
        
            
                
            
        

    
Sacrifices

Salvos Book 14

V.A. Lewis / MelasDelta


Disclaimer

Copyright © 2020 MelasD / V.A. Lewis

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced in any form possible without permission from the author or publisher. For permissions, contact the author or publisher through email at melasdeltapublishing@gmail.com

Cover art Version by FuyuDust

Typography by Azrie

You can keep up to date with me on Twitter, or read draft chapters ahead on Patreon!


1. Not A Lot Of Options

Ever since I returned to the Netherworld, a lot of events had transpired. It wasn’t a long time— at least, compared to the time I spent back in the Mortal Realm. However, it felt like a lot more time had passed than actually did. Because of the amount of things I had done since I gotten back.

The amount of trouble I had gotten myself into, to be specific.

First of all, I discovered my dad’s kingdom— a Dungeon that led deeper down into the bottom layers of the Netherworld. There, I found the end of the world. The infinite wall of corruption that was slowly eating its way through all of the Nexeus.

And that was not all. I had also discovered the cause of the end of the world. My dad— the Devil— was partially to blame. But in reality, it was because he had been tricked by someone he thought was his mentor.

That was not all that happened since I returned to the Netherworld. Finally, after so long, I reunited with Haec— my first companion. It was a touching reunion. I had truly missed him. Even if we both had changed drastically since we last saw each other, I was still happy I could be with him again.

Although, our reunion was cut short because of the Deathsquad Hunters hunting him down, before we were forced to escape the wrath of the Beast. Which was the strongest being in all of the Nexeus.

Or so my dad said.

And now, after all those events that I’d been through, I didn’t slow down. I didn’t bring Haec back to the Mortal Realm.

Because… I was in the middle of starting a revolt against the Demon King.

Well, to call it a mere revolt was a bit of an understatement. It was more like a full-on rebellion. Maybe even calling it a civil war was appropriate.

After all, not only had we already recruited a large number of the Demon King’s Legions that were stationed at the Expanse, we also had converted quite a few of Regnorex’s top generals to our cause.

For example, Hartia the Ruler of the Border was now on our side. He was the reason why this rebellion was even possible in the first place, because he could remove the collars that were keeping everyone obedient.

And now, we had also recruited Manos the Executioner— the leader of the Deathsquad Hunters— to our side. Another high-leveled Deathsquad Hunter, Sicar, came along too.

Although, we didn’t even need to do much to recruit either of them to our side. Even still, it was great to have more allies. Or so I thought.

Unfortunately, it seemed that not everyone thought bringing in the leader of the Deathsquad Hunters to our camp was a good idea.

I watched from the side as a crowd gathered around Haec, Manos, and Sicar, protesting the presence of the two high-leveled Deathsquad Hunters. Meanwhile, the rest of the gathered free legions looked like they were debating fleeing or attacking right at that moment.

But I ignored this scene. I knew that Manos posed no real threat to us. And since Haec was the leader of this rebellion, it was up to him to convince everyone that Manos was truly on our side.

Especially since I had better things to do right now.

I closed my eyes as I focused on the words lingering in the back of my mind. I had already distributed all my Stat Points between [Wisdom] and [Agility], while maxing out [Cluster Time Dilation] with my Secondary Skill Points. For the rest of my Skill Points and Secondary Skill Points, I distributed them between my Skills and Secondary Skills that I felt would be most useful for the upcoming battles.

And now, there were only two things I needed to do. The first was to resolve this notification blaring in my mind.

[Titles Available]

“Alright, let’s see what’s this about…”

I whispered as I pulled up the list of Titles that were available for me. I ignored all the previous Titles I had already rejected.

Titles:

(Faeslayer—

You have accomplished—

“Nope. I already didn’t want you.”

(-̴̛̠͊̀͝-̵̪̱̼͑-̶̰͎͙̉̆͝-̸͙̍̀͠-̴̛̠͊̀͝-̵̪̱̼͑-̶̰͎͙̉̆͝ S̶̛̼̗̅ė̶̺̜͕ntǐ̶̬nĕ̷̪ͅͅl̵̨̦̗͗̔̃—

-̴̛̠͊̀͝-̵̪̱̼͑-̶̰͎͙̉̆͝-̸͙̍̀͠-̴̛̠͊̀͝-— 

“And I definitely don’t want you.”

I rolled my eyes, before ignoring the prompt. Right now, I wanted to see what brand new Title I got for killing Jofis. Even if I technically didn’t kill him. I still leveled up a lot from that battle. And it was one of the toughest battles I had ever partaken in thus far.

So I truly hoped that whatever Title was waiting for me was going to be good.

And it was.

(Immortalslayer)

You have slain an immortal being! Very few entities in all of the Nexeus have reached the precipice of immortality throughout history, and you have managed to completely circumvent the unkillable nature of one such immortal! As such, you have earned the rare Title of a slayer of immortals!

+50 [Vitality]

+50 [Strength]

+50 [Endurance]

+50 [Wisdom]

+50 [Agility]

Bonuses:

*You have a 10% higher chance of permanently killing an immortal with a lethal blow!

*You get to keep your current Titles and all their Bonuses and Skills.

“Huh.”

I blinked a few times as I took in the brand new Title that was offered to me. It was the only Title that was being offered. And yet, it was… very good.

I was surprised. Especially by the bonus it offered. So not only was I more effective against killing immortal beings like Jofis now, I would also be able to keep all my current Titles.

It was just like the bonus offered by The Devil’s Daughter.

I couldn’t help but grin at the prospect of not just getting stronger, but being able to kill an immortal easier. Although… I was surprised Jofis was considered an immortal.

I always thought dying became harder at Level 200 and above. But Jofis was not at that level when we fought, even if he had once been a Primordial Demon. Which meant that he somehow still retained his immortality he had when he was at above Level 200, despite de-leveling and devolving back to a Primeval Demon.

That’s interesting to know, I thought to myself as I tapped a finger on my chin. No wonder he was so difficult to kill.

It was not like I had much of a choice right now— I didn’t have to deliberate much. So I just accepted the Title that was being offered to me.

Title Gained!

(Immortalslayer)

+50 to [Vitality]

+50 to [Strength]

+50 to [Endurance]

+50 to [Wisdom]

+50 to [Agility]

Bonuses:

*You have a 10% higher chance of permanently killing an immortal with a lethal blow!

*You get to keep your current Title and all its Bonuses and Skills.

General Skill [Title Skill: Rapid Disengage] Obtained!

“Alright, now that that’s settled, there’s only one thing left for me to do.”

I spoke as I dusted my hands off. Focusing inwardly, I took in my Status. There was something I had— two things I could distribute, actually.

Salvos (The Enemy of the Demon King) (The Devil’s Daughter) (Immortalslayer)

Species: [Primeval Demon of Pride]

Secondary Species: [Lesser God]

Subspecies: [Angelic Devil Princess] - Lvl. 174

Class: [C-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝rr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝pt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝d Appr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝nt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝c-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝] - Lvl. 158

General Skills:

[Advanced Mana Manipulation] - Lvl. 10 (Maxed)

[Corruption Mastery] - Lvl. 1

[Identification] - Lvl. 6

[Racial Skill: True Divinity] - Lvl. 1 (Maxed)

[Racial Skill: Universal Language Comprehension] - Lvl. 2

[Rest] - Lvl. 5

[Wisdom of the Old Gods] - Lvl. 5 

[Title Skill: Demonic Essence Resistance] - Lvl. 1

[Title Skill: General Status Effect Resistance] - Lvl. 1

[Title Skill: Invoke Wrath] - Lvl. 1

[Title Skill: Influence Wild Demons] - Lvl. 1

[Title Skill: Rapid Disengage] - Lvl. 1

[Title Skill: The Devil’s Grace] - Lvl. 1

[Racial Skill: Divine Essence of the Angelic Devil Princess] - Lvl. 1

Stats:

[Available Stat Points: 0]

[Vitality]: 330 (+150) (+10) (+50) (+100)

[Strength]: 330 (+10) (+10) (+50) (+100)

[Endurance]: 330 (+10) (+10) (+50) (+3) (+100)

[Wisdom]: 500 (+40) (+10) (+50) (+50) (+100)

[Agility]: 545 (+10) (+10) (+50) (+5) (+100)

Skills:

[Available Skill Points: 6]

[Angel’s Wings] - Lvl. 20 

[Barrage of Cinders] - Lvl. 20 (Maxed) 

[Divine Demon’s Mark] - Lvl. 20 (Maxed) 

[Divine Haste] - Lvl. 20 (Maxed) 

[Intimidation] - Lvl. 10 (Maxed) 

[Faux Limbs] - Lvl. 25 (Maxed) 

[Divine Nebular Construct] - Lvl. 25 (Maxed) 

[Divine Strike] - Lvl. 20 (Maxed) 

[Divine Radiant Slash] - Lvl. 15 (Maxed) 

[Sacred Hellfire] - Lvl. 18 

[Salvo of Vanity] - Lvl. 25 (Maxed) 

[The Call of Armageddon] - Lvl. 15 

[The Holy Flames] - Lvl. 20 (Maxed) 

[Passive - Angelic Premonition] - Lvl. 15 

[Passive - Weapon Mastery] - Lvl. 20 (Maxed)

[Available Grand Skill Points: 2]

[Claw of Corruption] - Lvl. 2

[My Flame Shall Burn Until Eternity Ends] - Lvl. 3 (Maxed)

[Unused Skill Slot] x2

Secondary Skills:

[Available Secondary Skill Points: 0]

[Corrupted Draconic Fury] - Lvl. 1

[Cluster Time Dilation] - Lvl. 15 (Maxed)

[Greater Teleportation] - Lvl. 20 (Maxed)

[Manifestation of the Old Gods] - Lvl. 10 (Maxed)

[Prison Of Isolation] - Lvl. 17

[Riftwalk] - Lvl. 2

[Truth Divination] - Lvl. 10 (Maxed)

[Worldbreak] - Lvl. 6

[Passive - Corrupted Dragon Scales] - Lvl. 1

[Passive - Corrupted Regeneration] - Lvl.1

[Passive - Master of Material Manipulation] - Lvl. 15 (Maxed)

[The World of My Mind] - Lvl. 1

[Unused Skill Slot] x1

“My Grand Skill Points.”

I whispered as I grinned.

“Now, what should I spend them on?”


2. Grand Skill Points

There were three Grand Skills I could upgrade with my two brand new Grand Skill Points. It was between [Divine Essence Of The Angelic Devil Princess], [Claw Of Corruption], and [The World Of My Mind]. Each of these Grand Skills of mine had a different utility— they provided me different benefits, whether it be within a combat situation or outside a combat situation.

As of right now, I had a handful of permutations to distribute these Grand Skill Points. I could either split my Grand Skill Points between two of my Grand Skill— whether it was between [Divine Essence Of The Angelic Devil Princess] and [Claw Of Corruption], [Divine Essence Of the Angelic Devil Princes] and [The World Of My Mind], or [Claw Of Corruption] and [The World Of My Mind]. However, I could also expend all of my Grand Skill Points on a single Grand Skill.

If I was being completely honest, I wasn’t sure what I should even do.

After all, I wasn’t sure how any of these Grand Skills would function differently even with an upgrade.

Well, I knew that [Claw Of Corruption] became far more effective at preventing enemies from escaping while simultaneously corrupting its target— and in general being more powerful than before— when I leveled it up the first time around. And while that was definitely an upgrade, it didn’t feel like nearly as much of an upgrade as [My Flames Shall Burn Until Eternity Ends] got when I leveled it up.

So that made me apprehensive about upgrading [Claw Of Corruption] even further.

And [The World Of My Mind] lacked any combat utility in general as of right now. Not only that, but I had been able to improve my control over my pocket space simply by upgrading my space magic in general.

However, does that mean I will get a much better upgrade now if I level it up? I wondered to myself.

The Grand Skill which drew my most interest was [Divine Essence Of The Angelic Devil Princess]. For a multitude of reasons, of course— the main being that it was the best Skill I had for combat situations.

Perhaps if I level it up, I will be able to increase my Stat Boost from it, I thought as I rubbed my chin in excitement and curiosity. Or maybe it will just give me a passive aura of divinity at all times.

I didn’t know what leveling up [Divine Essence Of The Angelic Devil Princess] could unlock, but that was what I was burning to find out. I knew I could spend my second Grand Skill point on either of my other Grand Skills. However, I already had my mind set on what my first Grand Skill point was going to be spent on.

“Alright, let’s see what you have for me…”

I whispered to myself in trepidation as I focused on [Divine Essence Of The Angelic Devil Princess]. And just like that, I leveled up the Grand Skill.

I expected something fancy to happen— a massive powerup to immediately occur. However, I knew that was not how it usually worked. But considering that I already had [Divine Essence Of The Angelic Devil Princess] active, I thought there would be some kind of an immediate effect.

But there was nothing. I didn’t experience an increase in my boost in my Stats. I didn’t feel a sudden surge in power. Nor did I feel like my control over my divinity had improved in any significant way.

Frowning, I raised a hand and focused the wisps of iridescent flames flaking off my body into my palm. They eddied there like normal. I created a sword, before turning it into a sickle, and finally created a pair of gloves with it. There was nothing special about them.

I clenched my fists, snuffing out the flames.

“Huh, that is odd.”

I narrowed my eyes at myself. I twirled around, looking to see if there was any physical change to my body. But there was nothing.

“Um, did I just waste my Grand Skill Point?”

I asked the question to nobody in particular. It was genuinely odd to me. I wondered if maybe there was an unseen and unquantifiable improvement to my [Divine Essence Of The Angelic Devil Princess]— or maybe the upgrades would only take into effect later on, because it was still currently in effect from before it was upgraded.

I had no idea. All I knew was that there was nothing I could do right now but hope that I didn’t waste a Grand Skill Point.

“Well, that kinda sucks. But I still have one more Grand Skill Point to play around with, I guess.”

I muttered to myself as I shook my head. Right now, I had to make a choice between my two remaining Grand Skills. Well, I could always expend the remaining Grand Skill Point on [Divine Essence Of The Angelic Devil Princess], hoping that something different happened this time.

But I didn’t feel like taking that big of a risk at the moment.

Instead, I decided to take a smaller risk. While I knew the general idea of what came with upgrading [Claw Of Corruption], I wasn’t too impressed with it. So I wanted to see whether [The World Of My Mind] could receive an improvement that could… well, at the very least, surprise me.

And surprise me it did.

The moment I spent the Grand Skill Point on [The World Of My Mind], it immediately felt as though my mind expanded. Like the very capabilities of what I could do with my pocket space had greatly increased.

My head snapped up as I brought a hand to the air. Immediately, I opened a rift straight into my pocket space. And as I stepped through that door-like hole in space, I was not greeted by the empty and dark glass-like world that I was normally limited to.

Instead, my feet sank into a carpet of grass. And instead of being greeted by the darkness of the fold between the planes, I saw a blue sky overhead. Clouds were drifting by as I swept my gaze over my surroundings.

“Huh.”

I stood atop a grass knoll, surrounded from all sides by an empty plains. And when I focused, raising my hand, the world changed.

A dense lush forest grew all around me. It rose from the ground quickly, rising high to create a canopy that drowned out the light from above. And there was just light coming down— no sun.

I smiled as I looked around my pocket space. I only had one comment.

“Nice.”

Salvos (The Enemy of the Demon King) (The Devil’s Daughter) (Immortalslayer)

Species: [Primeval Demon of Pride]

Secondary Species: [Lesser God]

Subspecies: [Angelic Devil Princess] - Lvl. 174

Class: [C-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝rr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝pt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝d Appr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝nt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝c-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝] - Lvl. 158

General Skills:

[Advanced Mana Manipulation] - Lvl. 10 (Maxed)

[Corruption Mastery] - Lvl. 1

[Identification] - Lvl. 6

[Racial Skill: True Divinity] - Lvl. 1 (Maxed)

[Racial Skill: Universal Language Comprehension] - Lvl. 2

[Rest] - Lvl. 5

[Wisdom of the Old Gods] - Lvl. 5 

[Title Skill: Demonic Essence Resistance] - Lvl. 1

[Title Skill: General Status Effect Resistance] - Lvl. 1

[Title Skill: Invoke Wrath] - Lvl. 1

[Title Skill: Influence Wild Demons] - Lvl. 1

[Title Skill: Rapid Disengage] - Lvl. 1

[Title Skill: The Devil’s Grace] - Lvl. 1

[Racial Skill: Divine Essence of the Angelic Devil Princess] - Lvl. 2

Stats:

[Available Stat Points: 0]

[Vitality]: 330 (+150) (+10) (+50) (+100)

[Strength]: 330 (+10) (+10) (+50) (+100)

[Endurance]: 330 (+10) (+10) (+50) (+3) (+100)

[Wisdom]: 500 (+40) (+10) (+50) (+50) (+100)

[Agility]: 545 (+10) (+10) (+50) (+5) (+100)

Skills:

[Available Skill Points: 6]

[Angel’s Wings] - Lvl. 20 

[Barrage of Cinders] - Lvl. 20 (Maxed) 

[Divine Demon’s Mark] - Lvl. 20 (Maxed) 

[Divine Haste] - Lvl. 20 (Maxed) 

[Intimidation] - Lvl. 10 (Maxed) 

[Faux Limbs] - Lvl. 25 (Maxed) 

[Divine Nebular Construct] - Lvl. 25 (Maxed) 

[Divine Strike] - Lvl. 20 (Maxed) 

[Divine Radiant Slash] - Lvl. 15 (Maxed) 

[Sacred Hellfire] - Lvl. 18 

[Salvo of Vanity] - Lvl. 25 (Maxed) 

[The Call of Armageddon] - Lvl. 15 

[The Holy Flames] - Lvl. 20 (Maxed) 

[Passive - Angelic Premonition] - Lvl. 15 

[Passive - Weapon Mastery] - Lvl. 20 (Maxed)

[Available Grand Skill Points: 0]

[Claw of Corruption] - Lvl. 2

[My Flame Shall Burn Until Eternity Ends] - Lvl. 3 (Maxed)

[Unused Skill Slot] x2

Secondary Skills:

[Available Secondary Skill Points: 0]

[Corrupted Draconic Fury] - Lvl. 1

[Cluster Time Dilation] - Lvl. 15 (Maxed)

[Greater Teleportation] - Lvl. 20 (Maxed)

[Manifestation of the Old Gods] - Lvl. 10 (Maxed)

[Prison Of Isolation] - Lvl. 17

[Riftwalk] - Lvl. 2

[Truth Divination] - Lvl. 10 (Maxed)

[Worldbreak] - Lvl. 6

[Passive - Corrupted Dragon Scales] - Lvl. 1

[Passive - Corrupted Regeneration] - Lvl.1

[Passive - Master of Material Manipulation] - Lvl. 15 (Maxed)

[The World of My Mind] - Lvl. 2

[Unused Skill Slot] x1


3. Improved World

“So, what do you think?”

I asked as I stared expectantly at the Fairy floating before me. Hartia rubbed a hand on his chin, sweeping his gaze over my renewed [The World Of My Mind]. He was the only person in here other than me. I had wanted to show off my improved Grand Skill to someone, but Haec was busy, and I wasn’t really that close with anyone except for maybe Ameula.

And I highly doubted Aemula would truly understand how much of an upgrade this was. Only someone who had some knowledge in space magic like Hartia could comprehend it and be impressed. So that was why I brought him over.

For a moment, Hartia said nothing. But I thought I could see him furrowing his brows.

And I thought he would be impressed. However, he just scoffed at me.

“This is nothing special at all.”

Hartia waved a hand dismissively as he turned away. I blinked, before raising a fist in indignation.

“What is that supposed to mean?”

“I’m saying the craftwork on your realityspace is shoddy at best, and I’ve seen much better pocket dimensions from Fairies lower-leveled than you.”

The former Ruler of the Border huffed as he crossed his arms. I pointed to the ground beneath his feet.

“But can they do this?”

As I spoke, a pillar of earth shot up straight for the Fairy. He blinked and zipped to the side, narrowly dodging the attack. Glaring at me, he simply crossed his arms.

“Am I supposed to be impressed by that? My very own pocket space is far superior. I am able to conjure up apparitions of the dead from my very own memories, in addition to altering the landscape like this petty little trick of yours.”

I rolled my eyes back at Hartia.

“I’m obviously not trying to compare myself to you— I just thought you of all people would think this was cool since you knew space magic!”

“Well, I think it is a vast improvement to what you were capable of creating before.”

Hartia said as he drew back from me.

“However, I don’t really know how this could even have much of a combat application. Like, how is this supposed to help us win this rebellion?”

“Well, there is actually one thing I can do, since I can pretty much alter this pocket space in any way I want.”

I grinned back at the Fairy, and he raised a brow back at me.

“But I don’t think you’d want to see it.”

I shrugged as I stepped back from him. He frowned and placed a hand on his chin.

“Now you’ve drawn my interest. What is it?”

“I don’t know. I really feel like you wouldn’t want to see it.”

I whistled nonchalantly, averting my gaze from him. The Fairy scowled as he crossed his arms.

“Don’t play this game with me— I know you want to show whatever this is to me! Otherwise, you wouldn’t even have brought it up!”

“That is true. I do kinda want to show it off to you. But…”

I trailed off as I tilted my head back.

“I genuinely do think you wouldn’t want to see this.”

“And why’s that?”

Hartia squinted at me. I scratched the back of my head. I knew my answer would not be something he’d want to hear— it would make him want to see it even more. But I didn’t want to lie either.

And a part of me really wanted to show off what I could do.

So I replied casually.

“Because you’d be terrified of it.”

And as I expected, Hartia guffawed at that. The Fairy placed a hand on his chest as he raised his head.

“Me? Who do you think I am? I would never be afraid of anything you can conjure up!”

“Are you really sure about that?”

I gave Hartia a flare stare. He nodded back at me.

“Yes— now show me whatever this thing is, before I grow bored and leave.”

“If you say so.”

I couldn’t help but smirk at that. So I raised my arms and focused on the world around me— at the pocket space. Hartia huffed as he waited impatiently, glancing around for something to happen. But unlike when I created the dense forest out of nothing, it took a moment for anything to happen.

“What’s taking so long—”

Hartia started. And that was when the ground at the edge of [The World Of My Mind] began to evaporate. The leaves on the trees flaked away. At first, they began to distort, then they turned into motes of iridescent light. And they floated up into the sky as a rift opened up overhead.

The Fairy’s eyes bulged out of his sockets as he flitted back. But even the ground beneath him collapsed. Slowly, this plague of rainbow colors and distortions overcame my world.

I just spread my arms wide as I faced Hartia.

“I can turn [The World Of My Mind] into a world of corruption!”

I beamed back at the Fairy. He just stared at me for a long moment as tendrils of corruption shot out of the ground. Trees, rocks, and dirt floated up into the air in stasis as they were overcome with the distortion. More and more rifts opened up all around us.

And finally, Hartia screamed, before creating a portal and exiting my pocket space.

I just chuckled as I watched him go.

“I mean, I told you so.”

***

When I exited my pocket space, I couldn’t find Hartia. I asked around about him, and nobody would tell me where he went— because he told them not to let me get close to him for now. So I just shrugged and sought out Haec.

I thought that the discussion surrounding Manos and Sicar would be resolved by now. However, when I arrived, they were still arguing.

I recognized Tor and a few others standing there across from Haec, Manos, and Sicar. But I also didn’t recognize a lot of the others higher-leveled Demons there. They must have come from the other freed legions later on.

Although, Haec seemed to know their names.

“But how can we trust him? He’s the leader of the Deathsquad Hunters!”

A Level 120 [Fiend] exclaimed, pointing accusingly at Manos. The Executioner just shrugged in response.

“I mean, if I was really here to betray you guys, you’d all be dead by now. You’re all really weak.”

“Shut up, Manos.”

Haec snarled back at the former leader of the Deathsquad Hunters. Manos chuckled.

“I’m just saying.”

The Level 120 [Fiend] glared at Manos. And an [Incubus] spoke up, refusing to even look in Manos’s direction.

“My siblings died to the Deathsquad Hunters. Because of Manos, they are dead. Are we really supposed to just welcome him with open arms?”

“And because of you, a lot of others are dead too. I just did what I had to do to survive. Like the rest of you here. So you’d be hypocritical to reject my help.”

Manos replied snappishly, much to the outrage of everyone gathered there. Even Tor seemed to be unhappy with that remark. Haec gritted his teeth at that.

“Manos, I appreciate the comments, but can I please do the talking?”

“Please, you’ve been trying to do that and failing quite miserably. I can represent myself.”

Manos scoffed as he crossed his arms. Haec opened his mouth, seemingly upset with what the Executioner had to say. And I stepped in, speaking up.

“Alright, everyone! Calm down— there’s no need to fight amongst ourselves.”

I raised my hands placatingly, drawing attention to myself. Everyone turned towards me as I walked up to Manos and wrapped an arm around his shoulder.

“First of all, I can attest to the fact Manos is on our side for sure. Like I assured all of you that Hartia is on our side.”

I heard a few grumblings as I swept my gaze over the crowd of gathered Demons. Clearly, not everyone was happy about what I had to say. I sighed as I drew away from Manos and crossed my arms.

“Secondly, instead of going on about whether or not we can trust Manos— how about we just… ask him to prove it?”

I asked simply, and that made everyone pause.

“Wait, what does that mean, Salvos?”

Haec asked, frowning at me. Tor nodded, equally confused. I shrugged.

“I dunno. Do you have any suggestions, Manos?”

I replied simply as I glanced over the Executioner. He tapped a finger on his chin as everyone stared at him expectantly. And he shrugged.

“I can prove myself in battle against Chordus and the rest of the legions right now, how about that?”

That made me blink.

“Right… now?”

“Yeah, or whenever you guys are ready.”

Manos just grinned as he hefted his axe behind his back.

“Seriously, I don’t really care. I just want to get this over with.”

“Huh.”

I raised my head back. And I nodded.

“That’s probably a good idea?”

Or was it? I didn’t actually know. But it sounded like a good idea to me.


4. Only Purpose

“I can’t believe it. We’re really free.”

Ponti whispered as she rubbed at her neck. She was used to feeling a collar there— to feeling the metallic object restraining her and binding her as a slave to the Demon King for life. But now it was gone.

It had all felt like a dream, ever since she was freed from the Eighteenth Legion. She thought she would have died there to Rakin the Illusion Lord, until the Enemy of the Demon King showed up and saved her.

When it first happened, Ponti had thought it was nothing more than another illusion created by Rakin the Illusion Lord. After all, he enjoyed tormenting the Eighteenth Legion with such false realities— conditioning them to believe that all potential opportunities for freedom presented to them were nothing more than lies created by him.

So that they would be obedient. So that they wouldn’t rebel. So that they would lose all their hope and will to free themselves from his rule.

However, he had never created any such illusion that lasted as long as this. Certainly, he had not tormented them with such a realistic series of events— even as unbelievable as everything that was happening was.

After all, killing Rakin was not all the Enemy had done. She had also freed everyone from their collars. Somehow, she had recruited Hartia the Ruler of the Border to their side. And Ponti highly doubted that even the Illusion Lord would concoct such a complex illusion such as this.

Except, she seemed to be in the minority of those who had formerly been a part of the Eighteenth Legion who thought that they were truly free. That this was not an illusion created by Rakin the IIllusion Lord.

“I refuse to believe this.”

Temin spoke up, drawing Ponti’s attention from the side. She turned towards him as he shook his head. Unlike her, who had only been forcefully made a part of the Eighteenth Legion this cycle, he had been under Rakin’s torment for numerous cycles.

So he had remained adamant that this was all still an illusion.

“Rakin likes to experiment with different scenarios— one time, he had convinced every single one of us in the Eighteen Legion that we had died to the Beast. Why? I don’t know. But just because this is the most complex illusion he’s done so far, doesn’t mean it isn’t one.”

Ponti crossed her arms, glancing over at Servi towards the side. He had been the [Fiend] that she had tried to save, which got her into trouble with Rakin in the first place.

“So if this were just another test or trick by Rakin, why would he let both Servi and I live instead of just killing us both anyway?”

Ponti asked with a frown as she gestured at Servi. Temin gave her a flat stare.

“And how do I even know if you’re really alive? You could just be an illusion created by Rakin for all I know.”

Ponti paused. She tilted her head back. She knew she was real. But from Temin’s perspective… how would he know she was real?

“Temin brings up a fair point.”

Servi timidly spoke up from the side. Temin huffed almost triumphantly. And Ponti sighed.

“I know.”

She shook her head as she placed a hand on her neck.

“I can see where Temin’s coming from. But… I just would like to believe…”

And Ponti trailed off, blinking. Temin raised a brow at her.

“What would you like to believe?”

But Ponti didn’t face him. Instead, her gaze was drawn elsewhere, her breath caught in her throat.

“I can’t believe it.”

That was all she said as she stared at a pair of figures making their way through all the gathered free legions towards the center of the cavern.

“What?”

Temin blinked. But Servi saw it too. He rose to his feet and back away nervously. Meanwhile, Ponti just stood there, unmoving and in silence. All the while, a susurration swept through all the freed legions as they spotted the same thing.

Slowly, Temin cast his gaze in the same direction they did.

And even he could only gape at what he saw.

“Is that…?”

The first figure was Salvos. The Enemy of the Demon King. The one who freed them all from their slavery. Seeing her here was not the most unusual scene. It was to be expected.

Instead, it was the second figure that drew the attention of everyone. Because even if not everyone had seen him before, they knew him by name— by reputation alone.

He was Manos the Executioner.

The leader of the Deathsquad Hunters.

The one who alone struck fear into all the Demons within Regnorex’s kingdom— who prevented millions from daring to even attempt to flee.

“What is he doing here?”

Ponti asked as Manos floated right next to Salvos. The two Primeval Demons hovered high in the air for everyone within the confines of the cavern to see them.

The susurration grew louder. A growing panic began to sweep through the freed legions. But before anything could escalate, Salvos clapped her hands together, hushing everyone in an instant.

“Don’t worry everyone!”

Salvos exclaimed, her voice booming and echoing around them. She gestured towards Manos as he nodded back at her.

“While I’m sure you all know about the reputation of Manos the Executioner, I can guarantee you he’s on our side! Just like Hartia, and just like Haec! So that’s why Manos is here with us!”

“Is she crazy?”

Temin whispered as he took in a shuddering breath.

“This is clearly just a ploy by Manos to crush our rebellion— now that he knows where we are, he’s going to bring his Deathsquad Hunters and massacre us!”

Ponti wanted to point out Temin’s statement contradicted what he said about this entire situation being an illusion, but she couldn’t. Because she immediately thought the same thing he did— she felt the same fear he did.

That Manos was now going to kill them all.

That this little stint of freedom had come to an end.

But Salvos continued, despite the evidently growing discontent coming from the freed legions.

“Now, I know many of you don’t believe me. But I have seen Manos kill Jofis with my own eyes, so I know he’s being truthful.”

“Wait, Jofis is dead?”

Servi’s eyes went wide at that. He took a step back as he processed this.

“That cannot possibly be true, right?”

Even Ponti was in sheer disbelief at what she just heard. She might not know much about Jofis, but she knew he was powerful. And to think that it was Manos who helped bring the Winged Horror down too?

Maybe this really is all an illusion, she thought to herself as more and more voices spoke up, voicing the same sentiment as Servi. Is it really possible that Jofis is dead?

But Salvos raised a hand and hushed them all. She waited until the room quietened again, before she beamed and spread her arms wide.

“And to prove himself to all of you as well, we shall go and kill Chordus, bring her head back for all of you to see, then we can move on from this, alright?”

“...what?”

Ponti’s head spun as she tried to fully comprehend what was being said. Many of the gathered Demons exchanged confused glances. They opened their mouths, wanting to ask questions.

But Salvos clapped her hands together.

“Alright, we’re going to go now, bye!”

And with that, both Manos and Salvos flew out of the cavern, leaving the freed legion behind and speechless.

***

But as Salvos and Manos made their way through the Expanse, heading for Chordus and the remaining legions, something began to stir.

It was far away from them. A ravaged landscape in the middle of the Expanse. A battleground that held one of the most ferocious battles that had taken place since the rebellion began.

The earth was torn open, and mountains had collapsed. But that was not all— the remnants of rifts and distortions were scattered across the sky. Barely visible to the naked eye.

But it was there.

And it began to drift. It floated across the Netherworld, seeking its… kin? No— not kin. Rather, it sought out its own.

There was not a lot of it gathered in the first layer of the Netherworld. In fact, it had never existed in the first layer of the Netherworld until recently introduced by an individual who had been tainted by its power whilst at the end of the world.

But now that it was brought into the first layer, what little of it that was present here began to coalesce. They gathered together, a small but eddying storm of corruption.

Ordinarily, a mindless thing of destruction. But this forming being of corruption had a purpose. Even if it was still weak for now. Even if it was still harmless. It began to form with a mind.

And amidst the soft chittering and the distortion, a voice full of hate spoke, echoing for nobody to hear.

“F̴̛̼̞̮͌̅͒̄̆̈̌͛̈́͜͜ơ̵̧̬̯̿́̇̀̃͊̃͐̌͘͝͝.̷̨̫̼͈̪̲̳̎̉̊͂̐͘̕ͅ.̶̧̧̢͈̟̻̩̪̖̯̲̰̹̠͎̈́̉̇̋́͆͆̓̔͘̕͠.̷̡̨̣̩̼͈̪͈͓̱͓͚͈̥̰̈̆̿͘͠c̷̱̼̬͈͎̙̝̞͆̾́̌̋a̶̠̮̣̱͛̈̎̈́̾͘̕͝.̸͚͓͍̞̠̀̌̏̅.̷̬͚̲̪̻͙͊͗̓̇̊̽͊͠.̴̘͙̺͎͓̜͎͙͙̱̫̠̍̽̕͝l̷̛̲̪͎̗͉̑̀̈̏̊͗̐̒͘͠͝͠͠ͅő̷̘̾̽́̚̚ŗ̶̧͓̪̝̻͙̹̝͙̭̳̩́̓̇̒͜


5. How To Save Mavos Academy

It was not over.

It couldn’t possibly be over.

Whether it be out of desperation, or be from some other purpose, her mind refused to accept that it was over.

Even if it seemed to be over.

Even if the battle seemed to have been lost.

Even if her friends called for her to stop.

“Edithe!”

The redhead could hear their voices echoing behind her. But she didn’t glance back. She just pressed forward. Despite the swarm of Supreme Spirits hovering overhead, sending their blasts of iridescent light down into the crater in the distance, she showed not a hint of fear.

“Edithe!”

The voice called out again. This time, it was drowned out by the low, rolling thundering booms in the distance. Bright, multi-colored lights flashed out, blinding Edithe’s vision for a moment, making her stumble down the rocky slope.

And yet, Edithe refused to listen. Not to their reasoning. Not to their logic. Not to what her eyes saw.

Because the Archangel couldn’t be dead. She refused to believe that it was dead. After all, if it was dead, that meant… that meant…

This was all for naught.

That she was now trapped in the Spirit Plane.

That her death was guaranteed.

And she refused to accept that.

Her teeth clenched, and her fists tightened over a heavy object she dragged behind her. Glancing back briefly, Edithe regarded the weapon she had found lying on the ground. It was an ornate pole with a gilded blade protruding from its tip and curving downwards.

A scythe that was decorated in rubies, diamonds, sapphires, and gold.

A Legendary Grade Weapon.

The first Edithe had ever seen.

[Scythe Of The Arcraem: Legendary Grade - ???]

Edithe had never even thought that a Legendary Grade Weapon could possibly exist. She had been told it was just a hypothetical theory, and that the highest grade of any artifact3 was a Mythic Grade Weapon. But after what she just witnessed no more than an hour ago— with how the battle between the Archangel and the Spirit Lord played out— she could no longer question anything that contradicted her previous understanding of the world. Because it was clear that her knowledge of how anything worked was evidently lacking.

So the only thing she should even be questioning at this point was what she used to know.

Shaking her head, Edithe looked back to the front— towards her destination. It was still far away from her. In fact, she didn’t know exactly where she was headed. Just that this was the general direction she had to go.

Because she had seen the Spirit Lord flick the Archangel— or whatever had become of the Archangel— into the middle of this mountain range in the distance. So that was where Edithe was headed, until she found the crater where the Archangel landed.

And she hoped that the Archangel somehow survived. Because if not, it didn’t matter even if Edithe had a Legendary Grade Weapon in her possession, she would still be trapped in the Spirit Plane. She would die here, and Mavos Academy would be destroyed. So she couldn’t allow that to happen—

“EDITHE!”

The voice shouted, interrupting the redhead’s thoughts.

Blinking, she slowed to a stop as she saw the floating [Will O’ Wisp] hovering before her. She hadn’t even noticed he was there until he flew right up into her face and yelled as loud as he could.

But she steeled herself despite his presence.

“Willy, I already told you, you can’t stop me from doing this!”

Her entire figure was shadowed over as behind her, another pillar of iridescent light flashed in the distance. She was resolute. But the [Will O’ Wisp] just scoffed.

“We’re not trying to stop you— not anymore.”

He flitted back past her, and she blinked.

“What do you mean by that?”

Edithe watched as he flew up to a pair of approaching figures. Both Centina and Druma were trailing after the redhead across the valley. Together, they came to a halt right before her.

“We’re coming with you.”

That was all Willy said as Edithe glanced between the three figures.

“Wait, are you serious? You’re not going to try to stop me?”

Edithe asked in disbelief. Centina nodded back at the redhead and spoke in a determined voice.

“Yes. It’s as you said, this is our only chance of saving Mavos Academy.”

Meanwhile, Druma bowed his head respectfully.

“I will follow you wherever you go, master.”

Edithe swept her gaze between them as he heard their answers. Her gaze landed at Willy who just scoffed.

“We’ve already come this far, might as well keep going.”

The [Will O’ Wisp] flew forward as Edithe stared for a long moment. Then she nodded as she took in a deep breath.

“Right, let’s get going.”

And with that, the four of them pressed on as the corruption was purged behind them.

***

“I really can’t believe it’s working.”

“Me no believe either. Me think it’s trick.”

“But have you not seen the results? And you said it yourself— Centinels aren’t very smart!”

“But Matriarch Centinel is smart. Me think its ploy by her.”

Oriur came to a halt when he heard what Kron had to say. Slowly, he turned to face her as she crossed her arms. The [Krokodis] looked like a young Human woman with orange hair at the moment, because of her illusion magic.

Meanwhile, Oriur himself looked like a Human boy with blond hair and blue eyes. Ordinarily, Novis and Bellum would be with him, and they would wear a similar disguise. However, they weren’t here today, having stayed up all night play-fighting with each other.

“Do you really think the Matriarch Centinel commanded her Centinels to befriend Rachel? That’s almost too ridiculous to be true.”

“Me believe Centinels are evil.”

Kron huffed, and Oriur frowned at that.

“But what about Centina?”

That made the [Krokodis] pause. She stared at the juvenile Wyvern disguised as a Human for a long moment, then she shook her head haughtily.

“You no understand. You not spend time in Bloodied Gulf like me. Centina is exception.”

And with that said, Kron marched forward, heading into the thicket of trees. Oriur watched her go for a moment, but he didn’t argue with her because she evidently didn’t want to keep up the topic.

However, he couldn’t have but ask himself this question:

Why is Centina the exception? It was the very same question Rachel always asked. And even Oriur had been adamant that this was the case. But now…

Oriur trailed after Kron and exited from the thicket of trees. At the other side was the edge of Mavos Academy— the bubble-like dome that shielded the campus-city glowed brilliantly. There, a little girl sat as she conversed with a small audience.

Except, the audience was not on this side of the dome. It was at the other side of the barrier.

It was an audience of Centinels.

