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1. Council of Cremont

“It is almost time.”

The voice rumbled, shaking the throne room. Every single one of the gathered figures bowed deeply as Regnorex drew back from the ornate balcony. Far behind him, the backdrop of a dark storm played, covering the scarlet dome of the Netherworld.

The Demon King continued as he strode up to his throne.

“Soon, the Cycle of Advent will once again begin. But this time, Genesis will not come.”

He settled into his seat as he turned to his subjects. A pained expression crossed his face. It was the first change in emotion he had shown in many cycles. But not a single one of the Demons kneeling before him dared to raise their heads to meet his gaze and witness his moment of vulnerability.

Regnorex wouldn’t allow them. For a king must show strength when faced with his people.

“There will be no Desolation. There will be no death. There will be no new births— not in the Netherworld, any longer. For they shall be the brickstone which will be laid to pave our path to our eternal salvation.”

He wore a solemn face as he spoke. He did not find joy in killing his own people. They had suffered long enough. An eternity of damnation. An endless cycle of death and rebirth. However, Regnorex found solace in knowing that it was for the greater good.

That Demonkind shall be able to leave this hell once and for all.

“Oracli.”

Regnorex spoke, turning to face the Wisest of the Domain. Oracle raised his head, but didn’t meet the eyes of the Demon King.

“Have you confirmed the status of our future children?”

The Demon King asked the question simply. Oracle nodded and raised an orb, showing a scene from the Mortal Realm. Dark clouds were gathered above the Netherfied Lands— far fewer clouds than in the Netherworld, but they were present nonetheless.

“I have, indeed, my King.”

Oracli replied as he lowered the orb.

“The next generation of our people shall be birthed in our new home, and they shall be unaffected by the sacrificial ritual that is to come.”

“They are few, but they will eventually become many.”

Regnorex shook his head as he turned towards the dark clouds in the distance— in the Netherworld. His heart ached, knowing that those children would never have the chance to truly live. However, knowing what awaited them— both Desolation and the Revelation— only further entrenched the Demon King in his beliefs.

“Soon, Demonkind shall know peace.”

Regnorex’s eyes fluttered shut as he continued in a soft whisper.

“Soon, my dreams shall be achieved.”

***

It had been a month since the rifts closed up across the skies of the Netherfied Lands.

A whole month had passed with tens of thousands of Demons and thousands of high-leveled Demons converging at the center of the region that had once been the Inoria Empire and the Elutra Kingdom. It was a strange anomaly. Now, Demons no longer poured from the Netherworld to the Mortal Realm at random. Instead, a dark cloud hung overhead.

It cast a shadow over the entirety of the skies around the Netherfied Lands.

When Edithe Dawnrise had first seen this strange sight, she had wondered what it could have been. It didn’t make any sense to her. But what else she saw was obvious to her. That the Demons were acting erratic around that black cloud. That the Primeval Demon that had crossed through to the Mortal Realm had occasionally taken to the skies and circled around the dark cloud.

There was something else to this black cloud. And while Edithe herself didn’t exactly know what it was, she knew that the adventurer companies that were exterminating the Demons there weren’t well-equipped enough to deal with it.

That was why she had sought out the help of others. That was why she had gone to the Council of Cremont to seek out the aid of the temples. The [Priests] who communicated with the Spirit Plane. The [Crusaders] who exterminated Demons.

As a child who grew up under the influence of the Sanctum of Elements— one of the three denominations of temples that were out there— she believed that she’d be able to turn to them for help. But what she was met with was…

“The Council of Cremont refuses to offer aid to the adventurer companies in the Netherfied Lands.”

[Archbishop] Ulric Magnus bellowed as he slammed a heavy metal gavel down to the wooden desk. Each strike of the tiny hammer echoed throughout the vast chamber. Edithe stared at him in sheer disbelief.

But he wasn’t alone in making his decision. [Archbishops] Thorsten Siegfrid and Diana Ashlin were gathered there as well. Respectively, they were the leaders of the Sanctum of Elements, the Den of Souls, and the Sanctuary of Fauna.

So their decision was final. There was no one else for Edithe to turn to now.

“But you don’t understand—”

Edithe started. However, they refused to hear her out.

“Your appeal has been dismissed.”

Ulric Magnus said as he slammed his gavel on the table once again. Edithe pursed her lips. She stood there for a moment as a group of [Crusaders] moved to escort her out of the dark chamber, illuminated only by a stained glass window hanging directly behind the three [Archbishops], casting shadows over their figures with backlight.

Lowering her head, Edithe thought about everything she had learned under the tutelage of the Sanctum of Elements. And as the [Crusaders] moved to remove her from the room, she raised her head and glared at the three [Archbishops].

“When I was a child, a [Priest] taught me that we need to study history books to learn from our mistakes. But the fact that you people rejected the Immortal King Alexander’s call for aid thousands of years ago, and ignored Belzu’s path of destruction until it was too late…”

The [Crusaders] seized her and began to escort her out of the room. But Edithe’s gaze never left the three figures sitting atop their high tables.

“It seems like you guys have never read a history book, because you guys just can’t stop yourselves from making the same mistakes over and over again.”

And with that, the door was slammed before her. She closed her eyes and took in a deep breath as the [Crusaders] led her down the hallway. When she finally left the Council of Cremont, she couldn’t help but pull her hair and suppress a scream.

“This is such fucking bullshit!”

Edithe was outraged. And why wouldn’t she be?

It was ridiculous. She thought it was absolutely ridiculous. It made no sense why they would reject her request for aid. Especially so soon after the United Coalition of the Human Lands had nearly lost against the Demon King.

“Their age must be getting to them. How could they have already forgotten what happens when they refuse to act against Demons. Isn’t it literally their job as the Council of Cremona to do something about it?”

Edithe rubbed her temples as she stood before the steps leading to the massive building. It was a temple of sorts, but judging by the architecture— the marble pillars and the brick stone buttresses— it was incredibly old.

Next to her, a voice spoke up placatingly.

“To be fair to them, they are currently preoccupied with the Elf attacks, right?”

Glancing to the side, Edithe saw a figure standing with a wry smile there.

It was not Hadrian. He had been left in charge of the Valiant Dreamers Company back in the Netheried Lands. And it was not like the speaker was even a man anyway.

It was a woman. Her name was Faith El, and she was the Fallen Queen of Elutra.

She had come with Edithe to plead their case as well. Unfortunately, the both of them had been thoroughly shut down.

“Don’t try to defend those old fucks. They don’t deserve defending. Not when they refuse to even support the United Coalition of the Human Lands in the front lines, choosing to hide here like the cowards they are.”

Edithe shook her head as she strode past the Fallen Queen of Elutra. The two of them began to make their way away from the Council of Cremont.

Certainly, Edithe could see Faith’s point. After all, there was the threat of the Elves. But they weren’t an existential threat to the existence of the Mortal Realm. It was a threat to only the Human lands.

Meanwhile, the Demon King was different.

His plan was to conquer all of the Mortal Realm. Or at the very least, that was what Edithe was told. And everyone else seemed to understand that fact. But they didn’t understand it enough to act.

How could they have all forgotten about the consequences of their inaction so soon? Because of them, Belzu had been allowed to roam freely. Because of that, the Inoria Empire had been overtaken by Demons without anyone realizing. Despite the pleas for help from the Elutra Kingdom, no one offered an ear to listen.

Edithe glanced to the side, eyeing Faith. Once again, even though the remains of the Elutra Kingdom was calling for help, no one acted to save them. Perhaps this was the reason why the Fallen Queen seemed so unperturbed by their rejection. Faith was probably used to being ignored in her time of need, so she had already been resigned to this outcome.

But Edithe didn’t want to give up just yet.

The United Coalition of the Human Lands was formed for a reason. Because even though there was no Immortal King Alexander to unite them, Humankind still could work together to defeat their enemies.

At the very least, that was what was agreed upon during the formation of the United Coalition of the Human Lands.

But that didn’t seem to be the case any longer.

“I just don’t get it…”

Edithe sighed as the two of them approached a flaming figure waiting for them a mile away from the Council of Cremont.

“They didn’t even give us a reason. Like, I would understand if they at least explained why they refused to help us.”

“Other than the obvious fact that the Netherfied Lands poses no immediate threat to them?”

Faith spoke up, placing her hand on her chin. She regarded the flaming figure waiting for them as she continued.

“I think the fact that you’re friends with her plays a part in their decision too.”

Edithe pursed her lips as she faced the flaming figure that was waiting for them. In response, the figure just tilted her head back at them. What the two women stared at wasn’t… a person, per se. Although, technically, it was a person too?

It was complicated. Because the flaming figure was technically just a copy of a real person. But she behaved like a real person too.

She was the Salvos clone— the very same one that had stayed behind in the Mortal Realm when Salvos left for the Netherworld. And she had been the one to transport both Edithe and Faith from the Netherfied Lands to here in the Council of Cremont.

But the [Crusaders] that guarded the area would have attacked Salvos on sight. Even if she was a clone. So they landed far enough away for her to not be spotted. The Salvos clone waved a hand and smiled as the two women stared at her.

“Yes?”

The Salvos clone asked curiously. Edithe chewed her lower lip, before turning to Faith.

“While that is a possibility, I think it’s even more ridiculous that they’re refusing to offer us aid for such a petty reason.”

Edithe shook her head, and Faith nodded.

“I agree. But such is the way of politics.”

“It’s fucking stupid.”

“It really is.”

The Salvos clone just stared at them quizzically as they both sighed. Edithe raised her head and looked towards the horizon in the distance. She recalled the dark clouds that were gathering in the Netherfied Lands.

“Our only saving grace is the fact that so far nothing else has happened since the rifts have closed.”

She spoke in a whisper. However, she wasn’t sure if that would remain the case forever. That was why she needed to return to Hadrian and the rest of the Valiant Dreamers Company.

But before she could direct the Salvos clone to send them back, her attention was drawn back to the Council of Cremont as she heard a bell tolling. Her brows snapped together as she saw a commotion break out in the front entrance of the building, with a large bell atop the structure repeatedly ringing in alarm.

“What is going on?”

Faith asked with a frown. Edithe narrowed her eyes, before she heard a voice shouting.

“Emergency! Emergency—”

A man ran up the steps of the Council of Cremont as he waved a piece of parchment above his head. And as Edithe processed his words, her eyes grew wide.

“Mavos Academy is under attack by the Matriach Centinel of the Bloodied Gulf! Headmaster Skyshredder calls for aid!”


2. Dangers Around Mavos Academy

It was another ordinary day at Mavos Academy.

Or at the very least, it had been an ordinary day for Rachel. She had woken up early in the morning to attend her classes as per usual, before running off to train with Oriur, Novis, and Bellum. This had become their routine for a while now.

Rachel had even been skipping her attendance for her club activities to spend time with the baby Wyverns. Well, they could be called juveniles at this point. But she found them to be too cute to not call babies.

Valda had asked the young girl if everything was alright. And since Rachel had to hide the fact that she was spending time with Salvos’s children, she had consistently had to make up some excuse or another to avoid her club activities.

It was not like she disliked being a part of the Demon Research Club. But there hasn’t been much she was able to learn while there. At least, not about how to get to the Netherworld to find Salvos.

And that was Rachel’s goal— to find Salvos. Unfortunately, there was no material she could find in any library or in any tome about how someone could cross the planes. There were some forbidden grimoire that had explained in great detail how to summon a Demon. However, nothing about how a Human could leave the Mortal Realm.

It was strange, really. It was like no one had ever considered doing such a thing. Not even to get to the Spirit Plane. Humans seemed to be perfectly content staying in their own plane, which puzzled Rachel.

While she could understand the logic of not wanting to travel to the Netherworld, the fact that Humankind hadn’t even considered visiting the Spirit Plane made her suspicious that there might have been a hidden reason why they never considered leaving the Mortal Realm.

But she didn’t bother investigating further into it for now. After all, she could spend time with the baby Wyverns instead. And not only that, they’d be together training and leveling.

That was Rachel’s current utmost priority: getting stronger.

And she did.

“I can’t believe you’ve already hit your Level 70 Class advancement!”

Oriur said as he trudged after her. He was not alone, accompanied by Novis and Bellum, his brother and sister. The group of children made their way back to Mavos Academy, having finished their hunting session. For some odd reason, the nearby forests were starting to populate with all kinds of monsters, and they were the ones who were covertly helping with exterminating them.

While Rachel wondered what caused this sudden surge in monster activity, she was also grateful for it, because she had been able to level up incredibly quickly, even by her standards. Thanks to it, she had become a Level 71 [Mystical Assassin], and she could fell most monsters up to Level 75 due to the rarity of her Class.

Others called her rapid rise in strength to be prodigious. However, she knew that Salvos was far more of a genius than she ever would be.

“I wonder if you’ll reach Level 100 soon…”

Oriur stared at her, amazed. Meanwhile, his two siblings wore jealous looks, having leveled significantly slower than the young girl.

She smiled and waved a hand off dismissively.

“Reaching Level 100 will be much tougher, especially once I get my second Class. And besides being Level 70 doesn’t mean anything, anyway.”

“What do you mean by ‘doesn’t mean anything’?!”

Oriur sputtered. He pointed at her and exclaimed.

“At your level, you’re equivalent to a Platinum Ranked adventurer! And you’re not even thirteen!”

“I actually just turned thirteen. But on a lesser scale, it does mean a lot, sure. And the reason why I am doing all this is to be strong enough to deal with the Centinels coming after Centina, remember?”

Rachel shook her head. She came to a halt right before a cleaning, spotting the two figures who were waiting there for the children.

Looking down at her hands, she purses her lips.

“I won’t be able to deal with an [Evolved Centinel] if they attack us— let alone an [Ancient Centinel], you know?”

Oriur snorted as he strode past her.

“Do you really think an [Ancient Centinel] is going to come after us? There hasn’t been a single [Ancient Centinel] spotted outside of the Bloodied Gulf in centuries!”

“And the Demon King’s last attempted invasion was ten thousand years ago. Just because something is improbable, doesn’t mean it’s impossible. Even then, I’ve seen the impossible happen, so it’s best to prepare for the worst.”

Rachel spoke as she faced Oriur seriously. Behind her, Novis and Bellum nodded eagerly. But in truth, the latter two baby Wyverns just wanted to go out more often because they enjoyed the thrill of the hunt.

“I’m sure we’ll be fine.”

Oriur shrugged as he approached the two figures waiting for them. The first was a Grand Spirit— a [Will O’ Wisp] and their guardian. His name was Willy, and he had come here for the sole purpose of picking them up. But he couldn’t do it alone.

That was why he came with the second figure, which was not a Spirit. Rather, she was a monster. Her name was Kron, and she was a [Krokodis]. Although, that was not what she looked like right now. Instead, she appeared to be a Human with long red hair, and an androgynous body. Her face was twisted to a scowl as she crossed her arms.

“Finally!”

She exclaimed, making her desire to be anywhere but here evident. And she could have hidden it— masked it along with the disguise she wore over her body. After all, what Rachel currently saw was an illusion.

“If me get caught out here, me will die. Me want go back already.”

Kron said as she drew back. But Willy wasn’t in nearly such a rush. The [Will O’ Wisp flitted forward as the children crowded around him.

“Fun?”

Willy asked. The four children nodded in response. They broke out into a babble of voices, recounting everything they had done.

“We split off into two groups—”

Oriur started, and Novis and Bellum spoke up too. But what they said was barely comprehensible to Rachel.

“We kill! We kill!”

“Grrrr, we also hunt!”

The young girl just nodded as she beamed proudly.

“And I saved them from a [Horned Drake] too!”

She added, drawing the sidelong glares from the three baby Wyverns. Novis and Bellum protested as they raised their clawed hands. Meanwhile, Oriur scratched the back of his head.

“Rachel did do that. But it was risky.”

“It was fine.”

Smiling, the young girl turned to Willy.

“I knew what I was doing. If Novis and Bellum got to the [Horned Drake] first, they’d have gotten themselves killed.”

Willy looked towards the two baby Wyverns. They definitely didn’t believe that. But even as they huffed, they didn’t argue about it any longer. Willy couldn’t smile, however Rachel was pretty sure that if he could, he’d be smiling right now.

“Good.”

With that, he drew back. He began making his way towards Mavos Academy as Kron sighed. She raised a hand, and an illusion overcame the three baby Wyverns.

As Rachel was an ordinary Human, she didn’t need such a disguise. So she just walked alongside Novis, Bellum, and Oriur. They looked to be children too, but older than her— more like teenage youths. Each one of them had a distinct hair color. Novis had spiky red hair, Bellum had long and straight blue hair, while Oriur had short white hair. It was Rachel who suggested their hair colors to Kron because she thought it would be fitting.

The group entered Mavos Academy through a staff-only entrance, to avoid raising any suspicion. Typically, this entrance was reserved for teachers, professors, or other faculty for the school. But they were granted special permission by Headmaster Clayton Skyshredder himself to use this way to exit and enter.

The guards stationed there didn’t question it. Especially since it had been a while now since they started doing this, the guards were used to it. They passed through the gate as Rachel felt a strange magical sensation wash over her.

Looking up, she saw a flicker of light in the air. When she squinted and focused, she saw a lattice of mana strands forming a dome over Mavos Academy. That was the barrier of Mavos Academy, and it was powerful.

From what Rachel was told, Mavos Academy had up to seven layers of barriers protecting it. But in the past, there was only a single layer active to keep flying monsters out. However, after an incident with Salvos, they reinforced the barrier with two layers. And when the war with the Demons broke out, it was upgraded to four layers for a period of time.

Now, it was down to only three layers, even though there was still the ongoing war with the Elves. Rachel had wondered why didn’t Mavos Academy just keep all seven layers active for maximum security. She had asked Clayton himself the reason for only maintaining a handful of layers.

His explanation was not that Mavos Academy didn’t want to upkeep the barrier. It was that they couldn’t. Even now, their magical reserves were being strained with only three layers of barrier. With all seven layers active, they’d be able to maintain the barrier for up to a year at most.

And that was not considering the consequences of a siege, which would deplete the expectancy of the barrier by substantial margins.

It was said that Mavos Academy had been able to withstand a siege by the Demon King himself for seven days, before the Immortal King Alexander arrived to repel the Demons.

So she assumed that the barrier could survive eight days, at the bare minimum.

While Rachel didn’t exactly know how much quicker the barrier could be drained in the event of a siege, she knew it was entirely dependent on the force exerted against the barrier.

Otherwise, the barrier was completely impenetrable.

“I still think you need to be more careful.”

Oriur pouted as he walked up next to Rachel. She glanced back at him curiously, and he lowered his head.

“I don’t want you to get hurt, you know?”

In response, Rachel just shrugged.

“Well, you can’t level up if you don’t get yourself into dangerous situations. Besides, I know my limits.”

“Do you really?”

Oriur asked as his gaze bore into her. Rachel hesitated. There was a moment where she didn’t know how to respond. After all, she knew that he was kind of right. He wasn’t fully correct, but there was a hint of truth in his words and in his questions.

Eventually, Rachel shook her head.

“I mean, probably? Anyway, it’s not like there will ever really be any real threat around Mavos Academy that I can’t handle. Even the newer influx of monsters that come here tend to be pretty weak.”

“Weak? Many of them are near your level!”

Oriur exclaimed as the group made their way further into the campus-city. Rachel scoffed.

“I am weak. But also, am I wrong?”

She asked as she came to a halt. Spreading her arms wide, she posed the question to the baby Wyvern.

“Come on, do you think that there is any monster hiding around Mavos Academy that could kill me before I could disengage and run away?”

And as the words left her mouth, the ground right outside of Mavos Academy exploded open. Rachel, Oriur, Willy, Kron, Novis, and Bellum spun around to see a pillar of dirt being kicked into the air, before a giant undulating crimson figure towered right before Mavos Academy. It was accompanied by a swarm of tiny figures, just like it, many of which were the size of a person.

It let out a screech as its presence drew the attention of all the [Mages] in the campus-city.

[Ancient Centinel - Lvl. ???]

[Junior Centinel - Lvl. 45]

[Junior Centinel - Lvl. 51]

[Younger Centinel - Lvl. 25]

[Younger Centinel - Lvl. 15]

…

“Huh.”

Rachel blinked as she stared at the [Ancient Centinel], accompanied by the swarm of smaller Centinels. She scratched her cheek as Mavos Academy broke into a panic, before she turned to face Oriur.

“Um, I take it back. I was wrong.”


3. Ancients

Rachel heard the tolling of the bells. A panicked alarm reverberated throughout the entirety of the campus-city. The terrified voices of the students and staff of Mavos Academy echoed in the background, only to be drowned out by a cacophonous chittering.

Looking up, the young girl saw the source of the ear-piercing noise. It was an [Ancient Centinel]— a monster she had only ever heard about in books. But even though they thought to be a myth or a legend, she knew with one look at the behemoth of a Centinel what it was meant to be. After all, it rose up to over a thousand feet in height, its chitin covered in crimson spikes.

Thousands of smaller Centinels poured out after it as they charged straight at the barrier of Mavos Academy. The [Ancient Centinel] itself lashed out, striking at the dome protecting the campus-city. There was a flash of light as a small tremor shook the ground beneath Rachel’s feet.

Stumbling back, she barely caught herself from falling over from the shockwave. The barrier began to crack as [Mages] of all sorts rushed around, some of them flying into the air, while others prepared to cast spells.

“Why is that [Ancient Centinel] here?!”

Oriur asked as he fell to the ground. Novis and Bellum growled as they stepped forward, and Kron backed away nervously. But Willy just floated there as he eyed the [Ancient Centinel]. He knew the reason why. As did Rachel.

And as did the rest of the monster-group. Even if they hadn’t fully realized it yet.

Rachel pursed her lips as she glanced back towards the tallest tower in Mavos Academy. She couldn’t see the figure she was trying to make out, even with her enhanced vision, but that was because it was too far away, hidden above the clouds.

But she knew the figure was waiting there. She knew the figure was seeing all this. And as the barrier continued to crack, with [Mages] flying around in alarm, the figure—

***

Centina lowered her head. She saw what was unfurling below, through a magical spyglass that could see through even the most opaque of clouds. She had no lips. All she had were mandibles. After all, she was an [Evolved Centinel]. But if she did have lips, she’d be pressing them tightly together in frustration. Instead, she clicked her mandibles together and turned around.

A man stood behind her. He was the Headmaster of Mavos Academy, and the highest-leveled [Mage] in all of the Human Lands. His name was Clayton Skyshredder. And from what Centina knew, he had an obligation to serve the people of his school over all else.

So when she turned to face him— when she heard his voice— she knew what needed to be done.

“That [Ancient Centinel] is here for you.”

Clayton spoke simply. Centina nodded as she wore a grim look on her face.

“Indeed, he is.”

While Centina didn’t know every Centinel there was, she could tell the gender of one of her kin without as much of a thought. She closed her eyes, knowing what was expected of her next. So she strode forward, already-resolved.

“I shall turn myself over.”

Clayton’s eyes flickered when he heard what she had to say. She continued past him as she placed a hand on her chest.

“I always knew that this day would come— that I would not be safe forever. The Matriarch does take to traitors kindly, especially those who kill her most-beloved children. And while it was Salvos who was responsible for it, I was also partly-responsible for that outcome. That is why I shall hand myself over to my Matriarch. So that your people will not have to suffer for my mistakes.”

Centina spoke in a morose voice as she fought back her tears. She knew the fate that awaited her— the certainty of death. But before she could begin to descend down the tower, Clayton turned to face her.

“Centina.”

Blinking, she glanced back at him. He nodded at her as held her gaze.

“You have served me well over these past few years. So much so that I consider you just as important as my [Secretary]. For what you have done for me, I am truly grateful.”

He spoke kindly, but that only brought the tears out of Centina’s eyes. She cried as she wiped her cheeks. She thought that was his parting words— that he was bidding her farewell. And she was truly thankful for what he had to say to her. Even if she couldn’t bring herself to say what she felt back towards him.

And then he shook his head.

“But as the Headmaster of Mavos Academy, it is my duty to protect every single one of my members. And that includes you, Centina.”

That made her pause. Centina blinked a few times as her vision cleared, before she regarded the man standing before her. Her eyes went wide.

“What do you mean, Headmaster Skyshredder?”

“You have served me long enough, Centina. I would think it is fair to consider you as one of my people. That is why I cannot let you do this.”

Clayton chuckled as he stepped past her. He made his way towards the magical elevator as he smiled her way.

“I cannot let you hand yourself over to your death. So do not worry. I shall deal with this.”

And with that, he left her standing there, gaping in shock.

***

Willy led Rachel, Oriur, Novis, Bellum, and Kron further back into Mavos Academy. They weren’t just going to stand there near the edge of the barrier as the [Ancient Centinel] tried to burrow its way through the magical dome. It shrieked, and even more fractures formed on the sheening surface. A few Centinels leaked in— mostly smaller ones.

But the [Mages] standing guard blasted the Centinels apart before they could enter Mavos Academy.

“Someone activate the fourth layer!”

A voice shouted, and a [Mage] replied.

“We are trying! We need more time!”

Certainly, Rachel could sense the magic coming from beneath her feet. She saw the faint symbols of a magical spell carved into the brickstone. And she wondered where the source of the spell that created the magical dome came from. But she didn’t focus on that right now.

Instead, she kept her gaze locked onto the [Ancient Centinel]. While she knew her limits— that she didn’t stand a chance against such a powerful monster— she also spotted the [Junior Centinels] leaking in. Those would have been a good source of experience for her to level up. And she contemplated joining the fighting, leaving Willy and the others behind.

But before she could make a decision, she saw a volley of light shoot forward, blasting the falling Centinels apart. The shockwave from the explosion sent the [Ancient Centinel] reeling as a bright light illuminated all of Mavos Academy.

Raising her head, Rachel watched as a figure shot forward, riding atop a cloud. Her eyes went wide as she heard a flurry of voices call out.

“That’s Headmaster Skyshredder!”

“He’s here to save us!”

And sure enough, Clayton Skyshredder flew forward, heading straight for the [Ancient Centinel]. He wore a fearless face, his white beard billowing with the wind as his blade was raised.

He sent a massive fireball through the crack at the outpouring Centinels. It erupted into a blast of iridescent light and incinerated thousands of the smaller monsters at once. But the [Ancient Centinel] mostly emerged unscathed from the attack.

“What is that power?”

Rachel asked as she stared at the fading rainbow-colored embers. The three baby Wyverns exchanged a glance. They didn’t seem to be as confused as her.

It was Oriur who responded.

“That is the power of divinity, Rachel.”

“Huh.”

She blinked. And Clayton flew out of Mavos Academy, through the cracks in the barrier.

The [Ancient Centinel] shrieked as he approached it. It lashed out with its head, whipping fast and quick his way. But he dove under it as he raised his blade. He was the Headmaster of Mavos Academy— he was the highest-leveled [Mage] in the Human Lands. There was a plethora of spells he could have drawn from to begin the battle.

But it seemed he didn’t want to waste any time. Rachel’s eyes widened as she sensed the overwhelming magic. She saw the strands of mana overlaying the tip of the blade.

And Clayton bellowed.

“[Disassemble. Deconstruct. Dismantle. Dissection. Deletion—”

Rachel’s eyes widened as a black aura flickered off the tip of his blade. There was no light there. A void that consumed all. But before he could unleash it against the [Ancient Centinel], it lashed out against him, faster this time.

