down the enemy ranks and destroy everything in your path?”

“I will.”

“Will you bring us victory?”

“I wIll.”

“Then… With the world and the goddesses as my witnesses… Henceforth, I announce the creation of a new Knight Order… The Scarlet Knights, and I name you the captain of that new order. Do you accept this responsibility?”

“I would be honored to do so.”

This scene, which was something completely out of a fairy tale, was something the Black Knights…. or rather, the Scarlet Knights, would never forget.
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The rest of the procession went smoothly.

Sol ordered a few of the Scarlet Knights to stay close to the dungeon and set up a perimeter surrounding the area. Even though he had already placed a solid defense against most, if not all, types of dangers, there was always that small percentage of luck playing a role and fucking up everything for him.

On the way back to the capital, inside the royal carriage, Lilin couldn’t help but hum or simply giggle to herself. Having her own official knight order made her feel giddy with immense happiness.

This made her feel like she was walking in the same steps as her mother. While this would have bothered her slightly in the not-so-distant past, now she could not help but feel a sense of pride swelling up within her at that thought.

Of course, having her own knight order also meant that Sol believed in her and would let her take care of a battlefront in the war against the kingdom of Wratharis.

“Don’t be so smug. In terms of experience, you have only fought against some measly bandits. I will either have Tyr or Athena Highland accompany you, be your advisor and guide while you get familiar with the know-how on how to lead a battalion of your own.”

War wasn’t a game, and for all his ambitions, Sol was indeed not a god. He could not cover the entire battlefield and could not protect Lilin 100% of the time.

Lilin pouted slightly at his words but in the end, nothing could take away the happiness she was feeling right now. This caused Sol to let out a tired sigh. Of course, while he was acting strictly, in reality, there was no way in hell he would let the safety of his women be left to fate if he could do anything against that.

He planned to have Isis place her King-ranked undeads in the shadow of both Setsuna and Lilin.

Because of all the conventions, using undead was clearly forbidden in a war and would cause worldwide outrage. He would not use them to win the war, of course. But if his loved ones were to be in any form of danger, then the war convention could burn in the ninth level of Tartarus for all he cared.

He was only willing to accept those rules as long as they posed no danger to him and his loved ones. It was as simple as that.

While Sol was dampening Lilin’s mood with cold, hard facts, Lilith was simply looking at Setsuna in silence.

Now that there was no onlooker to see through her changes, Setsuna had taken off her cloak and Lilith was able to see the great changes that had happened to the wolf girl.

Crossing her legs and leaning back slightly on her seat, Lilith asked her the question that had been nagging at her mind and most likely everyone in this place.

“Now that you are a Blessed, how will your relationship with Sol… change?”

Setsuna was currently both a slave and a knight of Sol and fully belonged to him. But now that she had become a Blessed and would eventually become the Queen of Wratharis, this obviously could not continue.

“Nothing much has changed. She is still mine. Only the label will change.” Sol answered quietly while gazing into Setsuna’s eyes, “Of course, if you do not wish to follow our previous status quo, then it’s also fine by me. It’s up to you.”

For Sol, Setsuna had never been a slave, nor had he ever treated her as one. Even her function as a knight hadn’t seen much use, since he had rarely left the castle in the past. For him, Setsuna was, and would always be, a friend and a lover. The fact that she had become a Blessed changed nothing about that fact; of course, as long as her feelings for him didn’t change, that is…

“You already know my answer. Furthermore, I can now fight for the position of the official wife.”

Setsuna grinned while looking at Lilin, who glared back at her with fury in her eyes.

In the past, Setsuna always felt ashamed because of her position as a slave and a princess without a Kingdom. She never tried to fight for the main seat because she knew how impressive were all the women surrounding Sol.

But now… now that she had become a Blessed and would surely step on the throne of her kingdom, she had all the rights and reasons to fight for the main seat.

“If Sol is married to the Queen of Wratharis, this should make the conquest easier, right?”

This was indeed so, and this was also one of the reasons why Sol had used less than savory means to make Pandora his ally.

Now, he already had Envilya and Wratharis in his pocket. Southern Pride would depend on what Nefertiti could cook up in the meantime, but he had unconditional belief in her.

I guess this leaves Gluttony Foss, Greed Dike, and Slothstein.

He felt like he was progressively crossing things off from a grocery list, and this was rather funny in its own twisted way.

As for the talk about marriage, Sol would obviously not have only one of his women have the official position of wife and leave the others as his concubines. He was the first to admit that he did not love all his women equally. But though he did not love them all in the same way or at the same level, he would absolutely never treat one worse than any of the others.

They were all more than worthy of becoming his queen, and he was the one happy to have them on his side.

Well, I won’t say this now, though.

He laughed inwardly. He wanted a better occasion to announce this decision of his. His crowning would be the perfect moment for that.

Meanwhile, Lilith simply smiled quietly while observing Lilin and Setsuna bicker about the position of the main wife. She couldn’t help but feel a little emotional at this scene. She remembered how, not so long ago, she had called Sol, who at that time had not even gone through his awakening, to talk about his upcoming marriage.

It had only been a few months till that time, but so much had changed between then and now.

She had been an insomniac with suicidal tendencies and a dying body. Sol had been a young prince with no power and a mind full of naivety. Her relationships with Camelia and Lilin were as bad as they could have been, and there was a rebellion brewing in the background.

Fast forward to now, and everything was so different that it felt like a whole new timeline. They were all stronger, both mentally or physically. They had all gone through a rough patch, but a clear sky was opening up for them to receive them.

I wonder what you two would feel if you could see this.

For the first time in her life, Lilith was able to think of Mars and Blaze without feeling bitterness or pain in her heart and mind. This was another small step forward for her.

“So now, will you two form a contract?”

Setsuna and Lilin fell silent while the wolf girl’s gaze landed on Sol. This was perhaps the one thing she had been waiting for all along,

“We will. Though it depends on Setsuna now.”

Sestuna smiled a little before taking Lilin's hand with a mischievous smile on her face. “Well… I have one little request.”


Chapter 44


A Dragon, a Wolf, and a Succubus Enter a Room



When the knights returned to the capitol, Sol had made sure to organize an entire parade in their honor. The citizens, who were happy about the work the knights had done in making the kingdom safer for them, lined up on either side of the main street and welcomed the knights with applause, gratitude, and a shower of flowers.

While Sol did not like using derogatory terms, there was a simple cause for the masses. When many people did something together, there were high chances that many more would soon follow and do the same thing, even without knowing why they were doing so.

In a way, it was no different than acting like sheep, but this mentality was very useful for rulers like him.

By making sure to have many agents of his secret order disguised as actual citizens, Sol was able to make this event even more grandiose and beautiful than what the impromptu preparations could ever hope to achieve.

Citizens who knew nothing about this plan would see the sudden gathering of other people and be happy, knowing that the knights had done their job and kept them safe. Some of them would also grow envious and wish to join the military and thus secure a new batch of recruits for the militia.

At the same time, the military would feel a greater sense of pride and recognition from the country and its people. Thus, this would result in them having even more desire to lay down their lives for the protection of the kingdom and its people.

The final advantage was, of course, promoting Sol in a more open manner to the populace of the kingdom, which would advertise his presence in one go.

People would know he was indeed here, just that he did not show up. This would prove that he was not someone using his power to steal the achievements of his subordinates, leaving an even better and deeper impression on everyone involved.

It would be very useful for him in the long term.

Lilith only gave a smile full of mirth at everything that was happening here. She was happy to see that Sol was stepping more and more into his role as king. Manipulating the entire populace to advance his popularity and credibility among the masses was indeed a good first step in the right direction.

If it was her, then she would have just ordered the knights not to change their armor, so that they would look worn out, and wounded in some cases. It was far easier to attract attention and goodwill when you were on the side of the weak. The underdog always garnered the most attention and adoration of the masses, after all.

Furthermore, no matter how many tales you made, without the correct look… life would not go easy on you, and it would be harder to sell things out to the crowd when everything looked picture perfect. The small bits of imperfection were generally what changed a great work into a complete masterpiece.

While the parade was short, it was undoubtedly a great success in Sol’s eyes. He was sure that if it were a kingdom-building game he would be seeing the love and respect of his citizens climb through the roof in real time.

“How insidious.”

“I call this strategy ‘marketing.’”

“Heh…”

Like this, under the cheers full of joy and appreciation from the populace, they have finally reached the Tower of Babel — their home.

The citizens were happy…

The Knights were happy…

Sol was happy…

Everything was right in the world.

While Setsuna was showing signs of slight unhappiness in her brows, she was able to cast that feeling aside pretty fast. She still had deep feelings about what had happened to Ayame, but she knew that her once-close confidant and caretaker had died happy, and with only a single regret in her life — a regret that she herself was about to overturn, so that her friend’s soul would find peace, wherever it may be.

For the entire day after her return to the Tower, Setsuna stayed inside her room, letting no one in. She mourned for the dead on her own, and settled the grief in her heart. At this moment, she simply wished to think for herself for some time, with no one to interrupt her. She also needed to get used to the new feelings of her body, and adjust herself to her newfound powers to fully utilize them in the future.

Initially, the first thing she wished to do was to call on Kali, and tell her the good news about her awakening and her ascension. However, it seemed like the Witch of Destruction had vanished, along with all the other witches, the goddesses only knew where.

However, after thinking for a bit, the only conclusion she could come to was that they were now in Salem— the City of Witches. They were probably discussing the future of the witches there, and were busy sorting through their ideas about it.

Sitting in a seiza position, with her knees gathered under her butt while her two swords lay on either side of her body, a faint flicker of mana covered her whole being as she closed her eyes and deeply meditated with utmost concentration.

There were many things she needed to think about, but an important point was what kind of contract she would end up binding herself with Sol.

In a way, what Ayame did was close to a Wrath-type contract. Setsuna knew that her wrath and anger would one day end once her family was avenged, but what would happen after that?

As such, she realized that there was only one possible contract that she could do with the love of her life. It would be a contract she knew that she would never regret no matter how much time went by or whatever happened in the future.

How long did she stay in that state, thinking so endlessly? She did not exactly know. But when she opened her eyes, the moon was shining high in the skies above.

It was time for them to sign the contract.

But before that, she had to find someone to help her in the act.

———

Sol was sitting alone in his bedroom when they knocked on the door.