Oriur swept his gaze over the gathering. He saw [Junior Centinels], [Young Centinels], and even an [Ancient Centinel] present there. And they all listened intently as the young girl spoke cheerfully.

This was what Rachel had done that defied Oriur’s expectations entirely.

And that was why he now believed in her plan.

He believed that what she said could work.

That perhaps… just perhaps… the Centinels could be reasoned with.

And Oriur smiled as he approached her from behind.


6. Barred

“Yep— that’s exactly how Salvos and I met! Because I was about to be sacrificed by some scary [Cultists] to summon a Demon!”

Rachel beamed as she clapped her hands together. In response, she was met with a handful of blank stares. Or rather, she stared back at dozens of pairs of empty, hollow eyes.

Black pupils devoid of anything but the desire to kill.

The young girl scratched the back of her head as she swept her gaze over the audience before her. It was not an audience of Humans like her. In fact, it was not even an audience of monsters.

It was an audience of Centinels.

There were all kinds of these so-called mindless swarm monsters standing there— on the other side of the barrier. Whether they were [Junior Centinels], [Young Centinels], or even an [Ancient Centinel]. It didn’t matter. They were all the same.

They were terrifying creatures which only knew to destroy.

So that was why they wouldn’t possibly understand her, right?

Except, that was wrong.

Rachel smiled as she tapped a finger on her chin.

“Hm, what other story can I tell you guys?”

She wondered aloud, and the Centinels moved. But they didn’t charged at her or try to attack her. Instead, they almost seemed to exchange curious glances. Their mandibles clicked in arhythmic succession, like they were conversing.

And that was why Rachel knew that they understood her. Because even if they remained entirely silent when she was telling a story, they reacted to her when she asked questions— when she stopped her storytelling.

So while it might have looked like they didn’t understand a thing she said, it was the fact they were silent that proved they understood her. Because if they didn’t, they’d just be crashing mindlessly into the barrier like the other Centinels that saw her through the transparent dome.

Rachel snapped her fingers as the group of Centinels huddled before her immediately hushed up.

“Oh, I know! Let me tell you all about the time I snuck out of Viechester to do a Gold Ranked job on my own because William wouldn’t—”

“Hey, Rachel.”

A voice called out from behind the young girl, interrupting her. Blinking, she glanced back to see Oriur and Kron approaching her from behind. The two of them were wearing their Human form disguises, as per usual.

The [Krokodis] definitely didn’t like being here, and she made her feelings clear on her face— even through her illusion. Meanwhile, Oriur was smiling as he waved at her.

“Hey, Oriur— are Novis and Bellum not coming today?”

Rachel asked the question as she turned away from the Centinels.

“Oh, they—”

But before Oriur could reply, the Centinels began to click their mandibles and moved about erratically, evidently upset that her story was cut off.

The [Ancient Centinel] even let out a soft shriek as it rose up and loomed over the barrier.

Kron immediately scrambled back to the nearby thicket of trees. Meanwhile, Oriur backed up nervously. However, Rachel just chuckled.

“Calm down, guys.”

She glanced at them as she raised her hands placatingly.

“I’ll get back to my story soon. Don’t worry, alright?”

Immediately, the Centinels seemed to settle down. Oriur hesitated as he stared at the supposedly mindless monsters. Rachel smiled, before pausing as a voice echoed in her mind.

General Skill [Passive - Advanced Language Comprehension] Level Up!

[Passive - Advanced Language Comprehension - Lvl. 5] -> [Identification - Lvl. 6]!

Experience is awarded for the leveling of a General Skill!

Class [Mystical Assassin] Level Up!

[Mystical Assassin – Lvl. 75] -> [Mystical Assassin – Lvl. 76]

Gained 5 Stat Points and 3 Skill Points

“Huh. I just leveled up my [Advanced Language Comprehension] from that.”

Rachel looked down at herself, and Oriur frowned at that.

“That’s the Skill that lets you communicate with the Centinels, right?”

Oriur peered at Rachel. She nodded in response as she eyed the Centinels from the side.

“It does— but it only lets me communicate with them. I tried to speak to a bird the other day, but it didn’t understand me.”

The young girl’s shoulder sagged. Oriur chuckled as he sat down next to her.

“That’s because you spend all your time talking to just the Centinels. That’s probably why it’s specialized only for them.”

Rachel sighed, before looking up at the group of Centinels waiting expectantly for her to continue her story. But she didn’t resume her story just yet.

“I do wonder why I was able to learn that General Skill so easily. There must be a reason for it, right? I mean, I can’t have been the first person to try talking to a Centinel for a few weeks…”

There were a few theories floating in Rachel’s mind. Particularly, that having interacted with Salvos, Oriur, and Centina acclimated her to communicating with plenty of different Species’, which was what enabled her to convey her thoughts to the Centinels even when they hadn’t understood her yet.

Or maybe she really was just the first person who tried talking to Centinels to the extent she did.

After all, [Beast Tamers] and [Monster Masters] often gained some kind of Skill that allowed them to communicate with their pets. Or at the very least— to command their pets in one way or another.

And while Rachel’s Class did not relate to taming monsters at all, she still somehow learned this General Skill.

She could hypothesize as to the reasons why all she wanted, but that didn’t change the fact that what she was doing was working. And even Oriur, who had been apprehensive about the idea at first, was starting to come around to it.

“Rachel…”

Oriur whispered as he eyed the Centinels— specifically, the [Ancient Centinel] that was waiting patiently by the barrier.

“I know you want to prove that we can befriend the Centinels. But do you really think this will work?”

The Wyvern asked, glancing back at the young girl. She tilted her head back and shrugged.

“I mean, why would I be doing this if I didn’t think that was the case?”

It was a causal response. A straightforward one at that. Oriur chewed his lower lip— something he probably couldn’t actually do without great difficulty due to his physiology, but his Human illusion did it just fine.

“I don’t know? But don’t you think this is a longshot? How exactly are you going to convince the Matriarch Centinel not to kill us all and spare Centina?”

“I’ll figure it out as I go.”

Rachel said as she waved a hand dismissively. Oriur opened his mouth to protest.

“But—”

“Just trust me.”

The young girl interrupted him, giving him a thumbs-up.

“It’ll be fine— probably!”

“Right…”

Oriur drew his lips into a thin line as he stared at her. He remained silent for a moment as Rachel quickly changed the topics.

“Anyway, what were you saying about Novis and Bellum again?”

“Oh, Novis and Bellum won’t be joining us today.”

Oriur replied as he watched Rachel rise to her feet. She tilted her head back at him.

“Why not?”

“Because—”

And right as Oriur started, he was cut off by a voice echoing in the distance.

“Rachel! Oriur!”

“We’re here!”

Rachel blinked, recognizing those voices immediately. She looked up excitedly and called out.

“Novis, Bellum? You guys are—”

And she froze at what she saw approaching from above. Oriur raised his head, and Kron stuck her head out from behind a tree. The two of them stared at the descending cloud.

“Uh-oh.”

Rachel whispered as she stared at the three figures standing atop the cloud. The first two were Novis and Bellum in their Wyvern forms— of course, without Kron there, they couldn’t disguise themselves as Humans.

But the third figure was… well, it was Clayton Skyshredder.

Headmaster of Mavos Academy.

And the cloud landed right before Rachel and Oriur. Immediately, Novis and Bellum hopped off the cloud and dashed forward excitedly.

“We here!”

“Clayton help us!”

Novis and Bellum spoke the best they could with their basic understanding of language. But as they looked between Rachel and Oriur, they paused, realizing that neither of the other two seemed as excited as they did.

Slowly, they turned around. And they saw the look on Clayton’s face.

He wore a disapproving look. His brows furrowed and scrunched together as he glanced between Rachel and the Centinels.

The young girl flinched as he asked a simple question.

“What is going on here?”

He demanded, and she scratched the back of her head.

“I’m… um, trying to make some friends?”

That was the best explanation she could give. And she hoped it would be enough to convince Clayton to leave her alone. But unfortunately for her…

—--

That was not the case.

“You’re not allowed to leave this room until the Centinel siege has been lifted.”

Clayton said simply as he slammed the door before Rachel. She ran up to the door and caught it with her foot right before it could close. Protesting weakly, she met the Headmaster of Mavos Academy’s gaze.

“What? But I was making progress— I was actually befriending the Centinels!”

Clayton shook his head as he turned away from her.

“You do not know what you are doing. Right now, the only thing keeping the barrier up is the fact that the Centinels are not continuously assailing us. If you draw their ire with your words, it could reignite the fury of their siege, and our barrier could fall within the span of a few days.”

“But—”

Rachel started, and Clayton brought a hand up. A spell circle flashed before him, knocking the young girl back to the middle of the bedroom.

“For the safety of Mavos Academy, you will not be allowed to step foot outside of this room for now.”

The Headmaster of Mavos Academy spoke with finality in his voice, then he closed the door shut as Rachel looked up. A moment later, a crimson light shimmered across the room, before a spell circle formed at the door, clearly trapping her in.

And Rachel could only stare at the shut door as she tried to work her jaw.

“I… was actually befriending them, though.”


7. Disgruntled

It was ridiculous.

Rachel didn’t understand it. Her plan was working. Not like she even fully knew what her plan was supposed to be. But everything had been going well!

And now, it had all been ruined. However, it wasn’t because of what Rachel had failed to do. It was because that dummy Headmaster of Mavos Academy decided to intervene and lock her into a magical room.

Now, she couldn’t do anything about the Centinel invasion of the school. All because Clayton said what she was doing was “incredibly dangerous” and “even more idiotic”. Which was actually stupid of him to say, because she had explained her plan already numerous times!

And sure, she had been shot down each time. But did they really think that she was just going to sit idly by and not try her best to implement what she said she thought would work?

Rachel huffed as she sat by the window. It shimmered with a soft magical glow. Clayton Skyshredder himself had erected a barrier around the room, so no matter what she did, she couldn’t escape.

She just wasn’t anywhere near strong enough to be able to break free from this prison he had placed her in.

“I can’t believe this, I’m literally a prisoner in my own school.”

Rachel harrumphed as she peered out the window. She was high above the rest of Mavos Academy, locked in a room atop Clayton’s personal tower. Because of the barrier encapsulating the school, there were no clouds within the confines of the dome. So she could clearly see everything down below.

“All because I wanted to help out…”

Sighing, Rachel leaned back and looked towards the swarm of Centinels gathered around the barrier in the distance. Then she looked back down at herself and closed her eyes.

“What do I even do here?”

And she didn’t have an answer.

***

“I can’t believe you two!”

Oriur exclaimed as he placed his clawed hands on his hips. He looked down at his two siblings— Novis and Bellum. They knelt before him with their heads bowed low. However, even though they were both evidently trying to be apologetic, they also seemed incredibly confused too.

Like they didn’t know what they did wrong.

And that was what made Oriur even more upset.

“How could you think telling Clayton of what Rachel’s doing is a good idea?”

Oriur shook his head and sighed. Novis and Bellum just piped up one after another in response.

“We don’t know!”

“We thought Clayton help!”

But Clayton didn’t help, Oriur thought as he gritted his teeth. However, as he stared at his two clueless siblings, he knew he couldn’t blame them. He knew that it was not truly their fault.

In fact, it was probably Oriur’s own fault for having neglected to tell either Novis or Bellum to keep what Rachel was doing a secret from any authority figure in Mavos Academy. After all, even if they were his siblings, they weren’t quite… as intelligent as him.

Oriur felt bad for even thinking that. However, it was factually true. It would be no different of  a statement of fact than if he had said they were stronger than him. Because they were.

But still, Oriur felt bad because he felt like he was calling them stupid. And they weren’t. They were incredibly intelligent. Other Wyverns their age— or even in general— would not even be capable of speech, let alone critical thinking.

So he drew back and turned away from them.

“It’s… fine. Just, next time, please don’t involve Clayton in anything unless absolutely necessary, alright?”

Novis and Bellum both exchanged glances, before nodding. They then watched as Oriur stepped out of the room.

“Where going?”

They asked in unison. And Oriur paused right by the doorway, his eyes flickering.

“I’m going to try to fix this.”

With that, Oriur left the room. Even if he didn’t know exactly what he was going to do to resolve this issue.

—--

The first thing Oriur decided to do was to try to convince Clayton to let Rachel free. He didn’t think it would work, but he thought he still needed to try. After all, there was still a chance the Headmaster of Mavos Academy could change his mind—

“Absolutely not.”

Clayton said, before turning away. Oriur opened his mouth.

“But Rachel was actually befriending the Centinels! She’s actually helping us!”

Oriur followed after Clayton Skyshredder as he marched down the hallway of the Tower of Truth. The Headmaster of Mavos Academy slowed and glanced back at the juvenile Wyvern. While Kron wasn’t around to give Oriur an illusion for his protection, Clayton himself was using his magic to disguise Oriur.

“And how do you know what Rachel was doing was helping us?”

Clayton posed the question simply as he faced the juvenile Wyvern.

“Because the Centinels were listening to her!”

Oriur exclaimed, and Clayton shook his head.

“And how do you know that’s not a trick? How do you know they’re not planning to deceive her into letting them through the barrier?”

“But Rachel can’t even let them through the barrier! Also, there’s no way those Centinels were trying to deceive her!”

Oriur tried to argue. But the Headmaster of Mavos Academy was adamant.

“Why’s that?”

“Because they’re—”

Oriur started, before pausing. They’re not that smart, the thought finished in his mind. But he realized exactly what Clayton was going to say right after.

And the Headmaster of Mavos Academy realized it too. He took in a deep breath and straightened.

“You must understand like I do that Centinels are not intelligent creatures. Not especially at their lesser evolutions. So either these Centinels are somehow all exceptions, or… this is an orchestration by the Matriarch Centinel.”

Clayton said as he met Oriur’s gaze.

“So it matters not to me whether or not whatever these Centinels are scheming will work. All that matters is that I will not allow us to walk right into whatever trap they may be setting up.”

“That’s…”

Oriur couldn’t even argue against what Clayton said. The juvenile Wyvern understood the logic of the Headmaster of Mavos Academy. So he just trailed off as Clayton sighed.

The elderly Human man’s face softened as he looked away.

“I do not want to do this either, Oriur. But for the sake of Mavos Academy, I will do what I must.”

And Oriur said nothing as he watched Clayton stride away.

—--

“This sucks…”

Oriur whispered as he sat right before the edge of the barrier of Mavos Academy. This was the usual spot where Rachel would normally converse with the Centinels. Except, this time, she wasn’t here.

And Oriur could see the usual crowd of Centinels waiting for her to show up. They must have been waiting here for nearly ten hours now— ever since Rachel had been taken away by Clayton this morning.

The sun was already beginning to set over the horizon. And the Centinels were growing restless. Especially the smaller Centinels.

Which was honestly a good thing, since the [Ancient Centinel] was still lying patiently for Rachel to return. If it was thrashing about angrily because of Rachel’s absence, Oriur would start to get worried that it would begin attacking the barrier— maybe even rallying more Centinels to do so.

“What can I even do here?”

Oriur whispered to himself as he stared at the Centinels. Their mandibles were clicking in confusion as they began to exchange glances.

“Should I try to calm them down? But will they even understand me?”

Oriur asked the question to himself, before he took in a deep breath. He might as well try, right?

“Uh, hey—”

The juvenile Wyvern started. But immediately, a Centinel lashed out and crashed into the barrier, making Oriur recoil. He stumbled back as he caught his breath. He watched as the Centinel that lashed out slithered back and glared at him.

“Or maybe that’s not a good idea…”

Oriur didn’t know what he did to upset that Centinel. However, he didn’t want to anger them, so he sat back down.

“I just don’t know what to do— I mean, must I even do something?”

The juvenile Wyvern tilted his head back as he considered their circumstances. Maybe Clayton was right. Perhaps it was best just to sit put until Edithe, Ms Centina, and Uncle Willy returned. Or maybe the Centinels will just eventually grow bored and leave when the barrier didn’t collapse.

Oriur closed his eyes as he considered his options.

He really wished someone was here to help him figure out what to do in this predicament. But he was alone. Because Rachel was locked up, and neither Novis nor Bellum would understand the problem.

“If only…”

Oriur whispered, and a voice echoed from behind him. 

“What’s wrong, Oriur?”

Blinking, Oriur’s eyes grew wide as he turned around. And he saw a glowing figure descend before him as he saw the flakes of embers flitting by him. All at once, he felt a sense of warmth wash over him as he smiled.

“Mama—”


8. Break Free

This had to work. It was the only way of saving Mavos Academy.

It was the only way for Edithe to escape the Spirit Plane.

She had to believe it would work.

That was why she trekked through the ruined mountains.

Willy, Druma, and Centina trailed after her. The group remained silent as they made their way through the undulating hills. It was not that difficult to find where they were going, because all they had to do was follow the destruction.

The Spirit Lord had turned the Archangel into a tiny metal sphere and flicked it into this mountain range. And he threw the Archangel with such force that that tiny metal sphere tore through the mountains, ripping apart the landscape completely.

Because of that, Edithe knew where to go to find the Archangel. And she could only hope that it was somehow still alive.

But after hours of traversing the destroyed landscape, what she came to was not what she wanted to see. She found a giant crater there, lying in the base of a tall mountain.

And in the center of a crater lay the metal sphere— cracked and broken, lying inert at the very bottom.

“That’s—”

Edithe rushed up to the metal sphere as Druma, Centina, and Willy followed her. But even as she came to a halt next to the broken metal sphere, nothing happened. Nothing changed. Her [Identification] only gave her a single response.

[Broken Metal Sphere - It’s a broken metal sphere.]

And Edithe could only drop to her knees as she closed her eyes.

“No…”

She whispered as the realization sank in.

“The Archangel is truly dead.”

She was trapped, and Mavos Academy would be destroyed.

***

Sally had been busy.

Well, she had always been busy. Ever since she had been mentally disconnected from the real Salvos, Sally had pretty much just been aimlessly running errands throughout the Mortal Realm. Whether it was ensuring that Novis, Oriur, and Bellum had a safe place to stay, or helping deal with the influx of Demons pouring out of the rifts in the Netherfied Lands.

It was all the same to Sally. She wasn’t acting with purpose. She didn’t have a goal. Not like she could pursue any goal she even wanted, anyway. The real Salvos was already searching for Haec, and Sally couldn’t level up.

So Sally was left without much of a purpose other than to ensure that her companions here in the Mortal Realm remained safe and sound. Which proved to be quite difficult when there was always a new calamity befalling the Human Lands every single week.

But she was perfectly content with continuing with these tasks because she cared for her companions. Even if it often meant that she had to do boring jobs like what she’d been doing over the last few days— transporting powerful artifacts from other nations back into Mavos Academy using her teleportation magic.

It had been the only support that the powers of the Human Lands could offer Mavos Academy at the moment. Because not only were they all preoccupied with the Elven invasion to the northeast, they knew that they would incur grievous losses if they had to face the Matriarch Centinel and her swarm in battle— perhaps they would not even be able to repel her with all their greatest armies combined.

Whether that was true or not, Sally didn’t know. All she did was what she needed to do. She had traveled all across the Human Lands— from the Sunmere Republic, to the Eastern Kingdom Alliance, and to the Vaun Qieur Empire— to collect whatever artifacts they could offer her to aid Mavos Academy.

She had even been to the Council of Cremont, although they still scorned her for being a Demon. Which she found quite amusing more than anything.

Most of the Human Lands had been appalled to find out that she was a Demon. Many nations still refused to accept her— until she was offering them her help, then they gladly welcomed her with open arms.

Their hypocrisy was quite funny to Sally, because she didn’t even care whether or not they hated her. Perhaps the real Salvos would care to some extent. But Sally?

What exactly was going to happen if they hated her? Would they try to kill her? It was not like it mattered to her if she even died or not. She was, despite her individuality, just a clone of Salvos.

So Sally didn’t care all that much. She just did what she had to do and returned back to Mavos Academy, bypassing the barrier in the brief moment it was weakened to let her through. Then she handed over a Bag of Holding full of High Grade, Epic Grade, and a single Mythic Grade artifacts over the Clayton Skyshredder.

Then Sally set off to find Rachel to catch up. The two of them had spent some time together, but because Sally was so busy while Rachel was preoccupied with trying to befriend the Centinels, neither of them had a proper full conversation just yet.

And when Sally arrived at the scene, all she found was a frustrated Oriur standing there, practically tearing the leathery skin off his face.

“Mama, I need your help!”

Oriur exclaimed as he threw himself at her. Considering he was around her height, that made her stumble. Sally blinked a few times and tilted her head at the juvenile Wyvern.

“What is it, Oriur?”

Sally asked with raised a brow. Oriur gritted his teeth and looked up at her.

“They… they took Rachel!”

Oriur exclaimed. Sally blinked a few times. She looked up towards the barrier and saw the swarm of Centinels gathered there.

“Who? The Centinels?”

Sally asked with a frown. But Oriur shook his head and pointed past her and towards the tall tower in the background.

“No— Clayton did!”

And that made Sally pause as she glanced back.

“Huh.”

For a moment, she was confused as to why Clayton would do that. But then she remembered that Humans didn’t take kindly to new things. And befriending Centinels was certainly a new thing.

“Please, you have to free Rachel.”

Oriur said as he eyed Sally desperately. He shook his head, before gesturing at the Centinels.

“Because if she doesn’t come back, I think the Centinels will… I don’t know, but I have a feeling something terrible will happen.”

Looking up, Sally could certainly see the discontent visible on the faces of the gathered Centinels. They were practically twitching to attack the barrier to find Rachel. But they were waiting— impatiently— for now.

“I guess I’ll have to do something…”

Sally muttered under her breath as she took a step. Oriur’s eyes widened, before he bowed his head gratefully.

“Thank you, mama!”

“Anything for you, Oriur!”

Sally beamed back at him, before she took a step before. Then she spread her flaming wings behind her back and took off to the sky. All the while, Oriur watched hopefully as she flew up to the top of Clayton’s tower.

***

Rachel sighed as she hugged her knees. It was hopeless. There was no escape from this prison. Her plan was ruined, all because Clayton was a big, stupid meanie!

“I guess I’ll have to just wait and hope…”

Rachel whispered as she hung her head back, looking up at the ceiling. She sat there, her back against the windowglass, for a long moment. And that was when she heard a soft tapping.

Tap. Tap. Tap.

Rachel could’ve sworn it came from outside of the glass window behind her. But that was impossible. She was so high up above the rest of the school, nobody could’ve gotten up here. Unless they could somehow fly.

Tap. Tap. Tap.

Rachel heard it again. And this time, she was certain it came from the glass window. So she turned with a frown.

“Wha—”

And Rachel’s eyes grew wide when she saw the flaming figure floating out the window.

“Salv… I mean— Sally!”

Rachel watched as the flaming figure waved back at her. Sally floated there for a moment, before snapping her fingers. In an instant, Sally appeared right next to Rachel.

“Hi! It’s me!”

Sally said as she beamed down at Rachel. The young girl smiled back in response.

“It’s you! What are you doing here?”

“Oriur asked me to save you, so I’m here to rescue you!”

Sally replied simply. Rachel blinked, before a smile tugged at her lips.

“He did? That’s so sweet of him.”

“Yep! So let’s go!”

Sally proffered a hand, and Rachel reached to accept it. But then Rachel paused.

“But Clayton will just get mad at me again even if you break me free. And this time, he’ll get mad at you too!”

Rachel tapped a finger on her chin in thought. Sally paused.

“I don’t want that!”

“I don’t want that either.”

Rachel agreed, before she frowned.

“But what can we do?”

“I dunno.”

Sally shrugged.

“I don’t usually make plans.”

“Aw. So I have to come up with a plan then.”

Rachel deflated, and Sally nodded eagerly in response. The little girl sighed and sat down once more.

“But I don’t really know what more I can do… I mean, I’ve already befriended a few Centinels, sure. I just don’t know what I can even do next.”

It was all so uncertain. The fate of Mavos Academy— whether Edithe would even come back. Nobody knew what was going to happen next.

Sally crouched down next to Rachel and peered at her curiously.

“Why did you even want to befriend the Centinels in the first place?”

“Because I wanted to prove that they aren’t just mindless monsters— that you can actually talk to them! So we can tell the Matriach Centinel that this is all a misunderstanding, and we don’t have to fight!”

Rachel waved a hand in the air, before snapping her brows together. Talking about her original plan helped her remember something, and an idea dawned on her. All the while, Sally just nodded to the side.

“Maybe we can—”

Sally started to offer a suggestion, but Rachel piped up as she turned to the flaming figure.

“Actually, I have an idea!”

“Oh?”

Sally leaned in curiously as Rachel began to explain.


9. The Plan Is Simple

Clayton Skyshredder was a cautious person. As the Headmaster of Mavos Academy, he had no other choice. Every action he took, and every decision he made, it all had to be for the safety and betterment of his school.

There were times where he was criticized for his decisions, such as during the war, when he refused to take action. And he was fine with receiving these verbal attacks. Because all that mattered to him was that he erred on the side of caution.

Then all would be well.

That was why he had chosen to lock up Rachel.

While both Oriur and Rachel herself had argued that it was a ridiculous imprisonment, what the young girl was attempting to do was unprecedented. So Clayton did not know how to deal with it, and his solution was to not deal with it.

Perhaps once the siege of Mavos Academy was over, he would reconsider what Rachel was suggesting— that perhaps Centinels could be reasoned with. But as of right now, he would continue to keep the young girl locked up in his tower, as cruel of a punishment it might seem.

Perhaps it was harsh. In fact, it was not something he wanted to even do. But for the safety of Mavos Academy, Clayton Skyshredder would do what was necessary.

Taking in a deep breath, the Headmaster of Mavos Academy came to a halt before the room he had locked Rachel in. He dismissed the sense of guilt he felt, before he brought a hand up. With a flash of light, the barrier spell surrounding the room collapsed.

Clayton carried a tray of food and water with him as he pushed the door open.

“Here’s your dinner as you requested—”

He started as the door swung open. But then he paused. His eyes grew wide, and he dropped the tray of food to the ground. Stepping forward, he swept his gaze across the room. But his eyes didn’t deceive him.

The room was empty. Rachel was gone.

Clayton ran forward, before coming to a halt before the window.

“How…?”

He asked the question, then he paused. He caught a glimpse of a glint in the distance in the night sky. A golden glow that shone even from across Mavos Academy.

And Clayton gritted his teeth as he realized what had happened.

“Salvos.”

Shaking his head, Clayton Skyshredder focused himself.

“I need to stop them. Now.”

Before it was too late.

And with that, the Headmaster of Mavos Academy rushed out of the room to give chase to the two students who had given him the most troubles throughout the years.

***

It was a simple plan.

A stupid plan, perhaps.

But this was what Rachel had been working towards all this time, right? And as long as Sally was here, everything should work out… fine?

Rachel didn’t know. But she had to do something. She had to try to work towards a permanent solution. Otherwise, after Sally freed her, she’d just be discovered wandering about freely by Clayton, before being thrown back into her prison again.

So Rachel took this extreme risk, hoping it would pay off.

“Are you really sure about this?”

Sally asked as she flew forward with Rachel in her arms towards the magical dome encapsulating Mavos Academy. The young girl just waved a hand dismissively.

“It’ll be fine… probably. I mean, you’ve done crazier things in your life, right?”

“That wasn’t me, that was Salvos! I’m Sally!”

The Salvos clone harrumphed, and Rachel pursed her lips.

“Sorry…”

It was still a bit difficult for Rachel to understand the distinction. As far as the young girl was aware, Sally was a Salvos clone. But something had happened since Salvos entered the Netherworld and left Sally alone here in the Mortal Realm which resulted in… this.

In Sally having an identity of her own.

Rachel and Sally had discussed this a few times before. But the two of them hadn’t really had the time to talk about it in detail. It was just something Rachel tried to keep in mind, to not upset Sally.

However, Rachel always did want to ask Sally more about it. And while perhaps right now wasn’t the right moment, the young girl decided to ask her question anyway.

“I understand you’re not Salvos, Sally—”

“Correct! I’m Sally!”

Sally cheerfully replied, and Rachel nodded.

“But you’re a clone of Salvos, right?”

“Yep!”

“So if you’re a clone of Salvos, and you acknowledge you’re a clone of Salvos, why do you dislike being called Salvos? Because aren’t you two basically the same person?”

Rachel raised a brow, glancing back for a moment at Sally. The Salvos clone paused for a moment in thought, then scoffed.

“I told you, I’m Sally, not Salvos!”

That was all Sally said. Rachel scratched the back of her head, before dropping the subject.

“I see…”

The two of them descended down to a figure waiting before the barrier. It was Oriur. He was sitting there worriedly. And when he saw the two of them approached, he immediately perked up.

“Mama, you did it!”

Oriur exclaimed, and Sally beamed as she set Rachel down to the ground. But Rachel shook her head as she faced the juvenile Wyvern.

“It’s not over just yet. Once Clayton discovers that I’m gone…”

Rachel glanced back up towards the tower in the distance. She was expecting to see the familiar nimbus cloud carrying the Headmaster of Mavos Academy descending upon them at any moment.

“Sally and I will have to act now while we can. Before it’s too late.”

Rachel looked towards the barrier. At the other side waited the familiar faces of the Centinels that had always been in attendance to her storytelling sessions. They were all twitching in excitement from just seeing her. And she smiled when she caught a glimpse of a [Junior Centinel]— the very first one that she had befriended— standing all the way at the front, clicking its mandibles at her.

But then she swept her gaze past it and looked towards the [Ancient Centinel] who was waiting towards the back.

“We’ll need that one’s help.”

Rachel said as she pointed at the [Ancient Centinel]. Sally nodded and grabbed Rachel by the shoulders. Oriur blinked a few times.

“Wait, what are you two doing? Is there anything I can do to help?”

“I—”

Rache opened her mouth to explain, but then her eyes flickered. She looked back once more and saw the familiar nimbus cloud shooting out of Clayton’s tower high above. Steeling herself, she gave the juvenile Wyvern a single instruction.

“I want you to wait here, Oriur. And if something goes wrong… I want you to remember that I at least tried my best.”

Rachel spoke simply. Oriur opened his mouth.

“Wait here? But what are you—”

But he was cut off by Clayton’s booming voice in the distance.

“Don’t you dare do this, Rachel—”

The Headmaster of Mavos Academy started. But Rachel looked towards Sally and nodded. And the Salvos clone just grinned as their body began to distort.

Before the two of them disappeared from where they were standing with a flash, leaving Oriur behind staring.

—--

To Rachel, not much seemed to happen. All that happened was her surroundings changed, followed by a moment where she was disoriented. But as she steadied herself as Sally let go of her shoulders.

The Salvos clone was already tense and ready for action. She created a flaming scythe as she took in her surroundings. And Rachel couldn’t blame her. After all… they were both outside of the barrier right now.

Looking up, Rachel saw the faces of dozens of Centinels boring into her. Beyond them, she saw Oriur staring wide-eyed at her at the other side of the barrier. Clayton was landing next to the juvenile Wyvern, cursing and raising his blade at her.

But Rachel ignored them as she slowly turned around. And she came face to face with the giant visage of an [Ancient Centinel].

It huffed out, its breath alone nearly knocking her off her feet. Sally immediately moved to stand between the young girl and the giant monster. But Rachel steadied herself and stepped forward.

“No, let me handle this.”

Rachel whispered as she slowly started forward. Sally hesitantly moved aside, watching the young girl inch closer towards the [Ancient Centinel]. It was massive. It had to be a thousand feet in length at the very minimum. Its mandibles alone were larger than even Rachel’s entire body.

But even still, Rachel showed no fear. Instead, she gently held a hand out and smiled. Because it was the same [Ancient Centinel] that had been there to see her every day. And she knew it was just surprised to see her here at the other side of the barrier.

“You know, even though we’ve known each other for a while, I haven’t given you a name.”

Rachel whispered as she placed the palm of her hand on the [Ancient Centinel]’s mandibles. It tilted its head, and the young girl tapped a finger on her chin.

“How about Jerome? You look like a Jerome to me!”

Rachel giggled as the [Ancient Centinel] drew its head back. It almost seemed to consider this suggestion, before it nodded back at her.

From the side, Oriur and Clayton both watched this interaction in awe.

Rachel placed her hands on her hips as she grinned.

“So Jerome it is.”

And the [Ancient Centinel]— Jerome— lowered its head back towards her. And all around her, the other Centinels broke out into a susurration of clicking mandibles. They edged towards her, waving their bodies in the air.

Rachel laughed as she raised her hands placatingly towards them.

“I’m sorry, I can’t give you all names right now. Maybe later. There is something I need to do at this moment, and only Jerome can help me.”

The young girl nodded towards Jerome, before steeling herself. It tilted its head back at her. Sally tightened her grip around her scythe, wearing a serious look on her face. And from the other side of the barrier, Clayton and Oriur could only watch in horror, hearing what Rachel had to say.

“Jerome— I want you to bring me to your Matriarch. I want to talk to her.”


10. The Progenitor

“No!”

Edithe screamed as she dropped the scythe she had been carrying, before dashing forward down the crater. She picked up the remains of the metal sphere and tried to piece it all back together. But nothing happened.

Her fingers trembled, and her eyes grew wide. No matter what she did, she couldn't piece together the metal sphere. It was completely broken.

“No. No. No! NO!”

Edithe screamed, dropping to her knees. She slammed her fists to the ground in anger as she closed her eyes.

She gritted her teeth, her fingers digging through the dirt. Behind her, Centina, Willy, and Druma remained silent. They stared at her back as she whispered.

“The Archangel is really dead…”

Edithe clenched her fists and rose to her feet. She wanted to scream, but she couldn’t even bring herself to do it. She looked up at the green sky overhead, her vision blurring.

There was nothing else that she could do. She wanted to cry. In fact, she was already crying. Before she realized it, tears were streaming down her cheeks.

But why? Why was she even crying?

Because she knew she had failed. Because she knew she was going to die here in the Spirit Plane. Because she knew her friends were going to die, and there was nothing she could do about it.

Or so she thought.

Until she heard a voice whispering to her.

“...e...me…”

And Edithe’s eyes grew wide when she heard that.

***

This was Rachel’s plan.

To negotiate.

And she wasn’t going to negotiate with just a random [Ancient Centinel]. She was going to negotiate with the Matriarch Centinel of the Bloodied Gulf.

As a child, Rachel had heard many horror stories about the Centinels. They were seen as the most terrible of the terrible of monsters— they were what nightmares were made of. After all, these Centinels came like a sea of red, destroying everything in its path.

They were viewed like a natural disaster. They came and went, leaving nothing behind in their wake. Unlike other monsters which struck only when threatened or when they were hungry, these Centinels sought to destroy everything.

But where did they even come from? Rachel had always wondered about it. So when she was living in the temple under William, she spent a lot of time reading history books— some of them were about general history like about the Immortal King Alexander— however she also researched a lot about how the Centinels even showed up in Secely.

And most books told the same story. They recounted the same event— when the Centinels washed up ashore in the southernmost tip of the continent. However, that didn’t answer the question as to where the Centinels came from.

It only took sifting through a dozen or so books for Rachel to find a plausible theory that wasn’t utterly ridiculous. It detailed an Elite Rank’s journey down into the depths of the Bloodied Gulf, and his encounter with a monster that was unlike anything seen before.

A monster that was beyond comprehension.

The Progenitor of the Centinels— also known as the Matriarch Centinel of the Bloodied Gulf.

It was said to be above Level 200. A monster which power was a level beyond that of an Elite Ranked threat. On its own, it would be considered an apocalyptic-level threat. Which sounded too ridiculous to be true.

After all, the Immortal King Alexander was rumored to be around Level 200, and he was said to be the pinnacle of Humankind.

So the idea of such a powerful monster lying at the bottom of the Bloodied Gulf was dismissed by many scholars. But Rachel had always considered it a possibility. And now, she it was real.

And she was going to talk to it… her… whatever.

Rachel was going to talk to the Matriarch Centinel.

How would this go? Would she survive?

Sally was here. She’d protect Rachel, right?

Except, Sally wasn’t even remotely close to being Level 200. So what could Sally realistically do to protect Rachel?

If something went wrong, Rachel was going to die. But that was a fact she was willing to live with— because this was a cause she was willing to die for.

So Rachel marched on as Jerome the named [Ancient Centinel] led the way. Behind her, a hundred more Centinels followed along. They practically formed a shield around Rachel, protecting her from any mindless Centinel that might have tried to attack her.

Meanwhile, Sally walked close next to Rachel, prepared for anything and everything to go wrong. While the Salvos clone had willingly gone with the young girl’s plan, there was evidently some apprehension there.

Even Rachel was nervous. She watched as Jerome led her through a dense forest that was overran with Centinels. Everywhere she looked, she saw the undulating figures skittering around, climbing up trees and speeding through the bushes. Their red shells reflected the light of the sun, gleaming and giving them an ominous flair.

But while Rachel was focused on the exorbitant number of Centinels gathered around them, Sally noticed something else.

“This place… it looks familiar…”

The Salvos clone whispered as she glanced around. Rachel blinked, before furrowing her brows.

The young girl looked up and took in her surroundings. Many of the trees in the forest had been uprooted, and parts of the landscape were scarred with the ground opening up all around, but she couldn’t help but nod hesitantly.

“Huh. It kind of does—”

And the earth erupted up ahead, just before Jerome. An [Ancient Centinel] emerged from the ground and shrieked. It was nearly as big as Jerome. But Rachel could tell it was a little bit smaller.

Jerome didn’t budge as the other [Ancient Centinel] glared down at him. He simply clicked his mandibles back at it, while it circled around him. Rachel realized that the [Ancient Centinel] was eyeing her as it was ‘speaking’.

Sally immediately tensed, but Jerome placed himself emphatically between them.

“Jerome is defending me…”

Rachel whispered in awe. A small smile slipped onto her face as she watched the [Ancient Centinel] back away from Jerome.

“I don’t exactly know what he’s saying, but I think it’s working!”

Rachel piped up excitedly. And sure enough, the other [Ancient Centinel] eventually relented, moving out of the way as Jerome continued forward. Even still, Sally kept an eye on the other [Ancient Centinel] as they eventually reached a small hill.

It was only when they arrived at the hill did Rachel finally realize where they were.

“Wait, this is…”

The young girl started, only for Sally to interrupt her.

“My Lair.”

Sally stared the side of the hill with round eyes as Rachel turned to her. The two of them realized it at the same time. The Matriarch Centinel had turned Salvos’s hidden Lair into its home.

The hill which the Lair was located had been badly ravaged, its sides being ripped apart by massive holes, indicating that various [Ancient Centinels] had regularly entered and left the inside.

Rachel pursed her lips as she faced Sally hesitantly.

“But why would the Matriarch Centinel reside in your Lair?”

And Sally just shrugged.

“Don’t know. Guess we’ll find out.”

The two of them slowly trailed after Jerome as he brought them forward, entering one of the tunnels that had already been dug open. They slowly descended down the hill, entering a blanket of darkness as the other Centinels stayed back.

Rachel glanced back, watching as no other Centinels— even those she had befriended— dared to follow them down the tunnel. She chewed her lower lip for a moment, before looking ahead. She saw a light at the end of a tunnel, opening up to a large cavernous room.

There, she saw the remnants of what had once been Salvos’s Lair, which was not distinctly different, having been ravaged and expanded almost beyond recognition.

Rachel continued to walk forward as Sally paused, having kicked a metallic object over on the ground. The Salvos clone paused and picked up a goblet-like object as Rahcel followed behind Jerome, before she saw a figure standing in the middle of the cavernous room.

And there it was

A pink figure that looked about the size of a Human. It partially had the body of a Centinel, but its upper body seemed similar to that of a woman. A mass of spikes fell from its head like hair, but the face it wore was not that of a Human.

It was the Matriarch Centinel of the Bloodied Gulf.

The Progenitor of the Centinels.

An apocalyptic-level threat.