And it struck him. There was a shout. A few voices cried out as the monster seemingly crushed him under the weight of its mandibles. Rachel narrowed her eyes, realizing that was not what happened.

Willy almost laughed.

“He did it.”

The [Will O’ Wisp] remarked simply as he faced Clayton Skyshredder. The Headmaster of Mavos Academy stood steadfast atop his cloud, the [Ancient Centinel]’s mandibles bouncing off him. Sparks of an iridescent light wisped off his body, forming an impenetrable aura that protected him.

Rachel frowned at that.

“What is that?”

It was a simple question. But neither Oriur, Novis, nor Bellum seemed to know. None of them answered. They just stared in awe. And it was Willy who spoke up.

“That is the Breastplate of Alexander.”

Oriur gaped in shock when he heard that.

“Isn’t that supposed to be a Mythical Grade artifact?”

“Yes.”

Willy replied simply. And Rachel furrowed her brows, remembering some of the stories she had been told about what Salvos had done.

“Huh.”

Clayton Skyshredder aimed at the [Ancient Centinel] as it tried to draw back, unable to reach him. And he unleashed his powerful attack all at once.

“[Definitive Disintegration].”

The [Ancient Centinel] was consumed by a black light. Like it hadn’t even been struck by a beam or a ray. Rather, it was instantaneously absorbed by a darkness. And as the darkness faded away, so did the monster.

It was an Elite Ranked threat. Rachel didn’t know what level it was exactly, but it couldn’t have been that much weaker than the Headmaster of Mavos Academy. And yet, all it took was a single attack, before the battle was over.

Because it had been a Grand Skill. It had been an attack of epic proportions. It could have felled many creatures that were even higher-leveled than Clayton had been.

He flew back from the decaying corpse of the [Ancient Centinel], to the resounding cheers of the [Mages] of Mavos Academy. The battle was over so swiftly and easily. It hadn’t even been a challenge.

Rachel thought that was it. She looked on as Clayton rained down fire and lightning at the weaker Centinels swarming below. He exterminated them by the hundreds. It should have been over. They should have fled.

But that wasn’t the end of the battle somehow.

“No…”

Willy whispered, giving the first inkling that something was amiss. And that was when the ground began to shake. Rachel watched as the nearby trees shifted, before being ripped from the ground. A pillar of dirt shot to the sky. But it wasn’t just one.

The earth was ripped apart from all around Mavos Academy. Clayton Skyshredder narrowed his eyes as he swept his gaze around the breaking landscape. All around him, Centinels of varying shapes and sizes poured out of the ground. There was everything from [Younger Centinels] to [Evolved Centinels] to even…

“[Ancient Centinels]...”

Oriur stared with round eyes.

“There are… dozens of them…”

He continued as he stood there in a daze. Rachel nodded as she stared at the giant creatures digging out of the ground, shrieking as they surrounded Mavos Academy.

“That’s a lot of [Ancient Centinels], indeed”

She agreed. But her voice was lost to the panicked voices sweeping over Mavos Academy.

“Activate the fifth layer!”

Someone screamed.

“And the sixth layer!”

Another shouted.

“Activate all seven layers—”

The last voice belonged to Clayton Skyshredder. He bellowed as he flew back in through the cracks, sending a blast of magic out at an [Ancient Centinel] chasing after him. He kept it back as the fourth layer finish forming around the cracked first three layers.

The first three layers themselves were repaired as the fifth, sixth, and seventh formed. And as Clayton Skyshredder landed right in the middle of the streets of Mavos Academy, a final figure appeared amidst the swarm of Centinels surrounding the campus-city.

Rachel’s eyes widened as she saw a feminine figure— a creature that looked like a mix between a Centinel and a person. Almost similar to Centina. Except it had a mass of spikes poking out of its head like a crown.

It glared at Mavos Academy, before sweeping its gaze up towards the tower where Centina waited.

And Willy caught his breath.

“That is… the Matriarch of the Bloodied Gulf…”

He spoke, his fear evident in his voice. And Rachel just pursed her lips.

“Oh no.”


4. Prison Of Isolation

And I won.

Hartia was dead.

Well, actually, he wasn’t dead. But I had defeated him. I locked him away in a pocket space I had created, and in doing so, I had learned a brand new Skill.

[Prison Of Isolation].

That wasn’t all. I had also learned [Corruption Manipulation], which was interesting, to say the least. However, my [Prison of Isolation] was where I kept Hartia locked away for now. And he couldn’t break free.

Even if I couldn’t kill him. At least, not at the moment.

Maybe once my [Claw Of Corruption]’s cooldown ended, I could finish off the [Unseelie Lord]. For now, I was content with keeping him away as I flew back down from the crimson skies of the Netherworld.

There was a mass of figures waiting for me below. They were all Demons— they were the Third Legion, and they had been serving under Hartia.

Well… ‘serving’ is a stretch. They were forced to obey him, if anything. After all, he had been torturing them and killing them for fun, before I defeated him.

But I didn’t know most of these Demons. I couldn’t have cared less if they died. What I did care about was the man standing at the front of the gathered group. He was my first ever companion. He was Haec. The former Heir of the Netherworld, and the Traitor of the Demon King.

And he was smiling at me as I landed next to him. Giving him a nod, I placed my hands on my hips and beamed triumphantly.

“I told you we could win.”

“I never doubted you once, Salvos.”

Haec replied, before he gave me a serious look.

“But I didn’t receive any experience for Hartia’s death. Did he escape?”

“Nope.”

I scoffed and brought a hand up. There was a flash, and a cube appeared on my palm. Its surface was black and speckled with tiny sparkling lights. Like stars. Except they glowed with an iridescent color. And the surface of the object almost looked transparent, despite being fully opaque.

I held it up to Haec and grinned.

“This is my [Prison Of Isolation]. Hartia is in here.”

“Seriously?”

Haec stared at it in disbelief. I nodded.

“Yep. I learned my first Skill in a while. It’s pretty awesome, huh?”

“It’s more than awesome— it’s amazing, Salvos.”

He gushed over the cube as I raised my chin. But I wasn’t able to indulge in him praising me more, because I was interrupted by a voice calling at me from the side.

“Hey! What’s the deal?”

Blinking, I glanced back at a trio of figures making their way towards me. Taburas, Bertrugil, and Aemula. They looked upset, annoyed, and confused, respectively. Moments ago, they had been lying in wait inside of my pocket space— [The World Of My Mind].

But I had ejected them to defeat Hartia.

“Why did you just throw us out?!”

It was Taburas who was speaking out in outrage. But it wasn’t just her. Bertrugil frowned at me as he glanced back.

“And you left us with the Deathsquad Hunters— could’ve been killed!”

He agreed with the [Succubus], before glancing back. Behind him, I spotted Ultis and Aliq standing there, just as confused as Aemula about what happened. They stood there, surrounded by a pair of my clones.

I waved a hand off dismissively.

“I was protecting you guys. I didn’t want you to be harmed by either Hartia or the… uh, yeah. But now, you can probably return to my pocket space just fine now. Although, I doubt you need to do that.”

I gave them a reassuring look. Aemula sighed in relief, but Taburas and Bertrugil looked uncertain. They exchanged uneasy glances as I turned away from them. I raised a brow at Haec expectantly.

“I mean, we’re safe now that Hartia is dealt with… right?”

Even I wasn’t so sure. Mostly because I knew nothing about how the Demon King’s Domain worked. It was possible that Hartia had a failsafe in place in case he was killed. Maybe even more Deathsquad Hunters would be sent our way. In which case, I wasn’t sure if having Ultis or Aliq around was a good idea anymore. Since they were former… or current Deathsquad Hunters.

However, Haec seemed to be reassured that nothing like that was going to happen.

“There is no need to worry. Not right now, at least. During Salvation, the Expanse is the least of Regnorex’s worries. We are safe as we are right now.”

My first companion nodded at me. I sighed in relief, before I looked over his shoulder. My lips drew into a thin line.

“So… what do we do about them?”

I asked, eyeing the Third Legion. There were tens of thousands of Demons standing there— all of them collared, but none of them subservient to the Demon King. They were here against their will, forced to fight to the death for no good reason whatsoever.

However, that didn’t mean every single one of them was trustworthy.

“Do we just leave them here?”

“No.”

Haec shook his head as he saw a group of Demon standing at the front of the gathering. He drew back as he spoke resolutely.

“I will deal with them. They will join our side.”

“Are you sure? And how do we know we can trust them? How do we know none of them are loyal to Regnorex?”

It was a valid question. One which I asked with a frown. But I was the only one who seemed concerned by that. Not even Taburas or Betrugil seemed worried. Haec shook his head, before looking towards the Third Legion.

“Only those who prove themselves loyal to Regnorex are allowed to leave. And considering it is Salvation, they have already left. Those who remain at this point have no loyalty towards the Demon King.”

“Huh.”

I blinked when I heard Haec’s explanation. I watched as he drew back to deal with the Third Legion. I called out to him as he strode away.

“I’ll let you deal with that. As for me…”

I took a step back, opening up a rift into [The World Of My Mind]. It was not inhabited by Hartia, because I had cordoned off the space I trapped him, before breaking it away into the cube I had shown Haec.

“There is something I have to deal with.”

I turned towards Taburas, Bertrugil, and Aemula. The former two looked like they were about to protest, but the latter was concerned.

“Is everything alright, Salvos?”

“Yep. I will be back. And you two—”

I turned to Ultis and Aliq as my clones ushered them forward towards the rift.

“You’re coming with me and my clones. We don’t want you to cause any trouble.”

The two Deathsquad Hunters scowled, but they didn’t argue. They disappeared into [The World Of My Mind], before I joined them. However, I didn’t enter the same room they did. They were also imprisoned, just in another section of the pocket space as they were guarded by my clones, and not in a separate space entirely while surrounded by corruption.

I sat down in the main expanse of [The World Of My Mind], completely alone.

“Now then, I have some time. So let’s deal with this.”

I grinned.

Salvos (S̶̛̼̗̅ecė̶̺̜͕ly’s S̶̛̼̗̅ė̶̺̜͕ntǐ̶̬nĕ̷̪ͅͅl̵̨̦̗͗̔̃) (The Devil’s Daughter)

Species: [Primeval Demon of Pride]

Secondary Species: [Lesser God]

Subspecies: [Angelic Devil Princess] - Lvl. 168

Class: [Draconic Apprentice] - Lvl. 153

General Skills:

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

[Corruption Manipulation] - Lvl. 1

[Corruption Navigation] - Lvl. 2

[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: Corruption Camouflage] - Lvl. 1

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

[Title Skill: Invoke Wrath] - Lvl. 1

[Title Skill: Protection of the Corruption] - Lvl. 1

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

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

Stats:

[Available Stat Points: 0]

[Vitality]: 265 (+50) (+10)

[Strength]: 265 (+50) (+10)

[Endurance]: 265 (+50) (+10) (+3)

[Wisdom]: 410 (+50) (+10) (+50)

[Agility]: 450 (+50) (+10) (+5)

Skills:

[Available Skill Points: 0]

[Angel’s Wings] - Lvl. 15 


[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. 13 


[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]

[Draconic Fury] - Lvl. 20 (Maxed)

[Greater Teleportation] - Lvl. 20 (Maxed)

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

[Prison Of Isolation] - Lvl. 17

[Truth Divination] - Lvl. 10 (Maxed)

[Warped Time] - Lvl. 20 (Maxed)

[Passive - Dragon Scales] - Lvl. 10 (Maxed)

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

[Passive - Weaker Regeneration] - Lvl.10 (Maxed)

[The World of My Mind] - Lvl. 1

[Class Advancement Available]

[Titles Available]


5 Advancement

[Class Advancement Available]

[Titles Available]

It was finally time. I couldn’t help but grin in excitement as I heard the words reverberate in my mind. I sat alone in my pocket space, surrounded by nothing but the glass walls of my creation that held back the void between the planes.

My eyes fluttered shut, and I focused. It had been a long time since I had undergone a Class advancement. Just like how it had taken a long time for me to reach my most recent Subspecies evolution. It was not easy getting from Level 100 to Level 150.

But now, I had made it, and it was time for me to advance my Class. Sure, I also had a new Title available to me right now. However, I could deal with that later.

First things first—

Requirements for three Class advancements have been met!

“Three, huh?”

I muttered as my voice echoed in [The World Of My Mind]. I placed a hand on my chin, curious.

“I was only given two Subspecies evolution options at first, but then I was given a third one after meeting some requirements…”

I wondered if that could happen again. Although… I was sure that was unlikely. Shaking my head, I turned my attention to my possible Class advancement options, willing them to the fore of my mind.

And my eyes fluttered shut once again as I heard the echoing words.

Class advancement:

[Imperial Dragonguard]

“Interesting… that sounds like the kind of a Class a Kobold would have…”

I rubbed my chin as I heard its name. But for some odd reason, its description didn’t come immediately afterwards like it should have. It was strange, however I didn’t think too much about it.

Instead, my thoughts drifted off to the time I spent in the Plaguelands— to everything I had learn from the Kobolds.

“I do remember Xidra mentioning something like that— how the Dragons went off to fight the corruption. So it makes sense how fighting the corruption would give me this Class…”

I muttered under my breath. And finally, the voice in my head continued, describing the first Class that I was offered.

An [Imperial Dragonguard] is one who has faithfully treaded the path of Dragonkind in repelling the forces of co̷̼̥̹̜͈̩̞̤̬͌́̀̔̌͂̆̉̉̊̊rrup̷̡̧̡̲̦͓̫̗͉̦͉̺̣̟̈̃̅͜͠ţ̷̡̧͎̞̟̣̹̠̜̫̦̰̞̬̖̓͒̕̕͜͝į̵̛̛̭̝̣̹̟̪̙̮̫̯̖̮̦̥̀̔̀̔̾̆́͊̂̎̕̕͘͠͝ͅo̵̦̼͙͈̗̻̤͇̫̰̠̳̿̿̂͋͆̑̀̄͝ͅn. Those who had f-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝ the e-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝d -̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝f th-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝ w-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝rld -̶͈̰̝̥̜̹̐̔̐̊͒͌̐̃͐̓͠-̷̢̪͕̲͓̦̱̘̬̹̥̙͕̬͋̒-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝-̶̡̛̰͈̙̜̫̜̮͈̻͇̼͎͚̟̅͋̀́́̊́́̐̿́̇̉͑̚-̷̧̢̞͚͍͔̪̭̟̠̙͇͖̩̦͍̦̒-̸͓̺̘̞̳̫̞̀͗̀́͆̉͜ ̴̡̥̤̮̥̯̙̗̟̹̭̫͍̝͚̑͒͐̄̒̀̈́́̈́̏̈́̆̒͜͝ͅ-̴̩̬͍̙̐̊̓̄̈́̐̽̕͘̚ ̷̢͚͙͓̮̳̘̘̈́̑̀̒͒̈́̓͐͌͘͜͝-̸̡̛̛̛̗͍̯̫͚̦̳̟̭͉̺̬̋̀̈̒̎̓̃̀̔̕̚͘͝ ̷͇̳͉̦̲̱͚̦̼̞̲͓̯̂̉͗͌͗̌̽̌-̸̧̛̣͉͚͚̹̖͌̾̋́̄͆̎̄̔ ̷̨̺͈̙̗̤̆̾͂̉̈́-̸̡̠͎͑́̽͂͒̑̈́̉̚ ̸̛̻͕͈̰͓͔̝̋̐̈ͅ-̷̡̡͈̝̼͇͎̮͓̫͓͉͖̓̿̊̊̏̓̕ ̶̢̪̹͎̳͎̥̪̥͎͔̱͔̗̘̿͋́̉͋̈̈́͘͘-̴̲̮̤͍̅̀̏̀̓̅͗̇̂͗̃̐̿̕̕͝-̸̧̩̪̳̹̹̥͍̘̺͕̖͆́͆́̒̒̂́̐́̉̍́̆̚̕͠ ̴̛̹̖͔̭̭̫͈̹̰̓̐͊̽́͂̂̄̄̅̌̅̚-̴̧͚̩̻̹͍̲̰̝̯̥̬́ͅ ̴̡̨͓̼̫̹̤̹̟̻͓͚̮̰͙̽̍̍̇̅́̈͌̈́͌̄͛̕͝͝-̷̢̩̦̪̻͚̟͚̱̺̖͔̮́̒̊̒-̶̨̯̖͕̦̩̲͉̖̣̻͍̈͌ͅ-̶̟̠̞͙̣̪̗̜͗͐̋̿̚̚-̴̢̦̥̩̭̬̯͖̤̝̫̭̤̽̔ͅ-̵̨̮͕͕̲̺̲͈͖͔̖̏̓̈́͐̑̒̽͂͛̑̊̚͘̕̚͘̕͜-̵̤̙̈́̇͂̓̽̈́̓͘͘͠ ̴͇̜͍̖̫̰̦̾̿.

My head ached as I heard the words blaring in my mind. It was an incomprehensible gibberish that seemed to shriek. My ears rang, even though it was all in my head. I reeled, and my pocket space shook.

“What… is this?”

I asked through gritted teeth. It was the very first time I had experienced something like this during a Class advancement. Even during a Subspecies evolution, I had never felt this way before. My head pounded like someone was hitting me over and over again with a hammer.

I felt like I was pulling teeth. Like nails were scraping across my skin. I tried to focus on the option I was given again— on what kind of boosts being an [Imperial Dragonguard] would give me. But all I heard in response was a deafening static noise that grated at my mind.

-̶͈̰̝̥̜̹̐̔̐̊͒͌̐̃͐̓͠-̷̢̪͕̲͓̦̱̘̬̹̥̙͕̬͋̒-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝

-̶͈̰̝̥̜̹̐̔̐̊͒͌̐̃͐̓͠-̷̢̪͕̲͓̦̱̘̬̹̥̙͕̬͋̒-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝

-̶͈̰̝̥̜̹̐̔̐̊͒͌̐̃͐̓͠-̷̢̪͕̲͓̦̱̘̬̹̥̙͕̬͋̒-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝

-̶͈̰̝̥̜̹̐̔̐̊͒͌̐̃͐̓͠-̷̢̪͕̲͓̦̱̘̬̹̥̙͕̬͋̒-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝

-̶͈̰̝̥̜̹̐̔̐̊͒͌̐̃͐̓͠-̷̢̪͕̲͓̦̱̘̬̹̥̙͕̬͋̒-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝

-̶͈̰̝̥̜̹̐̔̐̊͒͌̐̃͐̓͠-̷̢̪͕̲͓̦̱̘̬̹̥̙͕̬͋̒-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝

“I can’t—”

I spoke through my clenched jaw as [The World Of My Mind] rippled, threatening to break apart. Inside one of the rooms in my pocket space, Ultis and Aliq looked up, watching as my clones reeled and grabbed their heads in synchronous pain. The walls around the two Deathsquad Hunters as they exchanged a glance.

And I disengaged from the Class advancement option. I focused my mind on something else— on anything except for the [Imperial Dragonguard] Class. I stumbled to my feet as I rubbed my temples.

“Just what was that?”

I panted out, asking the question to nobody in particular. Of course, there was no response. I stood there, alone in the main room of [The World Of My Mind].

And my eyes flickered as I sat back down.

“I wonder if—”

I focused on my Class advancements again. But this time, I ignored the [Imperial Dragonguard] option that I was given, instead focusing on the next one I had available. Immediately, just like before, the voice answered, telling me of my potential new Class.

Class advancement:

[The Forerunner Of Space And Time]

And once again, there was a pause. My eyes narrowed at that. I had an inkling as to what was going on. But there was only one way to find out for sure.

“Show me what it does.”

I spoke as I focused on it. And—

[The Forerunner Of Space And Time] is a unique Class that has been left unfilled since Tera-̶͈̰̝̥̜̹̐̔̐̊͒͌̐̃͐̓͠-̷̢̪͕̲͓̦̱̘̬̹̥̙͕̬͋̒-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝… while th-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝re ar-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝ th-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝s-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝ w-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝ had… -̶͈̰̝̥̜̹̐̔̐̊͒͌̐̃͐̓͠-̷̢̪͕̲͓̦̱̘̬̹̥̙͕̬͋̒-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝-̶̡̛̰͈̙̜̫̜̮͈̻͇̼͎͚̟̅͋̀́́̊́́̐̿́̇̉͑̚-̷̧̢̞͚͍͔̪̭̟̠̙͇͖̩̦͍̦̒-̸͓̺̘̞̳̫̞̀͗̀́͆̉͜ ̴̡̥̤̮̥̯̙̗̟̹̭̫͍̝͚̑͒͐̄̒̀̈́́̈́̏̈́̆̒͜͝ͅ-̴̩̬͍̙̐̊̓̄̈́̐̽̕͘̚ ̷̢͚͙͓̮̳̘̘̈́̑̀̒͒̈́̓͐͌͘͜͝-̸̡̛̛̛̗͍̯̫͚̦̳̟̭͉̺̬̋̀̈̒̎̓̃̀̔̕̚͘͝ ̷͇̳͉̦̲̱͚̦̼̞̲͓̯̂̉͗͌͗̌̽̌-̸̧̛̣͉͚͚̹̖͌̾̋́̄͆̎̄̔ ̷̨̺͈̙̗̤̆̾͂̉̈́-̸̡̠͎͑́̽͂͒̑̈́̉̚ ̸̛̻͕͈̰͓͔̝̋̐̈ͅ-̷̡̡͈̝̼͇͎̮͓̫͓͉͖̓̿̊̊̏̓̕ ̶̢̪̹͎̳͎̥̪̥͎͔̱͔̗̘̿͋́̉͋̈̈́͘͘-̴̲̮̤͍̅̀̏̀̓̅͗̇̂͗̃̐̿̕̕͝-̸̧̩̪̳̹̹̥͍̘̺͕̖͆́͆́̒̒̂́̐́̉̍́̆̚̕͠ ̴̛̹̖͔̭̭̫͈̹̰̓̐͊̽́͂̂̄̄̅̌̅̚-̴̧͚̩̻̹͍̲̰̝̯̥̬́ͅ ̴̡̨͓̼̫̹̤̹̟̻͓͚̮̰͙̽̍̍̇̅́̈͌̈́͌̄͛̕͝͝-̷̢̩̦̪̻͚̟͚̱̺̖͔̮́̒̊̒-̶̨̯̖͕̦̩̲͉̖̣̻͍̈͌ͅ-̶̟̠̞͙̣̪̗̜͗͐̋̿̚̚-̴̢̦̥̩̭̬̯͖̤̝̫̭̤̽̔ͅ-̵̨̮͕͕̲̺̲͈͖͔̖̏̓̈́͐̑̒̽͂͛̑̊̚͘̕̚͘̕͜-̵̤̙̈́̇͂̓̽̈́̓͘͘͠ ̴͇̜͍̖̫̰̦̾̿.-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝-̸̧̩̪̳̹̹̥͍̘̺͕̖͆́͆́̒̒̂́̐́̉̍́̆̚̕͠ ̴̛̹̖͔̭̭̫͈̹̰̓̐͊̽́͂̂̄̄̅̌̅̚-̴̧͚̩̻̹͍̲̰̝̯̥̬́ͅ ̴̡̨͓̼̫̹̤̹̟̻͓͚̮̰͙̽̍̍̇̅́̈͌̈́͌̄͛̕͝͝-̷̢̩̦̪̻͚̟͚̱̺̖͔̮́̒̊̒-̶̨̯̖͕̦̩̲͉̖̣̻͍̈͌ͅ-̶̟̠̞͙̣̪̗̜͗͐̋̿̚̚-̴̢̦̥̩̭̬̯͖̤̝̫̭̤̽̔ͅ

-̶͈̰̝̥̜̹̐̔̐̊͒͌̐̃͐̓͠-̷̢̪͕̲͓̦̱̘̬̹̥̙͕̬͋̒-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝

-̶͈̰̝̥̜̹̐̔̐̊͒͌̐̃͐̓͠-̷̢̪͕̲͓̦̱̘̬̹̥̙͕̬͋̒-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝

-̶͈̰̝̥̜̹̐̔̐̊͒͌̐̃͐̓͠-̷̢̪͕̲͓̦̱̘̬̹̥̙͕̬͋̒-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝

-̶͈̰̝̥̜̹̐̔̐̊͒͌̐̃͐̓͠-̷̢̪͕̲͓̦̱̘̬̹̥̙͕̬͋̒-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝

-̶͈̰̝̥̜̹̐̔̐̊͒͌̐̃͐̓͠-̷̢̪͕̲͓̦̱̘̬̹̥̙͕̬͋̒-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝

…

And once again, I recoiled, screaming in pain. But this time, I was prepared for it, so I managed to snap out of my stupor quicker. I knelt there, heaving out in exhaustion as I tried to calm myself.

“I… see.”

Something was wrong with my Class advancement options. I couldn’t comprehend them because they had been corrupted. Or so I thought.

I didn’t know for certain what had happened. But what I knew for sure was that if I even thought about accepting them, I was thrust into immense pain. My pocket space felt like cracking under the pressure of whatever this strange sensation was supposed to be.

And I knew I couldn’t accept either of these Classes so far without any repercussions.

Pursing my lips, I looked down into the fold between the planes. All the objects that were floating in status between the Mortal Realm and the Netherworld— from the random trinkets like coins and jewelry to more complex items like bits of statues or even entire buildings— if [The World Of My Mind] collapsed, I would be thrown out there as well.

Without any protection, I didn’t think I would survive the pressure from being crushed between the planes. So it was too risky for me to experiment and accept either [The Forerunner Of Space And Time] or [Imperial Dragonguard] as a Class. That was not to mention the fact that I didn’t know what was going to happen if I accepted them, considering I didn’t even know their full descriptions, or what Stats they offered me.

“...but I still have one more Class advancement option left.”

I whispered as I looked back down at myself. My first two Class advancement options sounded like they could be good, but they weren’t a consideration for now.

“Perhaps I spent too much time… um, acclimating to the corruption.”

I sighed, considering my Status. I had multiple Skills that wielded the corruption as a power. Even to defeat Hartia, I trapped him in a box, surrounded by a blanket of corruption. And considering that the corruption was literally what was responsible for bringing about the end of the world, it did make sense that there were some drawbacks to abusing its powers.

“Well, it’s too late to stop now, right? Anyway, let’s see what my third Class advancement option could be.”

And I focused once again, preparing to be struck by a wave of pain once more. But this time, when I heard the Class, there was no hesitation in the words that were said, even if it came out disjointed.

Class advancement:

[C-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝rr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝pt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝d Appr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝nt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝c-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝]

A [C-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝rr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝pt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝d Appr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝nt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝c-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝] is a hitherto Class that has never existed before in the history of the Nexeus. Having not only survived the end of the world, a [C-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝rr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝pt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝d Appr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝nt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝c-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝] has also learned how to harness its power, even with the unwilling side effects of proliferating its destruction of creation. And while a [C-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝rr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝pt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝d Appr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝nt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝c-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝] can find great power, they will never be able to return back from this path they have paved…

+60 [Vitality]

+60 [Strength]

+60 [Endurance]

+60 [Wisdom]

+60 [Agility]

Bonus: All corrupted entities will ignore your presence unless provoked.

“Huh.”

I listened to the Class as its description was read out to me in its entirety. There was no screeching noise in my head, and there was no immeasurable pain. And hearing what it had to offer me, I considered it for a moment.

