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FIRST ACT: ALLIANCE?




Chapter 1


War Declaration



[Lustburg/Wratharis Frontier]

If seen from a bird's viewpoint, the frontiers between the different countries were rather easy to discern.

Near the center was Lustburg. It shared frontiers with Southern Pride to the northwest, Envilya to the southwest, and Wratharis to the west. It bordered Greed Dike on the east, and Gluttony Fost on the northeast.

Lustburg shared its border with so many countries due to its earlier expansion under the reign of Jupiter. Back then, Lustburg had been on the verge of conquering the whole world.

Sadly, the country lost many parts of its territory over the years, after the alliance with the witches was terminated and Jupiter died.

As for Slothstein, the angels shared no borders with any other kingdom, as they had taken full control of the skies. No one had ever dared to truly declare war on them, outside of Echidna.

Lustburg and Wratharis shared a border; since each kingdom was continent-sized, it was very hard to control, and there existed many key points that needed protection.

One such key point was the White Tiger Fortress. It gave direct access via roadway to the center of Wratharis. It was also a very important trading point, accounting for over 20% of the country’s entire trading commerce alone.

One could imagine that losing that fortress would be a real blow to Wratharis, and this was why, on this day, a small team was getting ready.

Walking, his feet deep in the snow, a young soldier of Lustberg cursed as he kicked at a large rock.

“Blasted weather! Why now of all times?”

His face flushed with anger as he looked up at the sky, wondering if the goddesses were against him.

One week. It had been one week since the army had decided to take down the Twilight Fortress but to no avail. Despite all the attacks they threw at it, the city refused to fall.

The beastmen had simply too many advantages and, when adding the protection of a fortress, things became more complicated. This was even more so since war had not been officially declared yet. They could not mobilize a large group of soldiers; the only way to go was to infiltrate the fortress with a group of elite warriors.

“At least, that was the plan until the fucking snow started to come.” The soldier mumbled with a vexed expression.

Humans were inherently weak. This was a sad fact and a reality that could not be overcome. For the people of Wratharis, who were born on the sea and braved all kinds of environmental hazards, a little snow was basically nothing. But for a human, things were completely different. Fighting became considerably harder. They could not see anything through a blizzard, and walking consumed more energy. Even breathing was difficult.

In short—it sucked. It really sucked. And there was nothing they could do to change the situation.

The soldier walked on, complaining under his breath, but suddenly stopped as he observed a young woman passing him as if she were gliding over the snow.

She had dark skin with strange markings all over her body, giving her a rather exotic appearance. Her golden eyes were piercing, and her long silver hair matched perfectly with the snow-filled world in the background.

But her most eye-catching feature was, without a doubt, her beautiful maid’s uniform. Seeing a maid in a place that would soon turn into a battlefield was always a sight to behold. One would wonder whether she was lost, or simply stupid.

—At least until they fought her.

Admiring the delicate beauty of the young woman for a while, the young man finally sighed and asked, “Where are you going today, Nuwa?”

Nuwa, who had been walking while holding a tray, stopped before turning towards the soldier, whose name she did not remember. Her golden eyes curved in a mysterious smile as she tilted her head.

"Nothing. Just talking to the wind as always. Do you know where I can find Gerard?"

"Outside of the encampment. A few of those bastards tried to raid us last night. Thankfully, we have Sir Ger– I mean, we have Gerald." The young man cleared his throat while looking around, making sure no one heard him.

Gerald once had a great reputation in the army. But now that he was a war criminal and had been stripped of all his positions, many people didn't know how to interact with him.

The only one who went to him without hesitation was Nuwa.

"Thanks." Nuwa waved her hand and smiled brightly at him for an instant. Her expression then shifted to full indifference, and she walked away, an action that did not surprise the young man.

It was disturbing at first, but soon everyone just concluded that she either suffered from demonic possession or a personality disorder.

Just as he was about to leave, a screen flickered high in the sky, causing all the soldiers at the border, humans and beastmen, to look up at once.

[My dear citizens.]

A majestic voice drifted in the air, causing Nuwa's eyes to darken a little, while everyone else looked up with a certain hint of respect. After all, the promise the prince had given the last time made the soldiers feel like it was worth sacrificing their lives.

[This time, I do not come to share additional rules but rather to bring only one fact to you all.]

As the prince spoke, he stepped aside. A woman wearing armor, with golden fur and a tail, appeared next to him.

The moment she opened her eyes, everyone let out a loud gasp.

"A Blessed…"

[As you can see, Setsuna Ira, my childhood friend and fiancée, has now obtained the position of Blessed. She is also the legitimate princess of Wratharis and the sole survivor of the massacre orchestrated by the Usurper.]

His voice boomed, and all those who listened to him had their minds shaken.

This was even more true in the capital of Wratharis. Like magic, a screen had appeared there as well.

Taking a step forward, Setsuna looked ahead with piercing eyes.

[My dear citizens, I will take back the throne that belongs to me. I do not ask you to fight for me — all I ask is that you do not fight for the usurper. Do not let the blood of our brethren flow because of an unworthy man.]

Her eyes blazed with fury and conviction.

[As for you, usurper king, heed my words. As the killer of my father, the two of us cannot share the same sky. In this war, you will fall, and my blade will plunge into your heart.]

After those words, the projection flickered, then vanished.

Watching everything from the start, a light shone in Nuwa's eyes as she muttered, "Finally, the war is about to start."

This was going to be fun, she thought as she walked away.
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Lustburg was a busy and prosperous metropolis, where citizens could walk at their own pace without feeling oppressed. The healthcare, security, and other numerous things that contributed to the peoples’ quality of life were so good that even commoners could live somewhat leisurely lives, as long as they weren't too foolish and made the necessary efforts.

However, it should come as no shock that the more some had, the more they wanted. It was human nature to never be satisfied. This was why everyone strived to climb higher. Therefore, when Sol announced the recruitment for people to participate in the war, instead of facing an unwilling mob, the administration center of Lustburg was inundated with a veritable tsunami of people wishing to be recruited.

Despite any initial concerns, their doubts had mostly vanished, replaced by pure admiration and determination. Their Prince and Future King had blessed someone who was once a slave and was now his fiancée. The shock of this was undeniable.

It must be said that in the thousand-year history of Lustburg, such an event had never occurred. In fact, throughout the entire history of the Kingdom, although the Blessed had sometimes mixed their bloodlines with foreign races, there had never been a case of two Blessed individuals marrying. This was simply unprecedented, and the ones who brought about this miracle were their rulers.

As if that were not enough, all the citizens of Lustburg recognized Setsuna. After all, they had witnessed her fight against Sol in the coliseum a few months ago. At that time, she had been the Gladiator King. She had not been a Blessed then, but now, just as the war was about to begin, she had become one? Even those with the least faith in their bloodlines would acknowledge that this was a divine message, a trial for both the current King and the new Princess of Wratharis, and the winner would either keep or take the throne.

On the day Sol made his announcement, more than 10,000 people registered their names as volunteers for the war effort. Many were mercenaries or adventurers who had caught the scent of victory and decided to join the side they believed would most likely win, expecting greater benefits. There were even more villagers with little to no training who dreamed of achieving great feats in battle and becoming rich and renowned throughout the land. A few dreamy teenagers filled with patriotism wished for nothing more than to fight and die for their kingdom. And, of course, there were some ill-intentioned individuals, who were either spies from Wratharis or another kingdom.

Given that the best men represented the second-largest demographic in Lustburg, and Lustburg had a very mixed-race army, it was quite difficult to distinguish between those who were genuinely allies, those who had come for their own interests, and those who wished to do harm. At least, this would have been the case.

"Were all the recording devices planted?"

"Yes, Your Majesty. They were installed inside the mana-calculating device used by the adventurers' guild. For all those passing the test, they are only measuring their mana."

"Good. I believe I don't need to tell you not to startle them. Simply observe and separate the spies."

Surrounded by his war council, Sol was giving one order after another. The alliance with the witches was already bearing fruit before he had even visited them. The device they were discussing had been created by a witch, and had the power to measure goodwill – or a lack thereof. It was a rather useful device and the first gift Ambrosia had sent him, mentioning how the witch council wished to somehow improve their relationship before the actual meeting.

It was amusing. The mighty women who had initially demanded unreasonable gains were now wagging their tails like starved dogs waiting for a bone. But Sol did not belittle or insult them because he knew just how much his creation meant to them.

While the war council was in progress, the dukes and duchesses couldn't help but cast sidelong glances at the women around Sol. They could sense the fluctuations of energy from the princess and knew that she was now on par with a Duke, but none of them were truly surprised by this. Reaching the Duke-level was a lifetime achievement for others, but for members of the royal family, it was merely a formality. The fact that she was stronger than they were didn't come as a surprise either.

What truly surprised them were the two blonde-haired, blue-eyed women sitting next to Sol. The first one was the young wolf woman whom they had known for quite some time. In fact, the entire secret plan involving the Church of Wratharis had been based on the assumption that Setsuna would become a Blessed. However, seeing it with their own eyes brought a different kind of shock.

Apart from this, while Setsuna's transformation was surprising but expected, the presence of the second blonde-haired woman was mind-blowing for most of them.

"Um... Your Majesty. Is she...?" In the end, Tyr, Duke Highland couldn't help but ask quietly.

"Hmm? Ah, indeed, I forgot to introduce you all."

Pointing his finger at the voluptuous woman next to him, Sol introduced her calmly, as if it were the most normal thing in the world.

"Meet Pandora Invidia, Queen of Succubi and the Demon Kingdom."

"Ah..." Tyr, upon receiving this answer, looked at the short distance between Sol and Pandora, as well as the way she clearly yielded to him. One didn't need to be a genius to understand that their relationship was anything but ordinary.

Perhaps the most shocked of all was Arachne, Duchesse Milaris. From her perspective, her longtime friend had been teasing and attempting to manipulate the prince just a few weeks ago; now she seemed completely tamed by him.

What in the nine hells had happened?

And so, the meeting continued with the Dukes looking at Sol in awe. However, he could only smile wryly, suspecting that this awe had nothing to do with his kingly aura.
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While Lustburg was filled with fervent ardor, the situation was more complicated in Wratharis.

In the first place, the citizens had not been interested in the war. There was already considerable friction with both Envilya and Southern Pride, so the people had no interest in declaring outright war against Luxuria.

What had lured them in the past was the false information about Camelia’s loss of power when she had gone through the Saint Fall, a ritual that should have ended with her losing all of her powers. What kept them now was the pride of the Wolf King.

From another standpoint, the approval rating of the Wolf King was simply not that high. This did not matter in a pure monarchy like in Lustburg or the other kingdoms, but for Wratharis, which was a cross between a republic and a monarchy, this made it so many of the easy decisions the king could have taken were met with backlash.

One of the things that helped the citizens keep faith was that war beasts were all extremely patriotic. Even if they did not like the current ruler, they were ready to fight and sacrifice themselves for their country. Even dying in battle would be nothing but an honor.

So even though they did not want war, there was no way they would let foreigners occupy their territory. This was the belief that kept them. In line

But now….

Things were getting messy.

“Hey…Did you see?”

“Yeah… It was…”

“But what if she’s a fake?”

“Are you crazy? Is there anyone who dares to disguise themselves as a Blessed?”

The fact that a projection from Lustburg managed to appear in the capital of Wratharis was a surprise enough. But what they witnessed on the screen was earthshaking.

Their princess was alive. More than that, their princess was a Blessed. There was no fear of it being a scam. It was impossible for anyone to even dare act as a Blessed. It was blasphemy to such a high level that all those who dared to try were struck down by thunder and reduced to ashes in an instant, or were cursed to live in such conditions that they killed themselves to escape their suffering.

In this world, it did not matter whether one was a believer or not. Faith was personal and not enforced. But no mortal could overstep and disrespect the goddesses.

This was why they knew — that this was real.

This was why they knew — that a new wind was starting to blow.

The eyes of many people started to flicker. These were those who were dissatisfied with the reign of the Wolf King, who had been loyal to the previous king. Or, they were simply those who saw an opportunity to climb to a different tree and possibly reach a higher level in their life.

As war beasts, direct rebellion against a Blessed was impossible, and the king was not some helpless cub who could be easily manipulated.

But a new queen might be different.

It was then, that a new screen flickered in the sky.

Everyone looked up, wondering if it was another message from Lustburg. This time, however, it was none other than their own king.

[Citizens of the Republic. The time of war is upon us.]

Unlike the crazy and unbridled appearance he would show sometimes, Lupus was completely dignified as he spoke this time.

[Not only has the Kingdom of Luxuria been our enemy since time immemorial, but they now have designs on our beloved country.]

Righteous anger swirled in his eyes as he spoke loudly.

[My fight for the throne was one sanctioned by divine authority and recognized by the goddess. Calling me a usurper is insulting the goddesses.]

He continued.

[But this time it's not about me. My dear niece had been captured and treated as a slave by the royal family of Lustburg for years!! How dare they!? I have been asking to retrieve her for months now, but they have never given me a positive answer.]

A sad smile formed on his face.

[This is why I have decided to fight. This is why I have decided to go to war. The royal family can never be sullied. We were once slaves! We fought for our freedom and finally obtained it after hundreds of years of sacrifice!]

His words echoed in the hearts of many. After all, even though no war beast from that period was still alive, it was a well-known fact that, like humans and dwarves, they had been used as slaves and cannon fodder.

[The worst. Now that my dear niece awakened as a Blessed. The Prince of Lustburg dares to call her his fiancee!!? How many more humiliations do we have to suffer!?]

Lupus did not say more, but those words were enough to make the thinking of many people go wild.

Lustburg was keeping the princess as a prisoner.

If it was the truth, currently they were simply using her as a puppet and if Lustburg won, Setsuna would be a puppet King under Lustburg's order.

[If you do not wish to become slaves once again. If you do not wish to let the royal family be humiliated. Fight! It's time for us to fight! And this is why, on this day, I hereby declare war on Lustburg!]

The blood of many boiled. They were called war beasts. They may hesitate when the reason to fight was unknown. But, once they designed a clear enemy, not even death would stop them from fighting.

Of course, people were not stupid. They could smell that something was fishy.

But in the end, the vast majority left their emotions to take control of them.

After the urgent broadcast ended, Lupus closed his eyes as he fought to get his wrath under control.

From the moment he had sensed the awakening of Setsuna, he had been ready.

He knew that this identity would create a schism between the force of Wratharis, as many people were still loyal to his brother. But at the same time, he had been ready to use it to his advantage.

After all — Setsuna had indeed been a slave for years in Lustburg. From his spies, he knew that she had been treated very well, in fact. But did it matter? A slave was a slave and this was a very touchy subject for war beasts.

He had also indeed called Lustburg to give him back Setsuna and they had refused. Obviously, he wanted her back for purely selfish reasons. But once, again no one needed to know that.

With this board, it did not matter if Lustburg used Setsuna as a chess piece. All it would do would be to help him make even the neutral warriors and those against him join the fray in the hope of "saving" Setsuna from the clutches of the evil Lustburg.

But now. Something was fishy. Why use such a great piece now?

Why throw away the chance of causing Chaos while in the war by making an announcement so soon?

Lupus frowned…

There were only three reasons to discard a powerful piece. One was obviously to set a trap. The second was that the opponent was too stupid to understand the importance of that piece.

As for the last — it was simply because what he considered a powerful piece was not considered as such by his opponent.

Lupus' breathing grew harsh. He could feel the power of destiny swirling, and he knew that a great pivot was coming in his future.

"Firstly, call Shuten Doji and Sun Wukong. We need to discuss the activation of the war troops and the division of the army for the different fronts." He muttered to himself but a shadow moved away in the instant he finished his order.

"As for the rest of you…Investigate! Investigate who secretly set up a broadcast device from Lustburg in our capital!"

Even as he spoke, he looked in the direction of the Great Shrine. Anger swirled in his eyes and lightning covered his body.

It seemed like it was time for him determine whether this priestess would stay neutral or become an enemy. Though…He was sure that the answer was already clear from the get-to-go.

"I need more firepower."

The incoming crisis was great and, while he was sure that Sun Wukong and himself would be enough for the high-end power, he decided that he needed one more asset.

I guess I need to use it.

He stood up and walked towards the treasury of the royal family. He wished he never had to use it. But he knew that he needed it to get an absolute edge.

It was time — to use Wratharis' divine weapon.
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Back in Lustburg, the council was still in session, as Sol discussed with the Dukes and Duchess. Later on, they would have to create a larger council to include more of the nobles, as they had the right and duty to be present.

Sol did not plan to let anyone sit out during this war. This would be the first step of his conquest and he needed his soldiers to become more experienced and form a cohesive group.

“Your Highness. While I do not want to question you, I cannot help but wonder: was it truly wise to show one of our hidden cards now?”

“Hidden card?”

Sol tilted his head in confusion at Tyr's question before finally understanding he was talking about Setsuna’s identity.

He shook his head, “I also thought it might be more useful to reveal it during the war itself. But the Supreme Daughter made me understand that from the moment that Setsuna awakened, Lupus would already be aware.”

He shrugged. At the end of the day, no one stupid who was could become a king. It didn’t matter that Lupus was ruthless and arrogant. Sol would rather believe he was too smart and be prepared in advance, rather than assume the Wolf King was not smart enough and look down on him.

Underestimating your enemy was the best way to get destroyed.

“Rather than giving him the time to prepare, better to share this news now. At least he can only cover the hole we’ve created.”

Sol stopped speaking and looked at the map, “I do not just want to beat Wratharis and take some lands. I want much more, and this is why I am slowly moving my pieces.”

In his eyes, the world was starting to look like a giant chessboard and he was slowly becoming one of the big players.

“Rather than keeping Setsuna’s identity a secret, what we really need to keep secret is the fact that Envilya is our new partner.”

—-And if Nefertiti did well, Southern Pride would be another ally, even if temporarily. He would have to work on a way to subdue the Queen and the Supreme Daughter if it was necessary.

His mind moved to Southern Pride as he traced Nefertiti’s thread, and he frowned a little. He had the impression that things in the kingdom of the elves would be rather complicated.

Sol tapped his finger quietly, and the room fell silent. It was a wonder to see how everyone observed him awaiting his words. This was a far cry from what he had been in the past.

Sol thought of the different things that could stop him from conquering Southern Pride; while there were quite a few, the ones he could name off of the top of his head were the divine weapons of the elves, their queen finally evolving to become a Demigod or outside interference from someone like the Wings of Freedom.

Well…In the end, the only true unknown is that divine weapon.

His divine weapon, while not an attack-type, allowed him to do some crazy things, such as observing the Thread of Fate and even seeing the action of the goddesses.

He was unsure of the uniqueness of his divine weapon. But since the other divine weapons were created by the goddesses themselves, they could be quite dangerous at the very least.

“Milia, I want you to use a part of our administration to search the library and take note of any information related to divine weapons.”

It was worth nothing that the King of Wratharis would obviously have one as well, so it wouldn’t hurt to prepare a little more.

“Very well.”

“Also, I need information about our foreign diplomats or spies in Southern Pride. Even if they are discovered, I want to ensure they will not be killed.”

He closed his eyes and thought about everything he needed and wanted to do. This war was going to be a huge test. It was the perfect way for his army to grow and gain skills.

He wished he could simply go in alone to fight and defeat everyone, but conquest did not work like this. Although the leader was important, a country would rarely fall even if one ruler was put down; this would just make the citizens even less willing to bow down to Sol’s rule.

Sadly, this meant that the loss of lives was impossible to avoid.

“Take another look at our system for veterans and the reward given to families of soldiers. I know the nobles will take some small cut, and that’s fine. But they need to understand…No one should step beyond that limit.”

There was nothing more awful than seeing the family of someone who fought to protect their kingdom being unable to feed themselves because the funds they should have rightfully received were withheld due to corruption.

Sol did not think that he could in any way stop this corruption. It would always exist as long as humanity existed and governments ruled. But there were limits…

He turned toward Hermes and Arachne. “Duke Traver, Duchess Milaris. Do you have any good news for me?”

Hermes Traver chuckled, “Lady Theresa said that she is nearly ready. Tomorrow, we should be able to see a prototype of both the new golem and the new armor.”

Arachne nodded. She was still very shocked that Sol now had a relationship with another of her friends, but in the end, this did not truly matter to her. They were all consenting adults, and they had the right to do whatever they wanted as long as they didn’t hurt anyone.

“Those golems were ugly, but the art put in them was beautiful. I managed to glean some precious information and it will be possible for me to mass-produce some of them using my power.”

Arachne was born with an exceptional talent for art; she was so good that the goddesses even rewarded her. Thanks to her skill, she could share her vision and sense with any artwork that she had created.

As much of the art around the capital was hers, it was no mistake to say she had an eye everywhere.

“Good. I thought that your skill with the golems would work very well. I am happy I was right.”

Now, what else do we need to discuss?

{Your Highness, the supplies.}

“Ah…Thanks.”

He did not need to hide that Milia had spoken to him, and he never wanted to. He knew he did not know everything, so having an adviser close to him was perfectly acceptable.

“If I remember well, we should have started attacking the twilight fortress. How is the result so far?”

If they managed to invade the fortress, their supply line would be much more secure in the foreseeable future. It was a strategic location that was too important to let go.

Tyr grimaced a little, “I am sorry. It seems like my incompetent brother has not done the job he was given.”

Tyr was talking about Gerald, causing the mood of the room to become a little colder. But Sol did not show an upset expression.

“No need to walk on eggshells. I am not so fragile, nor will I grow angry at you because of it.” He sighed and stood up. “Since the convict Gerald is taking care of that front, we need someone else.”

He pointed to a place a little farther away. “What about the Bridge of Friendship?”

It had been created by one of the previous kings of Lustburg, who had been considered the greatest leechers before Sol, a man who was very much Kemonomimi, as they called them.

This bridge was not only another trade route, but also a symbol. “We should avoid causing any destruction to this bridge – in fact, we need to protect it.”

Sol could guess many things. This bridge was proof that Lustburg and Wratharis had once been friends. It was the kind of thing no one cared about while it existed.

But the moment it was destroyed…Things would get ugly.

Sol did not want any unresolved hatred between the two countries, as this would only make things more difficult in the future.

But Lupus had no such compulsion. The more the beastkin hated humanity, the better it would be for him.

Lilin raised her hand, “I will go.”

Her eyes shone with excitement. This would be the first foray for her order of knights.

She couldn’t wait.


Chapter 2


Sending Them to Have Fun



This was the level Sol had always wished to reach—when he left the board as a piece and became a player, using the world as a chessboard and the people as chess pieces.

Though he was still far from his ultimate goal of being a player at the same level as the goddesses, he had grown significantly from the naive, weak young man he had once been. Now, at least, a major player in the mortal realm.

"Well, only a big fish in a small pond."

He still had a long way to go.

Once Lilin's deployment was determined, Setsuna looked at him with sparkling eyes filled with hope. Unfortunately, Sol had to reject her silent plea.

Setsuna was one of the crucial pieces in this impending war. She would be the difference between becoming the rightful ruler of Wratharis, or simply a conqueror facing constant attempts at uprising and revolt.

Of course, Sol had many other small plans, including using Nefertiti's power or his own dimension to manipulate their feelings if necessary, but he did not wish to stoop to that level. Despite all their flaws, not even the goddesses used their power over mortals' minds to control them. He didn't know if this was due to their sense of morality or simply one of the numerous rules.

After all, he was pretty sure Invidia wouldn't hesitate if she could.

Scoffing inwardly, Sol focused on the problem at hand.

"Lilin will need a general to assist her."

"I think I can do it alone."

Sol ignored his lover's murmur. In terms of combat, he was certain that Lilin could decimate almost any Duke who wasn't a Divine Beast; even then, he doubted many of them could defeat her.

But war wasn't a game, nor was it a place where a Duke alone could change the outcome.

—Well, Dukes who didn't have a dimension, at least.

"Ares and a few more of my trusted soldiers will gladly assist the princess." Tyr Highland spoke up.

"What about Athena?" asked Sol.

"She will be at your disposal." Athena wasn't yet at the Duke-level, but unlike Setsuna and Lilin, she had the advantage of having three powerful spirit familiars, each with skills tailored for war.

Everything was slowly falling into place, and he loved it.

At the end of the day, the only true causes of worry about the impending war were Sun Wukong, the divine weapon, and any unknown variables.

"Very well, ladies and gentlemen. I believe we are done for today. Tomorrow, we will meet on the outskirts of the city for the magical armor test and the golems. I also want a complete list of the nobles worthy of sitting at the war councils' table. Finally, we will start the plan to deal with the reluctant nobles and those who have exceeded the limit of their granted power. Dismissed."

"Yes, Your Highness!"

The Dukes and Duchess stood and saluted Sol respectfully before filing out of the room. They had long since stopped considering Sol as a simple prince. In their eyes, he was already the King in all but name.

"Pandora, you can follow her if you want."

Pandora smiled awkwardly and nodded before following Arachne. She still felt a little awkward around Sol, but talking with a friend – one who wasn't already enamored with him, like Camelia and Persephone – could help her.

After the Dukes and Pandora left, the only ones present were Sol, Lilin, Setsuna, and Milia.

"So, how did it feel to communicate with the world?" Sol turned his chair and smirked as he looked at Setsuna.

"I have to admit, it was quite exciting. I was nervous at first, but once I started speaking, everything came out naturally."

Sol nodded. "With this, we have painted a big target on your back. Wherever you appear, a large number of Dukes, or even the King himself, might show up. Perhaps even more Kings?"

Sol tapped his finger, taking all possibilities into account. The world was never as it seemed, and it was difficult to say how many powerhouses were hidden in any country.

That's why...

"Isis will accompany you on the battlefield."

He waved his hand, and a girl appeared in the air above him, holding a slice of chocolate cake in her hand and wearing an expression of surprise before landing gracefully.

Looking at Sol with a scowl, she muttered, "I really hate this new technique of yours, you know."

Everyone gave a bitter smile, to which Sol simply shrugged. "Blame Lilin. It's thanks to her that I acquired it."

Since neither Lilin nor Setsuna were Sol's first contracts, he could not choose which of their innate skills he would obtain. He was surprised when he finally realized the nature of the power he had acquired.

Space displacement. Or teleportation.

It was still challenging for him to explain this new power. Lilin's power was more in the realm of reality manipulation than actual space manipulation.

But for now, he was content with what he understood.

Thanks to this power, he could place seals on people or objects. He could teleport them to him or teleport himself to them. He could also exchange places with them. He could even do all three to any location or person he marked.

In a way, this was similar to what he could already do when using his dimension encroachment. But this was the first time he could use such power outside of his dimension.

An ice chair suddenly materialized. Isis looked at it with another scowl before kicking it.

"Ouch!" She jumped up and down, rubbing her sore foot.

"I’ve already told you – the ice I create is quite hard."

"Quite hard, my ass! This shouldn't be so hard to break with my strength.”

After all, no matter how weak she was physically, it was only relatively speaking when compared to other divine beasts.

Isis had tears in her eyes as Milia gave a small smile of compassion and brought her a chair.

Sol had been fortunate enough to receive almost all of Setsuna's elements – not only the ice element, but also her mastery over water and wind. While it was disappointing that he hadn't acquired her power over lightning, he was content with what he had obtained.

Initially, these elements seemed relatively straightforward, especially since her ice element was not accompanied by her power over time. However, if he were to be honest, this might be the power he loved the most.

He only lacked the earth element to become the Avatar now.

Thanks to the molding and creation abilities of water and ice, he could go forth without a weapon. By combining his ice with his intent, he could create any weapon he desired and handle any situation.

He could already envision himself hurling hundreds of thousands of spears while yelling and calling people mongrels.

He was tremendously excited about eventually becoming the Avatar when he eventually reunited the four elements.

Kali had demonstrated that when united, it was possible to comprehend the minor of destruction through the four elements.

He didn't know if he could achieve the same feat. After all, she was the only witch who had managed to do so in thousands of years. This was not an accomplishment that was easily replicated.

But nothing was preventing him from trying, right? His inability to deliver a clear and fatal blow like Lilith and the others was quite bothersome. Being a super-immortal cockroach was advantageous, but being able to destroy the enemy was also beneficial. It didn't help that all individuals at the Demigod level were also quite resilient, with various means of preserving their lives.

Moreover, for some reason, he felt he would have a very high affinity with the power of destruction.

All he needed to embark on this path was the earth element.

Fortunately, that was Milia's inherent element, apart from the power of gluttony she had acquired through Neptune’s experiments on her.

Should I consider forming a contract with her?

According to his calculations, once he did so with Milia, he would have enough for one more S+ rank contract, and if possible, he wished to reserve this slot for Nuwa.

Obtaining her innate skill would enhance his cockroach abilities, but there was nothing wrong with being more difficult to kill.

After Isis finally calmed down, she surveyed her surroundings. She recognized the war council room, a place she had avoided with all her heart due to its sheer boredom.

War in the astral realm was much more straightforward — army against army. The weakest would lose. Simple and clear.

"So, why was I summoned? I was savoring a new flavor."

"I'm glad you're enjoying Lustburg. I apologize for interrupting, but I would like you to participate in this campaign alongside Setsuna."

"Oh? I don't think she needs protection."

"Normally, she wouldn't. But who knows if some King-ranked suddenly ambushed her?"

Isis pondered. She had been paying attention to Sol's speech with Setsuna earlier. Sol had indeed painted a giant target on the wolf girl’s back.

However, there was one minor concern. "You know I can only bring a King-power level by using my undead, right? Isn't that forbidden?"

Despite having her True Name, she had yet to become a King herself. She was searching for a new path that was distinct from [Death], and she already had an idea in mind. But until then, her strongest powers came from her undead.

Sol smiled. "I am willing to abide by the rules only as long as they benefit me."

He would never jeopardize Setsuna's safety because of some foolish rules, and if it were enough to bring the angels to his doorstep, so be it.

He had always wondered just how strong those angels were and if they were willing to take responsibility for Nihil. Since they enjoyed playing the role of police so much, this was the least they could do, right?

Isis exchanged a smile with Sol. She would have been disappointed if he had said something different.

Rules only restricted the weak and those who chose to be bound by them. But one should never become a slave to the rules if they possessed the power to overturn the situation. She was glad to see her partner hadn't changed simply because of the responsibilities he now carried.

She glanced at Setsuna, the girl who had previously challenged her. Ultimately, they never had the opportunity to fight, and she was relieved. It wouldn't reflect well on her if her first action was to engage in combat.

However, she was immensely intrigued by the two girls, Setsuna and Lilin.

Although Sol was requesting someone to protect Setsuna, she didn't surprised. This was war. She wouldn't allow her pride to blind her to the truth.

However, Isis doubted even a King could kill her if she utilized her new power.

Standing up, Isis took both of their hands and smiled. "Why don't we have a girls' night out?" She laughed at their bewildered expressions and turned to Sol. "Send us to Sheherazade."

Sheherazade had also readily accepted his space mark; this allowed him to teleport to her, teleport anyone or anything else that was marked, or switch them up.

"Goodbye. Have a good time." And with a wave of his hand, the three girls vanished.

Now alone, Sol glanced at Milia. "What else is on the schedule?"

It was going to be a busy day.

But just as he was about to rise, Milia placed a hand on his shoulder and gently pushed him back before settling on his lap.

"Clara is taking care of everything else. I believe Your Highness should take a little break for now to relax your mind."

"Oh?" He raised an eyebrow. "And how do you suggest I relax?"

The mischievous smile on Milia's face provided the answer he needed, indicating that he was in for a delightful time.

For a moment, his lust clashed with his sense of duty, causing him to waver between which was more important.

This struggle seemed to last an eternity, although it was only 0.00001 seconds.

But in the end— lust won.

"Just this once."

"Of course. We will only do it once."

—That was a lie. They did it way more than just once.

Truly. The power of contract was a cheat. Of course, only as long as you had enough capacity to enjoy the benefits.


Chapter 3


Gossip Girl



In a clothing store on the other side of Lustburg, a manager with raccoon ears and tail fidgeted as she looked at the red-haired maid and the floating midget calmly drinking tea.

“Hum…Is it alright to be this calm? The client….vanished…”

She had to give her all so as not to squeak in terror even as she said this. After all, the fact that the Divine Beast of the Prince had entered her store already made her feel like she was about to faint.

But now that said client had vanished?

Will I lose my head?

She remembered the prince in his black armor as he destroyed and trampled on all those monsters. Those images had kept her awake at night since then, and she did not wish to cause a problem.

“Don’t worry. She was just reverse summoned; she will come back soon.” Kali gave a gentle smile at the manager before focusing on herself.

Currently, all her sisters were in Salem to deal with the intricacies of the contract that would once again bind Salem and Lustburg for the foreseeable future.

As one of the four directions, she should have participated. However, she simply used the excuse of her punishment to avoid it and returned to Lustburg as soon as possible.

Those old witches on the council were fighting a losing battle, trying to gain even some small benefit to save face. But they all knew that this was useless.

Sol held too many cards, and in the grand scheme of things, he did not really need the witches.

Unlike Jupiter, who would have never succeeded in half of his conquests without the witches, Sol had more than enough allies and power to do far more. The balance in power was tilted so far in his favor that the only reason the witches aren’t simply signing a slave contract was because of Medea and Persephone.

Heh. One thousand years ago, Lustburg thrived thanks to Medea's relationship with Jupiter. One thousand years later, it’s the witches' turn to thrive, thanks to Medea's relationship with Sol.

Fate was indeed a funny thing.

Shivering at the view of the maid laughing and chuckling, the raccoon girl took a few steps back, wondering if some mad woman had entered her store.

Thankfully, her pain did not last, as three more people appeared in the air before landing on her shop’s floor.

She immediately recognized her previous client and was about to smile in relief, but the view of the two new arrivals made her short-circuit.

“Princess… And…Your Highness!? Your Majesty? I am sorry! Please don’t execute me?”

She was on the verge of a mental breakdown.

After all, not only did the Princess of Lustburg appear, but also the new Blessed of Wratharis.

Though she was a beast woman, Setsuna had not grown up in Wratharis, and like many of her kind, she was born and raised in Lustburg. Even so, the racial power of the royal family was unconcealable.

Now the problem was – how should she address her?

Officially, she was Sol’s knight. But by the goddesses’ decree, she was the crown princess of Wratharis. From the point of view of the war, the citizens of Lustburg would consider her the true Queen of Wratharis.

The manager’s heart beat like never before, wondering if she managed to insult the ruler of her race on their first meeting.

Ah….Maybe I should just die.

—-And so she fainted.

“Well…”

Kali looked at the fainted raccoon before nearly exploding in laughter, “It seems like you three were too much for the girl's poor heart.”

Setsuna gave an awkward smile.

Beastkins represented the second-largest population in the melting pot of Lustburg. Hybrids were numerous, and for many of them, Lustburg was their true kingdom and country of origin.

Even so, Setsuna knew very well that while not as exaggerated, situations like this would be numerous every time stepped out outside of the walls of the Tower of Babel

“You should get used to it.” Lilin crouched down and poked at the cheek of the fainted girl while she spoke to Setsuna. “This will become a common occurrence in the future. Why do you think Sol doesn’t go out without a wig and something to hide his identity?”

“Hehe, what fun. Does this mean more people will faint if we bring her into the street?” Sheherazade flew and stopped just above the head of the fainted raccoon. She laughed lightly, finding this situation more than interesting.

The only one who seemed quite distraught was Isis, who let out a helpless sigh. “Sorry. I wanted to spend some time with you guys. I should have thought about this.”

“Don’t worry. So, should we do something about her?”

“Nah, don’t worry.” Kali moved her hand, and the girl floated up before landing on a nearby sofa. “Let her rest for now. Not like we have anything to ask her to do.”

She nodded and made a few more moves with her hand. A tea set floated up to them.

“You are quite at ease here.”Lilin commented as she took a seat.

“I was taught to always take things as they come and that tea time should not be interrupted.”

Tea had once only been Ambrosia’s favorite drink. But just as children follow the image of their parents, the four witches began copying some of her habits, and a few of them stuck.

“So. Now that the three princesses are here, I wonder – are you going to form some kind of alliance?”

Kali grinned as she watched Isis cough. It was quite funny to see the shenanigans of Sol’s harem. Many of them did not like each other and, as such, factions started to form.

This was something about which Sol could do absolutely nothing, outside of completely mind-manipulating all his women.

For Isis, in such an atmosphere, it was clear that she was a little isolated and searching for allies.

“Well…You aren’t exactly wrong.” Isis was candid.

If she had to be honest, she did have her own faction – the Divine Beast faction plus one titan.

But unlike her previous assumptions, these women were in no way weak. She should have understood that Sol would not surround himself with low-class women, but even the weakest of his harem had the power of Gluttony in her.

The only saving grace was that, while the harem members did not necessarily like each other, there was no hatred nor desire to harm between them, either.

It was pretty tame, all things considered.

But…

“I want a friend.”

Beyond simple harem politics, she desired friendship. She was happy to see so many people at her level, but outside of Scheherazade, the only one she could call a friend was Sol. She could perhaps add Nefertiti, but their relationship was still pretty weak.

“So, I thought having a girls’ night out would be interesting without having Sol involved.” Her voice became weaker as she spoke until she fell completely silent.

Sharing a look, Setsuna and Lilin nodded.

“We will be busy soon. So this might be our last chance to have fun. Let’s do this.”

Isis looked up in surprise, and a shy smile covered her face.

“Thanks.”

She didn’t know if they would become friends after this. But she hoped they would have a good time.
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The war was approaching, but looking at the streets, one wouldn’t think this was the case.

Isis was walking around with her tentative friends Lilin and Setsuna. Kali had snatched up a screaming Sheherazade and chased the three of them away, saying she would take care of the raccoon girl while they had fun.

They now wore wigs and different clothes to hide their identities. Setsuna had on a brown wig and had assumed a fully-human form, her tail no longer showing. She was also wearing adventurer’s clothes. The same went for Lilin, who sported a blonde wig. As for Isis, she did not alter her appearance too much. Few people knew who she was, after all.

“So first things first, we need to do some shopping!”

Isis whooped in excitement as she skipped all around. She was channeling her inner Sheherazade because she knew that both Setsuna and Lilin were more of the silent type.

“So. What kind of clothes do you guys want?”

Lilin tilted her head and looked at herself, “Anything, as long they don’t restrict my movement.”

Setsuna's answer was pretty similar. “Something simple that allows me to fight.”

Isis was speechless. “You two…Is fighting the only thing you think about everyday?”

The two were as speechless as Isis. “Well…I also think about Sol.” Lilin muttered.

“Yes. My duty is to protect him.” replied a surprised Setsuna.

“Bzz! Wrong answer.” Isis placed her arms in an X. “Why the hell would you make your life revolve around one guy?”

She placed her hands on her hips and shook her head at the clearly-frustrated expressions on their faces.

“I love Sol too, you know. I may only have known him for a short time compared to you two, but that doesn’t make my love any less. However,…”

She waggled a finger at them, “Sol is Sol, and he lives his life. You are also your own person. Shouldn’t you find something for yourself? A hobby? A pastime?”

Isis knew she was pushing a little too much, but she believed there was no way that level of obsession could be healthy.

Perhaps this was because she was not broken or hadn’t lived through any traumatic experiences in her life. She did not feel dependent on Sol for her continued existence.

Well. This is my way of living.

She understood that just because she didn’t need to make her whole life about Sol didn’t mean that the other two were wrong for doing so.

“Okay, let’s look at this from another perspective. Don’t you think Sol will be happy to see you two in beautiful clothes? You do know he likes costumes, right?”

She raised an eyebrow when she saw Setsuna blushing, and immediately a light twinkled in her eyes.

“O-hoh. Seems like we have an interesting story here.”

Like a shark smelling blood, she began to look around for the perfect place. She took both of them by the arms and pulled them toward a cafe that caught her attention, “Let’s have a girl talk about love before shopping.”

The cafe was striking. The entrance was through an arched wooden door, which creaked gently as it was pushed open, revealing a cozy interior bathed in warm, flickering candlelight. The air was thick with the rich aroma of freshly-brewed coffee and the tantalizing scent of delicious pastries.

Inside, the café boasted low-ceilinged rooms, creating an intimate ambiance. Rough-hewn beams crisscrossed overhead, supporting a thatched roof. Colorful tapestries depicting epic battles and fantastical landscapes hung from the beams. The walls were adorned with hand-painted murals portraying ethereal creatures and legendary heroes.

At the heart of the café, a crackling fireplace radiated a comforting warmth. Customers gathered around sturdy wooden tables, their surfaces polished and etched with intricate patterns. The chairs were mismatched, each uniquely crafted and covered with plush cushions embroidered with floral motifs.

“Ohhh. We need more places like this in the underworld.” Isis shook her head before choosing a table for herself and the two bewildered swordswomen.

There were many things that Isis wished to do. She even had a to-do list of activities she wanted to try if she ever had a friend.

One of these was “girl talk.”

Sadly, Sheherazade was not interested in love and relationships, and neither was Kali. But now she could speak about this with her fellow harem members.

“Well…Tell me everything.”

After ordering their drinks, Isis looked at Setsuna with anticipation. Lilin was also observing her discreetly off to the side. Her expression was indifferent, but in reality, she was also very interested in this topic.

She was the one with the lowest amount of experience, after all.

It was only at this moment that Setsuna understood what peer pressure truly meant. Thankfully, Isis placed a barrier around their table to prevent the other patrons from hearing what she was about to say.

“Well…Sol is quite the pervert, actually.”

Sorry, Sol… She prayed inwardly as she immediately sold her king.

What followed was a tale of perversion of the highest degree, as Setsuna regaled them with the tale of when both she and Persephone enjoyed some alone time with Sol while they were in the midst of their adventure.

"Oh my…So you took it…There!?" Isis spoke as if she could not believe it, and Setsuna covered her face while feeling absolute shame. A certain excitement filled her as well, as she could see the look of respect both Isis and Lilin were giving her.

Thinking about it, she was the most experienced of the three, right?

At the very least, she was the one who had tried the most-daring things with Sol.

"Did it hurt?"

"Ahem…Well. A little bit." She blushed as memories of that night came back to her.

That had been a crazy moment, now that she thought about it.


Chapter 4


Training



When Setsuna finished her story, both of the others exclaimed at once.

"Oh my gosh!"

"Goodness…"

Setsuna had her ears twitching and her face flushed as she stopped talking and focused on her hot chocolate on the table.

Meanwhile, Lilin and Isis were looking at her with both disbelief and respect in their eyes. Though the way Isis winced as she looked at her butt made Setsuna blush even further.

"Did it…you know, did it hurt?"

Even though they had already placed a barrier to stop their voices from spreading, Isis couldn't help but speak in a hushed voice as she asked this. She remembered her first time, and while it wasn't as painful as having her bones broken while training, it was a special kind of pain that still made her wince a little to this day.

As a necromancer, Isis had enough knowledge of biology to know that Sol was exceptionally gifted in that department as far as human anatomy went. Simply imagining it going in her butt made her feel like saying "Nope" in repeat.

"Well…The very first time we tried it, it was too painful to continue. Rather, I felt like my ass was about to be torn apart." Setsuna admitted. They had tried anal during the visit to Milaris, and the results had been disastrous.

"So I decided to kinda train…" Her voice became lower when she said this, causing Lilin to chuckle.

" And I am supposed to be the succubus." She smirked.

Setsuna groaned at the attack, but there was not much she could say.

She had been filled with anxiety and felt like she was losing too much as other women could satisfy Sol sexually. This was why she did research, bought toys, and even asked Persephone and Camelia for help.

It had been extremely humiliating for her.

But…

"It was worth it."

She finished by coughing a little. As ashamed as she was, she had been quite happy with the results. She knew that she was the only one outside of Camelia to have that kind of sex with him, so it was something she cherished – as perverted as it was.

"So…Did you like it?" Isis asked curiously. She was still new to all these sexual matters, and there were many things she wished to try with Sol.

Though doing it using her butt seemed a little…

"It was…Well… I don't know how to explain it. It did feel weird. But also kind of good? I mean, now that I’ve gone the whole way with Sol, I certainly like the normal way more, but it's something I wouldn't mind doing from time to time."

Setsuna finished while using the menu to fan herself. She didn't know why, but she felt strangely sweaty.

Why the hell am I here and speaking about my sexual adventures? She lamented quietly but at the same time, she could not hide the "girlish" feeling that filled her heart.

Girls talk like this was…new..

Even though she had received bits of advice from Persephone and Camelia, they had never had what could be called "girl talk."

There was too much tension between the different women who loved Sol. They did not hate each other. They did not even truly dislike each other. But as each of them was a powerhouse, or highly-ranked person in their own right, expecting them to cozy up to each other while drinking tea was … quite complicated.

The last time they had tried, they ended up signing a contract in orde to ensure their cooperation.

Perhaps all of this was because of how all of them were innately broken one way or another.

But…

"You are truly different." Setsuna muttered unknowingly.

"Hmm?"

Setsuna hesitated a little before she shrugged, "I just meant to say that you are different from us."

"Heh." Isis smiled sheepishly, "I am sure that I must seem a little immature compared to you all. But I am learning slowly."

Setsuna looked at the shy grin that Isis was showing. Without her knowledge, a small smile formed on her own face. It was the kind of smile one puts out when they watch something cute that should be protected.

Isis was in no way immature. She simply had a way to see the world as less bleak than they did.

Setsuna envied this – the ability to see a glass half-full rather than half-empty.

This also brought a new energy and dynamic to Sol’s harem.

The next reunion is going to be interesting.

"Well. Since I have told you guys everything about what happened to me, why don't you share your experience with Sol?"

It was Isis's turn to blush and cough a little.

"Haha. Look at the time. It's getting late." She tried to stand up, but a hand firmly gripped her shoulder, stopping her from moving.

"Lilin?"

"Sit back. It isn't like we have a curfew." Lilin was smiling, but a certain pressure behind her smile caused Isis to smile helplessly in return and sit back down.

She was the one who started the topic. She couldn't exactly flee now.

"Well, I will share mine if you share your first. After all, the big sisters in the harem must go first, right?"

Lilin smiled smugly, "Technically, you are the older sister. I only had my first time a few days ago."

"Oh…"

It seemed like there was no way for her to escape.

Calming down, she decided to be honest, "I’ve only done it two times with him so far. Though the second time was wild."

—And so the three girls spent the entire night sharing stories about the past.

At first, it was just about their sexual acts, and Setsuna and Lilin were more than a little impressed by the super-orgy Isis had with Sol back in the astral realm.

But in the end, each of the three of them had little sexual experience with Sol, so it didn't take long for the stories to take a new tangent.

Isis found herself telling them about Sol’s adventures in the astral realm from her own perspective – the fight against the Dukes in the phoenix realm, his fight for the title of prince against the other dragons, and finally the war.

Every time she spoke, Setsuna and Lilin clench their fists and listen with intensity. Even though they had not been there to see it, they could imagine it, which greatly stimulated them.

At the same time, they could now understand why Sol was so relaxed about the whole war.

It wasn't just because they had a clear advantage over Wratharis. The simple truth was that, when compared to a war where Dukes were nothing but cannon fodder and not even a Demigod could escape death, the current war must have seemed like a joke.

In the whole mortal world, being a Duke was already enough to enter the top 100 strongest beings.

Even if all the Dukes both known and hidden were added, there was a very small chance of surpassing 200, perhaps 300 if one was very, very generous.

We still have much to do.

Setsuna had been happy about becoming a Duke. She was "strong" now.

At least this was what she thought.

Now she realized that being a Duke still wasn't enough. Not even close.

A fire lit inside of Lilin and Setsuna's hearts. It was a desire to reach greater heights. Not just for Sol – but also for themselves.

At the end of day — both Setsuna and Lilin were happy to say that they had made a new friend.
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[Salem]

In a laboratory in the depths of Salem, a group of witches was observing a ring behind glass, covering it in dozens of spells.

[Analyze]

[Observation]

[True Secret]

[Revelation]

[Truth-Seeking]

More and more spells were placed around the ring. The witches were analyzing its composition down to its smallest particles, all in an effort to make sure they understood what they were dealing with.

Ambrosia sat not far from them, sipping quietly on her tea as usual.

It was truly an entertaining sight for her, so she was more than willing to watch.

“Mother. Should we stop them?” Persephone asked with a bitter smile, but Ambrosia simply shook her head.

“Let them. They are all old, stubborn women. They will not accept the truth unless they have obtained it themselves.”

Persephone, Ambrosia, and Medea were sitting close by; however, the witches were unable to perceive them thanks to a space-type spell Ambrosia used.

She had created this spell after seeing what Sol could do with his dimension. While it still came short of a dimension, it was very useful when it came to peeping and observing people without being noticed.

“So, what exactly do they hope to do?” Medea massaged her forehead, feeling tired as she watched the actions of her fellow witches. It was quite embarrassing in a way, but she could understand the need to explore everything before trusting something that was too beautiful to be true.

When the witch’s spells stopped analyzing the ring one after another until none were left, the witches of the council observed the results with disbelief.

No matter what spell they used, the answer was always the same: there was nothing special about the ring itself.

Although it was made of a rather rare and expensive metal. the ring had no special functions or conductivity. In fact, clearly, the material mattered little for the power engraved. Even a rock could have been used as a receptacle.

This is extraordinary. The current council president couldn’t help but marvel as she observed what could only be described as perfection and sophistication.

The intricacy of the spell was woven in a way that defied perception and gave the power to reverse causality itself. She felt like she was being entranced and was looking at a masterpiece.

To think it was a barbarian who managed to create such a thing.

Many witches had a way of looking down on people who simply followed the path of innate power. Whether this was due to a sense of superiority or hidden feeling of inferiority, they despised those who used feeling to reach a higher power level rather than using reason and intellect.

They believed that while their road was harder, the results were without a doubt higher and a witch at the same level would never lose to anyone. The proof was how the witches had nearly dominated the world once, and how Persephone had defeated a Blessed, the Queen of Elves, to the point where she lost her pride and her path.

For them, Sol was no different.

A barbarian could be stronger than a martial artist, but he did not have the same understanding of how to fight.

“Do you think we can replicate this?” One of the members of her faction asked. These witches who were against an alliance and wished to gain for as much as possible.

But there was nothing the president could say. She could not see them, but she had no illusion that their current actions were not being observed in real-time.

“It’s impossible for us to even think of replicating it. I believe even Mother would not be able to do so.”

She sighed as she admitted the bitter truth. They have been checkmated by a gift they had been dreaming of for thousands of years. The dream of nearly every witch, dead or alive.

She grimaced. Even for her, who was not particularly into such a thing, the appeal of finally being able to have a relationship with someone without fearing of killing him was extremely attractive.

She could imagine that the young witches would be screaming in joy and jubilation.

The council worked for the benefit of all witches, not just their own. They had no way of stopping the future alliance.

The council president gave a small tired smile. “Let’s prepare the letter of surrender.”

Medea had made sure to tell them that that the Crown Prince of Lustburg was extremely disappointed by their earlier demands. The president knew that this meant he had the full support of the Princess and, since Ambrosia had said nothing, this meant even she approved of him.

At this point, fighting the inevitable would only result in creating an enemy.

“Mother, I do not know if you can hear me. But we agree to open the gates of Salem. If the prince wishes for it, we will come forward and beg for his forgiveness.”

“No need. Sol already told me he wished to observe Salem, so he will come.”

“Very well.”

He would be the first man to ever step foot in the sacred world of Salem, the last bastion of freedom for the witches.

This was a moment worth nothing in the annals of history.
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While the witches were deciding what to do to welcome Sol, he was fighting for his life.

Moving left and right, he avoided two deadly sword swings before retaliating with hundreds of ice-shaped shards floating all around him.

The path of the shards was erratic and impossible to guess, as they would move through space and teleport to a different point.

That wasn't all. When it looked like he was about to get cornered, he would simply move away by teleporting himself to another place and continue his attack.

“I must say. Even though I am not going all out, the feeling of fighting you is really disgusting.”

“Thanks for the compliment. Hehe.”

Sol laughed as he tanked one hit, and the shallow wound immediately closed.

Facing him was none other than Lilith.

The two of them were currently training, and Lilith had limited her power to that of a powerful Duke. However, she quickly realized how much of a pain it was to fight Sol.

He had already been a challenge in the past, but now that he had obtained the power of space marking, he was simply a pure menace.

Fighting against him was like using a sword to strike at the ocean. No matter how many times she hit, nothing much changed.

He had a strong physical defense. Near immunity to magic. Super-regeneration. Incredible movement skill. He could also hide in his dimension if necessary. He could even resurrect himself if he died.

He was fast, resilient, and near-immortal.

The perfect cockroach, in a way.

No…A super cockroach would be a better description.

“Hey. I feel like you are thinking something rude about me.”

Lilith chuckled, “You are thinking too much. Though, I will admit that I am baffled by how hard it is to kill you.”

“Hehe. Let’s continue, shall we?”

“Very well.”

After a short pause, the fight between the two went into a crescendo.

Using her Zone as the base while floating in the sky, Lilith deployed hundreds of swords and started controlling all of them.

While not physically real, each of those swords was filled with Lilith's powerful intent, making them sharper than even more-powerful weapons.

Meanwhile, standing on the ground, Sol showed no fear in the face of the overwhelming number of swords.

He waved his hands, and his mana bellowed furiously as steam floated around him before slowly morphing into weapons. Soon, hundreds of weapons were deployed, floating around him menacingly.

But he did not have the same ease as Lilith. After all, each of those swords was not just born from intent, like Lilith. They needed to be crafted using ice, water, and wind magic to make them sharper and more solid, while also filling them with the intent to cut and kill.

Sol thankfully lacked no killing intent, and he didn’t hesitate to use the full power of his intent, as he knew that he would not be able to wound her with a half-assed attack.

“You still need to work on the creation speed of your weapons.”

Lilith gave her advice offhandedly. Sol was no longer an inexperienced boy. He knew enough about fighting to understand what he needed to do.

“Indeed. I still have a hard time visualizing the constructs. After all, I am more used to a wild release of power rather than fine-tuning like this.”

When he had obtained the ice power, he initially thought construction-type magic would be easy for him. All he needed to do was give as much power as possible.

Sadly, he had been wrong.

Creating one sword required far more work than he thought. Interestingly, the more accurate the weapon created, the more powerful it became. It was as if he was manipulating reality to make his ice weapon into a real one.

Without a doubt, this was Lilin’s power intervening – the power to make dreams into reality. The closer the dream was to reality, the better, so he couldn’t just half-ass it.

Water, ice, and wind – everything was used to create the best weapon possible. He was even taking lessons with Theresa to better understand the structure of weapons

Sol was impatient about getting the earth element. Once this was possible, he could mass-produce and create his own permanent weapons and share them with soldiers.

‘Well. This is a whole different matter.’

“Enough daydreaming?”

“Sorry.”

“I know you have a bad habit of getting lost in thought. But keep your head straight during training.”

Sol grinned sheepishly and moved his hand, making all the weapons bow as if they were apologizing to her.

“Well…At least your control is slowly increasing.”

Lilith had not been mad initially, so it wasn’t hard for her to smile at his small jokes.

“Now, let’s test the hardness of your weapons.”

Sol’s lips twitched. There were so many things wrong with this sentence – that, or he was simply a big pervert who saw the hidden meaning in any sentence.

“My weapon is always hard and ready.”

Lilith tilted her head in confusion at this reply. She had the weird impression that they were not discussing the same thing. Ignoring this feeling, she pointed at Sol with her finger.

“When I first obtained my Zone, I struggled with controlling a certain number of swords. But with time, I developed small tricks. The first one is hand movement.”

Her fingers moved, and the weapons answered, “Rather than focusing on mental command alone, mixing hand movements will give you a better focus.”

She continued, “The second way is formations. You need to separate the weapons into large groups, and each group will have different objectives.”

Simply throwing all the weapons in one go was good, but it lacked smoothness and changes. As such, those formations were necessary.

“Rather than having hundreds of useless weapons, having one big and sturdy weapon is more than enough to pierce your enemy.”

She must be doing this intentionally, or else I need to take my mind out of the gutter.

Sol choked a little before doing as she was doing and moving the weapons in different groups.

The mental capacities of a Duke came in handy in situations like this because otherwise, it would have been impossible to do this. He could feel his mind straining even now. But he knew it was necessary to better understand his power rather than wait until the last moment during a fight and believe in gaining some last-minute enlightenment.

Then again, that has helped many times.

“Sol…”

“Oh…Sorry, sorry.”

He scratched his head. In moments like this, he wished he could multi-task or have multiple minds. That would certainly be useful.

“Shall we continue?”

“Yeah. I will focus this time.”

The training fight between them continued. Hundreds of swords collided while following different formations. Rather than a simple clash of swords, one had the impression of observing a chess game, or a war between two generals who were giving orders to their soldiers.

In the end, though, Sol was still not used to this way of fighting and lost.

But he came out of this training stronger, and this was all that mattered.
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When the training between the two powerhouses ended, Sol wiped his face with a towel while Lilith floated quietly in the sky, her sword beneath her feet.

“You are very strong now, Sol, even as a Duke. Not many people can put you in danger at this point.”

Sol shrugged, “I know. But this is mainly because of how difficult I am to kill. I’d rather not be a punching bag.”

Lilith chuckled, “Indeed. While your energy is considerable, you also have many powerful attacks. You still lack something, though. You need one attack that can end a fight in one hit if your enemy is not careful.”

A ball of energy appeared in her hand. She slowly condensed it until it was as sharp as a needle. Even though the same amount of energy was used, the needle's pressure was higher.

“When the power is focused on one point, even water can become the most-lethal weapon.”

“Yes. I am wondering if I should learn sword intent.”

Of course, that wasn’t all. Sol was sure he could focus water and create a very sharp blade. But he knew that physical damage alone was never enough past a certain level.

“I don’t remember the feeling, but when I fought Nihil, I gave her a wound from which she couldn’t heal.”

He mused quietly. This power was something he wanted very much.

Demigods could heal from basically everything, even death if it was in the right circumstances, as Sekhmet proved.

But…the power he had wielded then was different. It was only temporary, but for a moment, he felt that nothing could stand in his way.

“I’ll have to speak with Kali later.”

He wondered if it had been the power of destruction. After all, Ymir had been in his sea of consciousness; perhaps he had used her power unknowingly.

I wonder why I didn’t think of that until now.

He shook his head and watched as Lilith slowly came down.

“I do not know what kind of power you are talking about, but I believe this is a good idea. Few will dare stand in your way if you can obtain the power of destruction.”

Lilith was all for Sol growing stronger. She knew very well that the current war was just a step for them. Soon, they would have to fight for far more, and the angels would stand in their way.

Speaking of angels, Lilith couldn't help but think of her old friend, Chloe’s mother, and someone who was once part of their group.

She was now the supreme daughter of Slothstein.

I wonder how she is doing.

"Do you think you should talk more to Chloe? What about using your charms and putting her on our side, as you did with Pandora? That would make things far easier for the future."

Sol gave a bitter smile, wondering just how Lilin was seeing him.

"I am not a gigolo, you know."

"...You aren't?" Lilith looked at him with a shocked expression, as if Sol had revealed that their planet was flat rather than round, only to start laughing a few moments later.

"Sorry. You are not. But let's be honest. At the rate things are going, there is a higher chance of us conquering the world through your charms than through war."

"Well, what can I say? Better to make love than war."

He clenched his fist a little. The angels were not his priority right now, but sooner or later, he would have to deal with them. They were veiled in so many mysteries that it made him imagine many bad scenarios. But at the very least, there was no denying that they were extremely dangerous, even for him. At least for the current him.

"I need to become a King."

"If anyone else spoke about becoming a King a few weeks after becoming a Duke, I would laugh in his face. But for you…it might be possible."

Lilith had seen the kind of miracles Sol could accomplish. Compared to what he had done to save her, becoming a King didn't seem so hard.

"But before that, you should make sure to strengthen your base. A solid foundation will create a tall and sturdy tower."

"Tell me the truth…You are doing this intentionally, right?"

There was no way she wasn't intentionally putting all that innuendo in her words.

All he received in reply was a grin.

"Guess."

Sol was speechless. It was very interesting to talk with this new Lilith.

"Anyway, we’ve rested enough. A second session?"

"I would love to, but sadly, duty calls."

"Oh? Anything interesting?"

"Yeah. Theresa said she had a surprise for me."

Lilith raised an eyebrow. The last time Theresa said she had a surprise, she had created the embryo of a divine weapon.

"Can I follow along?"

He shrugged at her question.

"You are the queen. You can do what you want."

"Well… I won't be the queen for long. Your coronation is approaching fast, after all."

A smile filled with pride and confidence flashed on Sol's face.

"I will become King after I conquer Wratharis."

It would be a glorious day when he would sit on the throne.

“For now, though, I am just a prince and a Duke."

Sol chuckled. Officially, becoming the king would restrict him too much during the war. But nothing could stop a prince from going on the front line and wreaking havoc.

Also, wouldn't it be more interesting to sit on the throne and become the King of Lustburg while also being a King-ranked fighter?

Sol liked the poetic situation.

"Well, all this is for the future. Let's go."

Sol was impatient to see the results of Theresa's research. He was already sure he could win against Wratharis as things stood currently. But he hoped for the best and prepared for the worst; he would rather be over-prepared than not be prepared enough if things went south.

Ugh…I feel like I raised a flag.

Hopefully, it was just his imagination.

But just in case, it seemed wise to do double the preparation.


Chapter 5


Assembling a Crazy Team



As Sol and Lilith strolled through the streets of Lustburg, a bustling city that seemed to hum with life, no one could see them.

The advantage of his dimension was more than apparent when his companion was above the Duke-level and, as such, was not in danger of having her feelings completely inverted by his dimension.

Thankfully, he was sure that he would soon be able to control that function, or he could use it during the war.

Honestly, if it wasn’t because I don’t want to reveal all of my cards now. I could simply assassinate the Wolf King now.

He could infiltrate Wratharis with Lilith and put him down. But this was dangerous, as Sol didn’t exactly know how strong the King of Wratharis was, and what kind of power his country’s divine weapon would have.

I need to spill blood to spill less blood in the future.

Conquest inevitably came with rebellion for a few generations. With Wratharis, he thankfully had Setsuna at his side, so it would cut down most of the work he had to do.

“Thinking hard about something?”

“Hum…?”

Sol looked at the streets through the lens of his dimension and observed how people walked with happy smiles and no fear.

“I was just thinking about how great it would be if we could end this war in a one-on-one fight.”

“Heh…It would indeed be interesting if you could.”

Sol laughed, “Once I become Emperor, I might create that rule: all the kingdoms under me will resolve their issues through a fight between champions.”

He knew that things were not so simple. If the citizens did not fight in a war, they would have no sense of pride in or obligation to their countries.

Furthermore, since a war could decide the fate of an entire country, it was necessary to have the citizens fight for it.

But to all this, Sol simply said bullshit. War was not surprising in his world, since humans were all equal under the power of a gun. One-man shows were not possible.

But here, things were different. Armies became nearly obsolete the moment someone of high rank appeared. Even with the dragons, one of the most-powerful forces in the universe, without the Zone of the Four Dragon Kings, the might of the army fell considerably.

“It could be interesting. Do you plan to usher in world peace?”

“I do not think I can create a world without strife, fighting, and death. But I can certainly create a world with no war.”

All he had to do for that was to cover the mortal realm with his dimension.

[image: ]


“Oh! You are finally here! Do you know how long I’ve been waiting?”

When they finally walked outside of the city walls, the two of them accelerated. It only took them a few moments to reach the secret dungeon.

Outside, Theresa was waving her hands excitedly. Her face was covered in sweat and she was wearing nearly-transparent clothes that showed so much of her skin she might as well have been naked.

While this might look pretty shameless, this allowed Theresa to be as close to the fire as possible so she could feel the change in temperature down to the smallest degree. This might not be important for most, but for a masterpiece artisan like herself, even the smallest details were critical, as they were the difference between something common and a masterpiece.

But none of this mattered to Theresa at this moment. She was simply too excited.

"Follow me!"

She did not even give Sol and Lilith the time to greet her as she began pulling them toward the dungeon.

"Considering how happy you are, you must have good news for me."