He had obviously heard their footsteps long before they even reached the door of his room, so he showed no outward surprise at the mesmerizing sight of the two beautiful young women standing in front of him.

Still, his facade did not mislead them. After all, their senses were powerful enough to clearly hear the loud and powerful beating of his heart, signifying the excitement he was feeling right now.

They entered the room simultaneously before turning to look at him in perfect sync. Setsuna couldn’t help but question him with a mischievous smile on her face, “So, what do you think of my little surprise?”

Sol had to fight himself not to gulp down as a response. He certainly had a great variety of experiences throughout his sex life. But there was no way he would not get excited by what he was seeing and by the thought of what was about to happen very soon.

“I think I am perhaps one the luckiest bastard in this fucked-up world.”

After all, now inside his bedroom stood two young and gorgeous women, clad in only see-through negligees that stopped just a little above their round and sumptuous butts.

Underneath that thin clothing, all they had on them was a pair of panties each. One blue, like the summer sky, and the second purple, like the ethereal eyes of its wielder.

They were his two childhood friends. Lilin and Setsuna.

Setsuna grinned at those words and did a small twirl to show off herself in front of her lover. Her tail that was moving up and down and her twitching ears added to her exotic charm, conveying the emotions of anticipation and excitement that were coursing throughout his body.

At the same time, Lilin was not in her human form either. Her eyes were of a deeper shade of purple than usual, with black-slitted pupils. She had a thin long tail with a heart-shaped curve at the end, as well as two curved horns, which were jutting out of her silky purple hair.

Her form seemed to have taken a small boost as it looked like the negligee could barely cover her entire body.

“I initially wanted a new dress. But I wouldn’t have guessed my fur would change color.”

“As for me, I didn’t think about how my proportions would change when transforming.”

Sol grinned, feeling his heart burn with a fire hotter than the flames of a phoenix. His form slowly changed, and his body grew a few centimeters as he went from his human form to his hybrid one.

A dragon, a succubus, and a wolf entered the room…

That seemed like the start of an interesting joke.

Obviously, it would be one with a very lewd and hedonistic punchline.
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Looking at the two extremely beautiful young women ready to give their all to him, Sol couldn’t help but feel a sudden surge of emotions stir inside of him.

“I am really blessed to have girls like you around me.”

This was something he could never refute in his entire life. It was one of the undeniable truths and constants of his life. No matter how much he looked down on the goddesses or did not like some of their opinions and how they did things, the reality that he would never be able to obtain what he had going on for him without them was also the absolute truth.

Lilin and Setsuna felt like their hearts would melt at any moment at the sweet words that passed from Sol’s lips; his tone was filled with love and the irrefutable affection that he felt for them.

“So, Setsuna, what do you plan exactly?”

Setsuna breathed in slightly at those words, before confidently speaking out the next moment, “About the contract… I have been thinking deeply about it for some time already… Sol, tell me, how exactly are the Capacity Points necessary for a contract calculated?”

Sol tilted his head in confusion. She should be already aware of that fact, so it didn’t make sense for her to ask him this question. However, he decided to humor her anyway. “It depends on the rank of the one with whom I want to contract.”

“Yes, that… It depends on the rank, right? So tell me… let’s say we encounter a scenario where you sign a contract with me right now… If I evolve and become a Calamity Wolf in the future, will the CP required to maintain the contract with me increase or stay the same? What do you think will happen in that scenario?”

“That…”

That… was indeed a rather interesting question. Sol was now able to understand why Setsuna had asked. He mused briefly before shaking his head, “No, it will not increase. Once the contract is fixed, the price required to fulfill it will not change.”

Setsuna’s eyes twinkled in happiness to finally get an answer to this question. This fact gave her an even more overwhelming desire to evolve into an S-ranked beast. But the question didn’t just end there.

She had something else in mind.

“So what I was thinking was… about Lilin. What do you think she is currently, and is she suitable for making a contract with you?”

Ah…

Sol now understood Setsuna's intentions, and he couldn’t help but become intrigued at the possibility. Initially, Lilin had been a human, in nearly all ways that could be counted. But now the distinction and surety of her human nature had become quite blurry.

Unlike Lilith, who was a ‘failure,’ as stated by Neptune, Lilin had perfectly incorporated the genetics of her two bloodlines. In a way, she was closer to being a succubus hybrid than anything else.

“....It should be possible. But, even if it succeeds, doing so will put me in a relationship with Invidia. That’s a bit problematic…”

This was perhaps Sol's greatest grip on this whole situation. Invidia did not like him, and giving her any leeway to pry into his life or the lives of his loved ones would surely make for quite the troublesome situation.

But at the same time, if doing this allowed him to have direct contact with Invidia, then it might be worth it in its own ways. Worst case scenario, he simply had to sever the contract with Lilin in the process and flee.

“Very well. Let’s all give it a try. Did you guys decide which type of contract you wanted?”

Setsuna walked gracefully until she reached Sol's right side, and Lilin did the same on his left, which led to Sol now having two gorgeous women by his sides. They took him by the arms and walked until they reached the bed and pushed him onto the mattress at the same time.

Lilin's gaze was filled with a sense of undeniable hunger, but Setsuna was quite literally starving and drooling, not being able to wait to take him inside her.

How long had she waited for this moment?

It was hard for her to even start describing the emotions she was feeling at this moment. But one thing that both she and Lilin were sure of at this moment was…

“We are not leaving this room until one of us is at death's door.”

As for the contract, it would obviously be a Lust-type. That was irrefutable at this point.

Smiling as he looked up at the two enchanting women he loved and cherished with all his heart, he exerted some strength and brought them down in his arms.

Hugging the two very sensual and lithe bodies of Setsuna and Lilin, he could feel a steady stream of blood rapidly rushing toward his little brother, but he still had enough reasoning inside of him to hold on to his urges.

Just a little more, and he would be able to make love with his beloveds…

“Setsuna, you already know about the ritual process, right?”

“Obviously.”

Sol nodded and turned to Lilin and started to explain the ritual to her. Thanks to her superior memory, it didn’t take long for her to grasp the entire ritual and the vows that had to be shared during it.

Propping them up with his hands, the three of them sat in a triangle formation on the bed and Sol closed his eyes.

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

This was the first and perhaps the most important part of this contract. The contract could not happen without the permission of the goddesses. Generally, it was more of a simple protocol that was fully automatized. The goddesses would rarely care about the contract signing between mere mortals.

But in his case, things were different. It always was whenever he was involved.

The moment those words resounded, one large magical circle with intrinsic patterns, made up of complex geometrical shapes, appeared on the floor below them. It filled the room with a soft, ethereal light, accompanied by a certain feeling of heaviness that was hard to explain in words.

The words inscribed on the circle were in a character that could not be read normally. But Sol was able to recognize the meaning of the word almost instantly.

Ira.

The name of the goddess of wrath. This meant that… for now, she was the only one to have answered his calling.

Sol sighed and focused his energy before repeating, “I call the attention of the world and that of the goddesses.”

Silence greeted him once again for a short while before a flicker of light flashed, and a new circle appeared on top of the preexisting one.

Invidia.

So she decided to answer, huh…

Sol wondered what kind of discussion they would have later. But now, he was mostly interested in something more important than that — his contract with his beloveds.

“I, Sol Dragona Luxuria, affirm my love for you as I invite you to share my life.”

Emotions swelled up inside Setsuna’s heart at those words and Lilin had tears brimming at the corner of her eyes; an immense sense of relief washed over her. She had been feeling a little desperate and distraught when the circle did not appear for some time… But now, everything was alright.

“I, Setsuna Ira, reciprocate your love and accept your invitation.”

“I, Lilin Luxuria, reciprocate your love and accept your invitation.”

The white light of the circle flashed in multicolored lights before changing into a beautiful pink hue, prompting Sol to release a sigh of relief. This had been an important part of the ritual. The changing of the colors was the acknowledgment of the feelings they had for each other.

Motes of light began to fly around, making them feel as if they were in a fairyland while words slowly formed in their minds,

Do you swear loyalty, love, and devotion to each other?｣

“We do.”

Then, make your vows.｣

Sol gazed at the two girls who had been with him throughout the years, and his voice became hoarse and agitated as he spoke out the words that were contained in the depths of his heart.

“Setsuna, Lilin, life has not been kind to the two of you. You shared different forms of trauma and wounds on your heart that may never fully heal for the rest of your lives.”

He closed his eyes, thinking of the two small girls, hiding the pain in the very depths of his being behind a veil of smile and happiness in order to not worry him.

“My wish is to become the shield that will protect you from ever encountering any scenario that would hurt you once again. My vow is to give my everything in order to make the two of you truly happy. We will face trials. They will be unequivocally harsh, and some of them may even be impossible to pass. But as long as we are united in one heart, nothing will be impossible for us. That I guarantee you, with all my heart…”

He held their hands tightly as he gave his vows, and after squeezing his hand slightly to affirm their belief in him, Setsuna was the first one to speak.

“Sol Dragona Luxuria, my sword is your sword, and my heart is your heart. Everything I have and everything I am belongs solely to you. My loyalty, as well as my love for you, is eternal and unchanging. Now and forever… Let me be the spear that will pierce all of your enemies.”

Sol smiled. It was a brave vow, befitting Setsuna's personality.

Lilin spoke next. “Sol Dragon Luxuria, possessor of my heart and soul. Your existence is like the sun, illuminating the cloudy skies ravaging my heart, and my love for you is infinite and unending, like the very space that holds all of existence… Let me be the sword that will bring down all the obstacles that stand in your way.”

His smile was filled with warmth as he heard Lilin’s vow. Ever caring and sentimental. Again, it was just like her.

The light between them became far stronger. The words they uttered appeared in the air before swiftly reaching them, entering their bodies and their hearts. Slowly but surely, they transformed into powerful bindings that would never vanish as long as the contract between them existed.

As with Isis, Sol could feel as if a part of him was being filled. The CP necessary for the contract was being deducted and in return, the empty space inside him was being filled by the essence and the presence of his beloveds.

The light of the circles slowly dimmed down after that as the first part of the ceremony finally ended.

Now… It was time for the truly fun part.


Chapter 45


Setsuna and Lilin



Once the first part of the ritual had finally finished and made way for the second and final part, the three childhood friends looked at each other with smoldering gazes, filled with so much heat and intensity that it felt like it was enough to burn the entire room that they inhabited down to ashes.