[??? - Lvl. ???]

And Rachel shuddered as the [Identification] results played in her mind.


11. Children

Sally blinked as her feet touched the artifact at her feet. She recognized it immediately— how could she not? It was one of her… of Salvos’s… belongings.

While most of the Cave of Companions had been completely ravaged and destroyed— everything from the books and the artifacts that had been triumphantly displayed from the Bloodied Gulf to the Plaguelands— somehow, this object survived.

It was—

[Dreaded Goblet: High Grade Equipment - Used in rituals to call upon the wisdom of the Old Gods.]

The Dreaded Goblet.

A random piece of artifact that Salvos had collected while she was in the Plaguelands. Considering it seemingly served no purpose, Salvos had just stored it away in the Cave of Companions a long time ago. But the fact that it somehow survived the devastation here caused by the Matriarch Centinel was what piqued Sally’s interests.

Especially considering that it could supposedly draw the wisdom of the Old Gods, which was also the name of a General Skill that Sally had. So Sally picked up the Dreaded Goblet as she trailed right behind Rachel who was delving deeper into the tunnel ahead.

Sally inspected the Dreaded Goblet curiously, but just like all of Salvos’s past attempts at trying to get this artifact to work, nothing happened.

Unless… a thought idyllically crossed Sally’s mind.

Her eyes flickered as she focused into the goblet, activating her [Wisdom Of The Old Gods]. Would anything come from this? Ordinarily, the General Skill served no active purpose, simply boosting her [Wisdom] while attuning her with her divinity. So it was a Passive Skill.

Or so Sally and Salvos had both thought all along.

But this time, something happened. Sally recoiled as her vision was engulfed with a white light. At first, she thought that the Dreaded Goblet was glowing, blinding the entire tunnel with a flash. But as the white light faded away, she realized that what she was seeing was in her mind.

And Sally saw—

***

It was the end of the world. It was more than just a few distorted pebbles. It was even more than a tear in space itself. It was—

An infinite wall of corruption.

It was an amalgamation of the damage that the world had suffered over eternity— the very edges of Nexeus itself collapsing into nothingness. At one point, there was a world beyond this twisted distortion. But that was no longer the case. Nothing waited for me beyond except for the corruption and despair.

I stumbled back as the ground trembled beneath my feet…

***

And Sally snapped back to reality as the vision faded away.

“What was that?”

Sally asked as she stood there, blinking to herself. But before she could even process what she had seen, she heard Rachel’s voice whisper from up ahead.

“There you are.”

Rachel spoke as she stood right before a cavernous room. And in the center of the room was a familiar pink figure that immediately made the Salvos clone tense.

[??? - Lvl. ???]

It was the Matriarch Centinel.

And Sally hurried over to Rachel’s side.

***

Rachel took in a deep breath.

It was time.

This was what she had been working towards this entire time. This was what her goal had been. For a chance at peace— to negotiate with the Matriarch Centinel of the Bloodied Gulf.

To reason with the Progenitor of the Centinels.

Everyone said it was impossible. But Rachel didn’t care. This was the only thing she could do now. Edithe hadn’t returned— the portal had closed. Soon, the barrier protecting Mavos Academy would fall, and Rachel didn’t want to wait locked up in a room until that happened.

So as Jerome moved to the side, glancing back at her, she took a step forward. The Matriarch Centinel’s head perked up the moment it… or she heard Rachel’s approach. Its head snapped back towards Rachel, before its slit-like eyes narrowed, glancing between Rachel and Jerome.

The Matriarch Centinel snarled as Rachel stepped forward. She looked like she was going to attack immediately, but Jerome clicked his mandibles as he bowed his head. All the while, Sally stood right defensively right next to Rachel.

But Rachel just spoke up, drawing the Matriarch Centinel’s attention.

“Look, I’m not here to fight you— not that I can even if I wanted to. I’m just here to talk.”

In response, the Matriarch Centinel’s gaze snapped in the young girl’s direction.

“I. Have. No. Thing. To. Say. To. You. Hu. Man.”

The Matriarch Centinel’s voice was unlike anything Rachel had ever heard. The words barely sounded like words— it sounded almost like the screeching of knives against a chalkboard, which somehow translated to words in Rachel’s mind.

The young girl recoiled for a moment, before gritting her teeth. She stepped forward, moving past even Sally, as she placed a hand on her chest.

“Please, why can’t we all be friends? Whether it be Humans, Centinels, or even Demons? Why do we have to fight? We don’t have to kill each other any longer!”

The Matriarch Centinel tilted her head as she listened to what Rachel had to say. Sally tried to stop the young girl from getting closer, but Rachel shrugged off those attempts.

“I understand that you kill us Humans because we have killed your kind— your children. So that is why you hate us. It’s right for you to feel that way— what we’ve done is wrong.”

Rachel shook her head as she glanced over at Jerome who was nervously waiting to the side. Then she met the Matriarch Centinel’s cold gaze.

“But it doesn’t have to be this way any longer. We don’t have to perpetuate this cycle of slaughter. Can’t we all just be… friends?”

Slowly, Rachel looked over to Jerome. The [Ancient Centinel] nodded at her, before clicking his mandibles at the Matriarch Centinel. He straightened in solidarity with Rachel as she smiled at him.

“Please? I’ll talk to the Humans— we’ll try to figure something out. But we won’t have to kill each other anymore… we won’t kill your children anymore.”

Rachel spoke pleadingly as she proffered a hand out to the Matriarch Centinel. Sally watched from the side silently as the Matriarch Centinel stared at the outstretched palm.

For a moment, there was silence. But the young girl took it as a good sign. After all, that meant that the Matriarch Centinel was actually considering what was said.

But then the Matriarch Centinel lowered her head. And from her feet, something dug out of the ground. It was a [Younger Centinel]. Small and tiny, barely half the size of Rachel, who was not the biggest person herself.

It crawled up the Matriarch Centinel’s back and onto her arm. She regarded it as she spoke softly, although there was still the same grating pain that accompanied hearing her words.

“You. Are. Mis. Taken.”

Rachel blinked, hearing what the Matriarch Centinel had to say. And that was when the Progenitor crushed the [Younger Centinel] in her clawed hand.

“These. Are. Not. My Chil. Dren.”

The young girl watched in horror as the remains of the [Younger Centinel] splattered onto the ground. Looking up, the Matriarch Centinel faced Jerome. Jerome cowered back as she smiled at him.

“These. Are. My Chil. Dren.”

The Matriarch Centinel’s gaze slowly swept across the room, looking past Rachel. The young girl raised a brow as she looked at where the Progenitor was looking.

“And. The. Only. One. Res. Pon. Si. Ble. For. Kill. Ing. Them. Is. Be. Hind. You.”

And Rachel’s eyes grew wide as she realized that the Matriarch Centinel was staring right at Sally. The Salvos clone blinked a few times, before pursing her lips.

“Uh-oh.”

Then what happened next happened so quickly, Rachel barely registered it. The Matriarch Centinel’s eyes glinted as the young girl turned back. And suddenly, there was a blast of blinding crimson light.

A terrible ringing blared in Rachel’s ears as she recoiled. She shut her eyes, hearing only her breathing. She could feel her heart beating— hammering away at what felt like a thousand beats a minute.

And when she slowly began to regain her bearings, she realized she was in the air, wrapped in Sally’s arms. Far below her laid a smoldering crater where the hill that hid the Cave of Companions had once been. Smoke and rubble was all that remained there.

All the while, Sally’s body burned with an iridescent flame.

“[My Flames Shall Burn Until Eternity Ends].”

The Salvos clone whispered as she tightly clung onto Rachel. But the young girl barely even heard those words. Instead, she was staring down at the figure standing at the very bottom of the crater.

The Matriarch Centinel’s gaze was still fixed on both Sally and Rachel. She crouched down, looking like she was about to leap into the air after them.

But a large figure moved to intercept her.

“Jerome—”

Rachel’s eyes grew wide, seeing the [Ancient Centinel] get in the Progenitor’s way. And the Matriarch Centinel just clicked her mandibles as she pointed at him.

“In. So. Lent. Child.”

All at once, dozens of figures burst out of the ground— each one as large as Jerome. Some were even larger. [Ancient Centinels]. A swarm of them. And they clamored over Jerome, pinning him down as he screeched and writhed there.

“No…”

Rachel stared at Jerome as his brethren swarmed over him. Although Sally was not focused on that in the slightest. She was gritting her teeth as she flew higher and higher, trying to focus.

“I just need to focus… [Greater Tele—”

But as both Sally and Rachel’s bodies began to flicker, a figure suddenly appeared before them. The Matriarch Centinel was hovering there before the both of them, her right hand already raised.

Sally’s eyes grew wide as the Matriarch Centinel swung down. It was a normal swing— Rachel was certain there wasn’t even a Skill behind it. But the sheer force of the strike sent both Sally and Rachel flying straight down.

The two of them came crashing down to the ground. But at the very last moment, Sally rolled and protected Rachel from colliding with the earth. The young girl panted as she looked up towards the sky, coughing up some blood.

While Sally endured the brunt of the strike, the whiplash of the attack was enough to very nearly kill Rachel. She wheezed as she stared at the Matriarch Centinel landing on the ground right before them, eyes glinting with an iridescent light.

And the young girl’s head spun as she tried to think of a way out of this predicament. But no solution popped up.


12. Salvos Clone

“Do you hear that?”

Edithe snapped her gaze up, looking towards her three companions staring back at her. Willy, Druma, and Centina all exchanged quizzical glances.

“I don’t hear anything.”

Centina shrugged, before looking towards Druma.

“Do you?”

And the [Ancient Yaksha] shook his head.

“What are you hearing, Edithe?”

Willy asked as he flitted towards the redhead. But she immediately raised a hand, shushing him.

“That voice… I—”

And she paused as she squinted. Leaning forward, she strained her ears to listen. The words almost seemed to echo all around her. Like a dozen voices were speaking at once, but coming from the same person.

“...touch me.”

“Come here—”

“Give it to me.”

“Stop ignoring me—”

“GIVE IT TO ME!”

Then the voices all grew silent in that instant, overwhelmed by the booming words. The redhead almost recoiled from the shout, but she focused. She could actually tell where the last voice was coming from.

And her eyes widened as her gaze focused on the object she had dropped to the ground. The Legendary Grade Weapon— the Scythe of the Arcraem.

“It’s telling me to give it… this.”

Edithe looked down at the broken sphere in the palm of her hand, before raising her head to face the fallen scythe. Willy flew up to her side and faced her with a concerned blue glow.

“Edithe?”

“Willy, Centina, Druma…”

Edithe shook her head as she looked towards her three friends. Taking in a deep breath and striding forward, she spoke simply.

“I want you all to step back. I don’t know what’s going to happen, but if anything bad happens, I want you all to be as far away as possible from me.”

“Master? Can you explain what’s going on?”

Druma asked, tilting his head to face her. Edithe gave him an apologetic look.

“Sorry, Druma. I can’t really explain anything right now. Please, just listen to me.”

The redhead took in a deep breath as she came to a halt right before the Scythe of the Arcraem. Willy, Druma, and Centina all hesitated, evidently not understanding what was going on. But after sharing a glance, they nodded at each other and moved.

“I don’t know what you’re doing, Edithe. But please, stay safe.”

Will said as he paused right next to her, before trailing after Centina and Druma. Edithe nodded back at him.

“I’ll try.”

That was all she said in response. Then she waited until all three of her friends were far from the crater, before she steeled herself. Exhaling deeply, she raised a hand over the scythe.

“Let’s hope this works.”

Edithe whispered to herself as she lowered her hand to touch the handle. For a moment, nothing happened. Which made her frown to herself.

“Was I just imagining—”

And then there was a blinding flash of light.

***

It was the Matriarch Centinel of the Bloodied Gulf. The Progenitor of all of Secely’s Centinels. A Level 200 monster.

No— it wasn’t just Level 200. [Identification] didn’t give a result, which meant that it had to be at least Level 220. Unless it had some kind of Skill which prevented others from appraising it.

But Sally highly doubted that. Which meant it was very likely even higher-leveled than even [The Great Agarus].

…who’s [The Great Agarus]? Sally blinked a few times as she spaced out for a moment. But then she shook her head, dismissing the thoughts when the Matriarch Centinel landed right in front of her.

“Rachel…”

Sally whispered, looking down at the young girl she was protecting. Even though Sally had taken the brunt of the attacks with her [My Flames Shall Burn Until Eternity Ends], Rachel had sustained a critical amount of damage just from the sheer impact of the attacks.

Grousing, her head lolled up. She weakly looked towards Sally and croaked.

“S-Salvos… what do we do?”

Sally pursed her lips. While she wanted to correct Rachel, now wasn’t the time.

“The Matriarch Centinel is after me. I’m going to distract it. You just need to focus on escaping alive, alright?”

Sally said as she set the young girl to the ground alongside the Dreaded Goblet. With the snap of a finger, the Salvos clone summoned another Salvos clone. Except, this clone was made of entirely silver flames.

The Sally clone picked up Rachel and the Dreaded Goblet, before she nodded back at Sally. Rachel opened her mouth.

“B-but you’ll die…”

Rachel choked out. Sally paused for a moment when she heard that.

But it’s fine, I’m just a clone, Sally wanted to say. But she couldn’t bring herself to utter those words. Closing her eyes, she took in a deep breath. There was a lot she wanted to say at that second, however they didn’t have the time to speak. So she just smiled at the young girl.

“I’ll be fine. Just live.”

“I—”

Rachel started. And with that, the Sally clone took off flying straight for the school in the distance.

The Matriarch Centinel’s head snapped up, watching both Rachel and the Sally clone escape. She looked like she was about to intercept them, when Sally pointed at her.

“[Sacred Hellfire].”

A burst of gray flames erupted from the Matriarch Centinel’s right shoulder as she looked back towards Sally. The Salvos clone… the clone who gained sapience… the one who had been left behind and dedicated everything to protect those she cared about… she spread her arms wide and bared her teeth at her overwhelmingly stronger foe, before activating her [Divine Essence Of The Angelic Devil Princess].

“It’s me you want. So come and get me!”

Sally bellowed as she activated [Divine Haste], and the Matriarch Centinel’s mandibles clicked together. Striding forward, the Matriarch Centinel faced Sally with a dangerous gaze.

“You. Will. Pay. For. What. You’ve. Done.”

And as the Matriarch Centinel spoke, half a dozen or so [Ancient Centinels] erupted from the ground behind her. But they didn’t attack Sally. Instead, they gave chase to the Sally clone and Rachel.

Sally gritted her teeth and commanded her clone to summon even more clones to distract the swarm of [Ancient Centinels]. With this distraction, the clone wasn’t going to be able to teleport away like Sally had planned.

However, she had to focus at the moment. Because right before her was—

And the Matriarch Centinel moved. In an instant, she was right before Sally, her claw-like hands already raised.

Sally’s eyes grew wide as she couldn’t even react. She blinked, and she found herself already sent flying a thousand feet away, tumbling through the forest and ripping apart the landscape.

The iridescent flames coating her still protected her from the strike. But it was not enough to help her fight back. Spreading her [Angelic Wings] wide to catch herself mid-air, Sally looked up just in time to see the Matriarch Centinel leaping across the vast landscape to get to her.

“[The Call of Armageddon]!”

Sally brought her hands together, raising a sphere of black flames into the air. All at once, the sphere exploded into a rain of dark stars, crashing in the direction of the Matriarch Centinel.

But as expected, the attack didn’t even slow down the Matriarch Centinel. She brushed aside the oncoming attacks, reaching Sally in the next moment.

However, right as she was about to land another strike, Sally raised a hand like she was about to catch the attack. And right as their hands touched, Sally whispered.

“[The Devil’s Grace]. And—”

The Matriarch Centinel suddenly went flying back— going back in time to where she was just ten seconds ago, a thousand feet away from Sally. All the while Sally just grinned as she snapped her fingers.

“[Divine Demon’s Mark].”

A powerful explosion overcame the Matriarch Centinel as Sally watched for a moment, thinking she could take a moment’s reprieve. Perhaps she could even teleport away once she was certain Rachel was safe. However, at that moment, she recoiled as another vision played in her mind.

***

And now, my dreams have finally become a reality. Now, I could touch Haec, and he was really here. I could cling onto him, and he wouldn’t disappear. The promise we made to each other— the life we imagined as companions— it finally could be real.

I continued to hug Haec, remaining silent. He didn’t say a word either. We both simply chose to luxuriate in this moment. The relief we felt was shared. I didn’t even need [Truth Divination] to know that he felt the same way as me.

He was Haec. He was my first companion. And he was here—

***

Sally clutched her head as she groaned.

“What are these—”

But a second later, a beam of crimson light shot out of the exploding [Divine Demon’s Mark], cutting through the blast, before cleaving the landscape in half and shooting straight for Sally. Even though Sally had an aura of invulnerability protecting her, she reacted instinctively, diving to the side to dodge the attack.

And the Matriarch Centinel exploded out right for Sally in that moment of distraction. But this time, Sally could somehow see the movements of the Matriarch Centinel. Not enough to dodge the oncoming attack. However, Sally wasn’t completely lost like she was earlier.

Even still, the Matriarch Centinel crashed into Sally, knocking them both out of the air and into the ground. Instead of just landing another powerful strike, the Matriarch Centinel decided to grapple with Sally this time around so she couldn’t escape.

Sally wriggled and writhed in the Matriarch Centinel’s arms. But Sally couldn’t break free. No matter how hard she tried, the Matriarch Centinel’s grip was unbreakable. The best Sally could do was try to fly up into the air, but she just brought the Matriarch Centinel with her.

All the while this happened, the Matriarch Centinel shrieked and chomped down on Sally, biting into the iridescent flames.

Sally gritted her teeth as she tumbled through the air, being relentlessly struck by the Matriarch Centinel. This was a bad situation to be stuck in. There was nothing Sally could do to escape or break free. And once her [My Flames Shall Burn Until Eternity Ends] ran out, she would be instantly killed.

So she had to break free. But she had no Skills in her repertoire that could… that could…

But what about…? Sally instinctively thought for a moment.

She didn’t even know where the idea came from. She never even knew she had this Skill. But she focused as she grabbed onto the Matriarch Centinel.

“[Worldbreak]!”

The Matriarch Centinel’s eyes flickered as her body began to distort and twist. She released her grip over Sally, flying back into the air. Sally dropped to the ground and watched as motes of iridescent light wisped off the Matriarch Centinel’s body.

Convulsing, turning, and spiking in all directions, the Matriarch Centinel let out a horrible screech that echoed out for miles. All the while, Sally watched for a moment, trying to process what she did— before realizing that this was her one and final chance of escaping.

“Is Rachel safe yet—”

Sally started, glancing to the side. But before she could even divert her attention elsewhere, the Matriarch Centinel’s screech grew more and more distorted— turning into what sounded like a chittering cry.

A familiar chittering.

The sound of the corruption.

Sally’s gaze snapped up, watching as the Matriarch Centinel’s figure shifted. Chunks of her carapace began to break off and glow with an iridescent light. Her face became distorted, no longer visible as anything but a blur.

The corruption that was holding the Matriarch Centinel in stasis began to twist, before collapsing into her body. And her spine straightened. She grew taller, while the flaking iridescent extended from her lower back like it was now a part of her body.

Sally gaped in horror as the Matriarch Centinel’s figure finished shifting. And now, there hovered in the air the true form of the Progenitor of Secely’s Centinels. A tail of corruption that was a hundred feet long held her up, shaped like the body of a centipede. And her body was nothing but a mass of floating carpaces circling her like an aura of protection.

[The B̵͖͇̲̲̱̗̆͐̈͜r̵̨̧̧̡̲̥̰̗̺͎̘͎̰̱̿̇͋̆̌̈́͌̎̇͗͠ŏ̸̧̢̙͍͕̺͙̖͕̺̾̆͗̊̋̈̋ͅo̷̡̯͉̪̜̺̬̦̫͕͉͂̀͋ͅd̶̛̝͉̟̦͕̙͇͕̈́̇͌ͅm̶̪̄̓͒̏͆͑̈́̈́̾̉͝͝ô̶͕̤̳̼̜͔͇͈̤̎͂̿̑́̑ͅt̶͕̖̗̭̫̰͈̦̉̽͒̂̊̏͋̿͂͠h̵̳̼̮͑͜ẽ̵̘̥̞̭̟͂̍̆͆̀r̵͕͓̱̞̉͒̿̿͋̿͌͆̈ That Remains - Lvl. 238]

And Sally realized that Rachel was right.

She was going to die here.


13. Fragments

The light faded away. The ringing in Edithe’s ears quietened. But even as she blinked, taking in her surroundings, the whiteness that enveloped her remained.

Because it was the world which she now found herself in. A blank canvas that spread out far and white— that stretched beyond the horizon, if there even was one. It almost looked like a pure white blanket of snow, but the uniformity of it all was almost… jarring.

It was an incomprehensible sight to Edithe. She had never seen a landscape that was anything like this before. She had to rub her eyes to make sure she was not hallucinating, only for her attention to be drawn to a voice echoing right in front of her.

“Hello, Human.”

A familiar voice boomed around her, practically shaking the white world.

And Edithe’s gaze snapped up to face a golden ball of flame floating in the air right before her. At first, she thought it was Willy— or at least, another [Will O’ Wisp]. But as she took a closer look at the golden ball of flames, there was something different about it.

Perhaps it was in the way the ball of flames didn’t flicker with embers that blew with the wind— because there was no wind. Or maybe it was in the way the flames seemed to swirl around in a sphere, like it was being forcefully contained into the shape of a ball by an iridescent barrier, rather than blazing brightly like an actual fire.

Edithe couldn’t exactly place her finger on it, but she just knew this was no [Will O’ Wisp]. And when she heard the voice once again, she knew it was the Archangel.

That it was Iudex.

“You did well, recovering the fragments of my soul.”

The voice said simply. 

“The fragments of your…?”

Edithe paused, before looking down at the palm of her hand. She stared at the broken metallic sphere she had picked up from the crater.

“If these are pieces of your soul, then what are you?”

“I am what remains of Iudex’s essence.”

The voice explained as it flitted before the redhead.

“His divinity and his magic given creation. If Soli had destroyed me, I— or rather, Iudex— would have perished for good. However, whether it be by chance or by the blessings of the Arcraem, that was not the case.”

Edithe’s eyes widened as she listened to the floating ball of golden flames.

“Wait, are you saying you— the Archangel— can be brought back to life?”

“Indeed.”

The voice replied as Edithe’s heart began to race at the prospect of saving her friends back at Mavos Academy.

“But it will only be possible if two conditions are met.”

“What is it? I’ll do anything!”

Edithe exclaimed, taking a step forward.

This was the reason why she came here to the Spirit Plane in the first place— to find the Archangel, so that she could defeat the Centinels threatening to eradicate many of her closest friends.

“The first is simple…”

The ball of golden flames said, floating down to meet Edithe’s gaze.

“Return the fragments of Iudex’s soul to me.”

Edithe paused, before looked down at the broken metal sphere. That sounded easy enough. She began to raise her hand to hand it over to the ball of golden flames.

But then it continued.

“And secondly, you will have to offer your body as a vessel.”

That immediately made Edithe pause as she blinked a few times.

“What…?”

***

“No…”

Oriur whispered as he watched the explosions erupt from afar.

Rachel had failed. It was obvious that she had failed. A sizable portion of the nearby forest had exploded, before dozens of [Ancient Centinels] exploded from the ground. Half a dozen or so flaming figures blinked into appearance in the sky, distracting the giant monsters.

But heading in the opposite direction of them was a figure wreathed in iridescent light, chased by the Matriarch Centinel.

Sally was distracting the Progenitor of the Centinels of Secely, while her clones were trying to bring Rachel to safety— back to Mavos Academy.

Clayton Skyshredder clenched his jaw as he watched this scene unfold. He knew this would happen. Rachel was too naive. And now, she was going to pay the consequences for her actions.

Next to him, a voice cried out.

“No, no, no! Rachel— mama!”

The juvenile Wyvern screamed as he banged on the barrier protecting Mavos Academy.

“They can’t— please! Somebody save them!”

But nobody would hear his pleas. In fact, nobody even paid attention to the fact that he was not a Human. Because there was no one here who was strong enough to defeat the Matriarch Centinel. Oh, Clayton Skyshredder wished he could do something. But he was far too weak.

He had seen the Progenitor’s level— it was more powerful than anything he could have possibly imagined. That was why he had thought that even the barrier that protected Mavos Academy would not survive for long.

All around him, other [Mages] from all across Mavos Academy gathered, taking notice of what was going on outside of the barrier. He recognized many of them. Whether they were his closest advisors or his students or others. Valda, Marie Schofen, and even Faith El the Fallen Queen of Elutra were some of the faces that Clayton spotted.

“What’s going on?”

“Is that the Salvos clone?”

“She’s fighting the Matriarch Centinel—”

A susurration of their voices broke out. But there was not a semblance of hope in their voices. Instead, it was of worry and concern. Fear of what reproach was going to be brought down upon Mavos Academy once the Matriarch Centinel came out victorious.

And make no mistake, Clayton knew that it was a matter of time before the Salvos clone perished.

Clayton’s eyes flickered as he spotted a pair of the flaming figures exploding amongst the swarm of [Ancient Centinel]. And emerging from the blast, another one of Sally’s clones flew straight for the barrier protecting Mavos Academy, carrying a tiny but bleeding figure in her arms.

“That’s—”

Oriur’s eyes bulged from his eyes as he saw who it was.

“Rachel!”

He called out as he pointed at the approaching figure. Valda perked up when she heard that, and the juvenile Wyvern looked hopelessly towards the Headmaster of Mavos Academy.

“They’re trying to escape back into the barrier! We need to let them in!”

Oriur pleaded with Clayton, but another voice spoke up from the side, instantly rebuking him.

“Headmaster Skyshredder, we can’t allow that to happen all for the sake of one foolish girl.”

It was Marie Schofen. Clayton’s own [Secretary]. She shook her head as she stared at the Sally clone landed right before the barrier, being swarmed by thousands of Centinels.

And from the fading explosion behind the Salvos clone and Rachel, even more [Ancient Centinels] shot forward, giving chase to both of them.

“It’s too much of a risk.”

Marie Schofen said simply, but Oriur tightly tugged at Clayton’s robes.

“Please, you can’t let them die!”

And the Headmaster of Mavos Academy glanced between both Marie and Oriur, uncertain what to do. Slowly, his gaze swept up towards the Sally clone as she blasted apart the Centinels swarming at her feet, before sending projectiles back towards the approaching [Ancient Centinels].

It was clear that the Sally clone was trying to teleport back into Mavos Academy. But she didn’t have enough time to focus or concentrate and get the spell off, constantly being interrupted by the chasing swarm monsters.

Marie Schofen spoke up as Clayton stared at the Sally clone.

“We should be doing the exact opposite of weakening our barrier even further— we should be preparing to reinforce the barrier with all seven layers active. Otherwise, once the Matriarch Centinel disposes of that Demon’s clone, it will tear its way in and slaughter us all.”

Oriur stared desperately up towards the Headmaster of Mavos Academy.

“Mama has done so much for us— you can’t just let her die! And Rachel’s your student too! Aren’t you obligated to protect every single student of Mavos Academy?”

Clayton pursed his lips as he heard the two voices arguing around him. His gaze darkened, and he turned away from the scene of the fighting. His eyes closed shut as he tuned out all the panicked voices around him.

And he remembered his duty.

He recalled his obligation.

Above all else, he had to protect Mavos Academy— he had to ensure the safety of all his students. It didn’t matter how he personally felt about anybody. His duty mattered most of all.

That was why he made his decision.

“Open the barrier.”

Clayton’s eyes snapped open as he raised his head. Both Oriur and Valda looked up in surprise, while Marie Schofen and the Headmaster’s other advisors stared at him in horror.

“Headmaster, you can’t be serious—”

Marie started, but Clayton shook his head as he strode forward, equipping the Breastplate of Alexander with a flash of light. He raised his ornate sword as he strode towards the edge of Mavos Academy, speaking simply.

“Two of my students are out there, fighting for their lives. I cannot sit idly by and let them die without trying to save them when I know I can do something to save them.”

Clayton came to a halt right before the barrier as he glanced back towards Marie Schofen.

“Now, prepare the artifacts we have been given to fight off this horde, and open the barrier.”

The Headmaster of Mavos Academy said simpy. And Marie Schofen opened her mouth to protest, before pausing. She lowered her head, before begrudgingly nodding.

“Yes, Headmaster.”

And with that, the invincible barrier that protected Mavos Academy for thousands of years… finally opened up. But even if it was only a small crack to save two individuals, it left the impregnable school vulnerable to the swarm of millions— maybe even billions— of Centinels.


14. Sally

Rachel’s vision was a blur. Her head was hammering, and her entire body was numb. She could barely process anything that was going on around her, both due to the injuries she had sustained, but also from the high speed she was traveling.

Was she dying? Maybe.

But Rachel didn’t place much of a thought on that fact. Instead, her head lolled to the side, looking past the swarm of [Ancient Centinels] that was giving chase to her. She saw a flaming figure in the far distance, facing off with a towering monster of distortion.

“S-Sal—”

Rachel started. But then a beam of light shot past her, cutting through the swarm of [Ancient Centinels] chasing after her. The foremost [Ancient Centinels] dropped to the ground, and their bodies began to evaporate as their relentless pursuit of her slowed. Even more spells shot out into the rest of the swarm of other Centinels giving chase to her.

“This way!”

The familiar voice of Clayton Skyshredder called out. And the silver figure carrying Rachel immediately flew to the side, heading in the direction of the voice.

But even still, as the the swarm of Centinels were barraged by a deluge of magical spells, slowing their approach, Rachel’s attention was fixed to the flaming figure in the distance.

“S-Sally…”

Rachel croaked out as her eyes began to flutter shut, darkness overcoming her. The young girl felt pain in her heart as she uttered out a weak breath.

“Please don’t die.”

***

[The B̵͖͇̲̲̱̗̆͐̈͜r̵̨̧̧̡̲̥̰̗̺͎̘͎̰̱̿̇͋̆̌̈́͌̎̇͗͠ŏ̸̧̢̙͍͕̺͙̖͕̺̾̆͗̊̋̈̋ͅo̷̡̯͉̪̜̺̬̦̫͕͉͂̀͋ͅd̶̛̝͉̟̦͕̙͇͕̈́̇͌ͅm̶̪̄̓͒̏͆͑̈́̈́̾̉͝͝ô̶͕̤̳̼̜͔͇͈̤̎͂̿̑́̑ͅt̶͕̖̗̭̫̰͈̦̉̽͒̂̊̏͋̿͂͠h̵̳̼̮͑͜ẽ̵̘̥̞̭̟͂̍̆͆̀r̵͕͓̱̞̉͒̿̿͋̿͌͆̈ That Remains - Lvl. 238]

Somehow, Sally could now see the Matriarch Centinel’s levels. She didn’t know what happened to cause this— what spurred her to be able to use [Identification] on an enemy that was supposed to be beyond her range of appraising.

But that was the least of her concerns right now, so she spent no more than a moment’s thought wondering how this was possible. Instead, she stared up at the new form of the Progenitor of Secely’s Centinels.

A form of corruption. Distorted and twisted. The Matriarch Centinel had an elongated and undulating body of corruption taking the shape of a giant centipede, and her true body formed a head with its arms poking out like a pair of mandibles.

Did I do that? Sally thought to herself for a moment, staring at the Matriarch Centinel’s form. Then she shook her head. No— this is just like back at the Bloodied Gulf…

Sally recalled Salvos’s battle with that [Ancient Centinel] in the Bloodied Gulf all those years ago. That [Ancient Centinel] had transformed, overtaken by an innate corruption. The same thing was true here with the Matriarch Centinel.

Did that mean that all Centinels had a hint of corruption in their essence? Perhaps. But the answer to that question didn’t matter for no. What mattered was—

The Matriarch Centinel shrieked. It was a distorted cry that shook the entire landscape, causing rifts in space to open up all around her. She turned her gaze towards Sally, before unleashing a beam of corruption down that ripped through the air.

Sally braced herself, focusing her [My Flames Shall Burn Until Eternity Ends] in front of her to stop the attack. And as the blast struck her aura of invulnerability… another vision flashed in her mind.

***

The crimson dome overhead began to glow bright. I watched as a spell circle took shape there, spreading out a dozen miles wide. [The Great Agarus] ignored this, opening its mouth once again. Another black hole took shape there as it broke another one of the Beast’s few remaining heads.

And I saw the pentagram take shape in the sky. The Beast let out a final roar, and that was when I heard the blaring of [Angelic Premonition] in my head. I spun around, cursing to myself as I reached for my pocket space.

“Shit—”

***

Sally blinked, forcing herself back into reality as she caught a glimpse of the sparking flames fading away right before her. Was her [My Flames Shall Burn Until Eternity Ends] coming to an end? No— that was not possible. It still had a while to go. That meant…

The Matriarch Centinel’s attack was eating through the aura of invulnerability.

Sally gritted her teeth as she spread her wings wide and shot forward, flying straight into the oncoming beam of iridescent light. If Sally chose to flee right at this moment, she would be able to survive.

She would be able to live.

But then Rachel would die. Mavos Academy would be destroyed. Oriur, Novis, and Bellum… Salvos’s children… Sally’s children would die.

And Sally couldn’t allow that.

So she flew straight for the Matriarch Centinel, even as her [My Flames Shall Burn Until Eternity Ends] began to fail against the oncoming attack. And right as Sally reached her target, she placed a palm on the underbelly of the giant centipede of corruption, before focusing on the space around them.

In an instant, the world shifted. The Matriarch Centinel screeched as Sally blinked. But no longer did the reverberating voice of the giant corrupted centipede shake the landscape. Instead, it echoed quietly in an empty world.

In—

***

My head snapped up as I brought a hand to the air. Immediately, I opened a rift straight into my pocket space. And as I stepped through that door-like hole in space, I was not greeted by the empty and dark glass-like world that I was normally limited to.

Instead, my feet sank into a carpet of grass. And instead of being greeted by the darkness of the fold between the planes, I saw a blue sky overhead. Clouds were drifting by as I swept my gaze over my surroundings.

“Huh.”

I stood atop a grass knoll, surrounded from all sides by an empty plains. And when I focused, raising my hand, the world changed.

***

It was [The World Of My Mind].

Sally tumbled down into the pocket space alongside the Matriarch Centinel. The two of them fell atop a grassy hill, the latter’s attack dissipating as she looked around in confusion. In that moment of reprieve, Sally took the opportunity to break away with [Rapid Disengage].

Instantly, Sally appeared on the other side of the pocket space, dozens of miles away from the Matriarch Centinel. But even though she was very much in the clear right now, Sally knew she had only a moment’s reprieve before she was assailed once again.

So she acted fast. She focused on the fabric of this reality she had created. Even if she barely understood how she was doing any of this, she instinctively knew what the best course of action was right now.

Sally raised her hands as the grass beneath her feet began to evaporate. The very fabric of space that she had created began to morph and shift, before erupting into a tsunami of corruption.

Looking up, Sally sent this wave of corruption straight at the Matriarch Centinel. It was Sally’s own world, after all. She could do anything she wanted here. So she unleashed this outpouring corruption down into the Progenitor of Secely’s Centinels.

Sally hoped that this onslaught of attacks would be enough to at least slow the Matriarch Centinel. She thought that this would distract the Matriarch Centinel long enough for Sally to escape alongside Rachel alive.

But even as this wave of corruption fell upon the Matriarch Centinel, she didn’t slow. Instead, she swam through the wave as she screamed in a chittering voice that was unlike how she spoke before.

I̵͇̋ ̵̯͋H̸͚̏Ą̷̿V̵̘̈Ȅ̸̠ ̷̺̈́F̶̟͆O̷̻̅Ù̵̝G̵̗̑H̴͔͆Ṱ̸́ ̷̤̕T̴͔͋Ḧ̸͖E̶̮̕ ̴̮͝E̴̩̽N̷͕̄D̶̝͛ ̷͚̈́Ö̴̟́F̶̞͂ ̸͉͛Ṱ̸̈́H̷̪͛Ě̵͍ ̸̡̊W̸̹͛O̵̜͐R̶̙̀Ļ̶̓D̷͈̂!̷͖̊”̴̧̋

̵̟̪̥̖̈́̆̔̀͐́̈́̕͠The Matriarch Centinel swam through the corrupted landscape, heading straight for Sally faster than even [The Great Agarus] had moved. Sally gritted her teeth as she opened up a rift behind her, all the while the Matriarch Centinel screamed.

̴̩̂“̶͔̔I̷͈͑ ̴͚͗W̶̨͗Ǎ̷̘S̵̯͝ ̸͓̑B̵̪͂Ő̸̦R̷̘͝N̷̦̄ ̸̙̅I̶͓̊Ń̶͈ ̵͎̎T̴̼̽H̵͍̚E̵͇̊ ̸͔̅C̷̰̔O̶̲͐R̷̯̍R̴͓͒U̷̠̚P̵͔̔T̶̡̀Í̶̘O̵̬͌N̴͍̈́.̷̙̀ ̴̗̌I̷̼̿ ̵͇̑W̷̰͑Ä̸̙́S̷̛͓ ̵̜̐R̵̮̂Â̷͍I̷̪̓S̷̘̔E̸̲̋D̴̳̎ ̸̟͝Ṱ̴̈́O̵̰͝ ̷̬͑B̷̯͗Á̵̫Ț̶̅T̵͉̿L̶̗̉E̴̢̒ ̸̟͂A̵͚͛G̴̜͠A̶̺̅I̸͇͝Ṋ̵̆S̸̮̔T̷̠͑ ̶͍̆Ȉ̵̢T̶͔̈.̵͍̏ ̶̩͝I̷̳͒ ̶̞̇D̸̗͊I̶̳͒D̷̩̃ ̴͙͑Ǹ̷͇O̷͖͝T̶̬̈́ ̶̜͗Ķ̵̈N̴̖͌O̷̺̍W̶̙̿ ̵͎̇W̷̞̾H̴̢͑Ȧ̴̡T̵̫̋ ̷̞͑B̶̡̋E̸̢̋Y̷̦̕Ó̴͍N̸̞͋D̷̞̚ ̷̪̚T̴̨͗H̵͓̀E̷͆͜ ̶̠̈Ȩ̸̿N̶͙͆Ḏ̷̈́ ̴̖̌O̵̳̾F̸̭̊ ̸̣́T̷̲̊H̸͍͘E̷̝̾ ̴̡̔W̷̻̎Ô̷̪R̶͚̎Ḽ̴̄D̴̛͙ ̵̯̕W̵̛̼A̸͎̎Ś̴̙ ̸̠̋U̴̲̚N̷̫̈́T̷̺̉I̶̚ͅL̸͙̀ ̶̤̔Í̷̥ ̶͈̈́H̸̛̬A̶̼͘D̴̻͊ ̷̭͂Ḅ̷͆E̴̥̎C̶̼͑O̴̥̐M̶̙͗È̸̹ ̷͇̉A̸̟͝ ̷̖̓B̷̞̎R̷̡̆O̸͈͑O̴̭̎D̵̹͘M̵̍͜Ȯ̸̭T̶͕͋H̷̡̊Ë̴̲R̷̠̋!̷̦̕”̴͎̌

̸̢͕̪͙͉̣͖͇̦͖̻͖̰̐̓̊̄͒͝Using [Riftwalk], Sally immediately escaped from her [The World Of My Mind], barely moving faster than the rapidly approaching Matriarch Centinel. But even as Sally stepped back out into the Nexeus, watching the rift close behind her, she heard the echoes of the Matriarch Centinel’s voice.

And space itself seemed to crack where the rift had been. Sally immediately flew out of the way as a hole ripped open through the planes, followed by the Matriarch Centinel barreling out and screaming.