"Hehe, you dumped a shitload of work on me, and all I had was an old assistant that appeared out of nowhere. Do you know how hard it was?"

"Sorry about that. We have many good craftspeople, but most are in relationships with other countries, and we mainly import our weapons from Greed Dike."

"Humph! Anyway, thanks to my genius self and after tweaking a few of those golems, I created my own lab assistant, so it wasn't a problem. Also, I gotta say, those old dwarves are great workers."

They reached the end of a hallway, and a door opened for them, leading to an elevator.

They entered, and the elevator began to bring them down to their destination.

"While working on the golems, I realized that reproducing them would be hard. Many of the materials used on them can only be found in Southern Pride and a few regions of Wratharis. As if it wasn't enough, their cores were created using beasts that are now so rare they might as well not exist."

"Arachne Milaris said she would be able to mass-produce them soon?"

"Obviously. Her power is very well-suited for this, but in the end, it will just be an inferior version; still good and powerful, but honestly, not what I want. Such goods are not worthy of my genius."

She shrugged. She was generally quite unassuming, but Theresa was very proud of her skills. She generally didn't like to show off to people not worthy of her attention.

"So I innovated." Her voice became high-pitched, rising an octave, "Using the blueprints you found and my genius, I managed to create a new, more-streamlined version of those golems with a very important use."

"Oh? You intrigue me."

"As you should. So let's start with a little quiz: Do you know what is the most disadvantageous thing for humans?"

"Their weak bodies." Lilith answered with no hesitation. Though her current body was different, it didn't change the fact that she had slugged it out on the battlefield for years with a below-average body.

"Bingo! Humans are weak as hell. They can become strong, but no pure humans can go against the inherent weakness of their bodies. This is why humans rely on armor and weapons more than other races."

This was the sad truth. Even now, as winter was approaching, the human army would be severely hindered by the cold and snow, much more than the war beasts.

"So, I always wondered. What if humans had a way to protect themselves? But that's just armor, it wouldn't change anything fundamentally. But then, it came to me; like a light illuminating the darkness, a brilliant idea flashed in my mind."

Ding!

The elevator finally stopped and the gate opened, revealing more than twenty golems standing in rows.

Those golems though were different from the one he remembered. They were sleeker and sharper, and their shape was more humanoid. Also, they were all open.

Almost as if…

No way…

Sol thought with disbelief as he stared at the armor. The picture of a certain genius/billionaire/playboy/philanthropist flashed in his mind for an instant and superimposed on Theresa, giving him the impression that he was having an illusion.

But Theresa's following words made it clear he was not dreaming.

"Let me introduce you to the first generation of Magically-Engineered Controlled Human Armor. Or M.E.C.H.A for short. Though you can also call them Power Armor."

Once again, Theresa was about to create a revolution.
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Sol examined the small army of Mecha with the most intendr focus in his entire life. Even now, he could not contain the sheer excitement swirling in his chest as he looked at this marvelous display of technology.

“This…”

“Hehe. Impressive, right?”

For Theresa, there was no greater satisfaction than seeing the expression on Sol’s face. Lilith seemed still a little confused, but Theresa ignored her. Barbarians who only swung their swords left and right couldn’t even begin to imagine the immensity of what she had created.

In the end, they spent a few seconds in silence, as Sol’s breath grew heavier and heavier. Suddenly, he rushed to Theresa and took her in his arms, twirling with her like she was a kid.

“You are a super genius!” He exclaimed, and Theresa laughed out loud, happy to see this.

When Sol finally put her back on the ground, she felt a little wobbly but managed to regain her balance quickly.

“Hehe, praise me more. Though in a less-twirling way, please.” She fought the urge to throw up, as it would destroy the moment.

“I am sorry. Please explain more about those Mecha. How did you even have the idea of creating something like this?”

“M.E.C.H.A. Anyways. When I was working on those golems and saw the fake intelligence they had been given, which allowed them to move independently, I started to wonder what would happen if those things were attached to humans and boosted with different skills.”

She waved her hand at them to come closer as she knocked on the nearest golem.

“This is pure dwarven steel, mixed with mithril and other metals with great conduction for mana. It’s a special new alloy I’ve created and I have yet to name it, but not only does it conduct mana extremely well, but it can also absorb kinetic energy up to a certain degree.”

She stopped and looked at Sol, wondering if he was still following her. No matter how excited people were at her creations, they generally stopped listening when she explained the process.

“How did you come up with this new alloy?”

Theresa’s eyes twinkled, “Thanks for asking. It took many tries to find the right quantity for each metal, but I am standing on the shoulder of a giant in this case. After all, I am not the first dwarf to think about this.”

She continued, “Anyway, as you know, during the last war, when I followed your father and his group, I was always the weakest member. So I had to think extra-hard about new gadgets to keep myself relevant and not become a dead weight. Thankfully, I had some blueprints from our dear angel friend.”

As a dwarf, she was extremely skilled in metallurgy, and since one of her friends was the supreme daughter of Slothstein, she had been able to create armor that fused the technology of the dwarves and some of the angel's technology.

“While I am sure that the angels and other dwarves could eventually be able to create something similar, I am the first one to do so. You could also say I used that armor and the golem as the basis to create those new prototypes.”

Theresa was very proud of herself and had every right to be. These M.E.C.H.A were not just the result of some sudden stroke of genius, but the results of years of research and commitment, all coming together in one moment to create a sublime creation.

She was not just proud. She was feeling very emotional. She had done something never done before. If the divine weapon she had created for Sol was one-of-a-kind of weapon that would leave its mark in history, the M.E.C.H.A were a completely new technology that would create a revolution.

Her name would be forever etched in the annals of history, and for her, very few things were of greater honor than this.

“Well, enough about this. I am sure you must be wondering how it works, right?”

She clapped her hand and the light moved to another suit of armor standing on the podium.

“First, as I said, the exterior is created from a new alloy that mixes mana conductivity and kinetic energy absorption. In the future, I plan to create different models based on different kinds of alloys.”

She moved her fingers, and a holographic picture appeared in the air.

“Outside of this, each part of the armor was etched with different kinds of runes: [Self-Clean], [Self-Repair], [Anti-Gravity]; [Mana Boost]; [Blood Recognition]; and [Mana Attunement]. Heh, that last rune is the one of which I am most proud. The armor has a certain level of self-growth, and the more attuned the wearer is, the more the armor will evolve and change to fit the wearer.”

This feature would make it so that even relatively powerful fighters would not hesitate to wear this if necessary.

“For Self-Repair, it’s not as powerful as I would wish, but it can repair itself to a certain point. Sadly, each repair will slowly affect the integrity of the armor until it becomes unusable. Anti-Gravity will help the wearer not feel the weight of the armor. Otherwise, it would be hard to move them.”

The more she spoke, the happier she was. “In one of the inner pockets, I have many syringes. Each can be filed with a different healing potion, mana potion, or any other potion. A mental command would be enough to activate them and heal yourself at the last moment.”

“Finally, for the Fake Intelligence...”

“Let’s call it Artificial Intelligence, or AI.”

“Hum…I like it. Okay, I have structured the AI as an assistant. You can input different rules and systems into it. For example, it can store an entire map and keep it in memory for you, or it can communicate across the battlefield in a way that cannot be intercepted like Whispers. I plan to create a terminal to keep track of all information and act as a control tower. The orders can be sent directly to the A.I. For now, only very basic ones, but as time passes, the AI will grow and develop…Huh?”

Theresa stopped her explanation and looked at Sol, who was suddenly looking around him.

“Anything the matter?”

“No. I was just wondering if someone from the future was going to appear now.”

“I…I see.”

Theresa gave a confused smile, which caused Sol to sigh. He should have perhaps brought Kali with him. She would have understood the joke.

He chuckled and took a few steps until he was before Theresa. Then, he slowly took a knee until he was eye-to-eye with her.

“Why are you kneeling? Isn’t that beneath dragons?”

Both Theresa and Lilith were surprised by his sudden action, and Theresa bluffed to keep her heart calm, but Sol was unperturbed.

“I do not mind kneeling to those worthy of respect.”

Sol looked at the dwarf, his eyes filled with admiration. What she had created was nothing short of an epoch-changing technology, and she made this for him.

“Thank you.”

Only two words. But those two words contained all his gracefulness and admiration.

“I will make sure your contribution to history never goes unnoticed.”

This was a promise he would give his all to accomplish.

Theresa chuckled to relieve the tense and solemn atmosphere, “You are my godson. There is no need for such formalities between us.”

Sol shook his head, “We live in a world where murder and betrayal between family members are as common as clouds. You, more than anyone else, should understand this.”

Sol knew, under the facade of a ditzy genius who only focused on forging, was a ruthless businesswoman who would have no hesitation in sticking a knife in the guts of her own brother — which she did.

Theresa was not kind, and kindness was not her only personality trait.

“Sol, do you doubt me?”

Her words were calm, but there was hurt in her voice. She wondered if Sol was wary of her because of her past ruthlessness.

“No.” Sol chuckled as the third eye opened on his forehead, “I coexist with the weapon you created. You are one of the people I most believe in this world. But it’s exactly because of this that I need to tell you how grateful I am.”

Theresa had done many things for Lustburg and him, both large and small.

If he did not have the Eye of Akasha, he would not be able to see the threads of Fate, making everything far more difficult for him. Thanks to those threads, he had managed to fight and beat Nihil to the point of making her unconscious.

Thanks to those threads, he had been able to anticipate Invidia’s hostility, find out that Aurora was suspicious, change Lilith’s body, and even find those ruins.

Now, thanks to her, the casualties in the upcoming war would lower tremendously.

Saying that Theresa was one of the cornerstones of his strength and greatest benefactors would not even be enough to explain how much he owed her.

Sol tightened his grip on Theresa’s hand, “Thank you.”

One should show gratefulness when necessary and never take things for granted. Doing so was the best way to protect long-term relationships and keep them blooming.

“Heh…You truly have a sweet tongue.” Theresa smiled.

If she said that she had given Sol favors in the past was without any hidden goals or motivation, she would be lying. After all, she had only become his godmother through an auction, as a joke with Blaze and the others. Her only true relationship with him was that he was the son of her past crush and her friend.

At first, her goal had only been to have fun, get some benefits from him and then name him as her inheritor. Not only would this make all dwarves back off and fear her even more than they already did, but it would also create a solid relationship with him.

But now…

“I am glad I came to Lustburg.”

Sol was proving to be her lucky star. Thanks to him, she had created her greatest masterpiece. Thanks to him, she just created an epoch-changing weapon of war.

He treated her well and did not take her for granted. He could joke around with her but still respected her despite being vastly stronger. He knew she would work for him, but he never looked down on her.

One could say that everything she said was basic. This was how intelligent people should treat each other – with basic respect and appreciation.

But how many people in this world did something that simple?

She shook her head, “Anyways, I am not into moving moments like this. Let’s just say that you owe me one.”

“Heh. I owe you far more than one. You can ask me anything, and I will do it.”

“Anything? Blank checks are dangerous, you know.”

“I trust you enough to know you would not ask for something unreasonable.”

“Heh…Okay. Just don’t regret those words later on.”

“I never regret.” Sol immediately winced as he said this because he could see the mischievous light in her eyes. He had forgotten in the moment, but Theresa was the kind of daredevil who didn’t hesitate to steal the belongings of a demigod-like Echidna while being chased by monsters wishing to kill her.

“Well —-”

“Nope. I won’t listen. You said ‘anything’ and ‘no regrets.’ Or are the words of the future king so cheap?”

Sol groaned as he stood up and coughed. “My words are worth diamonds.”

“Hehe.”

“*Ahem* Well, why don’t we talk about the armor?”

“Nice try. But I will play around with you.” Theresa moved the holographic display and continued, “This is just the first generation, and I am unable to give clear numbers outside of theory. I need you to bring me soldiers who will wear these and participate in mock combat. The more data I have, the better they will be suited for war.”

“How long do you need?”

“Honestly? I don’t know. The main problem is that I work alone, with perhaps occasional help from Arachne Milaris. If I could have someone good at runes, my efficiency would skyrocket.”

Sol nodded. There was only so much someone could do alone, even more so when it came to mass production.

Theresa was not even a Duke-ranked being, so her computing abilities and skill in multi-tasking were also limited.

Thankfully, there was one easy solution for this matter.

“You say you need more rune-casters? Would it be good if they also knew science and had many great ideas?”

“Well, yeah.”

“What about magic?”

“Obviously, that would also be useful.”

“Heh…Then, I have the perfect assistant for you in mind.”

Sol wanted to kick himself for not thinking about this sooner. In this world, there was only one person he knew who had memories of another world like him, and was such an otaku that she had created her own power based on anime.

“What do you say about having the Witch of Destruction as an assistant?”

The Chunni mind of Kali mixed with the genius of Theresa. Sol shuddered just at the thought of what those two could create if they were to work together.

Hum…Perhaps I am making a mistake?

The pictures flashing in his mind were so frightening that he had goosebumps.

“I will also add Duchess Milaris. She will be relieved of all other duties.” Sol’s eyes flashed with determination.

Arachne Milaris was a genius to such a level that even the goddesses had given her a gift.

Three super-geniuses who had fields that complemented each other – and all had a few screws loose.

What a frightening team.

“Oh? Any limitations?” Theresa asked with an eyebrow raised.

This was it – the moment for him to put an end to this madness and take a step back to think more clearly.

But…

Fuck that shit.

“None. Go all out. The full strength of Lustburg will be behind you three. I don’t care how much you spend or what resources you use. Go all out!”

Sol was determined. He wished to witness with his own eyes the crazy shit these mad women would create.

“Hehe… I will not disappoint you.”

However, this sounded a little too ominous.
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Kali was excited. Not long ago, she had received a call from Sol to discuss her punishment and the possibility of ending it.

Because of how stupid and hurried she had been, Kali joined the Wings of Freedom and helped them in their terrorist attack on Lustburg. She knew that she had fucked up. The fact that her family didn't hate her for her mistake was honestly more than she could have ever hoped.

The same went for Sol. While he had every right to hold a grudge, he simply accepted her as his maid as part of her punishment – truly a small punishment for the monumental crime she had committed.

Thinking of this, she twirled and looked at her maid’s uniform with a sad smile. As weird as it was, she had strangely gotten used to her work and even kind of liked it.

Even now, she smiled as she waved at a few servants coming and going. They were 'friends' if she could call them that, and companions who helped her and shown her the ropes of the job. They may not be close, but they were friendly and kind. Unlike the competitive one in Salem, she had come to like the atmosphere in the Tower.

Then again, it wasn't as if the Tower was devoid of competition. All the maids dreamed of being embraced by Sol even once. They knew they would not be able to give birth to a royal child, but simply having Sol as their lover meant their lives would be assured and they would never lack anything.

If Kali had still been as she was all those centuries ago, when she had first opened her eyes in this world, she would have found this way of thinking demeaning and stupid.

She would have also seen Sol as a tyrant or a perverted pig.

Now, she only saw him as a prince with a libido that was a little too high.

I am going to miss this.

She laughed a little as she remembered all the little tricks the women would use to be noticed by Sol. They would also complain how Sol had become too tame lately and reduced his lustful actions.

Hehe.

Her laughter continued until she stopped short, her gaze landing on a corner of the hallway.

Who the …?

She felt her hand itch at the sight of dust in the corner. How could a maid leave such obvious trails? Where are the newcomers?

Nope. Forget it.

At first, she walked past it. It wasn't her problem anymore, after all. She soon would be a maid no longer. Why did she have to care about how clean the Tower was?

Well…

In the end, though, she sighed as she walked back and started to search for cleaning tools.

"It will only take a minute."

She was sure that Sol wouldn't mind waiting a few minutes more and, technically, she was still a maid, right?

So there was nothing wrong with her simply deciding to do her job.

At least this was what she continuously told herself.
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One hour and cleaning a few more corners later…

"Phew! Sparkling clean!"

She grinned as she watched the now-spotless hallway, with not even a hint of dust remaining.

The feeling of discomfort at the sight of the mess had been swept away alongside the dust, and pride swelled in her chest for an instant before her mind snapped back to reality. Feeling a presence behind, she lowered her head with resignation.

"How long have you been here?" She muttered, not looking behind her and hoping that she was somehow hallucinating.

Sadly for her…

"Since the moment you came back and said it would only take a minute."

"That was literally since the beginning!?"

"Heh. I didn't know you could play the straight man."

Kali could only facepalm before crouching in embarrassment.

How could she let the others know that the Witch of Destruction, the Terror of Kingdoms, the woman who transcended elemental magic, was happy to play the maid?

Ruined.

She half-sobbed while crouching down in a fetal position.

"Haha. Don't worry, I do not plan to say anything to anyone about what I saw."

"You … You promise?" Kali looked up in hope, as if Sol was a savior giving her a second chance.

"Don't worry. I promise."

"Great."

A few minutes later, after Kali had finally calmed down, she cleared her throat, feeling embarrassed about the ugly and shameful way she acted earlier.

" Sol, why did you call for me?"

Sol laughed at the way she tried to change the topic but did not call her out on it.

"If I say Mecha, what do you say?"

Kali immediately stood up straight and even saluted.

"Ready to march, my captain!” The way Kali's eyes twinkled as she looked at him made him feel like she had found the greatest treasure in the world.

Well. Now I am curious about what she’s going to do when she sees them.

In a way, this was going to be very entertaining. He could already imagine the incoming mayhem.

But his day was not finished, for he had another lunatic genius to visit and ask for her assistance.

It was time to talk with the Duchess Arachne Milaris once again.

The last time such a meeting happened was when he went for the official Ducal Visit, though one could also count the fact that he visited her about the presence of Pandora in her house.

As arrogant as it may sound, Arachne Milaris was one of the few women in the world who didn't have clear positive emotions toward him.

If he had to be honest, he didn't care one bit about this. But he needed to make sure that her emotions would not be a problem, despite her clear and absolute loyalty to Lustburg.

Let's go.

Hopefully, this was going to end well.
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Arachne, who was working on a painting, spoke as she felt Sol enter in her room. "While I understand that all the lands on this continent belong to Your Highness, I believe I have the right to my privacy."

She didn't know much about his power, but she knew that he could have been observing her for hours.

"Heh. Don't you find that hilarious when it comes from you?"

Arachne gave a bland smile as she stopped working on her painting and turned to face Sol.

Even now, watching him, she continued to be surprised about how much one could change in just a few weeks or months, depending on how long he spent in the astral realm.

She also remembered her conversation with Pandora, and how the prince had devoured her friend helplessly.

While she had complained about coercion, they both knew that no matter how powerful Sol was, he could not truly coerce a King-level being.

As for his accusation, she responded, "My skill is one of the security systems of Lustburg, and it has proven to be more than useful during the civil war."

Arachne was a Duke-class warrior who could share her sight with her creations. Thanks to her renown and skills, all nobles in the capital bought her pieces. This meant she could monitor any noble she wished. The only limit was her mental capacity, as projecting her mind simultaneously to many art pieces was impossible.

"Indeed, thanks to you, we learned of Gerald Highland’s treason."

Arachne observed Sol's expression before nodding to herself.

"It seems like you managed to walk out of the shadows of betrayal."

"Did you expect me to crumble and cry at the mention of how Gerald betrayed me?"

"You nearly did the first time. Though while you did not cry, you certainly crumbled a bit."

"Heh. That I cannot deny."

Learning that Gerald was a traitor had been painful and something Sol had tried to deny. Only his feeling of caution made him decide to continue doubting, and while Gerald became a triple agent in the end, this did not change the reality of his betrayal.

Even so, "I grew up."

Pain was part of the process. Be it physical or emotional. The pain he received from the betrayal did not erase the happiness from the years they had spent together during his childhood. Sol managed to separate those two and continue his life. He did not let one pitfall stop him from advancing and simply shrugged the pain away.

"It's indeed admirable." Arachne clapped, and while her tone was quite antagonistic, she was not lying about her feelings.

Anyone who could stand up stronger after being backstabbed by someone they trusted was worthy of respect.

It wasn't all, though.

Throughout the many meetings they’d had, Arachne had been able to glean more about Sol Luxuria. Where she had once only seen a spoiled prince who grew up in a golden cage, she was now able to see a respectable future king who would lead his kingdom to new heights.

"Well, as interesting as it is to discuss with you, I would like to know why the prince decided to grace my modest house with your presence."

Now that the time of niceties ended, Arachne wanted to know what brought Sol here. The two of them were in no way close enough for there to be such a visit.

Politically, the fact that out of the three Ducal houses, she was the most estranged from the king should have been very dangerous. But she didn't care. Either way, she was just waiting for her niece to grow old and strong enough to take the title. It would be her problem then.

At the very least, she knew Sol would not harm her family, and she simply had to do her duty. This situation allowed her to rest easily and focus on her passion – art and creating new masterpieces.

"I came up with a proposal which I believe will make you very happy."

Arachne raised an eyebrow at this. The confidence in his voice was making her curious. Not that she had ever seen him talk without confidence since he returned from the Aatral realm.

"I am a very picky woman."

"Trust me."

"Is that so?" She murmured and nodded. "Very well, what do you need my help with?"

"I need your talent to help create a world-changing era."

Since Theresa had brought something as nonsensical as Mecha into existence, Sol decided to start going all out. With the help of Kali and her knowledge, he wanted to bring forth all sorts of technology from his world.

Don't they all say that angels are super-advanced?

Sol didn't know how powerful the angels were, but he did know that a big difference between their two armies would lead to a massacre.

'It's time to continue the tradition, I guess.'

Each of his ancestors had made big or small changes to this world through their knowledge from another world. Some changes may be minor, but they were there and were one of the reasons why Lustburg was such a mismatch between the Middle Ages and the modern age, as well as a mix between numerous traditions.

But what about Sol?

Until now, he had simply been content with letting things go as is. There was no need to create a gun when people could move at the speed of lightning or sonic speed at minimum, right?

Wrong!

He had thought about it wrong.

No matter how powerful a Duke was, they could not survive a strike from a nuclear explosion. A bullet may not kill a Duke, but it sure as hell could kill many humans.

Then what if all the weapons from Earth were enhanced with runes, magic, and alchemy? How powerful would a nuclear bomb buff with Mana and so on explode?

He didn't know.

The unknown was scary.

But — it was also worth exploring.
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Arachne listened quietly as Sol explained his plan while telling her what he needed her to do.

“You need me for my ability to mass produce these Mecha.”

“Indeed.”

Arachne's power relied on art. But that art could gain something akin to sentience and be used to create even more art.

One could say that this was a very magical version of the AI Theresa was developing.

Of course, there were other reasons why he wanted her.

"While I doubt anyone in my army will be stupid enough to become a traitor, you never know what can happen."

As surprising as it may sound, in this world, there were rare cases of traitors during the war.

Sol could understand why. After all, each race was so different, and almost all the other countries outside of Lustburg were pretty xenophobic. There was simply no interest in switching sides. At least not when it came to war between countries.

But everything is possible.

The war this time wasn't just a simple skirmish. It was a war for conquest, and the goal was to occupy and control the lands of the other kingdoms.

"It seems like, despite what you said, Gerald’s betrayal has left a mark."

"Obviously. Once bitten, twice shy."

"But then…Why don't you doubt those close to you? Can you say without the slightest doubt that they won't betray you, as Gerald did?"

Arachne closed her mouth after those words spilled from her mouth. No matter what kind of discussion they were having, she knew that she had stepped beyond her permission.

She wouldn't be able to complain if Sol chose to take her words as a form of incitement. She sighed, knowing full well that she could face retaliation, but surprisingly, all Sol did was show her a boyish smile.

"I trust them with my life."

There was one reality to remember when forming a solid relationship – never trust anyone easily. Test them, observe them, and confirm you know everything you need to know to ensure they will not backstab you.

But once you give your trust, you must do so fully. A relationship filled with doubt was a relationship that would never work in the long run.

"I trust all of them and know they would be ready to die for me."

Arachne wanted to scoff, but knowing this was in no way an exaggeration made her a little speechless.

"I guess you do have good women."

"That I do." Sol smiled and nodded, "Well, I am still waiting for your answer. I said everything I needed to say, but you can think about it first."

"What is the deadline?"

"Tonight. We are in a race against time, and every minute is precious."

"Then you do not need to wait. I will accept."

Arachne was intrigued. There was no way she would not jump on such a ship.

"I’ve already participated in the creation of the golems, so there is no reason to stop here."

"Are you sure? I will need your full attention on this. Once this starts, you will not have much contact with the outside world for a while – will your family be alright without you?"

"Do not worry. My contracted partner will care for my family in my absence. and my successor should start getting her feet wet anyway."

Sol raised an eyebrow, "You must be quite confident in her."

Even Athena Highland could only participate in some of the discussions in the absence of Tyr. Most of the time, he would be the one to attend and make decisions.

"Tyr is a worrywart who cannot let his dear granddaughter fly on her own without babying her. I have no such compulsion."

Arachne did not particularly care about her successor. She was just a relative, one who showed the most skill and talent, as well as the potential to become a Duke-rank in her twenties or thirties.

For humans, becoming a Duke, even in your eighties, was proof of high talent, since more than 99% of people would never come close to that. Not everyone was a monster who saw Dukes as only a step towards more power.

Sol could see the indifference in Arachne's eyes and couldn't help but ask, even though he knew he was verstepping his ground.

"Do you plan never to marry?"

Arachne looked at him quietly before smiling. "I am happy as I am."

Sol could see it in her eyes and her expression. She was truly happy as she was.

"I have already felt the greatest love possible. No other man in the world managed to make me feel the same way, and none ever will."

Her words were steadfast. Her mind was serene. She knew many people looked at her with pity but in reality, she felt like they were the pitiful ones.

"You should understand this more than anyone. Sometimes love is just a transient feeling. But the love I feel is eternal. Until I draw my last breath, he will always be my muse."

She looked at the paintings all around her with warmth in her eyes. But Sol could see a level of madness that was no different from what Nefertiti, Skuld, or Milia felt for him.

"Even though he never reciprocated your feelings? Even though he would wish for you to forget him and turn the page?"

Arachne shook her head, "Do you think that if you were to die, your woman would settle down with someone else?"

Rather than answering, Arachne had turned his question around on him. In a way, this was perhaps the greatest answer.

Sol was speechless for a moment. In the end, he could only give a bitter smile. "I do not know."

He knew.

He was sure that if he died, most of his women would follow him into death, or never forget him, as Arachne did after Mars’ death.

It was scary to think about. After all, most of his women could potentially live for eternity. Just imagining them never forgetting him for eons made him feel sick. This was one of the reasons why Sol made so many plans lately and wished for even more power.

His life had ceased to be his own a long time ago.

"I am sorry. I asked questions I have no right to ask."

"Apology accepted. Let's just say the two of us stepped too far forward. I also apologize for my remarks about Gerald Highland."

"I am alright."

Silence fell and the two couldn't help but become a little awkward. They have never truly been friendly with each other and there were too many cracks for them to become close now.

Even then, there was one thing Arachne wanted to say.

"When we dined with Camelia, do you recall what I said to you before I departed?"

Sol had an exceptional memory, so it was no challenge for him. "You said that if I wished to be treated as an adult, I should step out from under the shadow Lilith, and that I was not even a fraction of the man my father was."

Arachne smiled, "For what it's worth, I would like to apologize for those words."

She reverently touched her painting, "No one will ever replace Mars in my heart. But I acted like an immature child and vented my resentment on you."

She closed her eyes, "Your Highness. You will never be Mars, but you never needed to be. I am certain that, after this war, the world will acknowledge one truth."

She chuckled softly, "You are not the Son of the Hero King. You are simply you – Sol Luxuria, the future King of Luxuria and a force that will forever reshape this world."

Her voice was steady, even as she voiced this reality.

Gradually, Mars would recede from collective memory, replaced by the image of Sol.

It's quite melancholic.

However, she would continue to remember him, so that at least one person in this world would keep him alive in their heart.

As for what would happen after she died…

Well, it wouldn't be her concern anymore, would it?


Chapter 6


Entering Salem



What happens when three Geniuses in different fields sit at the same table?

Pure mayhem.

Sitting in his dimension, Sol observed the meeting between the three women and wished he had some popcorn and a soda.
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At first, when Sol brought Kali and Arachne to the dungeon, Theresa welcomed them with a beaming smile before asking them to join her.

But the moment Sol left, things became far more complicated.

Theresa and Arachne were friends who had worked together for years and had supported each other during their years as heroes.

But this did not mean that they were perfectly in synch. It was because they knew each other that they felt more competitive.

Then there was Kali, who had been an enemy of Lustburg not long ago.

Kali and Arachne also had a strained relationship, as the witch had tried to recruit Arachne for the Wings of Freedom.

This made things very awkward for Kali. It didn't help that Theresa had killed one of her siblings, who was a cult follower of Ymir, and had helped fund some of the terrorist actions of the Wings.

No matter how short-term her membership had been, it was hard for Kali to erase this stigma.

Well…that's what she felt at first. But the moment she saw them —

"Mecha…"

Her breath became rough, her eyes glowed even redder than usual, and she could feel saliva flowing from the corner of her mouth.

"Hehehe…"

Theresa and Arachne took a few steps back at the sudden display, wincing at the witch’s creepy laugh.

"Excuse me, Witch of Destruction?"

"Heh…Oh? Sorry, sorry. My bad."

Kali immediately wiped the saliva off of her chin and looked at Theresa, eyes shining like a starved wolf finding food.

"My new best friend. I believe it's time to work."

Theresa had no time to ask when they had become friends as Kali pulled her forward.

Looking at all of this, Sol chuckled and began walking away. He was sure that things would be alright.

Though, I should ask Freya to seal the whole zone just to be sure.

The seal wouldn't stop people from reaching this place; rather, it would protect anyone unlucky enough to come too close.
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Back in Lustburg, Clara adjusted her glasses as she sat in her office. She was exhausted and hadn't seen the sun in a few days, but it was all worth it.

The war effort was progressing, and while the dwarves had increased the price of imported goods, it was still in reasonable.

For death merchants, war was the best time to make some quick money.

I need to organize the mercenaries.

Any mercenaries who volunteered had been pulled aside from the country’s soldiers. After all, unlike the trained soldiers, their loyalty was only for money. The moment the war began to lean in favor of the Wolf King, they would immediately jump ship.

They’re leeches who are only good to be used as cannon fodder.

She snorted and nearly crumpled the documents, but she took a deep breath and calmed down. Things were what they were, so she didn't need to focus on that too much.

"What is bothering our dear Clara?"

Clara stood up and bowed, not surprised at Sol's sudden appearance.

"Your Highness."

Sol smiled at her greeting before taking her place at the desk while she stood behind the chair. He didn't bother telling her to stop addressing him so respectfully, as he had tried many times before, and the answer had always been the same.

"So, what interesting things have happened in my absence?"

"Nothing much. We are preparing the supply lines. The merchants have already started increasing their prices."

"Hum…As long as it's still manageable, there is no problem. But make them understand that we are not their golden goose. If they go too far, there will be retaliation."

He tapped his finger on the table, "Also warn them against increasing the price for the commoners."

Sol understood that merchants would seek profits in any way they could. Trying to stop them from doing so was impossible and would simply create a backslash. Of course, this wouldn't be a problem if he raided them – and he still could. But Sol wanted to play the gentle game for now.

He would only show his fangs if they went past the limits.

"Very well. Now, why don't we talk about the elves?"

Clara gulped a little before bowing her head and kneeling before him. "I am listening."

"I want to know everything, and I want you to tell me the truth. Were you sent as a spy by the elves? How much information have you shared with them?"

Even though Sol was still smiling at her, Clara could feel a chill go down her spine. But her expression did not break, for she had nothing with which to reproach herself.

"I will write a complete version of all the information I have about Southern Pride." Her voice was calm, "I am not a spy; my only objective was to observe you and give my opinion on your personality."

Sol raised an eyebrow. He had expected many things — but an assessment of his personality?

"That's all?"

"Yes. The Queen has never been interested in Lustburg, just in you. I was not told why."

"I see."

"As for how much information I’ve shared? Outside of telling them you were a wonderful ruler, I never shared any other information."

Sol looked down at Clara and observed her through the Eye of Akasha.

He did not doubt her words. The number of threads connecting her to him was enough proof of her loyalty to him. Clara had never had any ill intent towards him, and her loyalty was at the highest level, just below that of his women.

However, he had to show her that her lord was not a fool who couldn’t see through her duplicity. This was the only way to maintain her awe and respect towards him. People had the bad habit of looking down on those they had managed to fool once.

Sol tapped his finger on the desk. "I believe you."

"Your Highness." Clara gave a small, relieved sigh.

"Do you know why I kept you at my side, despite knowing that you might potentially be a spy?"

Clara shook her head.

"It's because I am sure that, no matter what you did, I could handle it."

He smiled at her, "Rise."

Clara nodded and stood up. Though her expression was calm, she could feel cold sweat on her back. She did not doubt that Sol would eliminate her if he suspected her loyalty even in the slightest.

Ah– Your Highness.

The way he had just treated her was so cool!

Clara bit her lip to keep her expression from growing slack. She felt like her heart had reached a point where it might explode out of her chest. Her pulse was racing, and she could feel her cheeks redden.

Perhaps I should have acted a little more suspiciously.

She wondered if Sol would have roughed her up a little bit more or brought her in a dungeon for some special kind of interrogation like in the books she read.

"Heheh…"

Sol looked bewildered as he gazed at Clara.

Despite her efforts to maintain a composed expression, she had failed.

Perhaps I should change advisors?

He chuckled and ignored the perverted elf, who was now deep in her delusions, and instead focused on work.

Soon, it would be time to meet the witches in Salem. It was also time to contact Nefertiti in Souther Pride.

Only a few weeks have passed. Logically, Nefertiti shouldn't have been able to accomplish much.

But this was Nefertiti he was talking about.

I am sure I will be agreeably surprised.

He was starting to miss his loyal woman.

"Clara."

She jolted back to reality. "Ah! Yes!"

"Firstly, wipe the saliva from the corner of your mouth."

"Your Highness, I apologize!"

"I don't mind. Secondly, I want you to send an official letter to Southern Pride. Tell them I wish to visit them, but it must be done in secret."

Clara's eyes twinkled. She didn't know what plan Sol had for her country, but she was confident in his success.

This visit was going to be very interesting.
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Noon was approaching. Above the city, someone was flying at high speed toward the peak of the sky. Once he reached a certain altitude, he stopped and simply started to float.

As he drifted high in the sky, the ground below took on an entirely different dimension. Looking down upon the world from this elevated position, one could feel an extraordinary sense of detachment, as if becoming a part of the heavens themselves.

The landscape stretched like a magnificent tapestry, painted with rich hues and intricate details. It gave him a feeling of serenity as he observed the world from his position of solitude.

From this vantage point, the ground appeared like a vast mosaic, with patches of forests, fields, and cities forming distinct patterns. Rivers and streams flowed like sinuous veins, connecting different regions and breathing life into the terrain. The earth's curvature became evident, reminding him of the planet's spherical nature and its floating presence above its surface.

He could trace the movements of animals and vehicles, appearing like specks of life moving purposefully across nature's canvas. People, reduced to mere dots, were going about their daily lives, seemingly engrossed in their individual stories and pursuits.

Like fluffy islands, clouds drifted lazily beneath him, casting ever-shifting shadows on the ground. The interplay of light and shade created constantly changing scenery, making the landscape appear almost magical and otherworldly.

Feeling weightless and free, Sol couldn’t help but be captivated by the scene's grandeur. It was a moment of introspection and connection with the world on a level he'd never before experienced.

When his stress levels were too high, and he started to feel overwhelmed, he would simply come into this place and breathe. The perspective allowed him to reassess how small everything in the world was.

“From up here, everyone looks like an ant.”

It was a somewhat authoritative way of speaking, but there was nothing much to say. That was the simple truth.

When you were right in the middle of a situation, everything seemed incredibly large and challenging. But from this position, Sol realized that everything happening, even the coming war, was nothing special. It was just one more war, amongst many others.

He wouldn’t be the first king, nor would he be the last.

Sol’s blue eyes glittered, shining with a calm blue light, as if they reflected the sky and contained its vast expanse. He took a deep breath, his lungs filling with pure air, as he used his core to absorb the mana within him, causing the very world to shake in his presence.

Huff~

After holding his breath for a few minutes, he released it all. With it, he could feel the stress that had been building up slowly leaving him. His mind now felt serene and rested.

Sol always felt had to show the face of an impassive ruler who knew precisely what he was doing. This face of confidence was necessary for people to believe in him and follow him without hesitation.

He could not show weakness.

He could not show carelessness.

He was becoming a king. A king had to be strong. A king had a duty to display a perfect front to his subjects, even if he himself was imperfect.

A king had to be wise.

A king had to be strong.

Haha. I would never have thought that I would feel such a sense of responsibility.

It was heavy.

Although Sol saw himself as someone who was innately selfish, all his actions could and would affect the lives of millions of people; he couldn’t help but wonder if what he was doing was right.

Was he going in the right direction? Was he doing well enough? Could he do better?

He bit his lips in frustration. His anxiety was tiring.

But he couldn’t whine. After all, no one had forced him to become a future king. He was the one who decided on this course. That was why he had come here in the first place.

He took another deep breath.

I am doing well. I am doing the right things. I will become a great king, and everything will be alright.

Sometimes, people seemed to forget.

He was just a a young man, only 18 years old.

His life in the other world was getting so blurry in his mind that he sometimes forgot he was a reincarnate.

Everything felt heavy; sometimes, he wished he could just dump it all and go back to the days when his biggest problem was getting beaten up by Setsuna during their training.

Laughing, Sol drifted quietly in the air for a few more moments before breathing deeply once again. His anxiety and hesitation had vanished from his features, replaced by a confident and somewhat cocky smile.

Once again, he looked like everything was under his control and nothing could go wrong.

“Sol, what are you doing up here?”

Turning around, Sol smiled at the black-haired woman, who had appeared via teleportation.

“Hello, Ambrosia. I was just observing the vastness of my kingdom. Don’t you think it’s quite magnificent? Though, I suppose I have the witches to thank for that.”

Ambrosia chuckled at Sol’s brazen words. Like him, she looked down on the world.

Below was the country her daughters had fought for one thousand years ago. It was also the place that chased them away when they were no longer needed.

“If you could have seen this kingdom one thousand years ago, you would be awed.”

“Is that so?” Sol chuckled as he opened his arms as if embracing the world.

“I guess I’ll have to surpass the scale of yesteryear and usher in a new golden era, but this time, with all humans fighting together.”

Ambrosia closed her mouth as she observed Sol. “My daughters have been betrayed once already.”

“I am not Jupiter.”

“I know, and this is why I am willing to try your plan. Otherwise, no matter how enticing your gift, I would not have given a glance.” Ambrosia was serious.

“I have not been the best mother to my children. I always practiced a hands-off approach; you are the one who woke me up from my hubris.”

“I simply said I had observed you and your behavior. You understood all that in your heart already – you simply needed a small push.”

“Sometimes that small push makes all the difference.”

“Heh…”

Silence fell again. This time, Ambrosia was the one to break it.

“The council accepted the formation of a new alliance with Lustburg.”

Even though Sol knew this would be the case, he couldn’t help but smile at this news.

“That’s the best news I’ve had in days.”

“Your reaction is quite tame. I’m surprised - I had hoped you would be happier.”

He shrugged, his eyes taking on a deep look as he gazed back at the world. “My dear mother-in-law, I think you are making a mistake or misunderstanding something.”

“Oh?”

“I will repeat myself. I do not need the witches.”

His voice was calm. “I have the absolute and utmost confidence that I will be able to conquer the world with or without them. I am happy that witches and humans can walk once again together. Nothing more.”

The smile he gave was the most boyish one Ambrosia had ever seen.

Inwardly, she could only shake her head. She could understand why her daughters had become interested in this boy one after another.

It was like cheating, in a way.
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Ambrosia and Sol floated in the air, hundreds of meters above the ground. From their perspective, everything looked tiny; as leaders of their respective organizations, they had the right to look down upon the world.

But right now, Ambrosia was not interested in the world below. All she wanted was to know Sol better as a person and to understand him. After all, she was leaving the future of her children to him.

"So you do not simply see us as having potential in battle but are also happy to work with us?"

"Yep. I mean. I’m not a saint. While I am happy that witches and humans can walk hand-in-hand again, I am happy that Medea will be free from her guilt."

It was Medea who, one thousand years ago, had become enamored with Jupiter, who had eventually betrayed and imprisoned her. This is what had caused the eventual schism between humanity and the witches.

This was also one of the reasons why Medea never left the Tower of Babel, even though nothing stopped her from doing so. How could she appreciate and choose freedom when she was the cause of the lack of freedom of her fellow witches?

More than anything — Medea was ashamed and guilt-ridden. The fact that her naivety had brought so much pain to her race was not something she could accept.

"I love Medea. Her happiness is my happiness, and her sadness is mine, too."

His cheeks were a bit red. This kind of declaration was still slightly embarrassing, even for someone as outspoken as Sol. But this clarified that his feelings for Medea were genuine.

" And yet,” murmured Ambrosia, “you do not have only her in your heart."

"That is so."

He had a harem. It was rather complicated to think about. Realistically speaking, Sol's actions were extremely unfair to his lovers, and he understood that.

"I am greedy and selfish. I want all of them to be mine and I will never let them go." Sol did not try to defend his hypocrisy.

“This was why I need to make them even happier than they are now."

"You do know that this is nothing but sophistry, right?"

"It is indeed sophistry. But will it matter when I make it a reality? A world where all those I love are happy? I will create such a world."

Sol had great ambition. But his ambitions were not about power. He did not crave power for the sake of power. Power, like money, was nothing more than a means to an end, not the end itself.

In the same way, conquering the world and ruling the mortal realm was a step towards the happiness and security he wished to obtain. His goals were to become so strong that no one would dare to mess with him, and to have so much influence that he could make any wish come true.

"You are truly a selfish prince." Though Ambrosia said this, there were no bad feelings in her words.

Whether Jupiter then or Sol now, the two of them had the ambition of putting the world under their control. But the ultimate goals of those two couldn't be any more different.

I hope you will keep your candid heart until the end.

She knew very well how ambition could distort even the brightest heart. Her friend Echidna was proof of this reality.

The discussion had become a little too heavy, so Ambrosia decided to ask something else. “You know, now that I think about this — why do you love Medea?”

“That’s a rather random question.”

“I suppose it is. But I am curious. We’ve never had this kind of discussion.”

“Well, we’ve never had much of a discussion before.”

He scratched his head, thinking hard about it. Why did he love Medea?

In the end, he could not come up with a clear answer.

“I don’t know when or exactly why I fell in love with her.” He gave a gentle smile. “I guess you could say it was an accumulation of little things over the years. Then bam, one day I looked at her and realized that – I love this woman.”

Her answering smile made him happy, and her tears gave him a heart-wrenching pain. Even his love could be said to be selfish in a way.

“I see.” Ambrosia smiled again. “I am glad that my daughter met someone like you.”

“And I am happy I had the luck of meeting someone like Medea.”

“Heh…”

“Now it’s my turn to ask something.”

“Oh? Go on?” Ambrosia was curious about what kind of question Sol could have for her.

“Do you not mind flying around with a robe? Isn’t it a little breezy?”

In the end, Sol couldn't help but cough a little. His question was very inappropriate, now that he thought about it; even more so when it was asked of his mother-in-law.

Ambrosia’s eyes opened wide as if her brain was trying to process the question Sol had just asked her. Then…

“Pfft! Haha!”

She exploded in laughter, “This is…You are the third person who has ever asked me this.”

When she finally stopped laughing and wiped a tear away, she spoke with joy in her tone.

“And the first two were ?”

“Anubis and Kali.”

“Yeah…It’s surprisingly not surprising.”

Few people could be as brazen as a Reincartanor. Even more so since this was a question any Otaku must have asked himself at least once in his life while watching sexy women fly and jump in nothing but a skirt or robe.

“Right. Hehe.”

She shook her head, “As for me flying in a skirt, or any of the witches for that matter, we all use a special spell on our robe. So unless a witch wishes to flash you, you will see nothing.”

Ambrosia answered the one question Sol had wanted to ask but didn't dare to.

“Ohhhh…”

“Hehe. Any more questions?”

“For now? None.”

“Very well. I guess it’s time for us to go.”

Ambrosia was in a great mood. This short discussion did not have many serious parts. But this was why she was sure that even if she weren’t making the best decisions, Sol would always be someone on whom they could count.

The sadness of the past, the betrayals, and the hiding – these would not happen again. Not this time.

Her smile stretched further as her hand seemingly entered a void in the space.

Wooohh!

Ripples appeared in the air around them, and Sol could feel a suffocating pressure, as if space was protesting and trying to return to its original form.

“Open sesame.”

Boom!

The ripples moved out, and space ripped open, revealing a door that appeared in front of them.

The door was majestic. An image of a snake eating its tail could be seen on it. It reminded him of the door to Medea’s world, before that world was destroyed during his fight against Lilith.

“Was Kali the one who thought of this password?”

“Indeed.”

“I thought so.”

Ambrosia laughed again as she pushed the door open wide, leading to complete darkness on the other side.

“Sol Dragona Luxuria, I hereby invite you into our sanctuary. I hope you will respect our rules and traditions. Are you willing to follow me?”

“I am.”

“Then let’s go.” Taking Sol's hand in hers, Ambrosia took confident steps and finally entered the darkness.
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For a moment, a feeling of vertigo overcame him. He had the impression that he was falling from a very high place and that all directions were wrong. Darkness prevailed, and his senses were confused. This was the best moment for an ambush.

However, Sol did not go into a fighting position. If she had wished to kill him, Ambrosia could have done so without all these preparations.

Finally, they arrived at their destination. Sol could only open his mouth wide at the sight that spread over the horizon.

Ambrosia chuckled as she opened her arms wide, “Welcome to Salem! The City and Refuge of Witches.”


Chapter 7


Salem



This world was beautiful.

It was straight out of a fairy tale, giving him a mixed vibe between fantasy and steampunk with a slice of the Victorian era.

The city was beautiful. The air was vibrant. But the buildings gave a feeling of disjointed rules and chaos.

Here, no thoughts were given on how the city should expand in the future. The roads were not thought out in advance and the buildings had nearly no similarity in style. It gave him a weird feeling, like each building was imposing its presence on the city rather than existing together.

Salem was also large – extremely so. It was as big as the capital of Lustburg, which was home to millions of people.

“So, what does it feel like to be the first man to enter this place?”

Sol took a deep breath at Ambrosia’s words. While this place was not the astral realm, he could feel that the concentration in mana here was nearly equal. For him, having been restricted by the scarce mana in the mortal world, he felt like a whale who had been limited to an aquarium was suddenly being allowed to return to the ocean.

It was freeing, liberating even.

“Both full and empty.”

Sol examined the infrastructure with a critical eye, to which Ambrosia nodded with a chuckle.

“The city is too big. Many accommodations that are common in a normal city would be useless here. At the same time, we are much fewer in number.”

Her eyes showed a certain sadness. "This city is both a dream and a nightmare for us. It constantly reminds us how few we are and how our numbers are barely growing. Because of this, the witches have tried to compensate by creating bigger and bigger buildings.”

Watching this place hurt her heart.

The witches were the result of her selfish desire not to be alone, to create a family of her own, and also to grow stronger and reach greater heights; to do this, she cursed thousands of young women through the years.

Many of them died. Whether it was because they had reached their powers' limits or fought outside of their refuge, they continued to perish.

Ambrosia was surprised as she saw Sol grinning at her.

“You have a rather gloomy face, but I do not think the witches resent you. Even though you gave them a poisoned apple, it is one they bit into, knowing full well what they were signing for.”

He waved his hands, “Also, now that I have worked out the problem of energy absorption, I will work on the one concerning procreation. Then there will be no disadvantages in becoming a witch, right?”

He spread his arms wide, “Think about it! Imagine this place bustling with women of all ages, coming and going while studying magic, then deciding whether or not they wish to become witches in the first place. In the future, becoming one of you will not be a choice made out of despair but one made with pride and joy! Don’t you think it will be a sight worth seeing?”

Ambrosia was bemused for a moment before she ended up smiling alongside Sol, with none of the earlier gloom present.

“We haven’t even signed the alliance yet, and you are already making plans for my city.”

“Heh. I believe that knowledge should be shared. Even with their magic, the witches are perhaps the greatest scientists in this world.”

Sol had a big dream. He could already imagine a new generation of children from Lustburg, both boys and girls, entering Salem as students and growing, learning, and becoming true scientists with the knowledge and discipline necessary.

That would be glorious — or it might bring about the end of the world. He would have to be careful about this.

Sol flew with Ambrosia as they approached the center of the city.

On the way, Ambrosia explained to him the organization of the witches and how they ensured that everything worked out despite each witch's clear individuality and independence.

Salem had four great organizations. First were the Hunters, also known as the Executioners, whose job was to eliminate all witches who had gone astray from their destined paths. They were under the direct control of Kali, the Witch of Destruction.

Next were the Judges, whose role was to judge criminal or civil cases. They also decided if a witch had sinned enough to be on the Hunting list. Persephone, the Witch of Life, controlled this department.

The Finance Department had complete power over the council's funds and decided how to attribute them to witches who needed them for their projects. Those funds were given to poor but promising witches and could be taken away if those witches showed no results. Freya, the Witch of Space, controlled this department.

Finally, the Council of Wise Women, also known as the Council of Walpurgisnacht, established the rules and regulations and managed the everyday lives of the witches. Medea, the Witch of Time, oversaw this council.

“I see you made sure to fully control every important aspect of society.”

Ambrosia nodded. She was generous and loved all the witches, but she acknowledged that her level of closeness with them could never be the same.

“The council was Persephone’s idea. She said that if the witches could not control their destinies, it would only breed resentment.”

Thus, the Council of Wise Women was created. To assure fairness, all council members always had to hide their features when performing their official duties, and they could not divulge their identities during their terms. The only ones who knew their identities were the Witches of the Four Directions and Ambrosia.

Any witch who specialized in prediction and analysis-type magic or had a talent in administration could be chosen by Ambrosia to join the council for a term of fifty years. Though there were no limits to the number of times a witch could be chosen for the council, a witch could never hold a position for two consecutive terms; after one term, she would have to wait one hundred and fifty years before being eligible again for the role.

“While not all witches will get to have a taste of holding the reins of power, more than enough will, and this allows all the witches to accept our rules more readily.”

There was also the fact that, for all the power they possessed, Ambrosia and the Four Directions Witches never really acted like they were above all the others — even though they were.

“In the past, Medea was extremely respected and had absolute power over the council. But now…” She grimaced a little, and Sol could only shake his head.

After what happened between her and Jupiter, and her choice to hide in the Tower for a thousand years, there was no way she could wield the same level of influence as she had in the past.

“We are here.”

They landed, and Sol observed the area with interest.

“Why does everyone have a statute?”

In the center of the Salem stood the Cathedral of Wisdom, taller and prouder than any of the surrounding buildings. Facing it was a large plaza featuring a sculpture of a woman. She wore a witch’s hat that was tilted to hide her features. A giant snake coiled around her, and she held a book in her right hand. This was obviously a depiction of Ambrosia.

The real Ambrosia standing next to him coughed a little to hide her embarrassment. “I am not the one who commissioned this.” She said in self-defense.

Sol laughed before focusing on a group of ten black-clad witches who emerged from a tall cathedral tower, processed forward, and stopped in front of him.

He had the feeling that he was facing a dark Inquisition-like cult. But the fact that they were all midgets made this particularly funny.

One of the witches approached and placed her hands together before bowing her head.

“Welcome to our city. We are honored to receive the Dragon Emperor.”

Dragon Emperor rather than Prince of Lustburg, huh?

Sol grinned, amused by the cute antics of the witches.

This is going to be fun.

In an official setting, using names and titles was extremely important. They determined how you were treated and who would officially receive you. The title also showed the relationship of power between the two groups.

Sol was visiting Salem, not as a hybrid dragon or the grandson of Tiamat, but as Sol Luxuria, the Crown Prince and future King of Lustburg.

However, the witches chose to greet him as "the Dragon Emperor," which not only was an unofficial nickname that he did not have shoulders large enough to bear but also was not an essential title in this matter.

Are they insinuating that Crown Prince Sol Luxuria is beneath them? Or that the only reason they’ve agreed to meet with me is because of my lineage?

Either way, it was cute. Why would the hostility of someone so much weaker than himself stir anything but compassion and pity in his heart?

“I am Sol Dragona Luxuria, son of Mars Luxuria and Blaze Dragona. I come to this place as the representative and highest leader of Lustburg. To whom I am speaking?”

He watched them squirm; the way he had gnored them had been not in their plan. They must have thought that he would correct them or get angry..

“Tradition states that we must keep our identities a secret as council members. Therefore, you may call me Number One or Zero One. The choice is yours.”

“Very well, Miss Number One. I have come for official negotiations and discussions with the Council of Wise Women. But I must ask: is that how Salem receives guests?”

The air became frigid; however, Sol smiled while slowly pressuring them, not just with mana but with the weight of his existence.

There were many things Sol could do now. He could continue to press them and completely humiliate them, showing them who was the boss.

But — he was so tired.

Did he need to show off to people who did not want him? Why?

"I am disappointed."

The aura around Sol vanished as if he had suddenly lost interest.

"I have come to this place in good faith, even though you are the ones who need my help. It seems like this has created a misunderstanding about the situation at hand. So let me tell you what I’ve already said many times to Ambrosia."

Sol swept his hair while looking coldly at the witch, "I do not need you. The witches are not essential in my plans. Whether you choose to fight for me or not will not change anything."

He had been trying to meet the witches at their level, all because he loved Medea and did not wish to make it hard for her race. So he was quite disappointed that they were still trying to play one-upmanship instead of thanking him with tears of joy, even when he came to their territory when they should have come begging to him.

This showed once again that the lower you showed yourself to be, the more people would try to step on you.

Sol knew very well — the negotiations had already begun, and he did not plan to lose out. Since they wanted to play, he would play all the way.

"I am done playing nice." He snorted and turned around before starting to walk away.

3…2…1.

"Wait, your Highness!"

Bingo.

Keeping the grin out of his face, Sol stopped walking. He could see Ambrosia observing from the corner of his eye; however, it seemed the witches could not see her.

Ignoring her, Sol asked, "Anything more to say?"

Number One bowed deeply. "I apologize for my rudeness. I should have been more respectful."

"Hum…"

Sol looked down at the bowing witch. He could see other witches were slowly emerging from their towers to take a look. After all, the news about a man entering Salem was a rumor that traveled faster than light.

"I believe we should discuss further in a more private place where no one can disturb us."

Sol agreed – The council’s leader’s pettiness shouldn’t be displayed to the populace. He did not want to make the witches doubt their ruling system.

Number One seemed relieved about his answer and showed him the way.

"It would be our honor. If you agree, we want you to observe and spend a day in our beautiful city before we begin the final discussion."

"Is that so?"

"It is. We will bring you to The Witch of Time’s accommodations. Though she has been absent for a long time, we have kept it clean and ready for when she should."

Sol nodded and began to follow while waving at the observing witches from afar.

His smile for them was genuine, as those women had nothing to do with the current situation. He had to admit, though, that he felt like he was being watched by a bunch of high school girls rather than a group of Duke-ranked witches who had lived for decades if not centuries.

He now understood why they were called the ‘eternal lilies,’ and that this place was like a beautiful garden always in spring.

However, how they looked at him with thirsty gazes pretty quickly destroyed that belief.

Apparently, the news about what he could bring them had leaked out. The only reason that they weren't pouncing on him was due to their great restraint.

He laughed lightly, causing the council leader to look behind her.

"Is anything the matter, your Highness?"

"No. Let's proceed." His smile disappeared, and they continued. At least, this was how it looked from the outside.

Sol whispered to her closely, “I don't know why you are trying to antagonize me. I don't want to know either, because I don't care. Just — do not piss me off.”

He had passed the level where he let other people use him as a chess piece in their plans without being able to do anything against it.

Now, he had enough strength to destroy the board and would not hesitate if he judged it necessary.

“I do not understand what you mean.” Number Zero whispered back.

“Do as you wish. Only know that you have been warned.”

After those words, there was no more discussion until they finally reached Medea's place.
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After leaving Sol at Medea’s house, the president of the Council of Wise Women walked deep in thought. Known as Number Zero on the council, but her true name was La Befana.

“What did you think?”

A few of the cloaked witches were walking with her. As they passed, other witches would part for them while bowing or giving nods of appreciation. After all, the council kept order in Salem.

“He is steady.”

“He has a powerful aura around him.”

“I can’t judge fully, but he seems smart and composed despite his age. I was expecting more arrogance from a dragon prince.”

Befana nodded, a smile forming on her face, even though it was unseen under her cloak.

“I suppose with my earlier stunt, I will be seen as the bad guy. But it doesn’t matter. I am glad I tested him, and that his answer was appropriate without being excessive. Observe him for a few more days before we make our decision.”

Salem's time was slowly synchronizing with the mortal realm, but they were still around three times faster.

“Is it necessary to vet him? We might anger him and lose the deal. Plus, he has permission from Mother.”

“Mother doesn’t care about politics, nor does she meddle in our affairs. That was true one thousand years ago; why would it change now?” La Befana scoffed. She had always been dissatisfied with Ambrosia’s care of the witches.

As a student of Persephone, La Befana was a second-generation witch and one of those who had participated in the council the most.

She was not truly angry; she understood that Ambrosia was not that kind of caretaker. La Befana was simply disappointed. This was why she needed to make sure not to make the mistakes of the past.

“My dream has always been to rid ourselves of the curse. I, more than anyone else, am happy that an answer has presented itself. But nothing is ever free in this world.”

“The prince does not look like he will become a second Jupiter.” One of the other witchers murmured.

“I doubt he will. Jupiter was a man who let power go to his head and acted stupidly. Sol Luxuria already has more power than we can imagine, so I am almost certain he will not cause a problem.”

“So…”

“‘Almost certain’ is not enough to leave the destiny of our race in the hands of one man. No matter their race, the more Blessed use their powers, the faster they die – they use up all their Fate and Luck. The prince could die tomorrow, for all we know. Then, what about his future children? Would they have the ability to create those rings?”

La Befana shook her head, “I know I am being headstrong, but leaving our ability to thrive to one person is too dangerous. During the negotiations, we need to know how those rings are produced.”

La Befana was a Witch of Life like her teacher, Persephone; this was why she knew more about the curse than anyone else in Salem.

“But we wouldn’t have a solution without him, right? Despite all of our research, we have never managed to make a breakthrough.” Another witch pointed out.

“True.” La Befana nodded. “He is our potential benefactor. I wish I didn’t have to play the bad guy in this situation, but I must. I will accept any punishment later on.”
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While Befana explained her plan to her companions, Sol walked slowly beside them in his dimension, listening in. Beside him was Ambrosia, who could only smile bitterly.

Sol observed, “It seems like years of neglect have made it so they don’t trust your words anymore.”

There was nothing Ambrosia could say to this. She simply lowered her head, too ashamed to even look at her daughters.

“All I wanted was best for them.” She murmured sadly.

“I do not doubt that. But they say the road to hell is paved with good intentions.”

The intention of Ambrosia didn’t matter much; what mattered was how she acted and how her children interpreted those actions. Clearly, the way she had acted made them lose hope.

“Sigh~ So, what will you do?”

“Me? Nothing. We will soon begin fighting against Wratharis. I believe that sooner or later, the Wolf King will lose his restraint. All he is waiting for is the snow to fall heavily.”

He shrugged, “Wratharis is not worthy of the witches’ direct intervening. I believe keeping the witches away until we go to war with the angels is the wise thing to do. The angels and the chimera are the only unknown factors in my future conquest.”

Sol did not consider that conquering Wrartharis would be much a challenge. He was just slightly exaggerating his preparations to make sure no unknown factor would fuck it up. That’s what happened when they had initially faced the Wings of Freedom. Many unexpected things could end up destroying a carefully-crafted plan.

“As for this woman? I like her. After all, she is not wrong.”

He could see that La Befana was not acting out of spite or arrogance. She was worried for her city and her people, and concerned about how their future negotiations might give him too much power over them. From the perspective of a country, here was never anything good about being dependent on another power.

“So, I will be kind during the negotiations. Don’t worry.”

Ambrosia chuckled awkwardly. She was worried he would do the opposite of what he was saying.

[image: ]


After his discussion with Ambrosia, Sol decided to explore the city of Salem. The city took a great deal of inspiration from a European-style city during the Industrial Revolution. With how the streets were designed, he felt like he was strolling through London.

The roads were relatively quiet, which was understandable. Salem was an enormous place – there was no way to fill all of it with the witches’ current population.

Still, this place is gorgeous.

Sol walked out of this dimension into the open world.

“Oh my… A man?”

Stopping, he looked to the side, where a young girl opened a shop window. Looking at the design, it seemed like a coffee shop or cafe.

“Are you open?” He asked.

“Ah? Huh…” The young woman seemed completely bewildered upon seeing him, and he could understand why. While many witches left Salem to explore the astral realm, others seemed content to stay here, working or taking care of the city.

The girl looked even younger than most of the witches he had observed. As such, she should be relatively weak. He could not even feel the aura of a Duke coming from her.

“My name is Sol Luxuria.”

“Luxuria?” Her bewildered expression froze before it slowly crumpled.

Bang!

Sol looked on impassively as the window was slammed in his face. He could feel the witch crouching on the other side with a teary-eyed expression, her whole body shivering in fright.

This only made him sigh as he contemplated the shop.

Becoming a witch meant receiving an eternal curse. Those who choose that path do so because they had no other options. Few were like Persephone, who had done it out of boredom.

Witches were generally hated in the mortal world. Lustburg rejected witches because of their distorted history, making them view witches in a bad light. Other countries hated the witches because they had helped the weak and struggling country of Lustburg become a powerhouse.

All of this was because of one person: Jupiter Luxuria.

All the members of the Luxuria family had flourished because of the sacrifice and pain of the witches. No king or queen of Lustburg had ever acknowledged those sacrifices and had repaid the witches with hatred and death.

Seems like many witches don’t like me.

He smiled and knocked on the door gently, “May I enter?’

At first, no sound reached him. But it didn’t take long for the door to open slowly, showing the young girl gazing at him with fear and hostility in her eyes.

“What do you want?”

“What could I want outside of drinking and sharing time with like-minded people?”

The young girl sniffed dismissively, “We don’t want your kind here.”

She said so with pride before grimacing quietly. Her eyes darkened even further, and she looked down in shame and embarrassment. It seemed like the sentence she used had been thrown in her face many times.

“I…I apologize. My words were too much. But please leave.”

She was about to close the door, but Sol stopped it with his foot.

“I am awfully thirsty. I would also like to talk with you if it doesn’t bother you?”

He pushed the door open and entered the shop, knowing it bothered her quite a bit.

He looked around at the interior of the coffee shop. A few witches were seated at tables or mingling by the counter; the moment Sol entered, silence fell.

Anyone else would have been petrified, as more than twenty pairs of eyes fixed on him, showing everything from curiosity to anxiety to outright hatred and disgust. The range of emotions was wide, cementing his decision that this was the best place to better understand the situation in Salem.

“Hello, ladies!” He gave his most charming smile and saluted them politely. “I am Sol Dragona Luxuria. Happy to meet all of you.”

Then, ignoring all the surprised, confusing, and even flabbergasted expressions, he finally took a seat at the nearest table.

It felt weird, like a monkey in a circus being observed. But Sol was used to far greater breaches of privacy. After all, not many men could boast of having given a sex show to all manner of powerful beings, from Duke-ranked to literal Goddesses.

Privacy did not even exist in Sol's dictionary, so he simply sat, unbothered, as if nothing could disturb him — not even the growing hostility he could sense from some of the witches.

In the end, a timid-looking woman approached him quietly, “Hum…Would you like to place an order?”

“Oh? Thanks. May I know what is being served? This is my first time here, you see.”

The woman, who was probably far older than him, gave him a speechless look. Her eyes seemed to scream, ‘Obviously, it’s your first time here!’

But still, she remained polite. “We mostly drink from a special region of the Aatral realm. Ingredients and drinks from the mortal realm quite hard to…”

She spoke quickly at first, most likely out of habit, but slowed down a little as her second sentence came out, as if she remembered to whom she was talking.