The first one to jump at Sol —- being unable to restrain her instincts, love, passion and, last but definitely not least… lust – was none other than the star of this show— Setsuna herself. She had waited so long for this exact moment that it was hard to quantify in words any longer. And, though she had some interesting sexual adventures with Sol in the forest, just this would never in a million years be enough to cover the true meaning of what mating should entail for the beast-kin.

Pushing Sol onto the bed with a primal growl filled with irrefutable lust while leaning diagonally across him, Setsuna nibbled his lips roughly with her own before transitioning the light nibbling into a kiss full of passion, acting like someone who had walked across the desert with no source of water for days and had finally found that source… inside Sol’s mouth.

She was certainly enthusiastic for what was essentially her first time, and Sol reciprocated her feelings and passion in kind. The two lovers kissed each other deeply and were full of wanton abandon, caressing and holding each other with great force. But in their passion, they had forgotten that there was a third person who would be joining them in their exchange of carnal passion today.

“Don’t forget me.” Like a child begging for attention, Lilin pouted her lips and went to the other side of Sol, slowly removing his jacket and shirt. When done with that easy task, her eyes shone with a slight purple light as she gazed deeply at the passionately kissing duo. As Lilin progressively became closer to what a true succubus should be, Pandora warned her about her first time with Sol, telling her to be extremely careful during. She had warned her that if she was not able to protect her own mind, she might become completely addicted to Sol, which would only hamper her relationship with him and take it into an unhealthy route.

Jokes on her, really, as Lilin was actually into this kind of kink and wished for nothing more than to become even more enamored with him than she already was.

Caressing his supple but muscular body, Lilin’s eyes became slightly hazy as she inhaled his manly scent. She felt like he was releasing some kind of pheromone that was slowly turning her into a complete love-crazed lunatic, and the simple odor of his sweat was enough to make her wish to lick all over his body to lap up that delicious substance.

Deciding to listen to her instincts, she opened her mouth before gently biting down on Sol’s chest. She sucked until she left a small red mark on his skin.

She knew very well that this was only possible because Sol had relaxed his defenses for them. But seeing this small mark on his body made her even more intoxicated, like she was leaving proof that he belonged to her and no one else.

Losing nearly all reason after that single action, she started kissing, licking, caressing, and leaving marks all over his skin.

“Lilin.”

Looking up at Sol as he called her name, she gave a sloppy smile and approached him before kissing him as Setsuna made way for her.

Immediately, she understood what Pandora had meant when she warned her about being addicted. She had slightly felt it with his sweat alone; now that she was actually kissing him, the level of life energy she was absorbing was a little too much for someone with nearly zero experience like her to handle.

Even Sol couldn’t help but become surprised as, after just one kiss with him, Lilin’s eyes were already starting to roll, and her body slightly convulsed into what seemed like a light orgasm.

Her sweet breath leaked out and an even sweeter scent filled the air in the room that was already filled with decadence.

“Sol.”

Lilin kissed him again and again without showing any signs of stopping, ignoring how her body would twitch every time she did the act and how her panties would become wetter and wetter because of all the love juices that were spilling from her body.

"It seems like our dear princess is getting thirsty."

Lilin shuddered when she felt a slap land square on her heart-shaped ass. She was so excited that nearly every part of her body was akin to an erogenous zone.

Turning around, she glared at the grinning Setsuna before tackling her, causing the wolf girl to yelp in a cutesy voice.

"Stop interrupting us."

"Oh? Excuse me? Should I remind you that I am the one who asked for your presence?" Setsuna smiled before turning the situation around and making Lilin now go below her as she hovered on top.

After all, in terms of pure physical abilities, there was no way Lilin could ever hope to compare to a beast-kin like her, even more so in her current situation.

"Still, look at how excited you have become?"Setsuna pinched Lilin’s twin cherry buds with her fingers. While she was in no way small, she had no way to compare to the body proportions of a being that was literally created for sex, decadence, and hedonism.

Lilin writhed slightly under her touch, losing most of her strength with that one action of hers alone. Her reaction caused Setsuna to open her eyes wide in surprise before chuckling quietly under her breath.

"This reminds me of what happened last time."

This wasn't the first experience the three of them had together. Though it only happened once back then, Setsuna had also been working her way with Lilin’s supple, soft, and voluminous breasts.

Turning around, she looked at Sol and raised an eyebrow in question, which Sol merely answered with a thumbs up.

There were few things more sexy in this world than watching two girls going at it. The fact that those two girls belonged to him and him alone made this whole situation even hotter for him.

Setsuna laughed out loud at his brazen gesture; her mate was truly a man with a limitless libido. Just what did she do to deserve someone like him? She always wondered in her mind.

Bending down, she whispered something in Lilin's ear that caused her to give a bashful smile filled with excitement.

"Oh?"

Sol lifted an eyebrow at the sudden shift in atmosphere as the two girls stopped mock fighting and turned to him or, more precisely, to his pants.

The look in Setsuna's eyes was all he needed to know what was about to happen, and he couldn't help but smile lasciviously.

It seemed like the wolf was about to swallow the sun in quite an interesting way.
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Like a predator stalking its prey, Setsuna approached Sol's pants before carefully lowering them down, freeing his now painfully stiff shaft from the tight confines that had been imprisoning it till now.

Lilin’s eyes became unfocused for an instant, as the scent of Sol’s throbbing phallus filled the room and every contour of her mind. She felt like she would cum at the slightest stimulation right now. Things were not looking good for her, but she paid no heed to that and tunnel-visioned all of her focus on her beloved’s wonderful erection.

So the time has finally come, huh…

Lilin gulped down hard. Her throat suddenly felt really dry and heavy. She had the feeling that she was looking at a girthy snake that was progressively standing straighter and stiffer with the passage of time. And she absolutely loved the view.

The last time she had seen it, not much had happened between them outside of some foreplay. However, she knew for a fact that this time, she would definitely have the chance to go through a whole new experience with her beloved and best friend.

Setsuna had also become a bit nervous once the fatal meat stick was brought out into the open. But, remembering the way Persephone had played with Sol and brought him pleasure, she steeled her mind and decided to go at it in her own way.

“Lilin, follow my lead.”

If it had been any other time, Lilin would have rebuked Sestuna's words. But in this moment she decided that the smartest thing to do was to defer to the one with the most experience between the girls.

The two of them took off their negligees, leaving them with nothing but their bare and supple breasts and panty-clad butts to look at, giving a far more erotic sight that caused Sol’s penis to harden and straighten further.

Before long, Setsuna’s hand had naturally found its place on top of his penis, and she grabbed it the next moment.

“Uhh…” The soft sensation of her dainty hands on his shaft made him leak out a groan of pleasure.

“You just need to rub it slightly like this.”

Lilin nodded at Setsuna’s instructions. Her expression was serious and focused, as if Setsuna was delivering the gospel to her at this instant. Sol had to fight the urge to laugh out loud at the scene of a virgin educating another virgin about how to give a handjob.

This was indeed a rather surrealistic sight. One that would leave anyone in boisterous laughter if they didn’t have the mental fortitude of Sol’s level.

Her soft fingers wrapped around the rock-hard shaft and slowly moved back and forth along its length. For all her bluster, Setsuna could in no way say that she was pretty good at what she was doing. But Sol did not care about her experience in the arts of carnal ecstasy. The feeling of pleasure he felt at the sight of his lover doing her best for him was more than enough, in his honest opinion.

Her technique wasn’t the best, it was nowhere near even average, but he could sense her desire to help out the man who had saved her to reach the heights of pleasure, so it felt good to him no matter what she did to his penis.

She kept her hand moving nonstop. Every time her fingers touched one of the bulging veins, it would throb instantly. When she would occasionally touch the bottom of the head, the entire penis would twitch.

But the way it moved in her hand didn’t stop her from continuing to rub it ever so gently between her soft and dexterous palms.

“Am I doing good?”

Sol groaned as Setsuna asked with upturned eyes.

Cute.

How could the usually stoic and warrior like Setsuna become this cute at this moment? Women were truly wonderful mysteries of the highest order. One that few could boast to be able to actually understand in the entirety of creation.

“I am feeling great.” He smiled and patted Setsuna on the head, caressing her long, silky hair and slightly tickling her twitching ears.

“Hehehe.”

Lilin pouted a little on the side, causing Setsuna to laugh out loud, “Why are you looking like this from so far away? Come join me.”

“So I should do that too?” Lilin sounded a little afraid but mostly confused as she watched the throbbing penis of her lover twitch in the hand of her best friend.

Setsuna smiled gently as she glanced at her with pity in her eyes. While she would like to make fun of her friend, remembering how Persephone guided her through the last night, she decided that, perhaps, it would be better to simply enjoy the current moment with her.

She might not be a great teacher, but she could still do her best to show her the ropes.

“Why don’t you start by rubbing the swollen part at the tip?”

Is it some kind of cycle?

Old harem members trained new ones. He remembered a scene similar to this happening in the astral realm when he was about to have an orgie with Kiyohime, Nent, and the others.

“L-Like this?” Lilin poked her finger against the head.

Tingling pleasure immediately coursed through his body. “I think a little more boldness would be better.”

While they may have been awkward at first, slowly, Lilin started to adapt, and with the help of Setsuna, it didn’t take long for the pleasure he was receiving to start increasing and pre-cum to leak out of his penis.

Lilin looked at the white sticky goo with trepidation. She had the impression that if she were to lick this liquid, she would be able to reach a new level of pleasure that would never vanish from her mind.

“It seems like we are doing pretty good?”

“Heh… True.”

While Lilin was battling her inner instinct, Setsuna faced no such limitation and happily opened her mouth wide, ready to start lapping at him.

“No teeth.” Even though this was a stupid sentence, Sol knew he had to do that to warn her. After awakening her new powers, her teeth were as sharp as diamonds. Sol had a great resistance to many things, but he did not wish to test how sturdy his little friend was in such a situation.

All she did for now was lap at it and use her hand to stimulate him. In the end, since Sol had no intention of forcing himself to hold back, he leaned back a little and began to shoot the ropes of thick white cream for his lovers to devour.

Setsuna was the first to react and she covered the whole bulbous head by engulfing it in her mouth. Soon her cheeks puffed up slightly. But she was able to keep all the liquid to herself.

Opening her mouth wide, she showed the white liquid pooling inside her mouth. She knew that Sol had a kink for restraining other people or making them do shameful little acts.

“You stole everything.”