“On one hand, it sounds interesting. And it gives me 60 to all my Stats. Even my [Angelic Devil Princess] evolution didn’t offer that much. But on the other hand, it’s like I’m being told to pick this Class, and I don’t like that…”

Then there were also the consequences of picking this Class to consider. It was like I was going down the exact opposite route I had started. From someone who was trying to protect the world against the corruption, to someone who was now part of the corruption.

Except… I never really cared about stopping the corruption in the first place. And that was why I had found it so difficult to make a choice for my Class when I first reached Level 100, taking my sweet time to eventually choose [Draconic Apprentice].

“I mean, I could wait now too. Maybe speak with my dad about this Class, because I’m sure he has opinions.”

I muttered to myself, before pausing.

“But considering that he’s fighting the end of the world, I doubt I’ll see him any time again soon.”

However, beyond that, I didn’t find myself feeling too apprehensive about choosing this Class. I liked it. It was a Class that had never existed before— meaning, it was a Class I had created. And I kind of liked that idea.

It wasn’t even just like having a unique Class or Subspecies. It was becoming the first of a kind. While I would have liked for the [C-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝rr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝pt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝d Appr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝nt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝c-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝] to be unique too, nothing about its description seemed to indicate that to be the case.

“Well, I don’t feel like waiting for my dad to come back to ask him questions, and that Stat boost would be really useful right now, especially against Regnorex and his goons. So…”

I tilted my head back as I shrugged.

“What’s the worst that could happen, right?”

And with that said, I focused on [C-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝rr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝pt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝d Appr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝nt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝c-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝]. While I was certainly curious about what [The Forerunner Of Space And Time] or [Imperial Dragonguard] would have offered me, I wasn’t going to get myself killed to find out. It wasn’t worth it, and it certainly wasn’t going to be as good as an option. So I accepted my only option, before hearing the words reverberate in my mind as my pocket space rippled once again.

Advancement Complete—


6. Corrupted Apprentice

Haec stared at the sea of faces before him. There were countless Demons gathered there, each and every single one of them waiting in anticipation for him to speak. They knew him. Certainly, they knew about his reputation. They must have known him back when he was the Heir of the Netherworld, and some of them probably knew of him now as the Traitor of the Demon King. But he had interacted with them before too, so they many of them must have known him from seeing him in battle.

They were the Third Legion— the protectors of the Expanse. Or so they were called.

In reality, they were the Demon King’s slaves. The worthless rabble who had yet to prove themselves loyal or worthy to his cause. That was why they remained here.

But that was also why they rebelled at the first chance they got. They were part of the reason why Haec was able to aid Salvos in her battle against Hartia. And together, they freed the Third Legion.

Now, they looked to Haec, uncertain what was to come next. He faced their leader. A Greater Demon that stood at the front.

A [Knight Eligos].

“What’s your name?”

Haec asked as he stepped toward. The [Knight Eligos] didn’t give an immediate answer. There was an air of uncertainty gripping the Third Legion. Many of them were still in disbelief over what was going on. And Haec couldn’t blame them.

Even he couldn’t believe what he was doing at the moment. Rebelling against the Demon King? It was ridiculous. But that was the only choice he had at the moment, unless Regnorex’s plan to genocide the next generation of Demons came to fruition.

“My name… is Tor.”

The [Knight] Eligos eventually answered. Haec nodded at him, before sweeping his gaze over the Third Legion.

“And are you the leader here?”

Haec asked. And Tor paused. He glanced back towards a [Changeling], before looking towards the rest of the gathered Demons. There was a susurration that swept over them. Haec could hear the disagreements— he could see arguments beginning to break out.

Tor must have noticed this too, because he quickly shook his head.

“No.”

He spoke with no mouth, before facing the former Heir of the Netherworld with glowing eyes.

“I am no leader. There is no leader amongst us.”

“I see.”

Haec nodded as the commotion that swept over the Third Legion dissipated. They calmed down, and the Traitor of the Demon King raised his head. Clearing his throat, he spoke loud and clear for everyone to hear.

“If there is no one to speak for you, then I shall address every single one of you as an individual. At this moment, all of you here are given a choice.”

Tor tilted his head curiously when he heard that. The Third Legion exchanged confused glances, and Haec bellowed.

“You can either flee— I won’t stop you— and risk being hunted down by the Deathsquad Hunters.”

Once again, a myriad of voices broke out when they heard that. Tor looked down at his collar around his neck when he heard that. Everyone seemed to realize that this wasn’t an option, even if Haec was presenting it as one.

So nobody moved. They remained still as Haec nodded. He proffered a hand to them.

“Or you can join me.”

Tor’s eyes flickered at that. The [Changeling] standing next to him frowned. More than a few members of the Third Legion looked like they were about to protest. But Haec spoke up, spreading his arms wide as he continued.

“Accept me as your leader, and I will offer you protection. But that is not all—”

He turned towards the general direction of the Demon King’s Castle as he spoke out.

“I will lead you all against the Demon King.”

As he spoke, a figure standing to the side stirred. Taburas, Bertrugil, and Aemula were watching him from a distance, not joining the Third Legion, just listening to what the former Heir of the Netherworld was saying.

“You may think that this is an impossible task, but we are many! There are fifty legions that have been tasked with protecting the Expanse, and if we rescue them all, there will already be millions of us! And that is not to mention all the others who are still suffering, forced to obey the Demon King against their will!”

Haec shook his head as he raised a fist. The Third Legion almost seemed to hesitate, but they were being swayed by his words. Even if ever-so-slightly.

“I implore you all— do not waste your lives, running away only to be hunted down and killed. If we unite our power, we will be unstoppable!”

Haec finished as he faced the [Knight Eligos] standing before him. He held his hand out.

“What do you say?”

And Tor… stepped forward. He raised his blade-like arms as he nodded.

“I will fight with you. For Bella. For those who have died unjustly under Regnorex’s rule.”

He was the first one to speak. But he wasn’t the only one who accepted Haec’s offer. The [Changeling] nodded and bowed as more and more of the Third Legion dropped to their knees. Their hesitation began to evaporate, and they turned towards Haec for hope.

The Traitor of the Demon King heard their pleas as he raised a fist.

“Together, we will liberate all of us who are suffering under the Regnorex’s iron fist!”

And the Third Legion cheered.

***

Of course, not everyone in the Third Legion was enthused by this offer. While many of them were resentful over their predicament and wanted to get revenge against the Demon King, there were others who had been broken over the amount of time they had spent here in the Expanse, and they believed that there was no point in fighting back.

Those were about a quarter of the Third Legion, and they left.

They were allowed to leave, just as Haec said. Taburas watched them go, before she glanced back when she heard a voice speak up.

“Since when has Haec been this good at speaking?”

Aemula asked as she stared at this scene with wide eyes. Bertrugil snorted, leaning back, clearly unimpressed. But Taburas closed her eyes as she remembered the times she had spent with him as the Heir of the Netherworld.

“Since always.”

Taburas replied as she opened her eyes.

Confident. Strong. Independent. Reliant only on himself. He was unlike how he acted around Salvos.

“That’s the Haec I remember…

Taburas whispered, her gaze transfixed on the Traitor of the Demon King. And she wished he acted like this more frequently.

Haec gathered the strongest of the Third Legion around to make plans. From what Taburas could tell, it was likely they were going to target the other legions and free them as well. She wondered just how well that would go.

Most of the other legions had multiple Primeval Demons watching over them. The only reason why Hartia was tasked with the Third Legion by himself was because of his authority over space magic. Nobody wearing a summoning collar could defy him.

And perhaps that meant that dealing with the other Primeval Demons in charge of the legions could have been easier, since others could get involved with the fighting.

Taburas pursed her lips. She wanted to walk up right next to Haec at this very moment and join his side like before. But she wasn’t sure if he would have accepted her being there, especially after how he had gotten mad at her just recently.

When she finally mustered up her courage to get moving, she was interrupted by a soft chittering sound. Her brows snapped together as she looked up into the air. She saw a flicker form in the sky as she narrowed her eyes. Bertrugil and Aemula took notice of it too. They looked up quizzically with her.

“What is that…?”

Taburas asked, before her eyes grew wide.

***

Haec paused when he felt a strange sensation wash over him. He had felt it earlier, when he had been fighting against Hartia alongside Salvos. But he hadn’t questioned it. Now though, he sensed it, and he shivered at what he felt. But he wasn’t the only one who noticed whatever this was.

The remaining members of the Third Legion looked up and gasped, pointing at something in the sky. Haec followed their gaze and saw a rift in space.

But that wasn’t right. It didn’t look like any rift he had seen before. This rift was twisted and distorted, leaking out an iridescent light. It almost looked like the aura of divinity. Except there was something menacing about it.

Haec frowned as he watched the rift grow bigger and bigger. Until, finally, space itself smashed open like glass. He watched as fractal pieces of the world itself collapsed towards him, and he raised his arms to defend himself.

But before he could even react, the broken pieces of space came to a sudden halt. They shifted in the air right before him, floating like they were in stasis. Haec blinked a few times as the [Knight Eligos] behind him whispered.

“What is going on…?”

And Haec watched as the broken pieces of space began to deform and glow with a myriad of colors. He lowered his hands, before he used [Identification] on these strange things.

[-̸͙̍̀͠-̴̛̠͊̀͝-̵̪̱̼͑-̶̰͎͙̉̆͝ Shardspace- Lvl. -̸͙̍̀͠-̴̛̠͊̀͝-̵̪̱̼͑-̶̰͎͙̉̆͝ ]

[-̸͙̍̀͠-̴̛̠͊̀͝-̵̪̱̼͑-̶̰͎͙̉̆͝ Shardspace- Lvl. -̸͙̍̀͠-̴̛̠͊̀͝-̵̪̱̼͑-̶̰͎͙̉̆͝ ]

[-̸͙̍̀͠-̴̛̠͊̀͝-̵̪̱̼͑-̶̰͎͙̉̆͝ Shardspace- Lvl. -̸͙̍̀͠-̴̛̠͊̀͝-̵̪̱̼͑-̶̰͎͙̉̆͝ ]

“Huh.”

Haec stared at them as he tried to process what it was. And then he heard a screech. He watched as a strange tendril began to form, aimed towards him. He backed away warily as his [Dangersense] warned him to prepare for a fight.

The Third Legion raised their weapons at these three distorted creatures. But before either side could strike, a blast of gray flames engulfed the Shardspaces, incinerating them entirely. Haec blinked, recognizing the attack.

Looking up, he saw Salvos descend to the ground, wreathed in the same distortion and iridescence. She looked different from when he last saw her. Her blackened arms were glowing. The scale-like cracks that covered her skin were shining from beneath, a faint eclectic mix of colors.

Her golden eyes no longer had the single slit-like pupil in each of them. Instead, they bore these crosses that had a gradient of colors on them.

Salvos landed right before Haec as she smiled at him, and he stared at her in shock.

“What happened to you, Salvos?”

He asked as he gaped at her. She opened her mouth to answer him with a small smile on her face.

“I—”

Salvos started. And then she heard a shriek coming from behind. Glancing back, she saw more Shardspaces beginning to form, before she scratched the back of her head.

“I’m, um, going to have to clean that up.”

***

Advancement Complete!

[Draconic Apprentice] -> [C-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝rr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝pt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝d Appr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝nt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝c-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝]

Gained 50 Stat Points!

[Vitality] +60

[Strength] +60

[Endurance] +60

[Wisdom] +60

[Agility] +60

Gained 3 Secondary Skill Slots!

Gained 12 Secondary Skill Points!

General Skills [Corruption Manipulation] and [Corruption Navigation] consolidates and becomes [Corruption Mastery]!

Secondary Skill [Draconic Fury] becomes [Corrupted Draconic Fury]!

Secondary Skill [Warped Time] becomes [Cluster Time Dilation]!

Secondary Skills [Passive - Dragon Scales] becomes [Passive - Corrupted Dragon Scales]!

Secondary Skill [Passive - Weaker Regeneration] becomes [Corrupted Regeneration]!

Secondary Skill [Riftwalk] is now available!

Secondary Skill [Worldbreak] is now available!

Salvos (S̶̛̼̗̅ecė̶̺̜͕ly’s S̶̛̼̗̅ė̶̺̜͕ntǐ̶̬nĕ̷̪ͅͅl̵̨̦̗͗̔̃) (The Devil’s Daughter)

Species: [Primeval Demon of Pride]

Secondary Species: [Lesser God]

Subspecies: [Angelic Devil Princess] - Lvl. 168

Class: [C-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝rr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝pt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝d Appr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝nt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝c-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝] - Lvl. 153

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: Corruption Camouflage] - Lvl. 1

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

[Title Skill: Invoke Wrath] - Lvl. 1

[Title Skill: Protection of the Corruption] - Lvl. 1

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

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

Stats:

[Available Stat Points: 0]

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

[Strength]: 325 (+50) (+10)

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

[Wisdom]: 490 (+50) (+10) (+50)

[Agility]: 530 (+50) (+10) (+5)

Skills:

[Available Skill Points: 0]

[Angel’s Wings] - Lvl. 15 


[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. 13 


[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: 12]

[Corrupted Draconic Fury] - Lvl. 1

[Cluster Time Dilation] - Lvl. 1

[Greater Teleportation] - Lvl. 20 (Maxed)

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

[Prison Of Isolation] - Lvl. 17

[Riftwalk] - Lvl. 1

[Truth Divination] - Lvl. 10 (Maxed)

[Worldbreak] - Lvl. 1

[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

[Titles Available]


7. Riftwalk

Salvos (S̶̛̼̗̅ecė̶̺̜͕ly’s S̶̛̼̗̅ė̶̺̜͕ntǐ̶̬nĕ̷̪ͅͅl̵̨̦̗͗̔̃) (The Devil’s Daughter)

Species: [Primeval Demon of Pride]

Secondary Species: [Lesser God]

Subspecies: [Angelic Devil Princess] - Lvl. 168

Class: [C-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝rr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝pt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝d Appr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝nt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝c-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝] - Lvl. 153

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: Corruption Camouflage] - Lvl. 1

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

[Title Skill: Invoke Wrath] - Lvl. 1

[Title Skill: Protection of the Corruption] - Lvl. 1

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

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

Stats:

[Available Stat Points: 0]

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

[Strength]: 325 (+50) (+10)

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

[Wisdom]: 490 (+50) (+10) (+50)

[Agility]: 530 (+50) (+10) (+5)

Skills:

[Available Skill Points: 0]

[Angel’s Wings] - Lvl. 15 


[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. 13 


[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: 12]

[Corrupted Draconic Fury] - Lvl. 1

[Cluster Time Dilation] - Lvl. 1

[Greater Teleportation] - Lvl. 20 (Maxed)

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

[Prison Of Isolation] - Lvl. 17

[Riftwalk] - Lvl. 1

[Truth Divination] - Lvl. 10 (Maxed)

[Worldbreak] - Lvl. 1

[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

Was it the best decision I had ever made? Probably not.

But it was the right decision for me.

It was a Class that I had created myself. Even if it wasn’t going to be unique to me— even if others could obtain this very same Class— I was responsible for its existence.

It never would have been created if not for me.

So I happily chose it. Even if I had been limited in choosing my other Classes, I probably wouldn’t have chosen them.

In the first place, the Stat boost from becoming a so-called [Corrupted Apprentice] was far more than any other Stat boost I had ever received. I highly doubted that the other Class options I had been given offered anything like that.

And while there was the detraction of being corrupted or whatever, I didn’t really care about that. After all, I already had a so-called corrupted Title, alongside a plethora of corrupted Skills, whether it be Grand Skills or General Skills.

So long as I maintained my divinity, I knew that the corruption wouldn’t ever take complete control over me, and I wouldn’t become a corrupted being.

…probably.

But even if I believed I would be fine, that didn’t mean that I didn’t expect there to be any consequences to my actions. Just like how using [Claw Of Corruption] helped spread the corruption in the Netherworld, it seemed that using any of my brand new Secondary Skills had their repercussions too.

I watched as the Corrupted Shardspaces floated before fading away, having been incinerated by [The Holy Flames]. They had been created because of me— because of my [Riftwalk].

It was the very first of my new Skills which I wanted to test. I wondered what it did, because it sounded like it was exactly what I wanted… maybe 50 levels ago.

And I was correct. It let me slip through the planes with ease. Even more easily than with teleportation, or any other Skill I had. But it was also different. Because not only was I capable of just crossing through the layers of space with it, it actually opened up a portal that remained open without any upkeep on my end.

That was probably why… it also created those Corrupted Shardspaces.

Because I was quite literally drilling a hole through the fabric of space with the corruption.

Still, the Corrupted Shardspaces weren’t that strong. I would say that anyone who was around Level 100 could easily deal with them. And there were only three of them. Perhaps there would be more if I opened a larger portal. But I was mostly going to stick to creating smaller portals for now.

Especially considering the potential fallout.

I glanced up towards the corruption staining the sky. Even if there were only a few Corrupted Shardspaces, there were even more aftereffects. And while I could cleanse the corruption with my divinity, it wasn’t easy, and it didn’t get rid of all the damage that was caused.

I flew up and burned away the rest of the visible corruption. But my [Corruption Mastery] told me there was some leftover corruption gathered there. I just couldn’t do anything about it at all.

I shook my head and looked towards the portal that was flashing right before me.

“Is this really all my [Riftwalk] can do?”

I wondered aloud. Intuitively, I knew there was more to it. But I didn’t have time to test it any further as I heard a voice calling at me from below.

Looking down, I saw Haec waving his arms at me as he called my name.

“—vos!”

I could hardly hear him from where I was in the sky, so I descended down next to him. And when I landed, the entirety of the Third Legion shifted back. They gaped at me in shock and fear. But Haec didn’t seem afraid in the slightest.

Even with the difference that was made to my body. 

But he was still confused by what just happened.

“Salvos… what was that?”

He asked as he looked towards where the Corrupted Shardspaces had been. I scratched the back of my head.

“That’s, um—”

I wasn’t sure how to even begin to explain it. But Haec knew about the end of the world. He knew about the corruption. It was something that he had heard about when my dad paid me a visit, before going to meet with Belphegor.

So I didn’t need to explain everything to him from the very beginning. However, I did have to explain to him how I was able to create corruption and whatnot. And while he had seen me do it before, he didn’t see this.

“That’s the corruption.”

I finally admitted. And Haec paused. He narrowed his eyes at me as Taburas, Bertrugil, and Aemula approached us from the side.

The former Heir of the Netherworld tried to process what I meant.

“The corruption? I don’t understand…”

“Wait, isn’t the corruption that thing that’s causing the end of the world?”

Aemula piped up as she came to a halt next to me. I gave a small nod in reply.

“Um, yep?”

I responded apprehensively. Aemula blinked a few times, and Taburas frowned. But Bertrugil placed a hand on his chin.

“I see. And so that’s how it gets created?”

He speculated as he looked towards my portal.

“By opening a hole in space?”

And while I was grateful that he gave me an opportunity to lie my way out of this, I decided that it was time for me to come clean and explain myself. Especially if many of my new Skills were going to hinge on using the corruption in battle.

“That wasn’t exactly it…”

I said as I scratched my cheek. Haec eyed me suspiciously.

“What do you mean by that, Salvos?”

And I could tell he had an inkling of an idea as to what I meant. I just sighed as my shoulders sagged.

“I mean, you already saw it, didn’t you?”

I said in a defeated voice. And Haec’s eyes flickered, remembering what happened no more than an hour ago. Still, I explained.

“When I was fighting Hartia— I used the corruption to trap him in a pocket prison. So that he couldn’t break free.”

Haec’s eyes went wide when he heard that.

“So that means…”

And Taburas took a step forward, pointing at me accusingly.

“You’re corrupted? You’re helping bring about the end of the world?”

“I mean, kind of?”

I replied honestly, before sweeping my gaze around the gathered Demons around me.

“But so is everyone else, right? I mean, with your summoning collars and teleporting through space…”

I shrank back as Bertrugil and Taburas gave me a dubious look. It was as if they were judging me. Although Haec and Aemula didn’t seem to feel the same way. Aemula just wore a confused expression as per normal, while Haec rubbed his chin in thought.

Meanwhile, the rest of the Third Legion listening from the side were at a complete loss as to what was going on.

I slumped my shoulders and spoke in a small voice.

“The only difference is that I, um, do cause a bit more of an impact on exacerbating the end of the world by myself.”

Bertrugil and Taburas frowned. But I continued as I brought a hand up to defend myself.

“However— I also have done a lot more to slow the end of the world than anyone else here! So I mean, is it really that bad that I have some corruption Skills?”

I tried to argue. Taburas looked like she was fed up with me, and Bertrugil didn’t seem to care enough about it to argue with me. However, Haec raised his head and finally spoke up.

“Salvos.”

“Um, yes?”

I shrank back slightly. And he shook his head, almost disappointed.

“I am not mad at you for having these corruption-based Skills. I do not care that you are further causing the end of the world. And this is because of the exact reasons you stated: that you have helped cleansed the corruption from the Nexeus, and we are all partly responsible to a degree too.”

He faced me seriously as he continued.

“And I hadn’t even known about this problem until recently, so I do not quite care about it as much as I do the plight of our people. However—”

I listened to him, and he finished.

“I do wish you were more transparent with me. That you had told me about this sooner. After all, I am your companion, am I not?”

Haec tilted his head at me. I shuffled my feet uncomfortably. From my peripheral vision, I saw Taburas raising her head curiously at that.

And I bowed my head apologetically.

“Right, sorry Haec.”

Haec took in a deep breath and nodded.

“It’s fine. But now that you’re done, we can move on to freeing the rest of the legions, right?”

He glanced back towards the Third Legion who all looked raring to go fight back against the Demon King. And I pursed my lips.

“Oh, but I’m not done yet. There’s still something I need to do.”

“You do?”

Haec raised a brow at me.

And I nodded as I heard a voice echoing in my head.

[Titles Available]

“Yep. I do.”


8. New Titles

Title for Great Feats:

Requirements for three Titles have been met!

“Three, huh?”

I was surprised by that. I had only gotten one Title the last time around. And it was a corrupted Title. But now, I got three Titles for defeating Hartia. I wondered what they were. Although I didn’t waste speculating on what they could be.

Looking down, I saw Haec, Taburas, Bertrugil, and Aemula waiting for me alongside the Third Legion. They were getting ready to go— for them, time was of the essence. While we might have been able to handily defeat Hartia, we didn’t know how long it would take before Regnorex learned of what happened here.

So while we still had the element of surprise, Haec wanted to assail the other legions, freeing them before Regnorex could act.

I agreed with his plan here. Especially if it would save my friends back in the Mortal Realm from Regnorex’s invasion. But first, I needed to deal with my new Titles

I looked back up towards the rift that was hovering before me. I entered it, before finding myself back in [The World Of My Mind]. While I hadn’t needed to use my [Riftwalk] to leave my own pocket space back into the Netherworld, I had just wanted to test it out.

Now, I found myself surrounded by the glass-like walls of my pocket space. The only thing in the room with me was the rift that was still open, even without any upkeep. Focusing for a moment, I closed it completely.

But my eyes flickered as I realized I could reopen it at any time I wanted.

“So I can turn my pocket space into a hub of portals…”

I rubbed my chin, intrigued.

“Now that would be useful.”

But I didn’t focus on that for now. Instead, I turned my attention to my Titles.

“What do you have for me?”

Titles:

(The Enemy of the Demon King)

You have made an enemy out of the current Demon King and his forces! While many have made the Demon King their enemy, few have been able to make the Demon King consider them an enemy. So to have earned his wrath, proving yourself to be quite special. But whether or not this would go well for you is yet to be seen…

+150 to [Vitality] 

+40 to [Wisdom] 

+10 to [Strength] 

+10 to [Endurance] 

+10 to [Agility] 

Bonuses: 

*You are less likely to be detected as a threat by wild Demons! 

“That’s quite ominous…”

I remarked as I considered the Title. I would have expected to have gotten this Title much sooner. But other than having messed with his initial plans to invade the Mortal Realm, I hadn’t really interfered with his affairs that much.

Until now.

So it made sense that I was finally given this Title. Even if it made sense if I had gotten this Title sooner.

“That’s a massive boost to my [Vitality], huh?”

It was almost like it was a sign that I was going to need a lot of help if I ever had to face Regnorex. But the drawback was that all my other Stats would decrease from what they currently were.

But considering all the other boost in Stats I had just gotten with my Class advancement, I would still be significantly stronger than before, all-around.

I’d just be slightly weaker than I currently was. Except more durable.

And considering that I hadn’t even gotten into a fight right now yet, I was seriously debating whether or not to pick this Title.

“There’s also that Bonus…”

It was tempting. After all, it would help me with my current plan too. Even now, my clones were still flying across the Netherworld, searching for it.

So this Title would indeed be quite useful to me. Potentially.

“But I have other Titles to look at.”

I shook my head as my mind focused on what came next.

(Faeslayer)

You have accomplished what few have done in recent times by defeating a Fairy in battle! While many have accomplished this task before in the past, it has become a rarity in the modern age! As such, it is considered to be quite a feat— or quite detestable, depending on who you ask!

+20 to [Vitality] 

+20 to [Strength] 

+20 to [Endurance] 

+20 to [Wisdom] 

+20 to [Agility] 

“Huh. I didn’t expect that.” 


It was certainly surprising. Even if I wasn’t tempted to choose it. Not only was it a downgrade from my current Title, but it also didn’t make sense for me to choose it. After all, I hadn’t killed Hartia. 

I had only trapped him in a prison of corruption. 

“Not really useful. It doesn’t even have a Bonus.” 

I shrugged at myself.  I quickly dismissed this Title as an option, moving onto the next one. 

And the last one… 

Well, it shouldn’t have come as a surprise, at this point. 

(-̴̛̠͊̀͝-̵̪̱̼͑-̶̰͎͙̉̆͝-̸͙̍̀͠-̴̛̠͊̀͝-̵̪̱̼͑-̶̰͎͙̉̆͝ S̶̛̼̗̅ė̶̺̜͕ntǐ̶̬nĕ̷̪ͅͅl̵̨̦̗͗̔̃)
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+60 to [Vitality] 

+60 to [Strength] 

+60 to [Endurance] 

+60 to [Wisdom] 

+60 to [Agility] 

Bonuses: 

*You have the same Bonuses and Title Skills as a (S̶̛̼̗̅ecė̶̺̜͕ly’s S̶̛̼̗̅ė̶̺̜͕ntǐ̶̬nĕ̷̪ͅͅl̵̨̦̗͗̔̃)! 

*You are able to control corrupted entities that are significantly weaker than you! 

“Hmm, yes, I understand everything that was just said.” 


It sounded like a buzzing noise in my mind— the chittering of the corrupted creatures. I felt like it would have hurt a lot more, if I hadn’t just become a Corrupted Apprentice. 

Still, I heavily considered what I was offered right here. It was an overall increase in all my Stats. But considering that my previous Title gave +50 to everything, this would have been a negligent increase at best. 

The only benefit came from me keeping all my Title Skills. However, I was almost more than certain that my current Title Skills were reproducible with [Corruption Mastery]. Or at the very least, once [Corruption Mastery] reached a higher level, it would be able to replicate the effects of [Protection of the Corruption] and [Corruption Camouflage]. 

Even to a greater degree. 