“Ah…”

Sol simply shook her head. “You do not have to mince your words. Salem has long been without some resources. Would you like to tell me more?”

The woman held back at first, but she soon lost her reticence. He wasn’t sure if this was because of the gentle smile on his face, his appearance, or simply because she was extroverted by nature.

Sol listened attentively, always smiling, talking to her softly, and ensuring she knew he was listening, giving her a look here and here while sometimes asking an insightful question.

It didn’t take long for three, five, and then ten witches to surround him. While they were the ones talking, there was no doubt it was Sol who was at the center of everything.

Sigh~I must have been a gigolo in another life.

Sol chuckled at his joke while mentally organizing the information he obtained from the innocent conversation with the enthusiastic woman.

The witches’ lives could not called bad – far from it, in fact.

While some witches loved adventuring, many others liked staying in Salem. They had managed to create a working society with a system and rules that most of them followed.

However, if there was one thing they all had in common, it was a certain feeling of bitterness toward Lustburg. For some, this feeling was more akin to hatred.

“My village suffered a drought and there was no food. I was nearly burned at the stake, as the villagers thought it was my fault.”

This was a common story. Although each witch’s details were different, at the heart of it, they were nearly all the same: being shunned, hated, feared, and rejected by all those around them.

Some of these events happened hundreds of years ago, while others were much more recent. Ultimately, they were all the proof of a profound pain and tragedy.

The fact that, even hundreds of years later, some of the witches were still traumatized by the actions of people who weren’t even alive anymore, speaking volumes of what happened to them.

“Fuck!”

Bang~!

One of the women hit the table with her fist and stood up, pure rage etched on her face.

“Bastard! I have been listening quietly, but I’ve had enough. Are you here to mock us? Was banishing us not enough for your fucking royal family?”

Sol looked at her. She was powerful, with an aura indicating that she was quite a bit older than most of the witches present. An insignia on her shoulder showed a planet pierced by a laser beam.

Sol knew this was the symbol of the witches under Kali’s jurisdiction. They were like the city’s police force in a way. All the members of Kali’s organization received high-quality training. When they finally graduated, they became known as Battle Witches.

From her aura and the way she carried herself, there was no doubt that this woman was extremely dangerous.

The heat began to rise, both figuratively and literally.

A fire witch.

Kali took in most elemental witches, as their elements were considered the easiest to use. They were also the ones with a very high potential of branching, depending on one’s imagination.

“I am sorry. Did I offend you?”

“Offend me?” The woman seemed surprised, “Did you just ask if you offended me!?”

Now, the fire engulfed her body, threatening to burn down the coffee shop.

“Your entire fucking existence is offen —”

“ —Shhh!”

She stopped cursing as Sol appeared next to her, still wearing his gentle smile. He placed his finger on her lips to shush her. Her fire suddenly vanished as ice spread around her.

“A beautiful woman shouldn’t have such a foul mouth.”

He gently cupped her face, causing her to become red, though this time, it was not out of fury.

She immediately distanced herself. Her heart was beating fast, and her face became redder as time passed.

“Fu— * Cough* What did you just do?”

“Since we are in a private establishment, it would be a shame to cause damage, right?”

She could say nothing to this. It was her job to keep the peace in the city, but instead, she nearly caused trouble. She would have been in big trouble if she had burnt down this place, even by mistake.

“I apologize.”

She looked at the shop's owner, who was now utterly white with fear.

Sol, meanwhile, cleared his throat loudly enough for everyone to hear him.

“I will introduce myself once again. I am Sol Dragona Luxuria, Crown Prince and future King of Lustburg. I come with a desire for peace.”

“Peace, my ass. You just want to use us for war.” One of the witches complained, to which he shook his head.

“I understand why all of you have such inflated egos. But let it be clear. My goal to open Salem is not for war.”

Not this war, at least.

“All my life, I have been saddened by the plight of the witches and the schism that has existed between two races who are closer to siblings than anything else and are really not so different.”

Well, I only started caring about a month ago. That still counts, right?

“Witches are humans in my eyes and the eyes of the goddesses. As such, I am not just the future King of those outside, but all those in Salem as well. Thus I have to take care of your well-being in every way possible.”

He made sure to emphasize the word ‘King’ to be as natural as possible.

"I do not pretend that all your suffering should be forgotten – far from it. Lustburg owes too much to every one of you. It's thanks to your sacrifice that we stand here now."

Sol gently spread his aura, covering the whole room. It was imposing; the sheer vastness of his power dwarfed anything they could comprehend. At the same time, it was soothing, as if a lullaby was slowly being sung in their ears as they rested.

It was like the aura of a strict father who was imposing the respect that was due to him.

"Many generations of rulers have come and gone, none of them acknowledging your importance and sacrifice because they did not want to tarnish the royal name or sully Jupiter’s legacy. But I am different."

"Why? What makes you so different from any of them?"

He grinned slightly, "Because I will be the strongest king Lustburg has ever seen. I do not fear. I do not bend. I make the rules. That is all."

Sol uttered those words with calm and quiet confidence. His smile was ever-present and shining. He did not need to shout or show exuberance; he was what he promised and needed no exaggeration.

The time when he had needed to kneel and beg for the protection of his loved ones had long since passed, though he would not hesitate to do so once again if it was necessary.

The witches were surprised by this pridefulness, which left no room for discussion. But then, recalling that the prince was partially a dragon, they all nodded. It was more than understandable then.

“I believe I have disturbed you enough at present. I would like you to know that I do not come as an enemy or a conqueror but as a companion and a friend, wishing only for your well-being.”

It was not a lie. The happier the witches were, the happier Medea would be; the happier Medea was, the happier he would be. Ergo, making the witches happy would make him happy.

He smiled at them, the kind of smile that usually made women go weak in the knees.

“Pass on my words, and believe in me. My only goal is your happiness, and I believe all the witches should know that their destiny will be decided in the coming days.

If the negotiations fall apart, then….there is nothing more I can do.

He waved his hand before entering his dimension and vanishing before their eyes.
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When Sol entered his dimension and left the shop, one of the witches who had been present immediately left and started running through the streets. As she did so, a black coat covered her body, and the number 10 was revealed on her sleeve. Her face was quite flushed and her heart was beating fast.

Elder Sister was right. He is quite splendid.

As demonstrated by her number, Ten was the most-recent addition to the council. In the next election, One would leave her seat, Two would become One, and Ten would become Nine, meaning a new witch would be selected as the Number Ten.

Thanks to this rotation system, all the witches selected for the council would eventually become the president.

Unlike the current president, who was more focused on the power of Life, Ten was an Astrologist.

For the witches who considered science as magic and witchcraft, something as abstract as Astrology was something they rarely studied. What was the point in trying to see the future when hundreds of millions of possible futures could exist simultaneously? Even the goddesses could not accurately grasp the future, much less a Duke-ranked woman.

Even so, the fact that she managed to create her own domain and become a Duke through her research was proof of her talent.

Taking a few more steps, she stopped and looked behind her.

"How did Your Highness discover my identity?"

Though she could feel and see nothing, she had known she would meet someone important here, someone who could change her destiny.

Trying to divine the future of the prince was impossible. However, by observing her future, she could break some of the limitations. By deduction, she could reach a more or less reliable conclusion.

“I am impressed. Usually, the only ones who can determine my position are King-rank beings specializing in space or Demigods.”

As she looked on, ripples spread in the surrounding space, and a young man walked out of those ripples, as if emerging from the water.

Ten observed the crown prince more closely, and she had to admit he was a handsome man.

Though, he is quite young.

It seemed like Medea had some interesting tastes. But then again, since the prince was a dragon, age didn't matter as much as she guessed.

“You are giving me too much credit. I am simply relying on some tricks I learned over the years.”

“Is that so? Then I would be happy to discuss your experience more in-depth.”

Ten laughed, “I am honored. But I believe the prince did not stop a council member for simple pleasantries.”

“You are right.”

She fidgeted a little when she felt the prince approach her. His presence was growing and she felt herself becoming even smaller now that she was alone with him.

It was an impressive feat, though she could feel that this was not his intention; this was simply the presence he had naturally developed.

Just what kind of experience did he have to go through?

She was curious.

“Medea told me that some of the witches are on her side.”

She raised an eyebrow behind her mask. “Do you think you can bribe me?”

She was indeed on Medea’s side when it came to opening the gates of Salem, but she would have to rethink if the prince was trying to move under the board.

“No. I do not need to; the result is already a foregone conclusion. The only thing that will change is what the witches will pay and how far I am willing to humor this situation.”

“Ah…” Ten could say nothing in return.

This situation was indeed beyond anything the council could say. This was something that concerned all the witches. The negotiations were not so much about whether or not they would open their gates, but what they would have to do to receive the prince’s help and if they were willing to do as he ordered.

“Some witches seem to think this is an equal discussion. It’s not: I have full control of the situation.”

He smiled at her, but now his smile seemed colder.

“I do not want to waste more time on this stupid situation. I want your help – I would be very happy to know about Salem from the position of a ruler.”

He had played enough, and he had a war to fight after all.

Ten hesitated. She truly didn’t want to speak more and give important information by mistake. But she had already chosen her side long ago. It would be stupid of her to backtrack now.

“Sigh~I hope I am not making the wrong choice here.”

“Trust me. What you are doing now will change the witches’ world. I have no intention of using you as subordinates or weapons of war. You will simply be the subjects of Lustburg, and nothing will change this as long as I am alive.”

She nodded. Those words from someone with a nearly eternal lifespan were truly quite convincing.

“I will bring all the council members on our side.”

She hoped everything would end well.


Chapter 8


Negotiations?



After speaking with Ten and convincing her to bring all the witches who supported Medea to the council, Sol resumed walking and observing the city.

For him, Salem was more of a phantom than anything else.

Living in such a closed place can only breed resentment.

If the witches did not have the power to travel through the astral realm and leave the city, he was sure their levels of jealousy, resentment, and hatred could not be measured in any normal way.

This is sad.

The witches were chased from their homes and hated because of false information; even worse, they were cursed to never find someone to love and make love to without hurting them.

This was hell – a hell that many witches refused to accept and turned toward revenge and rebellion.

Sol understood his ancestors’ reasoning. Apart from Jupiter, who had been a stupid man full of pride, his son – Pluto, the Peaceful King – had been forced to act and give his all, barely keeping a hold of the territories Lustburg had obtained through war.

After the withdrawal of the witches upon Jupiter’s death, with Pluto being only a child, Lustburg was barely able to take defend itself. The kings and queens that followed were more concerned about getting back power, and by the time his grandfather took the throne, the royal family was too weak to make important decisions.

It didn’t help that Neptune, The Puppet King, should have been called the Mad King. He was too focused on his dreadful human experiments to are about the fate of his kingdom, much less that of the witches.

Then there was Mars, who wished to create a new peaceful relationship between the two parties. He even became Medea’s student and formed a friendship with Persephone. There was little doubt that Mars would have succeeded in bringing peace if the war against Gluttony Foss had not happened.

In the end, Mars died, and all possibility of peace seemed to die with him. At least, this was the case till Sol appeared and started a relationship with Medea.

Thinking of all this, Sol grinned. History was important to realizing the error of our ways and how to not repeat them. Despite all this, history seemed to repeat constantly.

Well, now is the best time to bring back the witches.

If Sol learned one thing from his previous world, it was the importance of controlling the media and handling information most appropriately. When something you did not want others to focus on happened, it was necessary to distract the population with sensational details.

‘Oh, the kings and queens lied? The witches aren’t evil? We have been manipulated all along? Damn, I want to be angry — But…The war is starting. Holy shit, who has the time to care about the witches? In fact, won’t the witches make it easier for us to win the war? Yay for the witches!’

Sol gave a low laugh. While not everyone would act like this, the vast majority of the people had no care for things that didn’t touch them directly. They could watch a massacre on TV with no concern but would cry when someone close to them had a problem. This was human nature, and as a king, he had to understand, control it, and use it for his own means.

Hum…I think I’ve done enough inspecting.

Medea and the other witches had already explained Salem's situation to him, more or less. But he needed to see for himself and internalize the information to reach a conclusion. Now he was ready, and he knew what he would do.

He stretched a little and started to walk back to Medea’s house.
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“So…You got curious and started searching my drawers?”

Sitting on her bed while holding her head, Medea felt like a headache was about to overcome her.

“Yep.”

Kneeling in front of her was Sol, a lighthearted smile on his face. Medea’s bedroom was surprisingly girly. While it followed her usual black-and-white theme, there were a few teddy bears and other cute pillows and decorations, giving the room a warm impression.

So —why was the future king of Lustburg kneeling in front of a witch in this room? To fully understand, it is necessary to know what a tired Medea had witnessed after coming home from a day of hard work.

“Okay, I can understand you searching my drawers. But why, for goodness sake, did you have to put my panties on your head and stretch out my bras?”

“Well. The panties thing honestly was just a hallucination.”

“You still have them on your head.”

“*Ahem*”

Sol took off the panties and threw them into his dimension.

“Like I said, it was an illusion;”

“Sigh~Okay. But what about my bra?”

Sol grimaced a little as he looked at the black bra in his hand.

“Do you want the truth or a lie?”

“The truth.”

“Huh…Remember you asked for it. *Ahem*”

Sol knew that he should tell a lie in this instance, but a man should be honest even when that honesty could be deadly. Sol saw himself as a truly manly man.

He gave a glance at the bra, and then at Medea’s chest before looking away and clearing his throat once more.

“To be honest…I was just wondering why you even had a bra in the first place and if this belonged to someone else.”

Persephone, who had entered the room at just the right moment, nearly exploded in laughter before hurrying out again. As for Medea, if words were weapons, then she would have been pierced through.

Seeing her crumbling expression, Sol cleared his throat once more.

“Just to be clear. I am not saying your breasts are small – I believe they are the perfect size. I was just wondering about the utility a bra might have for you, and, well you came in at that time.”

“So you are telling me you were so engrossed in your internal debate about whether or not I was fit to wear a bra that you didn't even notice me approaching until I was in the doorway?”

“Well…When you say it like that, it sounds quite perverted.”

“It is!.”

“Haha…”

“Don’t ‘haha’ me. Sigh~ I swear, sometimes I feel like I am dealing with a little kid.”

“I am a kid, you know. Well, technically, I was not that long ago. Wait…Does that make you a cradle-robber?” He asked in mock-surprise.

Medea’s smile twitched slightly when she felt a second arrow lodge deep in her chest. She could not deny his words; she was more than 100 times older than him.

“Fufufu~You should stop bullying our dear Medea.”

Coming back after a good laugh, Persephone took her place next to Medea and crossed her beautiful, sexy legs while facing Sol. Since he was kneeling, he was at the perfect angle to gaze at the unknown darkness that hid between her thighs.

“You like the view?”

While Persephone did not spread her legs, she did nothing to hide either, allowing Sol to look his fill.

He answered with a thumbs up and a grin.

“I must say, you are daring as always. Didn’t think you would go commando.”

“I am in my territory, a world of only women. I don’t think it’s much of a problem.” Persephone answered when she saw the outraged expression on Medea's face before focusing on Sol again.

“So. I believe we have joked enough. What do you think?”

Sol smiled and changed his position, going from kneeling to simply sitting on the ground.

“Well, I thought we needed to relax before talking about depressing things.”

“What is your impression of Salem?”

“Do you want sugar-coated words or honesty?”

“Simple honesty,” Medea asked him quietly. She knew she was the reason Sol wished to make the mood lighter. But she was not so weak that she could not handle the truth.

“Well…It’s without a doubt a beautiful city. Magnificent architecture and all that. But more than anything, it’s a decaying city.”

Salem was a city where things did not change. Even though it had everything needed to thrive and the inhabitants lacked for very little, it was still decaying.

Persephone gave a sad smile, “The number of suicides, or of witches who simply gave up their studies and died, continues to increase every year.”

Witches had a functionally unlimited lifespan, or at least, one that could stretch well into a few thousand years.

But this longevity was conditional. It was necessary to study, to obtain more knowledge, and thus more life. Or, a witch could go on a hunting spree, stealing years of life from men by having relationships with them.

But it seemed like many of the witches were not interested in living anymore.

“Our numbers are dwindling, and Mother has recruited no new witches in recent years. At this rate, witches will soon be extinct. They have nothing to live for – no goals, no dreams, nothing.”

Persephone did not think those who committed suicide were weak. They had simply reached the limits they could bear and decided that death was the best way to put an end to their suffering.

“I wish I could have helped sooner. I built a medical center, and Kali created some amusements and attractions. But those have only made the situation worse.”

During the amusement park's opening, the witches realized once again how small their numbers were, bringing even more depression into their minds.

“Then there are the angry ones.”

Not all witches who were depressed gave up on life. A group of radicals went as far as attacking humans. This was done out of revenge and hatred, but did nothing but create a vicious circle. Those attacks made humans even more wary of witches; they began treating witches badly or spreading hate-filled rumors, making humans despise and fear witches even more. So, the cycle continued.

“So what are you going to do?

“Simple. I will ensure everyone gets a little of what they need, and then I will take the major part of what I need. Everyone will be happy.”

Medea, listening to him, bit her lip. “Are you sure you do not need us for this war against Wratharis?”

“I am. You should know, more than anyone else, that I don’t need more fighters, and the witches would just confuse the front line. What you can do is pretty simple: take care of the rear line. This is perhaps as important, if not more so. I will explain during the negotiations."

"Very well then. Should we advance the meeting now?"

Medea's expression, which had been filled with self-doubt, was now calm.

She had always felt guilty. Everything that was happening was because of her stupidity and naivety. Because of her, many witches and humans had suffered and lost their lives, though she was not the direct cause. There was nothing she could do about it.

That was also why she acted meekly, not imposing her desires on the council despite being their absolute leader. She had abandoned them for one thousand years, hiding in her gilded cage, too afraid to face reality.

But now it was time for her to act like the powerful leader she was.

Not waiting for Sol to answer, Medea clapped her hands together. Instantly, the world seemed to slow, as gears and a clock appeared in the sky. Her eyes started shining, and her pupils changed into a diamond shape as if representing one suit from a deck of cards.

[I, Medea Asmodeus, declare the opening of a Public Trial. All members of the council are summoned. Anyone late or absent will be punished.]

Medea’s presence felt gigantic. Despite her petite frame, her overwhelming aura would crush anyone facing her. Few people could ever hope to stand in front of her.

How dreadful— I have fallen in love all over again.

Moments like this reminded Sol that, despite how adorable Medea looked, she was still a powerful King who had studied the laws of time. Her prowess and power could barely be imagined.

Ultimately, no matter how strong she is, she is still mine.

Sol liked being surrounded by powerful women – even if they were more powerful than him. If this moment wasn't so important, he would have taken Medea right here and now. Sadly, work had to come before pleasure.

Grinning, he stood up, making sure to put Medea’s bra back in her drawer.

"I guess it's time to end this whole charade." The best way to end all of this was with style. Only then would he be satisfied.
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When Medea’s voice spread through Salem, all the witches looked up at the sky. The space was cut into thin lines, and a platform slowly appeared.

The witches could recognize the magic of Freya in action. Trees bloomed on the platform, slowly morphing into chairs and tables.

The witches gasped as they finally understood who had spoken to them: Medea Asmodeus, the Witch of Time and the leader of the Council of Wise Women.

Many of the younger witches only knew of her by name or through their studies of history. Even after Medea had returned to Salem, she had been rather meek and did not show any resistance.

This was completely different.

The members of the council were startled. Medea’s voice reached their minds directly, and they had the impression that at the slightest refusal to comply, they would be immediately frozen in time, unable to act until she judged otherwise.

Ultimately, they all started to fly up to reach the platform that Freya had created.
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The moment Number One landed, she immediately walked up to Medea, who was sitting at the head of the table. This table was rectangular, rather than the round one used for council meetings. This, too, was a silent message.

Looking at Medea, Number One asked, "Elder Sister, could you explain what is happening? We decided to hold a closed hearing in a few days for the negotiations."

Her voice was even, but there was a clear tone of remonstrance in it. The other members of the council needed help to keep features even. Many were openly dissatisfied with how Medea had just threatened them.

Medea smiled, "It seems like all of you have forgotten who holds power in the council."

She sighed and pushed her hand down. The witches blinked once before realizing they were all seated.

Time stop.

As if unconcerned by their reactions, Medea continued, "The first rule of the council is that I have the absolute power of veto and that any of my decisions can overturn any rulings made by the council."

The witches were startled and looked at each other, remembering this was the case. Ever since Medea had returned, rather than wielding her power, she had been trying to keep the peace and not disturb the system. She tried to convince them through words rather than force because of her guilt, and they had taken it for granted.

A few of the witches muttered, wondering what they should do. Now that Medea had decided to stop playing nice, there was very little they could do that wouldn't be considered insubordination or rebellion.

The feeling of being completely helpless was not new for them. But for many, it was a wake-up call. It reminded them of a truth they had forgotten because they had ruled the city for so long without any input from Ambrosia or Medea.

Salem might look like a democracy. It may even act like a democracy based on meritocracy.

But at its core, it was an absolute monarchy.

Their power had been bestowed on them to keep the illusion of equality.

For all her gentleness and meek attitude —Medea was not their equal. They had confused her kindness for weakness and underestimated her too much, forgetting that she was the leader.

The witches shared a look.

They were all very intelligent, and their minds moved fast. They knew that no matter the result of these negotiations, the system will forever be different.

Unlike the other witches, La Befana, or Number One, stayed calm as she observed the group gathered around the table. She was one of the oldest witches alive and Persephone’s student. She, more than anyone, knew the deadly power of the Four Witches. She also remembered Medea’s strength and viciousness in the past.

As I thought. Nature can hardly change.

Medea was a beast, someone who moved according to her own whims. Her personality may have changed due to her years of self-imprisonment, but it was only a matter of time until The true Witch of Time returned.

Still, this arrangement is interesting.

She was seated to the left of Medea, while Number 10 was to her right. From there, they were arranged in opposite ways, from 10 to 6 and 1 to 5.

The other end of the table was empty.

During a negotiation, the shape of the table where all members were seated was very important. A circular table implied equality between all members, while a rectangular table implied a clear hierarchy. The most important place was the head of the table.

Each end represented a side, and the two sides were equal or antagonistic. All those on the sides were just that — side characters.

It simplified matters, but La Befana did not need to think more about it.

Step~

They were sure they all heard the sound.

Whoosh~!

Some of the witches groaned, while others lowered their hats to hide their expressions of surprise as an overwhelming aura filled the space. The empty chair was pulled back, and a young man took a seat.

He was handsome, with a genial smile, giving the impression that he wouldn’t hurt a bug. But all of them could feel it. Despite her composure, even La Befana could not stop the goosebumps spreading on her skin.

They suddenly felt like standing before a predator.

“Hello, ladies. I believe it’s time for us to have a discussion.”

None of the witches could answer, but thankfully, the aura vanished as quickly as it had arrived.

“I am sorry. It seems like I should have controlled myself more. I did not expect this simple release of power to make all of you so uncomfortable.”

Though his words were sweet, it was easy to realize that he insulted them by saying they were too weak.

A few witches clenched their fists, but they realized that there was nothing they could do. Their belief that Sol was weak due to his age was utterly dispelled.

Medea spoke. “Now that the Crown Prince of Lustburg is present, I declare the start of the negotiations. May we all discuss this for the betterment of Salem.”

Hundreds of witches flew in the sky or stood on their towers and observed the platform. Powerful witches had their eyes riveted on him, glaring, examining, and analyzing him.

His words could determine the future relationship between humans and witches for years to come. One mistake from him could change witches into true and absolute enemies.

It should have been nerve-wracking, and in a way, it was. But at the same time, Sol had never felt so calm and at peace. Even as he sat here and accepted the pointed stares of the council members, his poise was at the maximum level possible, and he never wavered.

“Sol Dragona Luxuria. As the Crown Prince and sole ruler of Lustburg, why do you seek the witches?”

Medea showed no emotion as she started the discussion. Right now, she wasn’t just Medea, Sol’s lover. She was Medea, the Witch of Time, one of the Four Directions, and the leader of the Council. It was her duty to act as befitting of the situation even if she was on his side.

Sol smiled as he spoke, “One thousand years ago, my ancestor, Jupiter Luxuria did the unthinkable by betraying the witches out of pride and superiority. He thought his conquests were solely due to his strength and that he did not need witches once he was close to his goal.”

He began calmly, his voice reaching every witch present as if he was talking directly to their ears.

“History shows that he was very wrong.”

He smiled, and many of the witches smiled before they caught themselves.

Sol knew he was not a grand orator, but thanks to his aura, he was able to enhance the emotions of those who listened to him.

“Before any negotiations begin, I would like to say one thing —”

Sol stood up from his seat and turned slowly, looking at all the witches floating in the sky. He then did something that made all the witches open their eyes wide.

“I am sorry.”

Sol bowed deeply as he apologized to all the witches, showing no hesitation in his eyes or actions as he did so.

Sol had his pride and ego, which had slowly developed through all the tribulations he went through ever since he awakened. But even so, he was not so arrogant that he could not apologize to those who deserved it.

Murmurs filled the air as all the witches, even Medea, were more than surprised. They all knew, who Sol was and kind of identity he had. That made his bow all the more meaningful and sincere.

Straightening up, Sol continued, not speaking to the council but the witches as a whole, “I know and understand that simply apologizing will never be enough. The words ‘I am sorry’ cannot erase the thousand years of pain, hatred, betrayal, and negative feelings. To think the opposite would be an insult to you. Even so, I believe that apologies are long overdue, and they are the first steps for a new relationship between humans.”

His words were clear; he did not consider the witches to be a separate race. For him, they were all humans no matter what and should be considered as such.

“This is why I swear that no matter what the results of the negotiations are — I will still officially apologize to all of you before the entirety of Lustburg and the eyes of the whole population, and even the entire world if necessary. The royal family will recognize its faults from one thousand years ago and endeavor to ensure that no future witches have to go through what you had to.”

His gaze was stern, “You may not know me and you may even believe that I am lying. But I swear upon my name and my title as Blessed. From now on, one of my greatest goals will be to bring humans back together rather than separated as it is now. The witches shed blood and tears to help in the freedom and development of Lustburg like any humans of that time. You are not just citizens of Lustburg, you are valued citizens of my country, no matter what anyone says.”

Sol's voice was filled with determination, his words resonating with the witches. Deep in their hearts, something stirred. It was a desire that had been hidden and suppressed for years as most of them had even given up on such a thing ever happening.

Perhaps if it was him.

Would it be possible to go back?

To once again be seen as humans?

To not be mocked, insulted, or harassed?

To not be berated, attacked, or hunted?

The light started to burn in their hearts but, at the same time, fear bloomed as well, because they knew that one of the most beautiful things in this world was hope.

But one of the most dangerous things in this world was also hope.

What would it be in this case?

They looked at each other, gulping, hesitating, reticent, and in the end, they simply decided to take a step back and observe. After all – once burned, twice shy.

They had been hurt too much to sweep everything under the rug because of one beautiful speech, as convincing as the said speech was.

Sol quietly observed all of this, his smile stretching wider. He had never expected any significant reaction from them. All he needed was to plant seeds in their hearts. Even if they did not show up, he knew that he already obtained the approval of many of them.

This was enough.

Satisfied with his speech, he finally turned back to face the witches of the council. His eyes twinkled as he observed the string of fate slowly aligning for him to reach the best outcome.

Though he could not see their faces, he could feel their emotions. He knew that if this negotiation was balanced precariously, by showing such goodwill from the start, he had managed to tilt things heavily in his favor.

If his goal had been to use them for his advantage, he could say that this speech alone would have been enough to restrict how much they could refute him. Thankfully for them, he truly had their best interests at heart.

“I apologize for the long speech. I am ready to start the negotiations.”

This time, he did not bow. He merely acknowledged his fault and sat back on his designated seat.

“I am ready to discuss the future contract that will unite us back into one body and nation.”

La Befana laughed inwardly, speechless at the way he was implying that they were the ones acting in bad faith to stop the union of the witches with the humans of Lustburg.

He is more cunning than I thought.

This promised to be interesting.


Chapter 9


Declaration



While the council was rattled by the bold way Sol started this discussion, they were not little girls who would lose their wits at the first sign of difficulty.

Many of the council's members who had been neutral woke up and decided to ask questions. The negotiation had many fine details that needed to be considered, but in general, it came down to a few significant points.

What kinds of positions would they be able to assume in Lustburg? What would be their obligations to the city and the crown? What will be their rights and duties if they decided to join Lustbur?

There was also Salem's wealth and each witch's wealth to consider. Would they have to pay taxes to the crown? If so, how would this be organized? How much would they have to pay, and how often? Should they even have to pay taxes in the first place?

Will Salem be considered a vassal state? An allied state? Not a state at all? Were the witches to be called citizens of Lustburg, citizens of Salem, or citizens of Lustburg and Salem?

Where would they live?

Would they have to participate in the war? Share their technologies?

How much power did Sol have over them as the King of Lusburg? What would happen in the next hundred years when future Kings took the throne?

But their greatest question was also very simple: should the witches fully open the gates once they joined Lustburg? Was it a wise decision or a foolish one?

If they did open them, what kind of rewards would they receive? If they refused, what would happen?

All those questions had importance. They were also seriously headache-inducing, but as a prince, Sol had been training for this since he was a child. He knew how to keep his composure even as he fielded an onslaught of questions from the witches.

Some questions were much more dangerous than others.

What would happen to the families of those who had persecuted the witches in the past? What about those who were still alive?

Would Lustburg give monetary rewards as payment? Since Ambrosia was a demigod, and the witches were the vast majority in the Duke's realm, shouldn’t it be Salem who took control of Lustburg?

Even more insidious questions emerged. Was Sol willing to die to atone for what his ancestor had done? Did the witches have the right to massacre all those who hurt them in the past, or at the very least imprison them and treat them as slaves?

Sol quietly took note of the extremists but otherwise showed no sign of anger. He could understand that more than a desire to hurt, they were simply women who had lost too much and wished for others to feel the same.

Some were also testing him to see what he would do in the current situation. He hated tests, but being tested by those weaker than himself only made him find them cuter and more interesting to observe.

We will be here for a very long time,.

There was no way negotiations would be settled in one day, and Sol had not expected this to happen. Now, they needed to figure out the big picture and ensure everyone was on the same page. He would let Clara and the Crown’s Shadow take over once he was finished here.

The witches also made sure to mention at every turn that he had promised to help them escape their curse. They knew this was one of the main points of the discussion and that Sol kept it for later.

Sol kept his composure and continued to answer, no matter what question was thrown at him.

"I do not believe in punishing innocent people who know nothing of their ancestor’s past mistakes. But those still living will be appropriately punished based on the severity of their crimes."

He knew it would be impossible to satisfy the witches if he was not more sincere in this case.

"As I promised, the witches will be considered citizens of Lustburg, the same as any other citizen. They will have the same duties as any citizens and the same rights."

He continued, "The witches will not be forcibly conscripted for the war. I have abolished such actions and promised the citizens many advantages should they join the war effort Those same advantages will be promised to the witches who decide to participate."

He smiled, "Even as I speak, Kali Asmodeus is working alongside two of the greatest scientific minds I have, and they are creating epoch-changing weaponry. I will be happy if more witches choose to join the project, but I will not insist or coerce anyone into doing it."

He tapped his finger and a holographic picture of Lustburg appeared.

"The Four Directions will each be given the title of Duke and will have their territories in Lustburg. Witches can choose to live in said territory, or any territory for that matter. For now, I am sure those titles are not of much importance to you. But later you will understand what they truly mean."

"So, you want Salem to stop being an independent entity and fall under the control of Lustburg?"

La Befana spoke and the other witches gazed at Sol. This was one of the most important points of this discussion. Opening the gates of Salem was one thing, but becoming a subordinate of Lustburg was another. Would they lose their autonomy?

"Lustburg and Salem should have never been divided in the first place. Only by being together can we become stronger. As such, I made a decision I believe will make everyone happy."

The witches looked confused as Sol stood up and started walking towards Medea at the other end of the table.

They wondered if he would make another great speech or pronouncement. They all gasped in surprise when he took a knee before Medea. His hand seemed to plunge deep into space before a small box appeared in the palm of his hand.

By then, Medea was unable to breathe as she started to realize what was happening.

"Medea. We have known each other for nearly as long as I can remember. We’ve lived through many important moments together."

"Sol…" Medea was trembling. Tears gathered at the corners of her eyes.

"Medea Asmodeus. I love you, and I wish to spend eternity with you. As such, I humbly ask – will you marry me?"

It was as if a literal bomb had just exploded.

Sol’s declaration produced an even bigger reaction than his earlier words about the union of witches and humans. This action truly showed his determination.

But more than anything —

"Elder Sister is in a relationship with the prince!?"

All the witches were surprised. One of the reasons the witches had fallen so low was that one thousand years ago, Medea believed the words of the vile King Jupiter and decided to meddle in a war that not only freed Lustburg from the elves’ control but also conquered a large part of the world.

Would their Elder Sister face another tragedy, used by a manipulative man?

If this marriage proposal had been made a few hours ago, they would have sneered and rejected it without hesitation.

But now, after seeing Sol for themselves, even the harshest and most-radical witch could not say she was 100% sure that Sol was a fraud.

In the end, they could only stare, a certain excitement bubbling inside them.

If the Prince was sincere, if the two loved each other despite Medea’s curse, then…

"So romantic…" One witch muttered absentmindedly. The others could only nod, confusion, envy, joy, sadness, and even a little jealousy mixed in their gazes.

Love was the greatest longing for all witches, for it was something they had to give up from the moment they changed. Even having physical relationships with long-lived species was painful, as they knew they were slowly killing their partners. Only someone who was suicidal, or was so in love he did not care about his life, would enter into a true relationship with them.

So they watched, hoping beyond what they expected — that Sol was not a fraud.
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Medea was no less confused than the other witches.

She looked at Sol kneeling with a ring in his hand, a gentle smile on his face as he gazed at her, waiting for her answer. Her eyes became misty as she reminisced about the far past.

Jupiter had betrayed her once. Love had made her blind to the situation, and she had discarded everything for a love that was not reciprocated.

It was her first love. The wounds had been so great she had a hard time recovering.

Jupiter had loved her once; she was sure of it. When they first met, he was a young man filled with the desire to change the world and become the best. But as time went on, he became filled with hubris, hating that his accomplishments were due to the witches and that all citizens considered Medea to be the true savior of Lustburg.

Even now, she could remember his words. “You are a thorn in my side. My wish is to conquer. That's why I am the Conqueror King. You can discard everything for me, but I will never do the same. Your light shines too brightly, and the people are doubting my power. So, you need to vanish.”

They couldn't be any more different.

One was a man who felt small when surrounded by giants. But the other was someone who felt even larger when surrounded by people stronger than him.

Where most men would feel weak and emasculated when surrounded by women who were stronger than him, Sol was happy that those he loved were more than strong enough to protect themselves.

Their light might outshine him, but he did not care; instead, he absorbed it and grew his light, which would soon grow so powerful that they would be nothing but fireflies compared to the sun.

Medea took Sol's hand in hers, "I can be a handful sometimes."

"I like how cute you are when you try to be a handful."

"I don't have the body necessary to wear bras." She raised an eyebrow, and Sol laughed, "I love them in all shapes."

The two laughed together. It was a silly discussion in the midst of such a solemn moment. But this was why none of the witches could tear their gazes away from what was happening now.

"I may not be the best bride." Her smile dimmed a little as her hand passed over her stomach, but Sol's smile simply became bigger.

"You will never be less of a woman because of this. Even if I never find a solution, it changes absolutely nothing. Medea — I love you."

Sol continued, "I do not care that you are a witch. The woman I love is not Medea Asmodeus, The Witch of Time, but you, Medea; you are the gentle teacher who led me on my path, the beautiful but slightly scary woman I met when I was young, the clumsy woman who loves drinking tea.

"You are not perfect. You have flaws like everyone else, but I love you despite or even because of them. I love everything about you, be it your slightly disappointing body —" he laughed, " — or how you show your insecurities."

"I do not know what the future has in store for us. I do not know if we will always be happy or that I will never make you cry. But I know that no matter what, even if the world were to be destroyed, my love for you will never waver. So let me ask you again — Medea, will you make me the happiest man in this world and marry me?"

All the witches watched with bated breath. Some broke into a sweat, while others refused even to blink. They wanted to see the results of this proposal.

What would she say? What did they expect her to say?

The tension was at an all-time high, and the world was filled with silence, as they did not wish to break the magic of this moment.

Medea lowered her head, her cheeks flushed, tears streaming down her smiling face. A mix of emotions swirled in her chest, but deep down — she had never felt so happy.

What would her answer be? There was never a doubt about it for even a second.

Stretching her left hand, she murmured, "Accepting will make me the happiest woman in the world."

"Then, let's be happy together." Sol released a sigh of relief and, taking her hand, he put the ring on her finger.

It was hard to say where it began. At first, they were hesitant, small, and almost inaudible.

But soon, like a wave, enthusiastic clapping could be heard from everywhere. Even the witches of the council added their support. Medea's tears streamed even more. These were tears of happiness because she was with a man who truly loved her, and all her fellow witches blessed her relationship. What more could she ask for?
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Higher in the sky, Ambrosia watched this scene with tears streaming down her face. Around her, Kali, Persephone, and Freya shared the same feelings of happiness.

"I am happy for her." Freya was the first to speak, and the others nodded.

The other witches may have doubted Sol – and rightfully so – but they knew that few people were more trustworthy than him.

"I wondered why he forced me to come here, even though it wasn't necessary — but damn. Didn't think he would set this entire stage just to propose to Medea." Kali swiped away her tears while laughing. She was thrilled but also slightly envious. Even though she was an Otaku, she also imagined what it would be like to receive a proposal. She could imagine there were few proposals more magical than that.

"You are also in a relationship with him. Are you OK with this?” Kali asked Persephone. She was worried that her sister would be disappointed; however, she could only see a mischievous smile on Persephone’s face.

"My relationship with Sol is different from Medea’s. Also– Fufufu – I wonder what kind of mayhem will happen once all the others learn about this."

She chuckled, but Kali winced before following in her laugh, "Well, he is the one who wanted a harem. I guess he has to be ready for the consequences."

Everyone was truly happy and it was easy to see. For Ambrosia, however, this proposal had a completely different meaning.

She had always been regretful because she knew that while becoming a witch was salvation for many, it was also a great curse that would force them to live while being despised and rejected by many.

Love was sadly not an option for a witch – this was what she had believed until now.

Thank you.

Watching Sol propose to Medea made her happy, removing a weight from her shoulders. It allowed her to feel hope was not lost and a better future was in store.

But there was another reason she was grateful.

Even though I lost all hope, it seems like I won my bet. What do you say?

{...}

'Will you meet him?'

{I am a snake of my words. Also, I’ve always wanted to meet and have a discussion with him. He is her favorite, after all.}

Ambrosia closed her eyes. Today was a beautiful day, and she wished this was the sign for even more beautiful days to come.

Fate was filled with mystery. She could have never imagined that what she witnessed today resulted from actions from one thousand years ago.

May your life be filled with happiness.

This was the simple prayer of a mother worried for her daughter's future.
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After Sol declared his love and proposed to Medea officially in front of all the witches, many of them applauded with joy before belatedly wondering if it was possible to continue with the negotiations.

Was it even necessary to continue with them?

If Sol were to marry Medea, Salem and Lustburg would be allies through marriage.

The alliance was already a foregone conclusion; the only thing left to negotiate would be some slightly more-intricate matters between the two states.

Sol stood up while hugging a blushing Medea with one arm.

"Today is a beautiful day. For years, I have been in love with this woman, and while we had confirmed our relationship long ago, I am happy that she accepted my proposal."

He spoke out loud, causing all the witches who had been letting their minds wander to focus once again on him. They could guess that the relationship between the two went far; with how close they were, it was clear that it wasn't a chaste relationship.

"As Medea's finance and future husband, it's my duty to pay for a dower. I have been wondering what I could use for this. After all, she lacks for nothing. But now I know."

He looked at everyone, "Some of you are aware that I have created something that could be beneficial for all witches. Furthermore, this creation of mine could have been used as a bargaining chip during the negotiations."

He wouldn't…

Really…?

Oh my goddess!

The witches who were in the know opened their eyes wide with surprise. In the end, Sol said the words they never thought he would.

"For those who do not know, I have found a way to ensure that witches can touch their loved ones – and even more than touch – without stealing their energy and slowly killing them."

A commotion began amongst the witches.

"This method will be given freely to all witches. My only wish is to bring happiness to my future wife."

La Befana had a bitter smile on her face. Clearly, Sol had been playing them all along.

Now, the witches would see him as Prince Charming. Should the relationship between Salem and Lustburg break down, the council would be held responsible – and no one else.

Truly well played.

La Befana humbly accepted her defeat and clapped alongside the other witches. Today was a happy day. She would not be the one to pour cold water on it. And who knows? Perhaps the prince was the route to salvation.


Chapter 10


Celebration?



With emotions running high, the witches decided to throw an impromptu party. It was to congratulate Sol and Medea on their future wedding and celebrate the coming union of Lustburg and Salem.

After all, if Salem were a country, then Medea would be its crown princess. Once Sol married her, the two countries would become allies on every front.

Many of the witches were still worried, not knowing if this moment was a step towards a brighter future – or a doomed one. But a seed of hope had been planted in their hearts, and while what would happen next would not be easy, they still hoped that things would work out for everyone.

Thousands of years of hatred and discrimination would not vanish overnight. However, the witches could outlive a few human generations until they were rid of their prejudices.

Everywhere La Befana walked, she could see the witches drinking, laughing, and crying with joy. Many others gushed about the handsome and charming prince.

How long has it been?

La Befana was moved.

For years now, Salem had slowly been falling into decay, becoming a ghost town. The streets were always empty, as witches worked alone in their towers or left to explore the astral realm. The witches were unhappy and alone, creating a vicious circle which only isolated them further.

Many witches died because they had lost the will to strive for more knowledge. Why longer in a world that did't want you? The witches who are out exploring will be quite surprised when they return.

La Befana continued to walk, ignoring the way some witches of the muttered about her. They knew she was the one who antagonized Sol the most, before the negotiations had began.

"So, how does it feel to be the bad guy?"

"Teacher."

La Befana looked to see Persephone holding a stick of grilled meat. She seemed to be having the time of her life.

Seeing Persephone smile at her mischievously, La Befana took the kebab she offered to her and started to eat as well. She did feel a little hungry.

The meat was indeed well-cooked and tasty. She wondered briefly what it was. However, in Salem, one did not think too much about the origin of some foods. As long as it tasted good and wasn't human, it was good enough.

Let's change this rule.

She mused as she looked at the meat suspiciously before simply shrugging her shoulders and continuing to eat.

"Honestly, I don't mind being seen as the bad guy."

She looked up at the fake starry sky, "If everyone in a group is a good guy, that group will inevitably break up or be used by people without scruples. A balance is necessary and my role as the current Number One of the council is to play this role."

She looked at Persephone and smiled, "This is why the four departments exist, right?"

Her only goal was the well-being of the witches. If she had to be considered the bad guy because of it, then so be it.

"Don't you always say that a story cannot be complete without two sides who are antagonistic to each other? I guess I played my role well enough, right?"

Persephone nodded. One of the reasons she didn't try to convince La Befana, even though one word from her would be enough for her student to back down,, they needed someone to play the bad guy for Sol’s plan to succeed. Furthermore, if the witches had meekly agreed to follow Lustburg, there would have been many underlying problems.

At least like this, the illusion of struggle would make them feel better.

"You worked hard." Persephone patted La Befana on the head and looked off into the distance.

"You do not have to worry. I don’t know what the future has in store for us, but no matter what, it will be a glorious story."

She had seen Sol’s path. It would be hard, but for him, the chance of success was so high that it was ridiculous.

"I have witnessed and participated in many interesting stories since I met him."

La Befana looked at her teacher with suspicion, "I assume some of those stories are not meant for children?"

Persephone’s laugh was answer enough, leaving La Befana speechless. In the end, she could only laugh alongside her teacher.

Her actions had only pushed the inevitable away. But still, she did not regret them.
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While La Befana was being consoled by her teacher, Medea walked hand-in-hand with Sol, admiring the ring adorning her finger. Even now, she felt like she was in a dream and that everything was just an illusion.

Though she had enjoyed his body and given her virginity to him, deep down, Medea always had a fear that this relationship would never go further. Even though she knew that marriage was nothing more than a confirmation of their relationship, it still made her so happy she thought her heart would burst.

Watching her, Sol smiled and was about to tease her a little, but he stopped when he saw Ambrosia appear in front of them.

"How are you, mother-in-law?" He smirked. Now, this name was genuinely well-earned.

Ambrosia's answer to his joke was something he would have never anticipated.

"I am pleased. But are you interested in meeting your grandfather-in-law?"

Ambrosia's smile was full of anticipation as she gazed at Sol. Her gaze slowly drifted back to her daughter, and she apologized quietly, “I know this is an important moment for you two. Sadly, I need you to lend me your fiance for a few hours.”

Medea was a little reluctant, but she knew her mother well enough to know that whatever she needed Sol for was more important than her jubilation at being engaged.

She turned to Sol and nodded, “I understand. I will see the council and talk about what we should do next.”

They couldn’t just open Salem in one go and let hundreds of witches fill Lustburg. No matter how Sol wished for the good of the races, hundreds of years of segregation, racism, mistrust, and hatred could not so quickly vanish.

Just as Medea was about to leave, she felt Sol catch ahold of her hand. He quickly pulled her in his arms.

“Sol—!?”

She was not able to utter more words as Sol immediately covered her lips. Her eyes opened wide when she felt his hot lips over her own, and she instinctively tried to resist.

But after slowly pulling back, Sol grinned at her. “You don’t need to be ashamed. You know she has seen way worse than this, right?”

It was okay if he didn’t mention it, but the moment he did, both Medea and Ambrosia blushed heavily and looked away, completely speechless.

There was no denying that Ambrosia had observed a scene far more intimate than just a simple kiss. Medea tried to argue, but there was nothing she could say.

“Pff... Don’t worry. I am just teasing you.” Sol chuckled before cupping her pouting face in his hands. “I will come back soon, so prepare yourself.”

The way he grinned and the suggestive light in his eyes left no illusion about what he was trying to say. Medea lowered her head and covered her face with her hat before nodding a little and immediately running away like a rabbit fleeing from a predator.

As he watched her race off, it was hard for Sol to remember she was nearly a thousand times his age.

I guess age is truly just a number.

He smirked at his joke before turning to Ambrosia. Her long black hair contrasted sharply with her white robe, which displayed a mature body worth dying for. She looked like an older version of Medea while being her complete opposite at the same time.

Ambrosia was truly a beautiful woman.

Well, Medea is more beautiful in my opinion.

“You have been staring at my face for some time now. Is there a problem?”

“Hum. Nah. I was just thinking that my fiance was indeed the most beautiful witch.”

Ambrosia could only laugh at how brazen Sol could be, and she signaled him to follow her. As for the kiss between him and her daughter, all she could feel was joy at the sight of her daughter’s happiness.

“You remind me of Anubis. He was the only one who could look me in the eyes without a problem.”

The two started to walk deeper into Salem. Sol did not ask why they couldn’t use his dimension to travel wherever she wanted them to go. He hadn’t had many occasions to alk with her.

“My father-in-law is a true man, after all.”

Sol had nothing but admiration for Anubis, both as a fellow reincarnator and as a man. He had to admit that his father-in-law was a worthy role model.

“I don’t know about him being a true man, but he was certainly a daredevil who feared nothing.”

Ambrosia may have many mixed memories of her time as a beginner witch. But some of the best moments of her life were her adventures with Anubis and Echidna.

“Did you know Anubis was a slave when he came to this world?”

Came to this world, huh?

It seemed she knew he was a reincarnator. He shrugged, intrigued by the story, “I thought he was the son of the Demon King.”

Ambrosia gave him a look but continued her talk. She knew Sol was the same as Anubis – she just didn’t care. After all, they were born and raised in this world.

“He was the Son of the Demon King. That was why he was enslaved.”

She chuckled, “How many wives do you think the Demon King had?”

“Oh…Many, I guess?”

“It’s a good guess. He had seven official wives and 500 official concubines. I say ‘official’ because he had far more women. Back then, the Demon King officially declared that all the women in the world belonged to him.”

The Demon King’s rule was a dark era for the world, a time beyond even the creation of the different kingdoms. Even the angels, who were favored, lost to the demons.

“The Demon King, Khan, was close to becoming the conqueror of the world. His conquest caused the death of nearly 70 million people. He was a ruler without pity, but at the same time, he had a natural charisma that made people follow him.”

“You admired him.”

“I did. No matter how much of a monster he was, there was no denying that Khan was a genius and he was strong. He was simply a King. Back then, with no systematic knowledge, he pioneered the path in the mortal world.”

Ambrosia shook her head, “Anubis was one of his numerous bastard children. All of Khan’s illegitimate children were enslaved and sent to the gladiator arena. They fought and trained for ten years, and only a few survived. What a horrible father horrible, right?”

Sol nodded, not sure where Ambrosia was going with this.

Ambrosia stopped and looked at Sol. He did not turn away from her scrutiny

“Absolute power corrupts absolutely. Anubis once told me this, and I agree with him. Power brings changes in one’s mentality. The stronger you grow, the more you change.”

“Are you worried I will become a new Khan?”

“I am. Once you conquer the world, everything will be yours. I have no doubt that you will grow to surpass me, and perhaps even Anubis. Can you say with certainty that once you obtain all this power, you won’t become a man who will have his children fight and kill each other? After all, you are as lustful and promiscuous as Khan was, if not more.”

Sol grinned, “I have no answer for you. I cannot read the future. Neither can you. So why not simply see for yourself what will happen?”

Ambrosia sighed, “I have bet four times in my life, about whether absolute power is truly corrupted absolutely. I lost one time, won the second time, and the third time ended in s a draw. Sadly, the fourth bet went down before I could see the results.

“I believe betting for the fifth time will be quite exciting.”

She laughed as she made her decision. Her life had been long and filled with many disappointments and beautiful results. One of her friends became a monster obsessed with her goal, while her second friend became the world's guardian even though everyone saw him as an enemy.

The one of whom she’d had the highest expectations died before showing his full potential.

As for her? She became a neutral force, watching the world from afar, neither acting positively nor negatively.

“Sol, Asmodeus wishes to speak with you. What do you say?”

“I am in.”

Sol and Ambrosia stopped in front of a house. He knew he had passed some test, but he didn’t care. He had long since stopped caring about what people thought about him and how everyone seemed to want to test him as if they would die if they didn’t.

Now he had to meet with a giant snake.


Chapter 11


Asmodeus



“While I am up for meeting him, I don’t think Asmodeus can descend, right? Will one of his children come instead?” Sol asked.

Lustburg was under Luxuria's control, so as the divine beast of Luxuria, all of Asmodeus’ children could come down into the mortal world.

“No. Asmodeus wants to talk to you directly. His child is not the best diplomat. That old man would rather sleep and do nothing.”

“One child? So he doesn’t have four Kings like the others?”

“What makes you think he doesn’t?”

“Hum…?” Sol frowned, and Ambrosia’s eyes curved into a smile. Seeing Sol confused was rare, so she found this quite amusing.

“What is our family name?”

Sol was surprised at her question. The name Ambrosia and the other witches used was ‘Asmodeus.’ He was about to ask what she meant when he remembered the insignia on the door leading to Medea’s world: a snake eating its tail.

“Ouroboros.”

Ambrosia laughed, “ We are not Asmodeus’ children for nothing. This is one of the reasons why witches are so powerful; we are human, yet we are also a form of divine beasts.”

“Asmodeus was extremely limited in his ability to create children through separation, unlike the other divine beasts. Many wondered if it was because he was weak, but as the oldest divine beast, that isn’t the case. He simply limited himself to create the witches in the future.”

Why would he want to do this? Asmodeus was under the orders of Luxuria. One didn’t need to be a genius to see that this was her plan, either to create a god or to make the human race stronger.

“Witches were created to be the new starting point of humanity. But this is exactly why the project was destined to fail.”

This world worked on a principle of balance. The stronger something was, the more difficult it was to procreate. Even the lustful dragon, who could procreate with all races, had difficulty having powerful children.

Humans, as a race, had a very low starting point. They could only awaken at age 15, and even then, it would take a few more years for them to become strong. At the same time, thanks to their ability to make contracts and learn different laws, the human race had the highest potential.

What would happen if Humans could learn to handle mana like the other races? With such a starting point, their potential would become game-breaking.

Ambrosia shook her head, “He will explain everything more clearly.”

They entered the house. To Sol, it looked more like a chapel than anything else.

“We must hold hands, and you will enter my mindscape to contact Asmodeus.”

Sol raised an eyebrow in quiet surprise, “You’re sure?”

The mindscape was the most naked truth about an individual. It was the world that represented everything, even the most hidden truths; this was even more so for a warrior who had reached or surpassed the Duke-rank.

Observing Ambrosia’s inner world was more intimate than seeing her naked.

“Don’t worry, I don’t plan to let you see far. You will simply reach the surface level of my consciousness; this will be enough to serve as a bridge to Asmodeus.”

Ambrosia continued, “To be honest, you should be worried. Your mind is still that of a Duke-ranked being. You might be crushed if you meet Asmodeus in that state.”

“Hum…This is a valid worry. But it isn’t a problem.”

“Oh? Are you confident in facing the spirit of a demigod?”

“No. But I am confident that Asmodeus isn’t stupid enough to try to humiliate me.”

There was nothing much Ambrosia could say against that.
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A few moments later, Sol sat facing Ambrosia. She took his hand in hers.

"You need to relax. You must also avoid harboring hostility against me; otherwise, my subconscious will automatically consider you an enemy and attack."

Sol nodded, "I am ready."

Ambrosia took a deep breath and activated a magical circle beneath them.

If she had to be honest, she was quite worried. This would be the first time she let anyone see what was in her mind outside of Asmodeus and perhaps a few goddesses who might have spied on her.

I should be careful in hiding everything.

There were embarrassing and painful things she didn't want to share, and she would never show them to anyone.

"Let's begin."

A second magical circle appeared above them, then one on either side. These were both conductors and shields, guarding them against any disturbance might cause damage to their minds.

'Now!'
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Sol felt himself falling deeper and deeper into a quagmire. He kept his mind calm and focused. He had experienced such situations in his mind before, and he knew what to do.

{Open your mind.}

The voice of Ambrosia reached him. Sol stretched out his consciousness.

Whoosh!

When he opened his eyes again, he looked at a vast cosmos stretching to infinity. It reminded him of Tiamat’s Sea of Stars, but instead of stars in the sky, there was only darkness. Even so, light still existed.

"So this is the inner mind."

This place represented how one saw the world or how one pictured himself. Sol's dreamscape was an infinite blue sky and a sea of tumultuous and deep water.

Seeing this place gave him a deeper insight into Ambrosia's identity. A picture started to flash in his mind, of a young girl around ten crying with a runny nose while holding –

{Don't look!}

The image didn’t last long, and the background completely shifted. By the time Sol understood what was happening, he left the large cosmos and found himself in a new world.

Whoosh!

A frigid wind stirred, blowing at his clothes and hair. Chuckling, Sol raised his eyes to see a man sitting on a throne of ice.

Sol had expected many things when he imagined Asmodeus. A giant snake ready to devour the world, or a cold sovereign in the like of Tiamat. Someone ruthless, who did not hesitate to give curses.

But what he saw was⁠—

"Yo!"

A wannabe hippie?

He seriously had not seen this coming.

Sol belatedly realized he had spoken his thoughts out loud. Far from being angry or offended, the man laughed loudly.

“I do look like one, huh?”

Sol narrowed his eyes. He was both impressed and surprised, not only because of the man’s personality but also —

“You are surprised I know what a hippie is, right? Heh.”

Sol nodded while giving the man another look. He had bleached blonde hair and a healthy and tanned complexion. He wore a pink Hawaiian shirt, board shorts, and sandals.

Rather than looking like one of the oldest Demigods, Asmodeus appeared to be a surfer dude who had lost his way and was now sitting on a throne that did not suit him.

The disparity between the current picture and the image in his head was so great that for an instant, Sol wondered if he was having delusions, or if the man sitting there was someone else. But he was able to pull himself together quickly. In this world, judging someone based on their appearance was the easiest way to get blindsided.

“Ohhh.” Asmodeus seemed surprised and started to clap.”In all the years I have been alive, you are the first to cast aside your bias so quickly. Congratulations.”

Asmodeus laughed as he stood up, and the throne vanished, “Honestly, that thing is so uncomfortable, even in spirit form.”

He waved his hand, and two reclining beach chairs appeared, “Would you like to take a seat?”

Asmodeus did not wait for an answer as he lay down on his chair, sighing as if he could finally relax.

The flow of events was quite confusing. However, if there was one thing Sol was good at, it was adaptation. Shrugging, he took his place next to Asmodeus and looked at the horizon.

“I’ve always wanted my territory to be more relaxing and welcoming. More sand, less ice; more sun, less hail. Sadly, I was born in a time a was, and the way Gabriel made her territory forced me to create a balance.”

His expression was filled with longing, and he said, “All this is because I lost a bet. Eventually, I grew attached to this place, so after the war, I didn’t change it. Too many memories, you see.”

“I don’t mean to be rude, but I am in a hurry. Is this why you called me?” Sol asked.

Asmodeus sighed. “Youngsters these days don’t know how to enjoy being quiet and slow. Then again, quiet and slow is what you will have in spades in the future, so I guess it’s good to be active now.”

He nodded, “Well, I’m sure you expect me to be angry about breaking the witches’ curse. But I am not. In fact, I am more than happy that you managed to do something like this.”

“What do you mean?”

“This world works on the law of equivalent exchange. Well, the exchange is not always equivalent, but you get the gist. Everything has a price, and because of my greed, the curse is the price the witches must pay to obtain power.”

His voice was calmer now, less happy, “I fucked up big time. I admit that. I didn’t expect the world to lash out so strongly when I created the witches. But what’s done is done, and they had to pay the price for the power they obtained.”

“But I’ve always wondered – was there anything I could do? I searched and searched, even using Gabriel's power of life. But nothing I tried worked. It was quite frustrating. But now, the power of a Duke has managed to do what even Demigods and goddesses could not.”

Asmodeus grinned at Sol, “You…Are you really human?”

“What do you mean?”

Asmodeus’ eyes narrowed slightly, and an immense pressure began to fill the atmosphere. However, it vanished as quickly as it had appeared, before Sol could even formulate an answer

“Well, not like it matters, honestly. Whatever you are, you are about to marry to someone who is like a daughter to me – or should I say, granddaughter? So I don’t care.”

He placed his hands behind his head and sighed. “The reason I called you here is twofold. One is to give you my thanks, and two is to warn you.”

“Oh…”

“The war you are about to wage…be careful of my daughter.”

Sol frowned, “Which daughter?”

“The poor girl that would have never seen the light of day if not for the daring actions of that dwarf friend of yours.”

Everything became clear in Sol’s mind. “Nuwa?”

“Don’t you find that interesting? Why did that girl go to the battlefield, and why is she continuing to stay there and lay low? Well, it doesn’t matter.”

Asmodeus stood up. “Sol Dragona Luxuria, soon the meeting between the divine beasts will happen. It will be a crucial meeting that may determine new rules for this world. It might be the start of a new war – a true war – unlike the child’s play that is about to happen in the mortal realm.”

His voice was serious, and Sol could feel the aura of a truly powerful being for the first time.

“Grow strong. Grow fast. As you are now, you will be incapable of having any sway over the directions of events.”

Sol stood up as well. “Why are you helping me?”

“Why?” He grinned, “Because it’s fun, and I like betting on sure bets.” Asmodeus laughed out loud as he tapped Sol on the back before leaving.

This was Sol’s first meeting with Asmodeus, the Divine Beast of Lust.


SECOND ACT: CONFRONTATION




Chapter 12


Order



After Sol vanished, Asmodeus looked up to the wide sky of his mind. His world was created based on his territory, an infinite landscape of ice and snow.

“Things are getting complicated.”

Asmodeus was the oldest living Demigod, and he was very close to Luxuria. He knew many secrets and understood many things.

Something big was about to happen. It might be now, in a few years or even a few hundred years but soon, the order would be changed.

More and more powerhouses are appearing.

He scratched his head. When the impossible became the new normal, things were changing. The concentration of mana in the mortal world had been growing ever so slowly. The universe was mending after the great cataclysm that happened before he was born.

The goddesses of Chaos and Order were still sleeping, but they were showing signs of stirring.

Some of the goddesses were afraid of what this new incoming era would mean for them. However, his mistress was joyful because this would open the path for a new god to be born.

Asmodeus wasn’t worried. In the new era, only three people stood the highest chance of becoming gods: Tiamat, Sol, and Anubis.

None of them was his enemy; one was even his son-in-law in a way. Thanks to Sol, whichever one became a god wouldn’t matter since he would indirectly be linked to them through Sol.

Humming quietly to himself, Asmodeus vanished from the place. Being able to relax in this time of turmoil was a great blessing.
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When Sol left Asmodeus, he appeared once again in the vast cosmos of Ambrosia’s mindscape.

This place was a wonder and for an instant, he considered if he should snoop a little bit deeper. The only thing that stopped him was that this connection was a two-way street; the deeper he searched in her, the more she would see in him.

“You’re finished?”

Ambrosia appeared in front of him, causing him to raise an eyebrow. He was surprised by her actual form.

“You look…quite small.”

The mindscape was the innermost part of an individual, and this place also represented how one saw oneself inwardly. Rather than a mature woman, Ambrosia’s current form was a small child, which was very telling.

“Ah…” Ambrosia looked down at herself before giving a bitter smile. “As for you, your image seems very grounded.”

Sol’s form looked exactly like his hybrid form in the outside world. There was no embellishment besides a crown on his head.

“I have accepted what I am long ago.”

“Thanks for setting up this meeting. I didn’t get much, but at least I understand Asmodeus better. He is very different from what Medea taught me.”

“That is not her fault. I thought the same for a very long time. It doesn’t help that Asmodeus doesn’t try to explain himself.”

“Why? For pride?”

“No. For love.” Ambrosia gave a soft smile, “He loves his daughters, and he doesn’t want them to wallow about something they can’t fix. Instead, he gave them a clear target to hate rather than something as abstract as the balance of the world.”

She sighed, “Every story needs a bad guy. He decided to take that role.”

Sol’s respect for Asmodeus increased. “I guess I am lucky to have many admirable fathers-in-law.”

He chuckled, “Well, it’s time for me to leave.”

Ambrosia heard him and knew he was not just talking about leaving her mindscape.

“Are you going to start the war now?”

“We have been preparing long enough. I need to see the strength of my army.”

“So this is the start of your world conquest?”

“Indeed. I do not know how long it will take. Perhaps a few months? Or a few years? Either way, there is only one way all of this will end — in my victory.”
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After coming out of Ambrosia’s mindscape and sharing a beautiful night with Medea, Sol left Salem. The next day, Sol brought together all the nobles.

He announced his decision to accept the witches and form a new alliance. Many of the nobles shivered. They realized that with these steps, Sol wouldn’t just be a king; he would be a tyrant with all the power, and there would be no way for them to reject his orders.

A few of them tried bringing up that allying with the witches and revealing the dark side of the royal family would only bring distrust from the population. Some even threatened to not participate in the war if this happened. The witches were enemies and could not be trusted.

Sol only laughed.

“I encourage you to rebel. I have promised noble titles to some of the witches. I believe cleaning out some of the old noble houses will be helpful.”

They were dismayed at his words. But this wasn’t the end.

“We are in a time of war.” His voice was calm, and the nobles could only gulp at the aura they felt from the young price..

“All nobles are considered to be soldiers. Do you know what happens to deserters?”

His smile was oh-so chilling and beautiful.

“I am done playing nice.”

Sol made it clear. His word was law. Refusal to obey meant death.