Setsuna closed her mouth and looked at Lilin before a grin formed on her face.

“Do you want it? Alright, I will give some to you…”

Before Lilin could say or react, she felt a pair of moist lips lay upon her own.

At first, she was startled and confused, wondering why Setsuna was kissing her. Soon, as Setsuna's delicate tongue forced her mouth to open, a small part of the liquid finally entered her mouth.

At that very moment… Lilin was sure that she lost consciousness and was able to witness the sight of the vast sky filled with stars. Sol’s liquid, even if diluted, had quite a shocking power on her due to her nature.
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Sol nearly lost his shit when he saw Lilin and Setsuna kissing each other so passionately, their bodies pressed together, causing their bountiful breasts to change shapes slightly when coming in contact with each other.

At first, Lilin was only at the receiving end of Setsuna’s flurry of passionate kisses and tongue attacks. Be it because of how surprised she was or the difference in their physical strength, and she only let Setsuna handle her roughly.

But soon, it looked like something was switched inside of her, and she became utterly depraved and mad. Her body convulsed like she was having an epileptic episode, and her eyes rolled so far back that they could only see the whites.

A clear liquid flowed down from her thighs and covered the sheets with its sticky texture. Lilin had once again reached climax due to the pleasure she was feeling.

But this was clearly not enough for her right now. As if coming back with the goal of vengeance in her eyes, she hugged Setsuna and started kissing her back with double the pressure. The two feminine bodies moved and entwined in beautiful ways as they tasted each other’s mouths and licked for any traces of their beloved.

Holy…

This was hot as all hell. Hotter than anything he could have ever imagined happening before him. This went beyond what he could even understand with his normal perception of depravity and sexual interactions. He was completely shocked and aroused by this scene.

He admired and watched as a scene that was worthy of an R-rated adult movie was happening in front of him. A scene that he could have only viewed in his fantasies was now taking place in front of him.

After kissing Setsuna to the point that it looked like she was about to suck her entire soul out, Lilin, her eyes still glazed from pleasure, threw a limp Setsuna away like she was a broken doll.

Setsuna had made a certain miscalculation. While Sol’s semen certainly affected Lilin… As a succubus, all the fluids coming out of Lilin were no different than the strongest aphrodisiac in the entire mortal realm, and there was no way she would not be affected by it in their current situation where she was not explicitly prepared for it.

Kissing her was like drinking a potion of lust in the rawest way possible, and unlike Sol, she did not have an all-encompassing resistance to magical effects naturally.

“Sol…”

Like a zombie going after the nearest prey, Lilin approached Sol on all fours like a cat stalking its prey.

“I want more.”

Sol breathed in very deeply before exhaling out loud. This was an attack a little too powerful for his mind. His heart nearly exploded from the scene he had witnessed. But he knew for sure that he could not lose his reason right now.

This was Lilin and Setsuna’s first time, and his rule for those would always be the same when it was about people he truly cared about.

Let’s not be hasty with this.

The good thing was… Looking at both the current state of Setsuna and Lilin, it was clear that neither of them needed more foreplay.

He was about to answer but Lilin yelped as her ankle was gripped by Setsuna and she was pulled back with a mighty tug by her best friend.

Throwing Lilin away like she was tossing out trash, Setsuna chuckled and approached him in her lust-addled state. Her eyes were dilated, and her breathing was hurried; the aphrodisiac was working wonders on her body, but she still had a great part of her reason left by using all her reasoning.

“I am going first.” She was already playing second fiddle due to Isis. No way would she accept becoming the third contract rather than the second.

“Sol…”

Once she finally reached Sol, Setsuna placed a hand on his chest before pushing him back, sitting on his stomach, her tail continuing to wag happily.

“The moment is finally here.”

She had waited for ten years for this very moment— the moment when the two of them would officially become mates.

Taking his hand in hers, she gripped it with all her strength and while her words were sparse, her will was clear.

Gripping back, Sol smiled at Setsuna, “I am sorry for making you wait so long.”

“No." She shook her head. "The wait was worth it.”

The greater the trial, the sweeter the reward. It was because of all she had to go through to reach the current moment that she felt so much happiness. She was sure of it.

“So, how do you want to go at it?”

“I want you to take me from behind.” Her eyes gleamed as she said this.

“Oh?”

She blushed at the meaningful smile Sol gave her but she could not stop her impulse.

Moving away from Sol, she knelt on the bed and showed her supple and well-rounded butt.

Then, giving a look filled with all the love and lust she felt for him, she brought her hands and opened herself, giving Sol a full view of Setsuna’s glistening feminine folds.

“Please. Don’t hold back. Take me and make me yours.”

Sol’s reason had fought courageously all this time. It hadn’t been easy for him in the least. It was attacked on all sides by all kinds of extremely erotic sights.

But this… this was just too much for even him and his rock-solid mental fortitude.

Sadly for him, though, there were some fights that simply could not be won, no matter how hard you tried. And so Sol’s reasoning snapped into pieces.

Taking Setsuna by the hips, he moved his body. He slowly brought himself close until he could feel the heat of her enticing hole that was twitching like it was anticipating his arrival for a decade.

He placed a little more strength, then finally pushed himself all the way inside of her.

“Ah…”

Blood bloomed, and the chastity that she had protected for years was finally taken away from her by the man she loved more than anyone else in the world.

Sol, meanwhile, couldn’t help but growl. Setsuna was tight. Perhaps the tightest among all the women with whom he ever had a relationship. Her hole was bringing him a sense of pleasure that was simply out of this world, and he felt like it was trying to milk him for all he was worth.

“I am going to move.”

Setsuna could not answer, but Sol did not wait for one in the first place. His hips started moving rhythmically as he rapidly pumped in and out of her moist, sticky, and extremely tight inner folds.

Her hole slowly adapted to his length and massive girth, but the pressure was still enough for him to feel like he was about to cum at any second, even though he had done so not long ago.

But he couldn’t just stop here.

Taking Setsuna by the tail, he pulled her lightly, and immediately, he felt her clamp up and become even tighter than before. Setsuna was already tighter than any of his girls, and he did not think that it was possible for him to grow tighter, but she had yet again defied his expectations.

Her sweet voice, filled with utter pleasure, cried out more and more even though it was muffled by the sheets. She grabbed them tightly, feeling like she was a boat facing the mighty waves of the furious sea, but the pleasure that was coursing through her body was unmistakable.

This was raw, animalistic sex. The kind of sex fit for mating between beast-kin. There was no technique or anything of the sort. Just Sol pounding his hips with no care, and this was why…

This is the best!

She loved it. She loved how the usually calm Sol was acting like a starving beast seeking her body. Each movement of his member inside her feverish depths brought her delight beyond description.

She could feel it. She was approaching the peak.

“I am coming.”

Sol groaned in her ears as he pushed himself into the deepest part of herself. Setsuna's claws tore apart the sheets as her own climax followed shortly thereafter.
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After Sol pulled himself out of Setsuna’s depths, he could see the light of the contract around her dim slightly, but it did not die out fully. It seemed like the contract was nearing its end but he did not decide to conclude it for now. To do that, he needed to finish something else first.

Setsuna, meanwhile, sagged in with her legs still wide open and her whole body still twitching as she went through a powerful orgasm that wracked her whole body and mind. From her tight vagina, a copious amount of white liquid was flowing out, giving her an even lewder appearance.

Smiling at his handiwork, Sol caressed the forehead of the heavily-breathing Setsuna before turning toward the third person in the room.

“Lilin…”

Lilin, who had been observing everything from a slight distance from the two, gulped hard as Sol called out her name with his hot and heavy voice, laced with irrefutable desire. The way he was looking at her, with his hard-on still raging, made her feel hot and heavy in places that she didn’t even know could feel that way.

The animalistic display of pleasure she had been made to observe was seared forever in the depths of her mind, and would never leave it for as long as she lived. She was sure of that.

“Lilin…”

Ah.

When Sol called her name a second time, by the time she realized what was happening in between her thoughts, she was already crouching close to him, cradled between his arms. On the side, she could see Setsuna looking at them through her heavy eyelids. She was clearly completely exhausted by the earlier draining exchange between the two.

“So… How do you want us to do it?”

While it was important for a man to take the lead sometimes during sex, in the end, it was an act of love or lust, depending on the relationship between the partners, — eally, between two people who were slowly learning about the bodily desires and ticks of their partners.

That feeling and trait became even more evident since this was their first time. He wanted Lilin to have full control of how everything went to a point.

Blushing, Lilin thought about the position Setsuna had asked for before. While it was exciting in its own way… for the first time, she wanted something different for herself. She had read some books about succubi due to her curiosity since she had discovered that she was partly one herself, and many of those books had been erotic in nature, giving the inexperienced girl quite the cultural shock about her lineage.

Between all of those books, there was one recurring theme that actually intrigued her, and this was how the succubi would dominate their companion or partners while giving them supreme pleasure.

Can I even do that?

She doubted that she could put down Sol in this domain. After all, even the Queen of all the Succubi had been defeated helplessly by the man that she called her lover. But still, she wanted to give it a try.

“I want to be on the top.”

“Oh?” Sol’s eyebrow rose in surprise as those words escaped Setsuna’s lips and in the next moment, Lilin pushed him onto the bed before adjusting herself above him.

“I can’t?” She tilted her head in such a cutesy way that Sol could only give a wry chuckle in response. He obviously didn’t mind her doing something like that.

“Let’s do it then.”

Lilin smiled as her tail moved behind her and gripped Sol’s dick to keep it straight. She had seen in some books that they would even use their tails as a way to give pleasure to their partners, but she judged that this was still a realm too far from her current level.

Now that she was looking down at Sol like this, certain unspeakable feelings began to churn in the depths of her stomach, making her feel like butterflies were going about, fluttering inside.

She was finally about to do it with her beloved. She was finally going to make love to him. How much had she longed for this day to come? She was unable to describe that in words.

She, Sol, and Setsuna had come a long way from the snot-nosed brats they once were. They could now call themselves powerhouses in the mortal realm with no shame whatsoever, and now her long-desired wish was about to be fulfilled.

How could anything better than this happen to them?

“I am going.”

She took his hands in hers and used them as a support while she started to lower her hips, until her snatch met the tip of his throbbing erection.

Lilin took a deep breath inside, readying herself for what was to come, not only because of what might be a painful penetration but also because she dreaded how this would affect her mind, which had become addled due to her Succubus bloodline.