There was also the carryover with the Bonuses to be considered. As far as I remembered, the biggest benefits of my previous Title Bonuses came from the fact that I was immune to the corruption. 

Which was quite a big benefit if I ever wanted to return to the end of the world. 


“Although… with my current Class, I wouldn’t even be attacked by corruption in the first place, unless I provoked them. So is there really a point to having that Bonus?” 

But I had other Bonuses to consider with my current Title. There was the fact that I was more resilient to magic damage. However, I couldn’t really quantify it. And I barely had any experience with it seeing how much it helped, since I was normally protected by an aura of invulnerability, or too fast to hit for my enemies. 

After all, I was always fighting enemies higher-leveled than me. And with me having a relatively low [Vitality] for my level— unless when I had an additional boost from my Grand Skills— I was still quite fragile, on my own. 

And that was not even considering the fact that Regnorex was not known for his magic. So having a magic resistance seemed useless against him. 

The only real benefits my Bonuses gave me were the fact that my Grand Skills’ cooldowns were reduced by 50%, and the fact that I could control corrupted creatures that were significantly weaker than me. 

However… I felt like having a handful of maybe corrupted beings that were maybe around Level 50 to 100 wouldn’t really turn the tides of battle against Regnorex. So that left the shortened cooldown between my Grand Skill uses. 

I pursed my lips as I debated between becoming a Corrupted Sentinel or The Enemy of the Demon King. 


Becoming a Faekiller wasn’t even an option. 

I remembered my plan as I tilted my head back. 

“I feel like becoming The Enemy of the Demon King would be more useful to me now… and I could always change Titles to… um, Corrupted Sentinel in the future, right?” 

I closed my eyes as I took in a deep breath. 


“So I think I know what I must do.” 

And I made my decision. 

Title Lost! 


(S̶̛̼̗̅ecė̶̺̜͕ly’s S̶̛̼̗̅ė̶̺̜͕ntǐ̶̬nĕ̷̪ͅͅl̵̨̦̗͗̔̃)

-50 to [Vitality] 

-50 to [Strength] 

-50 to [Endurance] 

-50 to [Wisdom] 

-50 to [Agility] 

Bonuses removed: 

*You cannot be harmed by the corruption of the world! 

*You are more resilient to magical attacks! 

*Your Grand Skills’ cooldown are reduced by 50%! 

General Skill [Title Skill: Protection of the Corruption] Removed! 

General Skill [Title Skill: Invoke Wrath] Removed! 

General Skill [Title Skill: Corruption Camouflage] Removed!

Title Gained! 


(The Enemy of the Demon King)

+150 to [Vitality] 

+40 to [Wisdom] 

+10 to [Strength] 

+10 to [Endurance] 

+10 to [Agility] 

Bonuses: 

*You are less likely to be detected as a threat by wild Demons! 

General Skill [Title Skill: Invoke Wrath] Obtained! 

General Skill [Title Skill: Influence Wild Demon] Obtained! 

General Skill [Title Skill: Demonic Essence Resistance] Obtained! 


9. Offering Help, Demanding Help

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

Species: [Primeval Demon of Pride]

Secondary Species: [Lesser God]

Subspecies: [Angelic Devil Princess] - Lvl. 168

Class: [C-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝rr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝pt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝d Appr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝nt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝c-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝] - Lvl. 153

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: The Devil’s Grace] - Lvl. 1

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

Stats:

[Available Stat Points: 0]

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

[Strength]: 325 (+10) (+10)

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

[Wisdom]: 490 (+40) (+10) (+50)

[Agility]: 530 (+10) (+10) (+5)

Skills:

[Available Skill Points: 0]

[Angel’s Wings] - Lvl. 15 


[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. 13 


[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: 12]

[Corrupted Draconic Fury] - Lvl. 1

[Cluster Time Dilation] - Lvl. 1

[Greater Teleportation] - Lvl. 20 (Maxed)

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

[Prison Of Isolation] - Lvl. 17

[Riftwalk] - Lvl. 1

[Truth Divination] - Lvl. 10 (Maxed)

[Worldbreak] - Lvl. 1

[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

I heard my brand new Status echo in my mind. And I couldn’t help but take note of one thing it said. 


“I got [Invoke Wrath] again, huh?” 

I found it a little bit funny how I lost then gained [Invoke Wrath] immediately. If there was one thing common about me, it was how I always seemed to invoke someone’s wrath. So it made sense that I got it. 

But the other two Title Skills I obtained piqued my interest. 


“[Demonic Essence Resistance], and [Influence Wild Demons].” 

The latter sounded like the kind of a Skill those [Changelings] I met in the Mortal Realm had— when they ordered the wild Demons around to attack me or my friends. Now, I didn’t think I would be able to control any wild Demons. After all, this was probably a more basic version of the Skill, whereas those Demons under Regnorex’s rule specialized in taming wild Demons… to a certain extent. 

But perhaps I could be able to goad a wild Demon into a direction, or to get them to ignore me. 

Or maybe the Skill was relative to my own level, so I had a stronger influence over wild Demons that were lower-leveled than me, with less influence over wild Demons that were higher-leveled than me. 

I didn’t know for certain. I could only speculate for now. I had to test it out to confirm anything. Although that would be hard, considering that there weren’t really any low-leveled wild Demons wandering the Netherworld right now. 

But at least, I could infer the basics of what [Influence Wild Demons] did. On the other hand… 

“What does [Demonic Essence Resistance] even do?” 

I didn’t even understand what a demonic essence was truly. I did have demonic essence, I knew that. After all, I literally had a Skill for transforming into other Demons back when I was a [Changeling] called demonic essence or something. 

And yet, I was pretty sure that this Skill didn’t just protect me from… transforming into something else. 


“Could it be related to Haec’s Skill?” 

I remembered Haec had a brand new Skill called [Demonic Essence Manifestation Mastery]. He still hasn’t figured out how it worked fully. But he understood the basics. 

I could test out my Skill against his when we had the time later. 


“For now, I guess I have to exit my pocket space again…” 

I started as I reopened the rift that had been there. But before I could exit, I sensed something from one of my clones. A thought that told me to wait. 

My eyes narrowed as I recalled the vague bits of a conversation that happened while I was choosing my Title, and I nodded. 

“Let them out.” 

I told my clones. And one of the glass-like walls in my pocket space collapsed. I faced the two figures that were being held there, practically imprisoned. They were escorted out by a pair of my clones accompanying them. 

“Ultis, Aliq.” 

I addressed the two Deathsquad Hunters. The two individuals who I had made guide me to the Demon King’s Domain. I had promised them I would spare them after they had served their purpose. 

Of course, I knew they could turn on me and immediately speak with the Demon King if I let them go. That was why I hadn’t freed them. Instead, I had kept them locked up until I figured out what to do with them. 

But apparently, that wasn’t necessary on my end. Because my clones had struck a deal with them. 

Ultis stepped forward as she placed a hand on her chest. 

“We wish to strike a deal with you.” 

I cocked a brow when I heard that. I knew as much, from what I parsed through my clones. 


“What kind of a deal?” 

I asked curiously. I didn’t exactly trust them, but I highly doubted they would have been able to concoct a plan to trick me while under the constant surveillance of my clones. So I listened as Ultis explained. 

“We know about your plan to overtake the rest of the legions, and we will offer you our help.” 


“You will?” 

That surprised me. But Ultis quickly clarified. 

“We will not aid you in your war against Regnorex himself. That would be suicide, and we want to live. But we will support you as far as overtaking the other legions of the Expanse goes. Isn’t that right, Aliq?” 

Ultis spoke as she turned to the other Deathsquad Hunter. He grunted and averted his gaze. I eyed him suspiciously at that. 

“And how do I know you’re not going to try to betray me in the middle of ‘helping’ me?” 

I crossed my arms across my chest. And Ultis shook her head. 

“We have seen what you are capable of. It would be truly foolish of us to try to double-cross you now— especially when it guarantees our deaths. If we were that much of fools, we would have tried something before we led you to the Demon King’s DOmain.” 

Ultis met my gaze as she spoke. I narrowed my eyes, still not fully buying her explanation. And then she lowered her head, placing a hand on her chest. 

“Besides, I have never been loyal to Regnorex. I care only about my survival. And this is my best chance of ensuring I survive.” 

I studied the expression on her face for a moment longer, then I looked at Aliq. He wore a begrudging look on his face, but he nodded in agreement with her. 

And I shrugged. 

“Fair enough.” 

Then I looked between the two of them again. 

“But how would this deal benefit you? How would helping me increase your chances of survival?”  


“Because of what we are asking in exchange.” 

Ultis sighed and took a step back. She placed a hand on the collar on her neck. 

“We want you to free us from this.” 

I blinked, hearing that. I stared at the metallic ring around her neck. Aliq seemed to be frustrated by it too, fidgeting as his eyes flickered down to it. 


Ultis shook her head. 

“As long as these summoning collars remain on our necks, we will never be able to be truly safe from Regnorex. We can never escape him or his wrath, no matter where we go in the Netherworld. So we need you to remove these collars from our necks. Otherwise, we will forever be his slaves, and we will die.” 

And she finished as she spoke in a grim voice. I tilted my head back when I heard that. 

“Huh. I mean, that makes sense. But how am I supposed to help you remove those collars?” 

I asked the question to the two Deathsquad Hunters. And they stared at me in utter disbelief. 

“...are you being serious right now?” 

Ultis said as I blinked. 

“Um, yes?” 

And the two Deathsquad Hunters sighed. 

“You can talk to him.” 

Ultis finally said, and my eyes went wide at the realization. 

“Oh. Right, I forgot about that.” 

*** 


A Fairy floated in a prison wreathed in iridescent colors. 


No— he wasn’t a Fairy. He had shed that identity long ago. He was a Demon. 

Or so he tried to tell himself. But as he saw the distortion reflecting his visage, he couldn’t help but recoil and remember his past. 

“When I get out of here…” 

He began as he ground his teeth together. And a rift opened up amidst the distortion. Blinking, he looked up at a silver-haired figure as she entered the prison— the very same person who put him here. 

He glared at her as she spoke with a smile on her face. 

“Hello, Hartia.” 


10. Fake Fairy

I needed to remove the summoning collars from the Third Legion. But not just them, from Aliq and Ultis too. Also, Taburas, Aemula, and Bertrugil.

To do that, I needed someone else’s help. Because I was not capable of doing that. While I was relatively decent at manipulating space magic, I mostly did what I did from pure instinct. And I didn’t trust myself to be able to remove the summoning collars from anyone… at least, without doing some damage to them as well.

So I turned to the only person I knew who could help me. The one who was responsible for creating the network responsible for connecting all the summoning collars to the Demon King.

Here he was, floating in my [Prison Of Isolation], surrounded by a pool of corruption. A Fairy that was about the size of my head, protected by a barrier that was nigh impenetrable.

It took him a moment to even realize I was there. And when I did, I greeted him with a smile.

“Hello, Hartia—” 

But in response, he screamed and pointed my way. 


“You… die!” 

I blinked as I watched a vortex begin to open up in space… about a dozen feet to my left. Hartia paused, staring in shock as his attack failed to reach me. The corruption and distortion that surrounded him stopped him from even landing an attack my way. It intercepted his space magic, tangling the strands of mana, until he couldn’t manipulate the world like it was a straight plane. 

The Fairy cursed as I just chuckled. 

“You shouldn’t do that.” 

I pointed at him, opening my claws in his direction like I was about to crush him. The corruption around him began to coalesce in the shape of my claw, and I gave him a dangerous look. 

“If you try to attack me one more time, I will kill you.” 

“Oh?” 

Hartia sneered at me. He spread his arms wide, and I raised a brow, hearing what he had to say. 

“You can’t kill me. Why else did you trap me in this forsaken prison? I assure you, when I get out—” 

But before he could finish, I sighed and used my brand new [Corruption Mastery] to grab him with the distortion, pinning him against the walls of this pocket prison. 


“I’m not going to waste anymore time.” 

I spoke simply as he groaned. 

“Urk—” 

I flew forward, staring down at him as he forced his head to look up against the pressure of the corruption pressing against him. He gritted his teeth, and I came to a halt right before him. 

“I couldn’t kill you earlier because I didn’t have my [Claw Of Corruption] to bypass your [Fractal Barrier]. But now, I do.” 

“You’re—” 

Hartia coughed as he spoke. 

“You’re lying.” 

My eyes glinted dangerously as I tilted my head. Using [Corruption Mastery], I focused all the corruption in the room to crushing him. He began to scream as I saw flakes from his [Fractal Barrier] break off. 

With [Corruption Mastery] alone, I couldn’t kill him. Even if I could hurt him now. So it sufficed as a threat. But thanks to my Class advancement, I could now use all my Grand Skills again, and I could finish him off with [Claw Of Corruption]. 

That had been what I was planning to do in the first place anyway. So even if our conversation ended with that outcome, I wouldn’t be too upset. I would just need to figure out another way to get what I wanted right now. 

And Hartia gasped out. 

“Fine— I’ll hear you out!” 

I alleviated the corruption crushing him ever so slightly— enough for him to catch his breath and peel himself off the wall. I drew back as I eyed him dubiously. I didn’t fully believe him. There was no way he had any intentions of helping me out this easily. 

It was very likely this was a ploy of his to try and escape. So I was going to remain skeptical of anything he had to say. 

“So what do you want?” 

Harris asked, shooting me a glare. He was still surrounded by the corruption, but I could see through the distortion just fine. 

“I want you to remove the summoning collars from everyone in the Third Legion.” 

I explained my intentions simply. Hartia narrowed his eyes at me. 


“And why should I do that?” 

It was a simple response. An expected response. He scoffed as he shook his head. 

“You’re the Enemy. I have no reason to help you, or any of those damn traitors.” 

“Just because you don’t see a reason to help me, doesn’t mean there isn’t one.” 

I countered as I gestured at him. 

“And besides, you’re a Fairy, aren’t you? You have no reason to aid Regnorex. He’s the Demon King, not the Fairy Queen.” 

Harris’s brows snapped together at that. He snarled at me. 

“I am not a Fairy. And even if I was, I would rather die than serve that… that…” 

He tried to work his jaw. But he stopped himself. He couldn’t bring himself to insult the Fairy Queen. I watched as he averted his gaze, before I placed a hand on my chin. 

I recalled what I saw of his Grand Skill. It was a pocket space that carried the apparitions of many dead Fairies there. One of them had even been Level 200. 

It was a strange Grand Skill. Powerful. And when I considered its name… 

I couldn’t help but wonder why he hated the Fairy Queen. 

“Why do you reject your heritage, Hartia?” 

I asked curiously, peering into the Fairy. He snarled at me once again. 

“Why shouldn’t I reject it? They rejected me first. They exiled me for something that was not my fault.” 

He paused as a grim look crossed his face. He wore a morose expression. And I could almost feel what he felt. 

“No— they didn’t exile me. They tried to kill me. I only survived because of my own strength.” 

Hartia’s eyes flickered when he spoke. I frowned at that. I knew there was history there. So I wasn’t going to let it go. 

If I could understand him, I knew I would be able to convince him to help me. 

“But why does that mean you owe your allegiance to Regnorex?” 

I asked insistently. And Hartia snapped at me. 

“Because he gave me a place to go when nobody else would. When I had nothing, he offered me power. When I was afraid, he gave me safety.” 

Hartia’s gaze grew soft as he spoke. When I heard that, I couldn’t help but be skeptical of his account. I didn’t think he was speaking from a reliable perspective, considering that he was hurting from something else. 

I knew just how much different the world could be perceived compared to reality when I was hurting. So I reached out with a hand and spoke confidently, meeting Hartia’s gaze. 

“But you’re wrong. Regnorex does not have the best intentions of you in mind. Neither do I, of course. But if you were to die here, he wouldn’t care.” 

“And why wouldn’t he care about me? I’m one of his most loyal subjects!” 

Hartia exclaimed, raising his chin. I shrugged back at him. 

“I mean, why would he care about you? He cares about Demons, and you’re not a Demon. You’re a Fairy.” 

The Fairy paused. He gritted his teeth, before lashing out with a hand. 


“I said— stop calling me that!” 

I blinked, watching as a piece of space broke off and shot my way. It was like a shard of glass, and it shone with a brilliant light. But it didn’t reach me. Due to the corruption in the room, it veered off course and struck the wall. 

I rolled my eyes as Hartia cursed. 

“But it’s the truth. You know it, and I know it.” 

I spoke simply, shaking my head. 

“And if you want safety, you can find safety without Regnorex.” 

I tapped a finger on my chin and continued. 

“In fact, I would argue that you being with Regnorex is the opposite of being safe. After all, he’s about to wage war with the Mortal Realm. And also, he stationed you here with the Third Legion to fend off wild Primordial and Primeval Demons. You could have died— you would have died if I am not offering to spare you!” 

Hartia pursed his lips when he heard that. But then he looked like he was about to protest. And I cut him off. 

“I don’t know what happened between you and the Fairy Queen. But I know what’s it like to be an outcast to your own kind too. So please, let me help you.” 

I pleaded with him as his eyes went wide. Hartia stared at me, almost unable to speak. A small teardrop slid down his cheek, and he placed a hand on his chest. 

“What… what is this?” 

And he looked up at me accusingly. 

“What are you doing to me?” 

I closed my eyes as I felt the exact same feelings he felt, while letting him feel what I felt 

“[Truth Divination].” 

I explained the Skill to him simply. 

“Neither of us can lie right now. So tell me, why do you hate your queen?” 

It was my trump card. And Hartia just stared at me in sheer disbelief. 


11. The Truth And The Revelation

“Why do you hate your queen?”

It was a simple question. But it was one that drew a myriad of answers from Hartia’s mind the moment he heard it. The memories of what happened during the incident flashed before his very eyes.

The disaster that befell the New World.

All the dead Fairies.

All his dead friends.

Ivory

It was his failures coming back to him once again

No— the Fairy Queen’s failures.

Hartia’s breathing quickened as he glared up at the Demon floating before him in his prison. But she didn’t seem like she wanted to antagonize him. Instead, it almost felt like she… wanted to understand him.

Like there was a sincere desire to know why he felt this way towards his own kind.

And that was not all. Hartia could also tell that she wasn’t trying to lie to him with her offer— that she wanted to free him once he did his part and freed the Third Legion.

It made no sense to Hartia. How could he feel what she felt? But he couldn’t deny the reality of his situation. It had something to do with her Skill, and that was why he couldn’t bring himself to lash out at her.

“My Queen… lied to me.”

Hartia finally said as he closed his eyes. He remembered her looming figuring, sitting on her throne. Always so regal. Seemingly so kind. But when the New World began to break apart, he saw just how wrathful she could be.

How callous she had treated him.

“It was her fault that her construct failed. That she failed once again. But she chose to blame me. To avoid the blame of her own failures, she pinned the blame on me.”

Hartia whispered as he placed a hand on his chest. The gray light emanating from his body flickered, turning pale for a brief moment. And Salvos floated there, her eyes growing wide as she saw flashes of his memories.

As she saw what happened to him.

“That’s…”

Salvos trailed off, not saying anything else. A pained expression crossed her face. And Hartia knew she understood his suffering.

“There is nothing you can do for me.”

Hartia spoke, shaking his head. He looked down at his hand and sighed.

“My life belongs to Regnorex now.”

He recalled what happened after he escaped the folds between the worlds. He remembered finding himself lost in the Netherworld during the midst of Revelation. The pervasive destruction was alien to him, who had lived his entire life within the Fairy Queen’s Palace.

There, everything was so peaceful. There was almost no danger. The most threats he would encounter was when he ventured out into the Spirit Plane or the Mortal Realm. But even then, it was a muted danger.

It was nothing like what he had seen in the Netherworld.

***

The Fairy had fled, again and again, from Primeval Demons and Primordial Demons alike. He wasn’t even sure how he survived for so long. But eventually, he found himself cornered by a wild Primordial Demon.

A creature that would have consumed him in a single bite.

[The King Of Chimeras].

It was massive. It stood as tall as a mountain. And it broke through his [Fractal Barrier] with ease. The nameless Fairy accepted his death as he lay there, his body broken and bleeding.

But then there was a flicker of light.

A massive chain struck down at the Primordial Demon, whipping at it and keeping it back. The nameless Fairy just watched as a chained figure let out a guttural scream and crashed into the [King Of Chimeras].

As the nameless Fairy looked on at the battle— at the chained figure battling with the [King Of Chimeras] in the distance— a set of thudding footfalls approached him. The nameless Fairy looked back, hearing a voice.

“A Level 205 Primordial Demon. Quite the powerful beast. And yet, you survived its wrath, despite your level.”

There stood a crimson figure. Tall and powerful in statute. It almost reminded the nameless Fairy of his queen— no, not his queen. But the Fairy Queen. However, there was something different to this person.

He spoke with a coldness that even the Fairy Queen lacked.

“I am Regnorex the Demon King. I would ask you to bow, but you are no Demon.”

Regnorex spoke simply as the nameless Fairy picked himself up from the ground. In the distance, the chained figure beat down on the [King Of Chimeras]. A display of strength that seemed to impress even the Demon King.

“Tell me: what is your name?”

It was an ordinary question. But the nameless Fairy couldn’t answer it. All he did was lower his head in shame. The Demon King seemed to take notice of this.

So he changed the question.

“What brings a Fairy like you to the Netherworld?”

Regnorex had asked. And the nameless Fairy simply answered.

“Nothing. I have no purpose, no will to live. I have no name. I have nothing left.”

But the Demon King didn’t respond to this with contempt. Instead, the massive figure of Regnorex descended to one knee and proffered a hand.

“Then prove yourself to me. Show me your strength. And I will turn you into my weapon.”

The Demon King spoke simply. And the nameless Fairy’s eyes grew wide.

“I will give you a name. I will never discard you. So show me what you are capable of.”

Regnorex finished. In response, the nameless Fairy closed his eyes and—

***

“I am Regnorex’s weapon. I will not betray him.”

Hartia spoke insistently, glaring at Salvos.

“I do not care what you offer me. You are wasting your time. Just kill me. If I cannot serve the Demon King, then I may as well die.”

But even as he spoke, he knew he wasn’t telling the truth. He knew he was lying. That there was a sense of discomfort within him. That something was wrong.

Salvos shook her head as she proffered a hand.

“But that doesn’t have to be the case. The last time you dedicated your life to someone, they ended up discarding you the moment they didn’t need you, remember? Just like how the Fairy Queen used you, the Demon King is using you.”

Hartia gritted his teeth when he heard that.

“You don’t know what you’re talking about!”

He wanted to lash out with another attack. But he couldn’t bring himself to do anything other than shout.

Salvos just shook her head in return.

“I know that being a weapon means you are only a tool. And I know that tools can easily be discarded once they aren’t useful anymore. I mean, why else would you be out here, guarding the Expanse? Why aren’t you by Regnorex’s side, helping him with his ritual to cross the planes?”

“That’s—”

He looked towards Salvos, but he could sense the truth in her words. The truth that he himself felt. That he knew he had already been replaced. Even though he had been the one responsible for helping the Demon King create this united network under the collars which could easily be accessed and manipulated.

But when a more talented master of space magic showed up, Hartia was immediately discarded.

And he scowled as he felt the aching in his heart.

“So what? You want me to be used by you instead?”

“No.”

Salvos shook her head.  When Hartia heard that, he flinched. But she didn’t stop there.

“Why must you even be used by someone else? Why must you be someone else’s tool? Why can’t you live for yourself?”

“I—”

Hartia tried to protest. But Salvos continued.

“Live free, Hartia.”

And she caught herself. Her face grew soft. The expression she wore became kind. For a moment, Hartia almost thought that she was someone else.

“No— Basil.”

Hartia wanted to recoil when he heard that name. But all he did was float there, surrounded by the same distortion that ruined his past life.

“...that’s all I’ve ever known.”

He finally spoke as his eyes fluttered shut. Salvos just replied with a shrug.

“And it doesn’t need to be all you will ever know.”

“I…”

Hartia felt a pain wash over him. He knew that he had been discarded by Regnorex. But he had rejected that notion for so long, because he didn’t want to accept his folly.

Because he wanted to believe that things were different now.

However, he knew that wasn’t the case.

It never was.

“You do realize that defeating the other legions of the Expanse will not be so easy, right?”

Hartia finally spoke as he opened his eyes. He raised his gaze to look at Salvos.

“Jofis the Winged Horror is in charge of the First Legion. He is even more dangerous than me.”

That didn’t seem to deter Salvos. In fact, she looked intrigued by that prospect. Hartia shook his head.

“That is not to mention the fact that you will draw the ire of Manos the Executioner— the leader of the Deathsquad Hunters.”

“I mean, I knew it wasn’t going to be easy. I’m going up against the Demon King. He’s a Primordial Demon. Of course it will be difficult.”

Hartia pursed his lips. But he didn’t bother arguing against her.

“Very well. I do not care what happens to you after I am set free. You can die for all I care.”

That made Salvos raise her brows.

“So you’re going to help me?”

Salvos asked, peering at him curiously. And while Hartia wished that a part of him wanted to betray her. He knew he wouldn’t do such a thing. He closed his eyes as he remembered something from his past life.

A memory he tried to forget, but remembered now.

***

Basil flitted alongside Ivory as the two explored the beautiful garden of the Fairy Queen. They were both young Fairies. Barely a hundred years old. And neither of them had even reached Level 40 yet at this time. Looking up, Basil stared at the glass-like sky, and he raised a hand.

“When I grow up, I want to become one of the architects of the New World.”

“You do?”

Ivory asked, turning to him with an intrigued look. He nodded as he smiled.

“And you? What do you want to do?”

“I want to help bring the beauty to the New World— to be a Spring Fairy who creates flowers and a lush garden for all to enjoy.”

Ivory laughed in response. She closed her eyes, before lowering her head.

“Then after that, I want to explore the other planes of the Nexeus.”

“After… what?”

That made Basil pause. He stared at her quizzically, and she tilted her heard at him.

“Do you not wish to become anything once you have fulfilled your duty? Once you have finished creating the New World?”

“I… I have never thought about that.”

Basil replied hesitantly. And Ivory smiled as she took his hand.

“Then explore the Nexeus with me, Basil.”

He blinked a few times as he heard her words.

“Show me the world. Let us explore it, together.”

***

“I am not doing this for you. I am doing this for someone else.”

Hartia finally replied as he snapped back to reality. He knew that Salvos saw what he saw. That she felt what he felt. But he didn’t care any longer.

“I am doing this so I can be free once and for all.”

And Salvos smiled when she heard that.

“Good. Now let’s get you out of here.”


12. Unprecedented

“I’ve never seen anything like this before…”

Faith whispered as she stared at the scene far below. Edithe glanced over at the Fallen Queen of Elutra, before looking back down at the mass of red crawling over the landscape below.

From where they were, it looked like the ground was stained with a sea of blood— like the earth itself was scarred and bleeding.

But what they saw wasn’t blood. The mass was something else. It was moving and writhing around, like it was a living organism. And perhaps it could be seen as such.

However, to be more precise, it was not just a single living creature.

It was a million of them.

Centinels. All kinds of them. Whether they were [Younger Centinels] or [Evolved Centinels]. They bathed the region with their seemingly endless numbers.

As an adventurer, Edithe had seen an infestation of Centinels before. She had even cleared out a few nests. But this?

Such a sight was unprecedented. Perhaps it was only ever seen before when the Bloodied Gulf was first claimed by these creatures from beyond the sea.