Chapter 13


Harem Conference



Clara sucked up to him like he was the coming of god on earth, her eyes shining like jewels as she praised him.

“Your Majesty, you have been as magnificent as always.”

Today's meeting had been very tense. It was the first time Sol had clearly and openly acted against the nobles. Until now, he had only given subtle threats and warnings of possible punishment. But now he had taken out the big guns.

Sol was not joking around. He was on the eve of creating a new world; for that, he needed to have people around him he could trust. He could not fight this war alone. Until he became a demigod, Sol had limited access to what he could do alone. Even his desire to take over the mortal world was only a theory. He needed more information from Anubis to make a proper plan.

Hee needed competent people to control the different places he conquered.

“Many of the nobles are useless. They are too weak. Having the witches take more power will be useful.”

Not all the witches were worthy of his trust, either. But he was sure Ambrosia could select a group of very efficient witches who would get the job done and not disappoint him.

“How is the situation with the MECHA?”

“Thanks to the duchess, Miss Theresa's efficiency increased tremendously. We currently have around 25 complete suits of armor. Miss Kali has decided to name it MKA Ve 1.0 or simply MK 1.”

“Let me guess: Magical Knight Armor.”

“Indeed. She said, and I quote, ‘It sounds cool.’”

It does sound cool.

Sol cleared his throat self-consciously. He knew some of his tastes could be a little childish, but he didn’t care. He has always been a child at heart.

“Very well. Did you choose the knight who will have the honor of being the first Magic Knight?”

She nodded and gave him a list. “Tto experiment on the efficacy, we also selected a few beastkins and dwarves from the army, but the main ones are humans.”

“The armor was created for humans to enhance their frail bodies, but in the hands of other races, the result could be even better.”

If this worked, the armor would be even stronger when used by werebeasts.

“Other countries are going to go crazy about this technology.”

It might be fun to see them try to obtain it.

“Make sure the dwarves don’t have any legal claims in this matter.”

The dungeons where he had found the golems had belonged to the previous Dwarf King, but they were on Lustburg’s land, making for an interesting situation. On his previous world, such a situation would have given rise to problematic lawsuits that could last for years.

Here? He simply needed to have the biggest fist. The only problem was that Lustbug was too dependent on Greed Dike regarding weapons and craftsmanship.

Something to think about later.

“I do not see Milia, Setsuna, or Lilin anywhere. What is happening?”

He had been surprised by the absence of those three. War was coming, and the hostilities would soon begin. He had to start the deployment and organize a meeting with Athena and Ares.

I wanted to become friends with Ares.

Sadly, things were a little complicated now.

Sol mused for a while before finding something strange. Usually, when he asked something, Clara would always answer promptly. But he had yet to hear an answer to his earlier question.

“Clara?”

“Well… *Ahem*”

Clara coughed a little before finally answering, “All ladies should be at the church of Castitas.”

“Why is it so?”

Clara gave him a weird look as she held her documents against her chest. “The ladies wanted to congratulate Miss Medea for becoming your fiance.”

“Oh…” It took a moment for it to click in his mind. But finally, “Ohhhh…”

He was speechless.

He had been so busy organizing for the upcoming war that he had forgotten a very important matter.

She will be alright, right?

Sol was a little worried. He was self-aware enough to know that the women around him

Should I take a look?

There was no way anything would happen to Medea. She was a King-rank and had her sisters were with her.

While Milia was the first woman with whom he’d had a physical relationship with, Medea was the first woman to whom he’d openly declared his love. She had always been his first love. He had never hidden this from any of the others, as he thought honesty was the best way to have a healthy harem and avoid problems.

Sol nodded “Okay, let’s continue. I wish to begin the hostilities in earnest tomorrow. The garrison in the frontier should be ready. Also, prepare the Nightmare horses and Wyvern.”

“Ah…” Clara seemed confused by the way he was acting. “Your Highness, are you not worried?”

Sol stopped for a moment, thinking deeply about it, weighing everything before finally answering.

“For an instant, I was. But now I am not.”

She became curious. Clara knew that the Tower was filled with crazy women who had a few screws loose. Why was he not worried?

“Why? Simply because I know they will never do anything intentionally to hurt me.”

He trusted them. That was all. Still, he hoped nothing big would happen.
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[Church of Castitas]

The church was not filled with prayers from fervent believers, but rather the sounds of training and equipment being polished. The coming war did not just concern the royal family. The church's duty in times of war was to prepare on-field healers. Al nuns were trained for battlefield healing, regardless of their status.

“Is everyone ready?”

Aurora was standing on the podium in the middle of a large training field, overlooking nuns and paladins standing in teams of two or four.

A nun must always be accompanied by at least one paladin in battle, ideally by an entire team of four. This formation ensured the nun’s safety while she healed the wounds in the field.

“Your Holiness, I believe their training is complete. It will be hard to do more than this without experience.”

Aurora gazed quietly at the young man speaking to her. He was rather handsome, all things considered. He was in his twenties, and the aura of a Duke emanated from him.

“White Knight.” Aurora greeted him quietly. The White Knight was the dedicated guardian of the Supreme and Holy Daughter. The current White Knight was a very talented man by human standards. He had contracted with a powerful ice spirit who controlled ice and even managed to become a Duke.

Aurora, though, was wholly unimpressed. The fact that a Duke-rank had been chosen as her guardian was something she found laughable. However, she was Dawn no more. She had yet to recuperate her powers, and even if she did, even a weak Duke would be a challenging opponent.

How far I have fallen.

She sighed quietly before smiling again, “Very well. The Crown Prince has given his orders. We need to start marching. Warn the nuns and paladins in the other denominations. They have been allowed to do as they pleased in the past, but times have changed.”

Her voice was calm as she gave her orders, which allowed her to think about the prince.

What the hell was I thinking?

Remembering how she asked him to pat her head and coo at her like a baby lacking attention made her wish she could crawl into a hole and hide for the rest of her life.

Sigh…Then again, he is also a Duke, right?

Aurora mused as she walked away. She refused to believe that Sol was an ordinary Duke. The power he displayed made absolutely no sense even for a hybrid.

I guess his origin doesn’t lie? I wonder if I’m the only one who noticed.

This was not an impossibility. She was sure she wasn’t the only one who had survived the slaughter of her father.

Gods were immortal. Should they be killed, as long as their concepts existed, they would come back to life. It was an eternal, immutable law. At least, this was what they had all thought until that day — The power of the End, the power to truly extinguish the existence of a god.

That power was incomplete. She realized this instinctively, even as her head was leaving her body under the blade of her beloved father.

What she found weird was why her stupid sisters were watching him grow without doing anything. Apart from Invidia, none of them had a bad relationship with him. Even Invidia had attacked him for stupid, cowardly reasons rather than anything else.

Well…I guess being a little stupid and weak is what helped them survive until everything was resolved.

All the gods and goddesses had been pretty individualist, but the fourteen always huddled together – the weakest, alone together.

When acting together, though, they could reach even the might of Ymir. After all, though they were goddesses of primordial emotions like the Seven Sins and Virtues, it was important to remember that even gods felt emotions.

“Your Holiness?”

Aurora smiled at the young nun in front of her. From her attire, Aurora judged that she was just an apprentice.

“What is the matter?”

“I…I apologize for distur…bing you. But. I can..Cannot allow you to proceed further.”

The way she spoke while stuttering and showing obvious fear and embarrassment was quite funny. Aurora felt like she was watching a small squirrel.

Mortal are always funny.

“I have a meeting with the Supreme Daughter to discuss the war preparations. Could you explain to me what is happening?”

“Hah…” The girl trembled a little, hesitating between different sets of orders. “The Supreme Daughter is…She is having a meeting…Wi-With many women.”

“Oh?” Aurora tilted her head, feeling suddenly curious.

She looked at the conference room door and wondered for an instant if she should use her power.

Since she had stolen the power of [Night], she also had authority over [Secret], one of the reasons her stupid sisters had still not noticed her existence nor managed to obtain any proof of Sol’s blasphemous actions when he healed Lilith.

Right now, she could feel the power of the secret she used to cover Lillith on the other side of the door.

Should I take a look?

It wouldn’t be impossible for her to enter this place without being noticedl. Sol was the only one who could find her when she hid her presence.

I am just going to take a peek.
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The atmosphere in the conference room carried an undeniable tension reminiscent of charged air before a storm. However, this tension wasn't as overwhelming as one might have initially envisioned.

"Before we embark on our discussion, there are two preliminary matters I'd like to address," Milia's voice resonated as she gestured towards one of the participants.

"First and foremost, let us extend a hearty welcome to a new participant: Isis Crow. She stands as Sol's first contract, though this information is already well-known among us."

"Hi!" The room brightened with Isis's enthusiastic greeting. She rose from her seat, her radiant smile encompassing everyone in the room. Yet, her unbridled joy and candid demeanor momentarily bewildered the other attendees, leaving them uncertain about how to respond.

"As these meetings endeavor to foster harmony among us," Milia's gaze traversed the room, capturing every individual's attention, "I trust that everyone will meet Isis with the warmth and inclusivity she rightfully deserves."

There were nods of agreement among the attendees, signifying their collective understanding that Isis held a unique and indispensable role among them.

"I apologize, but could you kindly jog my memory as to why I am here?" Chloe's hand hesitantly ascended, only to retreat when her query went unanswered.

Milia gave a light chuckle. Given her lord's grand ambition to conquer the world, engaging with the angels was an inevitable and strategic move. Chloe, being the Holy Daughter of Slothstein, home of the angels, held immeasurable value. And even though her feelings towards Sol were not romantic, Milia was confident in her beloved's prowess. When he set his sights on a goal, there was no possibility of escape, especially for a young woman like Chloe.

"*Ahem*, now," Milia's attention shifted from Chloe to Medea, her tone and demeanor becoming more formal. "Before we begin our discussion, on behalf of each of us, I wish to extend my heartfelt congratulations to you, Miss Medea, on officially becoming Sol's first fiancée."

Rising gracefully from her seat, Milia looked at the gathering of formidable women. Her applause, though subdued, was accompanied by others in the room, although a few betrayed an underlying dissatisfaction. Nonetheless, no overt resentment marred anyone's features. True to her nature, Isis clapped with boundless enthusiasm, her radiant grin harmonizing with the overall atmosphere.

The subdued response to this revelation was rooted in the fact that most of the attendees had anticipated this development. Sol had never been secretive about his feelings for Medea, and all those gathered knew she had received his first confession of love.

Rather than being caught off-guard by the news, their sentiments were akin to, "Ah, I foresaw this outcome—well, no surprise there."

Not all the women in attendance harbored the same aspirations for their relationships with Sol. For Isis, her contract exceeded the bounds of any conventional connection. The bond she shared with Sol extended to the core of their very souls, a pact that transcended even the boundaries of death.

Setsuna and Lilin had no reason to feel slighted, either. Though their contracts were less potent than Isis's, their feelings of security remained intact.

Milia herself had never entertained the thought of marrying Sol. To her, he was her lord, and she was his dedicated servant. The notion of marriage held little relevance in her life.

Persephone, too, could relate to Milia's viewpoint. Despite her fondness for Sol, she recognized that their relationship would remain constant, unaffected by external developments.

Lilith maintained a detached perspective, observing the unfolding events from an outsider's stance. Her primary focus was defining the scope of the Territory she intended to establish. While her current connection with Sol bore shades of ambiguity, she deferred further contemplation for another time.

Chloe, despite her inclusion in this meeting, regarded Sol as a peer, a friend, and a figure deserving of her admiration. She expected no romantic entanglements with him.

Pandora, present with an air of reluctance, offered a faint, reserved smile. Ultimately, it was Camelia who harbored the most pronounced discontent.

Clapping for Medea, Camelia's smile bore a trace of bitterness. Despite sharing a heartfelt conversation with Sol, he had distanced himself since their return. As joy permeated the atmosphere, Camelia couldn't help but feel a pang of envy, a petty sentiment she despised.

How unseemly.

She scolded herself, releasing a subdued sigh before addressing the crux of the matter. "So, could you provide clarity on the purpose behind this meeting?"

Eager to get to the heart of the matter, Camelia's words resonated with the desire for swift resolution. The discourse thus far had only exacerbated her discomfort, intensifying the negative emotions she abhorred.

The implications of these unsightly emotions weighed heavily on her heart.

Observing Camelia's demeanor, Milia affirmed her intention to alert her Highness about this situation.

"Very well. I convened this assembly due to a noteworthy observation and in response to a request made by Lilin."

Lilin took this opportunity to stand, signaling her readiness to speak. "I find myself unable to articulate this precisely, but I sense a transformation in Sol. He..."

Lilin's gaze shifted, seeking the right words to convey her sentiments. As she continued, her fellow attendees maintained a respectful silence, each empathizing with her struggles.

"While his core essence remains unchanged, I detect an enhanced self-assuredness within him. Yet, this newfound confidence appears to be accompanied by a degree of doubt regarding our capabilities. In essence, it feels as if he views us as delicate infants needing constant vigilance and guidance."

Lilin's voice tapered off, and she cast her gaze downward, the weight of her thoughts evident in her demeanor. "In times past, Sol placed unwavering trust in our abilities. He confronted danger head-on, believing in our capacity to overcome it. But now…"

A sigh escaped her lips, bearing traces of resignation. "It appears he is shouldering the burden alone, navigating the path with an intensity that hints at an all-consuming obsession."

As Lilin concluded, a hushed silence settled over the room, each attendee reflecting upon her words, their thoughts weaving a tapestry of contemplation and concern.

Milia's countenance remained stern. She harbored a reluctance to speak unfavorably about Sol, and the act of talking behind his back was something she despised. Nevertheless, her deep feelings for him didn't blind her to the issues concerning her cherished lord.

The coming war was a prime example of Sol's all-consuming nature. Milia's conviction was that Wratharis' chances of victory had been virtually nonexistent for several months.

With a concealed alliance with the Church of Wratharis and their substantial power, the scales were tipped in their favor. While humans were generally less potent, utilizing nightmare horses and wyverns mitigated their vulnerability.

However, Sol's ambitions surpassed these advantages. He continued amassing forces as if striving to achieve an untouchable moment where the specter of defeat held no sway.

This determination was commendable but also dangerous. They were mortals, not deities. Control over all variables wasn't within their grasp.

"What do you propose?" Milia was asked.

Lilin’s expression soured slightly, and she said, "In my personal opinion, the wisest course of action would be to converse with him openly about our concerns. But..."

Her words were left hanging, met with similar grimaces from the others. "He would likely assert that all is well and we needn't worry," Isis anticipated.

"Are we reaping what we've sown in terms of karma?" Camelia inquired, her words laced with irony. Milia and the rest were speechless as Camelia's observation resonated uncomfortably.

"He would claim we're mirroring his treatment," Lilith added. She knew firsthand how they'd treated Sol—shielding him when he was young and keeping him in the shadows, driven by the desire to spare him the truth. Each of thedazzling confrontation thatSol, calling their actions protective measures, yet manipulating him while shrouded in good intentions.

"Is it possible he's merely treating us as we treated him?"

"But we possess strength; some of us are more formidable than him. Shouldn't he have faith in us?"

"Hmm..." Isis hesitated before raising her hand, flinching slightly as the group’s collective gaze fixed upon her.

"Ahem, pardon the interruption, but I understand the quandary."

"Oh?"Camelia was poised to retort, sensing an implication that Isis had unraveled Sol's essence better than the rest, despite their limited interactions. She refrained from responding, however, and opted to listen.

"Could you elaborate?" Camelia inquired.

Isis cleared her throat. "Let me be candid. Undoubtedly, you all possess considerable strength. The witches among you rival any of the four divine beast generals. As for you two," she pointed to Pandora and Camelia, "while you might be marginally less potent, being Blessed grants you an inherent advantage."

She gestured to the Dukes, her tone growing serious. "Speaking of Dukes, your might is astounding. However, in the astral realm, Kings are potent but not rare. Dukes, generally speaking, are expendable unless possessing unique attributes like Sol."

A sigh escaped her lips, regret lacing her words. "Sooner or later, Sol will confront Nihil due to the destiny he's set in motion for her. At least, that's what he's claimed. But when the time comes, he won’t be confronting her with you. Your value will diminish substantially in the astral realm."

Hostility welled up, but Isis persisted, unafraid to convey the truth.

"Your strength is modest, not meager. That said, you're not overwhelmingly robust, either. The battle against Wratharis merely serves as an introduction, and I suspect even the angels will eventually fall under Sol's sway. But that isn't enough."

She recollected the final battle involving Sol, her father, and Tiamat, a dazzling confrontation that underscored her feebleness.

Sol had been the central force in that encounter, but he'd relinquished that potency.

"It appears Sol was greatly affected by that ordeal. He recognized the need to amplify his strength concurrently. He realized the vulnerability of the mortal realm."

"Above all, I believe he yearns for the taste of power."

"Power?"

"Ah..."

A few displayed curiosity, but Lilith swiftly grasped Isis' point. She, too, had endured a similar situation.

"I understand. We've been painfully blind."

"Lilith, what do you mean?" Camelia posed the question, prompting Lilith to simplify her response, "To put it plainly, there's a distinction between feeling weak and feeling weaker."

She clenched her fist. "I was withering away, and the chasm between my capabilities then and when I was at my prime pained me. Still, I was a King, relatively speaking."

Her gaze dropped, realization dawning. She hadn't recognized Sol's plight.

"Sol tasted the supremacy of a Demigod—no, something greater. According to Isis, he wielded the strength to battle two formidable Demigods. He utilized that power to rewrite my destiny."

She halted, guarding certain truths. The presence of the goddesses was uncertain.

"However, he reverted to the stature of a Duke afterward."

Understanding washed over the group. Climbing from poverty to affluence was one experience, but plummeting from grandeur to obscurity was another. The gap between a Demigod and a Duke was immeasurable.

"So, what's our course of action?"

They exchanged glances, knowing this conversation was far from over. How they decided to act now would change many things in the future,

“I mean…Do we need all this secrecy?” Isis seemed genuinely confused. “Sol will become a Demigod soon enough. Perhaps he didn’t notice why he was in a hurry yet. We have to explain it to him and believe in him to work on his problems, right?”

Isis stopped speaking when she realized that everyone was staring at her. She fidgeted a little, wondering if she made a mistake in her choice of words.

Camelia smirked. “We are all too used to taking a uselessly complicated approach.”

Sometimes, the simplest way was the best.
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The discussion between the women continued for several hours. They still talked about Sol, but the topic slowly shifted to what would happen during the war.

“The moment Sun Wukong appears, I will attack him.” Lilith spoke quietly, her eyes shining with great force and will to battle. She had wished for this for so long. Her intuition was telling her that Sun Wukong would be one of the greatest enemies they would face in this battle.

“What about the Wolf King?”

“Sol told me the four of us would fight against him if necessary,” Setsuna spoke as she looked at Lilin and Isis.

“Four Dukes against a King. Honestly, if it were anyone else, I would have been hesitant, but with you guys, it shouldn’t be difficult.”

“We won’t only be four. I think Sol might also add Nuwa to the mix.”

Lilin added. She still recalled her fight with Nuwa when they faced Acht. It had been a hard fight; Lilin hadn’t died only because Nuwa had acted as her shield.

“From what Mother told us, Nuwa is the child of Amsodeus and Echidna. Regarding pedigree, only Isis and Sol match her, and even then...”

This was true. Both Sol and Isis were the children of a Demigod and a King. Nuwa was the child of two Demigods, and not just any demigods: Asmodeus was the oldest Divine Beast, and Echidna was one of the first three mortals to reach the divine.

“I’m of the same opinion. I trained that child before she left for the battlefield; she has a monstrous power. I don’t know about her attack power, but in terms of defense, I doubt anyone can match her, including Sol, if I do not consider his Dimension.” Milia spoke with confidence, and the others nodded.

“Very well. So, it’s the five of you against Lupus.” Camelia mused. “I cannot move from my position, as I must stay to defend the city, but I will send Aurora. I believe she will be of great assistance.”

Milia smiled, “The Supreme Daughter of Wratharis is already on our side. We must avoid exposing her and have her be branded a traitor. But with Setsuna, things are different.”

What they wanted wasn’t just to win. This was a conquest. The most difficult thing during a conquest wasn’t winning; it was keeping the losing population in check and making sure they didn’t rebel.

“The greatest problem for our soldiers will be maritime warfare.”

Wratharis comprised a large landmass and many smaller islands off their coast. The sea was their home ground, and as strong as the army was, winning against them on the water would be hard.

“We have the superiority in the air with the wyverns. So it will do.”

Everyone looked at each other, nodding quietly. This war was basically in their hands; the only thing they had to worry about was time.

“How long do you think the war will last?”

“Three months? Perhaps four. Everything will depend on how Sol decides to act as we advance.”

One of the greatest problems when attacking a country was the fear of the Supreme Daughter activating Holy Territory or using a Goddess Descent. But they didn’t have to worry about this.

“Working with an insider is truly a different feeling.”
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As Aurora walked out, her eyes shone as she gazed toward the Tower. Her power over Night made her the best spy in existence, and she was able to listen without a problem to the discussion. She was glad she did.

Remembering the discussion about what Sol did in the astral realm made her sure about her convictions. Before, she harbored doubts, but now she was one hundred percent sure.

Her Father was not dead.

Aurora clenched her fist, the color of her eyes switching briefly between gold and blue.

It’s different from me.

She didn’t know how, but while Sol had the Soul of her father, he was different. That should have been impossible. The Ego of her father should have buried the Ego of Sol. The weight of time between those two was too different, too vast.

It was the same for her.

This means something was missing.

Aurora took a deep breath and exhaled, her expression returning to normal and her emotions settling.

Sol was not Adam. Or, at the very least — not yet.

She had two choices. Kill him now, or wait.

Before driving a blade in his heart, she wanted to ask this at least once – why?

I will wait until Father awakens.

She knew deep down that this was a lie she was telling herself, a desire to escape from reality and a fear of losing everything again. She also knew that if her Father went on another killing spree, she would be responsible.

She buried those voices deep down. She had awakened and was given a second chance at life. She would do her very best to enjoy it as much as possible.

Even if it meant being a little selfish.
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Floating alone in the sky, Sol gazed at the moon with an blank expression. Recently, his sleep has been disturbed by weird dreams that he had difficulty remembering.

Sol was not worried about those. Something was telling him that he just had to wait. The moment he became king, everything would be revealed, and he would have all the answers he wished for.

Breathing quietly, Sol stretched out his hand as if he wanted to grasp the moon in his hand.

The time was approaching – the moment he had been preparing so much for, creating plan after plan.

He would not let an attack on Lustburg happen again. There was no room for mistakes of any kind.

He would win without a doubt.

“It’s time to fight.”

Many people were going to die for his ambition. But he would not stop walking because of this. He would support the weight of those sins with his head held high and his gait proud.

After all —- he was a selfish Prince.


Chapter 14


First Fights
[Wratharis Republic; High Assembly]


Wratharis was an alliance composed of many races of Beastkin, a total of 193 races. Four great clans stood above everything out of all the clans of beastmen: the Oni, the Stone Monkey, the Kitsune, and the Blue Wolf. The leaders of those four clans formed the security council of the High Assembly; the Wolf and Kitsune held permanent seats, while the two other seats could be taken if the leaders lost.

The ruling system, the power, and the right to speak, while hidden under the guise of a democracy, were really a meritocracy, where the strongest races ruled at the top while the weakest ones could only listen at the bottom.

Despite this, this system had few problems, and the Beastkin did not rebel against it. After all, this was their very nature – might makes right.

No matter how civilized they looked, their brutal blood would never accept being ruled by someone weaker than themselves.
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In the large theater that served as the place of assembly, the leaders of the four strongest clans in Wratharis sat at the summit.

Shuten Doji was the current leader of the Oni clan. The Oni had once been immigrants from Invidia, but thanks to Shuten’s business acumen and the prowess of her race, they managed to establish themselves and surpass everyone else.

Shuten Doji was petite, almost childlike in size, though her outrageous wardrobe told a different tale. Under her long open kimono, she was wearing a bikini.. Her pale skin was so white she seemed devoid of blood. Her short, purple hair was adorned with silver, gold, and jewels, and two long horns protruded from her forehead.

Shuten’s appearance was outrageous in public, but only those she had once burned understood how dangerous she was. Even so, out of the four Leaders, she was considered the weakest. The other three were much more powerful.

Sitting beside her was a man of average height with an athletic build. A golden headband contained his black, spiky hair. He wore a white tiger skin around his waist, and a long black tail swished behind him.

He was Sun Wukong, the strongest being in Wratharis – The Uncrowned King. A man who should have been the uncontested leader of the country. Sadly, for all his power and might, he could not bypass the Heavenly Law.

Sitting on the other side was a beautiful woman with several soft tails and a mysterious smile. Kiku Inari Patienta was the leader of the opposition and the Supreme Daughter of Patienta. She was also the head of the Kitsune clan.

Finally, the protagonist of this scene was called the Usurper or the Tyrant. He was a cruel man who had dethroned his brother to satisfy his thirst for power – Tiangou Lupus Ira.

Many hated him, some respected him, but all feared him and his temper.

Lupus had an overpowering aura, as if challenging anyone to refute his words. It was an arrogant show of force, but the other leaders were usually not concerned about this.

After all, the dog who barks the loudest generally doesn’t bite.

This time, though, there was air of uneasiness as everyone gazed at him.

Lupus looked different. He was emaciated, his face gaunt, his bones protruding through his skin. He looked desiccated, as if he had been drained of all his blood.

He looked weak. This was why⁠—

—-He looked dangerous.

Everyone immediately became more wary, recognizing that something was wrong.

Lupus ignored all of them. He gazed into space and spoke with a slightly dreamy voice, as if walking in the clouds.

“The forces on the shore on the Lustburg side have started to build a large teleportation matrix.”

One of humanity's advantages was the ability to form a contract. Some humans, rather than chasing fame and power, would contract with a special type of beast known as a nightmare crow. It was a C-ranked beast with little battle power but it allowed the humans to teleport others over long distances.

One of Lustburg’s favored tactics was to create relay points with those teleportation circles and move large amounts of supplies and reinforcements. Also, because it worked both ways, the wounded could be sent back to heal while fresh soldiers would arrive to replace them.

This method had been taught to them by the Witch of Space, when the witches were still working with them.

“Thankfully the witches’ relationship with Lustburg is still cold. But in a week or two, all the relay stations will be completed, and destroying them will be challenging. Who dares to stand up and fight for our country?”

Everyone looked at each other, hesitating but one man – or rather, one tiger – stood up,

“I will be the one, my Lord. The Tiger Clan will show the humans its might.”

The different representatives sneered in disdain. The Tiger Clan was once one of the four Great Clans. Sadly, they lost that title and fell into decline after Sun Wukong killed the previous Tiger Lord.

Now, Sun Wukong wore the old lord’s skin as a trophy. The current lord, whose father he had killed, could only look away and ignore the blatant insult.

“Hum…What does the Tiger wish in return?” Murmured Lupus.

“Land, my lord. We wish to be granted the land near the fortress.”

Everyone sucked in a large breath, while others cursed, wondering if he was crazy. That piece of land was a very strategic resource.

Shuten Doji chuckled, “They said riding a tiger is a trip filled with danger, and one might die at any moment. I guess this also applies to the Tiger itself.”

The Tiger Lord ignored her. He knew better than to try and argue with the woman.

“My King. I await your words.”

Lupus mused for a while, gazing at the Tiger. His instincts were telling him one thing: this man would fail.

This was why —

“Very well. The Tiger will be at the forefront and will launch the attack. You have three days. Failure will not be accepted.”

“Thank you, my Lord.”

Lupus smiled at the look of gratitude on the face of the young lord. No wonder the Tiger clan was in decline, if they had a leader like that. But it did not matter. Cannon fodder was always welcome.

Lupus gently touched the blade at his side. Victory would be his in the end, no matter the price.
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At the end of the meeting, Sun Wukong walked alone, and people on either side gave him a wide berth. He was generally calm, but they all knew a simple trigger could change him into a bloodthirsty maniac who would not stop until someone died.

Already used to this isolation, Sun Wukong did not care much about them. These people were unworthy of his attention, and interacting with them was a waste of time.

At least, this was so for nearly all of them.

“Wukong.”

Sun Wukong stopped, turning toward the only one he cared about in this place. Someone he considered to be his adopted mother, “Shuten.”

Wukong ignored her outrageous attire. He always found it odd that she walked around brazenly when she had nothing to show off outside of a childish body. In his opinion, any man who found her attractive was someone they should be careful about.

But he knew better than to say that to her face.

“You noticed, right?”

The two started walking together, and as always, his mother got straight to the point.

“If you are talking about the King’s aura, I have noticed the changes.”

“What do you think?”

“Weak.”

Shuten gave a bitter smile, but this was all Sun Wukong had to say. He was not a Puritan nor a martial arts fanatic who believed one shouldn’t use powerful weapons. Thanks to his weapons, he knew the importance of powerful weapons. But at the end of the day, no matter how potent the weapon was, it was useless if not wielded correctly.

“He is not using a weapon. He is being used as a weapon.”

Divine weapons were powerful, and the power they bestowed had an equal price attached to them.

Wukong found the King’s current state to be pitiful. He saw Lupus as a man sacrificing his own life for a fight, not because he wished to best his opponent, but because of his fear of failure.

As an individual, Lupus had become stronger. But as a warrior, Sun Wukong had lost all remaining respect he may have had for the man.

“You are as strict as always.”

“A warrior who discards his pride for victory is not bad. But a warrior who discards his pride because of fear is a failure.”

Fear was useful. Fear was a great teacher. A warrior should never lose the sense of fear deep in his heart. But he should never let himself be ruled by it.

“I will take that into account for our calculations. Do you still plan to go all out?”

“Indeed. My loyalty is not to the crown or the king but to myself. My selfishness will be an obstacle to the success of my friend’s son. Whether he knocks me out of the way or fails is no matter to me.”

Sun Wukong's eyes shone quietly, “This war will usher in a new age, I believe. But more than anything, I can finally test my mettle against the Blade of the Sword Saint.”

The light in his eyes dimmed moments later, “Though, it’s a pity. If only this war had happened a few months ago. I would have been able to face her as an equal. Now, I fear it will be impossible without me severely restricting myself.”

“You…”

Shuten stopped when she heard Sun Wukong’s words. Her mind moved swiftly as she finally realized the meaning of his words.

“Seriously…?”

Sun Wukong grinned, like a mischievous cat.,

“I have broken the wall. I only lack one more step.”
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[1st Frontier Lustburg/Wratharis: Twilight Fortress]

Standing near a stream, a man with graying hair quietly observed the large fortress that had been standing for years protecting the frontier of Wratharis.

One of his goals had been to take down that fortress. Many people shed blood and died, and there were many failures. But now, things were about to change.

He turned around and looked at the people overseeing the construction of the teleportation matrix. He had not observed their construction since the war against Gluttony Foss. Creating those matrices was no easy feat; they required many expensive materials at a high cost, especially since the matrices had a limited number of uses.

It seems like the crown prince is going all out this time.

A bitter smile formed on his face as the image of a young prince appeared in his mind, causing him to sigh.

“General Gerald. What do you think?”

Gerald was brought out of his reverie when someone addressed him. The respect brimming in his voice was evident.

“Ah…Viktor was it? No, I should call Lieutenant Viktor.”

Viktor smiled, “I am pleased the general remembers me.”

“How could I forget the young man who rushed headfirst into the trenches before anyone else, only to return as quickly when he realized he was marching before the signal had been given.”

The younger man coughed lightly, clearly embarrassed.

“I was just a kid back then, General. Now I have matured.”

“So I see. However, you are mistaken about one thing. I am a general no longer. In this place, I am just a foot soldier like anyone else.”

Viktor furiously shook his head, “The crown’s orders makes no sense. You and General Tyr will always be the only true generals in my mind. Lustburg would not be what it is now without the support of the Highland family.”

“Be careful with your words.” Warned Gerald.

“I will. But I believe only the nobles of the capital would bother using such cheap tactics as defamation. I will challenge any knight and noble here if they do not like what I say.”

There was pride in his words, and Gerald understood that. The nobles on the frontier of Lustburg were generally left to fend for themselves and had to face a constant series of small wars and battles.

For the frontier nobles, those in the capital were greedy pigs who could not fight. For the nobles at the capital, those on the frontier were barbarians who knew nothing about true nobility.

This was one of the many subtle ways the crown kept the nobles in check by creating division and stopping them from allying and working together. A few nobles understood this and played the game. The majority, though…were a little too enthusiastic.

In Viktor’s mind, Gerald was innocent, and he had been defamed and demoted because he lost a battle for influence in the capital. Despite technological advances, misinformation could still spread, and many on the frontier did not know of Gerald’s treason.

“Did you wish to ask me a question?”

“ What do you think will happen?”

Gerald looked in the direction of the matrices being constructed.

“I believe that this week, we will be getting little sleep.”

Those words were as accurate as a prophecy.

On that night — Wratharis launched its first attack. The war had officially started.


Chapter 15


First Clash


[Let your plans be dark and impenetrable at night, and when you move, fall like a thunderbolt.]

Art of War – Sun Tzu.

Night fell on the camp, bringing the darkness that humans so dreaded. Here, far from the main cities, keeping everything illuminated was challenging. Nevertheless, it was possible thanks to advancements in alchemy.

“Ugh. I wonder why the lieutenant told us to stay awake. Keeping this armor on is so fucking tiring.” One of the soldiers complained, and the other three with him chuckled in agreement. They could barely use mana, so their armor weighed heavily on them. Such was the plight of normal soldiers.

“Even so guys, be serious and keep the lookout. You never know.”

“Roger that.”

They all saluted and began their rounds. Despite their dissatisfaction, they had to obey orders. They knew the enemy would not let them create those teleportation circles without intervening.

Under the orders of Lieutenant Viktor, the guard was increased, and all teams were composed of two people who had to stay awake at a certain distance from each other enough to see each other and react should danger happen. Furthermore, there was a third guard who would be camouflaged and receive a signal every three minutes If the signal was not sent, they would immediately sound the alert.

“So much for a simple guard, but I believe this is necessary.”

A few grumbled, but they knew their duty.

They started their circuit in the middle of the night, chatting to keep themselves awake.

“I told the wench not to worry about a grunt soldier like me – I have a lower chance of actually dying. All she had to do was wait for me till I came back.”

“Are you sure she won’t warm herself in some other guy's arms while you fight here?”

“Heh. Then I’ll just have to remind her why she always opens her legs for me.”

The man made a vigorous move with his hips, prompting his friend to explode in laughter.

“I don’t know about his rule, but King Uranus had some good ideas.”

Uranus Luxuria, the grandfather of Mars Luxuria, was known as the Tyrant King. But he was also known as a man with an uncanny love for beastwomen with cute animal ears. During his era, he established the prostitutes’ quarter. The Tyrant King said that soldiers couldn't fight at full strength with so much stress, so prostitutes were provided as a stress relief. At first, everyone thought he was crazy. But the results spoke for themselves, and it became a wartime tradition, more or less.

“Ugh. I just need a little more achievement, then I can get a first class.”

“All you think about is sex.”

“Because sex is one of the most beautiful things in this world.”

“Hahaha…”

“Ugh. I gotta piss.”

“Hum. Man, you sure?”

“Haha, obviously. Don’t tell me you’re still afraid of the dark?”

“I don’t… It’s just…Just be careful.”

“Heh…”The lustful man laughed a little before walking away whistling.

There was nothing but snow in the area they were surveying. Someone couldn't sneak up unless it were from the sky or deep underground.

“Heh. I like easy missions like this.” All the guard had to do was survive, get discharged, and enjoy life, thanks to all the rewards Sol had offered for war veterans.

Looking at his complicated suit of armor, he realized he might need some help.

“Pissing while wearing this is a pain.” He grumbled.

“Need some help?” A voice offered.

“Yeah, thanks… Huh?”

He stopped, realizing that he did not recognize his friend's voice. Before he fully turned around, claws tore apart his neck.

Gazing at the armoire-clad corpse, a man clad in dark clothes grinned menacingly and gave his signal.

The orders had been clear. This was not a fight.

This was simply pure terror. Hit and run.
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A few minutes later, alarms filled the camp. The higher-ups quickly realized that more than half of the soldiers guarding the perimeters were dead.

On one of the corpses, a few words were written in blood.

[This is just the beginning.]

Fear and paranoia filled their minds, and worried about what would happen next.

For four days, the construction of the matrix continued unhindered, without one attack against them.

On the morning of the fifth day, as he gazed at the corpses of his subordinates, Viktor gritted his teeth.

They had increased the guards by a large number that night, and he had even disguised himself as a guard to surprise the enemy. Somehow, the enemy knew where to strike, picking off the weaker guards.

Viktor breathed deeply before barking orders at everyone while ensuring the camp staff were still well-protected.

He reached a tent where a maid was serving an older man porridge. She was a young woman with dark skin and silver hair.

Viktor ignored her. The camp was full of civilians who helped serve food and manage supplies. The Tower’s maids had also been dispatched as helpers. The maids were considered to be above mere civilians. But he had no interest in this.

"General… I…We need your wisdom."

Gerald, who had been eating quietly, looked up. The enemy’s night raids had been hidden from most to avoid a lowering of morale. However, with his years of experience, Gerald could sense the uneasy atmosphere that was spreading among the dwindling numbers of soldiers.

He had even overheard some soldiers joking about desertion, but those rumors had been squashed fast.

"Take a seat."

Viktor's sighed in relief and immediately took a seat to explain the problem. When he ended, he looked at Gerald, awaiting his opinion.

"Did you know that in nature, there are different kinds of predators?"

"Pardon?"

"Some predators focus on chasing after the prey. They are pursuit predators. Meanwhile, others hide and camouflage themselves before attacking. We call them ambush predators."

"Ah…"

"I would need to see the wounds to be sure, but this tactic has been used against us by the Tiger Clans. They have an entire squadron composed of ambush-types predators who have developed many skills to hide themselves in the night. They call themselves ninjas in Wratharis."

"What should we do?"

Viktor knew how shameless it was to ask, but he had no choice. His shame was not worth the lives of his soldiers and comrades.

"Well…" Gerald mused before looking at the maid, who seemed to ignore them with a distant look on her face. He knew who she was, and he had seen a little of what she could do.

"When facing a predator, sometimes the only way to kill it is to bring in an even greater predator."

Viktor followed Gerald's gaze and couldn't help but frown. He did not want to involve an innocent civilian. If not for his belief in Gerald, he would have called him crazy and wondered what he meant.

Gerald smiled quietly, "I have given you the means of success. Whether you use it or not is up to you."

He stood up and left, leaving behind a quiet maid and a hesitating lieutenant.

In the end, his belief in Gerald surpassed his doubts, and so he asked, "Would you like to help us?"

He would bet on everything with even a remote chance of success.

—As unlikely as it seemed.
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Night was falling, and the guards who were taking their places were tense, knowing fully well that they might not live to see tomorrow. In such a situation, there was no banter, laughter, or mockery.

The soldiers finally realize that they were not at a picnic. It was not about them having a good time or enjoying themselves, but fighting for their continued survival.

Breathing deeply, one guard looked all around, sweat covering his forehead. His expression filled with fear at the slightest sound.

What am I even doing here?

He was no professional soldier. He was just a mercenary who had heard of the rewards promised to those who could fight and came to this place. He admitted that he had been blinded by the allure of riches, which made him forget what would most likely happen.

Even so, wasn’t it too harsh?

Fuck!

He cursed the prince inwardly. He should have known that all nobles only had sweet tongues and would never give rewards without hiding some pitfall.

Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck this shit!

The more he waited alone in the darkness, the more unfair he found the situation he was currently in.

So what if they hadn’t forced him to come? If becoming a soldier was voluntary, why not let those who did not wish to fight anymore go?

In the end, those selfish bastards only wanted to use them as cannon fodder.

“Fuck. Perhaps I should just desert?”He muttered.

“Hello.”

“Gaw!” The man jumped out of his skin and turned around while swinging his spear at full strength.

Even though he was acting so pathetically, he was still an experienced adventurer. He was sure that he would have reached the Silver rank by now if those bastards hadn’t refused his advancement because of some bullshit reasons like him leaving his comrade alone during a dungeon exploration.

He expected his spear to do some damage but…

Clang~!

His hands trembled, and he nearly let go of his spear because of the reactive force, while the sounds of clashing metal reached him.

“Huh~”

Dumbfounded, he finally opened his eyes and gazed in the direction of the one he attacked.

“What in the…”

There in front of him was a young, dark-skinned woman with beautiful silver hair wearing a maid's uniform. He easily recognized her; after all, there were only a few maids from the Tower here, and they were all extremely beautiful, fuelling the soldiers’ raunchy discussions while they were drunk.

“Nuwa?”

He could only look at his spear in shock as it rested against the young girl’s neck. There was no wound on her, and he could not feel any mana coming from her body. This would mean that she had stopped the spear with the strength of her flesh.

No…

Gulp~!

His throat moved as he suddenly felt parched

“Your spear?” Her voice was calm, almost distant, and he realized that his weapon was still pressed against her neck.

“Sorry!” He immediately removed the spear. She looked at him as if curious about why he was so stressed. She then turned and started walking forward.

“Hey! Where are you going?”

“Outside?” She looked at him as if he were asking a dumb question. But she was beautiful, so he could forgive her this once.

Thumping his chest, he boasted, “There is danger outside. You should stay next to me. I will protect you.”

If Nuwa had been lost and confused before, now she was utterly perplexed.

“You?”

“Yes. I may not look like it, but I am quite powerful.”

“You are weak.” She was blunt and honest. Nuwa ignored the man, who seemed petrified by her words, and started walking away again.

Lifting her skirt, she grabbed the stick that she had strapped to her thigh. She stopped walking the moment she reached a certain distance from camp.Without looking behind her, she went into action.

Whoosh!

Her mana stirred greatly, and the stick transformed into a large hammer. Theresa had created this weapon for her, based on her blood and the skin and scales she shed a few days before leaving the capital.

This was no divine weapon, but Theresa still considered it one of the best ever created. It had created a link with Nuwa and could grow alongside her by devouring her enemy's blood.

What better weapon could be suited for the Princess of Gluttony?

“What!?”

She ignored the startled scream of the pitiful man behind her and lightly swung her hammer with all her strength against the ground.

BOOM!

A crater formed, a giant pit that seemed to go for more than five meters in the ground. The earth rumbled and cracked under the might of her attack, destroying everything around her.

“Argh!”Someone groaned, a voice different from the weak one behind her. Blood splattered, and limbs were crushed.

Observing this, Nuwa’s face was full of disappointment. They were too weak to nourish her weapon. Thankfully, there were others out there.

Slowly, she started to sink into the shadow until she vanished.

This night was once again filled with screams. Only, this time, they were not the screams of the soldiers of Lustburg.
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The moment the fight started, the rumbling of the earth was the signal all the soldiers under Viktor's command had been waiting for.

“Fight!”More than 100 soldiers walked out of the hideout they had made while holding their weapons and bursting with Mana. Soon, they were able to find the assailants

who had been hiding in the darkness, starting a bloody fight.

The tigers were quick to react. While they specialized in ambush tactics and assassination, they were no slouch regarding fighting head-on.

“Argh!” Viktor gritted his teeth as his sword plunged into the heart of a young tiger woman who seemed to be barely in her twenties.

He hated war. He hated bloodshed. But he would not hesitate in such a moment. It was him or them.

“Protect the mage! Make sure to keep the circles undamaged!”He filled his lungs with Mana and kept giving orders while blocking the attack of another soldier. His bones seemed to break under the weight of the attack, but he managed to hold on while one of his teammates attacked from behind.

This was the reality of fighting war as a human. In a one-on-one battle, humans who had yet to become Dukes or did not form a contract were extremely disadvantaged. Even young beasts like those could kill him if he were careless.

Damnit.

Everywhere he looked, he could see his soldiers getting decimated. Many of them were straight out of the military academy; the most they’d ever done was subjugate mindless monsters on the frontiers.

“Don’t falter!”

He did not even grunt as a dagger was plunged into his thigh; he simply sliced the throat of the one who wounded him.

We are holding on.

He sighed as a fireball whistled past him and exploded into their enemies. While many of his soldiers were mana-users, he had a few mage-types under his command, and they were making all the difference.

Gerald had assured him that he would protect the matrix circles; the only thing he needed to worry about now was the maid.

BOOM!!

Everyone looked ahead and, though they could not see through the night's darkness, they could only gulp down in awe and continue fighting. Viktor was no less speechless.

The Duke rank. A fabled level very few humans could boast to have reached – no more than a mere few hundred in the current generation. Any human who managed to become a Duke would immediately receive a peerage and be treated like royalty.

But then, what the hell was he seeing?

“A Duke-rank who serves as a Maid?” Viktor gave a dumbfounded laugh. His respect for the ing he had never met was steadily growing. There was no dissatisfaction in following a man who could have one Duke follow him as nothing but a mere servant.

We have two Dukes in this place.

Renewed vigor filled his heart. With such a power in place, this was something akin to a main battlefield. Later on, he could even brag to all his friends about this.

But for that — He had to survive.

“Let’s go, everyone! Those who die will be punished!!”

“WHOOAA!!!”
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While Viktor was making sure to keep the tigers at bay, Nuwa was slowly being surrounded as she advanced in the direction of the enemy fortress.

{You should let me fight for you.}

"No need. They are weak."

She seemed to completely ignore the strength of the bloodlust that was being infused in the air. Ten, twenty, thirty. The numbers slowly increased, but there was no tension in her eyes, only boredom and a desire to eat.

"I am hungry."

Clang~!

She yawned as an arrow hit her temple, not even leaving a shallow wound on her beautiful face.

Holding her hammer, she simply swung it in the direction where the arrow came from. The resulting shockwave caused the earth to tremble, as everything in that direction was destroyed.

"Monster!" She heard them scream but showed a puzzled look.

"Am I a monster?"

Those words held no meaning to her. Whether she was monstrous or not, she knew beings who would laugh at the intensity of such an attack and ward it off with a hand.

{You shouldn't use the people of the Tower as a standard for power.}

"Ah…" She nodded. Though not because she understood but simply because she couldn't be bothered to think much more about it.

"Retreat!" A man's voice reached them, and the Tigers immediately started to swish and run away.

Nuwa contemplated running after them, but in the end, she sighed; there was a much simpler way of doing things.

"Grow." The hammer in her hand started to become larger and much more terrifying as mana began to leak from her body. Closing her eyes, she stretched her senses until they covered all those trying to flee, as well as part of the forest.

She was also making sure that there were no soldiers from Lustburg's side.

Finally, sure she would not cause any friendly fire casualties, she swung her hammer down on the ground.

[Splash]

A simple name that hid the cruelty of the technique.

Whoosh!

The air distorted immediately under her might, and all the surroundings around her seemed to sink as if pressed down by an impossible weight.

The running tigers were not spared – bones broken, flesh destroyed, organs exploded. In an instant, all life in the surroundings was extinguished, leaving nothing but splashes of blood and gore on the earth.

Looking up from the vast crater she now found herself in, Nuwa sighed, wondering if she should just sleep here.
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[Fortress]

Sitting in the fortress, the Tiger Lord quietly listened as he received the report of losses of the night prior.

"So the entire squad was eliminated." He sighed quietly when the tanuki finished providing all the necessary information.

"One minute of silence for all the departed." All soldiers present, Tigers or otherwise, gritted their teeth and lowered their heads, praying for the souls of those they lost and wishing them a better future.

One minute later, the Lord stood up, his eyes red but his countenance calm.

"We have been misled into thinking that there was no Duke-rank present in the encampment."

A Duke was not something to be ignored. Though one Duke could hardly decimate an entire army, they were tactical weapons that could change the course of a battlefield. Sending two such vital resources to the frontier was overkill, no matter how important this fortress may seem, it was apparent Lustburg was preparing some grand plan?" He couldn't help but worry and wonder. In his memory, Lustburg was nothing more than a decaying country that mainly had shut its borders after the death of the Hero King.

Before this, they had suffered many losses, and their power had dwindled. This was one of the reasons they did not hesitate to attack Lustburg the moment they thought Camelia lost her power.

Are we merely being tricked once again? Does Lustburg hold so much power they can afford to send two Dukes to the frontier?

This was absurd and yet, he found himself unable to dismiss those worries that gnawed at his heart. His rationality clashed with his feelings, and while he would generally listen to his instinct, this was only so when he was hunting alone.

“Very well. I will send a message to the King. Whether it’s speculation or the truth, it’s not my place to decide.”

He was a vassal. His goal was merely to advise and to fight when the order was given. But more than anything, he was the leader of his entire tribe, and as such, he had the absolute duty to be careful in his words and actions.

The Tigers were in a dire situation. There was no need to increase the problems they were facing.

“My Lord, what do we do now?” His subordinates gazed at him, eyes full of trust despite the obvious defeat.

They knew very well that their leader had been the one to suggest taking the front line, and they knew that doing so meant having the highest chances of dying, as was proven the night before.

Even so, they did not fear.

They were fighting, not just for mere riches, but for a glorious purpose: that of reinstating their clan to the rank it deserved. While they may die, as long as their death could bring victory, their children and the children of their children would enjoy the results of their sacrifices.

"I will fight."

"Leader!" They rose up, refusing vehemently to let this go.

"You are the hope of our clan! You cannot take the frontline now!"

Since the decline of the Tiger clan, they only had three elders who had reached the Duke -rank. Those elders were old and tired, reaching the end of their lifespans, and as such, simply stayed in hibernation to protect their land and deter others from attacking them.

The current leader was also a Duke-rank, and he was young. He was the only one in the current generation to have reached the level of Duke, and there was no one else approaching. If he died —

"Do you think me so weak that I would die that easily?" His voice was calm, but his aura and majesty swiftly spread, quelling any refusal.

His mind was made up. He would fight.

"The main forces of our country are advancing, but such a movement is slow. If we do not stop the construction of the circle, by the time our army reaches this place, there will be nothing left to protect."

They were the vanguard – sacrificial pawns – but the role they played could never be downplayed.

"If full destruction is impossible, even partial one is acceptable. As long as we can slow down the main army of Lustburg, this mission will be considered a success, and our clan will rise once again."

The difference between war beasts and humans could never be surpassed if they were not in the Duke rank or had a good contract.

In typical cases, Lustburg had to send two or three times the number of soldiers to match the army of Wratharis. This was one of the reasons the development of circle teleportation had been so crucial for the development of Lustburg.

"Soon, the Wyvern Knights should set sail, but even then, they are elite and few in number. We have our way of dealing with them. But once they reach here, destroying the circle will be extremely hard."

Once the circle was completed, only the full blow of a Duke-level could destroy it. This was now or never. Failure was not acceptable.

The Tiger Lord growled, his eyes blazing with a powerful will.

"Let's get ready, everyone. I will fight that woman. Truly, it must be a fight of destiny. Hahaha!"

He laughed out loud. He felt no confidence. In fact, he was trembling. He was afraid and full of hesitation. But he was their leader. He could never show weakness in front of those who trusted him; doing so would insult those who fought and died for him.‘Let’s do it.’

He would fight, and he would win.
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While the Tiger Lord was psyching himself up for the oncoming fight, Nuwa was lying down against a tree and observing the fortress absentmindedly.

Everywhere, soldiers would pass and speak in hushed tones while observing her. A mix of fear and awe was etched on their faces. The fact that Nuwa was not human bothered a few of them, but by now, they were used to non-humans in the army. What truly impressed them was that such a young lady was already a Duke and a very powerful one at that.

"Have you seen the hole she created?"

"Damn, I feel like she could bury all of us here."

The more they spoke to each other, the more excited they became.

This was war. Which soldiers would hate having powerful officers in their group? They might fear her a little, but they respected her even more. Her presence was directly tied to their survival.

"Guys, I heard all the maids are the Prince's women until they decide to leave."

"My goddess. How mighty is the prince? Do you think he only swings his hips every day? At least, if I was in his place, that's what I would do."

One of them drooled, imagining himself surrounded by women.

"Haha. Don't make me laugh. You cannot even last one minute with your tiny pecker." One of the soldiers, a woman, made a crude joke as she showed her pinky, and the rest exploded in laughter, even the one being insulted.

Why do they seem so happy?

{Because now they know they have a higher chance of survival.}

I don't understand. Shouldn't they fight for their survival? Why need someone else?

{Hah. You can only say this because you are strong. The weak have no choice but to hide behind the shadows of the strong, trembling and wishing to be saved.}

Strong? She tilted her head. I am not strong.

{And I said, stop comparing yourself to the monsters in that tower. While chasing after the back of those above is the right way, this should not stop you from observing and assessing those below and at the same level as you.}

This is complicated.

{No. You are just dumb. Ugh. I wonder if that might be the problem. You should have my intellect. How can your reasoning ability be so underdeveloped? Also, what the heck are those names? Smash? Splash!? Why not use better ones?}

The voice in her head seemed very frustrated, but Nuwa could only tilt her head in confusion.

Does having a different name affect the power of the technique?

{Well… No.}

If it doesn't, why use a complicated name? Smash is smash. Splash is splash.

{You… ugh. Why do you suddenly appear smart in moments like this? Argh, damn it, do as you wish. But for goodness' sake, at least tell me the name of your zone.}

Why?

{The zone represents you, at least until you become a Demigod. This is your trademark, the power people will remember. At least the name…}

Uh. Okay.

{Sigh. I know when you say okay, it basically means you don't care. Anyway, the war is about to go in Crescendo. This is the perfect occasion for you to grow.}

The voice seemed excited.

{You are my best creation, the results of fusing my genes with those of Asmodeus, as well as the blood of nearly all generations of Lustburg’s kings and queens. Your body is the best in existence. No one has a higher potential and higher growth curve than you. All you need to do is —}

"Eat."

{Yes. Take this place as your buffet. Eat, eat, and eat more. Become the perfect vessel I envisioned. You are not just a chimera. You are the Chimera.}

Then what?

{After the War ends, you will become sufficiently powerful. Go to Gluttony Foss and devour even more. All chimeras created will be your nourishment then — you might become a demigod.}

The more she spoke, the more fervent the voice became.

{Eat, eat, eat, eat. Devour everything, from the simple mortal to even the lofty demigods and goddesses. Devour Heaven itself if necessary. Only by then will your Destiny be fulfilled.}

Nuwa sighed, closing her eyes as she ignored the crazy muttering of the voice in her head. She was not dumb, and she understood the woman was fishy. She claimed she was her mother – or rather, her creator. Nuwa was nothing more than a vessel, initially destined to house the soul of Echidna.

This news would have been enough to affect the psyche of anyone else. But for Nuwa, all of this was of no importance.

I wanna eat. I wanna see Lilin. Perhaps Sol and Setsuna as well.

She gathered her knees and buried her face between them. She didn't like fighting. She didn't like killing either. It was a waste of time. It was tiring, and the blood was sticky. It hurt, and she didn't like pain.

She wished she could have stayed at home, acting like a maid and being scolded by Milia, having her head ruffled by Sol, and letting Lilin give her treats when she did well.

{Are you a dog? Stop thinking like you are some domestic animal.}

Why? I eat well, sleep well, and am treated well. Isn't it the ideal life?

{Hah. Do you have no ambition? Do you not seek greater heights? Break down your limits and become stronger.}

Hum… Did doing all of this make you happy?

{I…}

The voice was speechless once again, unable to form an argument. What was happiness? When was the last time she truly was happy?

{Happiness has nothing to do with our glorious purpose. That is the goal of our existence – the very reason we were created. Only by creating a God can we become full.}

Seems like a shitty and lonely life.

{....What do you know?}

I know nothing. I am not particularly smart. I don't like to think too much, either. It gives me a headache. All I know is that I was happier when I was surrounded by people who like me.

{...Happiness can easily be taken away if you are weak.}

Happiness will not necessarily come even if you are strong.

Nuwa closed her eyes to rest. She wanted things to end. She wished to go and crush the people in the fortress simply, but Gerald advised her against doing so now. If they eliminated the Tiger Lordtoo decisively, Wratharis would send a more-powerful group in retaliation, and this time, things might be more complicated – something about stone monkeys being shitty to fight.

Nuwa did not care. In the end, all she had to do was swing her hammer.

Now though… She just wanted to eat something sweet. Her stomach growled as she remembered the sweets Theresa or Lilin usually gave her.

I miss that.

A simple life with simple wants – this was all she desired.


Chapter 16


Black Hole?



At noon, Nuwa woke up to the sounds, or rather the scents, of someone cooking. Her stomach growled as if rebelling, telling her to find something to fill it fast.

“Hungry.”

“Hahaha! Those are the first words that come to you as you wake up?”

Opening her eyes, she quietly observed her surroundings before focusing on the one that mattered: the one who was cooking. She saw that it was Gerald. Though he was a traitor and had been exiled, she had to say that he lived an exciting life. She could not see despair and despondency in his eyes, even though he had lost nearly everything.

“Get up and eat while it’s hot. I can’t do much with the current rations. We will have to wait for something better when the circle is activated.”

Once the circle was activated, the first things sent through would be rations, resources, and soldiers. Later on, more and more things would come through.

“Thank you.” Taking the steaming bowl of soup, Nuwa sighed. She missed the treats she would get in the Tower. But Gerald’s food wasn’t too bad considering the current situation.

“So, how is it?” He asked after seeing her eat more than half her bowl.

“Good.”

It wasn’t great, but it was not bad at all.

“Heh. Once in battle, we lost our circle and were stranded in enemy territory. Not much food and definitely no spices and salt. Had to learn how to make food as good as possible for us to eat without feeling like vomiting.”

Gerald was quite proud as he said this, and started walking with Nuwa while he served the soldiers. He could not carry a large pot of food alone. Good food was perhaps one of the most important things in a war – one could not fight on an empty stomach.

Everywhere they went, soldiers would thank them and take the food. Many were wounded, and a few were still unconscious. There were also a lot of casualties. In the end, it was impossible to keep all soldiers from going through the pain of losing dear comrades.

The smile on Gerald’s face receded a little, but never in front of the soldiers. He was not a general anymore, but he still kept a stoic demeanor and stood tall, no matter how dire the situation.

“Thank you.”

“Hm?”

This time, it was Gerald's turn to thank her.

“Thanks to your work, we protected the circle and dealt a great blow to those Tigers. This wouldn’t have been possible without your help.”

“Oh. Okay.”

He chuckled, knowing full well that she couldn’t care less.

“When you go back, you should tell this to Sol and everyone else at the Tower. I am sure they will reward you.”

“Ohhh!” This time, she was definitely more interested.

She could not hide her expression and feelings, which Gerald found very endearing. Such innocent people were becoming incredibly rare. In a world ruled by madness and blood, naivety and innocence were a recipe for disaster.

However, in Nuwa’s case, her innocence was scarier than anything else because of her strength.

Smiling, he took Nuwa's bowl and refilled it. Seeing how her eyes widened and sparkled when she ate was a delight.

“Why are you so nice to me?” She asked as she looked at him with wonder.

“Well, I guess it’s because I want to.” There was not much else to say to this reality. “Also, you remind me of my granddaughter before she fell ill.”

“Granddaughter? The reason you betrayed Sol?”

Gerald grimaced. Indeed. Innocent people were hazardous in some way. This innocent question was like an arrow to his heart, but he could not deny it.

“Yes.”

He did not offer excuses. He did what he did to save someone dear to him, but he had broken his vows as a soldier of the crown, and as a friend of the royal family. His actions had broken the hearts of many people, and there was nothing he could do or say that would change this reality.

In his opinion, the simple fact that he was allowed to atone for what he did was already more than he deserved.

“You seem sad.”

“I am. But I am also happy. I suppose am feeling very mixed about the situation.” He shrugged and looked ahead, “By the way, tonight, we will most likely face a Duke-rank. I cannot leave the circle, as it would leave them vulnerable. Will you be able to face them?”

Nuwa blinked a little before nodding, “I will win.”

Nuwa had a simple outlook on life. She was not stupid, but neither did she think too much. She had already seen what represented the cream of the crop and even faced one of the greatest talents in the world, in her opinion.

“I won’t lose.”

The King-rank was something else, but now she could never imagine losing against anyone outside those inhabiting the Tower. Those were the true monsters.

{Stop underestimating yourself.}

Nuwa ignored the voice as always and focused on eating. It seemed like tonight she would have to fight again. She wanted to be full when it happened and give all her energy if necessary.

{This will be your first true fight against a Duke. Do not be careless.}

Didn’t you say I shouldn’t underestimate myself?

{Ugh!}

Echidna was going crazy, but thankfully for her, Gerald, while not knowing about her existence, came to her rescue,

“You should not underestimate him.”

“Huh?” Nuwa looked up, blinking.

“If you know the enemy and know yourself, you need not fear the result of a hundred battles. If you know yourself but not the enemy, for every victory gained, you will also suffer a defeat. If you know neither the enemy nor yourself, you will succumb in every battle.”

Wise words flowed from his mouth as he looked ahead, “The Tigers will be desperate and ready to do anything for victory. Even the strong can succumb to trickery. You need to keep a clear outlook of your skill, without dismissing the skills of the one you are about to face. Not doing so is a ticket straight to death.”

In his long life, Gerald had seen many people fail and die, not because they were weak, but because they underestimated the ones they were facing. This disdain would bring gaps in their guards the moment they were surprised, and such gaps would be fatal. He did not wish to see Nuwa die in such a stupid way and become nothing but a cautionary tale for the future.

“I see. I will be careful.”

She simply had to kill her enemy faster than they could respond.

This would eliminate any risk, right?
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The Tiger Lord, Bai Hu, stood atop the fortress, gazing at the vast expanse before him. The white disk of the moon hung high in the sky, the stars shining brightly around it.

He held a bottle of alcohol in his hand, and a contemplative expression was on his face.Bailu knew very well that the impending clash might be his last.

The power the unknown Duke had employed was otherworldly, and the reports suggested this wasn't her usual domain. The second Duke was the legendary Gerald, a man renowned in military history for his mettle and battlefield prowess.

Alongside his brother Tyr, Gerald had been one of the cornerstones of the army of Lustburg, serving his country under three generations of kings.

"Hahaha. Should I consider it an honor to face such an adversity?" He grinned, taking a swig and downing all the alcohol in one gulp. Such quantities could never inebriate him, but the taste of the alcohol brought back memories.

"Father. I may join you soon."

Bai Hu sighed. At least the clan still had its elders. They were old and fading, their time nearing its end, but his military achievements should be enough to procure some medicine to extend their lifespans slightly, at least long enough for his children to grow up or for another member of the Tiger clan to become a Duke.

How poignant, he thought.

He couldn't help but laugh.

When he was young, and his father was still alive, all he wished was for his father to step down and allow him to become the leader. Only after becoming one did he realize just how burdensome this responsibility was. Bearing the weight of leadership was not for everyone, and understanding that all his actions affected his clan kept him up many sleepless nights.

"Leader…"

"What is it?" Bai Hu stopped and looked at the one who interrupted his drinking session. She was one of his three concubines and the mother of one of his children, a young man who, while lacking talent as a warrior, was undoubtedly gifted in other ways.

Ping Hu gazed at her man before taking hold of his hand. He was a cold and aloof man who often wore a mask of arrogance, but she knew deep down he was just a weary man fighting tooth and nail to protect his clan.

She hushed her voice while creating a small mana barrier to talk to him.

“Dear…”

Bai Hu frowned. He had a strict policy of not using endearing nicknames during official matters. Then he remembered that he might very well die in the next few hours, so his brow softened, and he nodded.

“For you to set up this barrier, something big must have happened. Explain.”

While Bai Hu was not one to mistreat his wives, he still exuded authority.

“I… Do we really have to fight?” Ping Hu cringed a little when she said this but continued, pouring out her concerns as if she feared being stopped.

“This war is not just a war against another country. It’s a war for the throne. Do you think our fighting to the death will amount to anything?”

The more she spoke, the angrier she became. “Our family has been one of the most loyal to the crown. Even after your father's death, we were still respected. Only after the Tyrant took the throne did our situation start plummeting.”

She cursed a little. “The chances of us winning this fight are dismal, while the chances of death grow ever larger. Beyond victory or defeat, do you think the Tyrant will keep us safe?”