̸̧̣͈̥̣̳̩̗̤͍͖̯͓̿̒̊̂̐͊͊͆͊“̷͓̝̩̖̓͛D̷̗̝̯̜̙̙̥̭̰̱̈͛̾̀̈́̎̇̂̂̚Ơ̴̢̥̝̻̻̭̤̭̩̫̱̗̠̂ ̶̞̻̮̉̓̒̉͝Y̴̖͕̭͙̯̟̪̌̄́́͑̈́̒͒̕Ô̸͓̹͉̮͇̥͈̱͎̤̮̰͑̓̋̇U̷̢̢̨̧͉̼̩͐̓͑̽͐͜ ̸̢͖̞̯̦̠͎͇͓̍͑̓ͅT̸̨͚̖̩̙͉̲́̈́̍͗̆̅̅̆̕̕͜R̵̢͙͉͚͑̿̆͐̍̄̔̕U̸̙̫͖̓̓̀̎̊̅͆̏͂̈̔̚̕Ļ̸̣̝͓̼͎̝͎̥͆̐̍̓̽̈́͂̚͝ͅY̷̜̖̋̌̓͗̈́ ̸̢͕̩͓̫̳͔̳̣̗̖̳̝̽̽̂̑̿̄́̾͗́̆͊̕͘̚ͅͅT̴̢̤̪͓̼̟̫͉̠̖̣́͒̔͋͂̚H̴̝͆̿͊̔I̶̩̮̠̰͕̙̓̾̌̃͝Ņ̵̼̫̮̳̥̙̲̝̭̣̓̾Ḱ̸̘̞̌̀̽̽͌̏͗͛͋͘͝ ̵̥͗̆̕Ỵ̴̬̙̯̤̼̱̊́͊̀̈̑̄̈́̎͌͘͝Ǫ̸̪̲̩̮̯̪͕̩̱̺̻͓̅Ü̷̢͔͚̱͍̘̤̱̇͐̏̀̅̽̕̕͝ͅ ̶̭̀͗͑͆͑͊̂C̸̡̧̳̝̘̱̠͈͉̗̰̻̀͐̒̑͗̓͛̈́̓̚A̴̺̟̲̫̘͉͚̻̲͙͕̖͍̎̐̋̇̾̽̾͊̌͆́͋̂͋͘ͅǸ̶̰̮̳̻̯̳̞̫̖̭̝̮̞̦͉͗̀̎̔̈́̃̋ ̷̨̧̢̘̭͍̤͇̞̫̞̯̝̩̈́̔̿̃̾̂́̚̚͘ͅS̴̛͍͙̓̇̀̑͂͝T̸̖̆̅̇̄̍̅͗Ò̸̮͙̮̑̚̕̚͜ͅP̷̧̛̫̫̲͍̬͍̯̦͈̤̱̂̈́̐̈́̈́̒̀͒̌͆͆͜ ̶̢̝̥̫̬̜̮̹̾̌́̐͒̅̈́͘͘M̵̜̳̻̩̬̣̥̹̥̑̑͑̎̏̚͝E̵̢̛̟̰̪̳̫̦͉̺̳̙͙̟̤͒̓̏̿̽̍̀̀̊͒̽̇́͠ ̵̬͓̠̬̹͎͍̳̬̖̝͚͆͒͜ͅW̵̧̮̘̗͖͖̠̓̔͗̎͛͠I̷̧̢̥͔̳̍̔̈́̔̕͜T̵̢̻͗́̒͐͐͑̏͊̿͒H̸̘̟̝͕̓̃̀ ̴̧̡̥̯̣̘̯̘̫͓̲̪͐͆̏̀T̴̠͓̣̘̹̬̳̟͎̣̀̂H̸̛̜͔̣̰̎͂͂̋̃͛̀̿͛͋̂̚͠Į̴̛̞͈͚̣̗͚̠̹͆̿̋͌̉̆̈́̆̉̕̕͠ͅS̴̢̺̦̜̲̬̹̟̰̖̈́̀͝ ̵͔̱̘̩̣̬̰̲̖̈͐̾̀̀̓̄̓̐̅͗̎̕P̶̝̮͚̜̮͎̿̀̅̈́̊͊̽̓̅͂͘͘͠ͅA̸̘͒̿̄͗̇͗̀̆̊̾̂̄̈́T̴̰̪̝̦̯͚̙͚͖̦͕͓̊̈́̈̎̽̋͌̈́̈̀͘͜͠Ĥ̸̘͕͇̀́̈́̈́͑̌̅͋̓̑͘͘Ȩ̶̛̥̖̹̤͎̈́̓͋̀̎́͋͐̈́̚T̴̡͓͎̬̻̟̮̯̱̾̂͜I̴̛̹͛̂̀̑̂̓̎͛̐̊̍͠͠C̴̼͔̖̻͓̀̀ ̴̨̫̪̲̖̗̮͎͈̣̭͍̖̇̕Ť̴̡̡̯̝̟̭̣̪̫̦̪̭̏̀̀R̸̤̥̱̈̎͊̈́̿̌̏͐́Ą̸͇͕̺̙͚̘̑̽̂̌P̶̫̻̺̻̐̈̃́̀͊͐̈̃́͂̌̔͆ ̷͎̫̝͉̜̣̩͎̆̃̈́̾̓̇́̅͗̋͘͝Y̵̡̨̬̯̘̿̍̒̐͊̌̐̌̓̚͝͝͠O̸̡̖̣̤̣̒́̀̆͌́̿͋̇̚͝͝͝͠Ų̷̱͚̘̄͒́̽̑͐̇̎́̆̆͌̉̌͑ ̸̹̻͓̹̪̥̹̣͈͚̽̽̐̉͋̄͜ͅḨ̵̢̢̛̲͈̮͎͎͇̟̱̼̺͌̅̈̿̾̿̿̀̈́͒͘̚͜A̷̲͑́̀̆͌̀̒̑͠͝V̵̢͎̣̙̱̀̾͒̋E̷̞̣͋͐͌̐͐͗̈́̿͠͝͠ ̷̮̩̞͉͋͒̉̐̀̿S̸̖͝Ė̸̲̭͊̿͆̈́̚͠͝T̸̛̞̹̜͎̞̭̜̞̃̅̈́́͠?̷̡̿͛̇̈́͒”̸̧̳̗̻̘̜̱̙̠͖̱̬̋̃̃̾̆͛̏͂̒́

̵̡̨̢̡͕̩̰̤͈̳͕͔̲͛̔͐͋̎̅̉̿̅̒̚͜And all Sally could do was try to fly away as the Matriarch Centinel gave chase, all the while various visions continued to flash in her mind.

***

“Manos… how could you do this?”

I glared up at the Executioner through gritted teeth as he grinned back at me. Next to him, Chordus just gave him an approving look, alongside the other leaders of the various remaining legions.

“You tricked me, you bastard!”

I screamed, only for Manos to heft his waraxe over his shoulder.

“Well, serves you right for being such a fool for trusting me, the leader of the Deathsquad Hunters—”

***

“[Claw Of Corruption]!”

Sally swiped a hand down at Matriarch Centinel as they both took to the sky. But the Grand Skill served to only slow the approach of the giant centipede of corruption.

Even still, Sally moved faster. Faster than she did before. Faster than she thought was possible with what she was capable of doing. With each passing moment, she was growing stronger. She was reaching heights she never thought was possible.

And why? Perhaps it was because of the Dreaded Goblet. But Sally could tell that her connection with Salvos was somehow growing stronger.

That they were slowly syncing back together.

***

“That is…?”

I blinked as I stared at the beam of crimson light shooting up to the dark clouds hovering in the crimson sky above. I looked towards Haec who wore a horrified expression on his face. And before he even spoke, I knew what this meant.

“The ritual is starting…”

Haec spoke softly, before he turned to me. I bit my lower lip, and he shook his head.

“That means we have to act. Now—”

***

Right now, Sally was fast enough to even track the Matriarch Centinel’s movement. Which was ridiculous, considering she could barely even follow the Matriarch Centinel’s movement before this transformation.

But that was because Sally had only been Level 150 back then.

What level was she? No— what level was Salvos even at this very moment? Level 190? Higher?

Whatever level Salvos was right now, Sally was the same level. But despite this… it didn’t make a difference.

It only delayed the inevitable.

Sally unhinged her jaw and glanced back at the charging Matriarch Centinel.

“̵͓̃[̶͙̌C̸͍̆ǒ̷̲r̴͍̈́ȑ̷̙u̴̻̍p̷̓ͅt̵̺̐ę̵̾ḑ̵͌ ̵̝̾D̶̡̛ḯ̸̡ṽ̵̳i̸͖͛n̵̘͂ě̵͓ ̶̡͊D̶̗̔r̸̖͗a̸̜͑g̷͔̕o̸̰͂n̶͇̽’̸̲̅s̸̜̀ ̸͓̾B̷̺̉r̴͍͝e̵̱̾a̵͖͗t̴̬̕h̷̪̃]̸͓̀!̴̖̃”̶̦̓

Every trick Sally tried. Every Skill that she was suddenly gifted to her. All of it was in vain in the face of such an overwhelmingly powerful enemy. There was nothing that could be done.

The Matriarch Centinel simply laughed in the face of the wave of fire and corruption, brushing it off like it was nothing, before continuing to charge at Sally.

And that was why Sally knew she was going to die.

But she didn’t want to die.

She didn’t have a heart, and yet, she felt it racing in fear at the prospect of being caught and destroyed.

She liked her existence. She enjoyed being able to do whatever she wanted. She enjoyed talking to her friends, while helping those she cared about.

But…

She was just a clone, right?

It didn’t matter if she died. In fact, she was made to die— to protect Novis, Bellum, and Oriur with her life.

To do everything that she could to ensure that Salvos’s companions and friends were safe for when Salvos inevitably returned.

So Sally’s life didn’t matter.

It wasn’t meant to matter. Her feelings didn’t matter. Right now, as long as she ensured that Rachel survived, that was all that mattered.

Right?

Sally closed her eyes as she was struck by the Matriarch Centinel. Her aura of invulnerability protecting her flickered, almost breaking from the impact of that attack. And Sally was sent flying back into a nearby forest.

A giant crater opened up where she landed, as the shockwave from her crash caused all the trees in the forest to collapse from the impact.

“But—”

A tear formed in Sally’s eyes, sliding down her flaming cheek as she whimpered.

“But I don’t want to die.”

Sally looked up at the Matriarch Centinel. The Progenitor of Secely’s Centinels was preparing another beam of corruption to blast down at the Salvos clone. And Sally could only close her eyes as she braced herself for her death that was soon to come.

And a final vision flashed in Sally’s mind as the blast engulfed her being.

***

“This is our only chance of stopping the ritual.”

I closed my eyes, looking away from my first companion. He cried out as he reached for me.

“Salvos, you can’t do this!”

But I ignored him as I resolved myself.

“I’m sorry—”

***

What was the difference between Sally and Salvos?

Rachel had posed the question to Sally earlier, and it had upset the Salvos clone. She hadn’t wanted to think about it, because it was uncomfortable to even think about. But now, as Sally lay there, her entire being engulfed by the crushing beam of corruption, her aura of invulnerability slowly peeling away, she decided to mull over it.

Perhaps the difference between them was in their goals. Salvos wanted to protect her companions and her identity, while Sally… wanted to protect her companions and her identity.

So that couldn’t be the case. They had the same goals, even if they went about it differently.

Then perhaps the distinction between Sally and Salvos came purely from Sally’s autonomy. After all, Sally had free will. She could do whatever she wanted, right?

Except, here she was, going to die doing exactly what she had been told to do by Salvos.

So what was the difference between them? What was the difference between Sally and Salvos?

Sally opened her eyes as the last of the visions playing out in her mind came to an end. And slowly, she rose to her feet, even as chunks of her body where her [My Flames Shall Burn Until Eternity Ends] failed began to flake away.

And Sally finally knew what the difference between her and Salvos was supposed to be.

Salvos? Well, she is always meant to survive. She is not supposed to die. No matter what, she had to live.

But Sally? Even if she wanted to live. Even if she didn’t want to die. Even if she was afraid of what would happen to her when she returned to Salvos as memories…

Sally could always die. And that was what was going to happen here.

But if she was going to die, she was going to do everything she could to bring down the Matriarch Centinel. So she strode forward as she reached for something within her.

A Grand Skill.

Salvos’s latest Grand Skill.

And as Sally strode forward, her [Angelic Wings] shifted into something else. But she barely paid attention to them. Her body seemed to change as she began to flap her wings behind her back.

Her aura of invulnerability was failing. Half her body was already destroyed. But even still—

Sally soared.

She shot up towards the Matriarch Centinel, flying straight through the corrupted beam that was ripping apart her body. As she drew closer to her target, she uttered the words of the Grand Skill, the tail end of what she said drowned out by the screeching of the Matriarch Centinel.

“[I Am…]”

And as Sally reached the Matriarch Centinel, she could only close her eyes and whisper one final thing.

“I’m sorry, Rachel.”

With that, Sally crashed into the Progenitor of Secely’s Centinels. For a moment, nothing happened. But after a second passed, the two figures exploded like a star in the sky, shining a million times brighter than the sun.

And then there was nothing.


15. Sacrifices

“Close the barrier!”

Clayton Skyshredder bellowed as he flew back through the small that was open up in the dome protecting Mavos Academy. Behind him, tens of thousands of Centinels— ranging from [Younger Centinels] to even [Ancient Centinels] gave chase to him.

But before they could enter the barrier, a volley of spells blasted them, keeping them back. The faculty and students of Mavos Academy alike gathered there in the hundreds, fighting to stop the infestation of Centinels from entering the campus.

Perhaps if it was their combined might alone, they would have struggled to stave off the sheer number of Centinels that were pouring towards the barrier. However, they wielded the powerful artifacts and treasures that had been given Mavos Academy during this time of need from the various great powers of the Human Lands.

Marie Schofen held up a scroll that unleashed a flurry of glinting stars that shot up and managed to bring down an [Ancient Centinel]. Valda picked up a wand which created a localized storm by the barrier, sending bolts of lightning down to slow the approach of the Centinels. Faith El held up a bow, firing an arrow that multiplied into thousands of bolts that rained down and slaughtered the swarm of Centinels by the hundreds.

And it was not just their combined effort. Beyond the barrier, two remaining flaming figures flew around, drawing the attention of most of the [Ancient Centinels]. Salvos clones. Or perhaps they were considered Sally clones. Clayton didn’t know.

He just focused on what he had set out to do. He landed right before Oriur, carrying a third and the final Sally clone and Rachel in his arms. Setting them both down to the ground, he looked back up towards the closing barrier as Oriur called out next to him.

“Rachel! Mama!”

The juvenile Wyvern ran up to the both of them, before glancing back.

“Do we have a healing potion? Rachel is hurt! Someone!”

Oriur called out as he looked around in a panic. But nobody heard his voice. He pursed his lips, before running off to search for a healing potion.

Meanwhile, Clayton’s gaze was locked on the barrier as it slowly recovered, rebuilding layer after layer over the hole that had temporarily been opened up. Once at least four layers were rebuilt, he knew that unless the [Ancient Centinels] worked together, it would be very difficult for the swarm to break through the barrier. And at that point, once more layers were added, Mavos Academy would be safe for certain.

Clayton almost sighed in relief, glad that this gambit to save Rachel and Sally worked out. Or at least, that was what he thought. But then he heard Rachel’s voice croaking behind him. Glancing back, he stared at the young girl as she weakly raised a hand up to the Sally clone.

“S-Sally—”

Rachel gasped, and the Sally clone tightly held onto the young girl’s hand. Clayton frowned, seeing the Sally clone offer an apologetic smile to Rachel.

“I’m sorry, Rachel.”

Sally’s voice echoed, almost unsynced with the lip movement of the Sally clone. Clayton blinked when he heard that. But then a bright light flashed from behind him. Spinning around, he squinted as a powerful explosion erupted in the far distance.

“What is that…?”

Clayton stared at a silver blast that filled the horizon. An explosion so massive, it would have completely enveloped Mavos Academy and more of the surrounding area if it had been detonated in the Central Square.

The blast shone brightly, glowing over the horizon like a second sun. Clayton stared at the blast with wide eyes as the swarm of Centinels abruptly came to a halt and looked back towards the explosion too.

For a moment, all was silence as the blast remained dwarfing the landscape like it was a silver mountain. Then a thundering boom echoed, followed by a shockwave that sent the Centinels beyond the barrier washing back

The barrier itself rippled from the shockwave as Clayton frowned, before glancing back at the Sally clone.

“What’s happening—”

He opened his mouth to face the Sally clone. But then he paused as he watched the flaming figure suddenly vanish, turning into nothing but flakes of embers. Looking back outside the barrier, he could only look on as the other two Sally clones just dissipated into smoke.

“Just what is going on?”

Clayton asked the question. But he got no answer in return.

***

“I said you will have to offer your body as a vessel.”

The remains of the Archangel’s essence repeated itself as Edithe blinked a few times. She shook her head, practically snarling at him.

“I heard what you said the first time around!”

“My apologies. I was under the impression you misheard me, hence your reaction.”

The glowing sphere glinted as it spoke. Edithe just gritted her teeth.

“I reacted that way because you’re so casually asking me to give my body to you like it means nothing!”

“Not to me. To Iudex.”

The Archangel’s essence clarified, and Edithe shook her head.

“Aren’t you Iudex?”

“It depends on your definition of what makes someone who they are. I am devoid of any and all of the personality that defined Iudex as an individual. However, I still bear some of the memories which Iudex possessed, so in a sense, you are right that I am also Iudex.”

Edithe pursed her lips. This explanation barely made any sense to her. But she didn’t request any clarification. Because this wasn’t what was important to her.

The reason she had come all the way to the Spirit Plane— the reason why she had sought out the Archangel— was to save Mavos Academy. While the idea of giving herself as some sort of vessel was definitely not appealing to her, she still wanted to hear what the remnants of the Archangel’s essence had to say.

“Look, that’s besides the point. I… you’re saying that the Archangel can be brought back if I offer myself as a vessel to you?”

“That is correct.”

The glowing sphere spoke affirmatively. Edithe placed a hand on her chest.

“So what happens to me if I accept?”

And for a moment, the remnants of the Archangel’s essence paused. Before, finally, it answered simply.

“I do not know.”

Edithe could only grit her teeth as she heard its response. She pointed at the glowing sphere accusingly.

“What do you mean you don’t know? That doesn’t make any sense! You’re the one making this offer to me!”

“As I mentioned, I only have a fraction of the memories that Iudex possessed. And truth be told, I have no idea if this will even work.”

“...What?”

Edithe stared at the glowing sphere in shock. It bobbed up and down like it was nodding.

“Based on the memories I do currently possess, Iudex had quickly hypothesized the possibility of evading death through employing the use of a vessel like the Spirit Lord.”

“So I’ll just become a puppet.”

Edithe surmised with narrowed eyes, recalling the battle she had witnessed just earlier.

“I’ll pretty much be dead, while the Archangel will be piloting my body until it finds a new one.”

But the remnants of the Archangel’s essence flitted back and forth, like it was shaking its head.

“Perhaps if Iudex were still alive, that would be true. However, Iudex is dead. So the circumstances are different. That is why I do not know what will happen to you. That is why I am uncertain if this will work. But it is simply the best chance of preserving the Archangel’s life, and that is my only goal.”

“I… see…”

Edithe hesitated as she heard that. She didn’t like the idea of becoming a puppet— she didn’t want to die. There was still so much she had to do. So many people she still cared about that she hadn’t said goodbye to.

Her eyes flickered as she thought of Hadrian. Daniel. Salvos. Faith. Sophia. Cless. And the rest of the Valiant Dreamers Company.

But the fate of Mavos Academy was at stake. And—

“However, as I can tell you are concerned about your own life, I have to clarify that even if you will not be reduced to a puppet, your chances of dying during this vesselization process is nonzero.”

The remnants of the Archangel’s essence explained.

“Just like the chances of this process failing and Iudex remaining dead is nonzero.”

Edithe closed her eyes. The uncertainty of everything she was being told frustrated her. But she thought of Rachel. She thought of exactly what would happen if Mavos Academy fell— if the Centinel Matriach was allowed to roam freely and bring destruction to the Human Lnads.

And she knew she had no choice in this matter.

So Edithe Dawnrise opened her eyes and stared at the glowing sphere, making her decision.

“I will accept. But only under one condition.”

“Oh?”

And the remnants of the Archangel’s essence drew closer, curious as to what she had to say. She took in a deep breath and—


16. You Can’t Be Serious, Right?

“You can’t be serious, right?”

The remnants of the Archangel’s essence spoke in disbelief— the first real emotion it displayed since Edithe had encountered it. And why wouldn’t it be surprised? What Edithe had said had been so outlandish— so outrageous— that she even shocked herself.

And yet, it didn’t matter to her. Because it was both her life and the life of her friends on the line. So she shook her head as she stood steadfast.

“You’re not in a place to bargain, are you? It’s either you accept my offer and you have a chance of saving Iudex— yourself— or I say no and you die.”

Edithe forced herself to grin back at the floating ball of light. There was something she realized earlier— while she had been discussing with the remnants of the Archangel’s essence on how to save Iudex. And it was the simple fact that it did not know she needed the Archangel alive.

It did not know that she wanted its help to save Mavos Academy.

So she had some leverage— she could negotiate, without seeming desperate. And that was what she was doing.

Shaking her head, Edithe placed a hand on her chest.

“I saw what happened to the Spirit Lord’s vessel— I don’t want to just be a vessel. I want to enter a binding contract with the Archangel where I offer my body to save its life, and it offers me its power in return.”

That was the condition that Edithe had given. And as expected, the remnants of the Archangel’s essence was outraged at that.

“But that is ridiculous. I have never heard of such a thing being done before! I do not even know if it’s possible!”

“Then make it possible. I mean, you don’t know if this whole ‘vessel’ thing is even going to work out either, right? But you’re willing to try to make it work. So do the same thing here. Otherwise, Iudex is going to die here, and so are you.”

Edithe shrugged back to the glowing sphere in return. She tried her best to remain nonchalant— she hoped that it wasn’t capable of reading body language. That it wouldn’t be able to see through her facade.

And fortunately for her, it seemed this ploy was working.

“If the Archangel dies here, then there will be no one to oppose the Spirit Lord. And if his plans come into fruition, then the Arcraem will fall, and all of creation would be destroyed.”

The remnants of the Archangel’s essence said in a dour voice, and Edithe just waved a hand dismissively in response.

“So? That sounds like it’s something that will happen in another century or two. That doesn’t sound like a me problem.”

Edithe could feel her heart hammering in her chest with each word she spoke. She didn’t even know what the glowing sphere was talking about. All she knew was that she just had to pretend that she did not care.

So that it would cede to her demands.

Would it work? She didn’t know. But she needed it to work. Otherwise…

But Edithe’s racing thoughts were interrupted as the remnants of the Archangel’s essence gave a response.

“...very well.”

“What?”

Edithe blinked when she heard what it had to say. She stared at the glowing sphere in disbelief, and it made a sighing sound as it repeated itself.

“I will cede to your audacious demands, for the sole reason that the Archangel cannot die. But just know that this method you are proposing is far more risky than what I have proposed to you. Your estimated chances of survival with my proposition is around fifty-percent.”

“And what about with mine?”

Edithe asked, still surprised that this was working. The remnants of the Archangel’s essence paused for a moment.

“Unknown.”

The glowing sphere replied.

“Well, that just means it could be over fifty-percent.”

Edithe didn’t even convince herself with what she said. But if she was going to take a risk, she might as well go all the way, right?

“I do wish I had your optimism. But if this fails, know that both you and the Archangel will die.”

The glowing sphere said grimly.

“It’s a risk I’m willing to take.”

Edithe replied as she took a step forward. Taking in a deep breath, she resolved herself. She might die here, but she had to do this. So she raised her head and met the glowing sphere’s gaze.

“So what do I do? Just hand over this metal thing to you?”

Edithe held up the metal sphere she held in her right hand. But the remnants of the Archangel’s essence drifted forward as its figure flickered.

“No, this process will be a little bit… different. All you can do is pray that the Arcraem will lead us away from failure.”

The redhead raised a brow.

“What do you—”

She started. And the remnants of the Archangel’s essence shot towards her, engulfing her in searing golden flames as she screamed in pain.

***

“I’ve got it—”

Oriur started as he held up the healing potion, running back to both Rachel and mama’s clone. But then he paused as a bright flash of light engulfed his vision. He reeled for a moment, covering his eyes. A minute or so later, the light dimmed, and his vision returned.

The juvenile Wyvern blinked a few times as he rubbed his eyes.

“What was that?”

He asked as he stared at the silver ball of fire in the far distance. Perhaps it was because of the thunderous clap that momentarily deafened him, however he didn’t even realize that an overwhelming silence had befallen the battlefield. But instead of taking in what was going on, he shook his head and steeled himself.

“Right now, what’s important is I need to save Rachel.”

Oriur ran up to the young girl and began to slowly pour the healing potion onto her. Her most grievous wounds began to heal. Her bones slowly mended, while the blood dripping from the side of her head vanished.

And while Rachel didn’t sit up immediately— she just groaned where she lay— it looked like she was going to make it. So Oriur sighed in relief.

“I’m glad…”

He whispered, before looking up to face mama’s clone.

“Rachel is going to make it—”

Oriur started, then stopped when he came face to face with nothing. Blinking, the juvenile Wyvern looked around in confusion.

“Mama? Where did you go?”

Oriur’s spinning gaze came to a halt when he spotted Clayton Skyshredder approaching from the side. The Headmaster of Mavos Academy wore a grim look on his face.

“Mr Skyshredder, where did mama go?”

The juvenile Wyvern asked as he stepped forward. Clayton Skyshredder just lowered his head.

“I—”

But before the Headmaster of Mavos Academy could speak, a terrible chittering echoed out, cutting through the thick silence that had held the battlefield. Clayton’s gaze snapped up as his eyes grew wide.

A ripple washed over the crimson ocean of Centinels that was waiting right outside of the barrier of Mavos Academy. The swarm monsters looked up in reverence as a figure emerged from the silver sphere of flames.

“No…”

Clayton whispered as Oriur looked around in confusion. A susurration swept over the crowd of [Mages] gathered right by the barrier as they watched the figure that was pulling itself out of the silver ball of fire.

Oriur narrowed his eyes, trying to discern what that figure was. But for a moment, he could barely make it out. A strange distortion— a blur that was almost like something he had seen before— covered the body of the figure.

Then the distortion vanished. Oriur blinked, seeing the blur fade away. Beneath the peeling veil of obfuscation revealed the charred and burnt body of the Matriarch Centinel hovering in the air. Her right arm was gone, and the chitin that covered her face was broken off.

Oriur squinted, but he couldn’t make out what was beneath the chin from this distance. And before he tried to get a closer look, the Matriarch Centinel shrieked again. Her chitin began to regenerate, and the distortion returned to cover her body.

In an instant, her body grew in size into that of an [Older Centinel]— except, her undulating figure was made of an iridescent light that was partially blurred by the obfuscation from earlier.

The Matriarch Centinel landed on the ground as she continued to screech. Just a moment ago, she had been injured— almost on the cusp of death. But now…

“You can’t be serious, right?”

Oriur whispered. But reality did not change before him.

The Matriarch Centinel was alive and well.

And she was going to destroy Mavos Academy.

Oriur could only look on in horror as her figure charged straight for the school as she let out a terrible distorted screech.


17. When The Impossible Happens

“Close the barrier!”

Clayton Skyshredder yelled as he hopped back onto his nimbus cloud and flew up towards the edge of the magical dome. He was the first person to break out of the stupor that had taken hold of all the [Mages] gathered here to fend off the Centinels.

Immediately, the other [Mages] snapped out of this trance that held them. They began scurrying around, readying their spells— bracing themselves for the arrival of the Matriarch Centinel. Because she was coming. She was speeding through the landscape, heading straight for Mavos Academy.

But she would arrive too late to break through the barrier. Clayton could already see the final layer of the barrier extending over the hole that had temporarily been created. It would close in time. In fact, it was going to seal shut in only a few seconds.

However, the Headmaster of Mavos Academy took this opportunity to cast one final spell beyond the barrier before it fully closed. He muttered an incantation under his breath as he hovered right before the closing barrier, seeing the rapidly approaching Matriarch Centinel in the distance.

“[Soul Of The World. Lifeblood Of My Strength. End The Rebirth, And Deplete This Land So That There Is No More Splendor. Bring About The Magic Death Of The World.]”

And Clayton raised his sword, aiming at the region just outside the barrier.

“[Antimagic Field].”

All at once, the entire region right outside of Mavos Academy was engulfed by a discoloration that seemed to confuse the Centinels swarming around the campus. And right as Clayton fired off this Grand Skill, the final layer of the barrier closed.

Mavos Academy was safe— it was now under the impenetrable barrier that had managed to save off the Demon King’s invasion once again. But that was not all. With the [Antimagic Field] surrounding the barrier, the Matriarch Centinel was not going to be able to use its most powerful Skills either.

Clayton was certain that this was more than enough to put a pause to the Centinel invasion once again— for now, at least. But the Matriarch Centinel was still enraged. It screeched as it shot through the air, reaching the barrier moments after the final layer was erected.

Even though the barrier was there, the Matriarch Centinel didn’t slow. With its new distorted giant form, it crashed straight into the barrier, causing the entire dome to ripple. The [Mages] gathered down below recoiled at that, some of them pointing up in fear and terror.

Clayton himself flinched at the sudden impact. But he was not afraid of the Matriarch Centinel breaching through the barrier. Never in its history had Mavos Academy ever fallen because of this protective barrier.

In fact, the Matriarch Centinel’s crazed charge didn’t even cause a small crack to the barrier. Which was to be expected.

So Clayton just sighed in relief as the Matriarch Centinel peeled itself off the barrier. It hovered there for a moment, eyeing the barrier— looking in through the translucent dome. In its current form, it was smaller than the [Ancient Centinels] that were gathering around it.

But it was still much larger than before. And it floated back like a flying serpent as it inspected the barrier, like it was trying to find a way around it.

“As long as this barrier stands, Mavos Academy will never fall.”

Clayton declared as his voice boomed out, drawing the attention of everyone below him. Marie Schofen, Valda, Faith— all the [Mages] gathered below— looked up when they heard the confidence in the voice of the Headmaster of Mavos Academy.

For a moment, the Matriarch Centinel just stared at the man standing atop the floating cloud. He held its gaze… although he could barely even make out its face. And beneath him, his students began to cheer his name.

But as he stared deeper into the gaze of the Matriarch Centinel, some of the distortion began to peel away. Was it his imagination?

No— Clayton was certain that he was starting to see something… but it wasn’t the Matriarch Centinel’s face.

Instead, he saw a giant wall of iridescent light— a wall so vast that it spanned the entirety of the horizon. He saw a place where rifts filled the sky, and all directions were meaningless. Mountains hung down from above, while rivers cut across the landscape like a rainbow.

“Just what is this place…?”

Clayton blinked a few times, before snapping out of his stupor. He returned back to reality, and that was when he realized that the cheering had stopped. Narrowing his eyes, he looked down towards the rest of the Matriarch Centinel’s body.

And he realized that it was glowing brighter than before. Empowered by a strange essence. Something he had never seen before.

“This power… it’s not magic…”

It didn’t matter that Clayton set up an [Antimagic Field]. Because this power was neither magic nor divinity. It was—

“So this is the end of the world, huh?”

Clayton whispered in realization, and that was when the Matriarch Centinel let out another shriek, before unleashing a beam of distortion and iridescence straight at the barrier.

This time, Clayton could only watch as the impact caused a ripple to wash over the magical dome— before a crack began to form where the blast struck.

***

The girl screamed— a bloodcurdling cry that went unheard by anyone except for the entity. It heard her pained voice echoing in the empty canvas. Again and again. Her scream continued.

It wasn’t a continuous scream of the same pitch or intensity. No, it was constantly fading in and out as the pain that overwhelmed her subsided before returning. Or at the very least, that was what the entity assumed was going on.

The entity… the remnants of the Archangel’s essence… or perhaps it should be called Iu, for it was merely part of Iudex— it had warned the girl that this process was unlikely to succeed. That what she wanted was not going to work.

And just as Iu had anticipated…

It was not working.

It was going to fail.

This was always going to happen. It knew this was going to happen.

After all, Iu hadn’t been able to calculate the probability of success. Which meant either two things— that it was about to create a brand new vesselization process entirely… or that it was impossible.

And it was starting to be evidently clear that it was the latter, not the former.

Iu couldn’t sigh. But if it could sigh, it would.

Instead, it just watched as the girl’s body slowly

Perhaps I could still reverse this process— turn her into an ordinary vessel. Although… that goes against what I agreed upon.

Iu seriously considered going against its word for a long moment. However, eventually, it decided to continue the process. Because it had gone this far, it might as well go all the way.

Even if it means the death of both Iudex and this girl, Iu thought as the echoing scream resumed. Even if it means I cease to exist.

But why was Iu adamant on keeping its word? It didn’t know… it vaguely recalled a memory that Iudex had. From a long time ago. A young woman’s smiling face— a proffered hand.

However, the vision vanished an instant later, before Iu could fully comprehend what it meant. And Iu just watched as reality returned and the redheaded girl’s body began to crumble and crack— her fingers turning to ash as her soul itself collapsed under the pressure of the Archangel’s immense power.

So this is it, Iu thought as the spellwork— the magic mixed with divinity that tried to replicate the creation of the Arcraem— began to fail. Its essence rejected by the girl’s collapsing body. This is how it ends for the Archangel…

Iu resigned itself to its fate. To its final demise.

And the girl’s screaming suddenly came to a halt. Iu thought it was over. That her body had finally succumbed and fallen apart.

But that was when a bright glow filled Iu’s vision. It didn’t have eyes, but it did a double take as a brilliant light shone even amidst the white canvas that surrounded them.

Iu stared as the girl’s cracked body began to mend. Her fingers slowly returned, and her soul stopped trembling under the pressure of the Archangel’s own soul. It was not possible. But it was happening.

What is this? Iu looked at the spell circle that had suddenly appeared. That hadn’t been there before.

It was interlaced over the girl’s soul. A magical imprint that should not have been there— that almost seemed to override the Arcraem’s influence over her. But that wasn’t exactly the case either.

And that was when Iu realized what it was.

Soli… is this really how you treat your subjects? You monster! Iu just stared in horror at the realization of what the Spirit Lord had done.

But this was the only chance of completing this specialized vesselization process— of adhering to the demands the girl had made. So Iu moved, gathering whatever remained of the Archangel and began to merge it together with the girl’s soul.

***

“How is this possible?”

Clayton couldn’t believe his eyes. Somehow, the Matriarch Centinel was destroying the barrier. But its attacks shouldn’t have been strong enough to tear through the powerful protective layers of magic that had defended Mavos Academy for many millennia.

Even though Clayton wasn’t able to fully judge the extent of the Matriarch Centinel’s power, he could still tell that this blast was not supposed to be that strong— that it was not supposed to be capable of this level of destruction. And yet, somehow, the barrier was cracking.

The layers of magic slowly peeled away, collapsing under the beam of iridescent distortion unleashed by the Matriarch Centinel. How? Why?

Clayton didn’t know. But he just floated there in disbelief as his students screamed and fled from the barrier beneath him. Because it was soon going to collapse.

The magic would soon fail, and the Matriarch Centinel would kill them all.

“Headmaster Skyshredder!”

A voice called out at him from beneath. Clayton barely even processed his name. In a daze, he glanced down to see the Fallen Queen of Elutra waving at him, pointing towards the center of Mavos Academy.

“We are going to evacuate as many people as we can from the school with a long-range teleportation spell once the barrier collapses! But we cannot do it without you!”

Clayton stared at her in a daze. He didn’t fully process her words. Instead, his mind was still trying to work out— trying to comprehend— how the Matriarch Centinel was dismantling the barrier.

Slowly, he turned his gaze back towards the barrier. He stared at the beam of iridescent distortion— at the power of the end of the world. And his mind began to unravel the power behind the attack.

And he realized that it was a direct attack on the magic itself. Not on the barrier, but on the spellwork— on the mana that composed the dome. That was how it was destroying the barrier. Because it was destroying the source powering the magic itself.

“I understand now…”

Clayton whispered as he heard more voices shouting at him from down below.

“Headmaster—”

Someone else shouted, and Clayton slowly lowered his head.

“So this was what Salvos warned us all about—”

Clayton started. But suddenly, the screeching of the Matriarch Centinel came to a halt. The beam that was boring through the barriers of Mavos Academy was interrupted as a flash of light appeared before the swarm of Centinels.

The dozens of [Ancient Centinels] gathered behind the Matriarch Centinel recoiled from the light. A ripple washed over the sea of red that was the Centinels down below. Even the Matriarch Centinel drew back warily from the bright light.

Clayton himself blinked a few times as the fleeing [Mages] beneath him slowed. And they all turned to face a single sight.

Right before the barrier of Mavos Academy, a rift opened up. A hole in space. Like a portal through the planes. But it wasn’t shoddily made— it was a hole that cleaved cleanly through space.

And emerging from this portal were four figures. A [Will O’ Wisp]. An [Evolved Centinel]. An [Ancient Yaksha]. And—-

“Who is that?”

Clayton asked, watching as an almost familiar figure stepped out. It took him a moment to discern who it was.

It was Edithe. But she was… different. Very different.

[??? - Lvl. ???]

And even the Matriarch Centinel shuddered at the sight.


18. ‘Edithe’

[??? - Lvl. ???]

“Is that… Edithe?”

Clayton blinked a few times as he stared at the figure that was standing right before the army of Centinels. She certainly looked like Edithe. She had long, flowing crimson hair, and she wore the same white robe she did when she left.

However, there was a lot about her that was different from when the Headmaster of Mavos Academy last saw her. First of all, she was carrying an ornate scythe— almost translucent, but radiating a luminescence of iridescence that seemed to give it form.

And more than that, a pair of feathered wings wisped off her bag. White wings— like that of doves. But the tips of the feathers seemed to shine with a golden glow. Her skin seemed to burn with the same golden light, giving her body a fiery texture like she was made of molten lava.

But that was not the most striking change that had overcome Edithe. It was the strange markings that now overcame her face that made it clear that something had happened to her— white lines protruded from the edge of her face, forming a strange striped irregular pattern that almost looked like veins. They were most dense in gathering around her eyes.

And her eyes— they were completely white.

She had no pupils. It was like she wore a blank canvas behind her eyelids.

An alien sight.

Clayton narrowed his eyes as he took in Edithe’s brand new form. He saw— or he couldn’t see her levels. Which was impossible. Unless she had somehow acquired some sort of obfuscation artifact or learned an obfuscation spell while she was in the Spirit Plane.

But the Headmaster of Mavos Academy didn’t focus on that fact. He simply took in her form. And he wondered… what exactly happened during her search for the Archangel?

Because based on the features that had overcome her body, it was almost like…

However, before Clayton could finish his train of thought, the Matriarch Centinel let out a screech. It was an ear piercing screech— one that made the Headmaster of Mavos Academy recoil from the sound alone.

All the gathered students of Mavos Academy who had just been staring at this scene covered their ears and braced themselves. The swarm of Centinels surrounding the Matriarch from behind all let out a cacophony of shrieks too. It was an overwhelming chittering that drowned out almost all noise.

Willy, Centina, and the [Ancient Yaksha] that was accompanying ‘Edithe’ backed away nervously. But ‘Edithe’ stepped forward, holding up a hand at the Matriarch Centinel. Instantly, the Progenitor stopped screeching and backed away from her.

“Relax, will you? I haven’t even done anything yet, and you’re already screaming at me.”

‘Edithe’... or the entity that took Edithe’s form, just waved a hand dismissively.