First goal — don’t pass out immediately.

She brought her hips down in one go and swallowed the hard manhood to its very base. Her eyes widened as a shiver of pain and pleasure went down her spine.

As it did, her body arched backward, and the gentle features of the young and pure girl melted with the carnal pleasure of lust.

Sol was not much better. Like with Setsuna, the many folds of flesh surrounded his penis, and he was on the verge of cumming just from penetrating her alone. Lilin brought him a different feeling, between tightness and softness, as if her folds were taking the perfect shape to suit his girth and length, bringing him the greatest pleasure possible by her perfect insides.

Just by putting it inside her, the vaginal walls gently wrapped around his rod and wriggled as if to squeeze out all of his milk from the depths of his scrotum. Her vagina had plenty of nectar, so it provided a sticky pleasure that was marginally different from a blowjob or titjob.

“Ahh… Sol… this is so wonderful…”

“It’s amazing for me, too.”

While sharing in the pleasure the two brought each other, they remained connected but did not move. No, they could not move. It was Lilin's first time, and Sol was intoxicated by the sensation he was currently feeling from being inside of her, so they both thought they would cum if they started moving right away.

So this is what it feels like to have him inside me.

Lilin breathed in and out, trying to regulate her rapidly-beating heart. She could feel her mind becoming cloudy with each passing second. The pain did not even register in her mind, and all she felt was a sense of overarching pleasure that was making her lose her mind.

I want more.

Lilin placed her hands on Sol’s chest to support herself and then began moving her plump butt up and down along his sticky rod. Her vaginal flesh drooled in its hunger for carnal pleasure, rubbing against his penis, and the pleasure grew even further with each pump.

Lilin slapped her hips against his crotch in her desire to fully taste his rod. The room echoed with that slapping sound and the indecent wet sound of nectary flesh rubbing together. Her large breasts heavily bounced before his eyes, her long and glossy dark-purple hair shook behind her, and a sweet voice escaped her lips with each pump of her hips.

Despite her inexperience, her movements were getting gradually better, as if she was moving instinctively to increase the magnitude of pleasure both of them felt.

Every time she did so, she would call out his name in a low voice while closing her eyes, focusing on the immense pleasure that was filling her brain and body.

She moaned loudly, and her breasts shook each time. Her cheeks flushed, and her beautiful face was dyed by obscene pleasure. Her entire body gave off oppressively strong sex appeal.

Sol watched those beautiful breasts move like he was being hypnotized and finally could not help but reach for them and grab them with his hands.

“Nn~!” Lilin bent down at the sudden sensation, giving Sol even better access to her beautiful twin peaks.

Her moans grew even louder when he started to nibble on them while hugging her powerfully against him. This made the movements of her upper body more restricted, but this did not stop her hips from moving and, in fact, made her feel even better.

The feeling of her body being so close to him like this while he was inside her gave Lilin the impression that they were fusing and becoming truly one.

“Sol~!”

In the end, she was not the only one moving. No matter how he liked giving the initiative, it was impossible for Sol to truly stay passive all the way. His body betrayed him, and his hips began to move on their own volition. When he thrust up from below, Lilin’s body gave a large jump and jerk. With both their hips moving, their union rubbed together all the more intensely. Her vagina was already a flood of love juices, so his crotch was quickly soaked by them.

“I can’t hold back any longer, either…”

He had thrust his hips like a madman without thinking about the pace, so their pleasure had risen to the highest stage in no time. Even so, Sol continued fiercely thrusting his hips while holding her hips in his hands.

Finally, after one last movement, as Sol grabbed her hips and slammed down so that he was entirely inside her, he groaned and released his pent-up lust inside of her folds and sent it straight to her womb.

For Lilin, this was no different than being hit by the highest pleasure-inducing drug. She released a high-pitched moan and squirted while reaching climax. Her mind was nearly sent back to the void of her conscience, but she managed to hold onto it with difficulty.

Coming behind her, Setsuna hugged Lilin from the back while looking at Sol. She had managed to move after a while and knew that they were reaching the conclusion.

“From this day forward, for better or for worse, for richer or poorer, in sickness and health for as long as we shall live. We shall always be together.”

｢Accepted.｣

The three of them muttered together and so the contract was completed.

—And like the last time with Isis… Sol blacked out.

While his consciousness was drifting out, he wondered who he would meet first between the two goddesses.


EPILOGUE 4: Goddess of Wrath/Goddess of Envy



When Sol opened his eyes the next time, he found himself not in a lush and green clearing as he expected to be in, but rather in what looked like a gigantic theater.

Sitting in one of the highest places of the enormous theater, he had a full view of the whole scene below, which appeared to be a play that had been going on for some time, from what he could gather. It was a scene of a puppet-like wolf moving and fighting another wolf.

Sol could feel his emotions shift unnaturally as he watched. He felt himself becoming unnaturally irritated for an instant as he watched the fight between the two wolves. But thankfully, he was able to change those emotions as soon as they had come.

“You have really changed since the last time I saw you.”

A rather rough but feminine voice resounded next to him, as he watched and he was finally able to realize that he was not alone inside of this theater as he had once thought.

“Where am I?”

“Welcome to the place in which I reside. I call it the Theater of Domination. Though my sisters like to simply call it the Theater of Observation.”

Her voice was calm and indifferent, and Sol was finally able to take a good look at the woman in question. Like Luxuria and Castitas, she had a veil covering her face, but Sol had no doubt that she was a very beautiful woman who could change the perception of beauty with only a single appearance of her features.

“I suppose I am in the presence of Ira.”

“How interesting of you to speak like that. You do not even bother using honorifics, I see… How rude.”

“Does it bother you?”

“Truthfully? No, not particularly. I think only Invidia and Temperatia might be offended by that demeanor of yours. Though for different reasons altogether.”

Sol was quite bemused by her way of speaking, “You are… quite calm.”

This was not exactly what Sol had been envisioning when he heard the name ‘Goddess of Wrath’ throughout the years. She was nothing like what her title had painted her to be.

“Heh… This is a common misconception mortals have of us, I guess. I am the Goddess of Wrath. Not the personification of Wrath itself. Anger does not control me; I am the one who controls it in all shapes and forms. In the same way, do you think Luxuria acts like a harlot? Or does Castitas act like a demure woman? None of the goddesses really act like what their title of divinity paints them to be.”

Ira laughed as she leaned down, “But being the Goddess of Wrath is helpful at times. Even my sisters sometimes see me as nothing but a bull-headed idiot rushing forward without thinking of the consequences.”

“I see…”

His voice was indifferent and calm as he interacted with the Origin of Wrath itself. He truly didn’t care much about what she was thinking or why she was doing what she was doing currently.

His eyes fell back to the center of the theater where the play was going on without a care for its viewers, “So, is this your hobby? Observing mortals like they are part of an interesting play?”

“What else should I do? Feel pity? Love? Compassion? Why should I do that?”

“Because it’s your responsibility?”

“No. My responsibility is to protect the world and the universe as a whole. Every being was given free will. What you do with your free will is your problem and yours alone, and in the same way, we have the free will to look at you while you self-destruct due to the application of your free will.”

Her apathy for mortals was clear. And he could not really blame her for that.

“I see that you do not understand me.”

“I can’t.”

“You mean… you cannot do so yet. When you become a demi-god and create your own territory, your lifespan will be calculated in eons, and you will have tried everything in the world there is to try, and lived everywhere there ever is to live… You will understand then and only then… For immortals… Boredom is the greatest poison in existence.”

She chuckled and looked down at the play once more as he conveyed her thoughts to the greatest singularity in existence, “Well. Our time here is limited, and I did not call you to have some philosophical discussion about immortality.”

“Very well. So what is your goal?”

“I wanted to observe you.” She grinned under the confines of her veil, “You are the mortal who has made the most waves in this universe since Anubis.”

She continued, “I honestly do not like you. You are a source of the unknown, and your potential is even higher than what Anubis initially showed us to have wielded. Your power and skills make utterly no sense even to us who have practically seen everything in existence, and should in no way be in the hand of a mortal like you. Sometimes I have the impression that a fog hides you. A fog that even us goddesses are not able to see through…”

She laughed demurely, “There was also that recent stunt you pulled. I must say… tt was really smart of you. But more than anything, it should have been impossible to pull off. We all know that she is not an undead, but we have no proof of your blasphemy. How can a mortal hide from our gaze in such a way?

“So I became curious. I wondered why Luxuria and Castitas were so hell-bent on protecting you; I was also starting to wonder just how much potential you truly had. I stopped looking at you like I was looking at an ant and started looking at you like an equal, and that’s when I realized…

“Sol Dragona Luxuria. You… you are dangerous. Very much so.

“You are an uncertainty, an element of chaos, and last but certainly not least, you represent a great danger to us.

“This is why I do not like you, and I am sure many of my sisters do not like you either, or are simply observing the situation till they can reach a definitive consensus.”

“So… What am I supposed to do with this information?”

“Do as you wish with it. I am honestly slightly on Invidia's side because I believe that, despite the selfish reasons pushing her, she is right about you. But at the same time, I am a coward, you see. I do not want to put all my eggs in one basket.”

This was something new and fresh coming from a goddess like her. He had never seen a goddess humble herself like this. Even Luxuria, despite her goodwill towards him, always acted as a superior being.

“You seem surprised. But is it really that shocking that I do not want to face something that will change my life?”

Ira closed her otherworldly eyes, lost in thought. Her mind went back to a time far away from what was the previous universe, before it was nearly annihilated and reduced to nothingness.

Her sisters, and a few other goddesses, were the only survivors of that hellish time. Everyone else had fallen under ‘His’ merciless hand.

Ira was scared. Scared of Death, scared of Pain. All she wished to do was observe the world in all of its colorful wonders, far from all the useless scuffles of her position.

“I think the fact you will become a False God is already assured. As long as you do not die along the way, that is. But I doubt this will happen. So sooner or later you will reach my level. After all, the 14 of us are not really fighters.”

She raised another finger, “I also think you and Aubis are the mortals with the highest chances of becoming gods. Or, you might fail. I cannot see your future.

“As such, I will simply stay neutral until I am unable to anymore.”

She waved her hand, and the world around Sol started to darken, “Good luck in your future endeavors…”

Those were the last words he heard from the Goddess of Wrath.
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The second time Sol opened his eyes, he was struck by a weird feeling of weightlessness. He was able to realize that he was not in Ira’s divine kingdom anymore.