She looked up hopefully. “What if we... What if we switched sides and joined forces with the princess?”

“So you want us to become traitors?”

“Yes. I am not afraid of death. I have fought alongside you for as long as I can remember. I have shed my blood for my clan and done so willingly. But I have no loyalty to the crown. Why must we die for his cause? We have already lost so much of our own. The clan's power has fallen by more than half already.”

Her arguments were passionate, born not of cowardice but genuine concern. The Tiger clan had been a giant for years, and many would relish its fall.

“Go back.”

“Dear!”

He sighed. He wished for nothing more than to roar at her and make her fall silent, but he knew he needed to make himself clear.

“Think, woman. Think. Did you perhaps imagine that I did not contemplate betrayal?” He asked sadly, “But we have already missed the timing. Choosing a side should have been done from the start. We missed the timing and killed a soldier of Lustburg. Even if we betray Lupus, do you think we will receive better treatment than we do now?”

He looked up at the moon. “I am willing to set aside my pride and beg if it can save the clan. But then what? What about the elderly, the sick, the women, and the children who stayed? Do you think the Tyrant will spare them if we switch sides? Even if he does and somehow loses, do you think the new princess will trust traitors? And what if he wins?”

He chuckled. “I am no seer. I cannot foresee or anticipate the future. I am no genius. I cannot calculate the flow of the war. But what I do know is this: As long as we stay true to our side, even if we die, the Tiger clan will not be destroyed.”

He looked up, his eyes ablaze. “They may fall. They may suffer. But they will endure.”

Ping Hu's eyes filled with tears. “But is such survival worth it?”

“Of course it is.” His voice remained calm. “Death is the end of all hope. Only by staying alive can you change your circumstances.”

He waved his hand to dismiss the barrier and finally looked at all his companions. His company was not solely composed of Tigers, but he regarded all of them as people worthy of respect.

“Everyone! I believe tonight is a momentous night. Many of us may not see the sun tomorrow, myself included. Therefore… Give it your all from the outset. Do not hesitate.”

The wolves howled, the tigers roared, and everyone else let out their war cries.

Their eyes reddened as their horns manifested, boosting their power further.

They were about to enter a berserker state, and they had no reason to hold back.

This night would be drenched in blood.
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Sitting on a rock while gazing at the moonlight, Gerald could sense the tension gradually thickening in the air.

Ideally, he wished for the situation to remain unchanged for a longer period. While this might lead to more casualties, it would make Wratharis less prone to deploying their heavy artillery prematurely.

Undoubtedly, it was Wratharis who was currently racing against the clock, not Lustburg.

Regrettably, the other side understood this as well.

The leaders in Wratharis were far from foolish, and they were bound to take action to shift the disadvantageous situation.

And that's when it happened.

ROAR!

Gerald wasn't surprised when he heard the roar of an enraged beast.

"Here they come."

It was ironic how those who held the fortress were the ones launching such a relentless assault, but that was the bitter reality of war.

She will have to fight again.

It saddened him to see a gentle soul like Nuwa forced into the bloodshed of battle, but such was the harsh reality of war.

Be cautious, young one.

He sighed and looked up, his face bathed in crimson light. It appeared they wanted to begin with a bang.

ROAR!

The skirmish started with a massive crimson fireball hurtling toward the encampment at breakneck speed, ready to consume everything in its path.

The human soldiers were taken aback; they couldn't believe the opposing side would launch such a fierce attack without hesitation.

"Mages, prepare the barriers!" Viktor sprang into action. While some damage was inevitable, they could greatly mitigate it.

What they didn't know was that this was no ordinary fire. Several tanukis had combined their mana to create this potent attack, each sacrificing a significant portion of their lifespan. It was a taxing technique, but it offered efficiency and power, akin to the full might of a typical Duke-ranked mage, and in some cases, even surpassing it.

Watching the fireball descend, Bai Hu clenched his fist. They could survive this night.

At least, that was what he initially believed, but⁠—

—they had overlooked one crucial detail. There was no way they could have foreseen what happened next.

Whoosh!

[Smash]

Out of nowhere, a figure could be seen soaring toward the iridescent fireball. Onlookers opened their eyes wide, wondering if this person was reckless, attempting to stop the fiery onslaught.

Human soldiers shouted while those from Wratharis smirked.

But soon, silence enveloped the battlefield as everyone struggled to comprehend the astonishing sight before them.

"Ah..." Bai Hu let out a humorless laugh, his eyes twitching.

"What a monstrous sight."

This sentiment was shared by all on the battlefield, regardless of their affiliation. They witnessed the maid approaching the fireball; instead of an explosive clash, something entirely unexpected occurred.

"Is she... devouring it?"

His wife's voice trembled as she asked, her eyes wide.

"Yes... Yes, I believe she is."

In front of them all, the gigantic crimson fireball vanished, leaving only residual heat as proof of its existence.

"Do we... still need to fight?"

Bai Hu closed his eyes. "I'll take care of her. Inform the others to initiate the assault, and the tanukis should prepare. This time, I won't allow anything to hinder them."

Without waiting for his wife's response, Bai Hu leaped into action. His form rapidly transformed as he ascended into the air.

He grew larger and more formidable, with fur enveloping his entire body, a striking mix of black and white that bestowed upon him a majestic appearance. He stood tall as a humanoid tiger, ready to fight to the death.

The moment he touched down, his focus zeroed in on his target—the one who could potentially end his life.

She's young.

Despite her youth, the young woman wore a blank expression, her cheeks slightly bloated, as though she had indulged in a hearty meal. It might have been endearing in different circumstances, but Bai Hu knew she was a paradoxical monster, much like Sun Wukong.

Bai Hu didn't bother with words or thoughts.

His mana surged through his body, following a specific path, imbuing him with energy.

[Zone: Late Heaven Trigram.]

A yin-yang circle, black and white, formed beneath his feet, encompassing both him and the young woman. Words appeared at each extremity of the Trigram, opposing each other.

Heaven and Earth, Wind and Thunder, Water and Fire, Mountain and Lake.

"Young lady, I am the Lord of the Tiger Clan. I don't know if I can defeat you, but— you'll regret not attacking me sooner."

[Heaven and Heart Formation.]

In an instant, the world shifted. A brilliant light flashed, nearly blinding Nuwa. When her vision cleared, she found herself atop a mountain peak engulfed in clouds.

{Well, you should have heeded the old man's advice.}

Nuwa had no words to refute Echidna this time.

She was at a loss about what to do when a voice reached her.

[This is the Heaven and Earth formation. one of my proudest achievements. It is a power I developed, especially when facing monsters like you, who I would never be able to win against in a normal situation.]

The moment he spoke, Nuwa frowned as she started to feel heavy.

This situation seemed to be quite complicated.
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As if not caring about Nuwa, the voice continued,

[This Heaven and Earth Formation has many interesting functions, one being that the more I explain how it works, the weaker you become.]

She grunted as she felt like shackles were being tied to her feet.

[Currently, you are in the Mounatin Gate, and you need to reach me in the Heaven Gate. Only by reaching and beating me will you be able to escape. To strengthen this restriction, I am tied down to the Heaven Gate and unable to leave until you reach me. Only by beating you can I leave.]

“You are wasting time.”

[Indeed I am. I will most likely die. But in the end, I will have managed to waste enough time for the mission to succeed. That is all that matters.]

Nuwa gritted her teeth. Her usually expressionless face showed signs of anger. She could have never guessed that she would get trapped in such a way. It made her angry at herself, and she hated this feeling.

[By now, the restriction on you should be impossible to break. I have seen your strength. It seems like your Zone has something to do with Gravity, which is undoubtedly powerful. But there is no way a Duke can escape this place without following the rules.]

A light chuckle followed, and she was left alone.

Nuwa recognized she had been careless. She could have dispelled the crimson fire with her hammer, but she had been too greedy and hungry and had decided to devour the fire instead.

The digestion process slowed down her response time, and she was not able to attack the man as fast as she had wished. Also, deep down, there was a clear disdain she had toward her opponent. After all, she had been looking down on the Tigers. She did not think a Duke outside of the Tower could actually cause her problem.

The words Gerald told her filled her mind and she realized once again that old experienced people should always be listened to.

{You know I am far older than him, right? You should listen more to me as well.}

I don’t like you.

Her answer was simple and Echidna could only laugh. She knew that Nuwa was very angry now.

{So, how do you plan to escape this place? And before you say something stupid like —}

I will smash it.

Echidna had no time to stop Nuwa as she took out her hammer but no sooner did it happen than she let it go.

The weight was too much for her and she could feel her strength waning faster.

[I forgot to say. Breaking the rule brings punishment. The more rules you break the more limitations are imposed on you. Hahah!]

Nuwa could feel that not only her strength but also her mana was slowly being devoured. She realized that her own mana was being used to support this formation, making it even stronger.

{You should have listened to me until the end before acting. I would have never thought that I would see something like this again. Zones such as this are very rare but they are thorny to deal with. The user places many restrictions on himself and the more he does so, the more powerful the domain actually becomes.}

She had a somewhat whimsical voice as she spoke of this. In the past, the mortals had nearly no knowledge about how to progress and become stronger. This might have been why, they were far more imaginative when it came to the kind of power they wanted.

This kind of domain had been very popular when Echidna was young. But the number of used swiftly dwindled, as people started to realize that you didn’t necessarily have to restrict yourself to have more power.

To learn such a zone, the man must have been really desperate.

{You have three ways to escape this place. The first one is obviously to follow the order. This is very straightforward, but I can assure you that you will fail. Each Gate will most likely add more restrictions to you, making you weaker and weaker, until you reach the Heaven Door and become nothing but a sitting target.}

This was a very insidious trap.

{The second way is to bet. Why do you think he warned you about the increased punishment when trying to destroy the place?}

Because it isn’t impossible?

{Yes. There is no such thing as indestructible in this world. Even a divine kingdom can be destroyed. The power necessary to break this place will be high, and each time you fail, you will pay the price, making any subsequent attack harder. Had you waited and listened to me, we could have gathered more force for one big blow. But it’s too late.}

Nuwa pouted.

I get it. I made a mistake. No need to repeat it. So, what is the third way?

{Give me your body, and let me show you.}

So this was your goal all along.

{Yes. I want to walk. You’ve only let me use your body for a few minutes recently. I want to fight once again. It has been so long. What do you say?}

Nuwa frowned. She knew that Echidna was dangerous, and she knew that she shouldn’t entirely believe her. Even so, Echidna had never done anything detrimental to her. Perhaps… She could give her a chance?

She looked around. She was still standing on a mountain peak and she didn’t know how long it would take her to reach her destination. Was time even moving the same as in the real world?

She didn’t know. She had no way to know. This was why…

“Okay. Let’s do it.”

Her eyes darkened before a new liveliness replaced them. A grin formed on her face as she started to laugh.

“Hahaha! Let me show you. Just what you can really do with this body!”

[Zone: Black Hole!]

She would show the true power of Gluttony.
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Sitting on a Lotus chair with the Yin yang Trigram spinning below him, Bai Hu sighed. His brow showed his weariness and his black hair had hints of gray. Despite not moving an inch since coming here, his breathing was clearly hurried. But there was no other way.

He had obviously not been completely forthcoming with the information he shared with Nuwa. His Zone worked in very mysterious ways but he was not all-powerful.

I’ve lost a few years of my lifespan.

This zone was very special. In fact, rather than one truth, it was something that could be learned by a group of people and used in a group of eight as long as they had the matching elements.

This was an old technique that had long been abandoned, since the power of the domain could only be fully shown when eight people with matching hearts fought together. It was said that at this level, even a King-rank could be imprisoned and beaten to death.

This was a very useful power that could help the weak face against the strong and Bai Hu knew that he could have gotten great merit if he shared this technique with Tiangu Ira.

But Bai Hu knew that this would have been stupid. As great as the reward he would have received would be, he would have most likely died before enjoying them.

Well — It's not like my current situation is any better.

Bai Hu gazed at the young girl who had dropped her hammer after one swing.

Truly he had been lucky. Had the girl gathered more power, she might have been able to actually destroy this place instantly in one shot.

Thankfully, this was not to be, and he still had his chance.

Now then. Young girl, what will you do?

Hopefully, nothing. Despite possessing great might, the girl seemed to lack in experience. Her actions were extremely amateurish, and her talent covered this.

The Heavens are indeed never fair.

Fate was a cruel mistress, and realizing that the world did not follow fairness was one of the first lessons he received.

If everything continued like this, she would try to attack again or go through the gate.

Either way — she was doomed.

Or at least this was how it should have been. But —

A chill went down his spine, and Bai Hu looked again at the flickering image of the young girl. Something had changed. The expression on her face was different, and the chilling aura she emitted was on a different level.

If before Bai Hu felt like he was facing a young child with a giant magical weapon, now he realized that he was witnessing a queen. A superior being. Someone who was used to rules and whose aura could never be underestimated.

What the —

The contrast between the two was so intense that he blacked out for a moment, but when he came to, his mouth gaped with incompréhension.

What does nothingness look like?

This might be a question all beings once asked themselves as they gazed at the stars shining in the night sky. At this very moment, Bai Hu thought that he might have found his answer.

Whoosh!

[Black Hole]

The moment the girl used her zone, space distorted, and a crimson light bloomed. It was as if a halo of iridescent fire surrounded her, causing everything to warp around it.

A horrifying sight soon followed this gorgeous display.

“Impossible -Cough~”

Bai Hu coughed blood as he witnessed the Mountain Gate starting to disintegrate. The suction force of the black hole wasn’t just attracting the rocks; they were changing and transforming in pure energy before being absorbed.

“Stop it!” Bai Hu screamed, but to no avail. This was the limitation he had put on himself. He couldn't leave his place now.

His eyes started to bleed as the Mountain Gate was destroyed,as if bitten off by the jaws of a giant ravenous beast.

The suction continued unimpeded, and all he could do was sit and watch as his greatest creation was slowly devoured, helpless to change anything.
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While Bai Hu suffered physically and emotionally from the destruction of his Zone, Echidna grinned with relish as the energy was being absorbed in her Zone. However, she was still not fully satisfied. She was too weak and unable to show the true might of her Zone.

I have to thank Anubis for this.

When she was younger, all she knew was devouring by tearing off material and consuming it. Anubis talked to her about the stars and taught her of the existence of black holes, a phenomenon that signified the end of all.

This was why she had taught Nuwa how to manipulate gravity; it was the first step in mastering this technique.

Ah…This body is nearly perfect. However, it still has room to grow.

Echidna opened her arms wide as she continued to absorb the energy through the black hole and pushed it toward the body, making it stronger, faster, and tougher.

“Do you see? You can reach these heights if you listen to my teaching. You can make your Zone evolve and become like mine.”

Echidna received no answer, but she had never expected one in the first place. Nuwa’s soul was too weak and frail to communicate like Echidna did.

How fascinating. The birth of a new blank soul.

This body should have been hers; obviously, she had made sure no Soul would enter it. She wouldn’t be surprised if the goddesses had used her eggs to nourish Reincarnates like Anubis.

But Nuwa was something completely different, something she had never witnessed before and was therefore worth observing.

This was why —

“Do not worry. I will give you your body back soon.”

Echidna grinned as she gripped the hammer tightly in her hand. In the past, her weapon had been a flail. But this would do as well.

“Time to have some fun.”

War was the best place of growth for someone with the power of Gluttony.
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Echidna had many minor goals for the upcoming conflict, and while they were all relatively easy to accomplish, she had to ensure everything worked out for the best.

The path toward the mastery of her power was slow but incredible. Using the earth element as the base, she evolved it to gravity, finally transforming it into the destructive power of a black hole by compressing the weight to the utmost degree.

While Nuwa had shown an unexpected talent and managed to reach the power of gravity directly, one individual intrigued her.

That head maid was interesting.

Echidna sighed as the next gate was destroyed, and pure energy filled her body.

Milia. A cow woman. A weak beastkin with no unique qualities or skills, no hidden bloodline. Even so, that woman ended up having the highest compatibility with her blood, to the point of creating a Zone similar to the path Echidna had once used: the endless shadows.

I would have loved to observe her more, but I had to make a decision.

Milia was nothing more than a failed product. Nuwa, on the other hand, was the result of years of research.

Using her blood and the blood of Asmodeus, they mixed their divinity and created a body that had the potential to evolve limitlessly until it reached the Demigod level.

There was so much buried potential.

If only that damned Dwarf had not intervened.

Echidna would have been reborn into the perfect body. She would have grown faster, and by now, she would have regained her prowess as a Demigod.

A scientist had to be prepared for the unexpected, though, and use it as a way to further growth.

Her goal had always been the same: to witness the birth of an absolute being, the creation of a new god. Doing the impossible and breaking the unbreakable wall that was transcendence.

Nothing in this world could compare to Nuwa's potential — At least, this was what she believed until now.

"I came to take a look because of what he had said. But I must say — this is truly surprising."

Echidna stopped; for only the third time in her life, she felt a chill down her spine. Her instincts screamed at her about an incredible danger that could threaten her life.

Even so, she was Echidna, the Mother of a Thousand Monsters.

Her eyes flickered, and she finally turned towards the unexpected voice.

Behind her, there should have been nothing but a void, the result of her devouring the previous gates and disturbing the equilibrium of this zone.

But in the void stood a man.

He had short golden hair and a handsome face, and walked with a leisurely gait. But what captured her attention were his striking blue eyes, blue like the sky or the sea, giving an illusion of wideness with no limit.

For the first time in her life, Echidna felt at a loss.

She knew who he was. Even without looking at his features, she could deduce his identity from Nuwa’s memories.

Sol Dragona Luxuria.

A young man born from the union of Mars Luxuria and Blaze Dragona. He was barely of age and, based on Nuwa's memories, was not even a Duke yet.

"Sol~!…"

Many thoughts flew past her mind, and her expression morphed into one of genuine joy.

"Do not talk to me in such an endearing way. You are not Nuwa."

The smile froze, and her expression cooled down with it.

"To think the Crown Prince would grow up so fast."

"I have heard this expression so many times, it's become boring."

He stepped forward until he was only a few centimeters away, forcing her to look up at him. This was humiliating for Echidna, who used to be treated as a queen.

"I know who you are. I understand the current situation, and I have many things to ask you."

Echidna bared her teeth in a snarl. "You are pretty calm despite knowing who you are facing."

She forced herself to stand tall, but all she received in response was a mocking smile from the Sol.

"I am not calm. As I said, I am surprised. To think the great and legendary Echidna would be reduced to a mere parasite who needs the body of a young woman to survive."

Echidna gritted her teeth. She was about to lash out when she saw his hand, shining with a golden light, as he slowly approached her.

She growled and tried to move away, only to realize that she was no longer in Bai Hu’s Zone but in a different place.

This must be his dimension.

"As I thought, there are no changes. Even though you are a parasite now, you are still a demigod."

Echidna tried to accelerate the power of her black hole. She wasn't only able to absorb the energy from objects. She could also destroy and absorb organic matter, including his dimension.

Even though he has a dimension, the power a Duke can use with his dimension should be pathetic.

She was forced to concede when she realized that no matter how fast the black hole accelerated, she could draw no energy from him.

The young prince observed her with a benign smile, as if looking at a child throwing a tantrum.

"I will be direct. You now have two choices."

The golden light flashed once again, giving her a sense of danger. She had the illusion that a giant sword hung over her head, ready to bisect her at any moment.

This was very problematic.


Chapter 17


End of the First Confrontation



Sol was amused. It was always he who had to make choices in the past. He was constantly being tested, evaluated, analyzed, and put in difficult situations for the amusement of people more powerful than himself.

Now, he was setting the pace and establishing the rules, even when facing someone as dangerous as Echidna. She was nothing but a shadow of her past self.

“As I said, you have two choices.” He spoke quietly.

"One is to die peacefully. This is how I show respect to someone once renowned as a powerhouse. There is no need to try and threaten me with Nuwa. Not only would it make me lose what little respect I have for you, but I can assure you that I have a way to end you at any moment."

Echidna's eyes narrowed slightly. She had to admit she did want to do what he said. After all, she was in Nuwa’s body. Logically speaking, there was no way for Sol to hurt her directly without hurting Nuwa.

But if there was one thing Echidna knew as a Blessed, it was that words such as ‘logic’ and ‘possibility’ lost all meaning when addressed to another Blessed. They had the uncanny ability always to reject such things at the worst moments.

He might also be bluffing.

There was no way to know this; everything depended on her if she wanted to try betting.

"What about the second choice?"

Her pride hurt when she saw the smirk on his face at her answer. It was the kind of smile people made when everything worked as they intended. A very annoying smile.

This reminds me of the goddesses.

She sighed and grit her teeth as she listened to her conditions.

"Become Nuwa's slave and servant. Act as an inner voice guiding a young fighter while sharing knowledge. I will give you this chance. Think carefully."

He grinned as a throne made out of ice appeared behind him for him to sit on.

"Life or servitude. This is not much of a choice, is it? However, these are still more choices than you ever made in your mad quest for power and evolution. I could have forced you to accept any outcome I wished, but I gave you a choice. How generous of me, don't you think?"

Sol leaned back on the chair, his chin in his hand as he observed her with an amused twinkle in his eye.

The outcome of the choices did not matter to him. All he wished was to see what decisions Echidna would take. After all, whatever choices she made, his was already made.

"You are very different from your father." The man she remembered was a very upright man who had lofty goals and clear ideals.

"Once again, I have heard this sentence so much, it's quite boring. Though now, I take being different from my father more as a compliment than anything else."

Chains of ice appeared out of nowhere and imprisoned her hands and feet, lifting her in the air.

"Now amuse me and share your choice. I have a war to finish."

Echidna looked at Nuwa’s outstretched form, her legs spread apart, and grinned. “It seems like the prince is a pervert.”

Sol was calm, “A prince of Lustburg being lustful is hardly something strange, and if I do anything to this body, it will be when Nuwa is in command.”

He sighed, “You are stalling for time, trying to find a solution to something you have no hope of escaping. I guess it’s time for me to show you that I am not bluffing.”

She was brought toward him until there was no distance between them. Then, calmly, he pressed a finger against her stomach.

“Wha– !!!!” A scream burst out of her. Her eyes bulged out and became bloodshot as she thrashed but was unable to move.

Echidna was used to pain. In her long existence, she had to face pain many times and used herself as an experiment subject many times as well. Pain was her friend and constant companion.

But what she was feeling now was like nothing before. This wasn't just a mere pain that could be felt at the physical level, but something more insidious and devastating, making her feel like her entire existence was being partially erased.

Only after Sol took away his finger did peace came back to her mind. She breathed in and out, her face covered in sweat as she looked at Sol with defiance.

"Do you think torture will make me kneel?" She hissed with vehemence, but his answer was unperturbed.

"No, I do not."

Echidna felt like she was missing a beat because of how easily he answered.

"I have met Ambrosia and Anubis. I believe that for people like you, even the worst torture would not make you kneel. But my goal isn't subjugation. I only wanted to make you understand the reality of your situation."

His finger approached her again, causing her to flinch slightly, but even as he touched her, no pain came to her.

“I can make you feel pain like nothing before without impacting Nuwa. I can erase you with a snap of my finger at any moment.”

"You …"

Sol ignored her as he stood up from his throne, and the chains binding her vanished.

"Well, I believe I have played enough with you."

She looked bewildered as his form started to fade.

"I stopped time temporarily in my dimension to play around with you, which is quite tiring, I must admit. Still too much for my current self."

By then, there was nothing but a faint image remaining of him.

"I will let you go back to your fight. Whatever you do, I will not intervene. But remember this, Echidna. I can come anytime, anywhere. This is a warning. Take a step beyond the line, and you will die immediately with no hope of even reincarnating."

His blurry voice vanished in the wind..

Now alone in Bai Hu’s Zone, Echidna felt like everything that had happened before was just a dream. But, bringing her hands towards her stomach, remembering the flash of pain that seemed like it would destroy her soul, Echidna sighed and laughed helplessly.

What a monster.

She felt like she had faced a monster of the age. She had never felt so helpless in her entire life.

Sol Dragona Luxuria.

At first, she thought he was nothing but a child imprisoned in a golden cage with much to learn. She didn't know what kind of adventure he may have had in the astral realm, but clearly, the boy of yesteryear was no longer there.

It seems like I will have to change my plans.

She closed her eyes as she felt her stomach, and her smile became even more bitter when she found what she was searching for in her soul.

"A bomb."

One thought from him would be enough to end her.

It seemed like this was her checkmate.
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[Fortress, Lustburg]

After dealing with Echidna, Sol was far from finished. Initially, his goal in coming here had been to see how the war was going on this front and make sure Nuwa didn’t lose her body to that old hag.

While Echidna had caused the death of his parents, if he had to be honest, Sol did not feel much about this. While he recognized Mars and Blaze as his progenitors, he wasn’t particularly attached to them.

Well. I might kill her if she proves herself to be useless.

Echidna was far more valuable alive than dead. All her knowledge could not go to waste. As for what to do to her afterward, that depended on what his harem members wished.

Without Nuwa and Gerard, we would have lost this front.

The war was not going as well as Sol had expected. After all, without using the resources he developed, humans were too disadvantaged when fighting other races, even more so in winter like this.

A few sacrifices are necessary to make the whole stronger.

Sol's goal wasn’t to beat Wratharis. If his only goal had been destruction, all these tactics would have been useless. All he needed was to send his heavy hitters and bring chaos everywhere.

What he wanted was to conquer the entire world. For this goal, he didn’t just need personal power. He needed a powerful administration that could oversee his dominion, and he also needed a powerful army that could crush everything without requiring him to send individuals.

I nearly lost a great general.

Sol’s eyes twinkled as he brushed past this zone's defense and reached the Heaven Gate, the place where Bai Hu was sitting helplessly.

“You are Bai Hu.” He gazed at the Tiger man with a slight indifference but with admiration concealed within.

Sol was gifted. He was blessed with all the luck one could have in a lifetime. While he certainly worked hard, Sol would never be hypocritical enough to say that he managed to reach his current power through arduous training.

Everything was thanks to Fate and Luck. He was born in the royal family as a Blessed, the son of a Demigod and a King-ranked dragon. He was the grandson of a Divine Beast, and Luxuria was interested in his future. Due to all this luck, rather than becoming arrogant, Sol started to respect people who put in the hard work despite being dealt shitty cards.

“I salute the King of Lustburg. I apologize for my lack of decorum, but I cannot move from this place.”

“I do not mind.”

Bai Hu breathed deeply as he looked up at the young golden-haired man floating above him. A genius, they called him. For Bai Hu, the word ‘genius’ did not suit the entity he was facing..

Monster. A Sovereign of the age, ready to crush an era.

Bai Hu was old enough to have witnessed three Kkngs of Lustburg. He remembered how Mars Luxuria’s presence alone was sufficient to suppress so many powerhouses. But what he was seeing now was different.

Mars was sunshine, a man whose aura and grandeur made people follow him simply because they were charmed by his charisma. He was like the warm sun that bathed the heart with its light and allowed growth.

His son, thought —

I feel like I am standing in front of an inferno.

It was an overpowering aura, a crushing presence; the feeling that you were standing against a beast that should not be provoked.

A harsh sun in the desert that was ready to burn down everything.

And he is just a Duke? What will happen when he becomes a King?

Bai Hu laughed. He laughed so hard tears gathered in the corner of his eyes. First, there was the snake girl, and now this.

“Oh Mighty King, tell me — Is this whole war your doing? Are we all moving in the palm of your hand?”

“Lupus is the one who declared war.”

Bai Hu covered his face and laughed more. “Indeed. He did so after he thought the Saintess was weak and helpless. Pfft! Hahaha! How amusing! How ridiculous! To think we are all moving like chess pieces under your control.”

Bai Hu was smart. He had to be. Only by becoming smarter could he make his race prosper when he was weak. This was why he had managed to connect the dots. They had been moving within Lustburg's expectation this whole time.

“I am not the one who came up with this plan.” Sol made his throne appear and took a seat. He looked at Bai Hu, more interested than ever. He had not expected the man to understand the flow with so few clues at his disposal. This made him remember that he should never assume that his enemies were stupid.

“So you admit.” Bai Hu nodded, “Indeed. There is no reason for you to worry about me.”

He looked up at Sol once again and finally — he stood up.

The rules of his zones were clear. He did not have the right to move as long as he wished to maintain it. The Zone started to fracture and would disintegrate in a few seconds.

After standing up, Bai Hu knelt and bowed, his forehead pressed so hard against the ground it was bleeding.

“I, Bai Hu, Leader of the Tiger clan, beg His Majesty to accept my worthless self under your umbrella. I vow to serve you until my last breath.”

Why would Sol stop and discuss it with him? Even without saying anything, Bai Hu understood what he had to do. He did not ask anything. He did not even bother bargaining. All he did was kneel and vow.

Sol smiled. The picture he was witnessing did not make him sneer. This picture overlapped with an image that was deep in his mind, of him kneeling and begging the goddesses for Camelia’s life. This was why he could understand all the more how helpless Bai Hu must feel. But this did not stop him.

Both he and Bai Hu had very similar values.

“I like your way of doing things. As such, I will give you what you want. The Tiger clan will prosper under my rule.”

Bai Hu did not answer. He simply buried his head deeper, hiding the tears that were flowing from his eyes. Here he was, bowing low in the most humiliating way possible to beg for a chance of survival for those he cared about. His tears were not born out of humiliation, but out of relief. Unlike the Tyrant's flimsy words, this young man's quiet poise felt a hundred times more sturdy.

Pride? Pride was nothing in front of the survival of his race. If necessary, he would kneel a thousand times. He would cut himself open, or boil himself alive if it could help protect what he had to protect.

Noblesse Oblige. For all the power and rights he received as the leader, it was his duty to protect those who believed in him.

Father, may your soul rest in peace.

After sacrificing something as useless as his pride, he managed to ensure the survival of his race. This was a hundred times worth it.
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When Bai Hu’s Zone was completely broken down, he could finally see the battlefield again. What he saw was not much different from what he had anticipated: the humans had won.

"We had no chance from the beginning.’

Realizing this was really self-deprecating but at the same time, it filled Bai Hu with a sense of awe and respect toward someone other than his father for the first time.

Looking up, he could see the young king floating in the air, his majestic presence causing all to fall silent in this place. They had no other choice than to do so. They could all feel it, the beastkin even more than the humans.

They could not win.

“My dear citizens, my valorous warriors. This night may have been the opening of the war, but it will be forever etched in history with your names, both living and dead. All the rewards promised will be sent to the bereaved families, and I will add an additional five gold coins for each family. Money will never be able to pay for their pain and suffering, but it will help them through hard times.”

The soldiers clenched their fists, looking at the bodies of their dead comrades. Why had they fought so much? Was it for nationalism? A desire to protect their homeland?

Such feelings did exist, even more so in soldiers who were of noble origin. But for the most part, the reason they fought was simple for the soldiers who were commoners.

Money, as crude as it was.

Being a soldier was lucrative, and it became even more so after the new policies the prince created. Be it with their life or their death, a soldier would put their family in a situation where they could live comfortably.

Now, a different feeling was brewing in their chests, something hot and hard to explain.

The fight had been ruthless; many of them could not even last a few seconds against the berserker werekin. But everything had changed in an instant. The moment the mages managed to connect the magical circle, rather than an army they had hoped for, only one person came.

The soldiers were surprised, the mages were confused, and everyone lost hope. After all, the portal consumed too much energy to be used continuously.

What could one person actually do?

The moment the Crown Prince stepped into the fight, everything fell apart. Like a kid stepping on ants, there was no competition. Looking at the ease with which he destroyed everything, everyone thought –

I am so damn happy he is on our side.

This was how they witnessed his power and came to believe in him.

“The Prince is mighty!”Someone shouted, and soon, everyone followed. They understood the hot feeling that was spreading through their chests. It was worship and respect, as well as fear and admiration. It was a myriad of mixed feelings towards one being that stood above them all.

Outwardly, Sol did not change while listening to the cheer. He simply waved his hand at them. But inwardly, he was jumping with glee.

Soon, his name would fly around slowly but surely. It was necessary to build a good image while they were at the start of the fight.

Their desperations and fears would become the seed of an even bigger worship for him.

“Do not weep, my soldiers. Those who have left us will go to the world of the afterlife. They are heroes. Heroes who fought to protect their homeland from the hand of the Tyrant King. The madman who started this war.

“But fear not. This man will one day fall under my blade. Until then, I beg you to fight alongside me!”

Everyone cheered, Sol smiled and floated away.

This place would become an important strategic point. It was time to start working on what he would do with his prisoners.
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The next day, the defeat of the Tiger clan and the fall of the fortress filled all the different fronts.

It was the first battle between Lustburg and Wratharis, and while it was only a small-scale fight, the results were more than surprising.

The Tiger clan had been defeated in only a few nights, which was something no one could have expected.

When the beastkin learned that the Crown Prince of Lustburg had acted, many were dissatisfied, as this was a breach of war rules. But it was only a few minutes later that they realized two things.

Sol was not yet officially the King, only the Crown Prince. Also, he was not a King-ranked warrior, only a Duke. Therefore, no rules had been broken.

Realizing that continuing this train of thought would be useless, the generals of Wratharis started acting on different fronts. One week after the start of the war, Wratharis managed to land many small victories, increasing the morale of the beastkin. They slowly advanced deeper into Lustburg, while Lustburg retreated.

The beastkin were sure of it now: Lustburg was nothing more than a beast without many fangs remaining. Victory would be theirs.

This was what they thought until one person stepped onto the battlefield.

Her name was Aurora Castitas.


Chapter 18


White Knight



All divine powers were different, yet extremely similar.

The fourteen goddesses had the same power: the representation of a Sin or a Virtue, a sentiment present in all humanity and all sentient beings. The goddesses were one.

Even so, while the power base was the same, they had a few differences and specialties.

Patienta’s power, when wielded by her servants, focused on one type of mental interference — calm. This helped her s keep their heads clear when fighting.

In a vacuum, this didn’t seem like much. But this became a completely different story when paired with the berserker mode of war beasts, allowing them to fight at a much higher level while keeping their sanity.

What about Castitas?

Her auxiliary power was not particularly useful at first. After all, what could “chastity” truly bring as a power?

Everything changed when one Supreme Daughter decided to focus on the concept of purity as a whole rather than simply the direct translation.

Purity — Keeping the sanctity of the body, always bringing it back to a state prior to what it originally was. This was Castitas' divine power bestowed on her servants: the power to heal. The paladin would use this power the most, as they would fight while self-healing.

Wratharis’ soldiers had always hated this power since it meant they could keep replenishing their forces when coupled with their transportation matrixes.

But for the first time in their entire lives, the soldiers of Wratharis realized something they would have never imagined: One truly powerful healer was a monster.

[image: ]


[Desert of the Forgotten]

One of the fronts Wratharis shared with Lustburg was rather close to the elves. It was not truly a desert; it was more like a dead zone created by the elves when they had to cede these lands in the past, destroying all life.

Today, it was witnessing a clash between two armies.

Unlike the earlier skirmishes, where only a few elites fought each other, the war was in full swing as more than ten thousand people fought on each side.

Spells and magic rained down. Limbs scattered, blood flowed, and people were crushed underfoot by their comrades who could not stop and think about them.

The Warbeasts controlled this battlefield. Their clear minds and berserker strength allowed them to dominate the weaker humans swiftly. It was a bloody sight, and many people perished.

The human soldiers had lost all hope and the beasts were cheering – at least, until she came.

Aurora Castitas.

A young woman whose name was relatively unknown outside of the capital. Someone who was weak and was not even a Duke.

When they learned that such a woman had entered the battlefield, everyone thought she was crazy. What could one person, who was not even a Duke, change?

—-Well. She could change the entire battlefield.
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“Die! Die! Why won’t you die!!!”

One beastkin and his unity were fighting a group of twenty humans, tearing them apart with ease. But the ones with desperate looks on their face were the beastmen themselves.

“Hahaha! For the Saintess! For Lustburg!”

The human soldiers laughed like madmen, their eyes unfocused as they simply kept attacking. Some humans would even sink their teeth in the flesh of the beasts.

They ignored wounds; they ignored pain; they ignored fatigue..

They had no hesitations. They simply fought.

No matter what wounds they received, they kept healing, while the beastmen got weaker.

“Fucking undead-like bastard!”

The Undead – that’s what these soldiers were called.

They did not die. They could not die. They were an eternal army that would stand forever without hesitation.

The humans laughed again, ignoring all insults and focusing on winning. They knew how deranged they looked, but they did not care.

Their minds was focused on one thing: killing.

They remembered Aurora’s words, “As long as the sun shines and I stand, you will not fall.”

It didn’t take long for them to understand, and they were awed by the might of the Supreme Daughter of Lustburg. The more they thought about this, the more fervently they fought.

A few hours later, standing alone, the last beastkin let out a howl filled with grief and frustration as it succumbed to its wounds.

Breathing in and out, one of the humans picked up his arm, which was lying on the ground. “Don’t forget, guys. Limb regeneration takes more energy. If you can find your own limbs on the ground, take them.”

“Yessir!” The soldiers saluted in unison and started looking for their lost limbs, joking and chuckling like this was nothing out of the ordinary. Some were pulling out fangs from their stomachs, while others made cleaner wounds for easier healing.

Watching all this, their captain couldn’t help but sigh. She was wondering if they were monsters now. But there was no way she would begrudge obtaining something close to immortality, even if it was temporary.

Wherever Aurora passed, the soldiers became the "Undead." They could not die. They kept standing. They forget they were even human.

A woman who was not yet at the Duke-rank completely changed the battlefield in less than a week.

The Holy Daughter is mighty.

The captain had always been a devotee of Castitas, keeping her preaching in mind and preparing for her marriage. Today her faith was renewed.
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Standing in a tent, Aurora was watching the nuns come and go as they healed and provided help to the warriors whose blessings had vanished. Even though they were called the “undead,” they were nothing more than humans gifted with super-regeneration thanks to her power.

There was a limit to how many people could receive it at the same time, and how strong the blessing was. Even so, it allowed her to grant salvation to humans who would have been nothing but cannon fodder.

My power is slowly recovering.

There was no way the feeble power of Castitas would allow for such a mighty miracle. Aurora – or rather Dawn – simply mixed the power of the Dawn and the Sun with the power of healing from Castitas.

As long as they fought under the sun, they would not feel hunger or fatigue; they would not fall prey to fear, or hesitate in combat. Their wounds will always heal.

Thanks to this, the human army managed to take back the upper hand.

But this wouldn’t last, or rather — Sse didn’t want to make it last.

We need to retreat and bring them deeper in, while minimizing casualties. How overbearing.

This wasn’t her plan in the first place. Her goal was to keep her people alive and slowly reduce Wratharis’ numbers.

While she had no interest in the victory or defeat of Lustburg, she had always been serious about a job once it was given to her.

However, it seems like Father has his own opinion.

Clearly, Sol was preparing a very big move and wished to pull in as many soldiers as possible. For this, they needed to lose slowly but not too much.

Well, I am just doing my job.

Those moments reminded her of the time when she fought alongside her Father. She had always been the one to keep track of everything, and her powers were suited for this kind of support.

Oh well…I wonder if any of them are going to appear and — Should I warn him?

Aurora bit her lip. She was now at a crossroads and her decision would determine whether she would become Sol’s friend or enemy. This was a very important choice for her, but she couldn’t help but think.

I still have some time.

A little more, just a little more.

“Saintess?”

“Hum?” Aurora was pulled from her reverie as she faced the young man wearing a white suit of armor.

“Yes, White Knight.”

The young man took off the helmet, revealing his handsome face. Exhaustion could be seen in his eyes.

“The paladins managed to push back the attack this time, but Wratharis is getting desperate. Soon, there will be a huge attack.”

“I know. My divine power is dwindling and our wounded are increasing. I believe it’s time to start retreating.”

“Saintess.”

She raised a hand to stop him and showed a gentle smile, her eyes filled with sadness, as if this was a very hard decision for her.

“I received orders from His Highness. He believes the lives of the soldiers and citizens of Lustburg should not be wasted. This front is not crucial for our defense, so we must retreat.”

Of course, she was lying or rather, she wasn’t really. She was simply omitting some information. The fact that Sol was using this entire war as more of a testing ground was something that couldn’t be allowed to become public knowledge.

Light bloomed from her and covered the paladin, melting away all fatigue from him as well as easing the pain of his wounds.

“Listen! I, Aurora Castitas, swear I will keep as many of you alive as possible. Such is my goal and duty.”

The moment the light bloomed, her aura fluctuated and sharply increased, becoming stronger and stronger. Finally, it stopped, and the light vanished.

The White Knight looked at her with eyes filled with disbelief and respect before bowing slightly. “Congratulations on advancing and becoming a Duke.”

Aurora smiled benevolently. She had “advanced,” and the truth she used was something for the citizens. How respectful and lovable.

After this, her reputation was sure to increase even more, and so would the crown’s.

What a sneaky young man. He seems pretty good when it comes to propaganda.
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Achoo!

Back in Lustburg, Sol sneezed, which should have been nearly impossible. But he simply dismissed it and went back to work.

At his side was a large stack of documents that reached over his head and gave him a headache simply by looking at them. The worst was that this was the streamlined version after it had gone through through Clara's hands.

The war’s administration staff was running like a well-oiled machine, but so many things were happening simultaneously that he became too busy to notice.

Today, though, one particular thing was giving him a headache.

"Raise yourself, Duke Travers."

Duke Travers continued to kneel and wailed, "Your Majesty! I have been serving as Duke for decades, but I have never seen the treasury dwindle so quickly! We are going to be bankrupt! And everything is their fault!"

He pointed at the other people in the room with an aggravated look as if they were stealing from him.

"So…What do you have to say?" Sol sighed and looked at the three women.

Kali and Arachne at least had the decency to look slightly sorry. Theresa grinned with her hands on her hips.

"You told me to go all out."

"I did."

"You told me to not worry about money."

"Indeed."

"Then — why complain now?"

Sol laughed ruefully as he massaged his brow. He was the one who had given a blank check to Theresa and gave her the go-ahead. He even added two more crazy women to help her

"So. Since we are about to reach the bottom of the vault — I hope this wasn't all in vain."

"You won't be disappointed. We are ready for launch any time." Theresa's grin widened and her eyes twinkled dangerously.

It was time for her name to be recorded in history once again.
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Sol was alone, reading a bunch of documents.

After giving the green light to the ‘three crazies,’ as he now called them, he knew very well that this was a new piece on this giant board.

This war was nothing but a test and a way to sharpen the blade of his army.

Though, I don’t want too many people to die.

He had already made a deal with Kuki, the Supreme Daughter of Wratharis. Most of the people on their frontline were staunch supporters of the Tyrant King. Their existence would only have been a thorn if they were allowed to live, so killing them didn’t matter much in the end.

As for those who were neutral and a few clans who supported Setsuna, they were well taken care of.

There was only one small problem.

[Possibility of Activating the Divine Weapon: High.]

This was the conclusion of a spy’s report, explaining the recent changes in Lupus and the high possibility of him using a divine weapon during the war.

Divine weapons weren’t a joke. Sol knew this more than anyone else. His divine weapon gave him near-omniscience when analyzing the future.

What about an offensive-type divine weapon?

Lupus was already a powerful King, no matter how much Sol refused to admit it. Using the divine weapon would only make him stronger, perhaps equal to a weak demigod.

Should I besiege him with the girls as planned?

He frowned.

There was also news about Sun Wukong having possibly reached the level of Demigod, albeit one without a territory, like Lilith. There was no difference in realm between the two.

Who then could win?

Lilith might need a more-powerful weapon.

He contemplated giving his blood, scales, and even bones to create weapons for his beloveds if necessary. Though it would hurt, it wasn’t like he couldn’t heal himself. Mutilating his body didn’t seem like a big deal in his mind as long it allowed him to reach his goal.

Only the girls and I can fight Lupus if the witches don't act.

He was worried. He worried that his hubris, pride, and desire to challenge may hurt his loved ones. It wasn’t as if he couldn’t ask Isis to release her King-level undead.

Taping his hand against the table, he contemplated and decided – pride be damned.

I will keep the four witches in my dimension and the three King-level Undead.

One should never underestimate the enemy. He would keep all the backup possible on hand. If he needed to fight Lupus, then so be it. If he couldn’t, then he would release everything without hesitation. The angels could suck his dick for all he cared.

He would fight them if they weren’t happy about him using the undead. If he lost, he would flee and return when he became stronger.

The rules existed to protect the weak and restrict the strong. When one became strong enough, it was possible to disregard the so-called rules. No…It was possible to establish his own rules and make others respect them.

Whoosh~!

When Sol realized this, he felt his mind become lighter and freer, as if some restrictions were slowly being broken.

Deus Ex Machina allowed him to control Fate itself and change the direction as he wished. Why would he be tied down by mortal rules when he could break rules that fettered even the gods?

Light shone and, unbeknownst to him — one of his blue eyes slowly became golden.
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Sitting with her daughters, Ambrosia frowned and lowered her teacup. Her golden eyes twinkled with curiosity as she looked toward Sol’s office. There was no doubt in her mind: she felt divinity.

A very weak and scattered divinity, but still present.

She gasped, speechless.

He is trying to become a King, right?

This wasn’t something that happened simply when one became a King.

Sol was a Dimension Mage, meaning that the moment he became a King, he had more than 70% of the things necessary to become a Demigod. Whereas most would take decades to ascend, he would only need a year or two.

Does this mean he will become a demigod soon?

Ambrosia sighed and stopped observing Sol. She didn’t know what kind of path Sol would take to become a King. What kind of concept he would understand?

She hoped that this would not cause too many problems.

“Mother.”

“You felt it too?”

Ambrosia smiled at Persephone, who nodded.

“Yes. I guess Sol will become the youngest Demigod soon.”

Ambrosia smiled, “Technically, all divine beasts became Demigods the moment they were born.”

Persephone laughed, and so did Medea.

Freya, meanwhile, was lost in thought. The path she was following was Space, and she could feel the path Sol had brought on even more.

“Does he want to control the world?” She shook her head. Her brother-in-law’s ambition wasn’t small. It was hard to imagine that he had just recently become an adult.

“Well, this doesn’t matter.” Taking out a catalog, Freya pointed at one particular picture, “Sooo For your wedding. I was thinking…What about this dress? Or this one?”

There were many priorities in this world. But at this very moment, few things were as important as Medea’s marriage.

“Think about it…”

Medea blushed a little but soon squinted as she observed the catalog. After turning many pages, she looked at Freya speechlessly, “All of them are pink.”

“Tsk~Tsk~Tsk. Dear sister. They may be all pink, but everything is in the nuance. This one here – it is not pink. This is Fushia. I think this color will be perfect for the decorations. This one is neon pink, my favorite shade. But we can also use a softer dark pink or bright pink.”

The more she spoke, the more excited she became, “I can create a small realm. Flamingo pink for the flowers, pastel pink for the sky, coral for the clouds, and some trees with cherry pink leaves.” She laughed and talked as if she was in a trance, imagining the best world possible.

Medea’s lips simply twitched. At this point, she started to wonder if it was her or Freya who was about to get married in the end.

“Freya…”

Freya stopped and coughed, “Sorry. I got a little carried away. Of course, if you don’t want pink, I have prepared other colors for you. But your main color is black. That would be a little ominous.”

Medea nodded and started discussing.

Meanwhile, Ambrosia simply observed everything with a smile. This may be nothing but the calm before the storm. But even so, she was enjoying this small happiness.
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As Sol finished digesting the new insights he obtained this time, Setsuna entered his office. Even now, Sol had difficulty adapting to Setsuna's new style, though the golden hair suited her quite beautifully.

“Sol, it’s time for me to move.”

“Hum…” Sol leaned back on his chair and observed Setsuna. His eyes shone as he analyzed her fate once again, and he wondered if there were any hidden danger. It was only after making sure once again that he nodded.

“Your battlefield is one of the most important ones. It gives direct access to the road to Lustburg. There are already two Duke-ranks stationed there. One is the contracted spirit of the previous lord of the Milaris family. The other one is Tyr Highland.”

“Athena is also taking control. You will listen to her orders, and I will start promoting you.”

“What do you mean?”

Sol smiled, “Wratharis respects strength more than anything else — let’s just show to the whole world how strong your powers of Calamity and Ice are.”

It was time to become a director and producer in the truest sense of the word.
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Meanwhile, in Wratharis, morale was at an all-time high.

In the large conference room, people praised the King for his wisdom and insight. They said his plans were masterful, and Lustburg would soon fall. They mocked the prince for moving so soon.

Lupus was smug as he listened to the praise. He still remembered how everyone had treated him as a crazy bastard at first. But now look – weren’t they all praising him? This was the same way they could only call him a tyrant behind his back and never to his face.

While truly smug and proud of himself, Lupus was also worried. The news of the Tiger clan’s defeat had not been unexpected; in fact, he had never thought they would succeed. The fact that they pulled the prince out so soon was more than enough for him.

He now had a better understanding of the Blessed of Lustburg. The two were undoubtedly talented, but they were too young. The prince wasn’t powerful enough to take the throne yet.

This is dangerous.

Lupus frowned; the situation was too favorable for him. This was dangerous. Very dangerous. Though he didn’t have the power of a seer, he knew enough about the Blessed to understand that the more the situation was like this, the higher the chances of a reversal happening. Perhaps he would lose control of the divine weapon. He also kept the possibility of the prince becoming a King mid-battle, or even a meteorite falling onto the battlefield.

All of this seemed ridiculous. But Lupus knew when it came to Blessed, the more ridiculous you thought it was, the higher chance of this happening.

After all, this is what it meant to be Blessed by Fate.

Sigh. I have to prepare.
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The situation was getting worse for the Saintess’ army. They were an endless horde of undead, and the effect was devastating. But the Holy Daughter was not a goddess. Her energy was not unlimited.

It didn’t take long for the beastkin to realize that the more people they trid to kill, the faster the Holy Daughter lost energy.

She was a saint trying to save everyone. But the beastkin only sneered. They were always the ones trying to save everyone without knowing how hard this was.

Some of the beastkin compared this Holy Daughter with the previous Holy Daughter and they agreed Camelia was far superior. She might not have as much divine power, but her ruthlessness was legendary and she had never hesitated to use people as sacrificial pawns.

The vanguard became more unruly, and the soldiers of Lustburg continued to retreat.

The situation was still manageable, and relatively speaking, only a few people died, but there was no one showing sincere happiness. In the territory of humanity, they had always been the ones bullying others. But now they were once again reminded how weak humanity was compared to other races.

Some soldiers gritted their teeth. Others showed strong hatred. Their eyes reddened, and their breathing grew harsh. They were angry.

But more than anyone else, they were angry at themselves because they were too weak. This feeling of self-hatred grew, and the humans became more and more desperate, fighting like mad and using the advantage of Aurora’s healing.

Watching all this, Aurora had an indifferent smile on her face. If self-hatred, anger, pain, and grief were enough to become powerful, then all the gods in that time would have evolved after being beheaded by Adam’s blade. Strong emotions could only give a slight push and against a wall that was never broken. But if you couldn’t reach the wall, then that push would be useless.

Scoffing a little, she sneered before putting on a saintly expression; a smile full of sadness, her eyes reddening and her aura shaking as if she was forcibly calming down her anger.

Finally, she entered the tent where the high-ranked soldiers were giving orders. Shelooked at the paladin.

“We need to retreat.” She said.

One of the captains opened his mouth, wishing to say they could still fight. But in the end, he simply lowered his head.

Listening to her, the White Knight nodded. “What are your orders?”

“You will assure the retreat.”

He was surprised at her order. After all, his job was to protect her. In the end, though, he nodded. He could talk to her later in private. For now, though, he wouldn’t question her order in public.

“I hear and obey.”

Perhaps it was time to show them that Lustburg wasn’t as weak as they thought.

He would show them the majesty of ice.


Chapter 19


World of Ice and Snow



On the battlefield, war was raging, and the soldiers of Lustburg were fighting while organizing the retreat.

History has shown many times that a disorganized retreat was the worst move that any army could take. But in the best case, a retreat would always end with many losses as your enemy was unwilling to let you leave.

"Isn't it just about fleeing?"

This was not fleeing. This was a Tactical Withdrawal, a strategic retreat.

"Heh. What a fancy name."

The White Knight ignored his friend and companion as he observed the army’s operations.

In this kind of scenario, the guards assuring the retreat had to be powerful and skilled enough. They also had to be ready for death. Like a gecko sacrificing its tail to survive, they were heroes who–

"Sacrificial pawns, you mean."

The White Knight sighed, but did not bother correcting his companion. After all, he was right.

"So we are 'it' this time, huh?"

"Not necessarily. I do not plan to sacrifice myself, at least not in this situation."

He spoke quietly, ignoring the looks of pity, the words of encouragement, the sobs, and the screams of agony and rage that were filling the place as they kept retreating.

Aurora had proposed that the paladin stay with him and help him protect the rear, but he refused.

"Were you trying to act cool?"

"No. You know that having allies would simply be a bother."

"See. Trying to act cool. How many times did you try such a line in front of your mirror?"

White Knight blushed slightly and coughed. The truth was — Many times.

His companion, an Emperor Penguin, was wearing a chic suit jacket and a monocle. It laughed out loud while White Knight looked up.

From the moment Camelia him saved him in the burning village, he had been dedicated to becoming a worthy knight. His loyalty might also have transformed into a crush. Sadly –

"Your crush was crushed beautifully, shall we say?"

"Do you plan to keep rubbing salt in my wounds?"

"Not until you find a new woman." The penguin looked around,"Tsk~ Tsk~Tsk. Look at all those females in heat, looking at you with tears in their eyes. As a male, the fact that you don't even feel a stir in your loins at this sight makes you a failure."

The knight was speechless, "A man should give all his love to one woman."

"Tsk. Well. You aren't completely wrong, though I prefer freedom. Hopefully, you will find that woman soon. I want to see what kind of woman can make you fall."

"Speaking of which, do you have mates?"

His friend and companion was from the realm of Asmodeus. Despite his appearance, he was a very rare ice spirit; this form was something Asmodeus supposedly forced some spirits to take once upon a time. His friend ended up liking it and decided to keep the appearance.

"Mates. Huh. I did have a few. Though it doesn't matter now."

"How selfish."

"Selfish I am."

White Knight laughed. He, a knight of the Church of Castitas, had ended up with a spirit from the Divine Beast of Lust’s domain, while the Crown Prince, the Blessed of Luxuria, ended up with one from the territory of the Divine Beast of Chastity.

They joked until a woman clad in pure white robes approached him.

Aurora Castitas.

For White Knight, she was an enigma, someone he could not understand. She had the appearance and charm of a benevolent woman, but he could also feel a certain distance and coldness from her whenever she spoke to people.

This was not simple arrogance, but something deeper. Something higher. It was as if Aurora was not looking at people as people. As if even when they talked to her, she was not listening.

It was a weird feeling, but he didn't care. He was a man who followed his duty. Protecting Camelia was impossible for him, so he would do his best to protect the Holy Daughter and make sure she returned to Lustburg alive and well.

He had to be cold-blooded. Even the lives of all the soldiers present — his included – were not enough to be worthy of her life.

"Your Holiness."

He took a knee, his armor rattling and his sword piercing the ground, His respect was not for Aurora but for the divine authority she represented.

White Knight was not blind. Even though he was not part of the inner circle of the Blessed, he was unlike many believers and could see that the Goddesses might not be worthy of respect.

But this did not matter. He was not a man with grandiose ambitions, such as overthrowing the rules of the goddesses.

Rules may be nothing but a game for the goddesses. Those rules may limit and constrain the strong, making them feel hate for the goddesses. However, those same rules protected the weak.

Those rules were why the King of Wratharis couldn't simply march and massacre the entire army as he wished. In the same way, the Queen of Lustburg could not fly out and massacre all of Wratharis’ soldiers.

A world without rules was nothing but chaos. A chaotic world might be heaven for the strong, but it will always be hell for the weak.

"Are you sure you want to fight?"

Looking up at the Holy Daughter, White Knight smiled. "I await your decree and your grace."

"Very well."Aurora placed her hands on his head, and warmth filled with him. "May the protection of the goddess be with you. Under the sun of the goddess, you will feel no pain, no hunger, and no fear. May the light guide you."

White Knight stayed in the same position for a long while even after Aurora left the tent.

The camp was deserted. The wounded and the healers had been evacuated.

On the horizon, he could see the rear guard fighting for the retreat, shedding blood until the end.

Never stopping.

Never wavering.

Never retreating.

Those people were sacrificial pawns who would be forgotten by everyone but their families. They would become statistics, soon to be ignored even by the citizens they protected. Thus was the ugliness of war.

White Knight started walking, but his gait slowed as the last warrior died, besieged by three wounded beastkin.

They had given their all, greatly reducing the opposing force.

"Tell me, dear friend. Do you still think they are pawns?"

" I still believe they are. But even then —"

"Even then?"

" —- They are worthy of respect."

"Indeed." He smiled.

An army of more than four hundred beastkin rushed at him, but he laughed out loud. He was nothing but a poor warrior. He did not have great ideals and had no dream of justice. Even so —

"You will be buried alongside the heroes of Lustburg."

A chilly air flew from his body as he planted his sword in the ground.

[Zone: Ice Age]

He changed the battlefield into an icy cemetery.
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A world of ice and snow.

This sight greeted Sol when he appeared above the battlefield where the army of Lustburg had retreated, leaving the place for the White Knight to show his might.

As far as the eye could see, ice covered the ground, freezing anyone encased in it. It was a beautiful gift to the dead, as thousands of bodies would forever be kept in their ice coffins.

“How interesting,” Sol murmured, admiring the effect of this field. He did not expect this power level from anyone in the mortal world except the Blessed and a few others. It was definitely not comparable to a King, but this was far above what any average Duke could do.

Sol smiled and looked up. Ever since his realization, the world he could see had started to change. This went beyond the simple threads of Fate. He could see more – he could even hear more. He felt that Setsuna's power and Lilin’s enhanced his power and divine weapon in a way he could still not wholly explain.

A river. A large stream, or was it a tree? Sol chuckled and ignored the vision in the sky. Even if the world he could see changed, it would not change him. At least, he hoped not.

He seemed to glide through to space and finally teleported in front of the only part of the battlefield that wasn’t covered in ice. There, he could see a young man clad in shining armor with his sword planted in the ground. His breath was weak, and his aura feeble. This attack had not been easy.

“Your Majesty.” The White Knight bowed.

“You have done a great service.”

“I have only done my duty.” ol nodded, not caring about White Knight's words. As a king, merit was something he always had to keep in his mind. Soldiers were not his family and friends. Expecting them to fight for his rise without rewarding them was bullshit.

But there was a problem⁠—

“Soldiers like you are the most troublesome.” Sol grinned amicably, and White Knight nodded, understanding what he meant. No matter how it looked, he was the White Knight, the highest rank a paladin could attain in the church.

In terms of rank, he was not inferior to a Duke in terms of authority and might even surpass them. All kingdoms were theological empires. There was no higher position with which to reward him.

The church and royal power did not mix, so White Knight could not receive land. He could receive riches, but he did not need them.

“No matter. Even if you cannot receive a noble title, I can bestow one on your bloodline. Your children will be nobles from birth. I will have to decide later what kind of rank I will give. But I think it will be at least Earl.”

White Knight twitched and opened his eyes wide with disbelief. A hereditary rank of Earl! He thought Sol would have given him fiefdom for his progeny at most. Earls were high-ranked nobles just below Dukes and Marquis.

This was far beyond his expectations.

“You are too kind.”

“I am kind indeed. But powerful men need to be rewarded.” Sol’s eyes started to shine as he looked at White Knight, who shuddered as he felt the gaze on him. He felt like being peeled one layer after another, taking away all secrets his body could hide and observing even his soul.

“Interesting.” Sol muttered again for the second time, “You fused with your spirit?”

Looking at White Knight, he could see many tangled lines and threads. It looked like the Fate of two individuals had been fused, mixing and resulting in the current situation.

It was easy for him to suddenly interfere from there and understand what made White Knight so strong. He didn’t just use his contracted partner as a battle aid but had fused and used his power. One might think that it was stupid to do so. After all, having an ally next to you should be better, and they weren't wrong. But it was a matter of perspective.

If fighting alongside the partner resulted in 1+2= 2, then fusing would give a result of 1+1 = 4 or even 8, depending on the fusion level.

“You are quite courageous. Do you believe in your partner this much?” Sol immediately noticed the flaw in whatever they were doing. The core of this technique was the penguin itself. Once he decided to go crazy, hurting White Knight would take just a thought.

“Your Highness, do not spread disharmony in our midst. The two of us are great friends.”

A gentleman-like penguin appeared out of White Knight's body and continued to speak. “This is no deep secret. His Zone and mine are similar, and our powers share the same origin. Since I am but a spirit I decided to use his body and my soul to fuse with his. The results are what you see.”

“Ohhh…” Sol mused. He could see how the White Knight seemed disappointed, and he understood. Even if it were him, he would be pretty unhappy if somebody had divulged all his secrets so easily.

He chuckled, “This technique is beautiful for those who are stuck at the basic level.”

He felt like his luck was once again at work. There were many humans, and even with a low chance of awakening with enough CP, there would still be many who wished to gamble and see.

Sadly, the reality was cruel. Those born in high clans had powerful techniques passed down from generation to generation.

The majority have nothing. They could only rely on gambling, and many of them would only find despair in the end.

“Rise.”“Thank you, Your Highness.” Standing up, White Knight furtively glanced at Sol again before lowering his head.

The king was not to be looked at at least not at his level. Doing the opposite was worthy of death.

“This technique is not suitable for learning, Your Highness. We managed to do so because of the similarities in our power or, rather, because I decided to follow his path. But for most people —”

Sol raised a hand, “I understand. In the end, everything that matters is strength. You see the negative. But for many, this is more than worth it.”.

Only geniuses could talk about something as lofty as following their own path. Sol was sure that even if he said the technique had some deadly flow, 7 out of 10 would still learn it.

Power was a capital and an insurance. Without it, all your words and righteousness were useless.

“Then Your Highness. Might I ask what will happen next?”

“Next, huh?” Sol looked up, his eyes deep, hiding an unfathomable light. Slowly, the moment was approaching.

A malevolent grin formed on his face, “Let Wratharis bask in the illusions of success for one more week.”

After that — they would only mourn.


Chapter 20


In the Shadow



[Wratharis]

The future was far, and anything could happen in one week. Whether Wratharis would mourn or not was something for the future.

In the present, at least Wratharis was cheering, or rather, Lupus, King of Wratharis, was cheering. His laugh filled the sky like the rumbling of thunder, reaching the ears of all citizens. The news of the victory in the plains had reached the capital, and there was a weird tension hanging in the air.

The citizens could understand why the King was happy. From a strategic standpoint, this was undoubtedly a victory. The plain may not be a direct road toward Lustburg but it had opened more ways for the beastkin to protect their borders better.

Furthermore, in history, those plains had once belonged to Wratharis before being absorbed by the humans. One could say they were getting back what was theirs.

Despite this — few people were actually happy.

The victory had been disastrous.

There was a saying about how killing 1000 enemy soldiers by sacrificing 800 of your own soldiers could never be seen as a true victory. But in Wratharis' case, this was the worst. They didn’t exchange 800 for 1000. Such a result, albeit bad, would have been relatively acceptable.

They sacrificed ‘800 to kill only 400.’ Perhaps not even so. The vanguard had been wiped out, all to recuperate some ancestral lands that didn’t have much value in the grand scheme of things.

This was a victory, but it was an empty victory, and the citizens started to get angry.

“Hey. Did you know? They say the King is sacrificing people for an evil ritual.”

“Talk less. But indeed. I heard he is simply useless.”

Murmurs of citizens filled the streets while some people were walking in black, mourning for their losses.

“They say the King does not care about all our sacrifices.”

“I heard that the soldiers who died for Lustburg were all given titles, and their families would be taken care of until death.”

“Really?”

The life of a soldier in Wratharis was complicated. They didn’t have unified control, and the soldier's rewards could not be compared to Lustburg. Few things hurt more than comparison.

Lustburg may have lost, but they had far fewer casualties. They also gave better rewards. The king was magnanimous and didn’t kill his subordinates because of anger.