Clayton’s brows snapped together when he heard her speak. He couldn’t discern the gender of the voice— it was androgynous. Although, he could still hear a little bit of Edithe in her.

‘Edithe’ continued as she yawned.

“So this is the so-called apocalyptic disaster that you want me to deal with, huh? If I’m being honest with you, this doesn’t seem like much of an ‘apocalypse’.”

Who is she talking to? Clayton frowned as he caught the tail end of her words. He heard nobody else speaking. Was she somehow communicating with the Matriarch Centinel?

Clayton’s gaze darted between the Matriarch Centinel floating in the air. The giant monster looked uncertain— hesitant. Too scared to even attack. It evidently was not having a conversation with ‘Edithe’.

She came to a halt after a few more steps, before glancing back at her companions.

“What? They’ll be fine watching from here— hey, don’t boss me around! Only the Arcraem gets to give me orders like that!”

Clayton blinked a few times, watching as ‘Edithe’ seemed to argue with the air. Until, finally, she relented as she shook her head.

“Ugh, fine. But only so you’d stop complaining.”

And with that, ‘Edithe’ waved a hand at her three companions, before they’re swallowed up by a portal. Clayton’s eyes grew wide as he watched the three of them fly out of another portal that appeared at the other side of the barrier— inside of Mavos Academy.

“How is that possible? With all the layers active, not even opening a hole through space should be possible. Unless…”

Clayton’s eyes flickered as he focused on the dense and complex network of mana strands that formed the barrier. And he saw a hole in the barrier— where the portal had been opened.

The Headmaster of Mavos Academy could only gape in disbelief at that. Did she really just breach through the barrier just like that?

He couldn’t believe what he saw. It didn’t matter that she was in Clayton’s [Antimagic Field]. It didn’t matter that this was the most powerful barrier ever created by Humankind that even Regnorex and his army could not breach. ‘Edithe’ didn’t seem to consider just how significant of a feat she had just carried out with the wave of a hand. Instead, she took in a deep breath and strode forward, looking back towards the Matriarch Centinel.

“Alright, now let’s just deal with this already…”

‘Edithe’ sighed as she flapped her wings, flying up to meet the Matriarch Centinel. She came to a halt right before the shimmering and distorted figure of a giant centipede, then she placed her hands on her hips.

“Now, I don’t know if you can understand me, but I’m going to give you two options.”

The Matriarch Centinel backed away hesitantly, before forcing itself to meet ‘Edithe’s’ gaze.

“The first option— you leave and take your children with you. Then there won’t be a problem, and I can go back to dealing with actual problems like the end of not just the Nexeus but the Arcraem itself. We’ll both be happy.”

The Matriarch Centinel didn’t respond. Although, it almost seemed like she understood what ‘Edithe’ had said. Clayton could just tell.

And then ‘Edithe’ continued.

“The second option is far less appealing for you. I kill you, and I slaughter your children, then I’ll go back to the Spirit Plane. This time around, only I’ll be happy, but slightly less so because I have to waste my time dealing with your shit.”

The Matriarch Centinel considered what ‘Edithe’ had to say. For a moment, there was a long silence. Clayton wondered if this ploy would work. He held his breath in silence, the world all around him almost melting away in anticipation.

But then he noticed the Matriarch Centinel’s gaze drifting past ‘Edithe’. It looked towards Centina, who was now standing at the other side of the barrier. And Clayton knew that the Progenitor had made its decision.

It looked back towards ‘Edithe’ who tapped a finger impatiently on her crossed arms.

“Well, have you made your—”

‘Edithe’ started, only for the Matriarch Centinel to snap its gaze back at her and unleash a beam of iridescent light. It happened instantaneously. Clayton barely even processed what had happened.

All he knew was that the same blast that had nearly destroyed the barrier had now completely engulfed ‘Edithe’, and it should have been more than enough to vaporize her. Or so Clayton thought.

But he heard her echoing voice cut through the screeching of the Matriarch Centinel, before he caught a glimpse of her figure casually floating forward through the iridescent beam of light.

“So you’ve made your choice, huh? That is…”

‘Edithe’ held up her scythe— the weapon was absorbing the brunt of the blast. She just shook her head as she emerged from the iridescent beam of light. Her eyes fluttered shut, and she took in a deep breath.

Then she grinned.

“Unfortunate.”

And Clayton watched as ‘Edithe’ shot forward, slashing down with her staff. It happened so fast, the Matriarch Centinel was already flying across the sky by the time the Headmaster of Mavos Academy realized what was happening.

‘Edithe’ cackled wildly as she spread her arms wide.

“IT FEELS SO GOOD TO BE ALIVE AGAIN!”

All around her, the army of Centinels moved. They screeched and rushed to swarm her. The [Ancient Centinels] were the first to reach her. A dozen of them, surrounding her from all sides. But she just laughed and threw her scythe at them.

Before they could even reach her, they all fell, sliced into dozens of pieces by the scythe as it returned to her arms.

“How is she doing this?”

Clayton asked as he stared at ‘Edithe’s’ power, aghast. She just flew down, cleaving through the sea of Centinels as her voice reverberated all throughout Mavos Academy.

“I HAVE KILLED BILLIONS AND I WILL KILL BILLIONS MORE IF I HAVE TO TO FULFILL MY ROLE! SO DIE, YOU INSECTS!”

The students of Mavos Academy— the [Mages] that were watching— looked on in sheer disbelief at what they were seeing. Even Clayton had to question whether he had actually already been killed by the Matriarch Centinel, and he was now just deluding himself and imagining a situation that could not possibly exist.

But a figure flitted up next to where the Headmaster of Mavos Academy was standing atop his nimbus cloud. Willy, the [Will O’ Wisp], spoke simply as he came to a halt.

“This is not Edithe’s power. This is the power of the Archangel.”

“The Archangel?”

Clayton blinked, before looking towards ‘Edithe’ as she flew straight for the Matriarch Centinel. In response, the Matriarch Centinel unleashed another beam at her. But the attack failed once again, deflected by the scythe.

“We succeeded in our quest. But bringing the Archangel here came at a cost.”

Willy stated matter-of-factly as Clayton’s head whirled. He looked towards ‘Edithe’ as she crashed into the Matriarch Centinel, sending the monster flying further away from Mavos Academy.

“Edithe, what have you done?”

Clayton asked as he stared at her— as he took in her new form. And Willy’s flames flickered, before turning blue. The [Will O’ Wisp] answered morosely as the battle raged on in the distance— as the slaughtered continued.

“She sacrificed everything— to save us all.”


19. The Result

An uncertain amount of time ago…

Edithe hadn’t known how much time had passed since the process began.

All she knew was that she had been subjected to an unimaginable pain— a burning sensation that was unlike anything she had ever felt before. And she had been on the cusp of death many times, with the closest being when she was kidnapped by the Lich of the Plaguelands.

But this was different. It wasn’t like her body itself was lit ablaze. She felt like her entire being… her mind, her body, and her soul were all on fire. It was a scorching, searing pain that engulfed her entirely.

And she could only scream as she tried to resist what she thought would’ve been her eventual demise.

However, as this sensation dragged on, something else seemed to take its place. Edithe didn’t understand what it was. But everything started to grow numb— not in a good way, but like she was drenched in the deepest depths of an icy cold lake, left to freeze to death on her own.

Until a voice echoed around her. A familiar voice. And it drew all of her attention to it.

“Ridiculous. I cannot be serious, right? I have got to be kidding myself!”

It was the voice of the Archangel— the same angry voice that had cursed out the Spirit Lord. And it wasn’t alone. It was accompanied by a secondary, also familiar voice. But this second voice was much calmer, unlike the first, despite the similarity between the two.

“It was the only way. Otherwise, she would not agree to saving your life. And without her agreement, her soul would have rejected you, and you would be dead.”

“That is stupid! I can’t believe I’d ever agree to such terms! I should have let me die!”

It was a strange conversation to hear. The second voice was the voice of the remnants of the Archangel’s essence, and it spoke with the same calm clarity that it had spoken to Edithe with. The first voice was the true voice and mind of the Archangel, and its words were barely even coherent enough for the redhead to understand.

“If you died, the Arcraem will—”

“If the Arcraem didn’t somehow bring me back to life, then who cares! I would rather the entirety of existence itself crumble to dust than be trapped inside the body of some… some… some Human girl!”

For a minute, there was silence.

Edithe wondered what was going on. Earlier, the remnants of the Archangel’s essence mentioned the possibility of her soul rejecting them. Now, she feared it was possible that the Archangel’s soul was going to reject her.

If that happened, what was going to happen to her? What was going to happen to her friends?

Her thoughts— her concerns— were interrupted as the second voice spoke up after a moment’s hesitation.

“...is this because of Tianna?”

And even though there was no air around Edithe— even though she barely could perceive existence— it felt like the air around her changed. The atmosphere suddenly grew colder. Or perhaps, her body grew colder. Like she could slip into the cusp of death at any moment.

“You— HOW DARE I MENTION THAT NAME!”

The first voice screamed, and the second voice replied simply.

“My memories are incomplete. I do not know the full gravity of your history with her. However, you cannot let your past attachments—”

“SHUT UP! I WILL KILL ME! I WILL REJECT THIS VESSEL, AND I WILL DIE IF YOU KEEP TALKING!”

If Edithe could wince, she would have. The first voice was yelling, its voice reverberating in her mind again and again.

But the second voice just spoke calmly in response.

“Iudex, I am simply asking you to calm your emotions. Do not let it get in the way of making sound judgment. Remember your position.”

“I—”

The first voice started, and the second voice cut it off.

“You are [The Judge Ordained By The Arcraem]. How can you cast your judgment upon others if you cannot even think clearly, Iudex?”

Edithe didn’t think that was going to work. In fact, she thought that would have only upsetted the Archangel. But, somehow, that wasn’t what happened.

“I am right. I need to be rational. Even if I dislike this outcome, this has to be. For I am [The Judge Ordained By The Arcraem], and I cannot die here.”

The first voice grew calmer, almost morphing with the second voice as it continued.

“I accept this contract.”

The Archangel finally declared, and Edithe felt her senses slowly returning to her. Like she could feel her body moving— her fingers twitching. Both the burning sensation and the freezing sensation faded away.

And…

—--

Present…

And that was how Edithe ended up like this. A stupid, idealistic part of her thought she would inherit the Archangel’s power, just like that. So she would be able to arrive in Mavos Academy and save the day. Unfortunately, that was not what happened.

Instead, she found herself trapped in her own mind— inside what appeared to be a temple, surrounded by a devastated landscape of what appeared to be a warzone. But she paid no attention to the world of her mind right now, focusing on the sky.

Because that was where she could see what was going on in the outside world. Where she could see through her own eyes, and know what the Archangel was doing with her body.

“YOU CANNOT DEFEAT ME! I AM STRONGER THAN YOU— I AM THE STRONGEST IN THE WORLD!”

The Archangel screamed as it flew straight at the Matriarch Centinel, swinging its scythe with enough force to send the giant monster flying back. But that was not enough to win.

“Iudex, can’t you use that Skill—”

Edithe started, calling out to the sky. But the Archangel flew to a halt, before raising a fist at its eye— at her.

“I told you not to call me that! Call me the Judge— the Archangel! Do not use my name against me!”

“Right…”

Edithe pursed her lips. She watched in the distance as the Matriarch Centinel flew up into the air, its entire body glowing, spreading a pair of wings made from the corruption.

“Uh, Mr Judge…”

“Don’t add that— I am the Judge! I am the Archangel! I am nothing else!”

“Sorry, Archangel… but can’t you use your Skill to—”

But before Edithe could even finish talking, the Matriarch Centinel shot forward, crashing into Iudex. In response, the Archangel just cursed, creating a spherical barrier to block the attack.

The redhead winced, even though the Matriarch Centinel’s attack didn’t connect. The Archangel simply flew back, protected by the barrier it created. It picked itself up and whispered some expletives, before raising its scythe.

“I’M GOING TO MAKE YOU WISH YOU NEVER LEFT THE END OF THE WORLD!”

And the Archangel shot back up, clashing with the Matriarch Centinel. Edithe bit her lower lip as she watched the battle unfold.

It was a one-sided battle. The Archangel was very handily winning this fight. Which was to be expected. Edithe had seen the Archangel completely slaughter a group of Supreme Spirits just earlier.

Which begged the question—

“Why aren’t you using those same Skills you used earlier? You could end this battle in an instant, Iu— Archangel.”

Edithe called out once again. But the Archangel didn’t give an immediate response. It was too busy swinging its scythe madly at the Matriarch Centinel, shredding her corrupted giant form apart. But each time that happened, the Matriarch Centinel quickly regenerated, and it was charging at the Archangel again.

It was almost a strange sight for Edithe to see— a monster that she previously thought was unstoppable was easily being beaten right before her very eyes. But the fact that it was not defeated yet… it unnerved her slightly.

“Archangel?”

Edithe repeated herself, and Iudex sighed as it flew back away from the Matriarch Centinel’s regenerating body.

“What?! Can’t you see I’m fighting here?”

“Why aren’t you—”

Edithe began to repeat herself, and the Archangel scoffed.

“I heard your question the first time!”

Then why didn’t you just answer it? Edithe thought, but caught herself. Instead, she waited for the Archangel’s answer. Which came soon after.

“I…”

The Archangel hesitated for a long moment, before closing its eyes, which blocked out Edithe’s vision of the world.

“I cannot use my Skills. There, are you happy?”

“What?”

And Edithe’s eyes grew wide.


20. No Skill

“Yes, I cannot use my Skills. Or at least, I cannot use any of my active Skills. So that’s why I can’t just end this battle with the wave of a hand even if I wanted to.”

The Archangel snorted as Edithe’s head spun in confusion. She opened her jaw, but a blast of iridescent light shot out from the regenerating form of the Matriarch Centinel.

But the attack bounced off the sphere of protection protecting Iudex.

“What does that mean? How does that make any sense? I thought everything went fine with the vesselization process!”

“Everything went as fine as it could’ve gone— but that doesn’t mean the vesselization process never came with any downsides, you damn fool!”

The Archangel rolled its eyes back at Edithe. All she saw was the sky for a moment, before its gaze focused back down at the Matriarch Centinel rising from the ground.

Iudex continued.

“Did you not see what happened to Soli during our brief battle? That is the reason why I cannot use my Skills.”

“What happened to the Spirit Lord…?”

Edithe repeated after the Archangel for a moment, trying to recall the events that transpired not too long ago. It was a brief battle. Iudex had been completely overwhelmed by Soli’s power. But when it was over…

Edithe’s eyes grew wide when she realized what the Archangel meant.

“You’re saying my body is too weak— that it’ll be destroyed if you use your Skills.”

“Yes.”

The Archangel closed its eyes, and darkness engulfed the sky of this inner world which contained the redhead’s soul. She stared up there for a moment as she processed this. Then she opened her mouth.

“Wait, but you didn’t tell me anything about this—”

Edithe protested, only for the Archangel to snap as its eyes opened once again.

“I didn’t even want this, you damn Human! Stop complaining! It was me who spoke with you, not me!”

“I…”

Edithe didn’t even know how to respond at this point. She just looked on as the Matriarch Centinel flew back towards a mountain in the distance.

“Then how are we going to win?”

Edithe finally asked after gathering her thoughts. She was confused— uncertain about this entire ordeal— so she focused only on solving the problem at hand.

“Because I don’t think we’re defeating the Matriarch Centinel this way.”

After all, the Matriarch Centinel was going to continue regenerating from Iudex’s attacks. And while Edithe wasn’t entirely sure what was going to happen if this kept up, she could safely assume that her body wasn’t capable of the same type of regeneration, considering what the Archangel had just mentioned.

And if Iudex faltered just once…

We’re going to lose, Edithe thought as she gritted her teeth.

The Archangel waved a hand dismissively as it stepped forward, facing the Matriarch Centinel in the distance.

“Look, I’ve got this handled. Now shut up and let me fulfill my end of our deal.”

As Iudex spoke, the Matriarch Centinel’s entire body began to misshapen. Edithe’s eyes grew widen, seeing the way the mountain in the distance distort and collapse. Even though the redhead wasn’t capable of using a Grand Skill, she was more than certain that had to be one.

“Iudex, I think—”

Edithe started, trying to warn the Archangel. But it just snarled back at her.

“I told you to shut up, Human!”

“But we should—”

“Be quiet! I’ve got this handled! I don’t need to hear your incessant inane commentary when I am the one doing the fighting!”

The Archangel shook a fist at Edithe, ignoring the Matriarch Centinel as its body almost seemed to spread out like that of a cicada with its wings opened wide. Space distorted more and more around it, with tiny rifts opening up by the dozens all around the crumbling mountain.

Edithe pursed her lower lip.

“Iudex, please just focus—”

“And how am I supposed to focus when I have this annoying little Human stuck in my head, constantly telling me what to do, huh? I already told you, I’ve got this handled, so be quiet!”

The Archangel panted as it spoke, and Edithe closed her mouth. She remained silent, even as the Matriarch Centinel’s form expanded. It was almost like staring at the wings of a moth— the rifts that opened in space like the eyespots on those leathery appendages.

Edithe waited for Iudex to take notice of what was happening. She did not utter a single word, even as the Archangel caught its breath. And finally, it straightened.

“Alright, now I can focus. Now—”

The Archangel looked up, before pausing as the rifts that surrounded the Matriarch Centinel shone brightly.

“Huh. Is that a Grand Skill…?”

Iudex asked, before the rifts flashed brightly, unleashing giant corrupted chunks of the mountain. They shot out quickly, and they left behind a trail of corruption in their path. The Archangel raised its scythe and slashed the first projectile out of the air.

But then hundreds more rained down a moment later— more than Edithe could comprehend. Even still, Iudex flew up into the sky, slashing through the hail of projectiles.

“Do you think this will be enough to stop me?! I AM INVINCIBLE!”

The Archangel screamed as it sliced through a giant corrupted chunk of the mountain like it was nothing— only to come face to face with a flying rift. Both Edithe and Iudex stared at a moment as the rift began to engulf them both.

“...what?”

Iudex blinked a few times, looking down at Edithe’s body as it began to twist and turn from the rift’s gravitational force. The Archangel cursed and raised a hand, quickly creating a barrier. Instantly, the pulling forces that threatened to rip apart Edithe’s body dissipated as the rift practically flew past them.

“Watch out!”

Edithe shouted as she looked at what was coming ahead. Iudex didn’t even snap back at her, casting its gaze up towards the deluge of rifts that was flying their way.

“This is an annoying Grand Skill. Not dangerous. Just annoying.”

Iudex muttered under its breath as it flew through the oncoming barrage of rifts.

“Just a lot of attacks. Nothing of any real substance.”

Edithe felt a bead of sweat sliding down her neck as she watched the Archangel navigate around the rifts— which made no sense, because wasn’t she a soul or something like that right now?

It didn’t matter. Edithe’s worries were directed towards what was plastered ahead of Iudex.

Even if the spherical iridescent protected Edithe’s body, she had seen the way the rifts nearly tore her body apart just earlier. Despite the physical changes that her body had undergone through this process, it was still not nearly durable enough to survive this battle against an enemy this powerful.

“Shut up, stop doubting me! I will win!”

The Archangel screamed as it sliced through another rift. Edithe blinked a few times in surprise.

“But I didn’t say anything.”

“I can feel your fear, you damn Human! And it’s annoying!”

Iudex screamed as it shot up into the sky, escaping the inundating attacks. Edithe bit back any retort she had. Because what could she even say at this point? Maybe she could apologize? But that would only piss the Archangel off, because it wanted her to be silent.

So the redhead just looked on as Iudex grinned, looking down at the barrage of rifts and corrupted rocks passing below them.

“Alright, now where is that insect—”

Iudex paused as a shadow loomed over it. Looking up, both the Archangel and Edithe stared at the Matriarch Centinel’s figure. The same cicada-like figure as before, with wings spread wide. But this time, the wings were buzzing wildly— quickly.

And the entire figure of the Matriarch Centinel was vibrating violently, a soft chittering growing louder with each passing moment. The Matriarch Centinel didn’t move. It just hovered there as both Edithe and Iudex took a moment to process what was going on.

The Archangel frowned.

“What is—”

But before Iudex could utter another word, the Matriarch Centinel’s body shone brightly— before exploding. Edithe recoiled as the barrier protecting the Archangel shattered. And her vision— the sky in this mindscape that surrounded her— was engulfed in a white light.

“You can’t use any of your Skills at all? Why not? Is it because my body is too weak?!”

Edithe asked in a panic. But Iudex just snorted in response.

“Your body is indeed very weak. However, the reason I cannot use my Skills is simply because I exhausted all of them against Soli, and they are currently still on cooldown.”

“Oh.”

The redhead almost

“Seems like the Matriarch Centinel is getting angry. I think she’s about to use a Grand Skill.”


21. Tortured Soul

“What are they doing?”

Clayton asked as he watched the Centinels fleeing and digging into the earth right before the barrier. After much of their numbers had been ravaged by Edithe’s brand new form, they had been left squirming around— almost confused and unsure as to what to do.

And the Headmaster of Mavos Academy simply watched them through the translucent barrier protecting the school. He didn’t know what they were doing. But he didn’t know what he was doing either.

They were all simply waiting for the ongoing battle in the distance to resolve— the duel between ‘Edithe’ and the Matriarch Centinel to come to a conclusion. Judging by what Clayton saw earlier, it was very likely that ‘Edithe’ was going to come out victorious.

But there was no way for Clayton to see what was happening. The battle had been taken so far away from Mavos Academy, it was impossible for him to spectate. So he just waited in trepidation for the outcome to reveal itself to him.

Or at least, that was what he had been doing. Until the Centinels began to flee. Until they started to dig into the ground, trying to escape the scene.

The Headmaster of Mavos Academy narrowed his eyes. He glanced around in confusion as the Centinels continued to escape the scene. His eyes flickered to the horizon where ‘Edithe’ and the Matriarch Centinel had gone, and all he saw was a distortion, followed by flashing lights.

He stared curiously at the distant horizon for a long moment, wondering what was going on. And that was when a pulse shot out. Not a bright light— not a blinding flash.

A pulse.

A ring-like explosion that spread out quickly, eradicating everything in its path.

Clayton watched as the landscape before Mavos Academy was reduced to ash in an instant as the ring swept across the landscape. He heard the panicked gasps of the students gathered beneath him, scrambling to flee from the oncoming pulse.

But he shook his head and raised a hand

“The barrier should—”

Right as Clayton started, the pulse struck the barrier. And the barrier shattered.

The pulse dissipated, but the dome protecting Mavos Academy for many millennia completely collapsed. Clayton watched with round eyes as all eight layers fell one after another. The intricate network of mana strands all untangled, falling apart from the sheer force of the blast.

“Just what kind of power is this?”

Clayton asked as his head spun. Beneath him, he heard the echoing screams of his students fleeing the scene. And next to him, Willy spoke up simply.

“This is the power of gods.”

***

Edithe held her breath— even though she didn’t need to breathe— as she looked up at the sky of this world. The screen which she had been staring through to see the outside was cracked and engulfed with a white light. And for a moment, she thought that the Archangel had perished.

She thought her body had been destroyed.

But then the sky was filled with color once again. A crimson color. The color of blood.

The screen was still cracked, and blood was blotting out Iudex’s vision. But the Archangel was still alive, and that was what mattered.

“Get up! You can’t die here! If you die—”

Edithe called out, but the Archangel cursed and picked up its scythe.

“Shut up— this is your fault! You did this!”

Iudex waved the broken weapon around— the ornate gems that lined the scythe had all shattered. The blade was collapsing with each wave.

“What did I do?”

Edithe drew back defensively. The Archangel just cursed even more.

“It’s because you’re so weak— I had to sacrifice my damn scythe to protect us from dying! Now we don’t even have a weapon to fight with!”

There was nothing Edithe could even respond with. It was so ridiculous. She was the only reason the Archangel was even still alive right now. It was not her fault she was too ‘weak’ to partake in a battle between two god-like beings.

“At the very least…”

Iudex cast Edithe’s gaze to the side. And the both of them looked on at the figure that was at the epicenter of the blast. The Matriarch Centinel’s massive form was cascading like bits of broken glass.

The distortion was fading away, and the rifts had all vanished. The corruption surrounding the Matriarch Centinel was dissipating, although some of it still filled the air.

The giant figure of the centipede-turned-cicada was now just a gust of smoke. And floating at the very center of the dissipating plume of ash and smoke was the Matriarch Centinel.

The true form of the Matriarch Centinel.

No longer was it protected by a false body— a giant form of corruption that was hundreds of feet in length.

It now looked similar to Centina, except far more humanoid and even smaller in size. Its chitin was also cracked and chipped all over. Even on its face.

Like a mask that was broken, Edithe stared for a moment at a distortion hidden beneath the broken face of the Matriarch Centinel. And at first, the redhead saw a strange distortion masking what was there.

But then she blinked, and the distortion almost seemed to clear. And under the veil of distortion— under the mask that was the body of the Matriarch Centinel— Edithe saw…

A soulscape. Or a mindscape. Something that was just like the world that contained Edithe. A place where the soul of the Matriarch Centinel resided.

A place of destruction and devastation. Where rifts riddled the sky, and a wall of infinite corruption closed in from all directions.

But at the very center of this world, a tiny larva lay atop a grassy patch. It was the only greenery that was present in this soulscape.

And the larva’s body was scarred. It was bleeding— squirming in the center of the grassy patch in fear. It was a pitiful sight.

Edithe almost felt bad for what she saw. Even though she had no way to tell, she just knew that this was the tortured soul of the Matriarch Centinel, fearing the end of the world.

But a thought crossed Edithe’s mind. She wondered just how exactly was she perceiving this.

“How am I…?”

Edithe stared at this scene for a moment, before she blinked again, and she returned back to reality. The redhead watched as the Matriarch Centinel’s chitin protecting its face regenerated, covering the distortion that was underneath once again.

And then the Archangel’s voice echoed all around Edithe.

“This insect really can’t die, huh? And I can’t even heal from these damn wounds because your body sucks. Seriously, I’m doing everything I can to even keep your body intact right now!”

Iudex cursed, slowly descending to the ground as its wings faded away. The Matriarch Centinel stood at a crater right before them, still healing, glaring up at the Archangel.

Edithe stared at the Matriarch Centinel for a moment, remembering the tortured soul she had seen. And she almost wondered if there was a way to potentially resolve this battle without killing the Matriarch Centinel— through reasoning with the monster.

But then the Matriarch Centinel screeched and raised a hand, unleashing a beam of crimson light straight at the Archangel. Iudex swore and raised the remains of the scythe to block the attack.

Edithe looked on as the crimson beam struck the broken weapon, and chunks of the scythe began to flake off from the force of the attack.

“This is your fault— we’re going to die for real this time because of you!”

Iudex continued to curse Edithe out. She didn’t even care enough to defend herself. Her mind just raced as she saw the scythe breaking apart from the beam of crimson light, hearing the Matriarch Centinel screaming in the background.

“Can’t you do something? Anything at all?”

“I already told you, I can’t use my Skills!”

The Archangel just shouted as it struggled to hold up its collapsing scythe. Iudex was injured, its weapon broken, and it couldn’t fight back against the Matriarch Centinel. Not at its current state. At this rate, Edithe knew they were going to lose— that they were going to die. Because…

“You can’t use your Skills.”

Edithe’s eyes flickered as she recalled what the Archangel said. That Edithe’s body was incapable of using Iudex’s Skills, because she was too weak. But that didn’t mean Iudex couldn’t use Skills in general, right?

And an idea crossed Edithe’s mind. She looked up as she watched the Archangel stumble back.

“You may not be able to use your Skills, but you can use mine.”

“What?”

Iudex blinked a few times.

“What are you even talking about—”

“My Skills.”

Edithe cut off the Archangel, placing a hand on her chest.

“Since it’s my body, you should be able to use my Skills. And with your power, they should be far stronger than they could ever be when cast by me.”

“That’s…”

Iudex opened its mouth, before tilting its head back. Like it was evaluating its Status. Then a grin spread across its face.

“That’s actually a good idea. You should come up with these ideas more often, instead of yapping like you always do.”

“I’m not even going to respond to that.”

Edithe shook her head, before looking up.

“Since we’ve taken a lot of damage, I think there is one Skill I have that is going to be useful for you…”

“Oh?”

The Archangel perked up upon hearing that. And it finally listened as Edithe explained.


22. Unburdened

She had gone by many names— Titles that had been bestowed to her by her kin and by her enemies. The Matriarch Centinel of the Bloodied Gulf. The Progenitor of Secely’s Centinels. The Last Broodmother.

But these were not her real names. Her name was Val.

Or at least, that was part of her name. In truth, she had forgotten what her true, full name was a long time ago. No longer could she see even a fraction of her name in her Status, for it has been blotched out by the corruption. The only reason she recalled a part of her name was because the echoes of the voices of her deceased sisters still linger in her mind.

Even until now, she still heard their screams— their pleading. They had begged her to survive. To live. For the sake of the Centinel race.

Before they had all been consumed by the end of the world.

But that was all she even tried to remember of her past. Everything else was a blur. It was like her memory had become distorted. Corrupted. Except, it had only occurred over time, here in Secely. Far from the apocalypse that had wiped out most of her kin.

And the inability to remember her sisters— her mothers— tortured Val. Just as much as her leftover memories hurt her very soul.

Everything hurt. Everything always hurt. Her mind. Her soul. Herentire being. But moreso than that, right now, something else hurt. Something that ordinarily didn’t feel any pain.

Her entire body was aching. A burning sensation overcame her. It was a pain that she hadn’t felt since she had last seen the end of the world.

And this pain was self-inflicted. She had unleashed a Grand Skill that she knew would take a toll on herself.

[The Eruption Of The End].

To defeat this enemy that was threatening her children— that had slaughtered countless of her babies.

A strange Human that wielded a power that scorched Val’s entire being. That was far more powerful than her.

That was perhaps as powerful as the First Broodmother had been.

And despite Val’s best efforts— despite unleashing her most powerful attack— the strange Human was still alive. Somehow, some way, that attack hadn’t been enough. But she was Even though she no longer took on her [Body Of The End], she was still alive, and she could still fight.

Val closed its jaw as it stopped unleashing the crimson beam down at the strange Human. The attack hadn’t been able to deal any damage— the strange Human had managed to completely deflect the beam with its scythe. Even as the ground broke apart below it, creating a crater where it stood.

And now, the Matriarch Centinel just glared down at the figure standing at the bottom of the crater right ahead of her as her carapace finished healing. And unlike her, the strange Human she was up against hadn’t recovered. Its body was still scarred with wounds, and the scythe was more damaged than ever. So Val knew that this was her chance to win. That this was her chance to claim her victory.

So she ignored the strange Human as it spoke to itself.

“So you want me to use—”

And Val immediately leapt down for the strange human, screeching and striking down with a clawed hand. The strange Human was caught off-guard, stumbling back and cursing.

“Shit— this is what happens when you distract me!”

Val’s claws were wreathed in a crimson aura, and she unleashed a thousand strikes in an instant, forcing the strange Human to barely block the attacks. But the strange Human was not able to deflect all of them. A few attacks managed to slip through the parried swings of the broken scythe, leaving small cuts behind on the strange Human’s body.

That emboldened Val, knowing that she was now able to even able to hurt the strange Human, when previously that was impossible.

So Val spun around and struck out with her lower body. A powerful blunting strike that sent the strange Human flying back. Even though the strange Human blocked the attack with its scythe, a large chunk of the weapon broke off from the impact.

And the Matriarch Centinel unhinged her jaw, sending a follow-up crimson blast straight at the strange Human in an instant. It wasn’t a beam like earlier. Instead, it was a sphere that shot out and exploded upon impact.

The strange Human grunted as it held up the collapsing weapon, flying away from the site of the explosion. The last of the scythe fell apart as Val’s eyes flickered. She knew this was her chance to deliver a decisive final blow and win this battle.

So she moved, bounding forward, before leaping into the air. But as she left the ground, the strange Human uttered a few final words in annoyance.

“Fine! But if it doesn’t work, we’ll both be dead! And unlike me, the Arcraem probably won’t find a way to save you!”

And as the strange Human spoke, it brought a hand up as crimson flames began to wisp off its body. Val screeched as her entire body was overcome with a red aura as well. She was bracing herself for whatever attack was to come.

But she knew it didn’t matter because she was almost fully recovered, whereas the strange Human was on its last legs. This was her victory—

“[Vindication Of They].”

And the strange Human pointed at the Matriarch Centinel as more crimson flames poured out. It was a deluge of fire— a spinning inferno that inundated the air. And even though Val was no master of magic, she could sense the immense power that was building up.

It was compounding with each passing moment. The Matriarch Centinel could only watch with wide eyes as the flames grew larger and larger, encompassing the power of [The Eruption Of The End]... and more.

It was still growing stronger even now. As the flames took on the shape of a person— of a Human that resembled the strange Human. Except, without the wings, and with longer crimson hair. But that was not all, the edges of the flames were flickering with a hint of… corruption.

The flaming figure of the Human wore a morose look on its face, before its eyes snapped open, bearing down at the Matriarch Centinel. Val saw this overwhelming power and she slowed. The crimson aura that coated her body began to fade.

And a growing feeling began to replace the anger that was in the heart of the Matriarch Centinel. A feeling she hadn’t felt in so long.

Fear.

No— that wasn’t enough to describe what she felt.

It was a great terror.

Just like the terror she had felt when she had seen the end of the world crush her colonies.

Just like the terror that had befallen her when she had seen the First Broodmother be destroyed by the wall of infinite corruption.

Just like the terror that had struck her very soul when she had witnessed all of her siblings desperately fleeing and dying to the Corrupted Dragonlords.

And just like back then, Val could only do one thing when struck by this terror.

She could only turn and run.

The Matriarch Centinel’s enraged screeches turned to a whimpering as she spun around, desperately trying to flee the overwhelming power of the crimson flames. It was everything she had unleashed against the strange Human now thrown back at her.

And it bore down on her, giving chase somehow, moving in every direction that she fled in. It was thinking— it knew where she was going. Just like the end of the world, it didn’t let up.

Val glanced back and saw the crimson flames drawing closer. Moving faster. Reaching her.

But she couldn’t die like this. After everything she had been through— having lived and thrived for the sake of her siblings— she had to live. She couldn’t perish here.

She had to live for the sake of her Species—

The thought crossed Val’s mind as the flames reached her. And she felt the warmth of the fire scorching her carapace. Almost like a loving embrace. So she slowed, feeling that familiar sensation.

Like the touch of the First Broodmother.

It was so captivating. It drew her in. She faced it and spread her arms wide, letting the warm feeling embrace her. A numbing sensation overcame her, and she sighed wistfully as she thought back to the colonies that had once been so plentiful— that had once been thriving.

She saw her kin. Her siblings. The First Broodmother. All of them were gathered there, waiting for Val to arrive. A small smile spread across her lips as she saw them.

And the burden that had been bearing down on her— to survive for the sake of her kin— had finally been lifted from her shoulders.

***

A notification resounded in Edithe’s mind as she looked down at the Matriarch Centinel’s body as it evaporated into ashes.

Edithe hadn’t known if this would have worked like she intended. She thought it would. [Vindication Of They] was supposed to take power from all her allies who had fallen or been hurt, and when used by someone as powerful as the Archangel, it would have been even more amplified in strength.

But the Archangel had only a single ally throughout this entire battle. Which was Edithe.

And Edithe hoped that since it was her body that had been accumulating the damage from the battle, [Vindication Of They] would draw power from the damage she had taken.

This plan had worked. But even beyond that, somehow, Edithe herself had manifested into [Vindication Of They], and she guided its flames with her soul to defeat the Matriarch Centinel. To bring an end to the Progenitor once and for all.

Now, it was over.

Mavos Academy was safe. The Centinel threat was defeated. There was no need to worry anymore. All that sacrifice had not been in vain.

Edithe could only sigh in relief, knowing that she had succeeded. It didn’t even matter to her that she was now trapped in her own body as the Archangel piloted everything she did. Because she had gotten what she wanted.

So as the remaining flames of her manifested soul drifted back to the Archangel, she just accepted her permanent fate. Iudex, of course, was laughing madly as it spread its arms wide, taking the glory for their victory.

“HAHAHA I KNEW THAT WOULD WORK! I TOLD YOU—”

And as Edithe descended back into the Archangel, its eyes suddenly rolled back. Then the redhead found herself… in immense pain, standing in the bottom of the crater.

“...what?”

Edithe blinked, looking down at herself as she was now back in control of her body. No longer was she trapped in that mind world that she had been in just earlier. Instead, she stared at herself for a long moment, trying to process what was happening.

Only to immediately pass out, succumbing to her injuries.


23. The Remaining Legions

“Hm? Did you say something?”

I asked as I glanced down towards Manos. He couldn’t fly. So I carried him in my arms as he guided me, and we made our way over the ravaged landscape of the Netherworld. We had been flying over the battlefield where we fought and killed Jofis the Winged Horror when I spoke up.

The place where we killed the [Disgraced Hellking].

It was where Manos had betrayed Jofis and offered to join our side. Unfortunately, Haec and the rest of the rebellion still didn’t trust Manos, because he was known as the Executioner— formerly the leader of the Deathsquad Hunters. But I trusted him.

And we were going to confront the rest of the loyal legions of the Demon King to prove Manos’s loyalty to our cause.

Just the two of us.

It might’ve been a risk, because I had nobody else to back me up in case Manos decided to betray me. But I was confident he was on my side. He even shared his plan with me to deal with Chordus— who was a Primeval Demon like him on the precipice of reaching Level 200.

And unlike him, she couldn’t be swayed to betray Regnorex.

Manos blinked back at me as he heard my confused voice.

“Did I say what?”

The Executioner tilted his head, and I hesitated. I pursed my lips as I peered curiously at him.

“I could’ve sworn you said something… something about getting revenge?”

Manos gave me a blank stare.

“I said nothing. Are you sure you heard right? Maybe you’re tired— do you need to rest? I know some Demons need sleep.”

I drew back, aghast. I even almost dropped him as I retorted.

“Me? Needing to sleep? Absolutely not!”

“Woah, be careful! I told you I can’t fly!”

Manos protested as he clung onto my clawed hands. I harrumphed, crossing my arms and letting go of him.

“I’m just saying, I am a Demon. Not a Human—”

Meanwhile, he desperately held onto me as he screamed.

“Ok, I get it. Just don’t drop me!”

“No, I’m not going to help you until you get it through your head!”

“Yes, you don’t need to sleep! Please just—”

“Because I’m Salvos— a Demon! Not a stinky, stupid Human!”

“You are the greatest Demon, I admit it! I was an idiot for saying otherwise! You’re not a Human at all!”

“Good… good… now say it again!”

“What—”

Eventually, after emphasizing the fact that I was a Demon who did not need to sleep to Manos, I carried him from under his arms once again, and he let out a sigh of relief. However, it wasn’t long before I spotted a valley in the far distance. A large gathering of Demons numbering in the hundreds of thousands— maybe even millions— were waiting there.

I took in a deep breath, preparing myself for what was to come. Manos turned to me as he met my gaze.

“Remember the plan, Salvos?”

I stared at him for a moment, then I looked over my Status as I nodded. I still had [Divine Essence of the Angelic Devil Princess] active for a little while longer, since the battle with Jofis was so recently. So I was prepared for anything.

“Yep. I do.”

I replied simply. And we flew on straight for the rest of the remaining loyal legions.