“This is horrible. Just what could’ve led to this?”

Edithe asked as she swept her gaze over the mass of crimson. The Centinels were here for one reason and one reason only.

Mavos Academy.

Why? Edithe didn’t know. Nobody knew better. But the moment she heard the news, she rushed over as quickly as she could.

Which meant asking the Salvos clone to teleport them to Mavos Academy.

Unfortunately, the school’s barrier had already been erected at this point. So the Salvos clone hadn’t been able to bring them into the campus. The best she could do was teleport them high up into the sky, overlooking the landscape below.

There were no clouds today. If there were, Edithe would not have been able to get a good view of anything down below. That was how high up they were. However, even though they were far from the swarms of Centinels, Edithe still didn’t feel safe, just seeing their squirming figures.

“How do we get in through the barrier?”

Edithe asked as she looked towards the magical dome encapsulating Mavos Academy. Faith shook her head, raising a glowing parchment,

“I sent a [Message] to them— requesting permission to teleport into the school grounds. I’m sure they’ll let us in shortly.”

Faith spoke as she eyed the parchment expectantly. Edithe nodded, and the Salvos clone just looked quizzically towards the ground.

“Good. Even from all the way up here, I feel uneasy seeing those…”

Edithe started. Then she paused as she saw a figure moving amidst the sea of red. But it wasn’t just circling around the barrier. Instead, it looked like it was getting closer.

The redhead’s eyes narrowed as she leaned forward. That was impossible. They were so high up in the air, and Centinels couldn’t fly. So that moving object couldn’t be getting closer. Unless it was…

And Edithe’s eyes grew wide as she realized what was going on.

“Shit—”

[Ancient Centinel - Lvl. 165]

A terrible shriek echoed out as a massive undulating creature shot up towards the three of them. Faith looked back in a panic as the [Ancient Centinel] drew closer.

“What do we do?”

Edithe raised her staff as she opened her mouth.

“I—”

But the Salvos clone brought a fiery hand up, and dozens of flaming weapons were conjured up around her. They were unleashed like a salvo down to the [Ancient Centinel], slowing its ascent. It reeled from the attack. However, that was enough to stop it.

And the Salvos clone realized this too. Edithe glanced back, seeing the way the Salvos clone pointed. There was a flicker of magic— the strands of mana in the air rippled like a powerful spell was being fired off.

Then looking towards the [Ancient Centinel], Edithe watched as it was lit ablaze by a black and golden flame. The monster screeched and recoiled. But the flames didn’t dissipate. Instead, it continued to eat away at the [Ancient Centinel], forcing it to tumble out of the air.

Edithe watched as the [Ancient Centinel] collapsed back to the ground, the fire rapidly spreading across its body. But before she could sigh in relief, the ground burst open, and more [Ancient Centinels] appeared.

Cursing, Edithe faced Faith.

“How much longer?”

“I just got a response— we can teleport through the barrier now!”

Faith exclaimed, raising the parchment as letters shone on the paper. The Salvos clone nodded as the [Ancient Centinels] shot up into the air. And the air around them shimmered. Before the the surroundings around the three of them changed.

Edithe blinked as she found herself suddenly in the middle of a ornate hallway, surrounded by confused [Mages].

And she placed a hand on her chest, looking up at the Salvos clone gratefully.

“Thank you.”

***

Rachel, Oriur, Novis, Bellum, Kron, and Willy waited atop Clayton Skyshredder’s office after the barrier of Mavos Academy was fully formed. They had watched as the greatest calamity to befall the Human Lands in over a thousand years appeared out of thin air. There was almost no warning. Nobody could have seen this coming.

Except… maybe Rachel could have foreseen it.

Oriur definitely had his worries about such a thing happening too. Novis and Bellum weren’t ever really concerned about much, but they had been aware of the Centinel threat. Willy might not have voiced much concern about it either. However, he was the most keen and astute of them all. So he might have predicted such an outcome.

Of course, perhaps none of them anticipated anything as extreme as the Matriarch Centinel of the Bloodied Gulf showing up at Mavos Academy. Maybe Centina foresaw it. But she wasn’t here right now.

Rachel had a myriad of questions to ask the [Evolved Centinel]. Mainly— what happened now? There was a swarm of over a million Centinels just outside of Mavos Academy. And their numbers were increasing by the minute.

The barrier protecting the campus city would not last forever. In fact, Rachel knew for certain it wasn’t even going to last a year. So what happened now?

Did they all just wait here to be slaughtered? There had to be a way to escape? But no— as long as Centina was here, the Matriarch Centinel of the Bloodied Gulf was not going away.

So what was the solution?

Rachel thought long and hard in silence as the group did not speak. The only one of the group who made a sound was Kron. She was standing as far away from the window, hugging herself and trembling in fear. She was utterly terrified of the Centinels. Which made sense, because she had been forced to survive the Bloodied Gulf Before. Now, she was experiencing it all again.

Perhaps Rachel should have tried to cheer up Kron. But Rachel hardly knew the [Korkodis]. The two had only become acquainted with each other relatively recently. So Rachel wasn’t even sure what to do other than worry just like everyone else.

Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, the elevator opened up, and a pair of figures returned. It was Headmaster Clayton Skyshredder and—

“Centina!”

Oriur, Novis, and Bellum all perked up. They ran forward, surrounding the [Evolved Centinel] immediately. Of course, Centina looked like an ordinary Human thanks to the illusion spell she wore. But they were all accustomed to seeing her this way at this point.

Headmaster Clayton Skyshredder strode up to Willy as he massaged his temples.

“We sent a request for aid across the United Coalition of the Human Lands.”

“And?”

Willy asked, flitting up to the Headmaster of Mavos Academy. Clayton sighed.

“The Council of Cremont refused to answer our call. Only a handful of lone [Mages] teleported to offer us their aid.”

Hearing that, Willy snorted.

“Typical.”

“So what happens now?”

Rachel asked, approaching the two of them. Clayton just wore a grim look on his face. Willy was silent. And it was Centina who spoke up.

She looked up from the three baby Wyverns, shaking her head.

“There is only one thing we can do.”

“And what is it?”

Oriur asked, tilting his head. With a sigh, Centina lowered her head.

“We have to reveal the truth about me.”

She said as she placed a hand on her chest. Rachel’s eyes grew wide upon hearing that. But Centina just finished.

“And I’ll hand myself over to the Matriarch”


13. The One And Only Solution

“—as long as the barrier remains standing—”

“...there is nothing we can do.”

“We must trust in Headmaster Skyshredder.”

“But why are they here?”

Edithe overheard the susurration— she listened to the worried voices of the [Mages] of Mavos Academy, all of them speaking with the same level of confusion. The questions they asked were the same questions that lingered in the redhead’s mind. Like why were the Centinels here? What were they after? And how were they going to be defeated?

The last question’s answer seemed obvious after a fraction of a second of thought— they weren’t going to be defeated. This was an army of monsters that dwarfed anything the Human lands could even offer. But that was not all. The number of Elite Ranked threats that joined the swarm of Centinels was probably in the hundreds, more than the total number of Elite Ranked Humans combined.

And that was not to mention the presence of the Matriarch Centinel of the Bloodied Gulf too.

So fighting back against these monsters was a ridiculous notion. It should not have even been considered. That was why Edithe stormed her way through the Tower of Truth of Mavos Academy, in search of Headmaster Clayton Skyshredder, as Faith El and the Salvos clone followed in tow.

“Wait up, Edithe—”

Faith called out. Meanwhile, the Salvos clone happily skipped behind the two women, drawing the attention of a handful of [Mages]. They gaped at the Salvos clone, some pointing and whispering her way. But she just waved back at them.

Edithe marched on. Because there was only one thing that could be done right now.

“Excuse me—”

She called out as she reached the office of the Headmaster of Mavos Academy. She swung the door open, before pausing as she was met by not the man she was looking for.

Instead, a lady with glasses stood there, facing Edithe with narrowed eyes.

“And who might you be?”

“I—”

Edithe started. And Faith finally caught up.

“You still haven’t told us your plan, Edithe. You can’t just run off without us!”

The Fallen Queen of the Elutra Kingdom exclaimed, reaching Edithe’s side. The lady with glasses standing inside of the room eyed them suspiciously.

“What do you two want?”

“Sorry for the intrusion, my name is Edithe Dawnrise—”

Edithe spoke up quickly, before shaking her head.

“And we’re looking for Headmaster Skyshredder. Do you know where he could be?”

The lady with glasses huffed and adjusted her glasses.

“Clayton is not present here right now. But I am his [Secretary], Marie Schofen. If you have a message you’d like to leave him, I could forward it to him for you.”

“Mavos Academy could soon be destroyed if we don’t do something now. I need to speak with him— I have a plan that can save us all.”

Edithe spoke seriously, meeting Marie’s gaze. But the [Secretary] just shook her head.

“We had a meeting with every significant member of the faculty, and not a single one of them were able to offer us a substantive solution to our problem. Everything from teleporting out of the school to leading the Centinels away from us. None of them will work. So why would a random girl like you be able to help us?”

“Because—”

Edithe opened her mouth. But then the Salvos clone finally caught up. She peered into the room curiously, looking around, her presence immediately drawing Marie Schofen’s attention. The Salvos clone just waved cheerfully as the [Secretary] frowned.

“That’s… Salvos? No— an apparition of her?”

“That’s me!”

The Salvos clone exclaimed, yet somehow still spoke in a soft voice. Edithe shook her head as she corrected Marie.

“Not just an apparition, but a clone.”

“And what is a clone of Salvos doing with you?”

The [Secretary] asked curiously. Edithe glanced over at the Salvos clone, before meeting Faith’s gaze. The two women nodded at each other, then faced Marie confidently.

“I am Edithe Dawnrise. And this is Queen Faith El of Elutra. We are here to answer Mavos Academy’s call for aid.”

That made the [Secretary] furrow her brows. After a moment of consideration, she finally sighed and nodded.

“To think someone actually answered that… very well, I shall lead you to Headmaster Skyshredder. I am also quite curious to hear what you have to say.”

And Edithe smiled at that.

“Thank you.”

***

“Hand yourself over to the Matriarch?”

Oriur repeated after Centina as he stared in disbelief. Novis and Bellum exchanged a glance, confused at what that entailed.

“So what happen?”

“Will be ok?”

Novis and Bellum asked with round eyes. But Oriur gritted his teeth and shook his head.

“No, Ms Centina will not be alright. The Matriarch will kill her. This is a terrible plan!”

“Oriur…”

Centina pursed her lips. Or at the very least, her illusion did.

“This is the only way. Even if we flee by teleporting out of Mavos Academy, the Matriarch of the Bloodied Gulf will only follow us. Until she gets her hands on me. Because of what I have done.”

“But can’t we do something else about it?”

Oriur exclaimed. He glanced back helplessly to his siblings, before his gaze drifted towards Rachel. She was standing towards the back, also with a wide-eyed look on her face.

“Don’t you think we’re being too hasty? Like, can’t we just teleport everyone within the barrier of the school to somewhere safe?”

Oriur suggest as she gestured helplessly around himself. But it was Headmaster Clayton Skyshredder who spoke up, shaking his head.

“That is not possible. The barrier at its current state prevents teleportations from either the outside or the inside. We will need to reduce it down to the sixth layer to even allow individual teleportations from a handful of [Mages]. To teleport such a large mass of individuals, the barrier will have to be reduced to five layers. And that will collapse under the weight of such a massive swarm of Centinels continuously tearing at the barrier.”

The Headmaster of Mavos Academy explained as he wore a grim look on his face. Oriur clenched his jaw.

“So what if we flee? What if Centina escapes somewhere the Matriarch can’t reach her? If we fly high enough—”

“There are some [Evolved Centinels] who can fly.”

Centina cut him off, before lowering head her.

“There is nothing we can do.”

“But that can’t be true, right?”

Oriur asked, before looking with a pained look towards Rachel. It was evident from the face he wore that he wanted her to back him up.

“Right?”

Rachel shifted her feet uncomfortably, then she piped up in a meek voice.

“Could we maybe barter with the Centinel Matriarch?”

Oriur blinked when he heard that. Clayton’s brows snapped together when he heard that. Even Novs and Bellum could only stare in disbelief.

Kron, who was hiding in the corner, shrank back at that.

“You crazy?”

She exclaimed. Rachel cocked her head.

“What?”

The young girl didn’t seem to understand what she suggested. And Centina just sighed.

“The Matriarch is not reasonable. She may be more intelligent than an ordinary Centinel, but at the end of the day, she is still a Centinel. Just like the rest of them.”

“But you are a Centinel too, and you’re reasonable!”

Rachel tried to protest. But nobody wanted to hear it. Even Oriur thought it was ridiculous. Clayton turned to Centina as he wore a morose look on his face.

“I shall reveal the truth of why the Matriarch Centinel is here once Centina turns herself over, and I shall step down as Headmaster of Mavos Academy.”

Oriur glanced between them as he just gaped. Someone needed to say something— do something. This was madness. It was rash. It couldn’t be happening.

Centina had been the one to raise him after Salvos had left to the Netherworld. Well, it wasn’t Centina alone. But still, she was like an aunt to Oriur. He couldn’t let her do this.

The baby Wyvern— no, juvenile Wyvern— looked up at the only figure who hadn’t spoken just yet. Willy. The [Will O’ Wisp]. And a Grand Spirit.

“Uncle Willy…”

Oriur pleaded as Novis and Bellum also faced the [Will O’ Wisp]. But his flames flickered as he said nothing. Centina gave a melancholic smile.

“I understand you don’t want this, Oriur. I don’t want it too. But this is what’s necessary.”

Raising her head, she faced the ceiling as she closed her eyes. She placed a hand on her chest and spoke softly.

“At the very least, for these last few years, I was—”

Centina started. But then the back door swung open as a group of figures entered the room. It was Marie Schofen— she was Clayton’s [Secretary] who almost killed Oriur. But after an explanation of things from the Headmaster since then, she was now aware of what was going on up here— how it had become a safe haven for intelligent monsters.

But she wasn’t alone. She was accompanied by three women. The first two were a pair of familiar-looking Human women. And the third was…

Rachel perked up when she caught a glimpse of the flaming. Novis, Bellum and Oriur also momentarily stared in shock.

“That’s—”

Oriur’s jaw dropped. Rachel whispered.

“Salvos?”

The Salvos clone tilted her head at them. But the redhead woman stepped forward as Marie Schofen spoke up.

“Apologies for the interruption, Headmaster. But Edithe Dawnrise has arrived to offer us her aid, and she claims to have a solution to deal with our Centinel-problem.”

“Edithe Dawnrise?”

Clayton frowned when he looked at her. He gave her a quizzical look.

“And what is your solution to our predicament?”

“It is simple—”

Edithe started as she came to a halt before them all.

“We shall ask for aid from the Spirit Lord.”

And Willy’s flames flickered when he heard that as everyone else just blinked.


14. Risk

“We shall ask for aid from the Spirit Lord.”

Edithe spoke simply as she met the gaze of everyone in the room. She paused as she spotted Rachel standing in the corner. That was a surprising sight.

But as much as the redhead wanted to approach the little girl and question what was going on— maybe even comment on how much Rachel grew since they last saw each other— there was no time for that. Instead, Edithe had to address the reactions to what she had said.

It was a bold statement— an outlandish suggestion. And it was immediately met by shocked and confused reactions.

“That is ridiculous—”

Marie Schofen rebuked.

“This was your plan?!”

Faith stared with wide eyes.

“What does that mean?”

Centina asked as she glanced around in confusion. As a Centinel, she must not have known much about anything beyond the Human lands.

Clayton Skyshredder himself furrowed his brows when he heard that. But he wasn’t as outraged as his [Secretary].

“Explain yourself— how shall we obtain the Spirit Lord’s aid? Only the Immortal King Alexander and Melissa the Oracle of Light has ever exchanged contact with him.”

He demanded, and Edithe nodded.

“You’re right. We can’t just send a [Message] to the Spirit Lord. There is no direct line of communication between us and him. And the Sprit Lord has had zero contact with Humankind ever since Melissa the Oracle of Light vanished.”

Taking a deep breath, Edithe faced the Headmaster of Mavos Academy with a serious gaze.

“But that doesn’t mean we cannot contact him now. Nobody has ever said that wasn’t a possibility.”

“And how do you propose we do that?”

Marie Schofen snorted as she crossed her arms.

“I knew I shouldn’t have brought you here. If this plan of yours was so easy, others would have done it a millennia ago.”

“But they did.”

Edithe replied with a steady voice.

“Alexander did exactly this. Back when the Demon King first invaded. He sought the aid of the Spirit Lord, and that’s when the first pact between a [Summoner] and a Spirit was formed. If not for him, the Mortal Realm would be populated with wandering and stray Spirits visiting our lands. But nothing like what we have today.”

Her eyes flickered as she remembered Druma and Mistshard. The two Spirits she lost after forsaking her contract with them to protect their lives.

When she lost her Class as a [Summoner].

Marie Schofen backed up when she heard this. Centinel still seem puzzled. However, surprisingly, one of the juvenile Wyverns in the room seemed to understand what Edithe was saying.

Which shouldn’t have been surprising, after Edithe peered at them for a moment.

She hadn’t realized it earlier because of how much they had grown, but they were Salvos’s children. Adopted children, at the very least. As expected of Salvos’s children, they are smart.

Edithe thought approvingly, before focusing at the matter at hand. She looked back towards Clayton as she held his gaze.

“And that’s not all…”

She started, then paused. Closing her eyes, Edithe recalled a fact. Something that she remembered from history— an obscure fact that was brushed over.

“Melissa the Oracle of Light herself had ventured into the Spirit Plane to meet the Spirit Lord.”

Hearing that, Clayton narrowed his eyes. Edithe continued.

“This was something even the Immortal King Alexander did not do. He had spoken to the Spirit Lord through intermediaries— through spells and divinations. But he had never once stepped into the Spirit Plane. And because of that, we have assumed it is forbidden to do so.”

“However, because Melissa did so, you are asserting that we can do the same.”

The Headmaster of Mavos Academy finished Edithe’s train of thought. She nodded.

“That is correct.”

Marie just blinked. Faith almost looked convinced. Clayton considered this with wrinkled brows.

Willy remained silent.

And a voice spoke out in support of Edithe.

It was Oriur. The fact he could even speak surprised Edithe. She nearly jerked back, and Faith was taken aback too.

“I’ve been wondering the same thing myself… I even brought this up to Rachel—”

Oriur started, glancing over at the young girl next to him. She nodded as she placed a hand on her chin.

“I found it strange too.”

“But it isn’t strange.”

Marie retorted, raising a hand.

“The only reason why Melissa the Oracle of Light was permitted to cross into the Spirit Plane was due to her status as the oracle of the Fairy Queen. Otherwise, she would have been killed for even attempting such a thing by the Spirit Lord’s Angels.”

As she spoke, she turned to face Edithe. But the redhead just crossed her arms.

“And where in history has that been shown to be a fact?”

“I… what?”

The [Secretary] paused. She backed up, flustered as Edithe pressed her.

“Cite me one example in recorded history where someone has ever been repudiated for crossing into the Spirit Plane.”

“That’s—”

Marie hesitated, before her shoulders slumped. Edithe grinned at that.

“Exactly. You can’t. And I doubt you can either Headmaster Skyshredder.”

The redhead looked towards Clayton knowingly. He ran a hand through his long beard as he was in deep thought.

“You are correct, Ms Edithe. Because everyone believes this law of the Spirit Plane— that trespassers are not allowed— nobody has ever dared cross to the other side. Except for Melissa the Oracle of Light. But…”

Clayton shook his head.

“That doesn’t prove that it is permitted. It simply proves that we do not know for certain whether it is permitted.”

Edithe took in a deep breath when she heard what he had to say.

“You’re right. We don’t know that for certain. It is dangerous— it is a risk. I may be completely wrong, and stepping into the Spirit Plane may be suicide. That is why I am volunteering myself to do this.”

Clayton peered at her as she spoke resolutely. She strode forward, placing a hand on her chest.

“I will not force any of you to risk your lives to do this. I shall cross to the Spirit Plane myself. And I shall return with the Spirit Lord. That is how confident I am in this plan.”

“Are you really sure you want to do this?”

Faith asked from the side. Her lips were drawn into a thin line, staring at the redhead worriedly. While the two were nothing more than mere acquaintances at best, that didn’t mean they couldn’t be concerned for one another.

“I’ll be fine.”

Edithe offered Faith a small but reassuring smile. The redhead looked up towards the Grand Spirit who hadn’t spoken the entire time. But he was normally quiet, so this was normal.

“Besides, I won’t be venturing into the Spirit Plane alone. I’ll have a guide. Isn’t that right, Willy—”

“No.”

The [Will O’ Wisp] replied simply. That made everyone in the room pause, drawing their attention towards him. Edithe blinked a few times as Clayton raised a brow.

“What do you mean by ‘no’, Willy? Are you saying I cannot enter the Spirit Plane?”

Willy flitted back and forth for a moment, before making a nodding motion with his entire body.

“You may. But that is not the issue.”

Edithe frowned when she heard him speak. It was unusual for him to speak in full-sentences. And with the way his flames were flaking, glowing a faint blue, it was evident that something was wrong with him today.

“Then what do you mean by that?”

Edithe asked as she stared at the [Will O’ Wisp]. He sighed, huffing out a plume of smoke.

“The issue is that the Spirit Lord will not aid us. So this will be a pointless endeavor.”

That made the redhead snap her brows together.

“But you don’t know that for certain. We will never know unless we try.”

“But I do know.”

Willy countered as Edithe blinked.

“Because of the simple fact that the Spirit Lord hates Humankind.”

And everyone in the room froze when they heard that. Nobody spoke. Except Rachel, who blinked and muttered.

“Huh.”


15. The Truth Of The Spirit Lord

“Because of the simple fact that the Spirit Lord hates Humankind.”

Willy spoke as he faced the room. It was a revelation— to them, at least. But to him, he had known this fact for a very long time.

Edithe, Faith, Clayton, Marie, Centina, the juvenile Wyverns, and Rachel all exchanged a confused glance. Kron was still hiding in the corner of the room.

Willy thought for a moment, before he quickly clarified what he meant.

“Or rather, the Spirit Lord hates all mortals. Whether it be Humans, Elves, or Dwarves. It matters not to him.”

“That’s…”

Edithe tried to work her jaw, before shaking her head.

“But why? He helped us during the time of Alexander—”

She tried to argue. And Willy countered quickly.

“The Spirit Lord did not offer Humankind his aid. Instead, he saw an opportunity. That is all.”

“I… what?”

Edithe blinked as she heard what the [Will O’ Wisp] had to say. But he didn’t elaborate. He couldn’t elaborate. So he stayed quiet.

Even Clayton Skyshredder, who had been against Edithe’s plan, seemed to be flummoxed by this. He placed a hand on his chin as he spoke in thought.

“I do not understand what you are saying— why would the Spirit Lord hate us mortals? What have we done to offend him?”

“Nothing.”

Willy replied without a moment of hesitation. He looked towards the Humans gathered in this room— not just them, but the monsters too.

“None of you have done anything wrong. And yet, the Spirit Lord despises you. Because he believes you are all… imperfect beings.”

“Imperfect beings?”

Edithe blinked when she heard that. She crossed her arms with a frown.

“I mean, is anyone even perfect?”

“Maybe Salvos is perfect?”

Rachel piped up, raising a hand. Novis and Bellum nodded next to her, while Oriur just smacked his forehead.

“Although… Salvos isn’t a Human.”

Edithe chuckled when she heard that. Even Willy snorted. But he quickly focused his attention back to the topic at hand.

“Because you grow sick. You grow old. You do not evolve with your levels, instead you make small strides in power. That is all. That is why the Spirit Lord abhors you. Because you are nothing like us.”

“I…”

Edithe pursed her lips, before exchanging a glance with the Headmaster of Mavos Academy. Clayton stroked his beard as he nodded understandingly.

“To be more precise, you are saying the Spirit Lord views us as inferior, is that correct?”

He asked, facing Willy. The [Will O’ Wisp] replied simply.

“Yes.”

“So why would he form this pact with Humankind? Why would the Spirit Lord make a deal with a Human— so that Spiritkind will work alongside Humankind?”

Edithe stepped forward, gesticulating vaguely around her. If Willy had eyes, he would be rolling them right now. Instead, he just sighed as he explained.

“The Immortal King Alexander was different. It is in his Title— he had shed these imperfections, which was why he was able to obtain an audience with the Spirit Lord.”

“And what about the fact that Spirits are literally working with [Summoners] as their partners? As equals? How does the Spirit Lord justify that?”

Edithe asked with furrowed brows. Willy scoffed dismissively.

“As I said, it is an opportunity. A transaction. To the Spirit Lord, he does not care whether his Spirits fraternize with mortals. All that matters is he gets what he wants.”

The [Will O’ Wisp] flitted back and forth. But he refrained from mentioning the fact that most Spirits held disdain for their [Summoners]. Many of them treated it like a simple job, refusing to even acquaint themselves with the Humans who summoned them.

That was how Willy was towards the Humans who worshiped him in the past.

Before he met his own [Summoner] who he grew to adore and love.

Until she died in the Bloodied Gulf.

And there, Willy learned to respect other mortals like monsters too, in that sanctuary in the Bloodied Gulf.

“And what does he want?”

Clayton asked, breaking Willy out of his thoughts. The Headmaster of Mavos Academy harrumphed.

“I always believed that he was training his Spirits here in the Mortal Realm. Is that not the case?”

“I cannot answer that question.”

Willy answered truthfully. Edithe gritted her teeth together as she shook her head.

“That doesn’t matter. Even if the Spirit Lord sees us as inferior, we should at least try something—”

“I didn’t say we should do nothing.”

The [Will O’ Wisp] cut her off as she paused. The frustration on her face vanished, and she eyed him suspiciously.

“What are you implying, Willy?”

“There are others who can offer us aid in the Spirit Plane. Others who are unaffiliated with the Spirit Lord.”

Edithe stared in disbelief. Marie Schofen backed up as her jaw dropped.

“Others who are able to… fight against a Level 200 threat?”

“That is correct.”

Willy said as he flew back. He hesitated for a moment as he thought of a name. And he looked towards Edithe once again.

“The Archangel.”

“The… Archangel?”

She narrowed her eyes when she heard the name. Willy’s flames flickered even just from saying it.

“But I must warn you, he is a force that you cannot control easily. You could die.”

“I…”

Edithe chewed on her lower lip, and Clayton crossed his arms.

“If that is the case, wouldn’t bartering with the Spirit Lord be a better option?”

“No. Because it is an impossible option. It would be the equivalent of trying to convince the Fairy Queen of trying to offer us her aid. That will never happen.”

Willy explained casually as he flew up to the Headmaster of Mavos Academy.

“However, the Archangel has helped Humans before. Such as bringing about the destruction of the Miriam Empire.”

Clayton’s eyes flickered when he heard that. Edithe raised a brow curiously.

“What is that?”

The Headmaster of Mavos Academy pressed his lips into a thin line.

“The Miriam Empire. It was a vast nation that existed over a thousand years ago— shortly after the Melissian Empire came to an end. It was said to be an empire that equaled the size of the Vaun Qieur Empire. But in only a single night, its armies were crushed, its capital destroyed, and its empress was killed.”

Clayton shook his head, before looking up at Willy.