The more they listened to those rumors, the more angry people became. Lupus; laughter at this moment was like a cold shower on the vast majority of citizens.

They were angry. But they were also helpless.

—And it was then that they started to remember that Setsuna existed.

Perhaps…It was time to change rulers.
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Sitting on his throne, Lupus looked paler and more emaciated. But a calculating light filled his eyes even as he exploded in laughter.

“It seems like a few rats are acting in the capital.”

He knew. He knew that the citizens hated him and despised him. He knew very well that even though he became the King through rightful means of power. He would never be more than a tyrant in their eyes.

He knew all that, and yet — he did not care.

Would someone mind the cry of ants on the road?

Obey or Die.

For every day he was alive, it would be one more day with him as the King and he would let them all understand that this would not change.

He was the Tiangou, the Celestial Wolf.

He was someone above and beyond the masses. They could never hope even to try to understand him.

Something flashed in his eyes as he looked at the entrance of his palace. It was an unknown person. An intruder.

“Who dare!?”

Lightning flashed from his hand, but the intruder simply shattered the lightning with a wave of their hands.

“I have come in peace. King, I wonder if you are ready to hear my proposal.”

It was a man. One wearing a tuxedo with a gentle smile on his face and a small monocle on his eye.

Standing here, his presence seemed rather weak, as if it was barely moving and breathing.

“Begone!”

The man who appeared kept a smile as he nodded before stepping away. His voice though, still filling Tiangou’s ears.

“Dear king. This is my second visit. I believe that on the 3rd, we will finally be able to talk.”

Tiangou snorted and chased away the residual voice as he watched the man slowly become faint as if his existence was vanishing.

Tiangou gritted his teeth,

“I remember now.”

“Indeed. My power is yet to be perfect. But you will soon forget.”

“Beast!”

He stood up, ready to rush and tear apart his opponent but by the time he did so, the monocle-wearing man completely vanished. Leaving nothing but an empty hall.

A fierce struggle waged in his Tiangou’s mind, fighting, resisting, and finally — Surrendering.

A few seconds later —-

He was the Tiangou, the Celestial Wolf.

He was someone above and beyond the masses. They could never hope to even try to understand…

Tiangou stopped, tilting his head. He had a weird feeling of deja vu. But in the end, he simply shook his head and started walking toward his room.

There was a reason he didn’t try to appease the resentment of the citizens at this moment beyond simply not caring. This resentment was useful to him at the moment, and he would use it without hesitation.

None of Lustburg’s plans mattered as long as he was strong enough.
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Outside of Lustburg, a tall woman with two large horns above her head gave a curious look at the sky above. “Are you not worried about being noticed by the goddesses?”

Standing next to her, a man wearing a monocle gave a smile full of indifference as he adjusted it before taking it off and cleaning it.

“I am a very fearful man. I need to always be sure and certain about everything before acting. I am scared of dying, you see.”

As he said so, his finger traced his neck slightly as if scratching away some phantom pain.

“But even though I am a scaredy cat who fears his own shadow — I do not fear them.”

He laughed and put back his monocle before looking at the sky.

To his left eye, the sky was normal. A blue sky with a few white clouds and the sun hanging high.

But to his right eye – the one covered by a monocle – the sky was different. He could see a large river, one branching out many times with so many small streams that it seemed like they were infinite.

“The heavens are covered in secrets. I guess I have to thank her for helping me. Even if unintentionally.”

He chuckled, “Don’t you find this era interesting? Schemes within schemes are happening everywhere, all for things they do not even understand.”

“I don’t care, honestly. I just want to fight.”

“Do not worry. You will fight soon.” He turned around, losing interest in the river above. “Let’s go. I still have work to do.”

He was just testing things out recently. He trying to decipher how much the secret covered the eyes of those dunces, and he was shocked.

Truly — They were hopeless.

“This is why you guys never won when we played tag. Well — Expect the last party.” He muttered with melancholy before stepping into a scarlet portal with the woman, vanishing as if they had never existed.
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In the temple of Wratharis, Kuki watched somberly as people came and prayed for the souls of the dead soldiers who sacrificed their lives for the war and glory of Wratharis.

Kiku was old. Not as old as some of the other Supreme Saughters, but she had lived a very long life. Her heritage as a half-divine beast helped tremendously.

She had seen many wars and observed many such processions, listened to the heart-wrenching cries of the family and friends who were left behind again, again and again, giving promise that the dead would have a better life in the kingdoms of the goddesses, even though she knew that only a very small percentage would actually be chosen, while the rest of the souls would simply re-enter the cycle of reincarnation. Some of them may even be unlucky and fall into Anubis’ territory.

Despite all those years and all the experience she obtained, it never became easier.

“Am I too sentimental?” She stopped looking down below and gazed at her old friend, who was quietly drinking alcohol from a bowl nearly as large as her head.

“It’s only now you notice this?” Shuten Douji gave a sneer as she put the bowl back. She knew her friend was uneasy. This was understandable. Kiku had a fierce loyalty and love toward this country and its citizens. She was a woman who had always been firmly against war, and the arguments she gave were not filled with idealism.

Wratharis was nearly self-sufficient, with more than enough land, a low population, and booming technology and resources.

In the past, Kuki had drafted a self-isolation plan with the previous King of Wratharis that would have allowed Wratharis to grow exponentially in a few years, rather than constantly wasting resources while fighting against Invidia and Southern Pride.

Now, though, she could feel that the country was facing its most significant tide yet.

“I hope the next Queen will not be a warmonger.” Kiku lamented. She was already sure that Setsuna would take the throne. Not because of this war but because this would be destiny. She could see the signs, and they told her that Lupus’ luck was slowly dying out and that he was being absorbed by his successor.

In the history of the seven kingdoms, whenever a new Blessed defied an old one for Power — 8 out of 10 times, the newcomer would win. The same thing happened to the previous King. He had more power and support and even fought with his wife. Yet he still lost. This was destiny. This was Fate.

Would Lupus be part of the 20% who did not lose? She did not know. But she seriously doubted it.

Well, this is for the future.

“What do you think of the current situation.”

“A trap.” Shuten snorted disdainfully. She didn’t even need to make her brain work. Looking at a floating holographic map, she pointed at the different battlefronts. She chuckled, “All our so-called wins were at the price of much death, and we only managed to occupy technically good but not useful land. Meanwhile, while Lustburg shows signs of weakness in the main battlefront, the situation is more of a stalemate.”

She spoke with admiration, “The young girl in charge. Was her name Athena? Even though she is not a Duke yet, I won’t be surprised if she becomes one. According to the reports I have seen, she is a genius, and she is one of the reasons this subtle balance exists.”

Kiku looked up. In her mind, she didn’t see how it was obvious that it was a trap. Lustburg had never really won against Wratharis without the help of a powerhouse. When it came to ground soldiers, defeat was always a given for humans, and this trend continued until higher-ranked Dukes took the field.

The current situation was not that different in her eyes. But she did not contradict Shouten. Her friend was a professional when it came to intrigue, and if she said that there was a trap, then Kuki would believe her one hundred percent.

“I guess I should be happy. I was starting to think that our secret alliance would be a joke if Lustburg lost.”

“Heh…” Shuten did not bother commenting and simply looked at the map. In her eyes, the whole situation was indeed normal. As normal as any war. But because of this normality, she was all the more sure it was a trap. Everything was too uniform. Too clean.

There was no unexpected chaos. The situation flowed as it should, with absolutely no deviations. It was as if a maestro was conducting a symphony and directing everyone to move to his tune.

How insidious.

She didn’t know who on Lustburg was making this plan, but that person was insidious. Not necessarily wise, but had a vision of the battlefield that was unmatched.

A seer?

This was dubious. Lustburg had never brought a seer up in history. But who knew? This wasn’t impossible.

“Leader.”

Her musings were interrupted, and her ears twitched. She was receiving and decyphering a coded message. She immediately recognized it as a message from her liaison with Lustburg. It seemed quite important as it was sent on the highest level with code only known by two people.

In the end — The more she deciphered, the more complicated her gaze became.

[Make your subordinate leave. Soon, blood will fall.]

It was a simple yet authoritative message. But she did not look down on it.

If her previous deduction had been correct and it a trap was being organized, it seemed that —

“ — The hunter is ready to pull the trigger.”

She sighed and stood up.

“Shuten?”

“The war is about to climb a crescendo.”

Her voice was grim. Now, serious things were starting.


Chapter 21


Escalation



The war was raging. People were dying.

It had been nearly three weeks since the war started, but the casualties were sky-high, and while Wratharis was the one mainly bearing the losses, Lustburg wasn’t spared either.

It had been nearly 16 years since the last truly great war. Children were now adults and adults were middle-aged or old.

This was a world used to war and skirmishes. This was a world where people were used to losing those dear to them at any moment for any reason. This did not mean that they were desensitized to death and the feeling of loss.

Looking at the report of all the people who had died, Sol once again felt that being a king was difficult.

It was painful to know that all those people died because of him. Children were orphaned, parents lost their children, and so on.

All those deaths were on him. Even though Lupus was the one who started the war, Sol was the one who decided to change this war into his own play, manipulating everything for his own advantage even if it would cost the lives of many innocent people.

It would be hypocritical of him to act as if his hands were clean and free from stains.

“Do you regret it?”

“No. I am not hypocritical enough to start bawling and shaking, and I realize the weight of my folly.”

He placed the document aside. He seemed to be spending his life in the office nowadays, but he could not do much about that.

“Prepare the documents for the noble title conferment of the White Knight’s descendant. Same for the soldiers who made great merits.”

Obviously, not everyone would receive a reward as big as the White Knight. But they wouldn’t be left with nothing either. After all — Soon there would be much land of lustburg that would be free.

“How is the advancement of the armies?”

Clara, who was standing next to Milia, passed him a new document. “We managed to steer the army of Wratharis toward a few noble territories that refused to comply and did not send all the soldiers required for diverse reasons.”

“Hum… So they are currently besieged, right?”

“Yes. Our soldiers are giving support. But soon, a few of the old nobles will face an accident and die honorably on the battlefield.”

“How magnificent. I guess they will be remembered as heroes.”He let out a harsh laugh. Some of those nobles were bastards, acting like kings in their territories. Those were at least slightly acceptable, but some were literally traitors. They had allegiance with Wratharis and were promised rewards.

Now though…They would die soon, and new blood would be injected into the system of his country.

Using war to wipe out one own political opponent was a timeless strategy that worked nine times out of ten. This was even more so since, in this case, they had no chance of escaping.

“Milia, make sure the civilians are not affected too much.”

It was one thing for soldiers to die. This was war, after all. But he had to be careful about civilian losses. Once this happened, the hatred between the two kingdoms would climb in crescendo, which would be detrimental to his future plans of unification.

He knew this was a cold way of looking at things. But if he did not do so, he would never be able to rise.

Looking at his tired face, Clara and Milia hesitated about what to say. Sol was a half-dragon, a powerful being with matchless stamina. Even fighting for a week would not be a problem for him.

It was clear that the current situation was more mental anguish than anything else. There were many things Milia wanted to say to comfort him. But they would all sound hollow.

Sol was the King, and in the future, he would become an Emperor. His decisions would affect millions of people and might affect, billio,ns later on. This was the burden of the crown.

Only tyrants or idiots admired the power that was given without dreading the weight and responsibilities that followed it.

Sol though was not as afflicted as they were thinking. The main reason for his tiredness was the way the world was slowly changing in his eyes. He was not just looking at the world but something beyond. He was observing the rules of the world as if he was trying to gaze at the codes behind the functioning of software. The stronger he grew, the closer he became to a King, the more detailed those visions became.

It seemed like he would soon find the secret of the world and if he had to be honest, this both scared and excited him.

Fighting a headache, Sol tapped his fingers on the table, “Setsuna and Lilin can now step on the field. It’s time to start the main act. Once they play their roles, close the nets. Kill the nobles and pacify the battlefield. Christmas is approaching and I wish to be at the gate of Wratharis’ capital by the time New Year starts.”

“Yes!”

“Once more than 60% of Wratharis’ territory was taken, the King will be able to act. By then the true war will start. All the arrangements have already been made. But just in case, I will take the witches with me.”

“Understood.”

“Finally…Prepare a reward for Aurora. She may be the Holy Daughter, but she still has the right to be rewarded for her hard work like anyone else.”

Aurora was still moving on the battlefield. While she was an unexpected asset, she was one of the reasons why the losses on Lustburg were so small. Not only was her blessing powerful, but it also seemed that she was able to share a small part of it with the other nuns.

Sol was seriously starting to wonder if Aurora was truly a demigod in her last life or something more. Speaking of which, he had been the one to deduce and decide that she was one. He had never really received a straight answer from her.

“Well…I think it’s good enough. Remind Setsuna that we do not want war. We want peace. Her goal isn’t to fight. Even if she has to show her might, her goal is to show them all the difference between her and Lupus.”

His finger traced the map until it stopped at a certain point, “As for Lilin. The place she is in charge of is filled with loyal fighters of Lupus who we cannot win over. As such, they are useless to us. I want her to take complete control of the battlefield and annihilate any Dukes and higher-ups. Ground soldiers can be spared or killed at her discretion.”

Sol was not too worried. As long as a King didn’t somehow come out, there was no way in hell a Duke outside of him and those from the Astral realm could actually hope to even wound them.
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Out of all the battlefronts, the southern one showed the largest number of casualties. Blood and dismembered bodies littered the ground. Wyvern did not dare to fly as they might get shot down at any moment, and the horses stepped on the bodies of allies and enemies alike.

In this place, there was no healer on either side. There was no particular support nor strategy put in place to bring victory or retreat in case of defeat.

This was the Valley of Godfall, also known as the Eternal Battlefield, a place situated southwest of Lustburg, near the border that was shared between Lustburg, Wratharis, and Envilya

A hell that could only be seen as hell on earth where life had no more value than a few gold coins.

This was the most chaotic battlefield out of all. Ironically, this made this place the most authentic battlefield out of all those currently in action.

There were multiple reasons for this chaotic atmosphere.

This place was not known as the Eternal Battlefield for nothing. Most of the skirmishes that happened between the three kingdoms over the years were fought in this place constantly. Thanks to this, all the soldiers stationed in this place were super-veterans who had seen their fair share of blood.

But this wasn’t all. Most criminals who were judged worthy of death would be sent to the Eternal Battlefield, a rule that Queen Lilith had established. All criminals who managed to kill a certain number of enemies could be acquitted and forgiven for their crimes.

This was a suicide camp, and the chances of escaping this place were very small, as all the members of the suicide camp were considered slaves of the state and had the collars that befitted their situation.

In this place, prisoners only had two outcomes: survive and pay for your freedom by using the blood of the enemies.

—Or die.

[Ever Victorious Fortress.]

The Ever Victorious Fortress was the place that had been slowly built and developed over the years by the soldiers. Like weeds who refused to die, they had slowly created their own society in this place that followed their own rules.

The woman in charge of this place was Countess Rose Oscar. She was a woman of steel who should have been elevated to the level of Marchioness more than 16 years ago, but refused the promotion as this would have taken her away from the battlefield.

“How is the performance of the traitors?”

The Marchioness was someone of little words and great dignity. But this situation was not something she could afford to slack on.

“Relatively good. A few Gorfards managed to survive, but the vast majority died on their first day. As for the rest of the children, they are slowly adapting.”

The Countess nodded. Not long ago, there was a large-scale attack in the capital, which resulted in the addition of much-needed blood. After all, few soldiers wished to be transferred to this place. They all knew how high the mortality rate was.

Thankfully, all generations of King had been wise, and the rewards given were more than proportional to the level of risk. Thanks to this, daredevil mercenaries who didn’t cherish their lives were a common sight.

“Do not forget. She will come soon. I want everything to be perfect. You hear me? Clean the blood, hide the prostitutes and the alcohol, as well as the casino. Hide everything. I want to make it clear that if there are any complaints, I will not take full responsibility.”

A few of the soldiers who were present, all people very close to her, chuckled, and some even whistled at the mention of a brothel.

“Who is coming?”

“The daughter of the Queen.”

“Oh…” The man seemed unfazed at first. But soon his eyes cleared up and he realized that this was indeed a shit solution.

“Holy fuck! Seriously? The Daughter of the Legend?”

For the citizens of Lustburg, Mars Luxuria was undoubtedly the hero and legend they worshiped. After all, he had done so much good for them.

In the case of the veteran soldiers, though, Lilith had an overwhelming superiority in terms of popularity, recognition, and admiration. They all knew her story, and they all knew how she, despite her origin, had to trudge from the lowest position in the army and slowly rise.

“Speaking of which, Countess, you were a soldier under the command of the Queen back then, right? Will the Black Knight come? What about the queen herself?”

“You guys are thinking too much. If I had the skills and power I have now, I would have joined back then. But sadly, I did not, and I am old now.”

She touched her face; she was not that advanced in age, but already, small wrinkles were forming, and her hair was graying. She had long since passed her prime, and while she was now a Duke-rank in terms of power, she knew very well that she was at the very bottom when it came to raw power.

“The countess will be eternally the charming beauty of the eternal battlefield.”

She smiled and stood up. “Anyway, I called all of you guys for one simple reason. Since Her Highness is coming, we need to protect her.”

It wasn’t as if members of the royal family never died on the battlefield. This was quite common. However, currently, there are only three members in the royal family, and all the loyalists refuse to let anything happen to those three members.

“From the reports I received, the princess should be close. So it’s time for us to welcome her. Make sure her stay in this place goes well.”

Some of the men frowned, “Did she come to rack up achievements?”

This was a common practice among nobles. Bring a kid, surround him with powerful soldiers, go to a few battlefields, get the kill and achievement, and finally leave the battlefield.

Such a thing happened so regularly in this place that it became one of the businesses supporting the economy. The Countess used the desire of a young noble who wished to brag about having ‘fought’ in the Eternal Battlefield. This alone supported nearly 20% of the full funds, which was quite astronomical.

“No. I do not think so. No matter how the princess never really made a name for herself, there is no way the Queen would do such a thing.”

Lilith might be younger than Rose, but for Rose, Lilith was akin to an idol. A person she admired greatly.

“Then…Do you think she will be the second coming of the Sword Saint?”

Rose laughed and walked out, “The existence of her majesty is a miracle. Something that breaks all limits and all known facts. It is not the kind of thing that can be reproduced.”

She spoke with conviction and a clear-cut voice.

“But — If this girl really has the skill and potential to become a Second Sword Saint then — Lustburg will usher in a new age of Glory and it’s our duty to make sure this potential does not die on the battlefield. Do you understand? Be it your or my life, even if all of us were to be sacrificed, it still wouldn’t be as important as the life of one Sword Saint. Understood?”

“Yes!”

“Then, let’s meet the princess.”

She grinned and walked out.

This meeting would decide what she would do with her old bones.


Chapter 22


Entering the fortress



Sitting on her nightmare horse, wearing bright red armor without a helmet, Lilin looked up at the gigantic fortress standing up in front of her. This place was legendary for many reasons. This was the place where nobles could act as warriors while fighting for the kingdom most of the time.

Though there were some cases where the noble in question cheated, this did not change anything. Because even when they cheated, they had to ask their knights to fight for the achievements they would steal, making this a win-win for the fortress in every way possible.

“Princess, the gate is not opening.”

“One, call me Captain here and Two, wait.”

She was calm. The blood and the flesh on the walls had long since darkened, giving this place a terrible aura of might and danger.

This was Godfall Valley. The legend said that long ago, long even before the start of the Kingdom era. Back when there was no limitation, many King-ranked and Demigods died in this place.

Whether this was true or not, this place was beneficial for enlightenment, and all those who fought in it would see their power grow one way or another. Some said it was because of the blood of those who died. Others said it was because of the pressures.

Either way, this place was ideal for fostering powerful warriors, and this is why she was here.

This was a very important place both for Lustburg as a whole and for her particularly.

After all — This was the place where the Nightmare Queen died.
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A few minutes later, when Lilin ended her contemplation, she finally spoke, “I am Lilin Luxuria, Captain of the newly-created Scarlet Knight division, demanding permission to enter.”

She could see the soldiers standing on the wall of the fortress, but she showed no impatience in her voice or actions. She could wait. Even if they decided to keep her standing in this place all night, she would not mind.

Currently, she is not in this place as a princess. In the first place, as a princess, she had very little actual authority. She was coming as a soldier and a partially-independent mercenary group. She wished to train and grow her knight and leave her legend like her mother did.

Lilith Luxuria became King at 18 years old.

Lilin was already 18, and she was only a Duke. This was not enough at all. She needed to grow. Faster, far faster, and for that — She would risk her life.

“Open the Gates!” A loud voice filled the air, and soon, the earth rumbled slightly as the gate opened.

Those gates were not all there was to see. They were gates entirely created and forged with Dwarven steel. This was a huge project that began with Bloody Queen and took two generations to complete. Not only were those large gates resistant, but the entire wall was created by mixing rare materials of powerful monsters and adding magical seals and runes all over the walls to create a super barrier that stopped all entry from below and above.

This place in a way was even more sure than the capital itself if you did not consider the existence of the Supreme Daughter.

When the gate opened wide to welcome her, Lilin could feel a certain pressure on her shoulder. It was as if she was about to enter the mouth of a large beast.

How magical.

Her horse started to move, and her knights followed her as they entered; all around she could feel the gaze of soldiers, mercenaries, and even some citizens. None of them were in the Duke rank. If there was a fight, she was sure that she could slaughter all of them without the slightest problem in an instant.

Even so, her alarms were ringing and telling her those people were dangerous. She had a feeling that if they fought, even if they won, it would be at a steep cost.

The knights behind her stiffened slightly. Some paled in fear, and some were nearly paralyzed. Even though they were knights and received systematic training for years, the greatest experience they had as soldiers was killing the bandits during the last operation.

Compared to the veterans who had shed blood, tears, and sweat for years on this battlefield, they were nothing more than young chicks who knew nothing of the world.

The blood lust they were emitting was enough for them to feel faint and weak. The only reason Lilin wasn’t too concerned was because she had trained all her life while under the bloodlust and pressure of her mother.

Compared to Lilith, those soldiers were nothing.

She could see and feel the struggles of her knights. But she did not intervene nor ask to stop.

This was not done out of malice. This place was the eternal battlefield. A place where life had no value and death cowere happen at any moment. If those knights could not even support the current bloodlust, then they would only become liabilities that would stiffen at the most critical moment or flee in fright during combat.

Soldiers did not fear intelligent enemies. What they feared was having stupid teammates fighting alongside them.

Finally, after a long walk that should have taken only a few seconds, the scarlet knights gasped when Lilin stopped in front of an older woman, and the pressure weighing on them from all sides vanished.

“You have good seedlings.” Rose spoke quietly as she eyed the knights with critical eyes before gazing at Lilin with a warm smile.

“Your Highness. I am moved by your presence. I feel like I am again standing alongside Her Majesty and about to march for war.”

“You are too kind.”Lilin spoke quietly, hiding a bitter smile behind her words.

Sol was not the only one who had lived in the shadow of his parents all his life. The same went for Lilin. She could see it. In their eyes, she was not Lilin Luxuria the Princess of Lustburg, or the Captain of a Knight company.

She was the Daughter of the Hero Queen. The Sword Saint, who amazed the world with the sharpness of her sword.

Lilin did not think of it negatively nowadays since her relationship with Lilith was on good terms. She was proud of the achievements of her mother and was proud to be the daughter of such a legendary woman.

But —

“I hope that… No. I do not hope. One day — You WILL be moved by me. Not because of my mother. Because of me alone.”

She smiled, borrowing the easy confidence she had seen Sol show so many times.

Rose was surprised. But soon, the warm smile returned to her face.

She was happy.

She had wondered what she would do if the princess was a wastrel like those nobles who were ready to cheat for achievements.

But — Listening to her words and looking at the knights behind her, Rose felt nothing but joy. There were few things more joyful than to realize that the rulers of the countries she served were all worthy of her loyalty.

“I pray for this day to come soon.”

Once the salutations ended, Rose brought Lilin with her while her knights were sent to their accommodation.

“The third and second circle are the places where the soldiers dwell. We made this system to make the conquest of the Fortress even harder.” Rose explained with pride.

It wasn’t for nothing that this place was so expensive to create. Each of the large circular walls created was strong enough to make any attack stop.

“Back then. Her Majesty Blaze blessed this place with the rune and blood of a dragon – I do not remember his name. But from what she said, he was a golden dragon who represented the concept of absolute defense. A small part of his concept was placed on all the walls.”

She had every reason to be proud. How many people could say their walls were made with dragon blood? The only structures in Lustburg that received such features were the walls of the Capital and the Tower of Babel, which was created with the blood and concept of the Dragon King who had signed a contract with King Jupiter.

“Hum…Fafnir?”

“Oh. Indeed. This was his name. Forgive my failing memory. Do you know about him?”

Lilin nodded then shook her head, “This is the first time I heard this story and I never met him. But Sol… I mean, His Highness Prince Sol told me about this particular Dragon King. His name is Fafnir, the Golden Dragon and one of the first dragons. Even in the astral realm, his reputation is stellar.”

“My. Such an interesting story. As I never had the necessary minimum quality, I was not able to enter the astral realm back when I was 15. Though hearing of this story, I believe the Kingdom is blessed with a very talented Prince.”

Rose smiled happily. As a knight, like many humans, she had never managed to have a particular high Capacity, much less enter the astral realm. Thankfully, she was able to obtain a Nightmare Horse of the highest quality.

It wasn’t much. But Rose had never been dissatisfied with her horse. For her, it wasn’t just a horse. It was a friend. It was family and it was her most loyal companion.

“Sol is very talent; thedeed. You should see his power now. In the past, I could easily beat him but the moment he awakened, everything changed so fast.”

Rose nodded as Lilin started talking about how awesome and cool Sol was, and the more she did so, the larger Rose’s smile became. She was not tired of listening and in fact, she loved it. On one hand, it gave her precious information about the elusive prince who had rarely if ever shown his face in the open in the past.

But more importantly…It made her feel warm.

So similar.

She could vividly remember. More than 20 years ago, a purple-haired girl with a sword and her group of knights talking to her excitedly about how awesome and talented her big brother was.

The way they acted. The way they moved. The intonations in their voices, the light that seemed to shine in their eyes whenever they mentioned the man they were talking about. It was nothing but heartwarming and amusing.

“It seems like his Highness is an impressive person.”

“Right!? You should see him fight now. He is like a beast who never stops.”

Rose’s lips twitched. Calling the prince a beast in front of her was quite problematic. Thankfully, there was no one else close to an earshot.

“Still, Your Highness. You should not look down on yourself. Your mother may not have been as powerful as His Majesty the Hero King, but she was a beacon of hope for people like us. The proof that not having a high capacity did not mean the end of the world.”

She spoke quietly; her body was frail, but her spirit was high, “Since you aim to surpass even the legend of Her Majesty, I hope you will not debase yourself.”

They finally entered the inner circle on those words, and Lilin was surprised.

She thought she would see grim soldiers, like in the previous circle. But here, all she could see were civilians. Some soldiers were walking and patrolling around, and the city was not prosperous. But everything that should be here was present.

The roads were clean, the sewers were efficient and clean as well. Stores and inns of all kinds could be seen, and she could even see women in skimpy outfits standing on balconies with sultry smiles on their faces as they waved at the men and women walking around, inviting them to enter a world of pleasure.

This is…

“Quite shocking, right?” Rose laughed and opened her arms wide, “Welcome to the city of adventurers. This place is not just a hellhole, you know.”

The Fortress was one of the oldest and most developed ones in the entire kingdom. This place had everything from soldiers to sinners to adventurers. In such places, crafters like alchemists, smiths, and tailors became a necessity.

Then, merchants started to smell the profits. Prostitute dens, gambling dens, opium dens, and grey places of all kinds followed. Finally, families of soldiers and sinners flocked as well. Slowly but surely, this dreary place that was filled with nothing but death and blood became alive in the truest sense.

“We are soldiers. We are protectors, and this place is the firstmost place we need to protect.” Her voice became steely.

They could not leave. They could not lose because doing so would mean the death of all the people present.

“Princess. I am not blind. I can see the army's movement and clearly, the royal place is planning something big. But please. Do not play games with this place. We cannot retreat. We will not retreat. Because for many people here, this place is even more a home than Lustburg itself.”

Many young children were born and raised here all their lives, never leaving the walls. They knew nothing of the world beyond and considered this place as their whole world.

Many soldiers had their friends and family in this place. They lived in this place and wanted to die in this place.

After speaking those words, Rose looked at Lilin, a certain nervousness between her brows. She was not stupid, and she knew her resistance might cause her death or her demotion. But she could not let the royal place order her to retreat further. This simply could not be done.

They had already lost much space in the eternal battlefield, and though the demons had been weirdly inactive lately, one could never know what could happen in the future.

“Countess Rose.” Lilin placed a hand on Rose’s shoulder before continuing to walk, “Do not worry. Lustburg will retreat no longer. It’s time for counterattacking. We start tomorrow.” Rose had never heard better words.


Chapter 23


Immortal Sword



For the next three days, Lilin stayed quietly in the fort. Her knights were lightly trained and received education from the veterans.

Unlike other battlefields, one Duke could not completely change the course of a battle here, as there were many Dukes both hidden and active from each side on the battlefield. This made the overall situation very dangerous and far more bloody than anything else.

Rose meanwhile, was worried about something else, "So. Do you know why those demons are silent?"

She was extremely uneasy. The eternal battlefield was a three-way battlefront composed of Lustburg, Wratharis, and Envylia. This front kept a certain equilibrium because of this three-way battle that stopped them from investing all their force on one front.

But now — Envylia stayed silent. Their soldiers simply keep watch over their borders and do not participate.

Ironically, rather than encouraging Lustburg and Wratharis to fight it out, this action made them far more cautious and unwilling to fight at full strength.

"General. We have been receiving messages from our spies, but they are also in the dark. All they know is that the higher-ups ordered a ceasefire on their side, and they are even debating sending a peace envoy to express their desire to not actively participate in this war."

"Huh…" Rose frowned and looked at Lilin quietly before nodding to her butler. "Very well. You can go for now. Prepare for a fight. Is the information about the new vanguard of Wratharis true?"

The butler immediately became tense. The information he had received was that formidable and worrying.

Who was the leader of Wratharis? Officially, it was the two Blessed, the King and the Supreme Daughter.

Officiously though, there was a hidden power behind Wratharis, the very reason why Sun Wukong was considered as the uncrowned King of Wratharis.

They were the Seven Sages, an ambitious group created by Sun Wukong when he was a Duke who fought and explored the astral realm in many ways, making them even stronger. Now, even though the six remaining sages were still at the Duke-level, it was known that any of them could jump the gate at any moment and become a King-level.

"The Stones Monkeys are taking the vanguard this time, and while the Monkey King has yet to move, they will be led by the Flood Dragon Queen and the Camel King."

Rose could feel a headache coming. The Seven Sages were known for their absolute arrogance in bestowing themselves titles that would have been enough to be accused of disrespect towards the goddesses.

The Flood Dragon Queen, who was known as the Great Sage Overturning the Sea.

It is said that she was a hybrid dragon born in the dragon realm who later followed Sun Wukong after being subdued by him. As befitting her lineage, the woman was a very powerful entity who caused trouble everywhere she went.

She hadn't been very active for twenty years so it was a surprise.

The same went for the Camel King, a man who called himself the Great Sage who Moves Mountains.

He was a hybrid born in the phoenix realm and also started following Sun Wukong after getting beaten up by him.

It was funny to say, but this showed both the charisma of Sun Wukong and how battle-thirsty those individuals were,

The titles they chose were extremely arrogant, but there was no denying that, at least in the mortal realm, they had more than enough strength to back it up.

Rose taped the table, her mind moving as she prepared countermeasures. If the two sages decided to attack at full force, the situation would go from bad to worse quickly.

"Please leave us alone for now. Call the Captains and warn them to warm up the horses and clean their equipment. Tell the mages to activate the full defense system of the fortress."

The butler twitched. The resources necessary to even activate the defense beyond 50% were astronomical.

"General…"

"Do not argue. This is my final order. I will accept any punishment later on."

"Understood." He nodded and left.

Now alone, Rose asked plainly,

"Princess, I will be blunt. I have two questions. Firstly, do you know anything about the suspicious movement of Envilya, and second, do you have any experience in fighting Dukes?"

Lilin smiled.

Did she have any experience fighting against a Duke? She wanted to ask in return. Do you have any experience facing a sword slash that can cut dimensions? Do you have any experience in facing a man who can tank such a slash and get up like nothing happened? What about facing someone who could freeze your time? Or fighting against a Duke who could judge your very soul?

"I killed a Duke."

And it wasn't just any Duke, but a member of one of the most infamous criminal organizations. But for Lilin, compared to fighting against her mother, Setsuna, Sol, and even training with Isis, killing a Duke was nothing worth bragging about.

"I do not know how strong those so-called Sages are, but even if I do not win, I am sure that I will not lose."

This was not bravado. This was pride and assurance born from an absolute confidence in her skills and training. More than anything, after living all her life surrounded by monsters, there was not much mundane Dukes could make her feel.

If anything, the only one that slightly interested her was the Flood Dragon Queen.

Were her scales tougher or more brittle when compared to Sol's? She would have to find out with her Sword.

Perhaps she should capture her for Sol?
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Meanwhile, in the fortress opposite the one belonging to Lustburg, a group of expressionless men and women were standing in order while gazing at the two warriors in front of them.

One was an old man with a long beard and a hunched back. In his hand was a rugged wood cane, and his legs were wobbling as if he was about to fall over and die at any moment. It was easy to underestimate him, but there was only respect when the soldiers looked at him.

Next to the old man was a youthful-looking adult woman with flowing aquamarine hair and a dragon tail. She had a long bow on her back and her gaze was steady and full of confidence.

"When do we attack, old man?" Her voice was petulant, but she was waiting for the Camel King's opinion. After all, he was the oldest and wisest one of the group. The Eldest Brother, so to speak.

"I have fully analyzed the situation. Tomorrow, we strike. But do not forget our goal."

"I know, I know. We have to bring out the Sword Saint and let her fight with Big Brother."

The Camel King smiled and started walking away. Tomorrow will be an interesting day.
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After this was the calm before the storm. The knights were tense, and everyone was preparing one way or another, wishing to do nothing more than become stronger, even if a little bit. Sadly, this time was not enough for them.

The war, which had somehow entered a lull during the last few days on the Eternal Battlefield, came back in earnest like a bolt of thunder – literally.

Thunder roared after lightning flashed, directly impacting the formation barrier surrounding the Fortress. This was a greeting, and at the same time, a warning.

Floating in the air, an old man with a hunched back and cane spoke quietly, “Greeting soldiers of Lustburg. I am the Camel King.”

Everyone, those in the barrier and those outside, tensed.

“Be it I or my siblings, we loath war and senseless bloodshed. Our goal is not to massacre weaklings who are fighting in the hope of putting food on the table. We only have one target.”

He smiled, “Bring us the Queen of Lustburg. You have one day.”

He did not speak more and vanished instantly, leaving a wind of unease in the fortress.

Back down, Lilin frowned and looked at Rose. They were currently present in the conference room with all the higher up and the air was solemn.

“The barrier shook slightly.”

This was the greatest problem. The Camel King was even more powerful than they imagined. This was a strike that no normal Duke should have been able to throw at them. But here they were.

“Should we…?”

One person started quietly but Rose waved her hand,

“Don’t even dream of it. For one, bringing out a King would be a breach in the current situation. Neither army reached close to threatening the borders of the capital of the other if our Queen moves now. We will only be at a disadvantage.”

There was something else Rose didn’t say. She knew clearly that they only had two kings, both Lilith and Camelia. As for Dukes, they did not have many Dukes who could hope to come close to the Six Sages.

The taunting of the Camel King was clearly because Sun Wukong wished to fight Lilith.

We must never enter the level of King fight.

They only had two Kings, Wratharis had three, and six more who came close. When it came to higher levels of power, they were too much behind.

The strategy was simple: they had to win as much terrain as possible, sign a treaty, and be done with it. This was how the war went on for years, to avoid bringing out the King-rank on the battlefield.

Another reality was — How useless would they be if the enemies only had to threaten them once for them to go running and call their queen? This would destroy the morale of the army.

“I will fight the two sages.” Lilin raised her hand, causing everyone to quiet down. Some in doubt, some in surprise, and few in disdain.

“Captain…”

“I know that I do not have enough achievement to make you believe in me. I initially hoped to do so slowly. But the situation has changed, and there is no more time. This is why I am talking as the Princess of Lustburg rather than the Captain of the Scarlet Knights. I will take the field and face the two Sages.”

All those who were about to speak immediately shut up. They knew that this was something different.

“Two Dukes dared to challenge my mother, the Queen. It’s necessary to show them that they are not worthy.”

Everyone looked at Rose. She was the main leader here, in their opinion,

“Princess. You should understand. The enemy will not care about your blood. If you fail and get captured, we will all have to fight to our death to get you back or avenge you; otherwise we will be known as traitors and executed.”

“I will win.”

“Very well. Then — Let’s fight now.”

She was not some old conservative soldier who could not take the lead when it was necessary.

If those bastards wanted a fight, then they would give one. Why wait until the end of the ultimatum?

But Lilin shook her head and stood up, “Just wait for me. It will not take long.”

She planned to go all out from the start. There would be no need for her to hold back or even hesitate. The current situation where there was no soldier out was to her advantage. There was only one question for her: Whether or not she should kill those so-called Sages.

Ultimately, she decided that she would only spare them as long as they weren’t too dangerous. They wanted Sun Wukong on their side, after all. It wouldn’t do to kill his friends.

“I hope Sol will praise me.”

The soldiers present had no time to protest before Lilin vanished in front of their eyes, causing all of them to feel a cold chill. They realized then and there that they had been underestimating the Princess a little too much.
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Standing in the fortress of Wratharis, the Flood Dragon Queen looked at her friend and brother. Despite his frail appearance, he was the second fastest in their group if Sun Wukongw was not added to the count. Sun Wukong was never added to the count

“Do you think this will be enough?”

Camel coughed, “If this were, then I would be sorely disappointed. Humans can be pretty stubborn.”

“True.”

“Either way. Our goal is truly not bloodshed. This whole war is…” He shook his head. As one of the Seven Sages, the subordinate of Sun Wukong, and his strategist, Camel knew very well that this war was nothing but a farce – perhaps the greatest play in the history of the mortal world.

He was not averse to killing. But losing soldiers and killing people in such a war was nothing but distasteful for him. A waste of time and energy.

“Well. There is no one fun to fight in this place anyway, outside of General Rose. I heard this woman is quite strong when using an army.”

“This is pretty normal for Generals who rise to the rank of Duke. Their Zone will reflect their years as soldiers and be more useful when used on large-scale battlefields than when strengthening themselves individually. The only true problem is that barrier.”

He sighed, “Even if we go all out. As long as they stay and turtles up, we cannot destroy it.”

“Heh. We don’t need to destroy it. We need to make them consume all the fuel used to keep it up.”

“Very well then —!!!” Camel and Flood immediately raised their head with horror in their eyes. Their instincts, which had become slightly dormant because of all those years of peace and rest, woke up like they had been beaten awake, alerting them of the incoming danger.

The world seemed still the same. Nothing changed. At least, this was the case in the eyes of everyone else outside of some Stone Monkeys who started to feel restless.

To the two of them had the impression that the very world itself was filled with nothing but one thing — Sword slashes.
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The two of them reacted directly; a dome of wind and water appeared at the same time, covering all the soldiers who were inside the fortress to protect them from the incoming attack but their perception had been distorted. They had never been the target.

The only target was —- The barrier itself.

One time. Two times. Three times. Sword light moved and slashed as if it was never-ending.

In one instant, the horizon seemed completely fragmented as more than ten flashes of light attacked the barrier surrounding their fortress.

Unlike Lustburg, Wratharis didn’t have the chance to have the blood of a Dragon King as an ingredient for their defense. Even so, this was a barrier powerful enough to need many Dukes to attack simultaneously before hoping to destroy it.

This was what they all believed until now.

The two sages and all the soldiers witnessed this barrier being destroyed in an instant. It was as if a paper cover had been torn apart, giving no resistance.

Looking up, they could see a purple-haired woman walking in the air toward them. The aura emanating from her was so overpowering that they could feel it from here, even though she was still close to Lustburg’s base.

They also understood that she had destroyed their barrier despite the great distance between them.

“Is this…Lustburg’s Queen?” Flood gulped a little as blue scales started to cover her fists.

“No…” Camel’s voice was hoarse. “She looks too young, and she is….She is only a Duke.”

The two gazed at each other before starting to float as well. Camel was using his power over lightning, while Flood’s wo large wings appeared on her back.

They were surprised – astonished, even. But they were also excited. Fighting and bullying the weak had never been something in which they were interested. Their only desire was to chase after the back of Sun Wukong, and for this — There was nothing better than fighting someone strong.

The Flood Dragon Queen, Jialong, immediately changed. Bright scales covered her body, appearing close to the Warform. This was nothing but a copy. She had the form but not the essence. Even so, this form of her was enough to inspire respect in the dragon realm, as she went from an inferior species to a strong contender.

“I am going first!”

Water formed below her feet and propelled her at full speed toward Lilin.

She did not bother asking who or what the girl was, or why she looked so much like the Queen. Jialong did not care. All she wanted to do was crush the strong opponent in front of her.

Lilin was utterly calm. She planned to end this fight as fast as possible. She did not know what their Zones were or what they could do. She had read the reports about Nuwa's fight and understood that underestimating a Duke with an unknown skill was foolish.

She would go all out, using the window where they still somehow underestimated her and planned to test the terrain.

Her zone had long since been activated, and the scale it could cover had increased tremendously since she had signed a contract with Sol and increased the power of her soul.

“I have to win by all means. I will incapacitate you.”

The grip of her sword tightened. This new sword, one of Theresa’s, was created using her blood and horns. This weapon even had Sol's scales. It felt weird using her beloved as gathering materials, but she had to say — His blood and scales were perfect when it came to this.

The world around her started to change. Her eyes took a slitted demonic form, and her purple aura rose like a haze.

Lilin’s path of the sword was hard to explain when compared to the straightforward Lilith. For years, she rejected her mother’s concept and created her very own based on blood lust. Following this, she awakened her dormant bloodline and focused more on Boundless, erasing all distance to nothing.

In the end — Those two were one: her existence as a bloody swordsman – a human princess – and as one who followed the boundless sword – a demon.

She was neither of the two. They are all hers, and she was neither.

Her purple aura changed, pulsing even more strongly, before transforming into a crimson aura, like a river of scarlet blood. Even her blade turned red. The stench of sulfur and blood filled the air, while fear filled their minds.

The image of a horned demon, with three faces and nine arms bearing swords, appeared behind Lilin, covering heaven and earth.

The Camel King reacted. So did the Flood Queen. But it was already too late.

They realized that moving was useless. They had no means to escape.

This was Lilin’s strongest move, which she had realized after witnessing the attack on her mother.

[Re Immortal Slaying Art: Ashura!!]

Lilin slashed, her sword cleaving the clouds in the sky.

Nine slashes cut the ground, creating a crater so deep one could barely see the end, irreversibly changing the entire landscape of the battlefield.

A new legend was born as the sword woman defeated two old legends. This new legend was not a Sword Saint, inspiring the world with her sword technique, but a Brutal Sword Demon, destroying everything in her path.


Chapter 24


Reactions



The fight on the Eternal Battlefield lasted only an instant, but it would forever live in the minds of those who witnessed this incredible feat.

Records of what happened were sent everywhere. The fight between two countries was always of interest to the rest of the world, even more so when it came to the birth of a new legend.

After putting down the two sages and ensuring they could not fight, Lilin proceeded to systematically kill all those loyal to Lupus as listed by Camelia and the Crown's shadow.

Alongside her band of knights, they bathed in the blood of their enemies, uncaring about their pain and cries for surrender. Like a demon, Lilin made blood flow everywhere, giving the impression that rivers of crimson were flowing.

In a day, the news was already all over the world, and the citizens of Lustburg were cheering once again.

Thus was born the legendary Sword Demon.
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In Wratharis, four people stood together drinking and talking quietly. It was hard to call this a party, but there was undoubtedly a feeling of warmth and joy in the atmosphere – until the fifth person entered with rather shocking news.

“Jialong and Camel have lost.”

Silence fell at the shocking statement. They were able to relax only when they realized that the word ‘lost’ was used rather than ‘killed.’

There was nothing wrong with losing; every one of them in this room had lost an unknown number of times as they searched for greater heights.

“Oh? The old geezer lost? How many fought against them? Did a King move?”

Even so, it was very surprising for the two of them to lose like this. Neither Camel nor Jianglong were the strongest in their group even when taking Wukong outside of the rankings as they always did. At their current levels, the power between them was not particularly high.

In their opinion, if a King didn’t take action, most likely a few hidden Dukes from Lustburg must have launched a sneak attack. This was the only actual logical way in their mind.

Sadly — This train of thought was dashed once again.

“There was only one person.”

“Seriously? They lost one after another against the same person?”

“...They lost at the same time.”

“Huh…?”

“Seriously?”

“Damn.”

They all whistled in surprise, this was big news alright. Losing two against one meant that the one who fought them was a Duke who was very close to the level of King, perhaps a Duke who already knew their true name and was simply waiting for ascension or a better name.

Such a thing was not rare; the two strongest of their group, the Bull King and the Lion King, were in the same situation. They could have jumped to the level of King long ago but they knew that if they did, this would be all. Their chance of becoming a Demigod would be extremely low. This was not what they wanted and there was no way they would settle for something average.

“Is there a Duke who is strong enough to win against us in the mortal realm outside of the witches?”

“Who is the one who beat them?”

This was not arrogance on their part. They had truly wreaked havoc all over this world. They had fought against devils, angels, and even the elves. Sometimes they won, sometimes they lost, but in the end, they always won more than they lost until no one dared to challenge them.

They were the uncontested powerhouses of Wratharis and could have all had their clans if they wished.

“Hum… The one who took them down was Lilin Luxuria, daughter of Lilith Luxuria. They call her — The Sword Demon.”

They understood why they mentioned the irony, and they all looked at Sun Wukong, who was quietly sipping his monkey wine.

Camel and Jialong had gone to the front to make Lilith move faster and appear on the battlefield. But it seemed like the job had been done in a way they did not expect.

“Should we move? Our reputation will be severely affected after this. Will it affect you negatively?”

Sun Wukong, who had been mostly silent up to now, shook his head and smiled, “We have never cared about reputation until now. Even if I do need Faith now there is no need to worry about the so-called reputation. This is nothing but an imaginary cloud.”

He stood up and continued,” As for Jialong and Camel, don’t worry about them. They will not die. You should all know the reality of this war.”

Lion and Bull grimaced. They knew that this whole war was a sham. It was a play with many actors, and the King of Wratharis King played the clown.

But it felt like shit. While many of them were not born in Wratharis and lived years before in the astral realm, this did not diminish the love they started to have for this world in any way. They lived in this place for years, made friends, had families, and all came to love this kingdom as their own.

“Big brother, I still do not understand why you are participating in this farce. You should be flying up by now and establishing your force in the astral realm. This is all we are waiting for.”

Demigods were the true powerhouse of the astral realm, and demigods like Wukong, who ascended from the mortal realm, were considered to be at a completely different level.

In the future, when they mention Wukong, he will be put at the same level as the three monsters who rose to fame millennia ago. Compared to all that, fights in the mortal realm were nothing but child play.
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Sun Wukong did not mind the words from the man he considered a brother. He knew very well that this was done because he cared. The legend and reputation one gathered were very important. This form of weight brought many benefits when one became a demigod and was to build his or her territory.

“I know what I am doing.” He waved his hand dismissively, but his eyes were serious as he gazed at everyone in the room, “Currently, the mortal realm is in the middle of a giant whirlpool. I can feel that the world will change at this rate, and not necessarily for the better. Either way, a new era of strife is close upon us, and monsters who have stayed inactive up to now will all wake up in unison to fight for godhood.

“So, we must fight together, my dear brothers and sisters.”

This era would be his most loved one. He was pleased to be born in such a troubled time.

The more he spoke, the more excited he seemed to be; even though his stoic face barely changed, the pressure he was bridging on continued to rise.

“Do you understand, my dear siblings? A great era is upon us. Many will rise, and many others will fall. So, all of you need to grow. Grow up even faster. Because when I stand at the top and look behind, I do not wish not even to be able to see your silhouette.”

The Bull King laughed out loud as he punched Sun Wukong in the chest, “Look at this bastard. Who says you will have to look behind to find us? Hahaha. When you reach the top, we will be right there beside you. I think I will be right in front.”

They all laughed, stopping worrying about their two siblings who had been captured. At worst, they will lose a few limbs. It did not matter – as long as they were alive, there would be a way to heal them. So, all they had to do was focus on themselves.

“So. Do we still participate?”

“No. Kun Peng, you go to the main battlefield. You are the fastest out of us. I want you to face the princess and see what she is made of. The others stay in retreat.”

One of the reasons Sun Wukong’s group was so respected in Wratharis was their strength. But another reason was much more insidious.

“Do I engage in a fight with her?”

Wukong was not worried. Kun Peng, the Great Sage Throwing Heaven in Confusion, was undoubtedly the fastest. Even Sun Wukong could barely beat him in terms of speed with his Somersault Cloud at the same power level.

“Do as you like. Avoid any fight to the death if possible, though.”

“Heh. I guess I will have some fun. Been a while since I fought a Blessed.”

The Pen King grinned. He was the group's youngest but also the most mischievous. Rather than fighting itself, he liked nothing more than teasing people with his superior speed.

“Do not underestimate her. She is a Blessed. You know how tricky they can be when they start going at it.”

“Haha. Don’t worry. I will simply teach the princess a lesson. Just to avoid letting er new power go to her head. You know how stupid Blessed can be sometimes. Gotta teach them fast.”

Kun Peng did not wait for any more words and immediately left the house, excited to fight after a long while.

As for any divine punishment? He was not worried in the slightest. No matter how much they identified themselves with Wratharis, they were not part of this country. They were not beastkin, meaning they were not restricted by the Blessings.

Watching Kun Peng vanish in the distance, the Bull King quietly asked Sun Wukong, “Will that stupid dog not complain?”

“He is still my king.”

“He is no king of mine.” Bull simply shrugged and asked again, “So?”

“Of course, he will complain. That man can do nothing else but reject the fault of failure onto other people. Though, in this case, I guess he would be right.”

Sun Wukong had no particular feelings for the King. Be it this one or the previous one. In the end, this kind of thing did not matter to him, and he would rather spend his time having fun fighting and training than focus on a useless war of succession.

Even so, he had to admit that Lupus had an extraordinary way of making him very angry sometimes, and he had to fight the urge to crush that bastard, which he would have done already if he hadn’t worried about the Blessing.

Weirdly, he was considered part of Wratharis. So, he was still affected.

“Well. I guess it’s time to train.”

The only woman left out of the seven sage clapped her hand, making all the tea seats vanish. It was time for them to fight. This fight would be different from everything they had until now and so they would train.

—-

[Main Battlefront]

This place was the direct place where Lustburg and Wratharis shared a border. This was the Silk Road, so to speak; a very strategic and important point that no side wanted to concede on. This was also the place where there was the highest concentration of soldiers from the two countries.

Unlike the Eternal Battlefield, where ruffians ran rampant, and mercenaries were accepted, only discipline was to be respected in this place. The higher-ups were all soldiers related to the Highland in one way or another, bringing the necessary order.

Athena and Ares, using their talents, could push back the enemy many times even though they had a clear advantage over them. Athena was already well respected in this place more than Ares. But this was inevitable. Even though she was not a Duke, Athena could already summon a power equivalent to that of a zone, covering a great part of the battlefield and saving many soldiers with her power.

In a hushed tone, some called her already a goddess of war, and the less-daring called her princes. One could say that this place was where all the crown’s loyalists were.

This is why this is all the more awkward.

Lustburg was a melting pot of nations, and even now, people of other races have reached higher positions. But they never dealt with a bonafide Blessed. This was a completely different matter and the fact that she was the Prince’s fiancee made everything harder.

In this place —Setsuna was slowly isolated.
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Standing on a field, looking at the soldier going through a drill while clad in armor showed how much freedom they had currently.

Setsua admired this while holding a report about Lilin's grand display of power. She was quite jealous. After all, unlike her, Lilin was already making her proof to the world.

It’s time for me to act.

She just needed a reason.


Chapter 25


Waiting



Unlike Lilin, Setsuna was not accompanied by her knights. She came alone, giving the impression that she was just present to play around.

The soldiers could feel that she was a Duke, so they did not underestimate her. Even so, unless one was a Duke close to the power of a King, Dukes had no power to change the course of the entire battlefield alone with no support.

Unless they were a Duke with a zone specialized in warfare.

Sitting in her quarters, a special place that had been prepared for her as she was a VIP, Setsuna drank some water while observing the only one who came with her.

There was one thing that needed to be corrected. While she was not coming with an army in the open, in her opinion, she was already doing so. She doubted many armies in the mortal world could stand properly in front of the woman in front of her: Isis.

“So. What do you think?”

“Honestly? I don’t have much to say.” Isis scratched her head as she looked around. “In my place, since we have so many dead, Father likes to organize large-scale wars to train his army. Compared to the number of people fighting there….”

She didn’t need to say more. After all, for people from the astral world, the wars in the mortal realm were basically nothing more than childish spats.

“Though there is one difference. The energy of despair here is far greater.” Isis spoke quietly. She might look down at the scale of the war itself. For her, all life was precious even if not equal, and seeing so much death saddened her.

“I hope this war will end soon.”

“It will.”

Setsuna nodded. It was hard to say whether she was talking to herself or Isis now.

Setsuna, like many beastkin who lived in Lustburg, was feeling very complicated. She had been living in Lustburg for more than ten years now. She grew up, was raised, and enjoyed many resources. In terms of simple time, she had spent more time living in Lustburg than in Wratharis.

She considered herself a Lustburg citizen and was loyal to the kingdom and the royal family.

At the same time, Wratharis was her homeland. Though all those she had loved died, there was no denying that this was her homeland and that many people died to help her survive the chase of the Tyrant when she was still small and helpless.

The current war was painful for her as she felt her sense of identity being torn apart.

The way the soldiers looked at her did not help.

Lustburg was a melting pot. While discrimination and racism may exist, they were self-contained. The majority did not care. The fact that a half-dwarf like Hermes Travers was allowed to be one of the four Duke was proof enough.

But such rationality tended to vanish during times of grief.

The soldiers looked at her and what they saw wasn’t Setsuna, the fiancee of the prince, and also a soldier of Lustburg. What they saw was Setsuna Ira. The princess of Wratharis is a Blessed and representative of the people who killed those they cared about.

The way the beastkin looked at her wasn’t kind either. They saw her as a traitor to her homeland. Someone ready to sell her body for power or revenge. She could hear the news, and while she knew that this was mostly propaganda spread by Wratharis to discredit her toward the populace, she knew that many people believed in it, and in a way — They weren’t wrong.

Sol was not some good saint fighting for the freedom of Wratharis. She knew that he intended to use her Blessings to have more legitimacy in ruling Wratharis and eventually the world itself. Even so, a certain hypocrisy existed as they threw all their plight on her, making her the sole cause of all their pain. It was funny in a way. Funny and painful.

“Are you alright?”

“I am. Do not worry.” She gave a calm smile and looked up as she could feel someone approaching.

“Princess. Athena Highland and Ares Highland would like to enter.”

“Enter.” The moment she gave permission, a young man and a woman with matching hair color, entered the tent. They were both clad in armor with splashes of blood on it. The exhaustion of their faces was clear for everyone to see, but their expression was still steadfast.

The moment they entered, a certain relaxation came as they took seats.

“I apologize for the blood. We came directly from the battlefield and we did not have much time to wash.”

“Don’t worry. We are both knights of His Highness. There is no need for formality between us. As for you Ares, you are more or less a friend of His Highness.”

“You didn’t need to add the More or less part, you know?” Ares smiled a little before nodding to Isis as a form of salute.

Athena meanwhile laughed, “I might be the most useless knight in existence, then since His Highness never called me for his service.”

While Athena was Sol’s knight in name, she had never even spent the night in the Tower Babel, much less following Sol as he did his official duty. Calling her a Royal Knight in this situation was pretty laughable.

“Well, enough pleasantries. Setsuna, Miss Isis. While I would be delighted in joking around more with you, I came as the bearer of important news.”

The air grew solemn as Athena continued, “As you know, tension has been growing as soldiers complained about why they had to fight when a Blessed was present. After all, your presence alone could serve as a deterrent. No soldier of Wratharis can harm you.”

She shook her head, “Some higher-up also proposed to use you as bait to force Wratharis to send one of their Kings first in action. Doing so would break the covenant and Lustburg would be able to complain at the international meeting, putting this war to an end and gaining much compensation in return.”

“They are a bunch of wretches who know nothing of honor. But their voices are becoming louder and harder to suppress.” Ares added. He had always been more on the intellectual side of things and he admitted that many of the plans proposed, while scummy, were in reality very efficient. This would bring much less waste in human resources while ensuring victories.

All of this by sacrificing one woman. Many called for simply delivering Setsuna to Wratharis after making a deal with Lupus.

“We have spies in our midst who are contacting the higher-ups. But it isn’t a problem. Those spies are going to die anyway.” Athena was calm. This was something they had already anticipated and were prepared for.

“The perfect occasion you have been waiting for is incoming. My only question is —- Will you be able to rise up to the challenge?”

“What does it mean?”

“A Sage is coming. The Peng King, known as the fastest of their group.”

Setsuna grinned. The gloom that had been settling in her heart slowly vanished. She had been waiting for an occasion and it seemed like one had been served to her.


Chapter 26


I am Setsuna



Unlike the other places where Wratharis had the advantage, or the Eternal Battlefield where Lustburg got the advantage unexpectedly, this place was in a situation of pure equality. Both countries had pulled the vast majority of their soldiers there, creating a stalemate. This stalemate was further increased after Lilin beat two Sages and nearly instantly.

It was such a big surprise that nearly all fights stopped simultaneously as Wratharis retreated and observed the situation at hand while slowly licking their wounds.

Now that Lustburg had taken the Eternal Battlefield, it was free to enter the flank of Wratharis, and it was important to re-assign soldiers where they were most needed.

The fact that Demons stayed strangely silent all this while was another reason for worry, as the higher-ups did not know what the cunning demons were preparing.

Wratharis was starting to struggle in the current situation. There were too many unknowns. Their wins might appear numerous on paper but Lustburg won all the major battlefields.

The problem was going from bad to worse and many could feel like there was another layer of scheming that was being carefully constructed to trap them in a web from which they had no way of escaping.

Few people who could reach the level of General or higher were stupid, and they were able to see that Lustburg seemed to lose on some battlefields voluntarily.

But even so, they could not stop. For one reason, this was nothing but a speculation on their part. Rather than voluntarily lose, one could argue that they just sent their strongest fighters on the fronts they could not afford to lose.

This might seem the same. But one was done with a plan in mind, while the second was done out of helplessness. This completely changed the intention.

The second thing was that — They could not understand why. Why sacrifice so much? Why lose so much terrain? Did they have some kind of hidden powerhouses? But even if this was the case it wouldn’t change anything as that powerhouse could not act before they devoured large percentages of Lustburg lands.

In the end, they decided that all they could do was fight. Continue to fight and simply crush all possible plans. This was the way of the strong.

“Welcome, Great Sage!”

Caw!!!

All the higher-ups on the battlefront looked at the sky as the majestic cry of a bird resonated in the air. All of them could see it.

Was it a Bird? A fish?

No. It was Kun Peng. The Great Sage Throwing Heaven into Confusion.

Even to this day, no one in the mortal world knew what the origin of Kun Peng was. Only one of his parents had to have been from the mortal world since he could come down without punishment.

From above, a massive shadow covered them, and its majestic appearance was displayed. It was a gargantuan animal that could easily be confused with a mythical beast.

The body appeared similar to a whale, while four gigantic wings that seemed ready to cover the world itself moved behind him. Despite its massive appearance, its speed was unprecedented, as if it was warping space with each movement.

All the soldiers breathed in deeply at this display. For an instant, they even thought they were facing a King-ranked being. The level of life between them and the Great Sage was just that massive.

“I am here.” Its voice boomed before light covered its body. What replaced it was a young-looking man Even so, no one dared to underestimate him.

Still floating above, its wings opened wide, Kun Peng looked around before shaking his head.

“I am not here to participate in the war. I am simply here to fight.”

The expression of joy on the general face soured rapidly. After all, in the current situation, if they used Kun Peng with his speed and power, it would be possible to assassinate many of the essential people on Lustburg's side.

They did not need much. Only Athena. If at least Athena died, the battlefield would completely shift in their favor. She may not be a Duke yet, but thanks to her high capacity, she managed to sign a contract with three high-ranked Spirits, and all of them were already at the Duke level.

The powers they wielded were all wide-scale in nature and made their losses far higher than what should have been.

“Great sage…”

“I will not be stopped.”

Kun Peng sneered and dismissed the general.

None of the Seven Sages were interested in wars in the mortal realm. There was no glory in massacring people weaker than them and they were not citizens of Wratharis in the truest sense.

If Sun Wukong was the King of Wratharis they might have a different stance. But as it was, there was no way they would drench their hand in blood while fighting under the banner of the tyrant.

“Instead…I will fight the Princess.”

The generals who had been discouraged became radiant. If Athena was a thorn in their side that made winning more difficult, then the existence of Setsuna was like a super bomb that could wipe them all out.

If Setsuna started fighting against them, then their only destiny was death. Death if they did not fight back, and death if they did fight back. Many soldiers lost their sleep over this, wondering if today would be the day Setsuna stepped on the battlefield.

In a way, her simple existence was already akin to a form of psychological warfare, and she presented an advantage that was simply too great to dismiss.

None of them could fight her. But — Kun Peng could!

“We are truly thankful. May the Great Sage be ever victorious.”

“Heh…” Kun Peng chuckled and ignored them. His wings moved once, and suddenly, he found himself propelled high in the sky.

Only when he was at the highest peak did he scream his arrival, “Princess of Wratharis!! I have come to fight! Will you be a coward and stay hidden? Or will you show your bravery on the battlefield against I, Kun Peng, the Great Sage who Throws Heaven in Confusion!”

His voice spread everywhere, immediately reaching Lustburg's side. He could have sneak-attacked, he could have hidden; there were so many strategies that he could have employed in this situation to gain absolute advantage.

But he did not. Why?

Because he had no need for such paltry tricks. Because he disdained such strategies.

Endless arrogance, supreme confidence. There were many ways one could describe his actions. But Kun Peng did not care. He had long proven to the world that he had the right to be arrogant. He had proven his skills and his know-how.

More than anything — His speed was unmatched at the same level.

He was Kun Peng, and today, he was going to humble a Blessed and let them understand that being favored by Fate did not mean anything.

A true warrior should fight for their Fate.
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Setsuna had been sitting cross-legged and meditating. She had to be in her best state for what was about to happen. The fight against the sage would determine how she would be seen by the rest of the world.

“I need to give my best.”

No, she needed to give far more than her simple best. She needed to be flawless. She needed to show the world that, even though she was only a Duke, she would never be inferior to her uncle once she ascended to the throne and became the queen.

Even though soldiers could harm neither of them, having the entire population behind her would increase her legitimacy greatly.

It would also increase the chances of Sol occupying Wratharis without much opposition from the population.

I will think about all that when we reach the door of Wratharis.

For now, she had to focus on her power. Her Zone.

If she had to be honest, even for her, the power of her Zone was a little too fraudulent. It was a power that made her tremendously more powerful and dangerous than she should have any right to be.

Even the witches had clapped when they realized the full potential of what she could do.

‘I can do it. I just need to focus.

‘It was when she was thinking this, releasing a deep sigh to relax her body and her articulations that she heard it.

The shout filled with vigor and confidence of the Great Sage.

“Setsuna…” Isis, who had been silent as well, looked at her now friend.

“You know why Sol brought me with you, right?”