This place was different from the open-air grassland that Luxuria and Castitas had used to greet him in the past. At the same time, it was also different from the theater that he had just visited in Ira’s kingdom. Going through the elimination process, it wasn’t hard to figure out where he was right now.

The Divine Kingdom of the Goddess of Envy — Invidia…

Invidia’s kingdom was just that, in every sense of the word. He found himself inside a throne room — a grandiose one, filled with many decorations along its high walls.

The throne room had a certain artistic sense, as on the walls, he could see the drawings of many goddesses, as they were always depicted — without their faces. Only pure darkness was present in the place where their facial distinctions should have been present. The mural was beautiful, but weirdly incomplete due to that feature.

A little above the goddess was the great and unfathomable void, as if something had been broken down and disintegrated into nothing. Then, further above, one could see the picture of what he guessed to be Ymir. There were a few more goddesses drawn next to her, but there were also many places devoid of any images, as though they had been scratched out.

Finally, at the very top was the picture of what he thought was the illustration of the Mother of Chaos and the Mother of Order, divided by a huge fracture and stretching their hands out toward something.

Sol squinted slightly, feeling like a huge headache was striking him when he tried to focus on what the Mothers of Creation were reaching toward…

“For how long will you continue to ignore me in my very own Kingdom?”

Sol blinked, and after shaking his head, he realized that the mural had changed once again, depicting only the 14 goddesses alongside the Mother of Order fighting the Mother of Chaos, with Ymir and just three more goddesses.

What the…

“Sol Dragona Luxuria.”

Sighing, Sol finally focused on the goddess sitting on her throne and looking down at him, coldness in her eyes.

A smile formed on his face, “Dear goddesses, I beg your forgiveness. I was just observing this room and was struck by its grandeur.”

Invidia sneered at his sarcastic tone of voice. “You have a slick tongue. But at the very least, you have great taste.”

She scoffed, crossing her legs and leaning back on her chair, a voice filled with pride and haughtiness. “So, have you come to surrender and admit your guilt?”

What in the flying fuck is this crazy woman speaking about now?

Sol was quite bewildered, “Surrender?”

“Obviously. For what reason other than surrender would you sign a contract with one of my own? You should know that it means I now have a hand on you.”

Because I can cut the contract whenever I want?

Sol really wanted to shout this out to that venomous woman’s face, but now was not the time to antagonize all the goddesses. They still did not know what he could really do, so he had to make sure that by the time they realized the extent of his powers, it would already be too late for them to do anything to him or his loved ones.

“I do not need to surrender or admit to any guilt, as I am truly innocent. I simply signed a contract with one of my beloveds, even if she is linked to another goddess, because I have nothing to hide.”

Sol spoke calmly and with an even tone of voice. Even though he did not want to antagonize the goddesses, the days when he begged them with all he had were far in the past. He was still not at the level where he could face them, but he did not need to grovel to them any longer.

“This is why I dislike mortals. Irreverent, prideful, and ready to defy the divine out of some misjudged desire to rise above their places. Cowards who hide their claws and fangs when weak, but do not hesitate to jump out when they think they have the advantages.”

Sol knew she was mocking him for the way he was acting now compared to then, and for sure, he had nothing to say about this.

“Dear goddesses, I believe you are mistaken about something.”

There was one thing Sol wanted to say to her, at the very least.

“I have never shown disrespect to the goddesses in the past. Is not wishing to grovel a mark of disrespect?” He asked quietly and looked up at her face with no hesitation whatsoever. He could feel his mind being struck by a mighty blow and his emotions trying to spiral out of control, but he held on with everything he had on him and didn’t back down.

“All my life, I have always been thankful for the goddesses. Goddess Luxuria, in particular, as she is the one who brought me into this world and gave me my current position. The beautiful life I am living now is without a doubt the result of her machinations, and I will always be eternally grateful to her.”

He took a step forward, the pressure on his mind becoming even more threatening than before.

“You…Are you out of your mind?” Invidia was shocked, speechless at the bold movements of the puny mortal before her. Even though her face was covered by a veil, her very essence was that of the sin of Envy. Looking at her directly like this would make even a saint fall into eternal damnation.

And indeed, Sol's mind was slowly being corroded, his thoughts were getting complicated and he had trouble holding onto his conscience.

But at the same time— Perhaps in the whole world, Sol was the only ‘mortal’ who had the least fear when facing the personification of Envy— Invidia.

As for why? The reason was quite clear. Even when the feelings of envy were awakened in him, he found that— he simply had no one to envy in this world.

He was born with a platinum spoon covered in diamonds. He was supremely talented and he lacked nothing in terms of appearances. All his lovers were crazy about him, and his current power level made it so that only a handful of people could actually pose a threat to him in both the mortal and the astral realms.

Even then, it was only a question of time before he would surpass them.

If there was one person he might have been slightly envious of in the past, it would have been his father.

But even that was a thing of the past. He ignored the whispers of damnation echoing in his mind that was trying to make him doubt everything he stood for, as though he was worthless and insignificant before the truly strong.

How…

How was this even possible?
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Watching the struggling but still standing Sol slowly making his way toward her, Invidia was so shocked that she became utterly speechless.

Envy was one of the most primordial emotions in the world and a constant instinct for every living being. It was this very feeling that allowed many to strive forward in order to reach a higher level.

Even someone at her level still felt envy— endless amounts of it, in fact. But she was able to completely control it to drive her forward. That was why she was the personification of that emotion.

How could a mere mortal have a heart filled with nearly no envy whatsoever? She couldn’t believe it — no, she refused to believe it!

Sol ignored all of that, knowing that he could not last long, no matter how little envy he felt.

“Even though I am grateful, that does not make me a slave to the goddesses’ will. Nor am I a servant of your desires and wishes. I have my own free will, and I can act in my own way.”

“Free will?” Invidia scoffed, getting back some of her lost composure, “You should know by now that there is no such thing as ‘free will’ in this universe, only predetermined outcomes. What you call ‘freedom’ is nothing but a fallacy and an illusion.”

“Even if that’s so… It’s my freedom to act and fall under this fallacy, and it’s my freedom to try and fight against it or be subdued by it. But in the end, our discussion is not a matter of Fate.”

He growled, “I have never shown anything but respect to the goddesses, and at my weakest, I had no hesitation to grovel and beg for the safety of my loved one. But even after growing stronger I have never hated nor wished to dethrone the goddesses. I have never borne any ill will against my benefactors.”

He wanted his own freedom and he wanted to stand equal to them, but only to grasp his own life in his hands rather than have his destiny be manipulated by them.

“In the end, the first one to start the acts of hostility against me was none other than you, and I still do not understand why do you show me such emotions.”

“You represent a danger for us.”

“I have no intention of fighting with the goddesses.”

“You said so yourself, didn’t you? Did you already forget? Who would leave their lives to the whim of something they cannot control? As a king of your nation, would you let someone you cannot control live in your Kingdom?”

Sol shrugged, “I always lived with people I could not control in my kingdom.”

This was the story of his life. Even now, Ambrosia and Lilith, as well as the other witches, could potentially kill him at any moment, and he had no way of surely saving himself if they ever wished to do that.

“Those are your family and lovers. But what about a stranger? What if a man who was stronger than everyone else came and stayed in your place? Would you be able to sleep, knowing that your lover could be defiled at any moment by him and that, in the end, there was absolutely nothing you could do to stop them, even if that man had no such intention?”

Invidia gave quite the brutal example but thanks to this, Sol was able to better understand her point of view. He also understood that whatever he said would not change Invidia’s mind.

She was not acting fully out of emotions, neither did she hate him and act out of malice. She was acting in a rational way to a rational threat, and there was nothing he could say about this that could change her will.

But there was one mistake she had made.

If she wished to antagonize him, she should not have been so half-assed about it. She should have killed him in one definitive blow without caring for all the protests of her sisters.

But she had not.

She was hesitating. She wished to still appear like the saint in this affair. Ruthless enough to decide to eliminate the future threats, but not ruthless enough to discard all emotions or potential backlash she could encounter by following her road to the very end.

In the end — she was just an indecisive coward.

How pitiful!

If he had any respect left for the goddess, it immediately lowered by a greater amount after this meeting with Invidia.

He asked himself — what if the one he was facing now had been someone like Anubis or Tiamat?

The answer was more than evident. They would have exterminated him in no time without even trying to garner approval. Those two were true powerhouses with Kingly dispositions, willing to do the dirty job with no hesitation whatsoever for the consequences.

One killed her children in cold blood at the slightest sign of treason…

The other became a demon king, feared and loathed by the entire universe, simple because he preserved his life and the lives of his loved ones…

The two were gods in all but name and position.

He sighed again, and his eyes became cold as he lowered his head and took a few steps back, immediately feeling the pressure on his mind vanish.

Discussing further with her was useless.

He had no reason to remind her of her wishy-washy attitude, as it would be helpful to him in the end.

Whatever she wished to do in the future was her own choice. But he would remember it, and once she stepped past the line, he would strike back with everything he had.

“I have nothing more to say.”

Invidia looked down at Sol. Her wariness increased tremendously. She had the feeling that she needed to strike him here and now. Even though this would not kill him, this would severely affect his soul and lower the chances of him becoming a demi-god to a greater degree.

This was her place; not even her sisters could stop her in time.

If there was one thing that was stopping her, then that would be the rules…

A code of conduct that had stayed inviolable for thousands upon thousands of years.

Could she truly risk being the first one to break those rules? Just for slowing down Sol’s progress?

Behind her veil, Invidia bit her lip, as indecision filled her mind, like the coward that she was. It was then that she felt it.

Two pairs of eyes gazing at her from beyond.

Luxuria and Castitas.

Soon, more and more eyes opened, and she knew that they were all observing her, waiting to see what actions she would take.

“This discussion is over. You simply need to know one thing, mortal — I will be watching you.”

Sol simply smiled at her, “It will be my utmost honor to have the goddesses observe me and my path.”

In the end, exasperated by everything, Invidia simply waved her hand, banishing the smiling Sol from her domain.

There was a long silence in the sanctuary before she growled. “What? If you want to say something, do it. Otherwise, scram and leave me alone.”

No one answered, and one by one, they all left, leaving her alone in her grandiose throne room, filled with fake grandeur and a flimsy owner.