“Nobody knows why it was destroyed. It is one of the greatest mysteries of the modern age.”

“It is not a mystery. The Archangel did it.”

Willy said matter-of-factly.

“Because the dying princess of an enemy nation summoned him by accident. And he heeded her call.”

“I see…”

The Headmaster of Mavos Academy scrunched up his brows, clearly uncertain as to how to process this information. But Edithe stepped forward, her eyes glistening as she peered into the [Will O’ Wisp].

“So we can summon this Archangel? We can get him to help us?”

“Summoning him will not be easy. As I said, it was an accident that resulted in him being brought to the Mortal Realm. Replicating his summoning will be a difficult task.”

Willy shook his body, and Edithe rubbed her chin.

“Which means crossing into the Spirit Plane will be the best plan of action.”

“Or maybe not.”

A voice piped up from the side. Faith spoke up for the first time in a while, raising a hand almost meekly.

“I might have an idea…”

She hesitated as all gazes in the room bore into her.

“But we need to return to my nation— speak to Rowyn. Because he has an artifact that can help us.”

“Then we’ll need the barrier to allow us to pass through and return through teleportation. Will that be possible, Headmaster?”

Edithe asked, turning to face Clayton. He nodded.

“For the sake of this plan? That will be possible. However, you will only have a short window of time to do this.”

“That’s fine.”

Edithe smiled at him, and Willy spoke up.

“You must understand, seeking out the Archangel’s help may not produce the results you may want. It may result in your death— or worse.”

Willy gave her a serious look. And Edithe stood resolutely as she responded.

“I understand that.”

Willy paused for a moment, before he exhaled.

“Very well, then let’s do this.”


16. Conversation

“Very well, then let’s do this.”

Rachel watched as the discussion came to an end. Every time she opined, her suggestions were shot down. So she didn’t bother to speak up again. It annoyed her a little bit. But more than that, she wanted to speak with Edithe.

This is the first time the young girl had seen the redhead in a while. The last time they had spoken was before Edithe had left Viechester years ago. Back then, Rachel had been upset. Even if she had been entrusted to William, a [Priest] who had also been Edithe’s caretaker in the past. That didn’t matter back then.

Rachel had been angry. She felt alone. Like she wasn’t even wanted. Abandoned again and again. First by her mother, then sent to be killed by [Cultists] by her father. And finally, left alone by Salvos, Daniel, Edithe, followed by Sophia and Cless.

But Rachel had only been a little girl back then. So she hadn’t fully understood the reason why they had done what they did. It was because they had duties— responsibilities to other people whose lives were at line.

And now that Rachel was older, she was more emotionally mature. She understood that they couldn’t prioritize her when the lives of so many other people were at stake. Especially when her own life would be in danger if she joined them.

But now, she was stronger. She had gotten into Mavos Academy. She was the Child Monster. And she wanted to tell all of this to Edithe.

There was so much the two of them had to catch up on. There was so much Rachel wanted to show off. But as Rachel stepped forward, Edithe, Willy, Faith, Clayton, Centina, and the rest of the adults began to exit the room.

“Hey, wait—”

Rachel piped up, trying to follow them. But it was Centina who spoke up and stopped the young girl.

“I’m sorry, Rachel. You can’t come with us. It’s too dangerous.”

Willy and Edithe glanced back for a brief moment, hearing that. However, they didn’t speak up. They just watched as Centina ushered Rachel back to the baby Wyverns and Kron.

“It’s safest to remain here.”

Centina said reassuringly at the four children, before turning to Kron.

“Look after them, alright?”

Kron, who had been cowering in the corner of the room, barely even looked up at that. Rachel opened her mouth to protest.

“That’s—”

But the adults left, descending down the elevator. And Rachel just stood there, utterly speechless. There was so much she had wanted to talk about with Edithe.

And yet…

Rachel bit her lower lip, feeling a sense of annoyance wash over her, immediately followed by a child-like tantrum building up inside of her. But she stopped herself from crying out in annoyance or throwing a fit. Even if her breathing quickened as she stood there with clenched fists.

Oriur placed a hand on her shoulder. He must have sensed that she was upset.

“Rachel…”

She wiped away the tears that were forming in her eyes, before shaking her head.

“It’s fine, Oriur. I just—”

Rachel started. But then she paused. Her eyes went wide as she saw a glowing figure approaching from behind Oriur. Novis and Bellum perked up, seeing the approaching figure too. Oriur was the last one to pick up on what was going on.

He craned his neck back as he narrowed his eyes.

“What is… this warmth? No—”

His eyes went wide. Rachel herself couldn’t help but stare in shock.

“Salvos…?”

She whispered. And in response, the flaming figure came to a halt and beamed.

“Hi! That’s me!”

It was an apparition of Salvos. So familiar, yet so different at the same time. The voice was the same, even if it came out in an ethereal and strange way. The expression she wore on her face was as cheerful as the smile Salvos always wore.

There were some differences. Other than the fact that Salvos wasn’t made out of gold and silver fire. But many of the differences came from the fact that Rachel had never seen Salvos in this form before.

When Rachel knew Salvos, she was either a Human or a Demon with a monstrous form. Right now, the Salvos apparition looked mostly like a Human, except she had horns and claws that no Human would have. Her hair was also long and flowing— which was expected, because they were flaming. But Rachel was used to seeing Salvos with her hair tied into a ponytail.

Rachel tried to work her jaw. But the Salvos apparition turned to the Wyverns first.

“Hello, my children! How are you three holding up?”

“Salvos!”

The Wyverns exclaimed and crowded around her. Rachel blinked, watching from the side as a conversation played out without her.

“Where have you been?”

“How are you?”

“When is your real self going to return from the Netherworld?”

“I’m good. Been busy helping Edithe with boring stuff. And also, I’m just as real as my other self, you know?”

The Salvos apparition answered their questions with a smile. Then she placed a hand on her chin.

“Novis and Bellum can speak now? Did you teach them, Oriur?”

“Yes, actually—”

And Rachel lowered her head, feeling more alone than ever at this moment. She felt her heart ache as she closed her eyes. Once again, she felt like a child, almost unable to control her emotions.

But then she felt a warmth wash over her, before looking up as she heard a soft voice.

“Hello, Rachel.”

Rachel blinked as she stared at the Salvos apparition standing before her. Oriur, Novis, and Bellum stood behind the flaming figure as they nodded at the young girl.

The Salvos apparition continued.

“It’s been a while, huh?”

“Salvos…”

Rachel whispered, feeling the annoyed feeling rising up within her vanish.

“We have a lot to catch up on, don’t we?”

The Salvos apparition, getting down on one knee so they were at eye level. And Rachel smiled.

“We do.”

***

“Faith.”

Edithe turned to the Fallen Queen of Elutra as they entered into the Tower of Truth. Clayton was leading the way, walking alongside Willy. Marie had been sent out to inform the other members of the staff about the current plan, so that the school's barrier would be lowered to allow teleportation spells to pass through.

“What exactly is your ‘solution’ for us to cross into the Spirit Plane?”

Edithe asked, peering at her companion curiously. Faith shook her head as she answered.

“Well, Rowyn has an artifact that… can be useful. I think. Don’t get your hopes up too much. I’ll need to speak with him first.”

“I see.”

Edithe pursed her lips. That didn’t answer anything. But Faith changed the topic.

“Where did the Salvos clone go, anyway? Isn’t she going to be the one to teleport us back out of here?”

“Unfortunately, she can’t just teleport where she wants. She needs to really know the place if she wants to teleport there over such a long distance. And since she’s only been to your city once before… she can’t help us here. Instead, Clayton will be the one teleporting you back there with a ritual.”

Edithe explained as the group reached a large room. There, a large spell circle lay on the ground. Clayton Skyshredder went to one side of the spell circle, pressing his hand against a tablet inscribed with various symbols.

Stepping back, Edithe watched as Clayton ushered Faith towards the center of the spell circle.

“Queen Faith El of the Elutra Kingdom, I want you to focus on your destination. Think of nothing else except for where you wish to be.”

Edithe stood next to Willy who was also just waiting for what came next. The spell circle began to shine, glowing brighter and brighter. Not only that, it almost seemed to rise from the ground, engulfing the Fallen Queen of Elutra in its magic.

“In exactly one hour—”

Clayton spoke as he met Faith’s gaze.

“We will teleport you back here. I hope that is enough time for you to do what you need to do.”

Faith nodded resolutely.

“Yes.”

“Good. Now—”

Clayton started, before the spell circle flashed. And Faith vanished, along with the spell circle.

The Headmaster of Mavos Academy drew back as he turned to Edithe and Willy.

“Now, we wait.”

Edithe sighed when she heard that.

“Right.”

And Willy nodded.

“We wait.”


17. Having A Talk

“Where we going?”

Kron asked as she trailed after Rachel, Novis, Oriur, Bellum, and the Salvos apparition.

“We not supposed leave tower!”

The [Krokodis] protested. But nobody listened to her. Rachel just glanced back, waving a hand dismissively.

“We’ll be fine as long as we have your illusions to protect us. Don’t worry.”

“But need adult—”

Kron started, and Rachel scoffed, gesturing at the Salvos apparition.

“Salvos is here, and she’s an adult.”

“That’s…”

Kron trailed off. And the Salvos apparition thumbed at herself.

“I’m responsible.”

The Salvos apparition spoke simply. Kron hesitated, before sighing.

“Fine. But if get in trouble, not me.”

“I’ll take full responsibility.”

Rachel said as she stepped out of the Office of the Headmaster and out into the Central Square of Mavos Academy. Normally, the area was quite crowded, especially at this time of the day. But today, it was devoid of students.

There were a handful of staff members running around or conversing quietly with each other. However, that was it. This scene was a stark contrast to what the Central Square of Mavos Academy typically looked like with all the chatting students who came here to either unwind for the day or passed through to head to another destination.

Rachel shook her head and turned to the Salvos apparition.

“Anyways…”

The young girl tilted her head, a small smile plastered on her lips as she stared at the flaming figure.

“How have you been, Salvos? How’s the Netherworld treating you? What is the real you doing right now?”

However, the Salvos apparition didn’t give an immediate answer. Instead, she tapped a finger on her chin hesitantly.

“About that…”

“Yes?”

Rachel waited expectantly for an answer as the group made their way away from Central Square. But the Salvos apparition didn’t speak up. Instead, it was Oriur who raised a hand and cleared his throat.

“Uh, just to clarify, Rachel, but the Salvos you see here… isn’t exactly Salvos.”

“I know that— she’s an apparition, right?”

Rachel said, turning to face the juvenile Wyvern. He scratched the back of his head as he tried to explain.

“That’s not exactly right. Because, you see, what you’re talking to is a clone.”

“A clone? Does that mean… she’s not the Salvos I know?”

Rachel blinked as she eyed the flaming figure.

“I am Salvos!”

The Salvos apparition… or clone harrumphed. But then she shook her head.

“I am also a clone.”

There was a moment’s pause as Rachel narrowed her eyes, almost confused.

“But I don’t like being called Salvos… or a clone.”

“Huh.”

Rachel exchanged a glance with Oriur. He looked just as lost as her. The flaming figure sighed as she looked down at herself.

“It’s… strange.”

“What is strange?”

Oriur asked, frowning. The Salvos clone or apparition or whatever spoke softly.

“My connection to the original Salvos was cut off the moment she fell into the Netherworld. Now, I no longer share my thoughts with her. I am me— my own individual. Yet, I am Salvos, and I am also a clone. It is strange, but that is who I am.”

Even Novis and Bellum were flummoxed by what they heard. And they could barely understand the basic concepts.

Rachel scratched her cheek, before having a thought.

“So I can’t call you Salvos?”

“Nope.”

“Well, if I can’t call you Salvos… what about a new name?”

“A new name?”

That made the flaming figure perk up. Rachel nodded as Oriur’s brows— in his illusion Human form— snapped together.

“What are you saying, Rachel?”

“I mean what I said.”

Rachel shrugged in response. She turned to face the apparition.

“What do you think?”

“...maybe.”

The Salvos clone rubbed a hand on her chin.

“Depends on the name.”

Rachel came to a halt and smiled.

“What about Sally?”

“Sally?”

The Salvos clone blinked. Novis, Oriur, and Bellum were intrigued by it too. They looked at each other, uncertain whether they approved of it or not.

“Someone else also suggested the name Sally. But why Sally?”

The Salvos clone asked. Rachel shrugged in response.

“I used to have a doll named Sally. Well, its name was actually Princess Sally. I think it would fit you. What do you think?

Rachel purposefully described it as though she had this doll back when she was a little girl living with her father, before she had been given away to be sacrificed by a group of crazy [Cultists]. In reality, it had been already after she had been saved by Salvos— when she had been under William’s care in the Sanctum of Elements.

William had given Rachel an enchanted doll which wouldn’t break, since all of her previous dolls broke when she played with them. And Rachel named that doll Princess Sally, based on Salvos’s own name.

Rachel, of course, neglected to mention all this to the Salvos clone. Which might have been a good decision, because…

“Well, since multiple people think it fits me, I like it! Call me Sally from now on!”

Sally said, grinning at Rachel. Novis, Bellum, and Oriur hesitated. It was Oriur who stepped forward and spoke out.

“Can we still call you mama?”

“Of course!”

Sally gave them a thumbs-up. The three juvenile Wyverns sighed in relief. Rachel smiled, hearing that.

She felt happy. Even if Sally wasn’t exactly Salvos. It was nice to see. The young girl felt like she was a massive step closer to achieving her life goal. To see the real Salvos again.

Kron saw this scene too, looking at Sally and the juvenile Wyverns as they cheerfully babbled with one another. And the [Krokodis] frowned, facing Rachel.

“We walking so long— where go?”

“Oh! I forgot to mention our destination…”

Rachel piped up, drawing everyone’s attention towards her. Oriur peered at her curiously.

“I wanted to ask you about that. It almost seems like we’re walking… away from the campus?”

He eyed the edge of the barrier in the distance cautiously. And Rachel just chuckled, striding in that same direction.

“Because we are!”

“...what?”

Oriur blinked, before staring at her in shock.

“But why?”

Rachel replied back to him casually.

“I want to speak with the Matriarch Centinel, of course.”

And even Sally paused when she heard that.

***

“She’s back.”

Edithe whispered as she looked up. An hour had passed, and during that time, Marie Schofen had returned with a few other high-leveled staff members of Mavos Academy. The redhead didn’t know who most of them were, but their faces were vaguely familiar.

Probably because many of them had probably served in the war too. So Edithe had fought alongside them, even if she didn’t know most of their names. And they gathered around, waiting for Faith to return.

Now, she was back. The ritual circle pulled the Fallen Queen of Elutra back into Mavos Academy like it was designed to do so. With a flash of light, Faith suddenly stood there, blinking as she took in the audience in the room.

“Welcome back, Queen Faith El.”

Clayton Skyshredder spoke up as he strode forward. His gaze bore into her, and he tilted his head.

“Have you acquired what you were searching for?”

“I have.”

Faith nodded, and Edithe perked up. The Fallen Queen of Elutra produced a piece of parchment from her side as she took in a deep breath.

“This is what I was looking for.”

“What is that…?”

Edithe whispered with narrowed eyes, trying to use [Identification] on the object from afar. But it didn’t work. There was probably some obfuscation magic there that prevented appraising it from a distance.

However, Clayton eyed him, before whispering what it was.

“It’s a Mythical Grade artifact— a Summoning Scroll.”

“A Mythical Grade Summoning Scroll?”

Edithe’s eyes went wide when she heard that. Most people in the room seemed confused, not knowing what it was. However, Edithe was a former [Summoner]. She had heard of such artifacts.

So she explained.

“A Summoning Scroll lets anyone summon any kind of Spirit they want into battle, even if they are not of the [Summoner] Class. The rarity of the Summoning Scroll depends on the type of Spirit that is summoned. And if it’s a Mythical Grade Summoning Scroll…”

Edithe trailed off, letting the information sink into the room. Clayton nodded as he turned back to Faith.

“It can summon a Sacred Spirit into the battlefield.”

The Headmaster of Mavos Academy said simply. That made Marie Schofen speak out, frowning.

“I don’t see how this can be useful for our predicament. A Sacred Spirit will be of no use to us here.”

“But—”

A voice piped up from the side. It was Willy, flitting forward as he faced the Fallen Queen of Elutra.

“You do not wish to summon a Sacred Spirit, do you?”

He spoke simply, coming to a halt right before Faith. Edithe raised a brow when she heard that. Willy continued.

“You wish to tinker with the spell and alter its effect so it is reversed.”

“I… what?”

Edithe blinked when she heard that. A susurration swept over the room. Headmaster Skyshredder wrinkled his brows, his interest piqued.

And Willy continued as he continued speaking to Faith.

“So that instead of summoning a Spirit into the Mortal Realm, it would summon us into the Spirit Plane. Am I correct?”

Faith just nodded.

“Yes.”

And after a moment’s pause, Willy sighed.

“That’s a terrible idea.”


18. The Only Way Forward

“Wait, Rachel, you can’t be serious, right?”

Oriur called after the young girl, his eyes bulging out of his eyes. Rachel didn’t miss a step as she glanced back at him.

“What do you mean by that?”

She tilted her head. Next to her, Sally, the Salvos clone, copied the gesture too. It was not like Rachel wasn’t fully unaware of why the juvenile Wyvern was staring at her in shock. However, she didn’t want to even acknowledge it.

After all, then she would have to explain why she thought it was a good idea. Which would be difficult and annoying. So Rachel played coy.

“You know exactly what I mean!”

Oriur exclaimed, and Rachel just gave an innocent look.

“Why would you want to speak with the Centinel Matriarch? That makes no sense— you’ll get yourself killed!”

“I won’t get myself killed, Oriur. Don’t worry. I’ll be speaking to her through the barrier, so we’ll be fine.”

Rachel waved a hand off dismissively, continuing forward. Oriur gaped in shock as his siblings eyed him from behind. Novis and Bellum didn’t protest as much, but they could sense their brother’s uncertainty. So the juvenile Wyverns stood there for a moment longer as Rachel headed for the edge of the barrier surrounding Mavos Academy.

Meanwhile, Sally was surprised by it at first. But suddenly changed her mind. She seemed curious now, more than anything.

“Even I wouldn’t do something so crazy, Rachel. You’ve really grown a lot, huh?”

Sally said, walking casually alongside the young girl. Rachel nodded as she beamed.

“Yep! I’m Level 71 now— although it’s not as impressive as you, I am happy with how fast I’ve grown.”

In all honesty, Rachel had only wanted to meet Salvos again when she reached Level 100. However, the young girl wasn’t going to complain. Even if Sally wasn’t exactly Salvos, and Rachel hadn’t reached Level 100 yet.

“And to be a student at Mavos Academy too? I struggled to get in at Level 100! I’m sure I would be proud to see how much you’ve grown if I was here.”

Sally said with a smile. Rachel paused when she heard that. The last bit sounded almost nonsensical. But it made perfect sense in the current context.

A sense of pride washed over Rachel as she stood there, hearing Sally’s words. It would have been nicer to hear it from Salvos’s mouth directly. But Rachel didn’t complain. Because she knew that Salvos would have shared the same sentiment as Sally.

However, the moment the two shared didn’t last long. Because—

“No!”

A voice shouted.

Kron was grabbing onto a nearby lamppost, refusing to budge forward. She glared at Rachel as she continued shouting.

“Me no go— me stay here! Me won’t see Centinels!”

The [Krokodis] was currently still wreathed in her illusion, so she looked like an ordinary Human. And that made the scene of her hugging onto the lamppost like a cat of sorts even funnier.

“You don’t have to follow us if you don’t want to, Kron.”

Rachel said reassuringly. Then she glanced over to the juvenile Wyverns— they were exchanging confused looks, uncertain on what to do.

“Novis, Bellum, and Oriur— you can follow me if you want. Or you can stay with Kron. It’s up to you.”

Rachel strode forward, walking off the side of the road. Novis and Bellum glanced at each other, then they whined. They wanted to give chase, however Oriur shuffled his feet, not moving.

“But even if we wanted to follow you, we can’t. If Kron doesn’t come with us…”

Oriur trailed off, looking around. Rachel grinned as he realized the same thing she did.

“There’s nobody here right now, so there would be no one to even notice you turning from a Human to a Wyvern. And besides…”

Rachel looked towards the flaming figure.

“Sally is here, too. So she will protect us if anything happens.”

“I…”

Oriur still hesitated. Even as his siblings looked like they wanted to follow Rachel. They waited for him to make a decision.

“You don’t have to hide yourself anymore, Oriur.”

Rachel said, meeting his gaze.

“You can be your true self— you can be free. Nobody is going to throw a fit over a Wyvern, when there are Centinels clawing at our doors.”

Oriur averted his gaze. He was clearly unnerved— for various fair reasons. He eyed his siblings, deliberating on what to do. Until, finally, he sighed and locked eyes with Rachel.

“Can I trust you, Rachel?”

“Of course!”

She replied, cheerful as ever. Next to her, Sally nodded eagerly. Oriur looked at them both, then eyed Novis and Bellum.

That was when he conceded.

“Fine. But if anything happens— I’m not going to be telling Willy!”

“Don’t worry!”

Rachel said as she led the way to the barrier.

“Everything will be alright.”

She paused, tilting her head back.

“...probably.”

***

“W-what?”

Faith blinked, hearing what Willy had to say. Even Edithe paused. The redhead thought the plan could have been a good idea. However, Willy brought up a good rebuttal.

“So how will we get back with this scroll?”

“Get back?”

Faith hesitated. It looked like she hadn’t thought things through that well. Edithe hadn’t considered that either. The [Will O’ Wisp] scoffed.

“Of course— we need to get back. Otherwise, what’s the point of crossing into the Spirit Plane if we just get ourselves trapped there?”

“I-I mean, wouldn’t it work the same way as the Summoning Scroll normally works where the Spirit is returned back to the Spirit Plane after its duration comes to an end?”

Faith stammered. But Clayton spoke up, realizing the flaw in that plan.

“If that were the case, there would be a time limit before anyone who passes through to the Spirit Plane is returned to the Mortal Realm. Just like with the teleportation spell ritual which brought you back to us earlier. And even the best of our [Space Mages] won’t be able to alter it so that it lasts more than a few hours.”

The Headmaster of Mavos Academy spoke in a low voice. Edithe’s brows snapped together when she heard that. A few hours was not enough time. Not to scour the Spirit Plane in search for a Supreme Spirit— in search of the Archangel— and convince it to help them.

“But then what do we do?”

Edithe asked, glancing around with gritted teeth.

“If the Summoning Scroll just brings us back after a few hours, then shouldn’t we try to find an alternative to cross into the Spirit Plane?”

Hearing her ask that question, Clayton nodded at a woman standing to the side.

“Veronica Adash. You are one of the best [Space Mages] in our faculty. Could you alter the Summoning Scroll so that it becomes a one-way portal?”

The woman, Veronica Adash, stepped forward. Edithe had heard of her before— the last sole heir of the former nation of Adash. Also, one of Salvos’s former classmates back when she went to Mavos Academy.

Edithe had never spoken to the former princess before. But Salvos had spoken highly of Veronica Adash. So the redhead was sure she could trust the [Space Mage]’s abilities.

“I can try to do that. It will take time to tinker with the spell. However…”

Veronica Adash accepted the Summoning Scroll, then she hesitated. She looked around the room, before looking back at the Headmaster.

“This means that whoever crosses into the Spirit Plane… maybe not ever be able to come back. Isn’t that incredibly risky?”

“It doesn’t matter.”

Edithe shook her head, speaking up.

“This is our only real shot at saving Mavos Academy. I’ll do it, and it doesn’t matter if I don’t return. There are so many more lives at stake here once the barrier collapses.”

Veronica Adash nodded, almost impressed by the redhead’s resolve.

“Very well. I will do this. But it will take at least an hour to tinker with the spell to do this. If any other [Space Mages] can assist me, it would be appreciated.”

She set the Summoning Scroll to the ground and got to work. A few other [Mages] that were gathered in the room joined to help her. The rest of them exchanged uneasy glances, before looking at Centina.

They must have already been briefed about the situation, which was why they didn’t look too surprised to see her in the room. However, because of the urgency of the situation, none of them were protesting to the current plan just yet.

Perhaps when the barrier was closer to cracking, they might have suggested a… bloody alternative— using Centina as a sacrifice to survive.

But even then, Edithe wasn’t sure if that was enough to placate the Centinel Matriarch. After all, Centinels could not be reasoned with.

Willy flitted forward, joining the redhead’s side in watching the [Space Mages] of Mavos Academy get to work.

“Nobody.”

“Hm?”

Edithe looked up at him. Even though the two of them had worked together in the past, especially during the siege of Alyras, she struggled to understand him when he wasn’t talking in full sentences.

The [Will O’ Wisp] continued, the tone in his voice not changing.

“Nobody else is volunteering to join us.”

“Right.”

Edithe nodded, scanning the room. She saw Clayton thanking Faith for her offering them this opportunity, while Veronica Adash and the [Space Mages] labor away. Marie Schofen and the other [Mages] of Mavos Academy stayed back, watching Centina suspiciously.

“Are you sure you want to do this?”

Willy asked Edithe seriously.

“Unlike you, I am from the Spirit Plane. Even if I get trapped out of the Mortal Realm, it makes no difference to me. But for you? Your entire life is here. You’d be risking it all for this.”

“I am certain.”

Edithe replied without any hesitation. She thought about all the cataclysmic events sweeping across the Human Lands— from the Elves, to the Demons, to the Centinels. That was not to mention the literal unseen Apocalypse that was going on, according to the Kobolds.

And the redhead thought about all the powerful people in the world who could do something about it— who could make a change. But they refused to act. Like with the Council of Cremont, ignoring Edithe’s pleas to give aid to the Netherfied Lands.

Edithe didn’t want to be one of these bystanders, too afraid to help. So she nodded, taking in a deep breath.

“I know what is right. That is why, I will do what must be done.”

Hearing that, Willy couldn’t help but scoff.

“I see why you call yourself a ‘Valiant Dreamer’… so naive and kind always…”

Edithe just shrugged, continuing to watch the [Space Mages] tinker away. As the time to the destruction of the barrier ticked further down.

Until, soon enough, Veronica Adash was finished.

***

“Hey! Come on, I just want to talk to you!”

Oriur watched as Rachel called out, waving at the Centinels clamoring outside of the barrier. There were hundreds of them out there, all different shapes and sizes, swarming directly in front of her. But she didn’t waver at their sight.

The barrier itself was mostly see-through— translucent because of the crimson glow that made it a bit difficult to see through. But evidently, the Centinels on the other side could see and hear Rachel. Well, it could probably barely hear her.

Oriur himself could hear the hissing and skittering of the monsters at the other side. Even if it was muffled. Which meant they likely could hear Rachel too.

When the monsters heard or saw Rachel, they swarmed around the area of the barrier where she was standing, striking it in a frenzy. But then they would injure themselves, before retreating back.

“Stop trying to attack me— and stop running away too!”

Rachel exclaimed. The Centinels didn’t understand her, of course. Novis, Bellum, and Oriur all stood to the side, hiding behind Sally who was just chuckling at the sight.

“I won’t hurt you— I mean, I can’t hurt you through this barrier. But I just want to talk to you. And maybe your matriarch too.”