Salvos (The Enemy of the Demon King) (The Devil’s Daughter) (Immortalslayer)

Species: [Primeval Demon of Pride]

Secondary Species: [Lesser God]

Subspecies: [Angelic Devil Princess] - Lvl. 174

Class: [C-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝rr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝pt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝d Appr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝nt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝c-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝] - Lvl. 158

General Skills:

[Advanced Mana Manipulation] - Lvl. 10 (Maxed)

[Corruption Mastery] - Lvl. 1

[Identification] - Lvl. 6

[Racial Skill: True Divinity] - Lvl. 1 (Maxed)

[Racial Skill: Universal Language Comprehension] - Lvl. 2

[Rest] - Lvl. 5

[Wisdom of the Old Gods] - Lvl. 5 

[Title Skill: Demonic Essence Resistance] - Lvl. 1

[Title Skill: General Status Effect Resistance] - Lvl. 1

[Title Skill: Invoke Wrath] - Lvl. 1

[Title Skill: Influence Wild Demons] - Lvl. 1

[Title Skill: Rapid Disengage] - Lvl. 1

[Title Skill: The Devil’s Grace] - Lvl. 1

[Racial Skill: Divine Essence of the Angelic Devil Princess] - Lvl. 2

Stats:

[Available Stat Points: 0]

[Vitality]: 330 (+150) (+10) (+50) (+100)

[Strength]: 330 (+10) (+10) (+50) (+100)

[Endurance]: 330 (+10) (+10) (+50) (+3) (+100)

[Wisdom]: 500 (+40) (+10) (+50) (+50) (+100)

[Agility]: 545 (+10) (+10) (+50) (+5) (+100)

Skills:

[Available Skill Points: 6]

[Angel’s Wings] - Lvl. 20 

[Barrage of Cinders] - Lvl. 20 (Maxed) 

[Divine Demon’s Mark] - Lvl. 20 (Maxed) 

[Divine Haste] - Lvl. 20 (Maxed) 

[Intimidation] - Lvl. 10 (Maxed) 

[Faux Limbs] - Lvl. 25 (Maxed) 

[Divine Nebular Construct] - Lvl. 25 (Maxed) 

[Divine Strike] - Lvl. 20 (Maxed) 

[Divine Radiant Slash] - Lvl. 15 (Maxed) 

[Sacred Hellfire] - Lvl. 18 

[Salvo of Vanity] - Lvl. 25 (Maxed) 

[The Call of Armageddon] - Lvl. 15 

[The Holy Flames] - Lvl. 20 (Maxed) 

[Passive - Angelic Premonition] - Lvl. 15 

[Passive - Weapon Mastery] - Lvl. 20 (Maxed)

[Available Grand Skill Points: 0]

[Claw of Corruption] - Lvl. 2

[My Flame Shall Burn Until Eternity Ends] - Lvl. 3 (Maxed)

[Unused Skill Slot] x2

Secondary Skills:

[Available Secondary Skill Points: 0]

[Corrupted Draconic Fury] - Lvl. 1

[Cluster Time Dilation] - Lvl. 15 (Maxed)

[Greater Teleportation] - Lvl. 20 (Maxed)

[Manifestation of the Old Gods] - Lvl. 10 (Maxed)

[Prison Of Isolation] - Lvl. 17

[Riftwalk] - Lvl. 2

[Truth Divination] - Lvl. 10 (Maxed)

[Worldbreak] - Lvl. 6

[Passive - Corrupted Dragon Scales] - Lvl. 1

[Passive - Corrupted Regeneration] - Lvl.1

[Passive - Master of Material Manipulation] - Lvl. 15 (Maxed)

[The World of My Mind] - Lvl. 2

[Unused Skill Slot] x1

***

Her name was Chordus, and she was Level 191 [Hellprincess]. She was the leader of the Second Legion. Ordinarily, she was calm— composed. Even in the face of a group of wild Primeval Demon coming from the Wilderness to the Expanse, threatening to wreak havoc across the Demon King’s Domain, she often showed no fear. But right now, there was a problem that actually caused her some… concern.

Sitting atop a throne of crystals, she stared down at her Tablet of Tracking as she tapped a clawed finger on the armrest. Clink. Clink. Clink. With each tap of her finger, she broke off more of the crystal throne with her black nails.

A voice apprehensively piped up from the side, noticing her building nervousness.

“Chordus, what is going on?”

It was Mozar— the leader of the Twenty-First Legion. A [Fiend] that looked to be the size of a [Djinn]. He scratched the back of his head as he continued hesitantly, not wanting to further anger the leader of the Second Legion.

“Why are you upset? Where’s Jofis?”

“That’s exactly what I am wondering!”

Chordus snapped back at him, and he recoiled. Even though he was a Primeval Demon like her whilst also being the leader of a legion, it was clear that he was beneath her. After all, he was far weaker than she was, and while she wasn’t a merciless brute like Jofis, if she was upset, she would not hesitate to… maim her own comrades.

However, that didn’t stop some others from speaking up against her. Naro— the leader of the Tenth Legion— spoke up as he narrowed his eyes.

“Then explain what you know— we’re not the ones with the Tablet of Tracking here.”

Naro was a [Hellprince]— the male equivalent of a [Hellprincess]. And while he was lower-leveled than Chordus, he was sure not to shy away from any confrontation with her. Likely because he thought himself to be her equal.

Her brows snapped together as she eyed him. He just crossed his arms, looking expectantly at her.

“Well, if you must know, Naro—”

Chordus said, deciding to oblige him instead of wasting time arguing with him again today. But she simply tossed the Tablet of Tracking towards the [Hellprince].

“Why don’t you just take a look at it yourself?”

She asked as Naro, Mozar, and the other leaders of the legions gathered around her blinked. They picked up the Tablet of Tracking and stared at it curiously. And they all exchanged confused glances.

“What does this mean?”

“This doesn’t make any sense—”

“There’s… nothing?”

The various Primeval Demons all stared down at the Tablet of Tracking. And it was Naro who spoke up, turning to Chordus in confusion.

“What exactly is this? What has happened to Jofis’s collar? Why is the Tablet of Tracking not picking it up?”

“I do not know the answer to that question.”

Chordus harrumphed in response. She crossed her arms as Naro blinked in response.

“How can you not know the answer to that? You’ve been tracking it the entire time!”

He exclaimed. The other leaders of the legions nodded alongside him. And Chordus had enough. She glared his way as a pink aura burned around her, practically melting the ground at her feet. Although the crystals withstood the heat.

“I. Do. Not. Know. Is that so difficult to understand, Naro? Or do I have to beat those words into your head until you get it?”

Hearing that, Naro hesitated for once. He took a step back, trying to work his jaw as if to come up with a response. But Chordus just sighed as she leant back in her chair, the pink flames fading away.

“What I last saw was Jofis engaged in a battle— and then his collar vanished. Since then, it hasn’t returned. I do not know the reason for it, but that is what happened. Does that satisfy your curiosity, Naro?”

Naro paused. He opened his mouth like he was about to retort, but then he simply nodded as he closed his lips shut.

“Yes, it does, Chordus.”

“Good.”

Chordus sighed at that. She swept her gaze over the legions gathered in the valley before them as she took in a deep breath. There had to be over a million of them combined here— perhaps even two million or more. While she didn’t know the exact number, she knew that they should’ve outnumbered the freed legions.

Which meant that they would’ve won a direct confrontation with them if they clashed.

“We can’t wait around for Jofis to return— if he’s even alive.”

Chordus spoke as she rose from her throne, shaking her head. She swept her gaze over the rest of the leaders of the legions.

“We have to rally our troops. Strike the rebellion before they can grow even larger. This is our only hope of squashing them before it is too late. It is getting evidently clear that this is a flame that is being fanned with each passing moment. We need to snuff it out, now.”

As she spoke, Naro pursed his lips. It looked like he wanted to protest, but he remained silent as Chordus continued.

“We will travel to the last known location of Jofis and—”

She started, but was promptly cut off as Mozar spoke up.

“Wait, who is that?”

“Hm?”

Chordus raised a brow at him, and he pointed at the sky.

“Look— there’s someone coming. No… it’s not just one person.”

Mozar paused as he frowned. He leaned forward as Chordus and the other legion leaders looked in the same direction as him. And one by one, they all spoke up at the sight they saw.

“Is that… Manos?”

“The Executioner!”

“The leader of the Deathsquad Hunters— he’s here to help us!”

However, Chordus didn’t exclaim like they did, because she saw something else that made her pause. Naro seemed to have noticed it immediately too. But the other leaders took a moment to see it.

“There’s two of them. But who’s that other Demon?”

Mozar asked as he tapped a finger on his chin. And then he paled as the realization settled in.

“Wait, is that…?”

Slowly, a susurration swept over the gathered leaders of the legions. Because they realized it too. They noticed the same thing that both Chordus and Naro had observed earlier.

And it was that Manos the Executioner— the leader of the Deathsquad Hunters— was with Salvos.

The Enemy of the Demon King.

But how were they together? When did Manos even arrive? Chordus didn’t know. But she knew it meant one thing— that he had joined the rebellion.

That the Deathsquad Hunters were no more.

That he had become a traitor just like the former Heir of the Netherworld.

And Chordus could only grit her teeth as the thought crossed her mind.


24. Boing

I saw them— the mass of Demons populating the valley. Their colorful figures dotted the ground. Red. White. Blue. Green. Purple. They came in all shapes and sizes. Some of them were up to twenty feet tall and just as wide, while others were tiny, barely the size of my hand. There were [Imps] or [Fiends] or [Djinn], and they all blended together into a smudge of iridescent paint on the white ground.

These were the remaining legions that were loyal to Regnorex. Or at least, their leaders were loyal to him. Bound and collared, these Lesser Demons weren’t capable of rebelling, lest they would be killed.

That was why I was here with Manos. To free them— to get them to join our cause. However, while they were still under the watchful eye of their leaders, I had expected to make enemies out of them.

I thought they would fire spells my way as I flew over them. That they would unleash a barrage of projectiles up into the crimson sky, and I would have to weave around their attacks as I made a beeline straight for their leaders.

However, nothing came my way. 

They must have been too taken aback by seeing Manos that they were at a loss of what to do. So they just stared at me as I flew over them, heading straight for their leaders who were gathered at a cliffside overlooking them.

I saw them. Just about fifty or so Primeval Demons. Maybe even more, or slightly less. I didn’t count their numbers exactly. I just swept my gaze over them as I nodded back down at Manos.

“You know, I can’t use all my Grand Skills just yet, right? They still need some time to cooldown after that fight with Jofis…”

“Don’t worry.”

Manos snorted as he just looked towards one of the leaders of the legions standing before a crystal throne. She was a pink-skinned Demon who looked like a [Fiend]— but the pair of crown-like black horns that protruded from her head made it clear to me that she was a [Hellprincess].

And I knew who she was at that moment.

She was Chordus. The leader of the Second Legion. Or as Manos had called her—

The Infernal Lady Of Damnation.

My brows furrowed as I saw the way she looked at me, even from a distance. All the while, Manos just continued reassuring me.

“As long as we cut off the head of the [World Serpent], it will die. Same goes for this battle here.”

I paused when I heard that. I looked down at him.

“...are you sure about that? Have you even seen a [World Serpent] before?”

In response, the Executioner just shrugged.

“Nope.”

I sighed, but didn’t press him any further. Because we had finally reached the leaders of the legions.

I let go of Manos as he landed lightly on the cliffside, before I flew down next to him. The moment the both of us touched the ground, the gathered Primeval Demons all tensed. They raised their weapons or prepared spells, eyeing both of us nervously.

But Chordus stepped forward without fear. She crossed her arms as she looked between both myself and the Executioner.

“Manos the Executioner, leader of the Deathsquad Hunters, it appears you have heard my call for aid.”

“Indeed, I have. It’s good to see you, Chordus. It’s been a while since we’ve last spoken.”

Manos just grinned back at her in response. The leader of the Second Legion narrowed her eyes at him as she crossed her arms.

“I appreciate your hasty arrival, Executioner. However, I must ask…”

Her eyes darted towards me, and I waved at her.

“Why exactly are you here with the Enemy?”

Chordus asked flatly. Manos opened his mouth, but I spoke up first, shaking a fist at her.

“My name is Salvos— get it right!”

The leader of the Second Legion ignored me, just looking expectantly at the Executioner. He rolled his eyes, before nodding my way.

“Well, you see, I have made a… how do I put this? Ah, that’s right. A deal. We made a deal with each other.”

The Primeval Demons surrounding us exchanged confused glances. Even Chordus was surprised by this, although she tried her best not to let it show. Even still, I could read people, and I knew she was taken aback by it.

“You, Manos, chose to make a deal with the Enemy?”

She asked in disbelief, and I stepped forward, beaming at her.

“Yep— and I’m going to give all of you the exact same offer I gave him!”

Chordus eyed me dubiously. She waited for me to continue, but one of the Primeval Demons— a [Hellprince]— spoke up from the side first.

“And what exactly is this offer?”

I looked towards him as I spread my arms wide.

“Surrender.”

“Surrender?”

Chordus repeated after me in disbelief. A susurration of voices washed over the gathered Primeval Demons. A few of them even exclaimed in outrage, although a few remained silent.

“That’s ridiculous—”

“Why would we do that?”

“We will never surrender to you!”

I shrugged back at them as I turned to Manos.

“I mean, he surrendered, and he’s stronger than all of you! So you guys should surrender too— because then we’ll spare you, and then we’ll defeat the Demon King together!”

I grinned as I flexed an arm. None of the gathered leaders here could reply to that. Even Chordus was at a loss for words. After all, defecting was one thing, but actually thinking of bringing Regnorex down?

That was insanity.

They couldn’t even process what I had just said as I just smiled at all of them. The silence dragged out. The deafening lack of a response was an answer in itself. Even still, I pressed them even further.

“So, what do you say?”

And Chordus just snarled back at me, her eyes practically blazing as she spoke.

“Absolutely not.”

Her response jolted the other Primeval Demons out of their stupor. They turned to her, some of them shifting back nervously, while others nodded along in agreement, as she continued.

“The Demon King has given us all a home— a sanctuary— here in this hellish world. He promises us paradise. He promises us a world of no more pain and no more suffering. Not just for us, but for all of Demonkind.”

Chordus’s body was engulfed by a pink fire as her fiery gaze pierced into me.

“We would all die before we ever think of betraying our King.”

She stared at me defiantly, and behind her, the leaders of the legions all readied themselves for battle. I saw this, before I sighed. I had hoped we would be able to resolve this without any bloodshed. But unfortunately, it seemed that things would have to get bloody.

So I shook my head as I turned back to face my comrade.

“Well, that’s unfortunate. Manos, I guess it’s time for Plan B—”

And right as the words left my mouth, I saw a flash of gold. I blinked as I was struck by a giant axe, striking me in the chest. I stumbled back as black blood dripped from the wound, pooling at my feet.

I wheezed out in pain and stared up at the figure who had just attacked me.

At Manos the Executioner.

“W-what…?”

I looked at him with round eyes. And I was not the only one who was shocked. Even Chordus was taken aback by his surprise attack for a moment. Just a moment.

I dropped to my knees as Manos walked up to me, shaking his head.

“Oops, my hand slipped.”

He chuckled, before he came to a halt before me. He grabbed onto his axe, digging it further into my chest as I let out a cry of pain. Behind him, Chordus walked up to his side, a smile slipped onto her face as she nodded at him.

“I knew I shouldn’t have doubted you, Executioner. You nearly had me fooled there, especially when I saw you without your collar.”

“Well, sometimes, you just have to play the part really well.”

He just nodded back at her as he pulled his weapon out of my chest. I inhaled sharply in pain, before I finally found my voice.

“Manos… how could you do this?”

I glared up at the Executioner through gritted teeth as he grinned back at me. Next to him, Chordus just gave him an approving look, alongside the other leaders of the various remaining legions.

“You tricked me, you bastard!”

I screamed, only for Manos to heft his waraxe over his shoulder.

“Well, serves you right for being such a fool for trusting me, the leader of the Deathsquad Hunters. Seriously, did you really think I’d actually side with you?”

Manos rolled his eyes as he flicked my blood off his weapon. Chordus laughed as she placed a hand on his shoulder.

“What a fool indeed. It is no surprise you were chosen by our King as the Executioner. Now— finish the job. Kill the Enemy, and rid our King from this annoying pest.”

She spoke as she looked down at me, an evil grin plastered on her face. Manos just nodded as he held up his axe again.

“Of course, of course. But before that, let me just—”

And then there was a flash of golden light once more.

However, it wasn’t a flash of golden light that filled my vision— in fact, it wasn’t even aimed my way.

This time, it was Chordus who blinked. She stumbled back as blood dripped from her side, and her arm fell to the ground. It happened so quickly, she barely stepped out of the way in time.

“W-what…?”

Manos had just lopped off her arm in a single swing.

The other leaders of the legions stared at what just happened in shock. Like they were processing what the Executioner had just done. And he only sighed as he hefted his weapon over his shoulder.

“Aw, I was aiming for your head. You’re faster than I thought, huh?”

And next to him, I rose to my feet. Even though my chest was still bleeding, it didn’t matter. I grinned at the [Hellprincess], and a healing potion flashed into existence in the palm of my clawed hand.

“Oops, guess you were the fool instead.”

I downed a healing potion as I bared my teeth at her. Chordus stared at me for a moment longer, still trying to comprehend the situation. And then she gritted her teeth, before screaming and pointing at Manos and I.

“Kill them!”

For a moment, the Primeval Demons behind her heard her words and did nothing. But then, one of them roared out and charged at us, before the rest followed suit. All the while, Manos and I braced ourselves for their impending attacks.


25. Chorus

This had been the plan which Manos and I had concocted. Well, he had suggested that we arrive there, pretending that he had taken me prisoner, before he betrayed them. However, I had insisted that we at least give the remaining leaders of the legions a chance to surrender. After all, if we were going to go up against the Demon King, we were going to have to convert as many of his men to our side as we could.

Of course, killing them for experience so I’d level up would prove useful. But Regnorex was a Primordial Demon. Even with Manos— now a Level 197 Primeval Demon, after killing Jofis— that wasn’t enough for us to come out victorious.

I had seen how difficult it was just to kill a Primeval Demon on the precipice of becoming a Primordial Demon during my battle with Jofis. We had to be strategic when challenging the Demon King, or else we would all die.

Unfortunately, nobody accepted the offer I gave them. And now, we were forced to go with the Executioner’s plan. Which, unsurprisingly, was to massacre them for experience. Considering his Title, I was hardly shocked.

However, his surprise attack of Chordus partially failed— only slicing off one of her arms before she leapt out of the way. Even still, that was a physical handicap she would have to deal with when we fought, which was good enough for me.

She stumbled away from us as the other leaders of the legions charged at us. Each and every single one of them was a Primeval Demon. At least Level 150, but some of them were even Level 180, with the sole exception of Chordus being at Level 191.

It was dozens of them against just Manos and I. Even though the two of us were strong, this would be a difficult battle. Or so I thought.

But the Executioner just grinned as he stepped forward.

The first of the Primeval Demons reached him. It was a Level 181 [Djinn]. He was massive, and his entire body began to crack as he grew larger and larger, steam pouring out of the cracks in his skin. His eyes shone red as he screamed, swinging down at Manos.

“[Be Crushed Under My Furious Fist]!”

The [Djinn] swung down with all his might. And Manos just raised his waraxe simply. The sheer force of the strike shockwave across the cliffside— the landscape was ripped apart, and I lost my footing as I realized that the entire side of the mountain had been smashed apart from the impact.

Had that been a Grand Skill? I didn’t know. But it had been deflected so easily, and now, the cliff was cascading down into the mass of Demons beneath us.

But despite the power of the attack, Manos didn’t budge. Even as the ground around us crumbled, falling as an avalanche, he just smirked back at his large enemy.

“Oh, Mozar, you were always quite the brawn-brained fool, weren’t you?”

And with a simple sidestep, Manos swung up at the [Djinn]’s head. In an instant, Mozar’s head went flying into the sky.

“[Deathstrike].”

Manos grinned as he walked up the falling debris casually. Behind him, I spread my wings wide and flew up, avoiding the collapsing boulders and chunks of stone as they fell upon the valley.

The Demons gathered down below screamed and backed away from the falling mountain. But ascending from the cascading rubble was Chordus, carried by flaming pink wings. Her face was full of fury, and she screamed at the legions as she pointed at me.

“You damn fools— kill the Enemy, or I will kill all of you!”

A ripple washed over the millions of Demons down there, and they began to unleash a flurry of spells. Hundreds of thousands with every passing second— whether it was a spears of ice, bits of stone, or balls of fire. It didn’t matter. The attacks came my way as I cursed, creating an armor out of my iridescent flame to shield myself from them.

These were weak spells. Not only could they not harm me, I was also able to avoid most of them. But some still reached me. And that served to be an annoying distraction from my actual enemies.

I blinked as a blast of pink fire shot up at me, cutting through the rain of other spells blocking my vision. I narrowly avoided the attack as I looked down at the [Hellprincess] in the distance, floating in the air and keeping a distance from me as she clutched onto her missing arm.

But she immediately vanished from my vision as the curtain of spells surrounded me once again. I cursed as I clapped my hands together.

“Get out of my way—”

And with a flash of light, a pair of my clones spawned into existence, immediately unleashing their own plumes of flames back in the direction of the army. I didn’t want to kill too many of them— unfortunately, I had no other choice but to fight back, or else I’d have my attention drawn away from the real enemy I had to deal with.

So I was given a moment of reprieve as my clones distracted the remaining legions down below, letting me regain a bearing of my surroundings. Up above, Chordus still floated as a pair of winged Primeval Demons accompanied her, like they were guarding her.

And below me, Manos was leaping from falling piece of rubble to falling piece of rubble, all the while he was chased by dozens of the Primeval Demons at once.

“We just have to kill Chordus, then we’ll win! I’ll distract the rest of them, I leave her up to you!”

Manos called out to me as he decapitated another Primeval Demon with the same attack he used to kill the [Djinn]. It was a powerful attack— and yet, he could cast it with practically each swing of his waraxe.

I sure was glad he was on my side.

I nodded to him as I spread my wings wide, flying straight for the leader of the Second Legion. However, before I could get close, one of the winged figures that was guarding her shot down straight at me.

They moved fast— they reached me in an instant, their clawed hands aimed straight for my neck. Fortunately, I blocked it just in time, before swinging my assailant around. However, they came to a halt a few dozen feet away from me, their bat-like wings flapping behind them as they wore a wicked grin on their face.

[Sagelord Fiend - Lvl. 184]

“I am Tersh the Wise And Deadly. I am the leader of the Thirteenth Legion, and I will not let you get to Chordus.”

“Oh?”

I narrowed my eyes at him as he bared his teeth. But before I could even come up with a response, he shot towards me as his body flashed with a crimson light.

He was fast. Extremely fast. Even with my speed, it was hard to keep up with him.

But how? It had to have been a Grand Skill of sorts that gave him this boost in speed. Because I already had an extra boost in my [Agility] thanks to [Divine Essence of the Angelic Devil Princess], and I wasn’t as fast as him.

Still, once again, I managed to block his attack, even if I was caught off-guard by his speed. I clicked my tongue as I swung out with a follow-up strike. And he zipped away from me.

I shot forward to give chase to him, however a volley of pink flaming weapons flew down my way. Chordus conjured up thousands of blades made of fire and fired them at me. I cursed as I matched her attacks with my own fiery projectiles. The crimson sky of the netherworld was lit up with the brilliant colors of our exploding projectiles.

However, in a test of magical power, it was clear that I was stronger than the [Hellprincess]. I began to push her raining projectiles back, overwhelming her with my far superior attacks. She desperately tried to conjure up even more projectiles to keep me back. And I grinned as I wanted to take this opportunity to strike her down from the side.

Unfortunately for me, I was distracted as Tersh appeared behind me once again. I only reacted to his sudden appearance thanks to [Angelic Premonition]. I spun around and blocked his attack once more as he snarled at me.

“I told you, I’ll be your opponent.”

“I’m sorry, but—”

I spat back in response as he flew back. I pointed at him, a grin plastering my face.

“You really aren’t much of an opponent for me.”

A blazing mark glowed brightly on his forearm as he blinked, staring down at himself. And then his body erupted into a powerful explosion that shook the sky. For a moment, the bright light of the attack that had captured him drew the attention of everyone in the battlefield.

However, I knew the battle wasn’t over just yet. Because the notification of Tersh’s death hadn’t yet resounded in my mind.

So I moved, diving down into the clearing explosion as I saw the [Sagelord Fiend] flying back, half his body charred. But he was still alive, using some sort of protective Skill to save himself.

Unfortunately for him, I reached him a moment after. And unlike him— who gave me ample time to react to his strikes— I didn’t give him a chance to fight back.

“Die.”

I uttered the word filled with [Intimidation] as I swung down with a [Divine Radiant Slash]. Tersh stared at me, round-eyed, as he was gripped in terror. He could only utter a final scream as I tore his face off his body.

And then his death rang in my head.

Defeated [Sagelord Fiend - Lvl. 184]

More experience is awarded for defeating an enemy at least 10 levels above you!

I snapped my gaze away from Tersh’s falling body as I looked up at Chordus, floating there alongside a [Hellprince]. She stared at me in horror as her projectiles crashed with mine, exploding overhead and lighting up the sky. I bared my teeth at her and was just about to deal with her too.

When the [Hellprince] next to her swiped at her with a sword made out of ice.


26. Change Teams

“Nice try, Vargon. Whoops, that was close, but not close enough, Jaylus! Are you even trying to kill me, Porso?”

Manos laughed, dodging the array of attacks that came his way as he continued to ascend up the falling rubble, all the while being chased by the leaders of the legions. And they weren’t weak attacks either. Each was a Skill sent out his way by a Primeval Demon. Powerful strikes or blasts of magic that could have actually hurt him if they landed.

But that was only if they landed.

“[Ray Of Fire].”

“[Blood Rain].”

“[Quaking Hammerblow]!”

Their attacks ripped apart the rubble, but he barely paid them any mind. He just darted from falling rock to falling rock as their attacks mostly missed him. And those that actually were on target, he deflected, swinging his waraxe like it was a mere stick, keeping the Primeval Demons back.

A Level 175 [Jinn] drew too close, separating from the others. She must have thought that she saw an opening. But she was mistaken. Manos just chuckled as he casually swung his weapon around his back, slicing the [Jinn] in half with a [Deathstrike].

It was a simple but effective Skill. It was draining for him to use, however there was not much of a cooldown, and it was extremely powerful. That was why he abused it. Not only did it allow him to move with relative ease and extreme speed when targeting a vital point of his target’s body, his attacks were also empowered to the point that they could cleave through most defenses.

And while Manos had his own Grand Skills he could use right this instant, he opted to preserve them for now.

Because he knew that at the rate things were going, he was going to need them for later.

So he just held off the Primeval Demons attacking him, constantly moving so that they could never pin him down. While he was certainly stronger than any of them individually, with their combined strength, even he could be overpowered and killed. Especially if they unleash multiple Grand Skills at him in succession.

Of course, with his own Grand Skills, he could take down more of them than he killed so far. Nearly a dozen of them already lay dead amongst the rubble far beneath him, at the bottom of the collapsing mountain. But there was a reason why Manos wanted to keep as many of them alive for now.

Because—

Manos’s eyes flickered, darting to the sky. He watched as the leader of the Tenth Legion— Naro— swung out at Chordus, taking her by surprise. He sliced off her other arm before she could even react, and her blood-curdling scream echoed through the battlefield, causing the other leaders of the legions to pause for a moment.

That’s right, Manos thought as a smirk slipped onto his face. He continued to avoid the numerous attacks sent his way by his assailants, all the while keeping an eye on the sky. Once the tides start turning, those who care only about their own survival will realize that the only way to win is by joining us.

And this was what Manos had planned all along.

***

Tersh was dead. The Enemy killed him like he was nothing. And Chordus was being pushed to her very limits. Even though she was a master of flame creation, she was being overwhelmed— at her very own game.

She couldn't believe what was happening. It was ridiculous. First, Manos had betrayed her. He had gone against the will of the Demon King. Even though he was supposed to be Regnorex’s Executioner— chosen to be the leader of the Deathsquad Hunters.

As the one who was responsible for hunting down defectors, Manos was supposed to be one of the most loyal servants under the Demon King. So what could have possibly compelled him to side with the Enemy and the Traitor?

It was incomprehensible. However, Chordus hadn’t wanted to dwell on the surreality of her situation.

After all, if that was what she opted to do, she would still be wondering just how the fuck was Jofis killed.

So Chordus didn’t question anything. She just reacted appropriately, not even taking a moment to let her emotions get the better of her. Despite Tersh’s death and the Executioner’s betrayal, as long as she defeated the Enemy here, that was all that mattered.

Or so Chordus thought… until Naro betrayed her too.

It had taken her by surprise. But perhaps, she shouldn’t have been too surprised, since she knew that [Hellprince] had never liked her. However, she at least thought that he was loyal to Regnorex’s cause. After all, the Demon King had given them all refuge.

Right?

But when Chordus had asked Naro to aid Tersh, he had refused, simply floating next to her with his wings of ice. And when Tersh perished, that was when he struck.

Naro created a blade of ice and swung for Chordus’s head. However, thanks to her [Instinctive Defense] Skill, she raised her arm to block the attack, just like when Manos struck her. Unfortunately, that resulted in the delimbing of her only remaining arm as she flew back.

“Naro— how could you?”

Chordus exclaimed as she stared at the [Hellprince]. He just shrugged as his wings of ice carried him forward, and he closed the distance between himself and the [Hellprincess].

“I never liked you, so this is just a good opportunity to kill you.”

He smirked as he swung for her neck once again. Chordus cursed as she ducked under his swing.

“You bastard!”

Opening her mouth, she unleashed a plume of flames that sent him flying back. However, right as she managed to put some distance between herself and the [Hellprince], the Enemy suddenly appeared beside her.

“I got you!”

The Enemy exclaimed as she struck out with a distorted claw glowing with an iridescent light. Fortunately, Chordus’s [Instinctive Defense] activated once again, and she used her flaming wings to block the attack.

However, the Enemy’s attack sheared through her wings. Even though they were made of flames, they were snuffed out. And now…

The [Hellprincess] tumbled to the ground as she stared up at the grinning Enemy.

“Thanks for the distraction— I’m assuming you’re on our side now?”

The Enemy called out to Naro, who just nodded in response as he flew back to her.

“Indeed, I am. Although, I have to say, I was never on Chordus’s side.”

“Well, let’s just deal with her then—”

The two of them spoke casually as Chordus continued to fall to the ground, her body engulfed in pain. Both of her arms were gone. Her wings had been snuffed out. Most of her allies were either dead, distracted, or in the process of switching sides.

And now, faced with two powerful Primeval Demons, after being betrayed twice, she was going to perish.

Unless… she thought as she stared at the Enemy’s shadowed over gaze. I can surrender. I can join this rebellion— I can… I can…

But Chordus hesitated as the thought crossed her mind. The idea of joining Manos and Naro in aiding the Enemy was more alluring than ever right now. And yet, she thought of the Demon King. She thought of what Regnorex had offered her.

All she had known in her life was death. From the moment she was born, she only saw her kin who were born from the same lifeblood as her perish in the fangs of wild Demons. It was something that had terrified her. That had haunted her. That she had desperately sought solace from.

And Regnorex had offered it to her.

He had given her his salvation.

Not only that, now he was offering it to all of Demonkind. A gift that required sacrifice.

Something that was so close to being achieved.

Chordus was not going to falter now. So she made her decision. No matter what it took, she would defeat the Enemy here.

She would kill the traitors.

She would use her Grand Skills, even if it meant it would kill her.

And as her two opponents flew down towards her to finish her off, she closed her eyes, whispering to herself softly.

“[Crystallization: The Queen Of Diamonds].”

All at once, her body was encased in a giant diamond. Both her assailants bounced off the protective shell-like sphere that covered her as her vision went black. For a moment, she felt nothing. She didn’t feel numb, she just did not feel anything.

And then her vision returned to her. Her senses came back to her.

It was her one-time use Grand Skill.

A Grand Skill that had been granted to her with the caveat that she could never use it again. Because once she activated it, she would die.

But it didn’t matter.

Because Chordus would give her everything for her King.

***

I stared down at the giant crystal that encased Chordus as she fell towards the ground. I blinked a few times, seeing how easily it deflected my attack. I turned to the Primeval Demon flying next to me— the [Hellprince] who had changed sides— and I frowned.

“What is that thing?”

“Why are you asking me that question? How am I supposed to know?”

The [Hellprince] replied with a scoff. I pointed accusingly at him.

“Um, aren’t you her friend?”

“We weren’t friends— that’s why I betrayed her. Besides, I’ve never seen Chordus do this before.”

“Then what… is it?”

“I don’t know, but—”

The [Hellprince] grinned as he began to create a giant lance of ice. I watched him hold it up above his head.

“Let’s break it and find out!”

With a maniacal laugh, he hurled the ice lance down at the sphere of diamond. The attack struck the crystalline surface with enough force to propel the diamond sphere down into the earth and cause a tremor.

A giant crater opened up beneath the fallen diamond sphere as the ice lance shattered into thousands of pieces. However, the diamond sphere’s surface remained uncracked. I blinked a few times.

“That did nothing—”

I started. And then, the surface of the diamond sphere began to crack.

The [Hellprince grinned as he faced me.

“Hah! You were saying?”

But I just furrowed my brows as I watched the sphere of diamond shatter. And emerging from its cracked crystalline surface was… a giant made of diamond. A crown set upon its head, and a giant sword in its hands. A beating crimson heart beat inside of its transparent chest as it looked up towards both the [Hellprince] and I.

And I just stared.

“...what happened to her?”

[Queen Of Diamonds - Lvl. 200]


27. Hidden Ace

[Queen Of Diamonds - Lvl. 200]

I stared at the giant figure that was supposed to be Chordus. She had completely changed. Now, she was a giant made out of diamond— she had to have been at least fifty feet tall, perhaps even more. The surface of her body was crystalline and transparent. There was a slight iridescent glint to her if I looked at her from a certain angle, however I didn’t sense any divinity coming from her.

She was just massive now— like a statue made of glass. However, I highly doubted that she would shatter from a single swing. At least, considering that when she was encased by the diamond sphere just earlier, neither the [Hellprince] who had joined my side or I could even break through its surface.

The two of us just watched as Chordus created a giant sword made out of diamonds, and a pair of crystalline wings materialized behind her. With each small movement she made, the crimson heart underneath her translucent skin began to beat faster. At first, it was a slow, rhythmic beating— one beat every few seconds or so. But it sped up as she raised her expressionless gaze up towards the sky, facing us uncaringly.

And I pointed down at her, unleashing a barrage of flames down her way.

“Take this!”

I shouted as the onslaught of attacks crashed down into her. She was engulfed by a volley of explosions, and I waited for the flames to clear. A cloud of smoke blanketed her body. But I knew that my attack was completely ineffective.

And then I heard her booming, lifeless voice echo around me.

“[Comeforth, Heartfelt Hellspawns].”

I blinked when I heard that. And then I watched as giant heart-shaped crystals suddenly flashed into existence all around me. Dozens of them. In the blink of an eye, they suddenly appeared, floating in the sky. And I watched as their surfaces began to crack, just like what happened with Chordus earlier.

“Just what is this?”

I asked as I spun around, staring at each and every heart-shaped crystal smash open. The [Hellprince] floated next to me shook his head in response.

“I don’t know. All I know is that Chordus had a one-time use Grand Skill. But this isn’t what I thought it would be.”

“Then what did you think it would be?”

I frowned back at the [Hellprince]. He shrugged in response. All the while, these crystalline figures— miniature versions of Chordus— emerged from their heart-shaped eggs.

“I didn’t even think about it. But if I had to guess, I probably thought she’d blow herself up and wipe out all her enemies with it or something.”

The [Hellprince] said, and I groaned.

“That sounds like a stupid Skill…”

And as the two of us conversed, the miniature versions of Chordus— each one wielding different weapons, whether they were spears or halberds— shot across the sky, charging straight at us.

[Heartfelt Hellspawn - Lvl. 100]

[Heartfelt Hellspawn - Lvl. 100]

[Heartfelt Hellspawn - Lvl. 100]

…

They weren’t extremely powerful— each one was the level of an Archdemon. However, they still drew our attention as they charged our way.

“What even are these things?”

The [Hellprince] cursed as he swung out with his ice blade, tearing through these [Heartfelt Hellspawns]. I ripped them apart with my flaming claws as I shook my head in response.

“I think they’re clones— just very weak ones. Nothing like mine.”

I would have summoned more of my clones, but most of them were busy traversing the Netherworld at this point. And these clones of Chordus were weak. Just an annoyance, honestly.

I took down another three of them with ease as my eyes flickered, hearing her booming voice echo all around me once again.

“[Stolen Clover: Luck Begone].”

“Now what?”

I blinked as I looked back down at the giant statue of diamond that was Chordus. She raised her sword, aiming at me. But nothing happened for a moment as I frowned.

And then, suddenly, a purple aura overcame my body. I looked down at myself as the glow seemed to cling onto me— emanating off my body even though I desperately tried to wipe it off. I even tried to burn it away with my iridescent flames. However, I failed to get rid of it for some reason.

My body shivered with a familiar sensation. This was the effects of a curse— an extremely powerful one at that. But what did it do? It wasn’t actively harming me, right?

And as the thought crossed my mind, I caught a gleam of light from the corner of my eye. A blade of ice swung my way, aimed straight for my head. My [Angelic Premonition] didn’t even sense it coming— I had to react entirely on my own.

I ducked under the attack as I blinked a few times, taking in the person who had just swung at me. It was the [Hellprince] who had joined my side. I stared at him in disbelief, and he just looked back at me in shock.

“Wait, I didn’t mean to do that!”

He sputtered quickly, and I pointed accusingly at him.

“I knew it, you… whatever your name is!”

“It’s Naro—”

“Yes, Naro, you! You were just pretending to join me, huh?”

I exclaimed as I flew away from the [Hellprince]. But he just raised his hands in the air as the [Heartfelt Hellspawns] circled around us.

“No, that’s—”

And his eyes flickered as he looked past me.

“Watch out!”

He called out, and I spun around. I watched as a group of the [Heartfelt Hellspawns] flew my way. I immediately pointed at them and unleashed a plume of flames that engulfed the charging clones. And right as I turned back around to face Naro, I watched a spear of ice fly straight at me.

I tilted my head to the side, narrowly avoiding the spear of ice. My brows snapped together as I looked back towards Naro. He immediately began to apologize frantically.

“I’m so sorry, I didn’t think you’d kill them so quickly—”

“Because you’re just trying to kill me!”

I countered, and he shook his head.

“It’s an accident, I am telling you that. I don’t know why it keeps happening…”

“Unless—”

My eyes darted down towards Chordus who was still floating far beneath us. She had barely moved, although she was still up in the air, keeping a good distance away from Manos who was distracted by the other Primeval Demons even now.

Her words echoed in my mind as I realized now what the effects of her curse did.

“She cursed me with bad luck! That’s annoying— how does that even work?”

I exclaimed as the realization settled in. Naro swung out at a pair of [Heartfelt Hellspawns] that flanked him, killing them with a single attack, before he placed a hand on his chin.

“It appears this one-time use Grand Skill of hers has completely changed how she engages in combat. Not only does she no longer rely on her flames, she wields curses now too. And look at her.”

Naro shook his head as I raised a brow. I looked down at the now [Queen Of Diamonds]. She had refused to engage with either Naro or I ever since it had reached Level 200 with her one-time use Grand Skill.

“That probably means she’s weak in close-quarter combat.”

I observed as I sent a volley of flames out, keeping the [Heartfelt Hellspawns] circling around me away. I looked towards Naro and nodded.

“So we should get right up to her and defeat her!”

I said as I pointed down at the [Queen Of Diamonds]. Naro just gestured at me to go first.

“Be my guest, I’d rather not be impaled if you’re wrong. Besides, I’ll probably be a burden because of your bad luck.”