Special Chapter: Dragon and Phoenix



[Astral Realm — Phoenix Territory]

It had been almost six months in the astral realm since Sol had left the Dragon territory and Nent had returned to her home — the Phoenix territory.

The axis of time was moving closer and closer to the prime time as it brought the astral realm to a time level equal to that of the mortal realm.

The Phoenix territory, with its multiple suns and heat and large sea of sand, had the same exotic and dangerous beauty as it always had possessed.

Each of the four King-ranked phoenixes had their own cities in the sandy territories in which they reigned. Nephtys stood at the peak as the Queen of the whole territory, with the blessing of Gabriel, who had delegated all her power and authority to her.

Usually, Gabriel would be seen seated, asleep in her throne room. The weight of time could not easily be shrugged off by a Divine Beast and for someone like her, who had seen everything there was to see in the universe, sleeping was the easiest way to pass time and deal with cumbersome memories and visions of the past. A past… not always worth remembering.

Today, however, Gabriel was walking in a settlement near Nent’s city, the piece of the sandy territory over which she controlled and ruled. Her chocolate-colored skin contrasted tantalizingly with her white robes, which revealed quite a bit of her graceful body.

Her golden eyes shone behind the delicate veil that covered her face as she observed the city Nent had developed throughout the eons, not through her divine sight but with her own two eyes.

“Mother.”

Gabriel ignored her daughter’s landing behind her and continued to observe the city with her eyes. The heat of the sand beneath her bare feet did not seem to bother her. She took a deep breath, as she prepared to reveal a conclusion that she had reached millennia ago, but had not been willing to reveal to her dear daughter.

“I hated your city.”

Gabriel was straightforward with her remarks this time around. She had always hidden her true opinion about Nent’s activities for as long as she could remember. But, for one reason or another, she decided to come clean about them right now.

“I hated how cold and focused it was. I hated how the people showed no emotion, and were only focused on making more coins, forgetting the simple value of life.”

Out of all the cities in the phoenix realm, Nent’s was the most structured, with a clear hierarchy of power. Capitalism was the only thing bonding all the denizens who took root in this place. Those concepts were like blasphemies to her, and Gabriel could not come to appreciate them. But she had never intervened in the works of her daughters.

“What you did with your family was wrong, dear child. The way you treated your children was wrong as well. It was vile and disgusting to its very core. Even more so because you were hiding your own selfishness under a veil of evolution and progress.

“Even so… Even though I didn't like any of your decisions, did you know why I have never stopped you?”

Gabriel finally turned around and looked her daughter in the eyes.

Since she had created her four daughters through the separation of her divine energy, the similarities between the two of them were great. But Nent was taller and had a more warrior-like figure than Gabriel’s smoother and softer form. They were similar, yet had their own contrasts.

“It was because I felt guilty. It was because… I felt unworthy.”

“Mother…”

“Let me finish first… Please, dear child.”

Gabriel flashed a sad smile to her dear daughter. Sadness was an everlasting concept that bound their twisted family, “It’s a parent's duty to bring their children to the right path. I failed to understand how much those humans meant to you. I thought that they were just passersby in your long existence, that they would soon be forgotten with time. That you were just throwing a temper tantrum at me, a late rebellious phase of sorts if you will. By the time I understood how hurt you actually were — It was already too late for me to do anything anymore.”

Gabriel grimaced slightly as she recalled those times, and the deeds that she herself engineered that led to her daughter’s state of apathy, solitude, and madness. Like all divine beasts, she was quite distant from her children. Even so, Gabriel never wished to outright ignore them, like Tiamat. She wished them all the greatest happiness possible in the world, as she loved them as her greatest creations.

Gabriel sighed as she gazed once again at the city. It had only been six months, but the changes were so startling that it was simply ridiculous.

It was hard to describe in words, but one could say that the city felt more ‘alive’ than it had in the past. The sense of barren dread and coldness that permeated the whole city, like it was a mechanism running on oil, was no more; instead, it had been replaced by a hint of refreshing euphoria of life. The atmosphere was lighter and the people seemed to be happier than they once had been.

“I realized that you changed the moment you came back. What I couldn’t imagine was how much you had changed. How much ‘he’ changed you…”

From the moment Gabriel laid her eyes on ‘him’ to now, almost a year had gone by. For those who lived for tens of thousands of years, one measly year was not even equal to a minute of their existence.

“This is why I am so angry at myself right now.”

She could only let herself give a bleak laugh. “700 years. I watched a bright and gentle woman slowly self-destruct, and push away all those who loved her for SEVEN HUNDRED years. Now you are telling me that this problem, about which I felt so helpless, was resolved by some young man who hasn’t even lived for 0.0000001% of the time I’ve spent in this world? Don’t you think it’s utterly ridiculous, dear child?”

She was truly happy. Happy that Sol had helped bring the ‘old Nent’ back, even if it was only partially.

But… It felt utterly and heart-wrenchingly sad. It was as if all her own internal struggles were meaningless.

“Well. I guess I shouldn’t complain. I am the one who couldn’t do the job well. So, tell me, how does it feel to have a lover?”

“Mother!”

“Oh, posh. Don’t look at me like that now. You weren’t that shy when you seduced the young man when he came to this place. Or when you were performing those immoral acts throughout the territory like no one was watching.”

The earlier dreary atmosphere seemed to change with a snap. Looking at the flushed Nent, a calm joy lit up in Gabriel’s heart.

Nent coughed slightly, in a desperate attempt to hide her embarrassment, and spoke in a low voice, “Well, I admit that having him on my side felt nice. Though if you are so interested, why not find a mate yourself?”

Gabriel shrugged her shoulders, “I never had the occasion to do so. I am not like that wily fox, who didn’t hesitate to descend to the mortal world and mate with a mortal.”

Even now just thinking about it baffled Gabriel. It was normally impossible for a mortal to even come close to a demi-god, much less mate with one. The good thing was that since that fox was under the Virtue of Patience, her concept was not really aggressive. All she had to do was to focus on controlling her strength.

“In my case, I don’t think anyone outside of a Demi-god or a powerful King can approach me with lustful thoughts.”

She was the divine beast of chastity. This was not really a friendly concept when it came to finding a mate.

“Heh… I believe that soon there will be a perfect candidate.”

“What do you… Ah!” This time it was Gabriel's turn to blush and cough. “Are you insane!? Do you wish to have our entire family under him?”

“I doubt Neith is interested in that. I don’t know about Hathor. Nephtys obviously has Anubis. So you don’t have to worry about that. You should simply focus on what you want to do.”

Nent laughed quietly. She may have lost a little of the darkness in her heart, but this did not mean her goal had simply vanished.

If Sol had a child with each of the four phoenixes, she would be able to witness firsthand how the blood and the power level of the parents could affect the talent of the future children.

Though, I must admit that this is quite shameless… Hmmm. Should I perhaps add one of my daughters?

Nefertiti was her granddaughter, so this meant they lacked one generation for the perfect link.

Of course, she would first ask Sol’s opinion on the matter. But… That boy is also quite the hidden pervert.

Would Sol resist the chance to make love to multiple generations of the same family?

If Gabriel could read the thoughts of her daughter, who was already ready to sell her whole family to Sol, she would have slapped her silly. Sadly for her, she did not have such powers. Truly sad, indeed.

“Speaking of, you made a deal with Tiamat, right?”

Gabriel did not wait for Nent to finish her sentence, as she immediately vanished from her spot, leaving a quizzical daughter behind.
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[Astral Realm — Dragon Territory]

While Nent and Gabriel were having a heartwarming moment between mother and daughter while Gabriel was also trying to flee from her debt, the atmosphere in the Dragon territory was rather subtle in comparison.

If the Phoenix’s territory was a place that was extremely harsh and ill-suited for habitation, the territory of Tiamat was one of the most-visited, thanks to its mild weather and the beautiful sight of the floating islands above the seemingly endless blue sea.

[Eighth Heaven]

The dragon territory was divided into nine heavens, and out of them all, only the direct children of Tiamat and the people of their choosing could reside in the Eighth heaven.

As the queen of the territory, and the one who kept the young dragons from wreaking havoc at every moment of their existence, the amount of work that fell to Kiyohime was truly extraordinary.

But despite her usual efficiency, the paperwork continued to stack up, as time passed and she seemed unable to resume her duties.

"Mother. It seems like the park of Lord Hydra suffered devastation thanks to two young dragons fighting."

Aqua entered the room and groaned as she observed the amount of paperwork that seemed to have reached the ceiling at this point. She felt like she was watching the phenomenon of the expansion of the known universe right in front of her very eyes at this moment.

"You seriously don't intend to work anymore?"

"Sorry. I was just a bit distracted." Kiyohime spoke quietly before sighing for… Aqua had lost count of how many times she did that at that point. The only thing she was able to do at this point was frown at that answer.

"You have been distracted for a few months now."

It all started the moment Sol left to go back to the Mortal Realm. Slowly, the efficiency of Kiyohime had been dropping until it reached the current level, where it couldn't get any lower.

Aqua understood that her mom was missing her lover, as weird as it was that someone so much younger was destined to become like her 'father.' But she had never imagined Kiyohime would miss someone so much.

Aqua hesitated for an instant before shrugging like she couldn’t help it. She could take care of the official stuff herself later on, anyway.

She took a seat near her mother and asked her with a concerned tone, "So, you really miss him, huh…"

Kiyohime was startled by her sudden words, "Is it really that evident?"

It was Aqua’s turn to give her mother an utterly dumbfounded look, "I mean…" She waved her hand to show the current state of the room. "I don't really need to be a genius to know this, you know?"

"Hah…" Kiyohime could only give an awkward laugh in response to her question, "Well… I wouldn't exactly say I miss him… But I do admit that it feels strange not feeling his presence in my vicinity."

Sol's time in the dragon territory may have been short, but in a way, Kiyohime was the one who had spent the most time with him while he was with the dragons. Perhaps she had spent the most time with him in his entire journey to the astral realm, taking care of him, training him, guiding him, and finally making love with him.

Even now, thinking about the events they had faced and experienced together, she was unable to wrap her head around it. She would have never imagined that she would fall in love with a hybrid dragon who wasn't even in the realm of a Duke when they had their first time.

"I believe, Mother… The emotions you are describing can be summarized in three words. Ahem~ You. Miss. Him."

Aqua decided to make things straight and simple for her surprisingly ignorant mother.