“Yes. Do not worry. I am prideful but not stupid.”

“Very well.” Isis smiled as a small ball of energy left her body before entering Setsuna’s shadow and settling there.

Isis was not there to help Setsuna fight against a Duke. She was there as an insurance, just in case Lupus decided that breaking the rules was worth to kill Setsuna.

She had placed a King-level undead close to Setsuna so that it could react in time and protect her should any sneak attack happen.

Lilin had been in the same situation. Though in her case, it was Lilith who had been ready to attack just in case someone interfered.

Finally, even now, Sol was in his dimension with all four directions ready to appear anywhere should the King attack.

Setsuna watched all this calmly, “Do you know? If I have to be honest. I hope that Lupus attacks me.”

Even if it was dangerous, even if she had a chance of dying, she hoped Lupus would be honorless enough to attack her, or decide that he had no reason to listen to the international warfare conventions and try to kill her on the battlefield.

After all, unlike what people thought, in terms of an absolute powerhouse, Lustburg was superior to Wratharis.

If Lupus dared to attack he, then this would mean all Kings could attack, and once this happened, Wratharis would fall within the day.

“Heh. Don’t you think it would be funny?” She snickered a little and started walking away, her sword in hand and her samurai armor on her back.

Today she was not just Setsuna, the Knight of Sol.

She was not just Setsuna, the princess of Wratharis.

She was just Setsuna. Her existence represented an instant, a moment, and this was what she would do. She would show her might. She would show her brilliance to the world itself and they would all have to kneel.

She would make them all remember this instant forever.

“Let’s go!”
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When Setsuna walked out of her tent, all the soldiers of Lustburg who had been looking at Kun Peng from afar gazed at her. The look in their eyes was complicated. There was no outright hate or disregard. Only complication.

If Setsuna had just been a storm wolf…

If Setsuna had just been Sol’s Knight…

If Setsuna had just been a fallen princess…

None of this would be so complicated.

But she was not just one of those three. She was something more. She was a Blessed.

Where did her loyalty go? To whom? Were they fighting and dying for a political battle? Why did they have to shed their blood for a princess of another country? Such sentiments went around all of them, causing them to question the very reason they were fighting, and this transformed into hostility for Setsuna.

But not now. Now, they were all looking at her, forming a road of honor as she walked in the middle of it.

Her back was straight. Her gait was steady and her eyes held no fear or hesitation in them. She was walking like a proud wolf, a proud knight, and a proud princess, causing all those with negative thoughts about her to look down in shame at the pettiness of their feelings.

This was a moment where she was shining brighter than anyone else. Soon, she reached the end of the way of honor, but this was not the end.

Tack~!

A calm sound resonated as a lotus flower made out of ice appeared floating below her feet. Soon, more and more of them appeared, each time Setsuna walked forward, bringing her higher and higher until she reached the same altitude as Kun Peng.

“Great Sage, you have called.”

“O=hoh. How surprising. I wonder what a wolf is doing in the air.”

Setsuna smiled, “Only one man in this world can look down at me, and it’s not you.”

“My… Is it the prince? It seems like he is quite the man to tame a woman like you. I will pay him a visit after this.”

Setsuna was not enraged by the frivolous way Kun Peng spoke of Sol.

“You will never have the occasion to fight him.”

“Why?” He smirked, his eyes slowly blazing with the intent to fight.

Setsuna smiled. She had the report of Lilin's fight. The Great Sages were brazen and arrogant. Years of being invincible at the same level with no one but Sun Wukong as their target had dulled their sense of danger.

If Lilin had a proper fight with the two sages as they used their Zones, then it would have been very hard for her, and she might even have lost. The name of the seven great sages wasn’t for show.

Sadly., they were too arrogant.

This reminded her of something Sol once told her in jest.

{When fighting, unless you are completely confident, it’s better to strike first with your strongest attack before your enemy starts powering up.}

Setsuna laughed. Her laugh was so gentle and beautiful that it was entrancing. But what followed were bitter and cold words.

“Why, you ask? Because you will lose to me now.”

『 Zone –::– Eternal Memories 』

『 A Step into the Present :—: Fimbulvetr 』
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How did it come to this? Kun Peng asked himself quietly, his face filled with disbelief.

After leaving his sisters and brothers, he had expected many things. The wars in his memories had been filled with excitement and blood-pumping fights with Dukes dying everywhere as they were nothing more than cannon fodders and even Kings being careful to not get swarmed by hundreds of dukes or besieged by other Kings.

This was what war should be like and this was how he had spent his entire childhood.

A bastard, born from parents of different races he did not know, he was born blessed with the ability of his two races. A perfect hybrid so to speak and while he did not know his parents, they had left him abilities that allowed him to roam the battlefield and survive every time.

Kun Peng.

A name composed of the two forms he had. One that allowed him to fly in the sky and the other that allowed him to swim in the sea.

A younger, more inexperienced version of himself once fought one particular battlefield. He did not remember who was fighting or even why. All he remembered was joining one side as a mercenary to simply survive and get money for food.

It was there that he saw her.

A woman with fiery hair and a proud gait, clad in silvery light, and charged with electricity. She stood on the battlefield and swept everything in its way.

It was just a projection. A video taken and saved from centuries ago. It was just nothing more than a succession of pictures. But those pictures are what changed his destiny.

Her name was Nent. She was a phoenix and she was undoubtedly the fastest being below the level of Demigod.

He then realized what path he had to take if he wanted to survive longer.

Speed. Absolute speed.

Being fast means survival. Being fast means the ability to toy around with your opponents. Being fast means being strong.

This became his truth and the path he chose to take and finally, he became a Duke.

Realizing the first step toward his dream.

Speed was King. Speed was absolute.

Even after he met Sun Wukong and was completely beaten up by him, this belief did not change and became even stronger. After all, Wukong only won by being even faster than him.

This was how he became one of the Seven Sages and chose his title.

Peng King, Great Sage Throwing Heaven in Confusion.

An arrogant title, as he was neither a King nor able to throw all the heaven in confusion. But this title was not just arrogance. It represented his dream. His aspiration, the goal he strived to reach and surpass.

This was why, deep down, he had been looking down on the war that was happening here. His goal had never been to compare to mere mortals who knew nothing of the upper worlds and still saw Duke as something to revere.

No matter how bloody the war became, he saw all of this as nothing but a joke, and he was sure that he could walk on any battlefield, even if there was a King present.

This belief, though, was currently being put to the test by someone he did not expect.

Looking down, his eyes stopped at the golden-haired young girl who was facing him with a calmness clear in her eyes.

Even though he was flying high above in the sky and she was nothing but a wolf standing on the earth, he had the impression that the two of them were looking at the same horizon.

No. They were not looking at the same horizon. Even though he was fighting her, even though she was looking at him, her gaze was elsewhere, as if he was simply not worth considering.At most, she would send him a look filled with pity.

“I must say. I might have lost against anyone else. But you are the best match-up I could have ever asked for.”

Kun Peng gasped slowly, his breathing hurried.

Speed was King. He believed this Truth and it grew on him.

But there was another truth that existed. Speed was King. But — Time was supreme.

This sentence appeared in his mind as he looked around himself, a world filled with monochromatic light. A world where his most prized speed became meaningless as one instant stretched beyond infinity. A still world where time and space lost all meaning.

Indeed. This girl was his Nemesis. An enemy he could not overcome.

“Then. Shall we end this beautiful moment? As interesting as this is, I have a reputation to uphold. It wouldn’t do if people thought I struggled to win against you when Lilin managed to destroy two of you in a second.”

The girl spoke nonchalantly, only now pulling her blade from its sheath, “Do not worry. I was told that I should not kill you. We will soon become allies, after all.”

Kun Peng smiled bitterly, unable to even express anger at the complete disregard he was being served. He had served her with the same disdain at the start and, perhaps in reality, acted even worse than this. Even beyond that, he had been disdaining all the participants of this war.

Now he was simply being slapped by the cold and hard reality.

Was it what they call Karma? It was clear that he was being for his arrogance, and complaining about the injustice of the situation now would do nothing.

How did it come to this? Why was someone as esteemed as him in such a pitiful situation? Being mocked and laughed at by a girl who was not even half his age?

He thought as he tried to remember how this all started.

Then he realized.

“Ah…” It was indeed then — From the very moment he stepped on the battlefield.
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Kun Peng was completely paralyzed by Setsuna’s domain. The only reason he could even think and speak was because of his own speed.

He remembered how high and mighty he had been when he came. But now…Was he truly about to lose? Like this? Without even being to show the slightest skill?

He refused this. He rejected this reality. He would not go down without a fight.

His aura rose as he tried to move forward, even if to take a little step in this world where time was frozen. His fingers started to wriggle a little, and he was sure that if he was given more time, just a little more, he might have broken free.

Sadly for him, the one controlling time in this place was Setsuna.

『 A Step into the Past :—: Temporal Clones 』

“Ah…” A sigh of despair leaked from his mouth when he saw two clones appear next to Setsuna.

Kun Peng was no stranger to such a sight. After all, Wukong was also an expert at using the clone technique. But this was something different.

All of Wukong’s clones were inherently weaker than him. Furthermore, they even weakened him slightly. The more clones he brought, the weaker they were and the weaker he himself became.

But…

“How?” He asked in disbelief, unable to comprehend the sight in front of him.

All of Setsuna’s clones were as strong as her. More than that, Setsuna herself did not grow weaker in the slightest.

How could such a thing even be possible? Was it what it means to be a Blessed? To be able to break all reasonable rules as they wished simply because they were favored by Destiny?

Setsuna, watching the despair cloud Kun Peng's face, did not bother answering. Once again had clearly told her that only stupid people went into exposition to explain how all their skills worked to their enemies. This was simply asking to be smacked by Fate itself.

The three Setsunas surrounded Kun Peng, all raising their swords high in the sky.

Whooomm!!

A vibration-like sound started to spread, followed by lightning flashing.

Bellowing streams at high temperatures surrounded Setsuna's body. She had spread the domain as far as she could to cover the entire battlefield, and as a result, the time she could keep it open was terribly shortened.

Even so, this was more than enough.

“Kun Peng. Let’s fight once again later once this war ends. This time, it will be a true fight. For now, though…Please be captured quietly.”

No sooner did she finish speaking than she swung her sword and released her domain. The release of her domain was a powerful attack in a way, as the contrasting temperature gave birth to an incredibly powerful attack.

“Don’t die.”

As Setsuna released her domain, Kun Peng was allowed a fraction of freedom. His mind moved at lightning speed, giving him the impression that everything was coming far slower than it should be. He thought and thought again. But he realized that no matter how high his perception was, he was not fast enough.

He could not escape.

Bitter thoughts filled his mind as he realized he only had one survival route. He immediately released his human form, light covering his body as he started transforming into his True form. But even that was not fast enough, and he knew that.

Sadly, this was the only thing he could do if he wished to not die, as Setsuna said.

Boom!!

The world trembled as a loud explosion seemed to cover all directions. Had Setsuna not redirected her might toward the sky, more than half the soldiers on both sides would have been slain or terribly wounded.

But none of this happened. All they could do was look high at the beautiful sight of a rose of smoke blooming far from them. This was followed by the mournful smile of a half-transformed Kun Peng, as his body was shredded and wounded so much, blood seemed to rain down from the sky.

Many generals and soldiers trembled in fear. Some even lost control over their blabbers while others felt their legs go weak and fell on the ground, unable to speak.

They could not understand. From their perspective, everything happened in just a flash – in an instant.

They remembered Setsuna approaching Kun Peng while leaving ice lotus steps behind her as she walked in the sky. Then they saw the two of them discuss lightly.

When it reached that part, all of them squared up. People were already prepared to create barriers to block the shockwaves from the battle that promised to be an epic fight between two powerful Dukes. Some others were preparing to launch a sneak attack against the other side by making use of the confusion that was sure to spread.

But…

One moment, they were about to fight, and the next, an explosion of apocalyptic proportions rushed out, and Kun Peng lost.

The moment this realization reached the brains of all those present, a flurry of movement immediately happened.

“Save the Great Sage!”

“Protect the Fiancee of the Crown Prince!”

Two opposing orders were sent from either side, and soldiers fought their horrors to act as they were ordered.

“Stop! Are you crazy!”

The Dukes from either side were ready to attack, but Wratharis was forced to stop when a few of them remembered who they were facing. Even if they wished to act, it was impossible for them to attack Setsuna.

The humans also stopped when they realized that the beastkin had to somehow protect themselves from Setsuna rather than the opposite.

This created another awkward situation as the two armies faced each other while Setsuna stood above. Neither knew if they should attack or not, and what would happen if they did.

“Everyone.” They all stopped.

Floating there was Sestuna, holding in her hand the bloodied and nearly unconscious body of Kun Peng.

“My name is Setsuna.”

An overwhelming aura started to spread from her body as her form started to change. She slowly became bigger. Fur covered her body, and soon a giant Golden Wolf stood in front of them. Setsuna's voice changed, becoming cold, almost guttural, and closer to a growl than anything else.

“Remember my name. Remember this day. Never forget this moment.”

The soldiers of Wratharis trembled.

This appearance, this power – this was something they could never forget. This was an appearance so similar to that of their Kings, current or past.

“My name is Setsuna Ira, rightful heiress of the throne and Future Queen of Wratharis.”

The weather started to change. Dark clouds gathered in the sky and snow started to fall.

“My name is Setsuna Ira. Fiancee of Sol Luxuria and Future Queen of Lustburg.”

The two messages seemed to be contradictory, but at the same time, full of truth. Those two identities indeed belonged to her.

“By the authority bestowed to me by the goddess and my future husband… I declare a ceasefire. No more fights will be allowed in this place. Put down your weapons. Those who refuse will be considered as rebelling against me.”

Silence filled the battlefield. Soldiers gazed at each other, lost about what to do.

If Setsuna had dared to say such things in the past, they would have simply mocked her while laughing at her face. But after such a display of power and authority, their minds were so shaken that they were lost about what to do. Should they listen to her?

They were still hesitant. Thankfully, this very moment was not just something that was thought of on the fly.

“Soldiers of Lustburg. Obey our future Queen. Put down your weapons!” Athena's youthful voice spread. Her authority, while technically lower than that of Setsuna, was the tipping point that allowed them to make their choices.

“Soldiers of Wratharis. Obey the Blessed chosen by the goddesses. Put down your weapons!” A Kitsune who was part of the high-ranked soldiers also shouted on Wratharis' side, causing all the soldiers to look at each other before obeying the order. None of them wished to fight and die in the first place and now they had an excuse since their direct higher ups gave the order.

Looking down on all this, Setsuna smiled slightly. Truly— Her mate was becoming more and more terrifying.

Peace came unexpectedly on the main battlefield. No one knew how long it would last, but the name of someone began to spread through the world in the way she wished.

Her name was Setsuna. The one who lived in the moment.

She was not the eight-year-old girl who fled from her country covered in tears and blood. She was not the slave who acted as the knight of the prince of Lustburg.

She was Setsuna Ira and she would become a Queen.


Chapter 27


Preparation for Last Phase



As the news of the victory of Setsuna in the main battlefront started to spread, the world seemed to shake under the tremendous weight of the news.

This was different from what had happened in the Eternal Battlefield. Setsuna may not have beaten two sages, nor did she completely conquer the bastion of Wratharis. But what she did was more impressive.

A ceasefire.

After beating down the one known to be the fastest sage in a record time, she imposed her authority on both Wratharis and Lustburg.

This ceasefire wasn’t just something as simple as conquering a bastion. It was a message. A message that was so loud and clear it sounded like thunder rumbling in a clear sky.

She was Setsuna. She was not just some fleeing princess, but someone with the right to the throne. She was not just some political puppet, but someone who could inspire respect with her power, talents, and charisma.

The effects of this victory were far-reaching, as some individuals started to fan the flame from behind and made the news spread even faster. So fast that even fishing villages in Wratharis in the opposite direction of the battlefield managed to get access to recording and very accurate news.

For the simple citizens, what Setsuna did or the ramifications behind her acts did not matter. All they cared about was her power. After all, the Seven Sages were bedtime heroes and legends for many of them, something akin to gods.

Finally, the form she showed at the end: the Giant Wolf of legend. A form only a King-ranked member of the royal family should be able to use. Didn’t this mean that Setsuna was stronger than the current King?

Also, she was so beautiful, and she seemed to be far less crazy than the current King.

Such an impression started to become common, as citizens did not care much about Setsuna in the past, but news about her started to become more and more common, to the point that everyone knew her story.

Soldiers chatted about it between them. Even small books were shared among the populace.

Setsuna Ira. A princess born from their beloved and benevolent king who had brough an era of peace thanks to his strength and his skills in diplomacy. Sadly, she had to leave her country in tears and blood as she was chased down by none other than her own uncle!

No name was given. But people knew who it was.

This kind of news were shared everywhere and obviously, soldiers and guards under the order of Lupus started cracking down on those gatherings, capturing those who spoke, imprisoning them and even executing some of them.

The goal was to inspire fear. But all it did was to inspire rage.

More fuel was added to the fire as news about the King stifled even the right of free speech by punishing it with jail and death.

It was important to remember that Wratharis was not a kingdom; it was a republic that gave citizens many rights that were not present in other kingdoms. However, in a situation like this, those rights became akin to a cord that was slowly tightening around Lupus's neck.

Soon, the names of Tyrant and Usurper became more and more commonplace. Whereas only truly loyalists of the previous king called him like this, more and more of the common people who refused even to have their most basic rights taken away from them started complaining.

Protests began everywhere and while they were met with violence, it was important to remember that everyone had mana in this world, even more so people whose entire bodies were made for war and battle.

Silent protests transformed into riots, as public outrage began to rise, and riots gave place to looting and even more destruction.

Even the guards who were supposed to follow the king’s orders started slowly rejecting them. They did not dare to openly defy Lupus by refusing, they would act weaker or close one eye when some prisoners managed to escape.

Finally, open protests became common as people shouted for Lupus to remove the crown and accept Setsuna as the official Crown Princess.

All of those events took only one week. In just one week, the capital of Wratharis seemed more akin to a powder keg ready to explode than anything else.

Clang~!!!

“Bastards!! Incompetent foosl!! Rebellious bastards! The lot of you! You should all be hanged!”

Lupus’ rage spread through the imperial castle, causing all the servants to cower in fear, as they could be killed for the slightest mistake.

This was always how Lupus behaved. Respect was earned through fear and power. This has worked well for him over the last ten years. But the reason such tactics worked was that he was the strongest, and no one could contest his right to the throne.

Now, though, the fear he always inspired in the servants slowly transformed into rage. They knew now that there was someone.

The old servants, who once served the previous king and had been kept out of a sadistic sense of pleasure, talked about the good old days. Many of them knew Setsuna and had taken care of her. This knowledge gave them hope, making a deep yearning for the princess bloom in their hearts.

Meanwhile, deep in the sanctuary of Wratharis, Kiku looked at her best friend with a bitter smile.

“You… You truly are very dangerous.”

Shuten Doji smiled, “I will take this as a compliment.”

There was nothing easier in this world than manipulating public sentiment.

“But in this case, the one you should thank is Lupus himself. He gave me all the ammunition I needed.” She laughed and looked in the distance, “Now our job is done. We’ve already softened the terrain for him.”

Shuten's goal was not pure chaos, only organized Chaos. The city might seem ready to implode, but everything was carefully working under her control, keeping things at a relative boiling point.

Setsuna was the new trend, and when she appeared to take the throne, there would be no complaints. In fact, there would only be cheering as they welcomed their queen.

Shuten had the urge to laugh even more widely and become dead drunk. It was not time yet. They could not celebrate yet.

Now that all the pieces were placed and the most important battlefields were in control, it was finally time for the counterattack to begin. Only then would everything they have done until now have a meaning.

If Lustburg could not reach the gates of Wratharis, then it would have been meaningless, and people would have died for nothing.

‘Now then, little prince. How will you surprise me?’

Shouten was curious. She felt like Sol was a kindred spirit. Someone worth respecting, even though she had never met him.

A few days later, as Shuten received the new reports, she had to admit, she was truly beyond surprised.
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When the news of Setsuna’s victory reached Sol, he was both proud and disappointed in a certain way. His pride came from the fact that Setsuna had indeed proved her might and talent, shocking the world. Her actions, as well as Lilin’s, managed to give back much honor to Lustburg as a whole.

Many people had been looking at his kingdom as some kind of dying powerhouse because they had not been able to produce splendid talents in a decade. This situation was now a thing of the past with the appearance of the White Knight, the Holy Daughter, the Sword Demon, and Setsuna.

They all managed to shine on the battlefield and keep the points they could not afford to lose from being breached.

His disappointment came from the fact that neither Sun Wukong nor Lupus had taken the battlefield.

If one of them did, then things would have completely changed. The absolute advantage would have gone to Lustburg instantly, as he could have sent all his forces to wipe out everything.

He had initially sent a letter to Shuten asking her if it was possible for Sun Wukong to attack Setsuna. He even plans to add the prize of being able to fight Lilith since the Monkey King seems to be so obsessed with her.

Sadly, it was refused. Sun Wukong refused to participate in any scheme and he clearly said that if he did act, he would go for the kill.

As much as Sol believed in the Four Directions or Isis’s King-rank undead, he could not bet on Setsuna or Lilith’s safety when facing a singularity like Sun Wukong.

Well. It doesn’t matter.

The war had already shifted in his advantage. The people currently dying on the battlefield were criminals, and soldiers under the control of nobles who held rebellious thoughts or seemed to act as if they were some uncrowned king in their land far from Lustburg.

By the time the war ended, most of them would be eradicated and replaced by actual meritorious soldiers or witches.

“Clara, what’s the situation?”

“Your Highness, Lady Theresa is thankful for the help the witches proposed to give. She also said that by adding a few of your scales, the production increased greatly, and they managed to gather 500 near Duke-class suits of armor and over 1000 lower-ranked armor. But they are slowly reaching a limit in production.”

Sol whistled. The numbers were different from what was initially expected. But he believed in Theresa. Lately, he had become a free resource for material. But he did not mind. All weapons that were created with his blood and scales had his imprint. These weapons couldn't be used against Lustburg or even without his permission.

“Obviously, all the witches who participated took a vow, right?”

“Of course.”

“Good.”

Sol believed in Ambrosia and the Four Directions. This didn’t mean he believed in the witches as a whole. It was always better to make sure they didn’t put some weird backdoor program in those weapons.

“How do they hold up against an actual Duke?”

“As they are based on you, the armor has higher magical and physical resistance. A few witches fought against them and ,as long as a Zone isn’t activated, they had a hard time defeating them. One soldier was swiftly destroyed by Miss Milia, but the armor itself was not greatly affected.”

“So, they are equal to a low-level Duke without a Zone?”

“More or less.”

Sol had to fight the urge to laugh. This was not the astral realm. Top-ranked Dukes didn’t run around this part of the world and even mid-ranked ones were rare.

“Good. Very good.” He stopped as he noticed that Clara seemed worried. “Speak your mind.”

“You Majesty…” She hesitated before taking a deep breath, “Your Majesty. I believe it would be better for you to single-handedly conquer the army yourself tather than activate those machines. At least not now.”

“Elaborate.”

Clara, seeing that Sol was not angry, nodded, “Those machines are revolutionary. But at the same time, they are extremely frightening, in my opinion.”

In the mortal realm, only a few hundred Duke-ranks existed. All of them were the results of incredible talent, luck, and hard work, which was why the existence of the Duke was so lofty and respected.

But…with the advent of those machines, everything would change irreversibly.

“Those machines mean that everyone can become a Duke. It lowers the quality and importance of the Duke-rank, and it makes you far more dangerous than to the entire world.”

Clara's reasoning was simple: if Sol destroyed Wratharis alone, people might fear him, and rightfully so. But at the end of the day, he was only one person, and one person could never conquer the world as long as they weren’t gods themselves. They could destroy it. They may be able to kill everyone. But true conquest was impossible.

Things were different if you had an army able to annihilate everything. This was why witches were so feared. This was also why necromancy was forbidden on the battlefield. But what about those armors created by Theresa?

Clara shuddered. Would there even be any reason to learn to fight and grow? Why bother training decades or centuries to become a Duke when you could simply train to fight in a weapon?

For now, only 1500 such weapons could be created, but the technology was still new. What would happen in three or four generations? By then, wouldn’t the world be filled with them? Perhaps those armors could even reach the King-rank.

It was horrifying just thinking about it.

“Your Highness, no matter how strong you are, you still have the risk of dying as a Blessed. The moment any of your children receive a Blessing, your time will be limited – or at, least this is what they will believe. So they can wait. They can support. But I fear that if you use those weapons, the entire world will rally against you immediately and go into an all-out war.”

She was pleading at this point, wishing Sol would listen to her, “This is not yet the time. Why take the hard way when you only have to wait? Five years, ten years, twenty, even a thousand years. You have all the time in the world.”

By the end, she was raising her voice, “If Nent is the problem, as a phoenix she can easily come down any time in Lustburg. The same goes for Kiyohime. As for the titan, she has lived endless times longer than anything we could imagine. Even a hundred years would barely count as a nap for her.”

Finally, she asked the one question that had been bothering her. Why was Sol in so much hurry? A conquest should take time. It wouldn’t be strange for the war to last years, even decades. Why was he speedrunning this?

In the end, Clara sighed and bowed her head, “I apologize for my overreaction.”

“Do not worry. I understand that you care.”

He waved his hand. “I understand what you mean, and if everything was normal…I would have done so. But…I cannot wait. 100 years? A thousand? I do not know why, but I have the feeling that if in less than a decade, I am not a demigod at least, I will regret it.”

“A feeling…”

Had it been anyone else, she would have simply dismissed it as a ridiculous argument. But, one could never dismiss the feeling of a Blessed.

“Even then. I do understand your concern.”

What she was talking about was not wrong. This was akin to the creation of guns in his world. Things such as martial arts, swords, spears, and so on would be slowly relegated to auxiliary, reaching the level where one man could cause a country to vanish simply by pushing a button.

This is what made technology fearsome. It wasn’t something only a few chosen could have but something that everyone could use.

Sol could even imagine how the crime rate and chaos might rise.

But all of this would not happen. He would change the entire mortal world in his territory. As long as it was he who had the power to push the button, what did it matter?

“Only 500 of the lower-class armor and 100 near-Duke will be launched. Let them have a skewed perception of our forces. I will personally take care of the other battlefield.”

It was time for Lustburg to counterattack.

“Also, we seriously need a better name for the power rank of those armors. Tell Kali to not go too chunni on me. She will understand what I mean.”

If he let Khali go all out, she would give them names like Scarlet Red, or perhaps Empty Void Level, and he was still lowballing how crazy she could go.

Clara, seeing that at least her words did not fall in empty ears, sighed and nodded before leaving. She had to warn Milia to start disseminating misinformation, such as Lustburg becoming too poor and lacking resources, which was in reality, not far from the truth. She would also increase the rarity of the ingredients necessary.

As long as the world did not know they could mass produce those armors in the future then things would still be within controllable range.

Truly, being a secretary was not easy.


Chapter 28


Rangers



Everything started on a sunny day.

In the territory of Lustburg, the beastkin had been pushing forward unimpeded. While the news about the few defeats they received worried them, this also increased the morale of the soldiers who continued to win even as Lustburg retreated.

Of course, they understand that they were lucky not to have had to face the truly dangerous one. But even so, wouldn’t one say that luck is also a skill? This was a truth in this world.

After all denying Luck would mean denying the Blessed.

“Captain, how long before we break the last blockade?”

“They are barely hanging. In a few hours at most, we should be able to break open the castle.”

They nodded. The gate of Lustburg were opening to them in a way. After beating the nobles in the frontiers and pushing forward a little more, they would be able to infiltrate and pillage villages while gathering resources.

The moment this transformed into a guerilla, Lusburg would have a hard time spreading the resources necessary to catch all of them.

“In all history, this may be our greatest victory.”

Lustburg and Wratharis had fought many times in the long history of war. Wins and losses existed on both sides. But most of the time, the war would simply stop after a few years and negotiations would start for captured soldiers, slaves, and resources..

Lustburg had generally more wins, though. It wasn’t for nothing that so many beastkin and half-beast men were born and raised there.

“Captain!”

The hearty and joyous discussion in the tent stopped as someone barged in. The captain was about to remonstrate him, but he knew this soldier was not the kind to lose his cool most of the time.

A uneasy feeling started to spread as he stood up and asked, “What happened?”

“Lustburg has received reinforcements!”

“Is it all? Isn’t it obvious? How many did they send? Hundreds? Thousands?”

The army of Lustburg couldn't spare more than a thousand or a few thousand at most. They even had two Dukes present, just in case, so this was not going to be too problematic.

This was what he believed until he received the exact number.

“Only 10.”

“Well… Shit.” The captain finally grasped the gravity of the situation.

“Is it perhaps a group led by a King? Did Lustburg finally go crazy and decide to break the convention?”

In this world, there was a reality, when a small group of people were sent to face an army, this group was composed of the elite. The fewer they were, the more powerful, to the point where numbers became meaningless.

Nearly all the known Dukes of Lustburg were on the battlefront. The few who were not were either guardians of the city or one of the four Dukes of the kingdom.

The captain’s mind started swimming. It didn’t matter if Lustburg broke the convention and got condemned by the world. That wouldn’t bring them back to life if they were annihilated.

But at the same time, he could not send the retreat order. They would all be treated as deserters if they gave up on fighting without at least ascertaining the enemy's power.

In the end, he started walking. He was one of the two Dukes in place. He was not particularly strong, but he could not simply send his soldiers to their deaths.

“My friend, are you ready for what could be a suicide mission?” The other Duke was a middle-aged woman taller than most men. She had cute bear ears on her head.

Dukes in the military enjoyed many advantages. They were exempt from taxes, had their own lands, received high pay, and were above most laws. Even Lupus, in all his madness, did not diminish the right and power of the Dukes. But with all those rights and advantages came an equally high level of responsibility,, and punishments for refusing to uphold one's own responsibility were even harsher than those for ordinary soldiers.

That meant in moments like this, they would always advance first.

After choosing a small team of about 30 or so soldiers who all had fear etched on their faces, they detached themselves from the main group and started advancing until they finally saw the so-called reinforcements.

“What is this…?”As a soldier, he had lived a long life and had seen many kinds of weapons and armor, but even then, this was the first time he had observed something like this: a full body armor with no gaps, with a sleek design that seemed to stick to the body without disturbing it. The group of ten seemed to be divided evenly into five colors: red, blue, yellow, pink, and green. They were all wearing faceless helmets that reflected the light.

Sweat started to tickle down the brow of the captain of Wratharis. Not only did the armor look so foreign from the usual design that it created a dissonance in his perception, but at the same time, he was feeling a very faint oppression coming from them.

He had only felt this once in his life when he stood in front of the Flood Dragon queen: Dragon Might.

Even though this was infinitely weaker than what he felt back then, the pressure was still here.

“What…”

“Under the order of His Magnanimous Highness, Sol Dragona Luxuria, future King of Lustburg, you are thereby given an ultimate.”

A woman’s ghostly voice spread through, “You have ten hours to leave. Should you not comply, no more pity shall be spared.”

“You…Who are you?” He should have been angry. Receiving such an order from the enemy was humiliating. But all he could do was think about what kind of people those guys were. “Are you even humans?”

He wondered if he was being faced with some new race. Even though he could not see their face, he could not help but feel that one of them was smiling.

“Remember our name. Remember this day. We are the new Ranger unit, and we will sweep the battlefield. Send these words to your higher-up less they say they were not forewarned.”

On this day, a new unit appeared, and as ridiculous as they may appear, they were undeniably strong. This fact was swiftly proven.
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As ridiculous as their names might sound, it did not take long for the Rangers to start getting their names known worldwide.

In 72 hours, all the lands that had been stolen were instantly recuperated with minimal loss on the side of the Rangers.

The Rangers’ ranks were easy to determine, as all the colored units seemed to be the most numerous ones, while the black-and-white units were the strongest and most-efficient.

In 72 hours alone, three Dukes of Wratharis who refused to submit were executed after being besieged with no way to escape. Meanwhile, when counting the three Great Sages, as well as the Tiger Lord, a total of Seven Dukes had been captured.

Wratharis was down more than 10 Dukes, which could be considered nothing short of a historical defeat.

A new wind was blowinging. But the world only had their eye on those new units. Who were they? How was Lustburg able to create such units?

And more than anything…Could they do the same?

This question was repeated in all countries, as the higher-ups started worrying. If before they had been observing, with the idea that this was nothing more than a show they did not have to participate in, now the fact that Lustburg could use those on them was worrying.

In the land of dwarves, the group of old men were furiously discussing, as some of them started to claim that this design was very close to what their ancestor, the first dwarf king created.

While many had forgotten this development line, they remembered that the forts were lost on Lustburg territory.

“So. You are proposing we Sue Lusburg for theft and appropriation at the international court?”

The King asked quietly to which many members of the councils started nodding excitedly.

“There is no doubt! Those armors were based on the one created by our King. They belong to the Dwarves! This is an appropriation of our cultural wealth! Lustburg cannot be allowed to keep this technology for themselves.”

The king sighed. This was so stupid but he did not want to argue too much with idiots,

“Those ruins were lost on Lustburg nearly thousand of years ago and we have never tried to retake them. Even then, they belong by the laws to Lustburg, and all wealth found to belong to them by the law.”

“Your majesty! We do not necessarily have to focus only on the law. Lustburg had always been a very heroic country. I believe their prince as the Son of the Hero King would be more than happy to make the name of Luxuria shine as a blazon of Morals and justice by sharing what they obtained with the world.”

Another one complained, “Monopoly is wrong! Such technology cannot belong to only one country. At least they have to sell some to other countries.”

The King was speechless, “We have a monopoly on dwarven steel.”

But the man was not ashamed, “We do not. We sell our weapons at high prices to other Kingdoms. It’s not our fault, only our kingdom has the metal necessary and the knowledge of Runes needed to create them.”

“Then do you not fear they will break our monopoly on weapon trading.”

“Not if we decipher and understand the functioning first before retro engineering. Dwarves are the best when it comes to forging. It’s impossible for humans to surpass us in this domain. The proof is that they would not have created this without us.”

‘My head hurt.’

Being surrounded by greedy bastards all along was tiring. But he could understand their worries. If Lustburg were not forced to share the technology they would slowly lose their own monopoly which would massively affect the economy as more than 60% of the active populations were smiths, one way or another.

In the current situation, they had too much to lose. But here came the problem,

“Let’s say we do everything you say. In the end, what? The international court only punishes war crimes and the usage of Necromancy. Outside of this, they can only give condemnations.”

“If Lustburg refuses we can close all trades with them. Lustburg is surrounded by us, Wratharis, Envilya, and Southern Pride. Wratharis will obviously never trade with them in the current situation. As for the other two countries, they would be more than any to watch from afar and laugh. We have them by the throat it would be a mistake to not use them to our advantage.”

‘Sigh…’

The King sighed as he remembered the discussion he had with a projection of Theresa not long ago.

Things were proceeding exactly as she had prophesied. It was sad to see how predictable dwarves were in her eyes. In this situation, all he had to do was to close his eyes and follow her orders.

He knew very well that doing so may have not always profited him but it definitely never made him lose too much.

“Very well. We will call for the court after the war ends. I will send an application to Slothein.”

He didn’t know why Theresa wanted to have the angels involved in this matter but he would not think too much.

His headaches were terrible enough on their own.
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[Lustburg]

While many countries were filled with doubt and confusion about the mysterious Rangers, the citizens of Lustburg were cheering. While many pieces of good news had been sent, there was no doubt in their minds that Lustburg was steadily retreating and losing ground.

They had been worried, wondering if the prince was up to the task, and if Lustburg had what it took to become one of the greatest again..

Now, though, those doubts were slowly being put to rest. While they still did not know how strong their prince was, at the very least, he shouldn't be much weaker than Lilin Luxuria and Setsuna Ira, right?

At the same time, while happiness was blooming, a small seed of doubt was being planted.

Since the new Rangers are so powerful, why had they not acted sooner? Why did they wait until some of Wratharis' forces were much deeper in Lustburg? It did not need to be said, but many soldiers died during this war, and this number was still climbing.

Many wanted to ask, "Why?"

Slowly, more insidious news was disseminated.

The Prince had yet to truly fight on the battlefield, despite being a Duke-rank.

The Prince himself caused this war to bring Setsuna to the throne.

He was sacrificing the soldiers of his country to please his future wife.

All of this was done with the goal of vilifying Sol as much as possible and discrediting him in the eyes of the population.

[image: ]


Meanwhile, Sol discussed a very important issue with Kali in the Tower of Babel.

“Rangers? Seriously? You couldn’t find a better name? Why even change the name to Mecha. Mecha Units or Mecha soldiers sounds good and simple, I think.”

Kali made herself quite small in the seat. She had chosen the name in a moment of pure madness, and she knew that it was pretty stupid. But she couldn't give up now, could she?

She hesitated a moment before speaking, “Look. Those things are power armor, right?”

Sol could already see that Kali was about to bring some mighty bullshit.

“Yes.”

“And Rangers are a special commando unit, right?”

Sol hesitated before sighing, defeated, “Yes. So you took Power and Ranger together. This is what you are going to say?”

“Hehehe…” Khali gave a sheepish laugh at the glare Sol was throwing at her. She knew this name was pretty tacky, but she could not let the occasion slip from her hands. This kind of thing might never happen again, after all, and it was definitely very funny.

“Look, don’t be mad. Whatever their name might be, the most important thing is…They work, right?”

Sol shook his head and smoothed his creased brow. In the end, Kali was one of the three creators, so even if she wanted to give a weird name to the special power armor, then it didn’t matter. In the end, only other reincarnated people like him would even understand the joke.

“Honestly, ‘space marine’ would have been a better term, at least for the Black and White superior version.”

While the lower versions were human-sized armor, the more powerful ones were closer to small Mecha or very bulky power armor.

“Meh… Not as funny.”

“Whatever, do as you like. As you said, their names don’t really matter as long as they are working. A little too well, I must say. I guess I did well in heeding Clara’s warning.”

Sol gazed at the paperwork, which was different from the usual ones he received; this time those were documents and letters with the sigils of different Kingdoms.

“Threats, negotiation, small inquiries, proposals, etc. I have been receiving more than ten letters every day since the mecha —”

“The Rangers.”

“....Sigh~ Since the Rangers made their grand entrance on the battlefield. I think the dwarves are already prepared to sue me for theft of important historical knowledge.”

“Heh… How ridiculous. I thought the dwarves would be silent since our fight at their border between me, Freya, and Medea.”

Sol gave a soft smile, remembering a time that seemed so far away when in reality it was still extremely close, all things considered. Back then, the fight between the three witches ended up wiping out a few nearby mountains, which were recovered by Ambrosia. The dwarves were indeed angry, and this ended up with some minor sanctions when it came to dwarven steel importation.

Internationally speaking, Lustburg was in a geographically lousy position. They were surrounded by land, so there were no products from the sea. They did not have the rare beasts present in the Demon kingdom that were necessary for the contract of talented humans. They did not have special mines like the dwarves nor special woods like the elves. Their technology was not as developed as Slothstein, and their understanding of biology was not as developed as Chimera.

Jack of all trades and master of none, this made them too dependent on foreign help.

Well, this won't be the case anymore.

Thanks to the witches, he had direct access to the astral realm’s markets.

Feeling his head heating up because of everything he had to think about, Sol shook his head and continued the conversation thread.

“They were. But they are dwarves – n a way, the most attuned to their sins. Greed is their motto, and they would die for it if necessary.”

“How stupid.”

“This stupidity is helping me in this situation. This is also thanks to Theresa for fanning the flame from behind.”

Kali nodded. She had come to know Theresa closely and respected the diminutive woman. She might be the weakest, but Kali knew that not even witches specialized in metallurgy could beat her. This was proven recently during an internal contest, and Theresa literally steamrolled the competition.

“By the way, I have been hearing pretty bad things about you. It seems like your reputation is in the gutter.” Even though she was asking, Kali treaded carefully. She did not want to upset him, after all.

“Oh, those…” Sol looked up and chuckled, “I am the one spreading the bad rumors.”

Kali looked at Sol, eyes filled with incomprehension. “Are you a closet masochist?”

Sol had to fight the urge to smack down the impish Crimson Witch.


Chapter 29


Laughing in Defeat



A few minutes later, a bewildered Sol was playing chess with Khali. The game was already underway, and Kali seemed to be filled with glee as she set this up.

“So. Care to explain why we had to stop our discussion so you could go get a chessboard and come back?”

Kali's eyes were twinkling as she moved her piece. Her joy was for something else very different, “The mood, my dear friend. The mood! It’s a law that an evil mastermind's plan must be explained while moving chess pieces. Now come! I am ready.”

She looked at Sol up and down, “Sadly your clothes and the room are a little too bright, but this is even better. The prince filled with light is in fact an evil mastermind behind the scenes.”

“I say this is pretty cliche.”

“Well. Is there anything not cliche nowadays? So shut up and no whining. You are currently the evil prince about to reveal his master plan to the audience in the most dramatic way possible. So now, we play.”

Sol had a headache just watching Kali move. He knew that once she became like this, there was no way to stop her.

Well…I guess one match won’t be bad.

He had been so busy lately, and the way things were going made him uneasy and fidgety. Every time his plan moved ahead, he was waiting for the Sword of Damocles to drop. Force brought counterforce and the more he tried to manipulate fate, the bigger it would be.

“You do know that as a prince, I have been trained all my life in this, right? Don’t cry later on.”

“I have been living for nearly 100 times longer than you. Heh, trust me. I am no slouch. You will be the one who cries.”

“Bet?”

“‘Kay, what do you want?”

“If I win, you will work as a maid again for a week and call me master.”

“Oh. I didn’t know you had such fetishes – no, scratch that. I should have guessed. With Milia and all the maids you’ve nailed.”

“Heh.”

“Okay. When I win, you will be my maid for a week as well.”

“...Butler, you mean.”

“No, no. My Maid.”

“You evil monster.”

Kali cackled, “Game?”

Sol shrugged as he took one of her pawns, “I am in.”

“Gah~ Okay. This is just the start.” She focused, “Now, would you mind sharing your evil genius master plan?”

“When you say it like this, I feel like I am the bad guy.”

“I mean, Wratharis may have been the one to declare hostilities but Lustburg was the one who baited them, starting with Camelia’s Saint Fall. Everything started from there.”

A kingdom without a Supreme Daughter could not erect the Holy Barrier that served as the last bastion. So for other countries, attacking Lustburg at that moment would have been the best if Camelia had indeed lost her power.

Wratharis was merely the first one to rise to the bait.

“We are the victims, you know. We threw the bait for the Wings of Freedom. It’s not our fault others fell for it. It’s like attacking a woman who is wearing sexy clothes for her husband or boyfriend.”

“Weird analogy. But whatever. Now, the evil plan. Fast.”

“My plan–”

“Evil plan.”

Sol simply took another of her pieces and continued, “ —Is very simple.”

“Continue.”

“Though as the Blessed I am bestowed with Divine authority, having the approval of the population is important. People are what run a kingdom. But as you know, the relationship between the citizens and the crown has been strained since Neptune’s era. Things got better during Mars’s time, but he died too soon, and when Lilith took the throne. Well…It didn’t go well.”

Lilith had started with many handicaps and had never been fully respected as Queen. The nobles had easily manipulated the population back then, creating many small problems. Lilith managed to work it out in time.But one had to remember that from Neptune’s era to Lilith’s and now his own, the time that had passed was short, and many feelings were still raw.

“This is why Lilith made this plan with Camelia – killing all the rebellious nobles. I finished this plan by killing off the nobles who refused to pay taxes or increased the taxes too much on the citizens. You could say that Lustburg is as clean as ever.”

“But…”

“It isn’t enough. We dealt with the top, but the bottom is still crooked. The perception people have of me is not good. Being closed in a tower for years didn’t help, and now this war. People are not stupid. Well…They are. But they can be pretty smart when they smell a plot.”

“So you decided to smear your reputation?”

“I don’t have much of a reputation to begin with. Giving them the cord they need to hang themselves is the best way. The Crown’s Shadows are moving the rumors, slowly but surely and soon…”

“A reversal.”

“Heheh. The more they doubt me now, the more they will be sorry for me afterward, as they need to prove that they are not traitors who unjustly insulted the king. Well, in the end, this is just a small game. My reputation will take a dive when the true alliance with the witches is announced, so might as well dive now.”

Kali whistled quietly and looked at Sol with new eyes, “All you need now is a book and a pen or wing-shaped pupils, and I would call you mastermind sama.”

“Do not forget the music in the background and the rain alongside the roar of thunder.”

“Heh. How could you? Add some deep evil laughs and the picture would be perfect.”

The two laughed a little. In a world where few people could get their jokes, talking to each other always made them happy. This was a special moment for them where they could chat and relax.
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The game was continuing and Kali, while having taken a few pieces from Sol, was having a hard time.

Even so, the prospect of losing did not dampen her current amusement. If Kali still had her morality from Earth, she would have seen Sol as an evil bastard in the truest sense and may have even insulted him.

Sadly, despite her appearance, Kali was no kind-hearted soul. She had been ready to join the Wings of Freedom and destroy Lustburg just to find a way for the curse. This was one of the reasons she was friends with Sol.

He was not a goody-two-shoes who used useless morality. He may not be a realistic monster but he could do anything for those he cared about. He would never betray them for his pride or some ‘greater good’ bullshit.

Only such a man was worthy of her sisters. Only such a man would do something as crazy as having a physical relationship with beings who sucked your life away. No matter how nearly immortal you may be, you needed a very special mindset for this.

Sometimes, I forget this guy has not even been this world for two decades.

She heard that Sol had been a university student on Earth, but she was starting to call this bullshit. He honestly felt even more like a resident of this world than her.

“Don’t daydream and say you lost because you weren’t paying attention.”

Kali groaned as she came back to the harsh reality of the massacre that was occurring on the chessboard. Sol was toying with her, making her slowly shrink her defense and take down her piece one at a time.

Truly a sadistic bastard.

“Still, I never deemed you to be a strategist.”

“So you mean you only saw me as some mindless brute?”

She looked at him with a funny look, as if asking. Really? Do you want me to answer that?

“Can you blame me? Your solution when fighting is basically tanking and hitting back until you win.”

“Ouch – no need to answer, I could already see it on your face.”

Sol sighed. It was difficult to change the formula that won. However, ever since he got his Zone, he became less of a brawler.

“Honestly, I am not a strategist. Someone like Bai Hu, or Clara, or Athena are. They are very smart and in a straight army versus army against them, I would most likely lose eight times out of 10.”

This was the simple truth. He had been trained as a general for the military, but this was where it stopped. He was no genius.

“The difference between them and me is that they must deduce and adapt. Meanwhile, I simply have to read the threads. This is the difference between someone playing blind and someone having 60% or 80% of the answers.”

“Not 100%?”

Sol gave a small smile as he moved the chess piece on the board, “The day I can see 100% might be the day I both await and dread the most.”

Even now, the world in his eyes was changing, shifting. Like a long river, like the trunk of a large tree. He could see the strings that were attached to everything, and hear the sounds of gears turning as if a machine was regulating everything.

Sol did not show it on his face but…It was maddening. What would it feel like to be truly omniscient? To know everything that could happen and would ever happen before they even happened. Sol could not imagine it but he thought…

“This might be a very boring life filled with madness. Check.”

“Ah…” Khali groaned before chuckling, her King piece was currently made in check by the Sol’s Queen. “You timed this so perfectly. So now; what should the King do since it’s in check?”

“Ideally, surrender. Though the King is in check he can still escape, chances are narrow. Surrender might at least give a peaceful and respectable death. Thankfully, the King this time is pretty stupid.”

“Oh. Are you talking about me or a metaphor?”

“Guess.”

He laughed and they continued to play, “Honestly, the Queen could checkmate the King any time. Sadly this would mean more chess matches and more sacrifices for which I am not ready yet. Furthermore…Some intruder might act.”

“Oh…An acquaintance of mine?”

“I do not know. I cannot see that far. This is mildly surprising but not so much as a deduction is possible. Either way…” He took his King piece and started fiddling with it as he watched the board, his eyes glimmering slightly.

“It’s time for the King on this side to move.”

“...So, it’s finally time…”

“Indeed. The war has lasted long enough. The pawns, the two knights, and even the rooks and a bishop all moved to reach this particular result.”

Sol looked at the two rooks. They were very surprising. Both the White Knight and Nuwa had brought good things in this war. Aurora was also a very good surprise. Clearly, he would not have to threaten her more for the time being.

“What about the last bishop? Will it stay in defense? It seems like it’s the only piece that was not used at all.”

“No…” Sol looked at the remaining bishop with hesitation. His relationship with her had been slowly going back to normal and stabilizing after their discussion when Lilith escaped. But because of the war, he had been living in his office. Thankfully, Milia would sometimes help him “relax” in some interesting and very imaginative ways.

“I guess before moving, the King needs to visit the Bishop.”

“Visiting, heheh…”

Sol ignored the very obscene movement Kali was making with her fingers and finally moved his last piece, “Checkmate.”

Kali looked down and exploded in laughter, “I am pretty sure that there are no rules in this game that say two knights, one rook and one King can surround another King like this.”

Sol stood and patted Kali’s head, “Nowadays…I believe making the rules is much better than simply following them.” He started walking, “Also, I already had you in checkmate ne move ago. So, I didn’t cheat.”

“Hah…” Kali could indeed see that.

“Your maid’s uniform is still ready. See you later.”

Kali once again laughed. This had truly been a spectacular defeat. She wondered if the King of Wratharis would be able to laugh like her.


Chapter 30


Wailing in Defeat



As many might have expected —Lupus Ira was not laughing. He had been receiving pieces of bad news one after another and he could see the flow of the battlefield.

The new soldiers introduced by Lustburg were literal machines of death and destruction, and the only reason casualties were not higher was because those so-called Rangers would always give an ultimatum before attacking and would respect their words.

At first, only a few people took the offer but as the war advanced, more and more soldiers were starting to follow the trend. The reports he received showed that the different cities that were attacked would simply surrender, and Lustburg would treat them well.

Setsuna appeared on many fronts to show herself and appease the people, while the Holy Daughter of Luxuria would take care of any wounded no matter which side they were on.

The Tigers hat had remained in Wratharis’ capital had mysteriously vanished, and now the Tiger Lord was one of the staunchest and loudest supporters of his niece, giving even more weight to her words and title.

They were giving up. Everyone was giving up.

Sitting on his throne, Lupus quietly observed the opulence of this room. His face was calm, his eyes calculating. He had been screaming and shouting too much the last few days and for the first time in his life, wrath did not cloud his mind.

Few servants were left in the castle, as many had fled, al and even his most loyal servants were looking at him with complicated expressions. Lupus did not stop them. Killing more servants now would only increase the riots.

Lustburg hadn't even reached the gates of Wratharis but already his kingdom seemed ready to implode. All it needed was just a little more push.

But he could see that someone was manipulating things from the inside. A traitor. Someone high-ranked. He even had an inkling of who it could be.

Lupus sighed. The situation around him was clear.

The soldiers were deserting. The servants were fleeing. The citizens were rioting.

He…was losing or maybe he had already lost.

How many more plans did Lustburg have? Had they activated all the Rangers they had at their disposal? How long could he still hold on?

All those questions swam in the depths of Lupus’s mind, but no answer came.

Retracing everything from the beginning, he realized that all of this started on that night: The Saint Fall. The moment when his pride and arrogance rose to the maximum as he thought he had a chance to take down the legendary Lustburg.

Back then, he still had a chance to stop. The worst had yet to come. His mistake was in insisting on continuing the war even after realizing that the Supreme Daughter of Luxuria had never lost her power and this was nothing more than a ploy.

“Heh…” Lupus laughed quietly, realizing once again that he had been played from the start and he had no one but himself to blame for this situation.

“I will not give up,” Lupus spoke quietly as he stood up from his throne. Walking in the silent throne room, for the first time, Lupus realized one fact.

He was all alone.

Because of his fear of giving birth to a new Blessed, he never had children. Because of his murderous rage, he had no close friends or advisors.

He killed the only family he had with his hand.

“Do you regret it?” Lupus stopped and looked behind him, only to see a man wearing a monocle.

Instantly the world seemed to buzz for an instant, as if reality was being , and Lupus wobbled slightly while memories rushed into his mind.

“You…” He looked at the intruder with surprise and anger, while light started manifesting in his hand.

“I would not do that if I were you. Your divine weapon is certainly powerful but wouldn’t it be a shame to use it against me now? After all that sacrifice?”

Lupus gritted his teeth, knowing fully well that the man was right. Divine weapons were not things that could be used so easily. Unless the person holding them was a Demigod, the price he had to pay for each use was tremendous.

“Are you here to mock me again?”

Eins smiled quietly as he adjusted his monocle. “Perish the thought. Why would I mock you when Fate itself is already doing so? Kicking a man while he is down is in no way entertaining.”

His words may have been polite but the twinkle in his eyes made his thoughts evident. Clearly, in the mind of this man, Lupus was nothing more than a joke.

The worst? Lupus could not even truly deny this.

“Why me?”

“Oh? This is the first time you asked something rather than flying into a rage. I guess facing defeat woke you up.” The man chuckled, “So why you? Well…Should I say because you are the best for my plans?”

The man seemed to vanish for an instant from Lupus's sight before appearing behind him. This was not a feat of speed. This was not teleportation, either. For all intents and purpose, it seemed like Lupus had lost sight of him while the man simply walked towards him.

“I could kill you very easily and take your divine weapon now. But it would be counterproductive. The Wings are starting to lack in numbers and I am thinking of replenishing the force.”

Lupus looked up but Eins simply wagged his finger, “No need to worry. They cannot see me nor hear me for that matter. Truly amusing, don't you think? Those so-called goddesses.”

What was happening was going against everything Lupus knew. Not even demigods could so easily hide from the sight of the goddesses unless they were in their territories. How could this man do it so effortlessly?

“I can hear the gears in your brain turning, moving, working as they try to uselessly understand who or what I am. But I can easily answer you. After all, with just a snap of my hand, you will forget everything.”

For the first time in his life, Lupus felt true fear and he asked, gulping, “Who are you?”

“I am a god.” He uttered those words with perfect nonchalance and, ignoring Lupus' shocked expression, taped his forehead with a finger, “It's time to make a choice, little King. “Will you stay under the goddess who gave a Blessing to your niece? Or will you follow me to fight your Fate? You have until the day Lustburg reaches the door to answer me.”

On those words, the man vanished again, leaving Lupus alone. He was now at a crossroads and it was time for him to decide.
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Now alone once again, Lupus looked up and, though his eyes could not see past the ceiling of his castle, he felt like he could gaze into the night sky.

The words this man said kept resounding in his mind, forcing him to contemplate what kind of choice he would make for his future.

Join them or fight them?

Is it even possible to win?

Lupus thought back to what happened earlier. The man had not shown his full strength, only the equivalent of a King, but this alone had been enough to make Lupus feel helpless.

It was not even a question of power.

The man had been able to toy as he wished with his mind, leaving him completely helpless, and from what he was saying — There were more of them.

“The world is entering a new age of gods?”

There has always been discussion about the legitimacy of the goddesses, though those all had been squashed in the simplest way possible. These suspicions came from the concepts the goddesses wielded, and the fact that if Demigods existed, gods of different concepts should also exist.

Finally, even though history had been wiped out many times, Lupus knew that the Goddess of Chaos was accompanied by the Goddess of Destruction as well as four more goddesses.

Where did those goddesses vanish? What happened to them? Were they killed by the 14? If so, their death would only be temporary and had they might soon come alive again, to bring a new age of war.

Lupus knew all that. He simply never bothered thinking that it concerned him. He was sure that this would be a problem for the future generation far after his death.

“Summonl Sun Wukong.”

“Yes.”

Many of the servants left but a few were still present. Calling one the death-sworn warrior he had trained over the years, Lupus walked back to his throne and sat quietly.

Pondering. Thinking. Analyzing.

In the end, he came to a simple decision. He did not need days to make his choices, as he knew that one needed to be decisive at times. Closing his eyes, Lupus sighed. He would have never thought that he would find himself in this situation.

I guess I have no one to blame but myself.

Now all he had to do was wait. Wait for the final moment.
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Meanwhile, on Sun Wukong's side, for once in a very long while, the ever-stoic Monkey King could be seen laughing out loud as if he had heard the funniest news possible.

“So in the End, Camel, Flood, and Kun all got instantly destroyed by two young princesses?”

The other three Sages were speechless. This was perhaps one of the greatest losses they had faced in a long while.

“This reminds me of our old days when we were still just starting.”

After laughing a while, Sun Wukong took a swig of monkey’s wine from his guord before continuing, “You guys…No, all of us. We all started from the bottom. We earned our fame, fought on numerous battlefields, and faced numerous losses. But after a while, the stronger we became, the less defeats we faced and the more victories we accumulated, the more prideful we became.”

“The two princess only won because they used their Zones the very moment the fight began.” Thus spoke the Macaque King. But even as he did so, he cringed slightly.

“From your expression, I guess you understand just how stupid the words you proffered sounded.”

“I apologize.”

Sun Wukong shook his head, “I read the reports. Even though the two princesses won, it’s undoubtedly true that it was because they acted first. If our brothers and sisters had been able to use their full power, they might have gone either way. But…So What?”

He looked at all of them. The Lion King, the Macaque King, and finally the strongest one just below him — The Bull King.

“So what if their defeat had some circumstances? This is war. This is not a playground. Defeat means death. This is a truth all of us have forgotten. Never underestimate your enemies. Always go all out from the start. The difference between life and death is separated by nothing but an instant. A snap of fingers is enough time for one to lose his head.”

His voice was calm even as he spoke as if this was nothing but an afterthought. “Bull, Macaque, Lion. The three of you will go on the battlefield next.”

They exchanged looks, “Do you wish us to bring back honor to our names?”

“Honnor?” Sun Wukong who was about to walk away stopped and looked at the Lion King in disbelief, as if he had just said something that made no sense, “Since when did we start caring about honor?”

“Wukong…”

“Stop. It seems like all those years of peace went to your heads.” He raised his hand, his golden eyes shining with intensity, “The Seven of us, on that night, even before we became Dukes, all swore to fight alongside each other, to protect each other, and to walk a great way together. We became known as Great Sages, not because of pure arrogance but to express our goal.”

He growled, “None of us reached that goal. I am not equal to Heaven, you do not drive away the gods, and this goes for all of us. But this title is a wish, a direction! We do not fight for honor. We do not wish for glory. All we want is to reach the summit!”

He stopped speaking and the light in his eyes dimmed, “Or at least, I thought this was our common goal…It seems like I was the only one.”

He was about to continue but his ears twitched, “Let’s stop here. The King is calling me.” He started walking away, “As for going on the battlefield, forget I said anything. Do as you wish”

Now alone, the three Sages looked at each other, bitterness evident in their eyes. The Bull King, a tanned man with two large horns on his head, also stood up, “It seems like we have been blinded by our pride.”

The Lion King shook his head, “I am ashamed. I never thought I would one day receive such a wake-up call from Wukong of all people.”

As for the Macaque King, he looked up, counting on his fingers, “I received information that the Prince of Lustburg appeared in the Fortress of the Eternal Battlefield. What do you say?”

“Let’s go. Let’s see if the prince can make the fire in our hearts burn brightly once again.” said the Lion King.

“I believe that the prince is undoubtedly a higher threat than the two princesses. Our chances of winning are not the brightest.”

“So what? Wukong was right. Since when did we start caring about honor? In the past, we would not hesitate to scavenge the battlefield or gang up on anyone who threatened us. If one of us cannot win, then what about? If two can lose, what about three?”

The muscular frame of the Bull King twitched, “We should go with the mindset of hitting way above our weight. You don’t want to let the Reckless Monkey mock us, right?”

The three sages laughed, the heaviness in the air dissipating quietly. They were not children, and the words of Wukong did indeed make them understand the reality.

They called themselves the Great Sages, not because they were geat sages, but because they wanted to become them.

“My brothers. Let’s go.”

Meanwhile, a little farther, Wukong let out a quiet smile full of relief. It seemed like the hearts of his brothers had not fully died.

As for what happened next, he did not care. Losing or winning was not the most important thing. As long as their Dao Hearts shone brightly, they could still walk forward.

In fact — He hoped they would lose.

Thinking so, he looked forward to his fight. Would he lose? Or would he win? All of this did not matter. What mattered was to have the most exhilarating fight possible.

This was his way. This was his path. The Path of Endless Battle and Enlightenment.


Chapter 31


It's Time to Show my Might



While Sol had indeed gone to the Eternal Battlefield, people didn’t realize that he could nearly instantly cover the distance from Lustburg without having to use the teleportation magic circle. He was now back in his Lustburg after a short trip to secure the prisoner. After all, you never knew what could happen.

Now he had many things he needed to discuss with Camelia and a few points he needed to analyze.

The church was basically his playground;he knew that this place was completely under his control and no spies could be found here. This wasn’t surprising truly. With two women who could literally bend the mind and transform most people into fervent supporters, any spies that managed to enter this place should be considered as some sort of genius monster that defied all expectations.

“Sol…”

Sol stopped and looked behind him. After all, in this place there were only three people who could call him by name.

“Chloe. How have you been?”

Chloe was, in a way, his first friend. However, the relationship between them couldn’t be said to be close. Sol had noticed a strain between them as time passed and he could understand why.

Chloe was the first to see many things and understood the background of Lustburg more than anyone on the exterior. She knew that Lustburg had the power and, most importantly, the will, to fight and conquer the world. Which would mean eventually, they would have to fight against Slothstein one way or another.

“I have been…It has been complicated.”

Chloe wanted to hide things with a smile but in the end, she simply shrugged and gave her honest impression. She did not know what she could do now, or if she should try convincing Sol to stop his desire for war.

In the end, she simply sighed, “Will you continue this war?”

“Yes.”

“What happens after you win? Will you stop?”

“No.”

Chloe stayed silent for a few short seconds, “You know…The angels will not stay silent for long.”

“Is it a threat?”

“No, it’s a warning from a friend. Watch out for the sky. I advise you to work with the witches and make sure the sky of Lustburg is protected at all times once this war ends. Otherwise…You will regret it.”

She knew very well that telling Sol to not fight was useless. She also could not fight against this war by herself. This was why, she decided to take the second-best decision she could take.

Once she was done with her words, she turned on her heel and started walking away, “Also, you do not need to have those nuns keep an eye on me. I will not flee from Lustburg, nor do I plan to reveal all the information I have at my disposal.”

Sol was not ashamed that she knew the truth about this. After all, this had been his goal all along. He had been blatant enough that if, in fact, she had not noticed this he would have been disappointed in her instead.

“Why?”

“Why, huh…I honestly don’t know. Perhaps because you are my first friend?” She grinned and walked away, vanishing behind a corner, leaving Sol alone.

Soon, shadows started to move as a few nuns appeared, one after another. They were not using Milia or the Finger’s Shadow manipulation, just some special tricks.

“We apologize.”

“Do not worry. You have done a good job. Chloe is simply too powerful for you at this point.” He did not tell them that he expected them to fail. This would be a little too much even for him.

“What should we do now?”

“Report the situation to the Fingers. They know my intentions and will give orders accordingly.”

“Yes sire!” They answered in chorus and immediately left, allowing Sol to walk quietly while humming to himself.
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Sol finally reached Camlia’s room. She had been busy defending the city, and so finding time was more and more complicated. But he guessed this went for all of them. He was missing the carefree days but he knew this phase was necessary for them to reach the desired happy ending.

Entering the room, he could see Camelia lying down on the bed in a white negligee. Her face was the epitome of innocence while her glamorous body was extremely sinful. Her chest moved rhythmically up and down, slightly hypnotizing Sol for a while as he approached her bed and sat beside her.

“You know, It’s impossible for a King to not be awake after all this.”

Taking a seat, he placed his hand on her forehead before gently pinching her nose. This caused her expression to morph slightly into a comical frown until she finally opened her charming blue eyes.