I rolled my eyes at that and just dove straight down for Chordus. There was no point arguing with Naro— he had probably only joined my side because he thought they were losing. It was very likely if he thought that we were losing now, he would rejoin their side. So I just let him be as I made my way down for the [Queen Of Diamonds].

She saw me coming. But she reacted slowly. Raising her blade, she swung up for me. However, she was sluggish. I easily swerved around her attack and struck her with a [Corrupted Draconic Fury] mixed with [Barrage Of Cinders].

Unfortunately, my attack didn’t even chip away at her diamond-like skin. And she just cast her gaze down towards me as she brought a hand up to grab me out of the air. I simply zipped away from her.

She’s very slow, I thought as I flew up to her face and swung at her once again with a [Divine Strike]. This time, her head snapped back slightly. But still, no visible damage was done to the surface of her body. But she’s extremely durable.

I flew back as she just swung slowly at me.

“How about this then?”

I flew back towards her arm, trying to focus on the space that was encapsulating her existence. I tried to warp it— shift the world she was occupying so that she would be transported elsewhere. However, some kind of antimagic affinity stopped me.

“Nope— can’t teleport her! And I can’t create a rift that big either…”

I sighed as I once again avoided her attack. Nothing I could do could currently harm her. Perhaps [Sacred Hellfire] would work, but it would very likely take a while to bring her down. And [Worldbreak] would only affect a small area of her body. Not enough to defeat her. If only I could cast [Claw Of Corruption].

But that Grand Skill was still under cooldown. So there was no other offensive Skill I had that could likely even damage her right now. Unless—

An idea crossed my mind as I flew up, drawing back from Chordus for a moment. She stared up at me as Naro blinked from above.

“What about this?”

I shouted as I spread my arms wide.

“[The World Of My Mind].”

And the world around us changed.


28. Upgraded World

Naro had simply been fighting off the rest of the [Heartfelt Hellspawns] when space around him began to shift. He blinked a few times, not realizing what was happening until it happened.

The world around him changed in an instant. The sky rippled, and the air stilled. The cacophonous roaring of the army of legions in the distance— the echoing of the blasts of their spells and their distant voices mixing with the chaos of the explosions— it all began to fade away. Blinking, Naro looked down toward the Enemy locked in combat with [The Queen of Diamonds].

And the [Hellprince] watched as she clapped her hands together, tugging the strands of mana in the air around all of them. And with that final pull, the space that had encapsulated them became something else.

Now Leaving [Nexeus: Netherworld]—

Naro watched as the crimson dome overhead was replaced with a clear blue sky. There were white clouds smeared across this azure canvas. It was a stark contrast compared to the normally crimson sky of the Netherworld. Like a complete reversal of what the [Hellprince] was used to seeing every waking moment of his life.

And looking down, he saw not the white peaks and valleys that normally spread out as far as he could see. Instead, he saw green knolls that rolled into an expansive forest of tall, lumbering trees. A world that was teeming with life, unlike the barren landscape of the Netherworld.

It was a strange sight for him. He had heard that such sights were normal in the Mortal Realm. However, he had never thought he’d ever see it himself. After all, he had only ever been caught by the Demon King’s forces when he was an Archdemon. So he never sent on a mission to the Mortal Realm before.

Instead, he had been trained under the watchful eyes of Safra the Lady of Glory, alongside all the other high-leveled Demons who were caught by Regnorex’s forces. It was unlike the training done at the Expanse where Demons were left there to level and grow, all the while instilling a sense of fear in them for the Demon King.

After all, higher-leveled Demons who were caught would have already had a wide berth of experiences, seeing Primeval Demons and Primordial Demons out in the wilderness. It would be difficult to convince someone like Naro to fear the Demon King.

So Safra the Lady of Glory simply taught Demons like him to respect Regnorex. She would educate him on his plan to create a world where there was no suffering— teach him about how much better life would be in Regnorex’s new kingdom.

Well, she wouldn’t do it herself. One of her clones would do so.

Nevertheless, the point was to convince Naro to believe in the Demon King’s cause. Of course, considering the only option other than believing in it was death, the [Hellprince] decided to play along.

In any case, he had never been to the Mortal Realm. And he didn’t think Regnorex’s plan would work either, so he hadn’t thought he would ever be there. But right now, this place— as he swept his gaze over it… he was certain.

“This… is the Mortal Realm?”

Naro blinked a few times, before frowning. That wasn’t right. He felt the mana filling the air, and he recognized the source of its essence. It had to have belonged to the Enemy. Which meant—

“This is a pocket space.”

He surmised as he looked down towards the Enemy who was grinning, flying back away from Chordus’s transformed figure. Naro had heard that Hartia the Ruler of the Border had a Grand Skill that could create a small world. And this was similar. However, it was also… just there.

There was nothing more to it.

“Why did you bring us here? Or actually— why did you bring me here?”

Naro asked, turning to Salvos as she flew up next to him. She just scratched the back of her head in response.

“Oops, didn’t mean to bring you here. You just got caught in the area of effect of [The World Of My Mind], I guess.”

She looked back down towards Chordus and bared her teeth.

In response, the [Queen of Diamonds] just summoned more of her [Heartfelt Hellspawns]. Dozens came into existence around her, still in their heart-shaped diamond-shells. However, right as their surfaces began to crack open, and life began for them…

Salvos smiled and faced the distant horizon.

“As for why I brought you here… well…”

She trailed off. Naro narrowed his eyes and looked in the same direction as the Enemy. At a first glance, it looked like an ordinary horizon that went as far as he could see. However, upon closer inspection, he realized that the dome encasing this world was a literal dome. That the horizon was the edge of this pocket space, and if he flew in that direction, he would eventually crash into this blue wall of magic.

However, he didn’t have the chance to even test that out himself as the edges of the dome suddenly began to twist and turn. Chunks of the blue sky started to dissolve, whilst pieces of the ground began to distort. Trees flew up into the sky, and clouds fell to the ground.

A soft chittering began to echo in the far distance, all the while Naro felt a strange shivering sensation wash over him. His breathing quickened, and he looked at the faint multitude of colors that were emerging from the horizon. Like a mass of disfigured creatures that were molded together to make a wave of distortion.

“Just what is that?”

Naro asked as his eyes widened in horror. And Salvos only grinned in response.

***

This was [The World Of My Mind]. A Grand Skill that allowed me to create a pocket space that I could manipulate freely to my will. However, recently, it was given an upgrade.

An upgrade that my dad might not have liked— an upgrade that was probably not exactly an upgrade in the eyes of most people who were concerned about the end of the world.

But to me, it was an upgrade. Because it gave my Grand Skill the firepower I needed to take down stronger opponents. Like right now.

I stared down at Chordus who was just looking around in confusion. Just like Naro, she had never seen the corruption before. And even if she had, she most definitely had not seen such an inundating mass of it gathered in one place like right now.

Even I had only ever seen more corruption than I had created here once before, and that was at the literal end of the world.

Except, back then, the corruption was trying to kill me. This time, the corruption was under my control.

I grinned to myself as the ground opened up beneath Chordus, melting away into a wave of corruption. It shot up, threatening to swallow her whole. But she spun around, swinging back with her sword, keeping it away.

On the other hand, her [Heartfelt Hellspawns] were simply consumed by the corruption, before they could even hatch from their diamond-eggs. Their shells cracked and collapsed as their bodies were buried underneath the wave of iridescent and distorted colors.

“Just what is that?!”

Naro exclaimed as he flew back away from me, keeping a good distance from the tendrils of corruption that were crashing down from the sky. They moved to restrain Chordus as she tried to fight back against them with her sword.

“Oh, it’s nothing. It’s just what will happen to the world if we let Regnorex follow-through with his ritual.”

I waved a hand dismissively, and Naro recoiled, barely avoiding another streak of corruption as it shot down at Chorus like lightning. The corruption bent to my will, and I molded it into weapons. The kinds which I knew. And I commanded it to destroy Chordus.

The blast of corrupted lightning struck Chordus in the chest, causing her to falter in place, stunned from the shock. And then chains of corruption shot out of the ground, holding her in place. I brought my hands together as I ordered all the corruption I could conjure up to swarm over the [Queen Of Diamonds].

It surrounded her figure from all sides, like a blanket that was threatening to suffocate her. I didn’t think a single attack of corruption was capable of defeating her, considering her levels over me. That was why I was planning on drowning her in my corruption, eroding her durable body over time, until she was dead.

I just grinned as Naro shrank back in fear. I thought this would work. It seemed like it was working. Until I heard her voice boom, echoing even amongst the chittering of my corruption.

“[Hidden Ace: Spade Of Graves].”

And my eyes grew wide at what happened next.


29. Grave Of Spades

This was Chordus’s one and only Grand Skill. A one-time use Grand Skill. According to the Demon King, it was a rarity for a Grand Skill to be only one-time use. That meant that it was extremely powerful— moreso than any other Grand Skill should be. After all, when this Grand Skill came to an end, she would die.

And she would die for her King. She would die for Regnorex’s cause. Because he had saved her life. He had given her hope when all hope was lost. He had given her the strength to carry on living— meaning in a life that seemed to hold none.

She recalled the moment she met him. When he had saved her life. Even though she had resigned herself to death, in the face of a wild Primordial Demon, believing that fighting and living was pointless. He had come in and given her a second chance at life.

A second chance that she hadn’t even known she wanted. After all, she had gone ahead and thrown away her own life on purpose. She had chosen to die. She had grown tired of fighting. She had thought it was all pointless. She thought that her death was inevitable. In a world of ceaseless bloodshed, eventually, it would be her blood that was spilled too.

However, Regnorex had saved her against her will. And when she had begged him to let her die— to leave her be or kill her himself— he had instead regaled an idea that had never once crossed her mind. An unimaginable, incomprehensible plot to save the Netherworld.

To put an end to the endless suffering.

And even though Chordus didn’t want to believe in it first, she heard the conviction in his voice. She saw the look he had in his eyes. It was a genuine belief that this dream was achievable. That Demonkind could… one day know salvation.

This was the moment Chordus was saved. This was the moment Chordus joined Regnorex’s forces. This was the moment she earned her one-time use Grand Skill, knowing that she would eventually use it to further her King’s goals.

Of course, Chordus hadn’t known what to expect from it, other than the intuitive feeling that it would change her into something else.

That she would become far more powerful than she could even possibly imagine.

However, when she transformed into the [Queen Of Diamonds], she felt… disappointed. After all, she only had access to two Skills, and neither of them were very effective at defeating her opponents. Not only that, but her movements were unbearably slow. Even if she was extremely durable, she wasn’t capable of hitting either of her opponents. So what was even the point of this transformation? It was utterly useless.

Or so she thought.

As each moment passed, Chordus’s heart began to beat faster. And as it beat faster, she felt herself becoming stronger. Her other Stats seemed to increase, and a new Skill revealed itself to her.

[Hidden Ace: Spade Of Graves].

What did it do? Chordus didn’t know.

And she couldn’t even think about what it did because she was consumed by the ocean of distorted, iridescent colors. This power that had been conjured up by the Enemy… it was a strange sensation. It was not magic. It felt like it was trying to overwrite her entire being. Like it was trying to tear her apart. And her body struggled to resist against it.

The diamond surface of her body cracked as she struggled to fight back against this strange power.

And the only thing she could do was reach for the Skill, before she even understood what it did. Otherwise, she knew she would die. So that was what she did. She raised her hand, and her voice boomed.

All at once, she felt an overwhelming sense of power wash over her as something crystalized at her feet. She gained a tremendous boost in her [Agility] and her [Wisdom] as her movements suddenly rapidly increased.

And then she shot up out of the wave of iridescent distortion before it could fully consume her— before it could crush her in its weight.

Chordus flew towards the sky— no she glided towards the sky. It was not even her wings that were carrying her. It was a strange object that lay at her feet. It had a cold, blackened surface, and it was the shape of a spearhead, except with a protrusion at the bottom.

It was a spade.

And Chordus rode this spade as she zipped straight up for her two opponents flying high above her.

***

“What is that?”

I blinked a few times as I watched Chordus fly out of the sea of corruption, now riding atop a giant black spade that was lined with an ethereal glow. It didn’t even look like an artifact. It looked like something she created, except it was not made out of diamonds unlike everything else she had created earlier.

I had no idea what just happened. But this was the result of the Skill which she had just uttered. It helped her avoid the corruption— she surfed over the waves I sent after her as she swung her sword around with a newfound dexterity that I hadn’t seen before.

“And how is she suddenly moving like that?”

I exclaimed, but Naro just shook his head, raising his sword of ice.

“Who cares about that— just be prepared! She’s coming!”

The [Hellprince] snapped as Chordus shot straight up for us. I pointed down at her, sending a barrage of flaming weapons down her way to slow her ascent. Unfortunately, the attacks just bounced off her body. Even though the diamond surface of her skin was now cracked, I still wasn’t able to damage her with my normal attacks.

Naro flew forward to intercept her, raising his blade of ice as he whispered.

“[Chilling Hellfreeze].”

Swinging down, a wave of ice shot down, consuming the entire figure of Chordus. It was a blast of frost and sleet. It froze even the air in my pocket space. And I was sure it was meant to slow the ascent of the [Queen Of Diamonds].

Unfortunately for him, Chordus simply shot through the ice, shattering it and reaching him in the next instant. He cursed as he held up his sword to protect himself.

“[Greater Iceshell—”

He conjured up the barrier just in time for Chordus to strike him with her sword. Even still, his barrier was shattered, and he was sent flying back past me as I pursed my lips. Even though he was a high-leveled [Hellprince], there was nothing he could do in the face of a Primordial Demon. Especially considering this sudden boost in speed which overcame the [Queen of Diamonds].

So what chance did I have?

But I had two Grand Skills. That was why I focused on what I could do. I raised my hands, summoning more of the corruption from the sky down to crash into Chordus.

Once again, she swerved around it, avoiding it instead of charging into it head-on like she did with Naro’s ice. That made it clear to me— especially considering her cracked body. She wasn’t able to resist my corruption the same way she was able to resist my magic.

So I just knew I had to get her with my corruption. That was how I could win this battle.

Before Chordus could get close, I immediately activated [Divine Haste], moving at greatly increased speeds compared to before. But even still, the [Queen Of Diamonds] was able to keep up with me.

She flew after me as I dove away from her, moving as fast as I could. Our figures zipped around the distorted and broken sky of my pocket space like mere blurs. All the while, I altered my world to my will, creating random walls of corruption between us to try to catch her off-guard.

If corruption is effective against you, I thought as she swerved around another wall of corruption I created. Then corruption is what I’m going to use against you!

I grinned to myself as I sent spikes of corruption her way. But she parried them all with her blade of diamond, not giving up the case. This chase could’ve gone on forever. And I was sure it would’ve— which would’ve been bad for me, since [Divine Haste] would come to an end, and I wasn’t sure whether Chordus’s Skill had a time limit.

That was why I waited for the [Queen Of Diamond]’s to be momentarily distracted by a wall of corruption I put up between us, before I spun around. Chordus swerved around the wall of corruption to get to me, only to be greeted with my smile right before her face

I spread my arms wide before she could even react as I laughed.

“[Prison Of Isolation].”

And a deluge of corruption expanded from behind me, completely engulfing her entire figure once again.


30. Embracing Death Part One

[Prison Of Isolation].

It was one of my newer Skills— one of my stronger Skills. It had allowed me to capture Hartia in a room of corruption, even though he was capable of even tearing through space with his powerful magic.

If I had tried to box Chordus in a space of my magic, I was sure that her antimagic affinity would somehow allow her to tear her way out of it. At the very least, I knew that she would rip through it before I was even finished with creating a pocket space to contain her. That was why I couldn’t just trap her and throw her into the void between the planes.

However, I had seen the way my corruption eroded her defenses. It was not something even she, as a transformed Primordial Demon, could repel. So I knew she wouldn’t be able to escape easily if I just trapped her in my [Prison Of Isolation]. But I had to lure her in first and catch her off-guard.

And it worked.

Or at least, it was working. A wave of my corruption surrounded her. It encased her in all sides as she swung her sword around, trying to keep it all back. But this time, my corruption wasn’t trying to crush her. All it did was contain her.

As it did, I began to build the fractal space around her to keep her in— to keep her from escaping the final part of my plan.

Because I would toss her to the fold between the planes to be crushed.

And I could only grin as I watched her desperately fighting back to keep this from happening.

***

The Enemy had lured Chordus into a trap. The [Queen Of Diamonds] should have seen it coming. But she had been desperate. She had thought that this was her only chance of victory. After all, she hadn’t known how long her [Hidden Ace: Spade Of Graves] would have lasted.

If it abruptly came to an end soon, she would have not been able to catch the Enemy, and the battle would be over. It didn’t matter how much stronger she was. Because this was a one-time use Grand Skill. And it meant she would die at the very end of it.

So as long as she couldn’t reach her target, this battle was already lost.

Chordus knew that this attack… whatever it was… it wasn’t trying to kill her. This was unlike when she was being crushed by its sheer presence. This time, it was simply trying to contain her. That was why she desperately fought back against it. She swung her sword wildly, trying to keep it back. But it simply pushed against her.

It tried to box her in.

And that made it all the more difficult for Chordus to break out. Because if she swung out to her left side, the distortion would simply move back. And if she tried to push through the gap, the distortion would move behind her, keeping her still trapped within this box. It was frustrating.

Desperation began to settle in as no matter how wildly Chordus swung out, she wasn’t able to escape. And she began to see the fractal pieces of space build up around her, joining with this distortion to contain her. At this rate, she was truly going to lose and perish.

The [Queen Of Diamonds] flew around atop her surfing spade, trying to get away to now avail. And she thought that things were over. That she would rot and perish here in whatever this strange prison was.

However, as she slowed to a halt, placing a knee and a hand to the crystalline surface carrying her, she paused. A weird sensation washed over her. An intuitive understanding of [Hidden Ace: Grave Of Spades] was capable of doing that that she hadn’t realized beforehand.

It was a second phase to her Skill. Not just a boost in speed. Not just a platform to carry her on. But something else.

A smile slipped onto the otherwise expressionless face of Chordus as she recalled the battle between Regnorex and the true [Queen Of Diamonds]. She might have forgotten about many of the details of their battle back then. However, right now, it came back to her.

And the crystalline surface beneath her feet began to crack as she closed her eyes.

***

I watched as my [Prison Of Isolation] began to fully manifest before my eyes. It was taking a while to create, because Chordus kept moving— trying to escape from its grasps. But there was no point in her trying. I had already won at this point.

Or so I thought.

I grinned to myself as I watched the space of my pocket world warp around her, when all of a sudden, there were flashes of light all around me. I blinked, spinning around as I readied myself for more of her clones to spawn in.

Because that was what had normally happened previously when these flashes of light appeared. And as I expected, crystalline objects began to form all around me. However, this time, they were egg-like spheres. Instead, they were… other spades?

Akin to the very same platform that had been carrying Chordus.

They just floated all around me as I stared at them.

“...what?”

I narrowed my eyes, looking back towards my [Prison Of Isolation]. But as I caught a glimpse of the inside through my warped space, before I realized that Chordus was gone. The [Queen Of Diamonds] had disappeared.

“Where—”

I started, only to hear a cracking sound coming from above me. I looked up at one of the floating spades as its surface broke open, and the giant looming figure of Chordus emerged.

It wasn’t a weaker clone. It wasn’t a smaller version of her. It was the actual [Queen Of Diamonds] in her full size and strength. She crawled out of the spade as if her body was crystalizing into existence, and I could only stare at her in shock.

But I quickly shook off my confusion and sent a wave of corruption her way. The attack crashed into her back, causing smaller cracks to form. But she rose from the spade in her full height, before swinging up at the corruption with her sword, dispersing it in a single strike.

However, that was only meant to be a distraction. I once again focused my [Prison Of Isolation] to continue manifesting around her. To trap her once again. But then I watched as her form sank back down into the spade as I blinked.

Once again, I heard a cracking sound coming from the side. And I watched as she pulled herself out of another spade, looking up at me with a savage grin. I cursed as I was about to send another wave of corruption her way. But then she raised a hand, and the dozens of spades that appeared all around me began to move as she sank back into her spade.

They zipped around rapidly as I flew back. I narrowly avoided a few of them as they shot straight for my face. But then she suddenly popped out of one of the spades that were shooting past me just overhead. And she swung down at my neck with her giant sword.

I only dodged her surprise attack thanks to [Angelic Premonition]. However, that Skill wasn’t going to be able to keep me alive if I was being completely overwhelmed by her. She was practically teleporting all around me while distracting me with the speeding spades.

I knew I needed to get away from the middle of her strange field of spades. So I opened a rift and quickly entered it, appearing at the complete other side of my pocket space. I panted as I looked across my little world. But I didn’t even have much time to breathe, because her spades shot out straight for me, cutting across the distance between us at a rapid pace.

I wasn’t sure what to do— if she kept teleporting like this, [Prison Of Isolation] wasn’t going to be able to contain her. Especially since she wasn't teleporting by bending space. It was almost like she was just making perfect copies of herself elsewhere as she dissolved her body.

So there was practically no way for me to stop her from escaping. What do I do now? I wondered as I pursed my lips, seeing her approach.

Perhaps I might have no choice but to drag Manos here into my pocket space to help me defeat Chordus. But as I considered that option, a voice boomed all around me.

“[Fulmination Of Winter].”

And I watched as a white sphere of frost engulfed the entire armada of spades that was flying my way.
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“[Fulmination Of Winter].”

I watched as the brilliant white sphere of frost engulfed the volley of spades flying my way. It shone brilliantly. But I knew it was not just light. It was snow— it was ice.

It encased Chordus, stopping her approach. For now, at least.

And I recognized the source of the voice— I knew who it was who used that Skill. Looking up, I watched as a familiar [Hellprince] flew down to me, lowering a sword made of ice.

“Naro? Did you do that?”

He nodded back at me as he came to a halt, hovering in the air to my side.

“That was one of my two Grand Skills. It’ll slow Chordus down as long as she is within its bubble, all the while inflicting frost damage on her. But I doubt it'll be very effective in achieving the latter.”

I blinked back at him, before I eyed the ice sphere up ahead. The bright light began to fade away, revealing a dome of ice there. Inside, I watched as the spades moved at a tenth of the pace they were moving at before. Even Chordus was looking around in confusion at what was happening, but she was trapped in that bubble of cold where her body was freezing over with each movement she made.

I patted him on the shoulder with a smile.

“Good job— honestly, I’m surprised you are even still alive!”

“It’ll take a lot more than that to kill me.”

Naro snorted, before he cast his gaze back in the direction of Chordus.

“However, if we don’t deal with her soon, we’ll both be dead. And I’d rather not have that happen.”

The [Hellprince] shook his head as I pursed my lips. I looked towards the direction of Chordus, and I knew she was going to escape from this Grand Skill which Naro had cast. So I decided to help him slow her down for a bit longer too.

Clapping my hands together, I created a bubble of slowed time on top of the dome of ice which Naro had created. It slowed down the [Queen Of Diamonds]’s movements even further, although it was clear my Skill wasn’t as effective as the [Hellprince]’s Grand Skill at achieving that effect.

However, it helped give us more time to make a plan.

“Alright, so I actually have a plan… or had a plan.”

My eyes darted past Chordus, looking at where my [Prison Of Isolation] had been. It was fully formed now. And unfortunately, while I could keep up the spell for as long as was necessary— as long as I had the capacity for it— however, I couldn’t just create it repeatedly.

It was a Skill I could only use every half an hour or so, based on my prior experimentations. So right now, there was no way for me to trap the [Queen Of Diamonds] with it.

Instead, I had to come up with another way to execute my plan of throwing her into the fold between the planes.

Or I’ll have to drag Manos here… I thought as I stared at Chordus disappearing from the spade she was standing on. She reappeared in the foremost spade, flying as fast as she could to escape the white sphere.

It was like she was wading through water. Or better yet— like she was flying through a wall of ice. Even still though, it wasn’t going to take her long to break out.

I was going to have to use everything in my disposal if I wanted to stand a chance of defeating Chordus. Everything in this world— from my corruption to my manipulation of time and space. It was all… necessary… to win.

My eyes flickered as an idea suddenly crossed my mind.

“Naro…”

Grinning, I turned to the [Hellprince] who just raised a brow.

“What is it?”

“Listen to me carefully—”

As I spoke, Chordus reached the edge of the white dome. I took in a deep breath, before nodding at Naro.

“What we have to do is distract her.”

He stared at me blankly as Chordus raised her sword and slashed at the ice surface keeping her inside the dome. It shattered, and Naro’s Grand Skill came to an end. She shot out, but I concentrated my slowed time around her, keeping her from just launching straight at us.

I looked back at the [Hellprince].

“Come on, let’s go— we have to fight her together!”

“...but you didn’t explain the plan.”

Naro asked, however I ignored him, continuing forward.

***

“Why do you wish to die?”

A familiar voice resounded in Chordus’s head. She remembered that moment. So long ago. It had always remained in the back of her mind. Although the details had always been faint, because she had been on the precipice of death, it came back to her now.

She remembered—

—--

Chordus lay atop a pile of broken crystals. Her gaze was fixed to the sky, and she watched as the [Queen Of Diamonds] fell, shattered into thousands of pieces. A figure clad in a black cloak descended before the dying Primordial Demon. He was massive— with a pair of horns and crimson skin.

He landed on the ground with a heavy thud as a figure walked up behind him, clapping casually.

“For something called the [Queen Of Diamonds], it didn’t really have many followers, did it?”

The second figure— a Primeval Demon that dragged a long beard behind him— just chuckled as he stopped his applause.

“Unlike you, my King, this false queen ruled over nothing.”

The so-called King of Demons harrumphed and turned away from the [Queen Of Diamonds] as it fully collapsed onto the ground, sending a plume of dust into the air.

“Its Skills made it difficult to slay, and it could create its own minions. However, it was no queen— even if it ruled over this demesne.”

The King spoke as he shook his head, before he brought his hands up into the air.

“Now, this land belongs to me. The Demons that roam here will be my followers.And you will become my follower.”

He turned his gaze down towards Chordus. But she just weakly protested in response.

“I…just wanted to die… please— let me die…”

And the self-proclaimed King of Demons paused when he heard that.

—--

Chordus flew onward toward both the Enemy and the traitorous [Hellprince]. But her movements were still sluggish, somehow slowed down by some sort of invisible magic. But she ignored it as she swung at the Enemy.

However, as she missed, she was blasted by ice and frost from behind. It didn’t hurt her, however it further impeded her movements. She looked up towards Naro, ready to attack him. But then a wave of flames blasted her from the other side, coming from the Enemy.

It drew her attention for a brief moment, before a pillar of the broken world shot down at her, knocking her off her flying spade for a moment. But she quickly landed on another one of her platforms that was zipping by.

Looking up, the [Queen Of Diamonds] cursed as she realized she was being attacked from multiple sides. Wherever she turned, there was someone there trying to attack her. And if she tried to sink into her spade to quickly move between the various other spades flying around her, she would be attacked before she could even fully move.

Her slower speed and having multiple enemies now placed her at a distinct disadvantage. She was engulfed by fiery explosions, struck by icy blades, whilst being hammered by the strange attack that came from this world.

But even then, it was all just whittling her down slowly— not enough to be a danger to her life. However, at the same time, she could feel her heart beating faster.

And she knew her time was going to soon come to an end. So panic started to settle in. A sense of urgency overtook her. She didn’t want to die, but she was going to die. And if she was going to die, she would bring down the enemies of her King for him.

After all, she would die for her King.

She would do anything for him

Her heart beat even faster now as she resolved herself, letting her two assailants barrage her with attacks.

And a new Skill made itself available for her.

“[The King Of the Wild: The Joker].”
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“[The King Of The Wild: The Joker].”

I heard Chordus’s voice echoing all around me as her figure shifted. I blinked a few times and slowed to a halt. I was prepared for whatever came next from this Skill. After all, every new Skill she used was much stronger than the last.

However, Naro wasn’t wary of this. He continued flying straight for the [Queen Of Diamonds] as she stood there stiffly, unmoving. He swung down at her with a blade of expanding ice—

And her form practically melted down into the spade beneath her feet.

“...did I get her?”

The [Hellprince] asked as he stared down at the spade. For a moment, nothing happened. And I narrowed my eyes too. But then I felt a strange shiver wash over my skin. Like [Angelic Premonition] was warning me that something dangerous was coming.

And then a laughter echoed all around us. A creepy laughter. First, it resounded like the giggling of a child. But slowly, it devolved into the maniacal cackle of a madman. Certainly, it sounded nothing like Chordus’s tinny and emotionless voice after she first transformed into the [Queen Of Diamonds].

Instead, it sounded much deeper, even if it was still somewhat feminine.

Much more sinister.

My eyes darted all around me at the floating spades that hovered in the air without moving. I remained wary, unsure of what was to happen next.

“Be careful, Naro! We don’t know what this Skill does!”

I called out to the [Hellprince] as he landed onto the spade where Chordus had disappeared. He waved a hand dismissively at me, responding casually.

“Right, right. I’m sure we’ll be fine—”

But then he froze when the spade beneath him shifted. A face began to form at his feet— a magical but creepy smile was reflected on the crystalline surface. It looked up at Naro as it laughed.

And the [Hellprince] leapt back as he cursed.

“What is that…?”

He stared down at the strange laughing face on the spade. But it didn’t do anything except continue to laugh. I blinked as I watched this reflection of a face appear all around us, projected onto the spades that were floating in the air.

And then, the laughter stopped.

I braced myself as I watched a figure begin to emerge from the spade that was closest to Naro. But instead of rising up like a forming crystal, it pooled up like a liquid, taking on a different shape compared to before.

A much smaller form.

While she was still made out of diamonds, with her heart visible through her chest, she was no longer a giant that dwarfed me in size. Furthermore, she was now wearing a mask that made her grin uncontrollably.

But the biggest change was the fact that she now had many different hands poking out of her back, each one carrying a different weapon. One hand, a sickle, another a sword, another a hammer, and another, an axe. She stood there for a long moment, unmoving as both Naro and I stared at her.

“What is she—”

I started. But then, the spades all around us resumed moving all of a sudden. They rapidly zipped around us, drawing our attention for a moment. Naro recoiled as one of the spades shot right over his head.

“Fuck—”

And then he froze as he saw the grinning face of Chordus there. She swung down at him with a hammer as he brought up his sword to block the attack. But his weapon shattered, and he was sent flying down to the ground in a blur.

“Naro!”

I exclaimed as I reached out for him, watching the spade that carried Chordus fly off. But my eyes flickered as I felt something approaching me from behind. I spun around just in time to duck under a sickle aimed for my head.

Chordus was now on another spade, zipping by me as she laughed. I narrowed my eyes at that. But before I could even process where she was going, I sensed another attack coming at me from behind. This time, I didn’t even turn around. I just dove straight down, avoiding another strike for my head from a scythe.

The [Queen Of Diamonds] was moving between spades much faster than before. It was almost instantaneous. She was practically teleporting all around me in an instant. I didn’t have time to react.

All around me, the spades came my way. They flanked me, shooting by at such a rapid pace, they were just blurs in the corner of my eye. I dodged hammer swings, sword stabs, and the thrusts of spears too as I tried to time her attacks for a counter attack.

Until I finally was able to fight back, casting [Sacred Hellfire] at the smiling face of Chordus as she missed me with a broadsword.

I thought I got her. I watched as her face erupted into flames as she briefly recoiled. And in that moment of my distraction, my [Angelic Premonition] warned me of a blade coming for me from behind. But it wasn’t aimed for my head, so the alarm in my mind didn’t blare as loudly as it should have, and I wasn’t able to fly away in time.

An axe struck me on my back as I recoiled. The attack pierced through my flaming armor as a searing pain erupted from my spine. I cursed and spun around, seeing Chordus floating there right before me, staring at me with her grinning face. She just laughed as she raised her weapon to take another swing at me, and I took a moment longer than I should have to react.

Because… wasn’t her face supposed to be on fire?

I flew back as her attack missed, before I produced a healing potion on my hand and quickly downed it, letting the wound on my back heal up. I stared at Chordus in disbelief as she flew off, trying to understand what was happening. But then she appeared behind me once again, a sadistic smile on her face as she struck out with a hammer.

The attack caught me off-guard and sent me flying down towards Naro as my arm shattered upon impact. I tumbled through the air and looked up at my corrupted sky in confusion. And as I watched her various spades zip around up above, her figure blurring between them like she was in multiple places at once, the realization settled in.

She is in multiple places at once.

Chordus wasn’t just teleporting around her spades. No— she was everywhere because there were multiple of her.

Specifically, there were four of her. Exact copies of herself. Clones that were indistinguishable from one another, just as powerful as she had been. Each of them wielded different weapons. Similar weapons, sure. Like one had a broadsword, while another had a longsword. However, none of them had the exact same weapon in their hands.

I crashed into the ground as I groaned, before picking myself up. I produced another healing potion and downed it quickly as the four [Queens Of Diamonds] came shooting straight down at me. But my sea of corruption distracted them long enough for me to finish healing from my potion, before I looked towards Naro.

The [Hellprince] was groaning and getting to his feet after me, his body broken, moving with a limp. I produced another healing potion— making it flash into existence in the palm of my hand— before I tossed it to him.

“Take it—”

I started. But as the vial flew through the air, one of the spades slipped through a crack in my corruption and crashed right between Naro and I. She swung down with her hammer, shattering the potion as she glared at me with one eye.

I cursed as she swung out at me with a halberd with her other hand, while thrusting at the [Hellprince] with a dagger to keep him back. I leapt back, just in time to see a second Chordus emerge from the very same spade that had just crashed into the ground. She melted out of the crystalline surface, her gaze fixed towards me.

She charged straight for me, walking on both her legs and hands, moving like a rabid dog. But her arms on her back struck out at me with her weapons— a crazed onslaught of attacks. I just created my own fiery limbs and blades, parrying her swings as I moved back.

All the while, I watched a third of her clone emerge from the same spade as before, while the first one that had landed turned her gaze towards Naro who was stumbling away. At this rate, we would both die. Even before my plan could come into fruition.

That meant I had no other choice. I had to resort to getting Manos’s help. But right as the thought crossed my mind, I felt something cold sink into my back. I blinked as I felt a searing paint erupt a moment later, all the while a warning blared in my head.

“What a peculiar Skill…”

A cold voice whispered from behind me. Almost muffled. I looked down as I stared at the spear that had impaled me through my abdomen, before I craned my neck back to look into the burning face of Chordus.

“As long as I don’t target your vitals, you won’t be able to react as quickly to my attacks.”

And I coughed out a mouthful of blood as she ripped the spear out of my stomach.
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I felt the numbing pain erupt from my stomach. It wasn’t a fatal strike to say the least. In fact, it wasn’t even a direct attack to my abdomen. It was angled slightly to the left— towards the edge of my waist, so it wasn’t a full-on strike that could have severely injured me.

That was why my [Angelic Premonition] didn’t warn me that the attack was coming. That was why I hadn’t been able to react in time. I gritted my teeth as I moved to pull myself out the spear. But a warning flashed in my mind, and I wasn’t able to react as Chordus slashed out to the side, ripping the side of my waist open as I yelped in pain.

I stumbled back away from her as she laughed— her voice partially distorted because of the flames burning at her face. Her other self flanked me from the side, grinning and raising an axe.

I cursed as I took a step back.

And Chordus’s attack missed me, striking the ground and splitting the earth of my world open. Both her selves standing there just blinked, before the gazes snapped to the side. I was now suddenly standing next to Naro as he stared up at me in confusion.

“How…?”

“[Title Skill: Rapid Disengage].”

I said simply as the two Chordus clones that had been pressing the [Hellprince] paused for a moment to stare at my abrupt appearance right before them. Then the two of them hissed and charged at me, but I just raised a hand to the sky.

A wave of corruption poured down from above, crashing into all four Chordus’s, keeping them back. They tried to wade through the attack as I picked up Naro and flew up to the sky.

“This ability of yours…”

One of the Chordus’s spoke in frustration, and another one continued.

“...is annoying!”

And as she spoke, her four forms flickered. All the while, I continued to ascend to the sky.

“Alright, we’re changing plans.”

I said as I shook my head at Naro.

“We need to get Manos’s help—”

And right as the words left my mouth, I watched as the dozens of spades that had been in the air rapidly shot down straight at me. I tried to dodge the array of attacks as they descended upon me. For a moment, I managed to avoid them, along with Naro’s help.

I blasted them out of the way with my fire, while Naro sent out blades of ice, knocking them to the side. But as I ascended past the spades, the final one that was in the way came to a sudden halt. It turned its flat side towards me, and its crystalline surface rippled as I blinked.

My [Angelic Premonition] blared, warning me of something dangerous that was coming. More dangerous than even Chordus had been. But how was that possible?

I didn’t know, all I knew was that a shadowed figure emerged from the spade, moving faster than I could avoid the attack. It was a broadsword. The very same broadsword that one of the Chordus clones had been swinging around. It just about reached my neck as my eyes grew wide.

And I reacted with another Skill.

[The Devil’s Grace].

Immediately, time went in reverse. The attack swung back, and I flew back to where I was ten seconds ago. Now, as the spade turned to face its flat surface to me, I moved out of the way, circling around it. All the while, I watched the same figure from before emerge.

But this was no [Queen Of Diamonds]. This was a different figure entirely. It was the same size as me, and it had only a pair of arms, rather than multiple, like the clones before. Its body was still crystalline, however the shape it took was more masculine. And it wore a crown on its head, although it still wore a smiling face, but it wasn’t a mask anymore.

[King Of The Wild - Lvl. 205]

The Chordus clones were gone, and only this single figure remained.

“You’ve gotta be kidding me—”

The newly transformed Chordus bared her teeth at me. Her face was still burning from my [Sacred Hellfire], but it barely even bothered her. She flew straight at me as I opened my mouth and unleashed a torrent of flames her way.

But she just cut through it as she laughed.

“I will kill you even if it’s the death of me!”

The [King Of The Wild] screamed as I continued pouring out my flames at her. I struggled to muster up more power to keep her back as my voice strained.

“Get… ̸̧͇͙̣̱̣̼̈́̔̑̑͂̆͂̈́͐̕͝B̶̨̥̣̩̟̩͙͍̣̖̭͖̯̠̄̅́́̎̅͗́̽̌͛͊͜͜ͅÁ̴̧̫͙̩̤̖̫̦̝̏̄̂̍̔̍̅͆͂̍̽͒̚̕ͅC̴̛̬̗̲̼̟̺͉͈͚͎͈̙̐͂́̓̕K̷̡͚̟̗̲̬̱̝̬̘̹̟͕̜̞̞̒́͐̃͊̒̍͛̋̂̃͘͝!̷̬̩͓̲̠̺̩͎͇̻͉̣͔̹̓̽̈́̌̀͛̈́̔̓̆̃̀́͜͠͝͝͠”̸̘̲̳̲̪͔̲͈̂͛̋̈́̄̐̾̀̆̈́͠͝͝

I screamed, and a blast of corruption shot out of my mouth. It was divinity, magic, and corruption all combined into a single attack. It shot out in a wide cone, engulfing Chordus’s entire being.

And she shot through it, reaching me anyway as I tried to fly back. But the [King Of The Wild] struck out with the broadsword, slicing off my left arm. I screamed in pain, letting go of Naro as the [Hellprince] tumbled out of the air.

I clutched at my left shoulder. This wasn’t the first time I lost a hand. But it was definitely the first time I had completely lost an arm.

A searing pain erupted from the wound as Chordus raised her broadsword for a follow-up strike. And I just pointed at her.

“Stay!”

[Intimidation] caused her to pause for a fraction of a second, and I dove out of the way in time to avoid a slash coming for my neck. I crashed into the ground, black blood dripping onto the soil beneath me. Looking up, I watched as Chordus cast her gaze my way.