"Ugh…" Kiyohime could not argue with her daughter on that note.

"Now that we have determined that you indeed miss your lover… Let's see what we can do, alright?"

Aqua grinned. Kiyohime had always been this fair and near-perfect ruler who took care of the well-being of the entire realm with utmost impartiality.

Even Aqua, as her direct daughter, was not given many special privileges. She had to earn them with her own blood and sweat. Auqa found nothing wrong with that, though.

But she had always been worried about her mother. Kiyohime always looked like she had the weight of the entire world on her shoulders and it was disheartening watching her like this. Anyone would be mortified to see such a woman, much less her.

Now, though, Kiyohime felt truly alive and happy. She had to thank her cousin for that.

"Well, why don't we first try working on your fashion sense?"

This was going to be fun.

———

[Tartarus — Eighth Circle of Hell]

Below all those islands, in the subterranean grounds of the hells of Tartarus, Tiamat could be seen peacefully watching the gigantic sun floating in the sky. The sight of a sun shining underground would have surprised anyone. But for her, this was just a common sight.

Next to her were three women.

The three looked like paintings depicting the same person at different moments in time.

From the youngest, who looked like a teen, to the somewhat adult woman and finally, the mature big sister.

They were the Norn sisters. The Weavers of Fate.

Urd ("That which transpired") was the oldest and calmest of the three sisters.

Verdandi ("That which is transpiring") was the worrywart.

Skuld (“That which would transpire”) was the most carefree and chaotic of the three.

The sisters were standing together, and the seal that usually stopped them from using their full powers without permission was not present on their wrists. There was no need. After all, Tiamat had absolute belief in her being able to subdue them, no matter what they threw at her.

Their exotic pink skins and black sclera were fascinating to look at, but Tiamat had no interest in observing them.

"How long do you intend to stay hidden, Lucifer?"

Her voice was calm, as always. This time, her hair was as black as the night sky, and she was clad in a simple bodysuit that showed off her proud figure.

A sigh filled the sky, as the sun seemed to change into a gigantic eye that looked down on them.

"Why can't you let an old man rest in peace until death?"

"If death wanted you, you would have long since left. You should curse your powerful past self that made it so even after death, a sliver of your soul could still thrive."

This time, a chuckle followed and the transparent soul of Lucifer, the Light Bringer, appeared before them.

Verdandi gulped and Urd adjusted her position in a more respectful stance. Even though it was just a shade, even though this soul barely had the power of a Duke and could be crushed by all of them — the man in front of them was still Lucifer.

Even Tiamat showed some modicum of respect for him, a notion that even the goddesses were unable to extract from her. He was such a being.

The only one who was completely unbothered was Skuld. Compared to the things she witnessed in that other timeline, Lucifer was just a pitiful child.

This was why they were here. In a place the goddesses could not reach.

"I am surprised. Why have you brought those people here?"

Lucifer did not hide his distaste for the Titans. While he did not follow the doctrine of the goddesses, he did lose many people dear to him because of the machinations of the three sisters.

"Skuld."

Skuld nodded at Tiamat's word and advanced forward.

"Hi! I am Skuld, and I am here to talk to you about the end of the world and all timelines."

Skuld grinned. She had been unable to follow Lilith's future lately. This meant that Sol had succeeded and Lilith had survived her ordeal. With this, the worst-case scenario where Sol fell into the path of darkness had been averted successfully.

Furthermore, Nefertiti was doing a much better job than she had expected, and was increasing Sol's influence in a specific way by following Skuld’s instructions.

But — It wasn't enough. Not nearly enough for the adversities ahead.

They needed to move and prepare themselves, and all of this would begin in one place.

"When will the summit of the Divine Beasts begin?"

In that place, they would shine the light of her one and only master.


Special Chapter 2: Nefertiti Creates a Club



Sitting on a chair made out of leaves and the bark of a tree, a woman, clad in nothing but nearly-transparent forest green robes, muttered softly as she turned the pages of a book she was holding in her hands.

"...And so the Emperor toyed with the traitorous angel and the despicable Titan as he deemed fit, driving their hearts into the endless seas of despair."

Not far from her, a group of more than twenty men and women, with the characteristic trait of elongated ears, sat quietly and listened to the tale of the enchanting woman wove for them.

Shadows and lights moved above the head of the woman holding the book, showing a play of a man facing a multi-winged woman and a giant monster of catastrophic proportions.

"...In the end, unable to face the might of the Emperor further, they were forced to flee, and the war ended in the victory of the Dragons."

The pictures moved, and the arm of the angel was cut off before she vanished alongside the humongous monster.

"...The End."

Silence pervaded the atmosphere for a split instant before a thunderous round of applause, and cheers filled the silent space…

"Kyaa~!"

The eyes of the women twinkled in admiration and adoration, and the men clenched their fists in agitation and awe as they tried to imagine themselves in the midst of the battlefield that the Dragon Emperor dominated on in the territory of the mythical Dragons.

The excitement in the air was at an all-time high, as people began to converse and discuss the story they had just heard from the woman.

Looking at the elves, enamored by her story, Nefertiti’s otherworldly face bloomed into a gentle smile. How could she be unhappy in this situation? After all, there were so many like-minded people who were admiring the prowess of her beloved Lord.

"The Tales of the Dragon Emperor Book 2, Collector’s Edition, will soon be available on the market. But the regular version of the book is already available for sale. Obviously, assembly members will also be given a small Dragon Emperor plushie as a membership reward."

Business and religion Ahem~ Business and club development could never be completely unrelated.

The fact became even more predominant as all the elves were fanatics of the dragon race. That’s why it was necessary to make her beloved Lord pervade all aspects of their lives.

Nefertiti was clear about her objectives. While the power of [Servitude] could help her greatly, not only would it be too showy, but also – and more than anything else – she did not want fake believers whose faith was only wrought through manipulating their minds through her powers.

This was why she wanted them to listen to Sol’s tales.

His stories had been divided into two books, and were sold everywhere in the territory of the Elves. Even now, she had other elves who were telling the stories of Sol to their brethren, furthering the influence Sol had on these lands.

Obviously, this could never be enough.

Elves were renowned for their love of arts, and she used this to her advantage.

His stories were made into songs and poems. His images were drawn and sculpted in stone, metal, ice, and any surface strong enough to withstand his glorious visage.

Small toys were made for the children to love and adore. Products such as plushies, pillows, sheets, and other home decorations were all made in his images.

She even made some small prayer beads that were supposed to increase the chance of pregnancy, as Sol was a powerful Chaos Dragon.

All they needed to do was ask for his blessings.

The most wonderful thing about all she was doing was that… since all the products were endorsed by Nidhogg, who had followed her down to the mortal realm, no elves doubted her credibility, and what she made was selling almost instantaneously.

Soon, worshiping Sol and his tales would not just be a club activity or a way for people to be awed…

It would be a way of life.

When waking up, the first thing they would see would be Sol.

While working, they would still see Sol.

And… even when going to bed, the last thing they would see would be Sol.

How truly marvelous. A country entirely covered in the images of my beloved Lord.

All she needed now was to push a bit further from behind the scenes to have the leaders of the country cave in and accept the creation of a Tribe under Sol's name.

She knew that it would not take long at this point. The tales of Sol, the almighty Dragon Emperor, had already become too widespread.

All they needed was a breaking point.

"Miss Nefertiti. May I ask a question?"

"Of course. I am ready to listen."

Silence fell as a woman asked, "The Dragon Emperor is the prince of Lustburg, right?"

"Indeed."

"If it's so, then why has he never visited the Forest?"

Bingo.

Nefertiti had a crestfallen expression as she explained, "My Lord Husband would certainly love to come and share his blessings. But sadly, it seems like only a small minority here are interested in him. My Lord would not bend his pride to visit people who do not want him to be present before them."

Murmurs filled the air as the elves progressively heated up at the fact their beloved object of worship was, in fact, not welcomed in their own homes.

While the Elves were renowned for their love of arts, they were even more renowned for their extremely warlike nature.

For them, ultimately, any matter could be resolved with violence. If that did not work, it simply meant that enough violence was not exercised, and we were in need of more violence…

The one who had asked this was none other than one of the members of her "Club," who had been enlightened to the truth about her beloved Lord.

She had planted many people like this in different places, to incite controversy and anger about the lack of respect the Dragon Emperor was suffering in the lands of elves.

Nefertiti knew that her actions might cause small riots and unrest in the elven society. She might even get killed by the Queen for her transgressions. But that never mattered to her. Not even in the slightest. She was ready from the get-go to sacrifice one of her lives and undergo Nirvana as long as it would ensure the proliferation of the name of her Lord.

Another elf raised her hand timidly into the air, and Nefertiti looked at her keenly, as she was not one of the elves she had positioned.

"What question do you have?"

"I… I was wondering if the Emperor would be willing to mingle with mortals like us."

Nefertiti tilted her head before understanding what she really meant by those words. The few times the dragons had descended into these lands, they were only interested in the High Elves or the special chosen of the elven species.

Smiling, Nefertiti took out a second book, [The Sulfurous Adventure of the Prince of Lust], from her space.

This was another book that had been written in order to light up the fantasies of young women. She was not particularly proud of it, but it was also a best-selling book.

"Trust me. My Lord cares not for your race or social position. As long as you strike his fancy, he will shower you with his love."

Her eyes glittered with joy as she explained the prowess of her Lord.

Though… Those prowesses were of a different kind… more primal in nature…

How many people could actually boast of having bedded three phoenixes, A dragon, and a titan at the same time?

— And so another day went by, and the Club (Cult) of the Dragon Emperor continued to grow at an exponential pace.


Author’s Note



And So end Book 4. Book 5 will be filled with epic fight and war. I hope you guys are ready. In the meantime. Don’t hesitate to join me on:

Patreon if you want to read more or you can just follow me on Amazon to get notification for incoming books.

Finally for social media I have a Discord Server for those who want to discuss with me and have questions.

The guys in my Discord are great. Many of them have been with me since day one, and helped me by giving both small and big edits here and there, even while I had no money to compensate them. This story definitely wouldn’t have reached this far without their help when I started.

If you want more haremlit stories then think of visiting these Facebook groups:

HaremLit Readers

Duke of Harem

SuperLit Books

Cultivation Novel

Monster Girl Fiction

Harem GameLit

If you are more into reddit then:

r/haremfantasynovels is very chill with very interesting haremlit stories
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