Rachel continued pleading with the Centinels to no avail. Oriur didn’t say a thing. However, he knew that this was a pointless endeavor. That none of the Centinels would even understand her. After all, they were mindless monsters—

And a single Centinel came to a halt right before the barrier, staring at Rachel almost curiously. It was larger than her, but it looked like a child staring at a strange creature. The young girl’s eyes went wide when she realized it wasn’t attacking.

“Please, can you understand me?”

She proffered a hand. Even Oriur paused to stare. He couldn’t believe it. Novis and Bellum poked their heads out, while Sally raised a brow, intrigued. The Centinel looked like it understood Rachel.

It stood there, continuing to stare at Rachel as she smiled. She placed a hand on the barrier as the Centinel raised one of its many sharp limbs forward.

“Let’s be friends—”

Rachel started. And the Centinel hissed, swiping down at the barrier. There was a flash of light, before the Centinel recoiled in pain. It fled back away from the barrier as the young girl threw her hands in the air exasperatedly.

“Aw, come on!”

As expected, Oriur thought, closing his eyes. Centinels are mindless monsters, nothing more…

Even still, Rachel continued trying to bargain with the Centinels as the day went on.

***

“It’s finished.”

Veronica Adash stepped back as a glowing portal shone in the center of the room. It was like a rift in space, wreathed in iridescent colors which camouflaged whatever that was waiting at the other side.

Edithe and Willy drew forward, staring at this portal.

“I tried my best to alter it as best I can so you can come back. But the window of time is only three hours before the portal closes behind you. After that… if you haven’t found this Archangel yet… you’ll have to get back here on your own. Sorry, that’s the best I could do.”

Veronica spoke apologetically. And Edithe smiled back at her.

“You’ve done more than enough for us. We’ll try to be as quick as we can, but… we’ll see how things goes.”

Edithe closed her eyes, already resigned to the fate of having to find a way out of the Spirit Plane on her own, once she found the Archangel.

Everyone else gathered in the room just stared as Edithe and Willy approached the portal. Nobody else spoke up. Nobody else wanted to join them. After all, it was a mission that they might never return from. So it was just going to be the two of them… or so Edithe thought.

Until a voice spoke up from behind.

“I’ll join you two, too.”

Edithe blinked, glancing back to see Centina moving forward.

“Centina? Are you sure about this?”

“I’m responsible for this mess. I will do what I can to help fix it.”

The [Evolved Centinel] replied as she glanced back at the staring [Mages]. They whispered something, pointing at her. But then she shook her head and turned back to Edithe.

“Besides, if I am trapped in the Spirit Plane, it is possible that the Matriarch Centinel will leave Mavos Academy alone.”

“Somehow, I doubt that. But maybe it could work.”

Edithe shrugged in response. Clayton Skyshredder opened his mouth, looking like he was about to protest Centina’s decision. But he caught himself. Clearing his throat, he bowed his head at the Human, the Spirit, and the Centinel.

“While I wish I could accompany you three in your journey, my duty requires me to remain in Mavos Academy. I wish you three the best of luck. For the sake of us all.”

“Thank you, Headmaster Skyshredder.”

Centina smiled back at him, before she moved forward. Willy just harrumphed and flitted onward.

“The Spirit Plane isn’t that bad…”

He muttered under his breath. And Edithe looked towards Faith.

“I have a favor to ask of you, Queen Faith.”

“What is it, Edithe?”

Faith asked, raising a brow. Edithe shook her head.

“If I don’t come back, I want you to survive. So that you can tell Hadrian that I trust in him, and so does the rest of the Valiant Dreamers. That is why he should always lead them with his chin held high. Because we all know he will always make the right decision in the end.”

Faith paused, then she nodded slowly.

“I’ll try my best to relay that message.”

“Thank you.”

Edithe smiled back, before she stepped after Willy and Centina. The three of them paused for a moment, then exchanged glances. Without saying a word, they collectively resolved themselves.

I wonder if I will be able to meet Mistshard or Druma while in the Spirit Plane, the idle thought crossed Edithe’s mind. At the very least, if I do not survive this trip, that would be nice…

And with that final thought, Edithe stepped into the portal. Before all other thoughts vanished in her mind— her vision only filled with white as a sound resounded in her head.

Now Leaving [Nexeus: Mortal Realm]
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And after what felt like an eternity, a voice echoed in her head.

Now Entering [Nexeus: Spirit Plane]


19. Emancipation

Taburas stared at her leader from the distance. It had been a while since she thought of him that way. Ever since they had met Salvos, the [Succubus]’s opinion of the former Heir of the Netherworld had continuously deteriorated.

“Salvos has been gone a while…”

Haec whispered, looking up towards the crimson sky of the Netherworld. Hearing that, Taburas immediately felt annoyed. But it was not like she was even standing by Haec’s side at the moment. So she didn’t know why she felt this way.

Or rather, she did know. Even if it was fully irrational, she felt like Salvos had taken the Haec she knew away from her. That was why Taburas got upset at even the offhand mention of Salvos’s name.

A figure approached Haec from the side. One of the leaders of the Third Legion. It was Tor— a [Knight Eligos] who had stood up against Hartia during the battle just earlier.

“Heir Haec—”

Tor started, but Haec spoke over him.

“I am no longer the Heir of the Netherworld. You can just call me Haec.”

Pausing, the [Knight Eligos] lowered his head. Taburas noticed how Tor was reaction, and she spoke up.

“I do not believe that would be appropriate.”

For the first time in a while, she spoke in a normal tone of voice around Haec. Taburas stepped forward as both Tor and Haec faced her. She held both of their gazes.

“You are the leader of this rebellion against the Demon King, Haec. You deserve an appropriate title. Otherwise, these people will not trust in your leadership.”

“That’s…”

Haec opened his mouth, but Tor nodded in agreement.

“That is true. As our leader, we will not refer to you by your name. However, neither shall we call you our king.”

Taburas gave the [Knight Eligos] an approving look. He understood the same thing she did. Many Demons did. That even if they were their own independent and thinking creatures unlike wild Demons, they also often needed some sort of hierarchical structure.

They needed a leader they respected.

Perhaps that was why Taburas was so annoyed by Salvos even though Salvos had only saved and helped Taburas so far. Because Haec was far too subservient to Salvos.

Shaking her head, Taburas dismissed that train of thought and focused on the moment right now. Haec lowered his head, considering what Taburas and Tor had to say.

“I see…”

Haec tapped a finger on his chin, before he looked up. His gaze faced the crimson sky draped by the black curtains of their dead kin.

“Then you may call me your… hero.”

“Our hero?”

Tor asked, eyeing Haec curiously. Nodding, the former Heir of the Netherworld brought a hand up and looked down at it.

“That is right. I learned about this under the tutelage of Oracli— that there is a term Humans used to refer to those who save them. Heroes. That is what they are called.”

Taburas blinked when she heard that. She wasn’t that important of a member of the Demon King’s forces, so she never learned anything like this. However, when she considered the word with her [Universal Language Comprehension], she felt like it was right.

Tor seemed to agree because he raised his head.

“Very well, Hero Haec. If that is what you wish to be called, then I shall call you that.”

Haec nodded, before he raised a brow.

“Now what do you need from me, Tor?”

Looking down at himself, Tor placed one of his blade-like hands on the collar on his neck.

“Some of the others are worried about our collars. With their Tracking Tablets, the Demon King would know we are about to strike, and he will be able to intercept us and quell our rebellion before we can gain any traction, can he not?”

The [Knight Eligos] spoke in a tinny voice. And Taburas agreed with his apprehension. It was actually a question she was wondering herself.

But Haec spoke reassuringly.

“As I said, the Demon King is busy with the ritual to cross into the Mortal Realm. He will pay no attention to us.”

“Even if he does not, the other legions would notice something amiss. They have their Tablet of Tracking, do they not? They would be prepared for us. Maybe not the first, but the second or third will. They will retaliate against us.”

Tor spoke grimly, and Haec paused when he heard that. Taburas saw the moment of hesitation in his face. As he considered what could be done.

And he sighed.

“Unfortunately, we can only travel as quickly as possible: we can only strike them before they realize what is going on. After all, there is nothing we can do about these collars—”

But right as the words left his mouth, there was a flash of light coming from the sky above. The rift that had been hovering up there in space was reopened as a group of figures emerged from it.

Haec’s gaze snapped up as he narrowed his eyes. He wasn’t the only one. Taburas herself found herself staring at the emerging figures with suspicion. Not because it was just Salvos returning— in fact, it was specifically because it wasn’t just Salvos returning.

Everyone from the Third Legion looked up as Salvos emerged from the rift with the two Deathsquad Hunters, Aliq and Ultis. But there was another figure in tow after them.

Bertrugil gaped, his eyes growing wide. Even Aemula couldn’t help but stare in shock.

“Is that… Hartia?”

Taburas whispered in disbelief. Haec frowned as he took a step forward.

“Yes, that’s Hartia. The Ruler of the Border. And it looks like he’s chained in up in her corruption. But still, what is Salvos doing?”

Haec asked the question as Salvos descended from the sky. She landed right next to him with a smile.

“Hey, Haec! I’m back!”

“What are you doing, Salvos?”

Haec asked, eyeing Salvos, before looking at Aliq and Ultis.

“What is she doing?”

The two Deathsquad Hunters shrugged in response.

“We are as clueless as you.”

Ultis said as Taburas pursed her lips. The [Succubus] didn’t know what Salvos was planning, but she knew it wasn’t anything good.

“Salvos…”

Haec turned to Salvos. She just beamed as she gestured at Hartia.

“Hartia has agreed to help us fight against the Demon King by removing the collars! In exchange, I’ll spare his life!”

That made everyone gathered here pause. Haec, Taburas, Tor, Bertrugil, Aemula, Ultis, Aliq, and anyone within hearing distance of her words stared at her in sheer shock. Some of them even looked outraged.

A susurration began to spread throughout the Third Legion as Taburas opened her mouth. But Haec raised a hand and everyone quietened. He held Salvos’s gaze.

“Salvos, you can’t be serious, right? You do realize that if he is lying, we will all die.”

In response, Salvos tapped a finger on her chin.

“Well, not all of us. Since, you know, both of us don’t have a collar.”

Bertrugil rolled his eyes when he heard that. Taburas clicked her tongue in annoyance. Aemula raised her hand from the side.

“I would prefer not to die, Salvos.”

“I also prefer if you don’t die, Aemula.”

Salvos nodded back eagerly, before facing Haec.

“Also, I know Hartia’s telling the truth. I have a Skill.”

“A Skill?”

Haec blinked. Taburas stared at the former Heir of the Netherworld as she saw him consider this. For a moment, she felt a sense of annoyance bubbling from within her, expecting him to immediately agree with Salvos.

Then he shook his head, taking Taburas by surprise.

“But we don’t have this Skill of yours. And what if Hartia has a way to bypass your Skill?”

Taburas took a step back, shocked that Haec was actually arguing against Salvos. She didn’t expect that at all.

Salvos, however, didn’t seem offended by it. She nodded as she placed a hand on her chin.

“That is true… well, how about this—”

She snapped her fingers and faced everyone gathered there.

“What about if we have him remove the collars ten at a time?”

“Ten at a time? How would that make a difference?”

Haec asked, still eyeing Salvos dubiously. She waved a hand dismissively as she turned to Hartia.

“That way, he can’t just kill everyone in the Third Legion if he wanted to— because we’ll do it in my pocket space!”

“That’s…”

Haec opened his mouth, then he looked towards everyone else that was gathered there. He waited to hear if there was any opposition to this suggestion. But even Taburas had to admit… that wasn’t the worst plan ever.

Even if it was risky for those ten who went in at a time.

“So?”

Salvos asked expectantly.

“What do you guys think?”


20. Trust Is Hard

Aemula liked Salvos. She truly did. The two got along quite well. Or at least, that was what Aemula thought.

Because they shared rather similar personalities, even if they weren’t exactly the same. But both of them were cheerful and bubbly— leaning more towards being optimistic than pessimistic like Taburas or Bertrugil.

And that was because Aemula saw no reason to brood or be upset when things around her generally sucked. What mattered was that as long as she was smiling, she would be happy. Although Salvos didn’t share the exact same mindset, there were similarities there.

Even when they had been trapped above that lake of fire, Aemula and Salvos had conversed with each other more than with anyone else. Despite Salvos and Haec supposedly being close friends, having come from nearby pools of lifeblood.

So Aemula thought she trusted Salvos more than anyone else. Even when it came to the previous ridiculous plans— like allying with the imprisoned Deathsquad Hunters— Aemula found herself amenable to that.

However, right now, even Aemula was struggling to find the strength within herself to trust Salvos with this plan.

“Salvos… are you sure about this?”

Aemula asked as she walked up behind the Primeval Demon of Pride. Glancing back, Salvos just tilted her head.

“Why wouldn’t I be sure? I suggested it, didn’t I?”

It was a simple response. But it was one that didn’t reassure Aemula. She shuffled her feet where she stood as she looked around. None of the Demons of the Third Legion looked like they were too keen on this plan either.

“That’s—”

Aemula opened her mouth, then hesitated. She looked back towards Haec, Taburas, and Bertrugil who stood further back. They were watching Salvos as she approached the rest of the Third Legion. But they didn’t join in. Because they were uncertain.

“Come on, is nobody really going to volunteer?”

Salvos called out as she waved around at the Third Legion. But none of the Demons there even so much as moved. Aemula thought that perhaps the [Knight Eligos] who seemed to be one of the leading figures of the Third Legion would have volunteered himself. However, even he didn’t budge.

Everyone apprehensively stood back, eyeing the sphere of iridescent colors that held Hartia.

Aemula didn’t blame them. She, herself, had been a slave to the Ruler of the Border. She had seen just how ruthless Hartia could be. Fortunately for her, she was always a valuable asset and obedient when she had been serving here. That was why she had never been thrown into the gladiator pits to fight for her life.

“Look—”

Salvos continued as she pleaded with the Third Legion. She turned around and gestured at the pair of Deathsquad Hunters following after her.

“Aliq and Ultis will be two of our first volunteers. But I need at least one of you guys to step up too. Because I’m sure that nobody will actually trust me if Hartia frees two Deathsquad Hunters. I need someone else who isn’t a former loyal servant of Regnorex.”

A quiet susurration swept through the crowd of tens of thousands of Demons. But she wasn’t able to convince even a single one of them to offer themselves to be the first ones who have their collars removed. Because if things went wrong, and Hartia wasn’t telling the truth, then whoever volunteered themselves would die.

However, if nobody volunteered themselves, they weren’t going to find out for sure whether or not Hartia was telling the truth.

Aemula closed her eyes and took in a deep breath.

“I’ll do it…”

She whispered as Salvos continued to scour the Third Legion for any volunteers. Aemula’s tiny voice was left unheard by anyone, so she repeated herself, louder this time.

“I will do it!”

Aemula practically shouted. Her voice drew the attention of everyone else in the Third Legion. Even Haec seemed to be taken aback by her suggestion. However, Bertrugil rolled his eyes, and Taburas frowned.

“You will?”

Salvos blinked, looking back at Aemula. There was a moment where Aemula hesitated as she eyed the iridescent prison that held Hartia.

“If I do this, are you absolutely certain Hartia will not… kill me?”

Aemula asked as she met Salvos’s gaze. Salvos nodded in response, giving a thumbs-up.

“Yep! You can trust me!”

“Then I trust you.”

Aemula nodded, striding forward up to Salvos. It was hard to lie and say that Aemula truly trusted Salvos at this moment. But despite Aemula’s apprehension, she forced her own self to do this. Because this was the only real opportunity to be freed from the collars.

Because even if they were to defeat Regnorex, the collars would still remain, unless someone who was capable of manipulating the collars were to remove them. In which case the threat of being killed remained.

So there was no point giving up this chance.

Salvos smiled at Aemula gratefully.

“Thank you, Aemula.”

Then Salvos turned to face both Aliq and Ultis.

“You two, take my hand too. We’re returning to my pocket space. Hartia will remove your collars there.”

The two Deathsquad Hunters exchanged a glance. They hesitated, before accepting Salvos’s proffered hand. And just like that, Salvos began to carry them back up to her pocket space. When they reached the rift that was hovering high above the Third Legion, Aemula glanced back down once.

She saw the trepidation that was present in the entirety of the Third Legion. Even Haec, Taburas, and Bertrugil looked up to Aemula, as if they were placing their hope in her. That she would survive and be free.

And then with a flash of light, Aemula, Aliq, and Ultis were set down onto the ground in the glass-like floors of the familiar pocket space a moment later. Salvos snapped a finger, closing the rift behind her.

Now, they were separated from the rest of the Third Legion. And Aemula knew that it was either going to be time for her to be freed, or time for her to perish.

Aemula waited as Salvos began to unfurl the cube of iridescent light to free Hartia. Looking to the side, Aemula saw Ultis and Aliq shifting where they stood uncomfortably as well. Aemula didn’t know what compelled her, but she decided to speak with the former Deathsquad Hunters while waiting.

“Nervous?”

Aemula asked, and Ultis looked up. Aliq just snorted, not responding.

“Yes.”

Ultis replied after a moment’s pause. Aemula raised a brow.

“Why’s that?”

“Just like you, I don’t know what’s going to happen here. That’s why.”

Utlis explained as she looked towards the [Unseelie Lord]. He flitted out of his prison, scowling and facing Salvos.

“When will you free me from that damn cube—”

“I told you, once everyone in the Third Legion is free—”

“But you’re a Deathsquad Hunter.”

Aemula said as she eyed Ultis.

“And?”

Ultis shrugged back in response. And hearing that stumped Aemula.

Aemula would have thought that the loyal soldiers of the Demon King would be more united. But it appeared that even a Deathsquad Hunter had to fear being killed by Hartia.

“Just get it over with already!”

Salvos exclaimed, drawing the attention of Aemula, Aliq, and Ultis. Hartia snorted as he drew back.

“Alright, fine.”

The [Unseelie Lord] sighed as he flew forward towards the three collared Demons standing in the middle of the pocket space. Salvos just stood back, watching with her arms crossed.

Aemula gulped nervously as she readied herself. This is it—

The thought began to cross her mind, before it was interrupted by a clink.

“There.”

Hartia said as he flitted back.

“Are you happy?”

“...what?”

Aemula’s eyes went wide as she looked down at herself. The collar that had been so firmly wrapped around her neck for so long was now lying on the ground. Both Aliq and Ultis were also looking around in shock, taken aback by what just happened.

“That was it?”

Aemula whispered as she rubbed a hand on her neck. Hartia scoffed, coming to a halt right next to Salvos.

“Of course. Honestly, I wouldn’t have needed to come so close to you to remove your collars if my spatial senses hadn't been numbed by that infuriating… thing.”

“The corruption.”

Salvos corrected the [Unseelie Lord]. Hartia shook his head.

“Yes, the corruption. Whatever it is called. Now, bring me the next few Demons you want to free. With how many of them are in the Third Legion, this is going to take a while.”

Salvos waved a hand off dismissively.

“We’re starting slow. Maybe do two or three at a time. Then we’ll increase it to ten to fifteen. And maybe when everyone trusts you enough, we can increase it to hundreds at a time to get through all of them quickly—”

However, her words began to grow muffled as Aemula focused only on herself. As she touched her neck, and she felt no metallic object there.

“Is this real?”

She asked herself softly. Her eyes fluttered shut as the realization settled in. A tear began to stream down her left cheek.

“I’m finally free.”


21. Mercy Or Freedom

I didn’t know why nobody trusted me. Not even Haec or Aemula. Like sure, I understood if Bertrugil or Taburas were apprehensive. And understandably, the Third Legion and the former Deathsquad Hunters would have a reason to be skeptical. However, I thought that at the very least Aemula would have been excited at the prospect of being freed.

But she wasn’t. Not until Hartia released her from the collar. That was when she finally believed me.

“It works.”

Aemula whispered as she stood before Haec, Bertrugil, Taburas, and the rest of the Third Legion. Everyone could not believe their eyes. They just stared at her in shock.

Next to her, Aliq and Ultis were looking around, rubbing at their necks in a daze. Almost like they couldn’t believe what just happened too. And while fewer Demons were looking their way, some were still eyeing the former Deathsquad Hunters in surprise too.

“They really didn’t ever think they’d be freed, huh?”

I muttered under my breath as I hovered in the air, looking down at the susurration of both confusion and excitement sweep across the Third Legion. They began conversing with Aemula as if asking her what exactly happened.

And someone spoke up from my side— speaking in a garbled voice.

“That is what happens when you’ve lived most of your lives in chains. Freedom feels surreal. Almost unbelievable. A small part of you wants to return to it, even when you know things are better now.”

I looked towards the [Prison Of Isolation] that I was carrying next to me. It was not a full manifestation of the Skill— just a partial one so that the person inside couldn’t break free and kill everyone around him.

Hartia closed his eyes, and I could see his visage shift through the distortion.

“I understand that sensation myself…”

And I scratched the back of my head.

“...weren’t you the one who was partly responsible for that for them?”

I gestured at Demons below. Haec turned to the [Knight Eligos] standing next to him and nodded. They began gathering up a handful of folks— volunteers for what came next.

Then I stared at the [Unseelie Lord]. He stared back at me.

“Yes. And?”

Hartia replied as he tilted his head at me. I blinked, then sighed.

“Nevermind.”

I descended down to Haec as he looked up at me. He took a step back, and a [Knight Eligos], a [Djinn], and two [Fiends] stepped forward. They were high-leveled. Greater Demons and Archdemons.

“Salvos, Tor and these three Demons have volunteered themselves to be the next ones to be freed from their collars. They still think it is a risk, but after hearing what Aemula had to say…”

Haec glanced back towards Aemula, who was being crowded around by members of the Third Legion asking her what happened. And she described the process very simply. After all, it was a very simple process.

“We believe in this chance to be free. We could die, but we have seen the possibility that awaits us. So we shall take this risk.”

Tor, the [Knight Eligos], said as he stepped forward. And in his [Prison Of Isolation], Hartia rolled his eyes.

I wanted to glare at the Fairy. But I stopped myself and looked around.

“What about anybody else? Four is good, but at this rate, we’re going to take forever to get through the entirety of the Third Legion.”

I waited expectantly for anyone else to speak up. But I didn’t think anybody else would. Until—

“Well, I’ll take my chances, I guess.”

Bertrugil shrugged and stepped forward. Taburas blinked, staring at him in shock.

“Are you serious, Bertrugil?”

“No, I volunteered as a joke. Of course I am serious.”

He rolled his eyes as he came to a halt before me. Taburas just gaped, and Bertrugil faced me.

“Look, I am sure that if anything goes wrong, Salvos will save me, right?”

He asked as he raised a brow at me. I gave him a thumbs-up.

“I will try my best!”

“...that’s not very reassuring. But fuck it, let’s do this.”

Bertrugil steeled himself, and I smiled.

“Yep, let’s do this.”

***

Haec watched as Salvos, Bertrugil, Tor, and the other Demons vanished up into the rift. Only five Demons were going to have their collars removed right now, when in total, there were nearly a hundred thousand Demons under the command of the Third Legion.

That was why he commanded them to get moving. So that they could continuously remove the collars from the Third Legion while heading to their destination to usurp the rest of the Legions of the Expanse.

So they moved as Salvos emerged from the rift, bringing back with her Bertrugil, Tor, and the other Demons. Their collars were already removed, and she descended to gather even more volunteers to be freed.

As she did, Taburas approached Haec from behind. He glanced back at her, wondering what she had to say. After all, as of late, the relationship between the two had been rather strained. Because of Salvos.

So Haec was expecting some sort of repudiation to Salvos’s character to be said from this interaction. And he was right.

“Haec, are you really fine with this?”

Taburas asked as she eyed Salvos in the distance, disappearing back into the rift with half a dozen Demons in tow. Haec shook his head.

“Fine with Salvos’s plan? It is working, is it not?”

“That’s not what I meant…”

Taburas pursed her lips. That made Haec pause. He blinked at Taburas as she sighed.

“I am not talking about Salvos. I am talking about keeping Hartia alive.”

“I… what do you mean?”

Haec frowned as he spun around, turning away from the mass of moving Demons. He faced Taburas curiously.

She sighed as she gestured at the Third Legion.

“Look at what Hartia has done to them. Not just them— but to us too. Do you not remember what life was like when we were mere Lesser Demons who were sent here for the first time to serve under the Third Legion?”

Taburas gritted her teeth. Haec closed his eyes.

He didn’t forget. He called all the senseless bloodshed he had seen. He remembered just what Hartia did, sending members of the Third Legion out to face wild Demons they couldn’t possibly hope to overcome.

Massacre after massacre. It was almost like Hartia took pleasure in seeing them suffer. And when Haec heard about the gladiator games that were held during Salvation, he knew for sure that Hartia despised those in the Third Legion.

That there was nothing but callousness there.

Opening his eyes, Haec looked towards the Third Legion. There was a large number of Demons that were gathered here. All of them were battle-hardened. Tens of thousands of them. But…

There should have been more. Unfortunately, too many casualties were lost during the attack of that [Cerberus of Hell] not too long ago. Not only that, but there was then those games which Hartia liked to play— where he pitted the strongest Demons in the Third Legion who had not yet proven themselves loyal to the Demon King against each other. To see the strongest come out on top.

And that was not to mention all the lives that were lost prior to Revelation.

Haec hated Hartia. And Haec wished that the [Unseelie Lord] was not spared. After everything Hartia had done, he didn’t deserve to just walk free. However—

Glancing to the side, Haec saw a pair of Demons who were responsible just as much as Hartia had been for the suffering of so many Demons under the Demon King.

Haec knew he should have shared that exact same disdain for Ultis and Aliq as he did for Hartia. But as he looked towards the former Deathsquad Hunters, he felt none of the same hatred.

Why?

Was it because Haec personally experienced what it was like to suffer under Hartia? Because he had seen the pain and suffering that Hartia had dealt out? If that was the case, then that made Haec’s feelings unreasonable.

And Haec knew he had to remain objective as a leader now. As a hero.

So that he could lead the Third Legion to victory. No— not just them. But all of the Demons who suffered under Regnorex.

“Taburas.”

Haec finally spoke as he looked back towards her.

“You are right. I do wish Hartia pays for what he has done.”

He met her gaze, not wavering for a moment as she blinked.

“Because of everything he has put me through. And everything he has done to the others under the rule of the Demon King.”

Haec took a deep breath, then looked back up at the rift. Salvos was returning with even more freed Demons now.

“But despite all that… Hartia is on our side now. And he is more valuable as an asset than he is dead. So we have no choice but to accept this situation.”

Taburas lowered her head as she nodded.

“I see…”

She looked down at herself as Haec remained silent for a moment longer. He closed his eyes, knowing what he had to ask next. A topic that he had avoided broaching for a while. But now was the right time.

No— not the right time. It was necessary to be asked right now.

“What about you?”

Haec asked as he glanced back at Taburas. She frowned at him.

“Me?”

“Yes—”

Haec took in a deep breath, holding her gaze.

“What do you think of Salvos?”

And Taburas’s eyes grew wide.


22. Envy

“They really aren’t making this job easier for me, huh?”

I sighed as I exited my rift, only to see the Third Legion having moved even further ahead. This time, I had over twenty volunteers. Which was double what it was just earlier. But at the rate we were going, this was going to take forever.