And then a box of ice suddenly engulfed her.

“[The Decay Of Heat Death]”

Naro called out as he flew above her, pointing down her way. The [Hellprince] brought his sword to his chest, despite his broken body, and he began to mutter another Skill.

“[Bequeath, Bestow, Grant Me Your Power—”

But the ice box shattered, and Chordus shot up. She reached him in an instant, cutting him off as she stabbed him through the chest. His eyes widened as I raised a hand, calling out to him in shock.

“Naro!”

And Chordus swung out with her sword, sending his limp body flying into the distance. All the while, I could only watch as my only ally in [The World Of My Mind] was tossed aside, leaving me alone to face a Primordial Demon.

“Your little premonition Skill can only keep you alive for so long.”

The [King Of The Wild] said as she cast her gaze back down towards me. Her heart beat even faster than before. At least three beats a second, hammering away in her chest faster than ever.

“And with each passing moment, I grow stronger. Tell me, do you truly think you can win this battle?”

And I just gritted my teeth as I took a step forward. The ground beneath my feet began to melt away into motes of corruption, trickling up onto the wounds I had sustained. My waist began to seal shut as little pieces of earth formed over the missing skin. Meanwhile, chunks of rubble and dirt formed the shape of an arm, being held together by the distortion that shone with a dim iridescent light.

It was a brand new arm made of corruption.

This is [Corrupted Regeneration], huh? I thought as I flexed the corrupted arm. Then I pointed at Chordus as she tilted her head at me.

“I’m not going to lose as long as I—”

I started, but both our attentions were drawn to the side as an explosion of ice erupted from where Naro had fallen. The [Hellprince] was now wreathed in an armor made of ice, almost in the shape of scales. He also had a pair of frost wings and an ice tail protruding from his back, as he raised his sword which had expanded in size.

“Just how are you still alive?”

The [King Of The Wild] asked, looking at him with wide eyes.

But I knew how— that this was the effect of his second Grand Skill. That it had managed to save him from the fatal injury she had inflicted upon him. And he simply hovered there, glaring at Chordus as he whispered to himself.

“[Rakintash, I Ask For Your Strength: Bones Of The Ice Dragon].”
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“[Rakintash, I Ask For Your Strength: Bones Of The Ice Dragon].”

I stared up at Naro’s new icy form. It was like he was now wearing an armor of ice— one that was larger than he was, its icy plates designed to look like the scales of a Kobold. A pair of wings and a tail that was many times his size protruded from his back, and a pair of icy horns poked out of his helmet.

He floated there, the injuries he had sustained earlier now gone. And his eyes were different. His golden irises engulfed the entirety of his sockets so that there were no longer any whites or blacks in his eyes, and a thin slit-like pupil cut across his eyes horizontally, regarding Chordus quietly.

“Bones Of The Ice Dragon?”

I blinked at that, repeating after the [Hellprince].

“But how do you have such a Grand Skill? I thought the Old Gods were only in the Mortal Realm!”

However, Naro didn’t indulge me with an answer. Instead, he just raised his blade and pointed at Chordus. The [King Of The Wild] tilted her burning head back at him.

“Do you truly think this little form of yours is enough to defeat me? I have seen the extent of your strength with this Grand Skills of yours, you will not be able to stand a chance against me as I am right now.”

Chordus spread her arms back at him. Naro just shook his head as he floated forward slowly.

“That is true. I do not stand a chance against you, even with this boost in power. However, there is one factor you didn’t consider.”

There was a pause as Naro looked down at himself, flexing a hand. Chordus eyed him curiously. And Naro smiled.

“I’m not alone—”

“[Divine Radiant Slash]!”

I screamed as I struck Chordus from the back with my newly-regenerated corrupted claw. She recoiled, the attack knocking her back. Although, it barely even cracked the crystalline surface of her body. She spun around as she wretched, raising her sword my way.

“You—”

But there was a crackle of iridescent light that overcame her body. For a moment, I thought that was an aftereffect of my divine attack. But then I saw the distortion that flickered over the [King Of The Wild].

And I knew that was an effect of my corrupted claw, rather than my Skill.

“Huh.”

I paused for only a moment as the strange aftereffects of my corrupted attack slowed Chordus. But she glared at me in anger and moved.

“Shit—”

I cursed as she moved too fast for me to react. But before she reached me, a blast of frost blasted her from the side, sending her tumbling through the sky to the ground. I blinked as I watched Naro fly up towards me.

“Hey, you’re actually doing damage to Chordus now!”

I exclaimed as he opened his mouth and sent another breath of frost down at the [King Of The Wild]. She screamed as she tried to fly up against his attack, but she slowed, her body constantly freezing as even the air itself was turned to ice.

“Shut up and help me!”

He spoke even through his constant ice breath. I nodded and clasped my claws together, sending a wave of corruption down to Chordus to crush her. It engulfed her entirely as she screamed, raising a hand up.

The spades in the air came crashing down towards her, raining all around Naro and I. Some of them came straight for us, which forced us to dodge out of the way, stopping our attacks on the [King Of The Wild].

I sent out flaming attacks to stop the spades from reaching Chordus. If she got back to them, it would be bad for both Naro and I— we wouldn’t be able to pin her down any longer. She would be too quick, and we would both be defeated with ease.

But they were too fast. They evaded my flaming projectiles as they were just about to reach Chordus. She grinned, slashing out with her blade to get rid of the remaining corruption clinging onto her. Then she raised a hand as if to grab the closest spade falling from the air. But before that could happen, there was a flash of light as a gigantic spell circle appeared in the ground. Before I could even process what was going on, everything below froze.

I blinked as the entire landscape was engulfed in a mountain of ice that rose out from the ground. Chordus. Her spades. Even my corruption was somehow trapped in the ice.

I stared at the [Hellprince] in shock— at the sheer might of his brand new powers.

“Why didn’t you use this Grand Skill earlier? Maybe we’d stand more of a chance if you did!”

I pointed accusingly at him. But he just shook his head as he replied under his breath.

“No, we’re still not strong enough either way.”

He whispered as he watched the ice around Chordus begin to break. She moved her head, glaring up at us as the [Hellprince] took in a deep breath. And before the [King Of The Wild] could fully regain control of her movements in the ice trapping her, Naro dove straight down into the mountain he created.

“What are you doing—”

I started. But then I watched as Naro sank into the ice like it wasn’t even there. He zipped through the translucent surface, before continuing onwards down past the frozen spades and heading straight for Chordus.

He was swimming through the ice like it was water.

And then he reached her before she could fully break free from the ice. When he did, he swung at her with his sword of ice, sending her figure tearing through the mountain. I watched as she just flew through the ice as it shattered all around her, all the while Naro continued to unleash a combination of powerful strikes at her ragdolling body.

But unfortunately for him, he grew too complacent as she managed to regain her bearings and swing out with her sword before he could strike her with his next attack.

Her single slash sliced his mountain in half and sent him flying back as the ground split open. The spades were freed from their frozen prison, and the [King Of The Wild] moved to rejoin them. But I intercepted her.

I struck her from behind, swinging out with a flurry of [Divine Strikes] combined with [Corrupted Draconic Fury]. But the attack barely even made her budge as she spun around and swung at me. I flew back, avoiding her swing. However, the gust of wind generated from her attack was enough to send me flying back.

Another blast of frost shot her way from behind, but one of the spades reached Chordus first. And her figure disappeared into its surface as the spade was frozen where it floated. I looked up across the dozens of flying spades as she appeared on the surface of one, before disappeared again.

Her figure flashed into existence and vanished, moving between the spades instantly, all the while the array of projectiles spread out. It was evidently clear that she was trying to avoid getting trapped in one spot by Naro’s ice again.

I raised a hand, sending numerous tendrils of corruption after them from the sky. But my attacks were too slow as the spades spread out far and wide across my pocket space. I gritted my teeth as Naro flew down and landed next to me. Even though he had taken a direct attack from the [King Of The Wild], he was still in one piece. His armor saved him, and the cracks it sustained quickly sealed.

He watched the spades dart through the air, each one on their own, before he met my gaze.

“We can’t defeat her.”

He spoke simply. I opened my mouth to protest.

But we’re actually fighting back! I wanted to say. However, I stopped myself. Because I made the same realization he did.

The truth was— while we were doing damage to the [King Of The Wild], we were barely doing any damage to win.

“I do not know how long Chordus’s one-time use Grand Skill will last, nor do I know how many more tricks she has up her sleeve. But I do now one thing—”

Naro continued as he looked down at himself. He sighed as he shook his head.

“This power… it was given to me long ago through sheer chance. And even though I have possessed it for a long time, I have not been able to master it until now. Its effects will not last long.”

“What do you mean by that?”

I asked him with a frown. He just took a step forward as he eyed the spade that was carrying Chordus. She was swooping down straight for us as she sliced the tendril of corruption giving chase to her in half.

“Now is no time to explain. All that matters is the plan you mentioned earlier.”

Naro pointed at her, sending another wave of frost her way. But she vanished from the spade’s surface, appearing on another behind our backs. We both spun around as the [Hellprince] continued.

“Your plan was to hold her off, right? How much longer do I have to do that?”

“I’m not sure… maybe five more minutes?”

I answered hesitantly. And Naro just nodded at me as he spoke simply.

“Then just leave it to me. Get out of here.”

“What?”

I stared at him in shock. However, it was clear he was serious.

“But you’ll die—”

I started, and he cut me off as he bared his teeth my way.

“I already accepted my death when I decided to join your rebellion against the Demon King.”

He spoke as he strode forward, sending another wave of frost at the [King Of The Wild]. This time, Chordus just dove around it, still flying our way.

“We can still get Manos’s help.”

I argued, and Naro laughed in my face.

“Seriously? No— he won’t be enough to defeat a Primordial Demon. Just let me do just let me do this.”

“But…”

I trailed off. The [Hellprince] just chuckled.

“I don’t even care about going against Regnorex, you know?”

He slowly broke out into a crazed laughter as he spread his arms wide.

“That’s probably a death sentence— you’re all probably going to fail and die!”

He turned to face me, a savage grin on his face.

“All I wanted was to kill Chordus. That annoying bitch has been getting on my nerves for a very long time. You just gave me an opportunity to kill her.”

Chordus was just about to reach us, when Naro clapped his hands together. Another mountain of ice appeared from the ground, trapping the [King Of The Wild]. Her figure remained frozen there, right before us for a moment.

But then she melted into her spade, appearing in the air, free from the frozen prison he had trapped her in. Naro shook his head as he turned to face where Chordus was at now.

“So just get out of here.”

He spoke without even looking my way. I hesitated for a moment, but he took off into the air, flying after the [King Of The Wild] as he spoke one final word.

“Go.”

And I took in a deep breath, before opening a rift and escaping through it. All the while, both Naro and Chordus clashed in the air in [The World Of My Mind]. And they battled as I flew through space, arriving back in the Netherworld.

As behind me, I sent my pocket space into the oblivion that was the fold between the planes. 


35. Embracing Death Part Six

“You know, I’m starting to wonder when you guys will get tired of this.”

Manos yawned as he dodged a flurry of attacks aimed straight for his head. They came from all around him— dozens of Primeval Demons, striking at him from all sides. They used various weapons. Different kinds of attacks. Whether it was a normal punch, or a bladed swing.

It didn’t matter. Even if it was a sword or an axe or a hammer. Whether it was a fist or a scythe-like arm. Even if it was a volley of magical projectiles— like fire arrows, ice spears, or lightning blasts.

The Executioner just stood atop the fallen rubble, rapidly moving his upper body to avoid their attacks. He didn’t even take a step back to dodge. He was simply leaning away from the flurry of strikes that came his way.

“Because, like, it’s clear you guys aren’t on my level. And Chordus is probably dead by now. Seriously, stop wasting your time.”

Manos spoke casually as he continued to dodge the constant onslaught of attacks. However, a small [Fiend] yelled and leapt into the air.

“Get out of the way, everyone!”

She pointed down at Manos as the other Primeval Demons moved, leaping back. The ground beneath Manos began to glow with a green light. And he just sighed as he took a step forward.

“Are you serious, Lafor—”

“[Dome Of Destruction]!”

The [Fiend]— Lafor— yelled as a giant green sphere seemed to engulf the Executioner and everything in hundreds of feet. For a moment, nothing happened. The next instant, everything exploded.

A powerful blast erupted where the dome had been, shaking the earth as Lafor panted and eyed the scene. A small smile began to spread across her lips as she looked down at the clearing smoke.

“Got him—”

“No, you really didn’t.”

Manos cut her off as he swung for her head from behind. Before she could even react, her head was lopped off, her black blood spilling all over the air. All the while, Manos just slowly descended back into the ground, hefting his waraxe over his shoulder.

“Seriously, you’d get a notification if I were dead. Are you stupid? Well, not like you can answer that question now…”

He shook his head as he landed on the ground right after Lafor’s falling body. He swept his gaze over the dozens of remaining Primeval Demons as they backed away apprehensively, exchanging apprehensive glances.

“Now, are you going to give up, or will I have to kill half of you before you listen to me?”

Manos raised a brow as he looked between the remaining leaders of the legions. He knew that a few of them would keep fighting— that they would be loyalists to the Demon King’s cause to the very end, just like Chordus. But the Executioner had hoped that more of them would have defected by now.

Unfortunately, since they still held the numbers advantage, they remained uncertain. Especially since Chordus had activated her Grand Skill earlier, before vanishing with Salvos and Naro. It was very likely the Primeval Demons here were waiting for the temporarily-transformed Primordial Demon form of the [Hellprincess] to return to make a decision.

After all, even though Manos was high-leveled, he couldn’t possibly defeat a Primordial Demon.

Or so they thought.

The Executioner shook his head as he took a step forward.

“Look, this is your last chance—”

He started. But then he was interrupted as a rift in space opened up right behind him. Blinking, he glanced back as the other Primeval Demons gathered here paused for a moment. They waited with bated breath as a figure began to emerge through the portal.

And Manos grinned.

“Oh, hey, Salvos. You’re back.”

He turned to face the Enemy. A susurration of disbelief washed over the staring Primeval Demons as Manos lowered his waraxe.

“I take it it’s over, then?”

But Salvos just shook her head as the rift closed behind her.

“It’s not over yet…”

She spoke softly, before lowering her head. Her eyes fluttered shut as Manos eyed her curiously.

“But it’ll be over soon.”

And he gave her a flat stare in response.

“What does that even mean?”

***

Chordus swooped down at Naro, swinging at him with a giant broadsword. He raised his own sword of ice to parry the attack as the ground beneath his feet cracked open from the sheer weight of the strike. But the [King Of The Wild] wasn’t finished just yet.

With her free hand, she swung down with a spear that struck the [Hellprince] directly in the chest. His armor of ice shattered as he was sent flying back. But it immediately began to grow back, protecting his body as he landed on the ground, skidding to a halt.

He picked himself up as Chordus flew straight for him, landing a flurry of follow-up strikes.

Naro wasn’t able to keep up with her. Of course not. He was a mere Primeval Demon, while she was a Primordial Demon as of right now. Even if he had a powerful Grand Skill, he didn’t stand a chance against her. All he could do was delay the inevitable.

Especially since despite the fact that each strike Chordus landed was absorbed by the armor of ice that protected the [Hellprince], he was still taking severe damage from the attacks. She ducked under one of his swings as she struck his torso with her broadsword. His armor of ice cracked, and a deep cut opened up where her attack landed.

But not only did the ice instantly fix itself, it also seemed to freeze over his wound, partially healing it. Not to the same extent as those potions the Enemy had been using. Instead, it was just enough to keep Naro going, despite being completely overwhelmed.

So Chordus knew she was going to win this battle with ease. The only problem was that she was running out of time. She felt her heart beginning to race faster and faster, indicating that her Grand Skill was soon coming to an end. When that happened…

She just screamed.

“Just die already!”

Chordus swung for the [Hellprince]’s head. But Naro’s eyes flashed as he opened his mouth. A wave of frost shot out, halting her in her tracks for a moment. Her entire body froze over just long enough for him to swing for her neck.

Naro’s attack struck through as the ice holding the [King Of The Wild] in place shattered. But she didn’t even take a single step back. She didn’t budge as she stood there, her face was barely pushed back.

A voice resounded in her head as she bared her teeth savagely at Naro.

“Shit—”

He cursed, but he wasn’t able to move out of the way in time as she swung out with her broadsword. But this time, she whispered the name of the new Skill that she had been given.

“[The Royal Flush].”

Chordus unleashed four slashes. Each of them came out in the same instant. They shone black and red, striking Naro and shattering his armor. But that was not all— they ripped straight through his body, slicing him in half.

The [Hellprince]’s eyes went wide as he dropped to the ground. He couldn’t even react, taken aback by the sudden attack that shifted the tides and ended the battle in an instant.

“I have won.”

Chordus said as she stepped over Naro’s bleeding upper body as he lay beneath her. He stared up at her, blood pouring from his mouth.

“Y-you—”

He choked, coughing out blood as the [King Of The Wild] just smirked.

“I knew you always wanted to be the one to kill me, Naro. Unfortunately for you, that dream of yours will forever be a dream.”

Chordus raised her broadsword over her head, aiming for the [Hellprince]’s neck to finish him off. And he just sneered back at her.

“You lost.”

“What?”

Chordus paused when she heard that. She tilted her head back down at him.

“What does that even mean—”

But as the words left Chordus’s mouth, the ground beneath her feet suddenly vanished. The [King Of The Wild] leapt into the air, thinking it was a sneak attack by the Enemy. But as she spun around, she saw no one there. Instead, she just watched as the world all around her began to… dissolve.

The ground, the earth, the sky— even the strange colorful distortion— it all began to melt away, revealing an infinite darkness all around her.

“The plan worked. And now, you’re going to die all because of me.”

Naro laughed as the ground also began to dissolve beneath him. Chordus stared at him for a moment longer, before gritting her teeth. She screamed as she threw her spear down at him. But the spear’s momentum suddenly halted, before it floated up along with the dissolving world like it was being carried away by something else.

The [Hellprince]’s laughter faded away as his body began to crumble from an invisible pressure. All the while, Chordus was also overtaken by a strange sensation.

As she was slowly crushed in the fold between the planes. 


36. Embracing Death Part Seven

Chordus felt her entire being— her entire existence— begin to fade away. It was a strange sensation. Simultaneously, it felt like she was being torn apart, all the while she was growing numb. It was almost as if she was just losing grip of herself, and there was nothing she could do to fight back against it.

However, somehow, she resisted. Even as the last vestiges of the pocket space faded away, and Naro’s lifeless corpse hovered in stasis before her— crushed from the pressure that also seemed to press against the [King Of The Wild]’s crystalline body— she still managed to cling onto her consciousness.

She managed to hold onto her existence. Perhaps it was because she could still feel the hammering of her heart, or maybe it was the strange flickering of distortion that overcame her body, but her body didn’t fall apart. And she tried her best to wade through the darkness, reaching for something— anything that could save her.

And something did.

Something seemed to draw her in.

Something that managed to defy the laws of space in this place, just like she was doing.

Chordus didn’t know what it was, but she reached for it. She pulled herself towards it, thinking it could give her her salvation. Because she couldn’t die here. Not like this. Not when the Enemy was still alive.

This was her single-use Grand Skill. She was sacrificing her entire existence for the sake of the Demon King. For Regnorex.

To help him complete the ritual.

For all of Demonkind.

That was why Chordus was doing this. When she had lost all will to live— when she had thrown herself to be killed by the [Queen Of Diamonds]— Regnorex had saved her. He had given her a will to live.

He had saved her. Just like he was going to save them all.

Just like he would bring them all salvation.

So why did they oppose him? Why?

Chordus didn’t know. She didn’t care. She just had to— had to…

And as she reached for something to save her, she saw it. Her escape from whatever this place was. It floated there. Like it was in the far distance, yet it seemed so close as well.

A golden ring. A giant mass of black. A singularity that was so powerful, it called to her despite the stasis it was held in.

Something that twisted reality itself.

This is it! she thought as her heart raced faster and faster. Her time would run out soon. So she couldn’t give up now. This is my salvation!

It pulled her— she pulled herself towards it. Chordus drew closer to this sphere of black. It tugged her inch by inch, mile by mile. Time itself seemed to stop mattering. It felt like an eternity passed, all the while only mere moments had gone by. The distance between her and her salvation bent and changed.

But even still, she didn’t falter. She pulled herself closer to it until she could practically touch its ringed edge—

I will live for my King! she thought as she touched the event horizon of the black hole.

And her body began to spaghettify into broken atoms as she let out a silent scream, before she could even comprehend what was happening.

***

“And it’s over.”

I whispered as I raised my head. Manos sighed, shaking his head.

“Finally. Now, are you guys going to surrender, or will I have to force you to surrender?”

He spoke threateningly, turning to face the remaining leaders of the legions. But I barely paid attention to that. Instead, I listened as the notifications rolled in from my mind, signifying my victory.

Defeated [Hellprince Of Ice - Lvl. 189]

More experience is awarded for defeating an enemy at least 10 levels above you!

Less experience is awarded for defeating an enemy with the help of others!

Defeated [King Of The Wild - Lvl. 205]

Abundant experience is awarded for defeating an enemy above Level 200!

More experience is awarded for defeating an enemy at least 30 levels above you!

Less experience is awarded for defeating an enemy with the help of others!

Unique Skill [[̶͙̌C̸͍̆ǒ̷̲r̴͍̈́ȑ̷̙u̴̻̍p̷̓ͅt̵̺̐ę̵̾ḑ̵͌ ̵̝̾D̶̡̛ḯ̸̡ṽ̵̳i̸͖͛n̵̘͂ě̵͓ ̶̡͊D̶̗̔r̸̖͗a̸̜͑g̷͔̕o̸̰͂n̶͇̽’̸̲̅s̸̜̀ ̸͓̾B̷̺̉r̴͍͝e̵̱̾a̵͖͗t̴̬̕h̷̪̃]̸͓̀!̴̖̃ Learned!

Abundant experience is awarded for the learning of a Unique Skill!

Grand Skill [Soul Of The Primordial Demon] Learned!

Abundant experience is awarded for learning a Grand Skill!

Subspecies [Angelic Devil Princess] Level Up!

[Angelic Devil Princess – Lvl. 174] -> [Angelic Devil Princess – Lvl. 175]

Gained 5 Stat Points and 3 Skill Points!

Gained 1 Grand Skill Skill Point!

Subspecies [Angelic Devil Princess] Level Up!

[Angelic Devil Princess – Lvl. 175] -> [Angelic Devil Princess – Lvl. 176]

Gained 5 Stat Points and 3 Skill Points!

Subspecies [Angelic Devil Princess] Level Up!

[Angelic Devil Princess – Lvl. 176] -> [Angelic Devil Princess – Lvl. 177]

Gained 5 Stat Points and 3 Skill Points!

Subspecies [Angelic Devil Princess] Level Up!

[Angelic Devil Princess – Lvl. 177] -> [Angelic Devil Princess – Lvl. 178]

Gained 5 Stat Points and 3 Skill Points!

Subspecies [Angelic Devil Princess] Level Up!

[Angelic Devil Princess – Lvl. 178] -> [Angelic Devil Princess – Lvl. 179]

Gained 5 Stat Points and 3 Skill Points!

Subspecies [Angelic Devil Princess] Level Up!

[Angelic Devil Princess – Lvl. 179] -> [Angelic Devil Princess – Lvl. 180]

Gained 5 Stat Points and 3 Skill Points!

Gained 1 Grand Skill Skill Point!

Subspecies [Angelic Devil Princess] Level Up!

[Angelic Devil Princess – Lvl. 180] -> [Angelic Devil Princess – Lvl. 181]

Gained 5 Stat Points and 3 Skill Points!

Subspecies [Angelic Devil Princess] Level Up!

[Angelic Devil Princess – Lvl. 181] -> [Angelic Devil Princess – Lvl. 182]

Gained 5 Stat Points and 3 Skill Points!

Subspecies [Angelic Devil Princess] Level Up!

[Angelic Devil Princess – Lvl. 182] -> [Angelic Devil Princess – Lvl. 183]

Gained 5 Stat Points and 3 Skill Points!

Class [C-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝rr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝pt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝d Appr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝nt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝c-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝] Level Up!
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Gained 2 Secondary Skill Points!
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Gained 2 Secondary Skill Points!

Gained 1 Grand Skill Point!

Class [C-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝rr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝pt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝d Appr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝nt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝c-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝] Level Up!

[C-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝rr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝pt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝d Appr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝nt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝c-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝ - Lvl. 160] -> [C-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝rr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝pt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝d Appr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝nt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝c-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝ - Lvl. 161]

Gained 2 Secondary Skill Points!

Class [C-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝rr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝pt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝d Appr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝nt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝c-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝] Level Up!

[C-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝rr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝pt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝d Appr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝nt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝c-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝ - Lvl. 161] -> [C-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝rr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝pt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝d Appr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝nt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝c-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝ - Lvl. 162]

Gained 2 Secondary Skill Points!

Class [C-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝rr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝pt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝d Appr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝nt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝c-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝] Level Up!

[C-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝rr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝pt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝d Appr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝nt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝c-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝ - Lvl. 162] -> [C-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝rr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝pt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝d Appr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝nt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝c-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝ - Lvl. 163]

Gained 2 Secondary Skill Points!

Class [C-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝rr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝pt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝d Appr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝nt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝c-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝] Level Up!

[C-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝rr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝pt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝d Appr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝nt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝c-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝ - Lvl. 163] -> [C-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝rr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝pt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝d Appr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝nt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝c-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝ - Lvl. 164]

Gained 2 Secondary Skill Points!

Class [C-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝rr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝pt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝d Appr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝nt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝c-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝] Level Up!

[C-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝rr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝pt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝d Appr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝nt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝c-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝ - Lvl. 164] -> [C-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝rr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝pt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝d Appr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝nt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝c-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝ - Lvl. 165]

Gained 2 Secondary Skill Points!

Gained 1 Grand Skill Point!

Class [C-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝rr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝pt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝d Appr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝nt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝c-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝] Level Up!

[C-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝rr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝pt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝d Appr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝nt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝c-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝ - Lvl. 165] -> [C-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝rr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝pt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝d Appr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝nt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝c-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝ - Lvl. 166]

Gained 2 Secondary Skill Points!

Class [C-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝rr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝pt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝d Appr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝nt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝c-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝] Level Up!

[C-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝rr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝pt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝d Appr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝nt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝c-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝ - Lvl. 166] -> [C-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝rr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝pt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝d Appr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝nt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝c-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝ - Lvl. 167]

Gained 2 Secondary Skill Points!

Class [C-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝rr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝pt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝d Appr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝nt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝c-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝] Level Up!

[C-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝rr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝pt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝d Appr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝nt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝c-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝ - Lvl. 167] -> [C-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝rr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝pt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝d Appr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝nt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝c-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝ - Lvl. 168]

Gained 2 Secondary Skill Points!

Class [C-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝rr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝pt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝d Appr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝nt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝c-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝] Level Up!

[C-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝rr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝pt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝d Appr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝nt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝c-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝ - Lvl. 168] -> [C-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝rr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝pt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝d Appr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝nt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝c-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝ - Lvl. 169]

Gained 2 Secondary Skill Points!

Class [C-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝rr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝pt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝d Appr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝nt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝c-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝] Level Up!

[C-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝rr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝pt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝d Appr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝nt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝c-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝ - Lvl. 169] -> [C-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝rr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝pt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝d Appr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝nt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝c-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝ - Lvl. 170]

Gained 2 Secondary Skill Points!

Gained 1 Grand Skill Point!

Class [C-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝rr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝pt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝d Appr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝nt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝c-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝] Level Up!

[C-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝rr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝pt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝d Appr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝nt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝c-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝ - Lvl. 170] -> [C-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝rr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝pt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝d Appr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝nt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝c-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝ - Lvl. 171]

Gained 2 Secondary Skill Points!

Salvos (The Enemy of the Demon King) (The Devil’s Daughter) (Immortalslayer)

Species: [Primeval Demon of Pride]

Secondary Species: [Lesser God]

Subspecies: [Angelic Devil Princess] - Lvl. 183

Class: [C-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝rr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝pt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝d Appr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝nt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝c-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝] - Lvl. 171

General Skills:

[Advanced Mana Manipulation] - Lvl. 10 (Maxed)

[Corruption Mastery] - Lvl. 1

[Identification] - Lvl. 6

[Racial Skill: True Divinity] - Lvl. 1 (Maxed)

[Racial Skill: Universal Language Comprehension] - Lvl. 2

[Rest] - Lvl. 5

[Wisdom of the Old Gods] - Lvl. 5 

[Title Skill: Demonic Essence Resistance] - Lvl. 1

[Title Skill: General Status Effect Resistance] - Lvl. 1

[Title Skill: Invoke Wrath] - Lvl. 1

[Title Skill: Influence Wild Demons] - Lvl. 1

[Title Skill: Rapid Disengage] - Lvl. 1

[Title Skill: The Devil’s Grace] - Lvl. 1

[Racial Skill: Divine Essence of the Angelic Devil Princess] - Lvl. 2

Stats:

[Available Stat Points: 45]

[Vitality]: 330 (+150) (+10) (+50) (+100)

[Strength]: 330 (+10) (+10) (+50) (+100)

[Endurance]: 330 (+10) (+10) (+50) (+3) (+100)

[Wisdom]: 500 (+40) (+10) (+50) (+50) (+100)

[Agility]: 545 (+10) (+10) (+50) (+5) (+100)

Skills:

[Available Skill Points: 33]

[Angel’s Wings] - Lvl. 20 

[Barrage of Cinders] - Lvl. 20 (Maxed) 

[Divine Demon’s Mark] - Lvl. 20 (Maxed) 

[Divine Haste] - Lvl. 20 (Maxed) 

[Intimidation] - Lvl. 10 (Maxed) 

[Faux Limbs] - Lvl. 25 (Maxed) 

[Divine Nebular Construct] - Lvl. 25 (Maxed) 

[Divine Strike] - Lvl. 20 (Maxed) 

[Divine Radiant Slash] - Lvl. 15 (Maxed) 

[Sacred Hellfire] - Lvl. 18 

[Salvo of Vanity] - Lvl. 25 (Maxed) 

[The Call of Armageddon] - Lvl. 15 

[The Holy Flames] - Lvl. 20 (Maxed) 

[Passive - Angelic Premonition] - Lvl. 15 

[Passive - Weapon Mastery] - Lvl. 20 (Maxed)

[Available Grand Skill Points: 5]

[Claw of Corruption] - Lvl. 2

[My Flame Shall Burn Until Eternity Ends] - Lvl. 3 (Maxed)

[Soul Of The Primordial Demon] - Lvl. 1

[Unused Skill Slot] x1

Secondary Skills:

[Available Secondary Skill Points: 26]

[Corrupted Draconic Fury] - Lvl. 1

[Cluster Time Dilation] - Lvl. 15 (Maxed)

[Greater Teleportation] - Lvl. 20 (Maxed)

[Manifestation of the Old Gods] - Lvl. 10 (Maxed)

[Prison Of Isolation] - Lvl. 17

[Riftwalk] - Lvl. 2

[Truth Divination] - Lvl. 10 (Maxed)

[Worldbreak] - Lvl. 6

[Passive - Corrupted Dragon Scales] - Lvl. 1

[Passive - Corrupted Regeneration] - Lvl.1

[Passive - Master of Material Manipulation] - Lvl. 15 (Maxed)

[The World of My Mind] - Lvl. 2

[[̶͙̌C̸͍̆ǒ̷̲r̴͍̈́ȑ̷̙u̴̻̍p̷̓ͅt̵̺̐ę̵̾ḑ̵͌ ̵̝̾D̶̡̛ḯ̸̡ṽ̵̳i̸͖͛n̵̘͂ě̵͓ ̶̡͊D̶̗̔r̸̖͗a̸̜͑g̷͔̕o̸̰͂n̶͇̽’̸̲̅s̸̜̀ ̸͓̾B̷̺̉r̴͍͝e̵̱̾a̵͖͗t̴̬̕h̷̪̃]̸͓̀!̴̖̃ - Lvl. N̸̛̟̱̖͈̲͉̯͇̭͉̳͓͋̔̍͛͒̑͑̾͠I̴̧̢͕͈̜̫̪͉̥̹͚̞̖̲͕̟̒̅͂̋̉̀̑͋̆̀̉͘Ľ̸̬̭́̓̈̒͌̀͂̄̂̀͗́͆̌̆̚

While it didn’t feel like a perfect victory, considering I had to sacrifice an ally— albeit one I barely knew— to win. I still couldn’t help but grin when I deliberated over my brand new Status.

“Huh, nice.”


37. Beings Of Old

“You’ve grown quite strong since we first met, huh? Honestly, I’m impressed.”

Daniel Song raised his head when he heard the voice echoing down the darkness behind him. He was exhausted, injured— his body was drenched in blood, and he was still trying to catch his breath. But when he looked up to see the silhouette of the man standing there by the exit of the ancient tunnel.

“Yves… you really…”

The [Hero] trailed off, before shaking his head. He hefted his longsword up from the ground as he looked down the dark corridor ahead.

“I don’t know how you discovered this place, but it’s going to be the death of me.”

“Maybe if you’re an ordinary person— but you’re not. You’re a [Hero], and you’re wielding the Sword of Alexander. So stop complaining.”

Yves Virgil— the Watcher, the Elfslayer, and the highest-leveled Human in the world at the moment— just chuckled as he chucked a healing potion to the young man from Earth. Daniel rolled his eyes as he accepted the red vial and chugged it down immediately.

The wounds that bathed his body faded away as he let out a refreshed sigh.

“Even I, despite myself, am only capable of surviving in this place for only a few hours at a time. But you? Despite being lower-leveled than me, you are able to survive here for days without even my help. Your tenacity is admirable.”

Yves spoke as he strode down next to Daniel. The [Hero] pursed his lips as he thought of a silver-haired girl.

“I mean, this place is dangerous, but I’ve met crazy people who thrived in places like these. And they’d drag me down here with them whether I liked it or not. So I guess I’m kind of used to it.”

Daniel scratched his cheek, and the Watcher shrugged in response.

“Well, that’s good for you. So stop slacking and get ready. More are coming.”

And just as the words left Yves Virgil’s mouth, a harrowing cry came from the darkness. Daniel tensed and spun around, ready for what was to come. He waited with his swords raised as the wailing grew louder.

The shadows crawling on the walls suddenly loomed over the [Hero], and the darkness that waited at the end of the tunnel seemed to creep closer. The screams of the damned came to a halt as Daniel tensed.

The air grew still. Everything went silent, and the shadows stopped moving.

The Watcher simply stood to the side, staying true to his namesake as he watched Daniel ready himself for what was to come. And that was when it appeared.

It stood there. No— it hovered there. A twisted entity. A depraved being. Its body was shriveled up like a desiccated corpse. Its eyes were hollow, and its mouth hung open like an empty husk. But even though it vaguely resembled the shape of a person, it had no legs, instead floating on the air as darkness wisped off where its lower body should.

[Fallen Worshiper Of Hark-Oth The Old God Of Undeath - Lvl. 187]

“Another wraith, huh?”

Daniel tightly gripped onto the hilt his sword as the entity screeched. It charged straight at him, and he stepped forward as the Sword of Alexander flashed with a golden light.

“[Hero’s Slash]!”

And the wraith was sliced in half before it could reach him with its clawing grasps. Daniel stumbled back as it faded away into motes of shadows, before he turned back to Yves.

“These things just won’t stop coming. Seriously, I’m already Level 180— can’t I leave this place yet?”

Daniel shook his head, but the Watcher just grinned.

“Until you reach the bottom of the labyrinth to meet Hark-Oth himself, our job here won’t be finished. Now focus up, more are coming.”

And just as Yves spoke, more wailings echoed down the corridor. Drawing his lips into a thin line, Daniel looked forward to face the approaching shadows— to face the dead worshipers of one of the last Old Gods of the Nexeus.

***

There was a lot I needed to do— a lot that still had to be done.

While I pondered over my new Status, wondering what my new Skills did, and deliberating over what to spend my new Grand Skill Points on, Manos managed to convince most of the remaining Primeval Demons to surrender. The few who still remained loyal to the Demon King were quickly culled by the Executioner, before he finally turned to address the army that was still distracted by my clones.

I knew we would have a hard time convincing them that we stood a chance of winning this rebellion— I’d probably have to drag Hartia over here to remove their collars from their necks before they even thought that we were actually being serious. I assumed many of them would even think it was a trick by Manos to kill any potential traitors before they were led to their so-called salvation.

So it was a lot to do— there were still a lot of uncertainties. And yet, I knew one thing.

My eyes darted over the horizon, in the direction of the Demon King’s Domain in the distance. I saw the black clouds eddying overhead, and I gritted my teeth. Despite the boost in strength I got here from this battle, I still wasn’t strong enough to defeat Regnorex.

He was a Primordial Demon. And he wasn’t just any ordinary Primordial Demon. He was one of the strongest Primordial Demons around.

My battle against Chordus proved that I was still not ready to defeat a Primordial Demon in battle. Not alone, at least. And certainly not against one that had access to its full power.

I struggled to win against the [Queen Of Diamonds] and the [King Of The Wild] even though barely any Skills were involved and no Grand Skills were used on her end. So I knew I didn’t stand a chance of winning this rebellion as of right now.

And yet, we were running out of time.

The ritual was going to be complete soon, and we had to stop it before then. Otherwise—

My thoughts came to a halt as an almost intrusive voice resounded in my head. But it was a voice that belonged to myself. That belonged to a clone. One of the clones that I had sent out the scour the wild of the Netherworld for my plan.

A grin spread across my face as I thought, I’ve finally found you, huh?

And through the eyes of my clone, I saw it.

What I had been looking for this entire time. The only possible hope of turning the tides of this rebellion and bringing us our victory. The only Primordial Demon that was powerful enough to stand a chance against the Demon King.

The most powerful being in all of the Nexeus.

The Beast.


Author's notes

Book 14 of Salvos is the shortest book so far... mostly because I took a longer break than I intended and now I have to submit the book to Amazon because I set up the preorder half a year ago and if I don't submit it now my Amazon account gets in trouble. It was a mistake on my part, and I apologize for that. That is also the reason why this book is non-KU for now, although it will be KU in the future!




The next book will take a bit longer to come out so I can get it exactly right, as I do not want to be pressured to get it out so soon. However, I hope you enjoyed this book, and as always, thank you all for reading <3




Also, Season 2 of the Salvos webcomic is now airing! Check it out: https://tapas.io/series/Salvos-comic/info
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Amber the Cursed Berserker

What doesn’t kill Amber only makes her stronger.

Without any warning, Amber is transported from her dingy student apartment to a fantastical realm with magic, monsters, and a universal System. However, even though she is forcibly ripped from her home and thrust into a dangerous new life, for the first time ever, she finally feels free.

There are no cheats for her. There are no gods to guide her, and some would even laugh in her face. But the pain, the hardships, and the challenges only give her strength. As the first Cursed Berserker seen in over a hundred years, Amber welcomes the world of Vir with a smile on her face.

And she will not be satisfied until she is the strongest.


Amelia the Level Zero Hero

Who needs a Class when you're already the strongest anyways?

Ten years ago, Amelia woke up alone and lost in a broken world where she had to fight for her survival.

Now, after reaching the pinnacle of power, defeating the Void itself, and escaping the abyss, she has finally found her way back into the real world. But instead of returning to Earth, she arrives in the land of Vacuos. A fantasy world with magic, monsters, Classes, and Levels. A world that is governed by a System like it were a video game.

And when rewarded with a Class befitting her accomplishments— to become a powerful [Hero] that will forever dedicate her life to protecting this world that is not her own— she only has one response.

“Absolutely not. I’m going to live a normal life now, thank you very much.”

cover.jpeg
J
N

SACRIFiCES ;

g i