“You look funny.” Sol chuckled before pushing her over slightly and lying down on the bed as well. He was not wearing any armor, so there was no discomfort.

Sighing, he hugged Camelia to him and closed his eyes. Her body heat was transmitted to him, giving him a certain feeling of ease and calmness, as if he was a ship that had finally come home.

Looking at the face of her beloved, Camelia gently moved one of his strands of hair. She could see the tiredness between his brows. His prowess and powers were such that she had forgotten that at the end of the day, Sol was still just a young man. Sadly, the world had no care for this and he was forced to grow up and mature faster to adapt to what the world was throwing at him.

“Tired?”

“Not much. I just need to close my eyes for a while.”

Sol did not talk much as he kept his eyes closed. Even with this, he could still hear the gears turning, and the river flowing, but he noticed that when he was close to people he cared about, this feeling became fainter and less overwhelming.

“Camelia. Do you remember our discussion a few weeks ago? In the forest while Lilith and Lilin were mending their relationship?”

“Yes.”

“I told you, when we go back home. I will call everyone and tell them my tale. But I didn’t.”

“Indeed.”

“Aren’t you curious?”

This time it was Camelia who hugged Sol, as if she wished for them to meld together and become one. “Of course I want to. I want to know everything about you. I wish to understand you better than anyone else. But…”

She stopped, searching her words, “I understand. Being honest is scary. Opening fully your heart means showing everything, both your good qualities and your ugliness that are buried deep within.”

Camelia understood how scary this could be and this was why, “You do not have to hurry. You do not have to feel like you need to reveal everything now. Even though you said you had no secret,s I think there is nothing wrong with keeping some things close to your heart.”

Sol did not open his eyes. His women were so accommodating. He knew they would do everything for him. All he had to do was ask.

“How about it? After this war ends, why don’t we tell everything to each other? No secrets, no lies, no fear, no judgment. You, me, and all the others.” She asked quietly while caressing his hair, to which Sol answered with a small laugh.

“You know. You are setting very dangerous flags right now.” He opened his eyes and finally gave her a small kiss on the forehead. He could see it in her eyes. The want, the desire to do far more.

But Sol decided to stop himself. Not now. Not when so many people were dying because of his orders. Even his escapades with Milia had been severely diminished to almost zero.

He could have all the fun he wanted — after the war.

As for how many flags this sentence raised, Sol did not care. All he had to do was to break those flags one after another.

“I will fight tomorrow.”

He gave her one last kiss and stood up. “It’s time to bring this war to a stop. Too many have died. I will also let the world understand that — no army can be a match for me.”

It was time for his name to resound through the battlefield.


Chapter 32


Facing the Sages



Dawn was approaching, and the moon was leaving its place to the sun, slowly but surely, allowing more and more light to bathe the earth.

Sol was observing everything, walking quietly. He was on the Eternal Battlefield, and though people could not see it, he could feel the power in this land. It was a place where many people died—a place where wars had been repeatedly fought for so long that it lost all meaning.

A hush filled the battlefield. Lilin's victory had been so swift that few had been able to react. With the appearance of the Rangers, the course of the war was all but decided. Even so, Wratharis was not considered helpless.

They still had three Kings and three powerful Dukes in reserve, so people were waiting, waiting for what would most likely be the last act before the end of this war.

When he reached the fortress's gate, they were immediately opened, and on the other side, a large corridor of honor could be seen with soldiers standing on either side, creating a wide road for him with a red carpet. At the end of this, he could see Lilin down on one knee, waiting respectfully for him.

“Welcome, Your Highness!”

Sol quietly smiled. Clearly, Lilin had warned them about his arrival. The soldiers were orderly, as expected of soldiers who fought constantly without much contact nor help from the capital.

The current way of honor reminded him of what happened when he once visited Duke Highland. Back then, the soldier radiated their killing intent, wishing to test his might and talents.

Now, though, no one dared something like this – yet this was not enough. The soldiers here still did not respect him, and they did not understand what kind of power he held.

It seemed like he had to make them learn.

When he entered, the soldiers all began to buckle under and groan. They had the distinct feeling that a mountain had been placed on their shoulders, but they did not realize that this was nothing more than the start. After all, Sol did not want to cripple them.

Each step he took added more weight to them. Soon, all the soldiers were kneeling and saluting his arrival, while Sol continued to walk unhurriedly until he finally reached Lilin.

Taking her by the hand and raising her up, he smiled, “Why do you kneel while the soldiers stand?”

The soldiers finally understood what had happened, but none of them were able to say a word. The entire zone seemed to be under Sol’s influence, pressuring them, crushing them, pushing them against the ground like worms being pressed by a boot. They could not talk. They could not breathe and moving was an impossibility.

Indeed. They understood now. The young man in front of them was not some useless prince.

“Your Highness. Forgive them, I am sure that they meant no ill will.”

Sol pinched Lilin's nose before looking at the kneeling older woman beside her.

“General Rose, was it?”

“Your Highness.” Rose was also kneeling but, unlike the others, could barely speak. Even so, those two words made her feel like she had been working out for hours.

Rose, like many others, had been wondering what kind of man Sol was. She had been constantly hearing from Lilin how awesome Sol was and if she had to be honest, while she had some expectations, she also had many doubts.

How monstrous.

All those doubts were gone. She could feel it even more keenly than the others. This was not intent – not even a technique, properly speaking. He seemed to be like a primordial monster and the soldiers’ instincts forced them to kneel as only then could they avoid punishment.

“I have heard many things from the Queen about this army, and on behalf of Lustburg, I would like to give my gratitude for all the blood the soldiers have shed during this war and even before.”

“You are too kind.”

“Indeed I am. This is why I will give you a warning, General. Never forget: no matter how you have ruled this place, no matter how long you have been living here, you are all from Lustburg and I am your Prince. Do not overstep your ground.”

He placed a hand on her shoulder and Rose had to fight the urge to simply lie on the ground and freeze because of fear.

Rose had been fighting for years – decades even. She had seen everything there was to see and fought everything there was to fight. Or so she thought. At this very moment, she did not doubt that the slender arm of the young prince had enough strength to grind her to dust.

“Sol…”

Sol looked behind and could see that many of the soldiers were about to faint. He smiled, the fact that they were only about to faint showed their experience.

“I am glad that I was not disappointed. All of you, rise.”

The pressure vanished and many groaned as they realized for the first time how beautiful it was to be able to breathe freely. With shaky legs, they all stood and saluted once again.

“WELCOME, YOUR HIGHNESS!”

“At ease.”

As sad as it was sometimes, it was necessary to give a beating to make people understand the difference in hierarchy. In this world, no amount of beautiful speeches could surpass the effect of a strong fist.

Of course, after beating them, he needed to appease them, “My dear soldiers, your loyalty and the numerous sacrifices you have made over the years do not leave me indifferent. I would be an unworthy prince and future king if I did not give you my heartfelt thanks and gratitude. The citizens of this kingdom are able to sleep well thanks to you.”

While Sol needed to make the hierarchy clear, he felt nothing but respect for those who had sacrificed their lives for the betterment of the kingdom. In his eyes, any of the soldiers here where worth more than most of the so-called nobles back in the capital.

“I know my words alone mean nothing to you and no monetary reward can pay for the lives lost. But I will do my best so that all the soldiers here, dead or alive, are never forgotten and receive the best reward possible.”

Once the war with Wratharis ended, this place would be a very important strategic zone for his expansion into Envilya. He needed the loyalty of his soldiers and he did not wish to antagonize them too much.

Once he finished his speech, up, Rose sighed and stood up. Her old bones had been quite rattled after this episode but she appreciated Sol’s words. He might not be completely sincere, but a king’s words were worth their weight in gold even if Sol was not yet king. “Would you like to rest, Your Highness?”

“No. I will have to fight soon.”

“Fight?”

Who would he fight? Wratharis had pulled back. As for Envilya, they were perfectly happy just observing and staying away for now.

“You will understand. For now, bring our VIP captives, the so-called sages. You put them under a dream, right?”

“Yes.” Lilin nodded excitedly. “With this, they won’t be able to create trouble. After all, we have no way of restraining them.”

“Good. Then let’s go.”

The walk was mostly silent, Sol was deep in thought, Rose did not dare disturb the prince and Lilin was happy gazing silently at Sol. Her gaze was not burdensome for Sol as he was already used to such and it was in such a heavy atmosphere that they found them.

“I see that you are already awake.”

Sitting in a cage cross legged, both the Camel King and the Dragon Flood Queen opened their eyes.

“It would have been quite humiliating if we were unable to wake up even with such a distance.”

The Camel King spoke slowly, his voice old.

“So why have you not escaped yet?”

“We wanted to but…”

The Camel King gave a bitter smile while the Flood Dragon Queen changed her position by putting one knee on the ground.

“I salute the Dragon Prince.”

“Oh? You know me?”

“Hearsay, coming from the forest elves. I did not believe them at first, but the moment I felt your aura, I realized that those words were true.”

The Dragon Flood Queen was a beautiful woman in her way and had it been any other time, Sol would have been happy to chat more with her, but now he had other things to worry about.

“I will be brief as I have no wish to waste our time. Will you follow me?”

The two sages stayed silent, and this time Jialong stood, “Are you asking this as the Prince of Dragons or the Prince of Lustburg?”

“Neither and all of them at the same time. My identities are nothing but accolades. Will you follow me? Do not make me repeat myself a third time.”

The two exchanged a look, and Jialong gritted her teeth, “Will we have to betray Wukong?”

“No.”

“Then, I submit.”

Jialong had no hangups about this situation. The dragons were even clearer a typical hierarchy than most races, and her pride would not have a dent by following the prince. The Camel King had more hesitation. But, knowing what he knew of the situation, he knew this was a trend that could not be fought.

“I will follow and listen to the prince.”

“Good. You will realize that this was the best decision in your existence. But for now…Let's go and recuperate your other friends.”

Sol looked at the horizon, his eyes shining. Though they were still far away, he could feel them approaching. Three powerful presences was at a level completely different from the two sages here. This was surprising but not outside of expectations. “Lilin, you have everything set?”

“Yes. This fight will be broadcast to the entire battlefield and even to the capital.”

“Very well. Then…Let’s see what the so-called sages are made of.”
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Lately, the sentence, “When Lustburg moves, the world moves as well,” was becoming something akin to a common sentence.

After all, with everything the kingdom had been doing lately, it was hard not to notice everything that was happening. From being expected to lose to nearly completely dominating the whole war, one could say that Lustburg was indeed riding the tide. Even so, there were still many people who did think this would go far.

They all knew that that would be it once Lustburg reached the capital of Wratharis. After all, only a demigod could hope to break the barrier created by the Supreme Daughter.

Ultimately, Wratharis would most likely make one last show of force, then retreat and start negotiating later.

Beyond the war, the people were the most interested in the fate of Lilith Luxuria. There were many theories.

Some alluded to Lilith being gravely wounded after facing the demigod who broke into Lustburg.

With how the Prince rose to power around the same time, many considered that Lilith and the Prince had always been in a strained relationship and that Lilith had been keeping the power for so long because she controlled him.

Now, though, Lustburg was without a King-ranked and the prince seemed to be only moderately talented.

The tales about the black phoenix showing its might made it clear that the Phoenix was not a King level either.

Sol Luxuria was weak, or at the very least, he was weak right now!

This was a common opinion, the spreading idea, and a fact that Sol did nothing to and instead helped push forward.

This was why, when a large screen suddenly covered the sky, the residents of Lustburg, Wratharis, and the few borders did not understand what was happening or what was about to happen.

All they could see was a lone man floating high on a desert battlefield, wearing regal clothes and showing a calm smile.

While many might not recognize him by name, his features made it easy to understand who it was as the camera seemed to focus on his eyes.

The Blessed of Lustburg — Sol Dragona Luxuria.

This was not the first time such a thing had happened. This had happened many times, but each time the prince made a broadcast, the information shared was incredible or very shocking.

This was why everyone raised their heads up the sky, from the most mundane to the high-ranked. They looked up and wondered – what kind of crazy stunt would the prince pull now?

They were not ready for what followed.
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Back to Lustburg, the three sages were flying on clouds, a technique Sun Wukong had taught them. It was very useful, allowing them to reach incredible speed in the sky and fight as they wished.

“Bull, do you feel it?”

The Bull King frowned, and his form slowly changed. His muscles twitched, and his height grew, reaching an impressive three meters tall, with long, pointed horns on both sides of his head, and a long, sturdy tail.

The Macaque King and the Lion King immediately transformed as well. This was not their full form, but it was the most advantageous one when it came to fighting.

“I will take the front – you guys stay a little further. If the prince immediately attacks, I will count on you guys to support me.”

The Lion King mocked, “I didn’t expect you to be so scared.” Though he said this, he also showed a very serious expression. He could feel the pressure. They had underestimated the prince even more than they initially thought.

“Hello.”

Whoosh!

The three sages, who were in a triangular formation, immediately reacted. Fists covered in fire, wind, and metal all created a roar as they tore the air to punch their target ruthlessly but sadly for them.
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“Well… this is a poor greeting I’ve received, I must say.”

The Lion King, holding a magical sword he had created with his affinity, widened his eyes as he watched what was happening. All of them stood still, unable to touch the intruder in their midst.

Their attacks weren’t blocked – not truly. But he felt like there was a layer between them and the young man in front of them, as if he was standing in a completely different space from him.

Now that they were close, they could see the intruder more clearly and immediately recognized him. Though he was very different from the image they had of him.

The prince they knew mainly appeared human. But the man in front of them was taller, and his horns and draconic eyes were clear for all to see. A few scales could be seen on his white skin.

Though shorter than the Bull King, he gave the distinct impression that he was towering over all of them.

“To be honest. I have so many ways to make you guys completely helpless in one go that this fight is meaningless. Ideally, I would put you down instantly like my beloved did, but this does not align with my goal.”

They became angry at how he belittled them but showed surprise when their feeling of infinite distance seemed to vanish, and their fists or weapons finally made contact with his skin.

Boom!

Though they appeared to have stopped earlier, they had never ceased building momentum and tried to break through whatever means of protection the prince was using.

The shockwave of the attacks finally making contact with his body was akin to a bomb detonating. The three sages were no pushovers, and the power they held was enough to bring down mountains.

Pure white light flashed, and the shockwave spread, forcing people who were in the vicinity to crouch down and cover their ears or protect themselves.

For those watching the broadcast, the impression of awe and power was easy to feel as they could see the spreading damage, even though the four were fighting in the air. They had no doubts that if they were in the place of the prince they would have been destroyed.

Then, what about the prince himself?

A few showed surprise. Many started to show glee or mockery at the situation. In Lustburg, the nobles who had been oppressed because of the reforms Sol was establishing were already about to jump for joy.

But —

Sigh~!

A sigh full of tiredness and disappointment sounded, reaching the ears of all those watching.

The light slowly dissipated to show the three Sages standing further apart with the same incredulous face.

“All that for a drop of blood. How pitiful.”

Meanwhile, Sol, still nonchalantly standing where he was, gently tapped the closing wound on his forehead and the drop of blood that fell.

“Or should I say, as expected of the Bull King? You honor your name as a powerful Duke. Only a very select few can even dream of making me bleed.” He smiled, “Be proud. You will be the one to have the honor of fighting me.”

Neither the Macaque King nor the Lion King were able to answer before being swiftly swallowed in Sol's dimension.

“Brothers!”

“Do not worry. They will be fine. No harm will come unto them. I cannot say the same about you, though.”

He stretched a little before taking off his pants and throwing them aside, revealing his muscular frame.

“Relax.immediately understood

This would not be a fight. This was going to be nothing more than a demonstration.


Chapter 33


Crimson Dragon



Cold sweat covered the Bull King.

They had not underestimated the prince this time. They came with the full intent of seriously fighting him, whether they would win or lose. They had many speculations, wondering if the prince also had some sort of one-shot instant skill like the two princesses or if he was perhaps already a King-rank and was hiding his level

So much speculation. So many plans. All of this was for the goal of having a serious and worthwhile fight. But, even though they did their best to overestimate the prince, they still needed to manage to capture the true extent of his power.

“I can feel your mind churning from here. You don’t need to. I am different from Setsuna and Lilin. If you take away my power to manipulate dimensions, I don’t have any particularly special or fancy skill, and I promise you I won’t use my dimension during this fight.”

The prince showed his impressive body even as he twirled his arms and resumed stretching.

“I am going to start. You better be ready or fail.”

The Bull King had nearly no time to react as he felt a fist approaching his face, and it was only thanks to his reflex that he could block the incoming attack using his weapon.

It was a giant fan with the mark of a setting sun inscribed on it. The fan was closed, so the Bull King did not hesitate to use the fist force to take some distance.

Even though he had managed to block the attack, his arm holding his weapon was tingling, and he immediately understood that a contest of strength would be detrimental to him.

This reminded him of his first fight against Sun Wukong.

“This is an interesting weapon.”

The Bull King gritted his teeth when he saw Sol floating leisurely in the sky without chasing him. Clearly, he was content just observing him.

“You are underestimating us.”

“You are wrong.” Sol shook his head, his expression was apathetic, “I have an approximative grasp of your skill, and this is why I can say, unless Sun Wukong himself or any other King intervene, your chances of winning against me are positively zero.”

There was no mockery in his eyes, no pride in his voice. His tone was no different from stating that the sun rose in the east and set in the west. That people were all destined to die and that nothing was unchanging.

He was not insulting him; he was not ridiculing him. Most likely, in his eyes, all he was saying was the simple naked truth.

The Bull King gritted his teeth and clenched his fist, a growing inferno was blazing in his heart. How long had it been since he had been underestimated?

“Are you angry? No need to answer. I can feel you are angry. I can even understand why. After all, you must have been told you were very close to becoming a King. Perhaps you were even told that you are nearly as strong as a King. This is honestly commendable. I salute your years of training and respect your strength. But…”

A sad smile formed on Sol’s face, as if he was pitying a poor kid who could not accept the simple reality.

“It doesn’t matter how close to being a King you are. You are not a King level and therefore you are unable to win. My victory is assured.”

The Bull King roared! His cry covered heaven and earth, causing everything to tremble in his vicinity. Then, taking a better hold of his fan, he fully opened it.

“You forced me.”

<<1st form: Slicing Claws>>

The wind seemed to undulate around him before being fired like projectiles at Sol. The attacks were nearly invisible, and only by paying attention could even try to count them all.

Had this attack been lower on the ground, then it could have been powerful enough to leave multiple deep scars on it, and the wind would have been strong enough to level the building in its wake.

This was why the Bull King rarely used this weapon. As the level of damage it could bring was astronomical and he did not like killing innocents.

This time, though, he could only watch as the wind was powerful enough to leave small scratches on the body of his opponents.

Blood was flowing, and the wounds would close immediately. When the attack finished, the only things that had truly changed were ruined pants, blood traces on his body, and a slightly ruffled hairstyle.

“I am sorry, but…I am nearly immune to magic. Pure Elemental-type attacks are pretty useful against me.”

Ah….

Sol shrugged as he arranged his hair, “Milia will be mad. She has been taking longer and longer to work on them.”

He shook his head and started floating slowly toward the Bull King, menacingly.

“Use your Zone. Summon your name. Since you are close to a King, you should already have a partial name, right? Stop making us waste time. Your attacks are nothing but a distraction at best and an amusing trick at worst.”

The Bull King screamed, and his fan glowed with an ominous crimson light. The humiliation he was currently feeling was beyond anything he had ever experienced up to now.

This feeling of helplessness went even above what he felt when he first fought against Sun Wukong.

But more than anything.

The look in the eyes of this Prince.

He could not stand this look.

He could have accepted it if the prince was arrogant, if he was a man who took pleasure in humiliating those weaker than him, or if he was just using him for amusement.

But this…

At the very moment, for the prince, he was nothing, a pebble that could be kicked away and forgotten soon after. Gazing at him as if he were just a pitiful kid trying to fight an adult.

“Do not mock me! I am the Bull King! I am the Great Sage who pacifies Heaven! I will not be looked down upon by a kid!”

<<Zone: Heavenly Flame Mountain>>

The world seemed to change around Sol, and the temperature rose to a degree so high the air itself seemed ready to combust.

Like the Zone of the Tiger Lord, this Zone was akin to a domain but did not create closed boundaries. In a way, one could say that it was closer to a dimension’s encroachment.

A giant mountain many kilometers high appeared behind the Bull King, akin to an active volcano with flames.

The sky became red, and the atmosphere became scarce. Soon, the temperature reached and even went beyond a thousand degrees Celsius.

Even the soldiers of Wratharis and Envilya, who had been watching in the distance, died nearly instantly under the power of the flames. The ones from Lustburg were lucky, as the barrier of the fortress protected them, but they could only look at their farmland with aghast expressions, knowing that if the domain continued to grow, those would not be spared.

Standing on his floating cloud, the Bull King was unfazed even as everything around him caught on fire. His body had changed, becoming a fiery red, while the end of his tail had fire around it. Fire also covered his horns, giving him the appearance of a devil coming to hell.

“Remember, prince. You are the cause of all this destruction. I will make you pay for underestimating us.”

Standing in the middle of the inferno, Sol laughed, his expression shifting from the earlier apathy as ice crystals formed around him.

“I have faced a supernova and toyed with Ifrit himself. Do not laugh with your warm sona!” He grinned, his eyes shifting and his voice changing, becoming deeper, more guttural, and more dangerous.

“Bull King. You wish to pacify Heaven. Truly admirable, but I apologize. I am the one who will stand above the Heaven.”

His skin ruptured and was replaced by scales. His pants were completely torn apart, and the light started to cover him. His body grew and grew, ten meters, twenty meters, fifty meters.

The light vanished as the sun was covered by a gigantic shadow that blocked the sky itself.

ROOAAR!!!

Floating in the sky was a Gigantic Crimson Dragon.
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For the first time in nearly twenty years, the roar of a dragon once again filled heaven and earth, forcing all beings to acknowledge its might.

For the people of Lustburg, many old soldiers or citizens had tears forming at the corner of their eyes as they watched the majestic entity d.

Ten meters tall, more than fifty meters long. Crimson scales on its back glimmering with golden scales under its belly, a beautiful mix of colors that did nothing more than increase the power it was emanating.

Even though they were not present on the battlefield, many of them started kneeling with their hands gathered in prayer. After all, while this form might be foreign for the younger ones, they could never forget it. It may be slightly smaller, but this form was undoubtedly that of Her Majesty Blaze Dragona. The Queen of Lustburg.

While Mars enjoyed popularity out of this world in Lustburg, Blaze herself undoubtedly garnered the most fear and respect, because her appearance was always the precursor of victory.

Her roars were always the sign that they did not have to worry and could leave everything to her. Whenever she appeared, with Mars on her back, the soldiers knew that this fight would only have one outcome.

After losing both of their symbols, Lustburg had been sluggish. The economy fell, their influence diminished, and the nobles began plotting. Citizens could only await, hoping that a just King would come.

Sol never showed such a sign. He was a young man who had been imprisoned all his life in a gilded cage while being pampered by the regent Queen.

While he made an impressive showing in the Ggadiator match, this was it. He was not even a Duke. So what could they expect from him?

Even Mars Luxuria, the Hero King, took three years of training before reaching the King-rank. What could they expect from Sol in just a few months? Not even a full year yet?

Then war happened – they lost, they won, but none of this had anything to do with Sol. The citizens could not see all the negotiation he was doing. They could not see all the steps he was taking.

All they could see was that when Lustburg was losing, the Princess stepped up first. She honored her Mother's name and defeated two sages with extraordinary means.

Then, the White Knight managed to stop the advance of Wratharis, as did Nuwa and finally Setsuna Ira, who was not even a true resident of Lustburg. She was the one who had managed to bring the war to a stalemate, and everything was reversed after the Rangers took the field.

Victories after victories. Impressive showing after one. Legends were born from the battlefield, and all the citizens could see was that — The prince was not one of those legends.

Even now he was hiding in his golden cage, doing nothing but gazing at the distance as citizens died.

The negative rumors that followed, while of unknown origins, spread like wildfire as the negative sentiment against Sol was at an all-time high.

The prince was a fraud, a coward.

The prince was even more useless than the Puppet King. The prince was a shame to the bloodline of the Hero King.

Such sentiments became so prevalent that there was no doubt that if the Blessed systems did not exist, the population would have risen in rebellion and asked for a new Prince to take his place.

All this negativity, all these suspicions, all those doubts – all of them vanished at this very instant alongside the roar of the giant dragon.
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On the battlefield, Sol had no care for the changes in feelings the population of Lustburg was experiencing. For him, such concerns were nothing but a trifle, not worthy of attention in comparison to the fight that was happening.

The Bull King was trembling. Even though he was a powerful fighter, one who had seen hundreds of battlefields, he had never faced a true dragon outside of Blaze To this day, the only ones who truly fought against a Dragon were Jialong and Sun Wukong.

‘How is this possible?’

His limbs felt frozen. His body was completely stiff, so much so that even breathing was ridiculously hard for him.

The feeling had when one was facing an apex predator. All his instincts were screaming at him, telling him he was facing something beyond anything he could deal with.

That they were not on the same level. Two dimensions that were completely different.

The Bull King understood intellectually what was happening. This was Dragon Might. The natural pressure all dragons emanated.

But how could such pressure come from a Duke?

How the hell was this even a Duke!?

[Bull King. Once again, be proud. You are the first person to face this form. Your name will forever go down in history.]

The voice coming from his maw had nothing human anymore, and the way the King was looking at him was infinitely cold. Whereas before he felt pity and indifference, now it was as if he was gazing at something unworthy to be in its presence.

The Bull King should have been angry. But what stunned him the most was that, somewhere in the back of his mind, a voice seemed to whisper that this was reality. There was nothing wrong with this gaze that, in fact, even gazing at the majestic appearance of this dragon was something he should be proud of.

[Worms should not share the same sky as me.]

The dragon moved, and one palm filled with sharp claws was raised before pressing down toward him. This was enough for the Bull King to snap out of his daze and try to fight back, but he helplessly realized that his own body still refused to move, seemingly weighted down by an infinite mass. He felt the weight of the entire world was on his shoulders.

Space was under the control of the Dragon Prince, and so was Gravity.

“I will not yield!” The Bull King screamed, showing his defiance and refusal to bow in front of Heaven. But like the cries of all mortals who screamed at the injustice of the world — They were useless.

Whoosh!

The Bull King was swatted down like a fly and crashed against the ground at such a high speed that it seemed like a bomb had gone off. Large-scale destruction followed as everything in a hundred-meter radius was destroyed because of the shockwave that followed.

But this did not stop there.

The form one had would always affect his psyche, and Sol, in his full Dragon form, felt nothing but pure revulsion at the simple thought of wasting more time fighting against someone who was nothing but a bug to him.

His large wings opened wide, showing a mixture of Gold and crimson scales intertwined in a beautiful schematic. Sol did not understand why his scales, which were usually golden, had this crimson hue in his full dragon, nor did he care to know.

All he knew was that the mountain before him was a bother, and as such, he would destroy it.

Sol grinned, and his form seemed to be nothing more than the malevolent grin of an evil dragon. He remembered the first time he met Kiyohime and witnessed the true power of a dragon. He had been envious then. But now… His eyes flickered. It was time to test something. Raising his long, serpentine neck, golden light gathered in his throat, going from his stomach until it reached its maw.

Above him, pure mana appeared all around, seemingly gathering under his call. Water, Wind, and fire, three of the four fundamental elements in magic, all came together and fused before being swallowed by him.

For a few seconds, silence seemed to fall on the battlefield.

All those observing these fights, both in the fortresses or through the large screens floating in the, sky, opened their eyes wide as they went wild with what followed.

They watched as the dragon opened its maw wide; they shivered as they observed the sharp row of teeth that seemed ready to tear everything apart.

Finally, they felt pure fear as the dragon finally unleashed his attack. He opened wide,

<<Dragon Breath: Prototype Light of Destruction.>>

Crimson light bloomed —And everything was erased in its wake.
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They said the most beautiful things in the world were often the deadliest. This was a reality many may not accept, but few could refuse.

At this moment though, there was no dissent nor discussion about this fact—only awe. All the people, no matter what their level, watched in awe as the crimson blood light erased everything it came in contact with, and this was the exact meaning.

There was no explosion. No shockwave, no collision. It was as if someone used an eraser on a page and made everything vanish.

It was smooth and silent and, this was why it was all the more frightening.

Standing alone, atop the heavenly canopy, Sol was the undisputed ruler of the sky. His might rolled, covering all places, and he was yet to be finished.

Whoosh!

[From now on….There will be no Wratharis Fortress in this place.]

His wings opened wide and with this, thousands upon thousands of fireflies appeared all above him. Through the sky, one had the impression of witnessing the birth of thousands of stars – very deadly stars.

ROOOOAAR!!

<<Dragon Wings: Phoebus Catastrophe>>

This was an attack he had once used back when he was attacking the Chaos Spawn in Tartarus, and this attack was once again proving to be devastating. Only this time, it was filled with the light of destruction, and the effects were there for all to see.

Whoosh!

Like shooting stars, all the crimson fireflies flew directly toward their target, leaving trails of mana behind them.

It was beautiful, but it was also nothing short of pure destruction.

The landscape changed under his might; hundreds of meters were reduced to rubble or craters and from now on, the maps of the world would have to be changed to reflect the reality.

Mountains were flattened, hills were erased, deep holes appeared, and obviously — the fortress was destroyed. The shield that had been placed had no means nor hope of even standing up an instant against this attack.

After launching two such powerful attacks, one would expect Sol to be tired. After all, no matter how one looked at it, this kind of attack should not be something that could be launched by anyone, no matter how strong they were, and they were not wrong.

No matter how strong he was…Sol was just a Duke. His reservoir of energy was limited, and he certainly could not launch a third attack.

Well, that would have been the case if not for one very small problem: Sol was no normal Duke.

Sol was a Dragon Duke with his core intact, and what followed next showed why people avoided messing with rank-S mythical beasts.

Once the destruction Sol wrought was finished, he let out a gigantic roar. Following this, the mana in the air became almost liquid as it condensed to such a high degree while being aspirated in his core.

The land reacted to this as such a heavy absorption of mana could only create a lack of equilibrium in the zone, and if Sol continued like this, the entire place might turn into a mana-dead zone where no more mana could circulate, and no more life could grow.

Thankfully, Sol had no intention of going so far all he wanted to do was to send a message.

[Listen World!]

The world listened – the people stayed, eyes riveted, watching the magnificent creature that seemed to surpass all mortals.

[I am Sol Dragona Luxuria. The Crown Prince and future King of Lustburg and the prince of the Dragon realm.]

Light filled his body, and the giant dragon slowly shrunk until all that was left was a young man. Mana moved under his will and regal clothes were draped on his body, while a throne of Ice appeared behind him for him to sit on.

His expression was apathetic as he looked at the camera, but all those who watched had the distinct impression that he was looking down on them. The worst was…Many had a feeling that this was as things should be, as if it was normal for him to stand atop all of them and for them to kneel and worship him.

“On this day, Six of the Seven Sages were defeated. Wratharis’ fortresses were all destroyed or captured, and Lustburg is occupying more than 50% of Wratharis’ land with no way for them to fight back.”

His voice was calm and steady, and while it lacked the guttural inhuman inflection of a few moments ago, the words he uttered were no less heavy.

“Wratharis has lost the battle, and Lustburg stands victorious.” He smiled, a smile full of chills, “But this is not the end. This cannot be the end. This is why I will give an ultimatum.”

Mana moved under his will as a gigantic VII appeared in the sky.

“Seven days. For the next seven days, no more fights will happen. I will give seven days for Wratharis to surrender officially. If it does, we will give back 80% of the land we conquered, and all the prisoners will be given back at a quarter of the price.”

Gasps could be heard in different parts of the world, but they were immediately shushed, as all of them listened to the words of the prince. They knew that this was not the end.

“But…” Indeed, the prince did not disappoint them, “ In those seven days, Tyrant Lupus has to officially put down his crown and leave the role of Sovereign to the next ruler – Setsuna Ira. He has to recognize his crime of fratricide to the whole world and accept to be imprisoned for years to come.”

By now, all those who were used to intrigues understood what Sol was trying to do.

“If on the eighth day, Wratharis has yet to surrender and the tyrant has yet to give up, then…We will continue the war, and I will stand at the forefront of this battle. I will erase everything that stands in my way, for I believe I have shown more than enough compassion. No more.”

A cold light shone in his eyes, “Remember my words. Engrave them in your very beings, spread my tales, share my words. Fire will rain, blood will flow, and parents will cry at the sight of the coffin devoid of corpses of their children sent to a senseless war where victory was not even a possibility!”

“I will show no mercy! I will not hesitate! I will become Death…The destroyer of worlds.”

A cold shiver went down their backs and they could all easily imagine the picture that Sol was drawing.

“Give me your answer, Tyrant. Your Crown or the well-being of your citizens. Make your choice and live the rest of your life with the weight of your decision.”

After those words, the prince completely vanished, as if he had never been there in the first place.

But one look at the horizon showed them this was not a dream. This was not their imagination. This was the cruel reality and this was also the birth of a new legend: a legend that would completely change the way people saw war.


Epilogue




Once the feed and the screen in the sky vanished, silence seemed to fall everywhere. The video had long since been relayed in real time to most royal powers, as there was no way they could ignore such an event.

The feelings after viewing this video were mixed, but for many, all they could feel was one thing: dread.

For the people who had lived long enough and for the many witches who were watching the video from Salem or other places in Lustburg, all they could do was open their mouths wide and wonder if they were having hallucinations.

After all, they could recognize and understand what the technique Sol used represented. This was the power of Destruction or at the very least, something very close to it, and in this world, at least up to now, there had been only two people who could use this magic.

Ymir, the Goddess of Destruction, and Kali, the Witch of Destruction.

Now though, it seemed like they would have to add a third one to this list, Sol the Destroyer of Worlds – or at least that was how he called himself. But no one could laugh at such a high-sounding name, because they knew that while this may be a joke now, this could become reality later. This fact alone was enough for many to shiver as they realized just how dangerous Lustburg was now.

The Rangers had been enough to bring wariness in them, but at the end of the day, those Rangers were barely equal to Dukes. There was no comparison to a King. But Sol Luxuria was different. Sol was a Blessed, which meant he could and would most likely become a King and might even become a Demigod.

The word ‘impossibility’ held no meaning in front of the absurdness of what being a Blessed and a Dragon represented.

This also reminded them of something else.

“By the way…He is just a Duke…Right?”

Suddenly, many people started worrying.

Sol Dragona Luxuria was just a Duke. What may have sounded like nothing but a statement full of mockery at first, directed to the ruler of a Kingdom being nothing but a Duke was now one that was filled with dread.

Sol Luxuria was just a Duke. Worse, he was not even officially the ruler of his Kingdom. He was just the Crown Prince of Luxuria.

This would mean that the Limitation Treaty wouldn’t apply to him and he was free to roam on any battlefield in the future. He could attack with full impunity any Kingdom and as long as he did not go too far in his conquest and stopped at a certain limit, the Kingdoms would have to bow to him as they had no way of acting without moving their Kings.

It wasn’t just him.

Setsuna, Lilin, The White Knight, Nuwa – while not all of them were seen fighting, they were undoubtedly all high or top-tier ranked Dukes as of now.

—They were all only Dukes.

The dignitaries realized for the first time that Lustburg was in a very weird position; it was as if they had all the steps necessary to become the bullies of the world.

This reminded them of another entity, a country that once lorded over the world like a sword of Damocles, ready to fall at any moment: Gluttony Foss, the country under the order of the Mother of Thousand Monsters, Echidna.

The irony did not fail to land as the one who ended that tyranny with the sacrifice of their King and Queen was none other than Lustburg itself and now, the child of those two was the one who was about to cause problems to the entire world.

The leaders all started moving, all understanding that if they did not do something fast…Lustburg would become a true hegemony like it was one thousand years ago.
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[Southern Pride.]

While most countries were worried about Sol War's potential, the elves were having a different problem. Well, it was hard to call it a problem in the truest sense of the word. But the Queen of the Elves, the ever-proud Satella Superbia, was having a headache of the highest magnitude.

“My Queen! 70% of the young elves fainted!”

“My Queen! The Dragon Emperor Cult…The Dragon Emperor club is protesting and asking why the Dragon Emperor was still not officially recognized as a tribal leader.”

“Your Majesty! The main plaza is completely occupied, the infirmaries are full, and tensions is high!”

“We are facing the wettest crisis ever! I nearly slipped on someone's juices while coming here!”

Many elves blushed at the last statement as while only the relatively young elves had fainted, it wasn’t as if the older ones were uneffected.

“Jasmine! Stop acting like this in this situation.”

Satella covered her face while her friend, the Supreme Daughter, cackled with delight.

“What? I am only reporting the truth. To be honest, I was late because I had to change my robe. It was not in any appropriate state.”

Her words were not explicit, but everyone understood what she meant. After all, Jasmine was not as old as Satella.

Satella could only groan, but there was nothing more she could say or do. After all, even in her case, despite having dragon blood and having lived for so long, she had felt her face flush a little, and her heartbeat accelerate when the video was shared with her.

She could only imagine what the others must have felt.

But the current situation was no joking matter. This video was no different from a weapon of mass destruction for the elves and their culture. Even now, she was receiving reports about more than half of their guards at the border being all down after fainting or simply unable to fight.

It wasn’t as if they had never seen a dragon.

But such might and display of power had been unheard of since nearly one thousand years ago when they fought against the Dragon of the Conquerer King. If Siegfried had not slain it, they might have lost even more poorly, and this act of killing a dragon King caused Siegfried to become quite criticized in the community even though he should have been revered as a hero.

Sitting beside Satella, Jasmine gave a weak smile, “I think we need to talk to that woman.”

“The phoenix?”

“Yeah. Until now, it was still possible to argue and take our time. With the slow nature of the elves, we could have even pushed a decision for the future in ten years or so. But now…I won’t lie; I wouldn’t be surprised if they rioted and fought you to the death. This is how insane everyone is acting.” She added with a worried expression.

For once, she was not joking. The club or cult or whatever this phoenix was creating was already full of hardcore fanatics of the Dragon Prince, and now their faith would be enough to generate Faith coins if they were in a Territory.

This was how insane everyone was, and as for the elves who had been staying neutral, well…She was 90% sure that the moist feeling in their crotches would make them sing a different song soon.

Satella felt like a small child trying to stop the wind of destiny. “Do they not understand that it isn’t that I am against the dragon faith but that Sol is not just a Dragon? He is the Prince of… No, I should simply call him the King of Lustburg now. Do they want to allow humanity to control us?” She had the impression of being the only one who could see in a world of blinds.

“I am sure they understand. They might be young, but they are not stupid. The problem is…” She did not finish her words, but Satella lowered her face and sighed, “They don’t care.”

“Indeed. In fact…I believe many would wish to be ruled by a True Dragon. You have seen his form, right?” Jasmine was careful with her words, in order to not hurt her friend.

“I am sure it’s only faith and hormones talking now. But even after they calm down, many will be adamant about it.”

Satella sighed and waved her hand, “Leave me alone. All of you. I need time to think.”

Jasmine opened her mouth for an instant, but in the end, she simply shook her head and walked away. There was one solution for this to end to their advantage and avoid having Sol become the direct ruler. But this solution would be akin to selling herself to the ruler of Lustburg.

Jasmine did not know if Satella's remaining pride could accept such a solution. As such, she simply closed her mouth and started walking away. Her expression was serene.

After all, if worst came to worst, she would sacrifice herself. Unconsciously, Jasmine licked her lips. This wouldn’t even be much of a sacrifice, all things considered.
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The elves were not the only ones who were reacting with shock. On the side of the dwarves, silence weighted heavily, as all of the old men of the councils were completely silent.

Sitting on his throne, the King watched all of this with a snickering face, “So, about our action about Lustburg. Does anyone want to be the messenger that will reclaim our so-called lost heritage from them?”

The inflection in his voice as he spoke was a clear mockery of their words and actions but no one spoke up. They understood very well that the King was waiting for someone to slip up and fail.

After all, no matter how this council existed, the one with the absolute authority was still the King. If he decided to truly flex all his power, they could do little.

The King seeing this, shook his head. His eyes dimmed slightly. If he had to be honest, he would have wished for them to fight back a little. Not for any plans but simply for pride.

Since when the proud and courageous dwarves had fallen so much? They went from being a race full of solidarity between them, even while enslaved by the Elves to becoming one of the most scheming races in the world.

If in the past dwarves were synonymous with courage, brashness, and smithing, now they were simply known as backstabbing, greedy bastards.

A race so used to backstabbing even devils seemed more trustworthy than them. At least the devils would follow the contract to the letter and all of this was because of greedy bastards like the ones sitting here.

He also knew that there were many traitors in this place. Not only those who were greedy for money. Those were still usable. But those who were greedy for life. Those were the most dangerous.

Some of them, like Theresa’s deceased brother, had been in cahoots with the Wings of Freedom. While others were basically nothing but slave working for the angels and receiving payments.

The reason he had not acted on this all this time and closed one eye was simple. As bastardly as those guys were, this was still an option for survival for the dwarven race.

When giants fought, little people like them had to find a way to survive, and even if his way failed, if the way of those traitors could assure the survival of the dwarves then this was something he was willing to ignore.

This was why he was okay with letting Theresa dip her feet and spread her influence in Lustburg.

One way or another, the dwarves would survive – even if they had to fall under a new master, they would survive. Ensuring this survival in those troubled times was his duty as a king.

‘In the end, I am also greedy, like all of them.’

He was trying to bet on everything at the same time, but thankfully, the chances of losing everything were low. Whoever ended up winning would be too happy to have dwarves under their commands to kill them.

He sighed and waved his hands to force those council members to shut up.

“Contact the angels. Either way, they are the ones acting as the police. It’s important to discuss the current situation. Sol Luxuria should ascend to the throne of Lustburg as fast as possible. Once this happens, even if he is not at the true King-level, he will still be officially restricted by the Conventions.”

The King remembered the image he had seen and he had to say, he was glad to have given a green card to Theresa. She always had a better nose than him when it came to catching people with potential.

Between all the bets he was making, he sincerely hoped that Theresa would be the winning horse.

I wonder if I have a relative that would fit the taste of the boy.

He frowned a little. Very hesitant. From what he knew of Lustburg's history, despite being called the Kingdom of Lust, they seemed to be closer to Castitas than anything else. Few Kings or Queens in the history of Lustburg could be called promiscuous to any degree.

The exception to this rule seemed to be Uranus, the Tyrant King. He was a man with very unusual tastes as, despite being human, he had a deep fascination with beastkins.

As for Sol. Well, it seemed like the love of beastkin ran in his blood from what he could see with Princess Setsuna. As for how promiscuous he was, it would be logical to assume that as a part-dragon, he would be extremely lustful. But the news they received from their spies were too contradictory to glean anything of use.

He didn’t know who was the one in charge of the anti-spy policy of Lustburg, but that person was damn good.

“Well. Let’s continue, gentlemen. It’s time to decide our stances with Wratharis. The war does seem to lean in favor toward Lustburg. I do not think they will be able to pay our rates for the weapons and armor in the current situation once Lustburg takes their spoils of victory. Should we stop our services?”

They hesitated a little before one raised his hand, “I believe there is still one part left. While Wratharis undoubtedly lost the overall war. It’s hard to say they completely lost as a full reversal in the current situation is still possible.”

Everyone looked at each other, one name appearing in their mind.

If it was that person then, indeed, everything could change at a moment's notice.

After all, he was the First of the Seven Great Sages.

The Handsome Monkey King — Sun Wukong.
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[Wratharis]

While most of the world was going into a frenzy over the exploits of the Prince of Lustburg and the ultimatum, Wratharis was bathed in silence. The citizens, be it those at the border or those in the Capital, had been watching the fight, and like everyone, they were astonished at the power of the prince.

But the situation they were facing was much more real. After all, what they kept in mind was the warning the prince gave about holding back.

Because of how overwhelmingly powerful individuals could be, it was necessary to impose limits. This was why a King could only step on the battlefield when the capital was in danger or when a large part of the country was conquered.

They were supposed to be the last bastion, and even when they intervened, while not an official rule, they would do their best to fight as far as possible from the enemy line and minimize damage.

If a King-rank went crazy and started massacring people, then this would be the start of an era of Chaos. No one would fight a war if they knew a King could come and choose to wipe them out.

While Dukes could be powerful, they were ultimately limited in what they could and could not do.

Sol was in no way a normal Duke, and his threats were in no way amusing jokes. The fact that he was partially a dragon made those threats all the more frightening. After all, dragons were not exactly known for being kind, gentle, and cute.

All of Wratharis was silent. All of them were gazing at the imperial castle.

The riots had ceased and the chaos quieted down. They were all waiting. All wondering what choice the so-called King would make.

History was moving inexorably and the decision he made now would be one that would be remembered for generations to come.
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Standing on the balcony of the imperial castle, Lupus was gazing out at the beautiful capital of Wratharis. He could feel it. A kind of pressure of the like he had not felt even when he fought his brother and his mate.

It was ironic, in a way. His goal had been to initiate a large-scale conquest similar to the one made by Jupiter Luxuria one thousand years prior and succeed where the man failed.

His dream had always been to be the center of the world. His ego could not accept any other reality. He wished to live in a world where all eyes were riveted on him and awaited his verdict.

He was now living in such a world, jJust not in the way he initially expected to.

“You can laugh, you know.”

Sitting in the corner of the balcony with his staff against his shoulder and his head down as if he was resting was Sun Wukong.

Lupus had called for Wukong and ordered him to stay in the castle and serve as a guard.

Lupus did not know how powerful Wukong was currently. But he had a faint inkling that tclue the best solution to keep that man who messed up with his memory away for now.

Hearing him, Wukong raised his head with curiosity dancing in his eyes, “Why should I?”

“Don't you think it's pretty amusing? The fall of a tyrant, that is.”

Currently, the castle was 90% void of all occupants. They had all fled, and Lupus was disinterested in keeping them any longer.

He looked around, “The citizens hate me. The servants reject me. The world mocks me.”

Wukong seemed baffled, “The Citizens never liked you. They simply didn't have a choice. The servants all feared you. You keep killing some of them for random mistakes. The world has no care for you. Only a few individuals outside of Wratharis will observe your situation. The farmers are too busy thinking of the next harvest. The smiths hit metal, the slaves serve and the nobles will work or dance.”

Wukong looked up, “The sun will still rise in the sky. The wind will still blow and the earth will still exist. You are not the center of the world, Lupus.”

“...”

Lupus closed his eyes. If this was him a few months ago, he would have exploded in rage at being slighted this way. Now though, he realized that he could not even muster the interest in becoming angry.

The words of Sun Wukong were as blunt and straightforward as always. They were really hurtful. But it also served as a wake-up call in a way.

In the grand scheme of things, he was nothing. Sadly it was a wake-up call that came too late.

“I have never understood the thirst for power some of you seem to have. But in your search for power, you all seem to forget. No matter how much you conquer, if you aren't a demigod, you will simply die as a mortal.”

Wukong shook his head and Lupus lamented.

Becoming a demigod was certainly a goal they were all striving for and as they were Blessed, it should have been far easier for all Blessed of the different countries to become Demigods.

If so, why then was it so complicated for them?

Lupus always thought that it was because ascending was simply that hard. But now he realized that he had been wrong.

The one who called himself a god had told him the bitter truth.

Gods were created by focusing on one concept. By becoming one with a concept that formed the law of reality, one would become truly eternal as long as the universe existed. Because of this, no two gods could thread on the same path, and the more-powerful individuals were on a path, the harder it was for others to climb.

In a way, the laws of the world were akin to a road that progressively became narrower, thus limiting the number of carriages that could take it at the same time.

It was nearly impossible for Divine Beasts to reach the level of a false gods, for the simple reason that they were fully imbued with the power of the concept of the goddesses.

These same rules applied to the Blessed.

Because of the existence of those demigods and all those Kings, all Blessed had nearly no possibility of becoming demigods themselves.

By threading on a road already existing, they could advance faster than anyone else, but the limits imposed on them were also clearer than anyone else.

“How ridiculous.” He chortled as he remembered this truth, so shocked that his amazement had turned into derision.

The only way for him to become a demigod would be to break all his foundations and thread a new path, starting with the Duke level.

The King looked up. His eyes had never been so clear, and the world had never seemed so bright.

“I have a new ambition, Wukong. For that, I need to survive. Will you help me?”

Wukong quietly observed the king, “For the first time, I find you to be somewhat interesting.”

Lupus laughed out loud and burned the image of Wratharis one last time in his eyes before turning around. Whether this was the last time he watched the capital would be determined soon.


Chapter 34


Special Chapter: Dragon Realm



The dragon realm was not calm at the moment. Ever since the latest events where traitors had been revealed once again, something dark had been building, and tension was at an all-time high.

Dragons were by nature extremely individualistic, and the fact that traitors might still be lying low pushed this desire for isolation even more. As if it wasn’t enough, any dragons who showed even the slightest suspicious action had risk of getting lynched by the crowd before any questions were asked.

Kiyohime had been pulling her hair because of the stress, even as she struggled to bring stability to the realm.

It was not easy, since the dragons knew that she was the executioner who put down all the traitors. At the same time, it was because of this that she was more respected. Many dragons pitied her. in fact, for they knew that Kiyohime loved the dragon race from the depths of her heart.

They could not even imagine how much grief she must have felt, as many of tose dragons had been directly or indirectly raised by her.

Kiyohime knew that her prestige was helpful, but soon Tiamat would leave for the divine beast conference, and she knew that once this happened, things might really get troublesome.

She had been visiting Tiamat repeatedly the last few weeks, as Tiamat delegated more and more of her authority onto Kiyohime.

Once Tiamat left, the Territory would not benefit from the additional protection of the Sea of Stars dimension that belonged to her. This was another glaring point they needed to take care of and another problem she had been losing her hair over.

Today though, as she walked alone in the hallway, her expression was less frantic. After all, she wasn’t here for a report but simply to deliver a message.

“Oh my, Kiyo! How are you!?”

Kiyohime stopped in her tracks and looked at the short pink woman sauntering toward her with a large grin.

“Skuld.”

Kiyohime's relationship with Skuld was…complicated. As a dragon and a warrior of Order, she despised Skuld and in fact, would be happy to sink her claw in Skuld’s heart and crush it. She also knew that Skuld, despite her apparent smiles and joy, held no love nor interest for her and anyone else.

Expect one person — Sol.

Kiyohime's relationship with Sol was even more complicated.

“What the matter?”

“My, so cold! After what we did together last time, I thought we had become closer.”

Kiyohime felt heat cover her face. Right. This was the reason why she could not rebuke Skuld. That wild night she spent alongside the other women with Sol was still etched in her memory.

Letting out a sigh, she resumed her stride, “If you have nothing of importance to say, then leave. I have a message to give.”

“Oh, I know. I can even guess what the content of that message is. Why else do you think I came?” Skuld chuckled before walking alongside Kiyohime. The two of them were relatively close in height, so they made quite the picture together.

Even as she seemed close, Skuld made sure to keep a certain distance from Kiyohime. It was a small distance, but for people at their level, this was just the perfect distance to react instantly in case of a sudden attack.

Kiyohime gave a side glance at the impish titan and scoffed, “Tiamat should soon receive your sister, right?”

“Indeed. Since she is a Demigod, Tiamat put my sister away, but soon they will have an audience. It will be interesting.”

“Interesting, you say?”

“Chaos will happen soon. It barely did in the other timeline, but this time things will be different. Whether this will be for good or bad, I cannot say. What I can say, though, is that the peace you are enjoying at the moment is in a very precarious place.”

“Is that so?” Kiyohime was noncommittal. She knew that something big would happen, but she had no care for this as long as it did not affect the dragon realm.

The two finally reached Tiamat’s room and immediately entered. Tiamat now had long brown hair, while the clothes she wore were closer to training gear.

“Empress.”

Kiyohime gave a respectful bow but Tiamat simply waved it away and proceeded to speak plainly, “I have been feeling quite restless this morning. I felt as if something happened. Sol’s star stone brightly and I wondered what that brat was doing.”

Tiamat was not a goddess and as such was unable to gaze upon the mortal realm, but as a dragon, Sol’s star was firmly planted in Tiamat’s dimension. Even with someone with a Fate as elusive as his, she was still able to feel his situation.

“Well. I believe that the answer is here. This was sent to me by Kaiser and Nidhogg.”

Kiyohime took out a small round crystal ball. It was a recording device that was rarely used in the astral realm despite how useful it could be.

“Oh?” Tiamat received an eyebrow at this. She remembered that the two young dragons had descended and were staying in the mortal realm with the elves. “Go on, activate it.”

Kiyohime nodded while Skuld, who had stayed silent, watched with interest. The crystal ball flickered with light before it started floating, and soon images were projected from it.

At first, Tiamat seemed mildly curious. The Seven Great Sages were also quite the sensation in the astral realm. After all, they were led by Sun Wukong, and they were truly battle-hungry warriors.

It did not take long for her eyes to open wide and for her to lean forward in her seat as image after image flashed.

The display of pride, strength, and absolute and total domination made her feel like she was watching her younger self in action. She could see how much refined his control over his dimension had gotten.

But it was only when Sol fully transformed into a Golden and Crimson Dragon that Tiamat’s attention was captured. The dragon form was technically inferior to the War Form but this was mostly because the Warm form offered greater agility and less of a target for the enemy.

The dragon form was in no way weak and gave many advantages in pure power and mana reserve.

“Marvelous.”

Tiamat fought the desire to cheer when Sol activated his Dragon breath. This was a power no dragon had ever shown. Dragon breath was extremely close to the power of Destruction by its nature, something only Ymir and the Witch of Destruction had shown mastery of.

Sol gave his speech and proclaimed unilaterally a ceasefire. He threatened another Blessed who was a King-ranked while being a Duke rank himself.

Tiamat covered her face with her hand but could not hide the large grin covering her face.

In the end, though, she simply exploded in laughter. At first, it was a simple laugh, but soon it started filling the nine heavens themselves, causing tremors to fill every part of the territory.

This was how a prince should be!

The Sol she had known had been relatively humble in his actions and words. Those traits were admirable in a warrior. But she did not wish to see them in her family.

Pride. Absolute and complete pride as well as confidence in one's own power. The complete and unbreakable belief in the power you possessed.

“This was beautiful.” In the end, her laugh ceased, but her mood was still at an all-time high.

“Kiyohime. I want you to make a copy of this recording and spread it through the entire dragon territory. If possible, also make them flow in the other territories.”

Kiyohime, who had been spellbound by Sol’s display of power and his full dragon appearance, tore her gaze with difficulty from the video. His glistening scales had been quite mouth-watering.

“You…” Though her thoughts were still a little jumbled, she immediately understood what Tiamat was trying to do.

“You want to build his legend?”

“Heh.” Tiamat snickered, “Soon he will have to create his name. Might as well help him.”

The victory against the titan was grea, but anyone with discerning eyes would know Sol didn’t use his own power to bring victory.

Now, though, there would be no doubt about his might and power. This was perfect to build a legend and increase the chances of receiving a good name.

But this wasn’t all. Tiamat knew very well that Sol did not need her help to build a powerful name. The second reason she was doing this was simple.

“I want all the divine beasts to remember.” She grinned, her eyes filled with amusement.

“I bullied all of them. My daughter bullied all their children, and my grandchild will bully all their grandchildren.”

The dragons were the strongest. This was nothing but the simple truth. Tiamat laughed again while Kiyohime gave a bitter smile at the childishness of her creator.

Soon though, the two dragons found something curious. Why was that impish woman not reacting?

When the two of them finally paid attention to Skuld, Tiamat shook her head while Kiyohime only sighed.

“She fainted,” Kiyohime said as she watched Skuld lying down on the ground with a happy face as if she had reached Nirvana.

It seemed like this video had been too much for Skuld’s poor heart.


Chapter 35


Special Chapter: Lovely Christmas



At the top of the Tower of Babel, the curtains were opened wide, letting the sun's light enter and illuminate everything.

“Merry Christmas, Your Highness.”

Opening his blue eyes, still heavy with sleep, a young golden-haired boy, grumbled a little before sitting up in bed.

“It’s snowing?”

Looking at the scenery outside, he could see snow dancing in the sky, announcing the presence of winter.

“Indeed. Your Highness. It’s a white Christmas. Would you like to eat your breakfast in bed?”

Sol shook his head and stood up before stretching his stiff muscles. Once he fully woke up, he looked at the woman and was immediately gobsmacked.

She wore a short robe with long sleeves, a pair of white stockings, and a white apron. Her robes were red with white stripes. A green choker encircled her neck.

It was a perfect mix of sexiness and cuteness.

Smiling at the boy's reaction, the maid did a small twirl as she asked, “How do I look, Your Highness? Those clothes were designed by Duchess Milaris.”

Sol frowned a little at the mention of the duchess. Arachne's Milaris was a horrible woman who did not seem to like him. He didn’t like her either, but he had to admit that her clothes were first-class.

“They are beautiful, Milia.”

Milia smiled happily and skipped to his closet before searching for clothes.

“What clothes should I make you wear this year?” She murmured.

Sol couldn’t help but shudder as he remembered all the cutesy costumes Milia and the other women liked to make him wear. Shaking his head to banish the thought, he asked, “Where are Lilin and Setsuna?”

“In the training field, as always.”Milia did not turn around as she hesitated between a deer costume or that of an elf.

Her collection was in dire need of new arrivals, and a beautiful painting of him in a costume would be welcome.
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“Hah!”

In a vast clearing, two young girls were clashing against each other.

They each had a very distinctive fighting style. The blue-haired wolf girl was attacking ferociously, leveraging her natural superior strength and speed, while the purple-haired girl was fighting methodically, avoiding some hits and deflecting others while looking for an opening.

The match stopped after Sol entered the venue. "Another draw?"

"Good morning, Your Highness, and no, if the match had continued, I would have won."

Setsuna bowed lightly to Sol and looked provocatively at Lilin before answering him.

"Hey! You’re wrong! I would have won a few minutes ago if I had used my sword style."

"Same if I used my elements."

They were already tightening their grips on the swords as they prepared for another fight, but Sol stopped them.

"Alright, alright, no time for that. Today is not a day for fighting. After some basic training, we need to prepare ourselves for the party at the church."

Lilin ignored Setsuna and asked while fidgeting, "What about...What about Mother?"

The atmosphere became heavier with this question, and Sol could only sigh.

Lilith did not like Christmas. From what Sol understood, rather than celebrating Christmas, she would close herself in her office and spend the night drinking alone.

He had tried many times to convince her to participate, at least once every year, but she had yet to listen.

Understanding Sol’s silence, Lilin clenched her fists. It had been one year since her mana had awakened, and she had been judged to be without Capacity, like her mother.

Growing up, her mother had been mocked and humiliated because of her constitution,until she showed them all how powerful she was.

Because of this, people were expecting the same from Lilin, or even more.

The harsh training which would leave her crying and whimpering alone in her room, the indifference her mother always showed, and the expectations of the masses were simply too much for her young mind.

Perhaps it's time for me to leave Lustburg?

She remembered that her mother had also left the Tower after her awakening. It might be time for her to see more of the world and explore new things. If she did, would she be able to master the sword style she had inherited from her mother? She did not know, but she wanted to give it a try.

Thinking so, she looked at the wildly-smiling Sol and gave a smile of her own.

I need to wait until after Christmas at least.

She wished to protect that smile with all her strength; to do so, she needed to become strong herself. As strong as her mother if not more.
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[Church of Castitas]

Wearing a long red gown that was slit to her thighs, a pair of black stockings and red high heels, Camelia tied up her hair with a green ribbon. Her beautiful bare shoulders were covered by a white shawl, giving her an elegant and sexy vibe.

Nodding at the image in her mirror, she grinned.

"As I thought, I am still the most beautiful."

[You are my Supreme Daughter. Aren't you ashamed?]

Camelia frowned at the sudden voice in her head

"No need to chastise me. I have nothing to be ashamed of. Is it a lie to say that I am beautiful?”

[...]

The goddess was left speechless at how righteous her herald on earth sounded.

"By the way, I hope that our bet is still on."

[Are you sure? You will be betting your life. If you fail, you will die.]

"It doesn't matter. Even in the worst case, where my bet is off, he would still receive the full version of those wishes. I am willing to bet my life on it. Meanwhile, if... rather, when I win, I will not only strengthen him, I will also receive a way to heal Lilith. Two birds with one stone. Why would I hesitate?"

Lilith and Blaze were Camelia’s only friends. While she was close to Theresa and the others, her relationship with Lilith and Blaze was the closest.

She had been powerless at the death of her first friend. She now wished she had refused Mars’s proposal to add Ibuki to their group. If only she had made a better plan to seal Echidna.

If only…

Camelia had so many regrets, but she could do nothing about the past.

Now though, her friend Lilith was slowly dying, and she would be damned if she let that happen without fighting back. Lilith would be saved—Even if Camelia had to sacrifice her own life for this.

[...You should value your life more. I don't think the child will be happy.]

Camelia clamped her mouth shut, unwilling to continue the discussion. She had made her decision, and she believed in Sol.

"Oh, shush. Stop disturbing me. Better make preparations in advance for the time when he will be ready.”
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In the end, after much begging, Sol was spared the cutesy costume. To Milia’s chagrin, he wore a simple white suit bearing the symbol of the royal family.

The party at the Church had been an enormous success, and everyone had sung and chanted happily. All the church's sisters changed their usual solemn outfits and replaced them with red Santa costumes.

When he entered the church, Sol nearly had a seizure at the enchanting view. He was sure his heart stopped for a while when he saw what Camelia was wearing.

It was a memorable and happy day for Sol.
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[Edea’s World]

Opening the secret door that led to Edea’s world, Sol marveled at the beautiful night sky and looked at the silver-haired girl sitting elegantly in her chair.

“Merry Christmas, Teacher.”

“Christmas, bah. You do know that I don’t like Christmas, right?”

Sol gave a bitter smile as he looked at his teacher and first love, Edea. How could he not know that she disliked this day?

In this world, it was said that the goddess created life on this day. This was when prayers were far more effective and miracles were more likely to happen.

It had not always been called Christmas. Sol did not know its original name, but he knew that Jupiter Luxuria had popularized the new name. He was the first King of Lustburg and the man who had imprisoned the woman sitting in front of him.

Despite her youthful appearance, Edea was a very powerful and very, very old witch.

“You are thinking something rude, aren’t you?” She accused him.

“Haha! How could I? I was just admiring your beauty.” Giving an awkward laugh, Sol walked toward her.

“I know Teacher does not like this day since it reminds you of bad memories. Still, this is a day people are supposed to spend with the ones they love, isn’t it? Would you like to dance?”

Sol smiled gently and gave a perfect bow.

Looking at his face, which reminded her of bittersweet memories, Edea’s eyes grew a little misty. She hesitated about using her power [Rewind] or not. But in the end, she discarded the idea.

Standing up, she gave an elegant curtsey and smiled, “I would be delighted.”

They came close and, without touching each other, began to dance under the beautiful moonlight.

It was a dance without any music.

It was a dance where the two could not even come in contact.

In a way, it was a sad and helpless dance; in another, it was beautiful and charming.

Neither of them spoke for fear of breaking the moment.

For Edea, this was both beautiful and delightful, yet bitter. In her mind, a song she had long forgotten filled her head, and she couldn’t help but use her magic to reproduce it.

A warm and gentle melody filled the air as the white-clad prince and the black-clad witch continued to dance.

Silent night! Holy night!

All is calm, all is bright

‘Round yon Virgin Mother and Child,

Holy infant so tender and mild,

Sleep in Heavenly peace!

Sleep in Heavenly peace!

Silent night! Holy night!

Shepherds quake at the sight;

Glories stream from Heaven afar,

Heavenly hosts sing Alleluia,

Christ, the Saviour, is born!

Christ, the Saviour, is born!

Silent night! Holy night!

Son of God, Love’s pure light

Radiant, beams from Thy Holy face,

With the dawn of redeeming grace,

Jesus, Lord at Thy birth,

Jesus, Lord at Thy birth.

“Merry Christmas, Sol.”

“Merry Christmas, Teacher. May you live happily forever.”
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