I really hoped more and more people would start volunteering themselves soon. I descended to the ground, setting down those who were now freed to join the rest of the Third Legion as they ventured further into the Expanse.

“Alright! Who else wants to be freed from the Demon King? Come on, surely at least a hundred of you want to be freed this time around, right?”

I called out as I swept my gaze over the Third Legion. Once again, there was some hesitation. But a few Demons raised their hands, beginning to volunteer. And as I looked around, I caught a glimpse of Haec and Taburas standing at the edge of a cliff in the distance.

The two of them were held in a quiet conversation, all by themselves.

“I wonder what they’re talking about…”

I eyed them curiously, before shaking my head. I looked back down, counting out the number of hands that were raised. And I scoffed as I saw the number.

“Only fifty of you guys? Come on! Are you all Demons of Cowardice or something?”

I yelled at the Third Legion, trying to convince more of them to volunteer themselves. And after a minute of persuading them, more raised their hands, and I took off with a hundred of them.

***

Taburas didn’t know how to respond when she heard the question Haec had asked. It was a confusing question, to say the least. What did she think of Salvos?

What was the [Succubus] supposed to say in response to that?

That she disliked Salvos?

If Haec heard that, he would undoubtedly be upset. But he must have known that Taburas felt this way. Otherwise, why would he ask that question?

That was why after a moment of hesitation, Taburas answered the question as honestly as she could.

“I… have no opinion of Salvos as a person on her own.”

That made Haec raise a dubious brow. Which was as expected. However, Taburas didn’t stop there. She shook her head, meeting his gaze.

“However, when she is with you, I abhor her.”

Taburas whispered in a soft voice. Perhaps that description was too harsh. But she was being as honest as she could. And at the moment, she was overcome with her anger— her dislike towards everything Salvos had done.

But what did Salvos even do?

Taburas knew the answer even as she gritted her teeth. Upon hearing that, she expected Haec to lash out. To be upset at her. To argue.

…or something.

But what she didn’t expect was for Haec to give her a curious look.

“Why?”

Haec asked simply. Taburas blinked. That caught her by surprise. She stared at the former Heir of the Netherworld in shock. It took her a moment to process his response, before she could even articulate her own thoughts.

“I— what do you mean by why?”

“I am simply asking you why you dislike Salvos when she is with me— what makes you feel that way towards her when all she has done is save us?”

Haec replied, meeting Taburas’s gaze. It was a valid question. And even the [Succubus] could admit that much was true.

So the explanation for her feelings stemmed from something else. Something she was afraid to admit. But she had to admit regardless.

“Because of how you’ve changed since Salvos returned.”

Taburas spoke softly, averting her gaze. Looking down at herself, she recalled everything she had been through with Haec. What they had experienced together ever since he saved her.

“You used to be a leader who was subservient to no one. You stood tall and proud and you never wavered in the face of danger. You never relied on anyone else but your own strength.”

Taburas closed her eyes, remembering the time they had spent together in the Third Legion. When they had willingly first come to join the Demon King’s Domain.

Haec had shown himself to be loyal and trustworthy to Hartia, which was why he had been sent off as a promising prospect to Regnorex, but Taburas was observant. Especially because she knew Haec.

He would bow with gritted teeth. He would hide his defiance while showing servitude. Even to the Demon King.

And only Taburas noticed this because she knew Haec. Because she had been with Haec since the very beginning of this journey.

However, with Salvos, he was different. Haec seemed to defer to her decision always. He relied on her. He trusted her. And this was something he showed with nobody else.

Not even to Taburas herself.

That made her click her tongue. But Haec stepped forward, placing a hand on his chest.

“Taburas, I am still the same person. I am still a leader—”

“No, you are not.”

Taburas almost snarled, but caught herself from shouting. She looked towards the Third Legion, then looked up at the rift as it opened. Salvos appeared, bringing over a hundred Demons back down. Freed from their collars.

“You may be a leader— you may call yourself a hero. But even still…”

Taburas hesitated. She closed her eyes, then after opening them, she met Haec’s gaze.

“You defer everything to her.”

“Because I trust her.”

Haec replied without missing a beat. Still, Taburas shook her head insistently.

“But you don’t trust anyone else like you trust Salvos, do you? Not Bertrugil, not Aemula, and not even me.”

“That’s because Salvos is—”

Haec started. But Taburas cut him off.

“Because Salvos is special to you. She is the only one who you care about. The only person you rely on. That’s why you treat her this way.”

Taburas felt her heart ache as she spoke. As she took a step back and fought back the welling forming in her eyes. Her lips quivered, and her hands shook. Her emotions warred inside of her. A storm that brewed and opened up a pit in her stomach.

Haec pursed his lips as he heard the slew of words.

“That’s because Salvos is reliable, Taburas. She has always been reliable.”

His eyes flickered as though he was remembering a scene from a long time ago. And Taburas clenched her jaw when she heard that.

“And am I not reliable too? Have I not been by your side since the very beginning? Have I not fought for your sake, even if my life is at risk?”

Taburas placed a hand on her chest as she spoke out. Haec just stared at her. Like he wanted to speak. But he couldn’t find the right moment to interject.

“You tried to leave me behind several times, Haec. But I followed you. I always followed you. I was always by your side.”

Taburas could have just remained in the Third Legion when Haec left. But instead, she forced herself to become strong enough to follow. And she refused to be assigned elsewhere. Instead, she wanted to join Haec at the Demon King’s Castle.

Everything she did, she did for him. Even when he tried to defect and flee Regnorex. She followed him. But Haec did not view her in the same way he viewed Salvos.

It made no sense to Taburas.

“It was me who was with you all this time, Haec. Salvos was never here for you… not like me…”

Taburas trailed off as tears began to stream down her cheeks. She sobbed where stood, and Haec’s eyes grew wide. He stared at the [Succubus] with a soft gaze. And it was like he finally had an epiphany— a realization.

He waited a moment, before mustering up the courage to speak.

“Taburas… are you jealous of Salvos?”

And hearing that, Taburas’s heart jumped.


23. Reciprocate

“Are you jealous of Salvos?”

Taburas froze when she heard the question coming from Haec’s mouth. She didn’t know why she reacted that way. But a shiver ran down her spine, and her lips moved, wanting to protest that statement.

“That’s not true—”

The [Succubus] started, but Haec interrupted her.

“If that isn’t true, then tell me: why do you hate Salvos?”

The former Heir of the Netherworld didn’t let up. Taburas opened her mouth, trying to muster up a response.

“I already told you. It’s because—”

“Because of how I’ve changed since Salvos returned? That makes no sense. Why does it matter to you how differently I act with her when I am the same around you?”

Haec cut Taburas off once again. The [Succubus] hesitated. Her mind raced with a myriad of responses. But she knew that Haec wouldn’t be satisfied with any of them.

Why? Taburas asked herself. Why do I feel this way?

At a surface glance, it was just a disdain that didn’t go any deeper than that.

Taburas hated the way Salvos walked. The way Salvos talked. The way Salvos dressed. The way Salvos acted.

Everything about Salvos— Taburas hated. It was simple as that.

And yet, that wasn’t the case. Taburas had no reason to hate Salvos for that, when there were other Demons who were more irritating than Salvos.

So it was as Taburas had said: the fact that Haec acted differently around Salvos was the reason why Taburas was upset.

But then that meant Haec was right.

It was because Taburas was jealous of Salvos— jealous that she couldn’t be like Salvos to Haec.

“Yes.”

Taburas finally replied as she lowered her gaze. Her eyes were shadowed over, and Haec raised a brow.

“You are right. I am jealous of Salvos.”

Taburas spoke in a whisper as her lips trembled. Her fingers shook, and she balled her hands into fists. She stepped forward as she spoke through gritted teeth.

“But why can’t I be jealous? Don’t I deserve a right to be jealous?”

“What do you mean by that, Taburas?”

Haec asked with a frown. His gaze bore into the [Succubus]. And he didn’t seem to understand her plight.

Taburas placed a hand on her chest.

“I told you, I have been with you always. But you never treated me like you treat her. Call it jealousy or call it envy. It does not matter to me. Because I hate it.”

That was right. Taburas was only channeling her hatred of how she was treated into Salvos. Whether or not Haec acted differently around Salvos did not matter. If Haec had been treating Taburas right, none of this would matter.

At least, that was how Taburas felt about it.

Haec stood there silently as he listened to the [Succubus]. After a moment’s pause, he finally raised his head and met her gaze.

“Do you love me, Taburas?”

“Love you? What does that even mean?”

Taburas blinked, stepping back. 

“Are you asking me if I care for you? Because of course I do!”

“That’s kind of what I meant, but not what I meant either.”

Shaking his head, Haec looked down at himself— at his chest. He placed a hand there, speaking softly.

“It’s something I studied about under Oracli. It is a Human thing. A Human emotional bond they form between strangers. That they are born with between their family members.”

“R-right.”

Taburas pursed her lips, listening to Haec speak. She wasn’t sure where he was going with this. But he nodded understandingly.

“Is this how you feel towards me, Taburas? Because I think I understand now, why you’re upset.”

“What do you mean by that?”

Taburas asked, narrowing her eyes. Haec shook his head.

“You weren’t upset with Salvos. You were upset with me. But you couldn't bring yourself to be upset with me. That’s why you blamed Salvos. That’s why you directed your hatred towards Salvos.”

Haec took in a deep breath as he spoke. Then he looked up— towards the rift that was high in the sky. Salvos was returning with over five hundred Demons from the Third Legion now, bringing them back with their collars all removed.

Looking back down, Haec faced Taburas apologetically.

“Perhaps I was wrong— for not reciprocating these feelings to you. But I promise you, I will do you right from now on. I will not treat the same way I did before. I will not abandon you or forget about you. I will rely on you and trust you. I will be good to you, Taburas.”

Haec’s gaze didn’t waver as he peered deep into Taburas. She blinked a few times, hearing what he had to say.

“So you love me too?”

Taburas asked, shuffling her feet. While she didn’t quite understand what love meant, even after Haec’s explanation, a small part of her longed for him to say that he loved her regardless.

But Haec hesitated.

“That… I do not know. Maybe I do. Maybe I don’t.”

Taburas couldn’t lie and say she wasn’t disappointed when she heard that. Her shoulders sagged, and she lowered her head.

“O-oh…”

Even if she still didn’t fully grasp the concept of love, she knew she wanted Haec to love her. So she felt her chest hurt— ache in a way she never felt before.

But Haec stepped forward and embraced her, holding her tight.

“All I know is I care a lot about you, Taburas. So that’s why I will do my best to reciprocate your feelings.”

“Haec…”

Taburas blinked a few times, looking up at him in shock. He did not let go of her.

“For all the times you’ve stuck by my side, even if you didn’t understand the reasoning behind my actions. I shall do the same for you.”

The pain in Taburas’s chest subsided as her eyes grew wide. It was replaced by a strange feeling in her stomach— like the fluttering of the wings of a [Savage Agarat]. Even though she was comfortable in this position, she couldn’t help but shift back to release herself from Haec’s grasp.

“Haec, I—”

Taburas started as she looked up at him. But Haec closed his eyes.

“However…”

Hearing that made Taburas pause. She listened as Haec met her with a serious look on his face.

“If I do this for you, you must promise me that you cannot continue to treat Salvos like this. That you cannot view her with disdain.”

Taburas paused, staring at Haec with confusion for a long moment. But Haec explained himself as he lowered his head.

“I know you are unhappy with me. But it’s not her fault. It’s my fault.”

Haec sighed as he clenched a fist.

“In fact, it’s only because of Salvos that I am who I am today. So you should be grateful to her instead. Please, I need you to understand this.”

“That’s…”

Taburas trailed off. But even though she felt a slight pain in her chest, knowing that Haec was making the situation about Salvos again, the [Succubus] realized that he was doing this for her.

And it made her happy.

“I understand, Haec.”

Taburas finally conceded as she raised her head. And it was like all the pain in her chest melted away. A sense of ease washed over her as she looked up at Haec— at her leader. At the person she knew she loved.

“As long as you reciprocate my feelings, I will not feel jealous. I will not feel disdain. And if you do anything to upset me…”

Taburas chuckled as she looked up at the sky. Salvos was returning from the rift again, bringing with her even more Demons from the Third Legion.

“I will get mad at you, not Salvos. It’s less suicidal of a move, anyway.”

Taburas grinned, looking back down at Haec. The former Heir of the Netherworld paused as he heard that joke. Then he smiled.

“If you do get mad at me, then I deserve it. But please try to be patient with me too.”

“I will.”

Taburas closed her eyes.

“Like I have always been, I will.”

And finally, it was resolved.

***

I descended from [The World Of My Mind] with a thousand Demons in tow. I couldn’t bring any more than a thousand, because as much as my pocket space had improved, it couldn’t fit a whole army inside. So now, I was limited to transporting a thousand of them at once to free them.

It would be a lot easier if I could just have Hartia free all of the Third Legion here in the Netherworld. But despite gaining a lot of trust with already freeing thousands of Demons, not everyone was convinced just yet. So I had to continue going through with this laborious method of freeing them.

But as I descended down onto the Third Legion once again, I caught a glimpse of Haec and Taburas walking to catch up with the rest of the army. They had been left behind briefly, embroiled in a long conversation.

However, now that their discussion was over, they looked… happy?

I flew up to them curiously as I glanced between them. Taburas was clinging onto Haec’s arm as he scratched the back of his head.

“Did something happen?”

I asked, cocking my head. Haec and Taburas exchanged a glance.

“We just resolved some unresolved issues. That’s all.”

Haec replied, and Taburas nodded.

“Yeah. Everything is good here.”

I blinked, before shrugging.

“Huh. Alright, then.”


24. The Illusion Lord

“Keep on moving! Don’t you dare stop moving your feet! If I see any of you stand still for even a moment, you will be killed!”

The rumbling voice echoed through the ravine. Upon hearing that, Ponti winced. She rubbed her ears as she trudged ahead.

“Must he really keep yelling? Seriously, we heard you the first million times you said that…”

She muttered under her breath, and the figure striding next to her scoffed.

“Don’t worry, you’ll never get used to it.”

It was an impish figure who spoke— but he was not an [Imp]. He was a [Fiend], just like Ponti. But he was a rare evolution that made him stand at only half the height of her.

Ponti faced him as she raised a brow.

“Temin, you’ve been in the Eighteenth Legion for three cycles now, haven’t you?”

Ponti asked, eyeing Temin curiously. He nodded as he strode forward casually.

“That’s right.”

“Do you…”

Ponti hesitated, before wincing as the ground shook beneath her feet, followed by the booming warning that came from all around the ravine.

She swept her gaze over the mass of thousands of Demons as the voice washed over them, making even the highest-leveled veterans of the Eighteenth Legion flinch. And looking past them, Ponti saw the floating figure in the sky.

It was a [Jinn].

The leader of the Eighteenth Legion.

Rakin the Illusion Lord.

He floated in the same spot in the sky relative to her. Even though a Ponti had been marching non-stop since the start of Reconstruction, the Illusion Lord looked like he was still hovering just ahead and above of her vision.

No matter where she turned.

“Do you know why he does this?”

Ponti asked as she stared at where Rakin was ostensibly floating.

Temin paused, before looking up in a different direction. And yet, she knew he was looking at where he saw the Illusion Lord was floating.

“To purge the weak, of course. It’s a simple reason, really.”

Temin shrugged as he glanced back. Just behind Ponti, an [Incubus] dropped to a knee out of sheer exhaustion. And before he could get up, he began to scream as his body twisted and turned.

Rakin’s booming voice echoed from the [Incubus] as he was torn apart.

“I warned you— and yet, you disobeyed me! Now you shall perish!”

Ponti looked away, pursing her lips. And she continued marching on as the screams of the [Incubus] vanished along with his corpse.

“But this doesn’t make sense to me. If Rakin wants to get rid of the weak from the Eighteenth Legion, wouldn’t it be a lot more efficient for him to just kill the lowest-leveled of our numbers?”

“You misunderstand.”

Temin shook his head as he sighed. He closed his eyes, speaking in a bitter voice.

“Rakin does not care about our physical strength. He cares about our mental resiliency. That’s why he’s doing this.”

Ponti blinked a few times, evidently confused. She placed a hand on her chin.

“What do you mean by that? How can this be a test of our mental strength when those who are killed are those who can’t continue walking?”

“Are you being serious? You mean you haven’t noticed?”

Temin chuckled as she frowned at him.

“What have I not noticed?”

She asked, peering into Temin. He waved a hand dismissively at the world around them.

“This isn’t real, Ponti.”

“…what?”

Ponti blinked a few times, still trying to process what he meant. And he repeated himself as he sighed.

“None of this is real. This is all an illusion.”

“I— that’s impossible.”

Ponti whispered. She looked down at herself as she slowed.

“Are you saying my entire life… everything I’ve been through… it’s all been fake?”

Her life flashed before her eyes. From being born with a group of other Infant Demons, to running from the Demon King’s minions, before eventually letting herself be captured in hopes that she’d find safety.

It all felt so real. And yet—

“Even my memories… aren’t real? It’s all a fabrication by Rakin?”

Ponti asked, slowly looking up to stare at Temin. And he snorted.

“No, you idiot.”

“…what?”

Ponti broke out had her stupor. Temin pointed at the ground, explaining.

“I’m specifically talking about what we’ve been through since Reconstruction began. Rakin has placed us all under an illusion to make us believe we’ve been marching non-stop. When in reality, we’ve all just been lying down in the same spot.”

“Oh.”

Ponti should have been more surprised to hear this. But this was a lot easier for her to believe than if it had instead been the alternative— that her whole life had been a lie.

That was a lot harder to accept than this.

Her eyes flickered as she looked up towards where Rakin was floating.

“Is that why no matter where we look, Rakin is always in the same spot for all of us?”

“That’s correct.”

Temin nodded.

“While the Illusion Lord, as his name implies, is certainly good at his illusions. Right now, all he’s doing is doing some minor alterations to our senses. Otherwise, it would be too difficult for him to trap all ten thousand of us in such a powerful illusion.”

“I see.”

Ponti could understand the logic behind it. All Rakin had to do was create a believable illusion down below, while leaving the sky alone. So he wouldn’t exhaust himself with upjeeping this massive illusion.

“So while the exhaustion you feel seems real, it isn’t. And those who falter are those who are mentally weak.”

Temin finished.

Ponti glanced back, seeing another Demon in the distance collapse. This time, the Demon was higher-leveled than her. And yet, her legs hadn’t given up beneath her, while his had. In fact, now that she knew it was all an illusion, she felt slightly lighter on her feet.

“I understand now…”

Looking back towards Temin, she ignored the dying Demon’s throes in the background. She had a thought.

“But wait, why don’t you tell everyone this?”

“What do you mean by that?”

Temin asked, this time the one who was looking curiously at her. Ponti shook her head.

“If everyone knows this is an illusion, then won’t we all have a higher chance of surviving this?l

Ponti gestured at the rest of the Eighteenth Legion. Temin closed his eyes, placing a hand on his chest.

“I mean, you can go ahead and do what you want with this information. To me, what matters is that I survive, that’s all.”

“So why tell me this?”

Ponti narrowed her eyes at him. And he shrugged.

“Not sure. Maybe because I’ve taken a little bit of a liking to you? But no particular reason, really.”

“I see…”

Ponti trailed off as she stared at him. For a moment, she deliberated over what she should do. But then she heard a thud coming from behind her.

Spinning around, she watched as a Level 34 [Fiend] collapsed to the ground in sheer exhaustion.

“I can’t go on any longer… just kill me already...”

The [Fiend] whispered. And Ponti didn’t know why, but she moved to save him. Perhaps it was because of a brash desire to help out— to act. But she ran up to his side and called out to him.

“No, you can keep going!”

She exclaimed as Temin blinked and glanced back at her. His eyes grew wide as she proffered an arm, offering to help up the [Fiend].

“This is all an illusion! If you just keep going, you can survive!”

Her voice resounded throughout the ravine as she came to a halt before the [Fiend]. She gesticulated wildly for him to get up.

“Please, if you just believe in yourself!”

“You idiot!”

Temin’s voice interrupted her. She blinked, glancing back at him as he pointed at her.

“You stopped moving—”

And the world around Ponti distorted before she could even process what was happening. She screamed as this illusion vanished from her eyes, and an immense pain overcame her body. She suddenly found herself lying on the white and rocky ground, writhing and twisting as she bled from her nose.

Next to her, the [Fiend] she tried to save was in the same position as her— screaming and writhing in the ground as they were crushed under the mind magic of the Illusion Lord.

The two of them were back in reality, but they were going to die. Rakin hovered high overhead as he cackled.

“What a fool. Trying to save a weakling like him shows just how weak you are.”

Rakin laughed as he pointed down at her and the [Fiend] next to her. The two of them twisted where they lay, unable to fight back. Ponti tried to scream, but no voice could even leave her mouth.

She was in too much pain. Her body was growing numb. Her vision was growing dark. Her black blood wouldn’t stop pouring from her nose. The Illusion Lord sneered at her as her body felt like breaking apart.

“Now you die—”

And right as the words left Rakin’s mouth, there was a flash of light. Blinking a few times, Ponti felt the pain covering her body vanishing. She coughed, the blood streaming from her nose becoming a trickle.

She wiped at her nose as she sat up, no longer trapped in Rakin’s illusion. And now, she was trying to understand what was going on.

And when she looked up at where the Illusion Lord was normally hovering, she saw him flying back and screaming in pain as his body was covered in a black flame.

What just happened? the thought barely crossed Ponti’s mind.

Then a figure descended from the sky, landing right across from her. A six-winged figure— pale-white skin. Golden eyes. Black scales.

“…w-who are you?”

Ponti stared at the stranger who just spun around and smiled.

“Hi! I’m Salvos!”


25. Not Even Close

Rakin the Illusion Lord was a Level 164 [Fiend]— a Primeval Demon that had reached the pinnacle of Demonkind. He wasn’t the highest-leveled of the leaders of Regnorex’s legions, but he was one of the most gifted. After all, his illusions were unrivaled in the entirety of the Demon King’s Domain.

That was not to mention his mind magic that was paired with his illusions.

Even though Rakin knew he was nowhere near the strongest of Regnorex’s forces, he knew that his sheer magical capabilities far surpassed other Primeval Demons even higher-leveled than he was.

Certainly, Oracli had seen Rakin’s talent. That was why even though Rakin was supposed to be amongst Regnorex’s personal forces that would be sent to the Mortal Realm, the Wisest of the Domain had recommended that the Illusion Lord remained here in the Expanse— to best harness Rakin’s potential to the fullest.

That was part of the reason why Rakin was entrusted with a relatively small legion. At the very least, compared to the other legions. At first, there had only been five thousand Demons under the Illusion Lord’s command at a time. Now, he was in charge of twenty thousand of them. Although… nearly half of them had been wiped out throughout Revelation or sent to the Demon King.

Regardless, once Revelation came to an end and Salvation arrived, Rakin would place the entirety of what remained of the Eighteenth Legion under his illusions. That was to train his capabilities, expanding them as best he could. But also, it served as a test of the tenacity of those under him. So it accomplished two things at once.

And since becoming the leader of the Eighteenth Legion, Rakin had grown from being capable of putting three or four thousands individuals under his illusion at once for prolonged periods of time, to over ten thousand individuals for the entire duration of Salvation.

Nobody could rival this level of illusion casting.

Rakin was certain of his capabilities. And he was so certain that he didn’t even flinch when he saw the figure that was rapidly approaching him from a great distance.

“That’s… the Enemy.”

The Illusion Lord whispered, before his eyes narrowed as he stared at her. He used [Identification], and the results he got confused him.

[C-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝rr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝pt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝d Appr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝nt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝c-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝ - Lvl. 153]

“Wait, what is—”

Rakin started. And the Enemy pointed at him, cutting him off. All at once, his body burst into flames as he let out a guttural scream. He dropped from the sky as the Enemy descended to save the pair of Demons in the Eighteenth Legion that was about to be executed.

But even as the Enemy introduced herself, the Illusion Lord watched.

“Hi! I’m Salvos!”

Rakin was wreathed in flames— he was writhing on the ground in pain. He screamed and clawed at his face. But even still, he regarded the Enemy calmly. Because it was not truly him who was lying on the ground, being eaten by that black flame.

In reality, that was nothing more than an illusion. The true Rakin was watching from the side, hidden in the ravine, carefully observing the Enemy. He regarded her. He studied her. She looked like an ordinary [Fiend]. But there was something different about her.

And that was not just the fact that her [Identification] results were like nothing the Illusion Lord had ever seen. For a moment, he wondered if that result was an illusion.

But then before he could speculate on anything, Salvos turned around, directly facing Rakin.

“Also— you can stop pretending now.”

Her voice cut through the Illusion Lord’s thoughts. He blinked a few times as the two Demons Salvos saved looked up in confusion. Flitting forward, Rakin just chuckled as the illusions masking his presence vanished.

“I’m surprised. You could sense that wasn’t the real me. How astute.”

Rakin spoke as he looked over at his fake self writhing on the ground and continuing to scream in pain. Shaking his head, the Illusion Lord looked back at Salvos.

“You truly are befitting the Title of the Enemy of the Demon King.”

Salvos didn’t respond. She just met his gaze with an apathetic look on her face. Rakin continued curiously.

“And that Subspecies… just what exactly is it? I have never seen anything like that before.”

Rakin tapped a finger on her chin. Again, no response. That grated on the Illusion Lord’s nerves, but he shook his head.

“Although, it matters not. After all, I am much higher-leveled than you are, so this battle will not last long.”

“Oh?”

Salvos tilted her head when she heard that. And behind her, one of the [Fiends] she saved spoke up.

“B-be careful… Rakin is the Illusion Lord— he’s the greatest illusionist and mind mage under the Demon King!”

Rakin chuckled, almost flattered. While he didn’t know the name of the Demon who spoke up, he was tempted to spare her after this.

But he didn’t give into his temptations. He knew he would kill her once he was done dealing with the Enemy.

“You heard what she said…”

Rakin smirked as he flitted forward. He raised his hands, before pointing at the Enemy of the Demon King.

“Now do me a favor and die.”

All at once, Rakin unleashed a powerful blast of mind magic at Salvos. To the ordinary eye, it didn’t look like anything different had happened. But to those who were more keen, they could see the flicker in the air— the strands of mana being twisted as an invisible attack was launched.

Salvos recoiled for a moment as she took a step back. Her knees threatened to buckle underneath her, and she gritted her teeth. It was like she was under immense pressure, clenching her fists as she was struck by this blast of mind magic.

Rakin grinned, seeing her struggle. He knew that that single attack was not enough to defeat her, despite the differences in their level. However, all he needed was to distract her. And then—

He flew forward, leaving behind an image of himself where he had been floating. Even if Salvos had been capable of seeing through his illusions earlier, now that she was being assailed by his mind magic, it was impossible for her to see this coming.

Rakin masked his true body with his illusions, blending in with his surroundings as he shot forward. From his side, he produced a spear— one that was created by Oracli himself. An Epic Grade Weapon that was gifted to him.

And using it, he aimed for the Enemy’s head as he shot forward.

I’ve got you now— the thought crossed his mind.

But Salvos… raised her head and glared at his charging body, her piercing gaze seeing straight through the illusion.

“Enough.”

Salvos yelled, and Rakin was the one to reel as her voice echoed out. The word reverberated through his body, interrupting his mind magic assault for a brief moment. His illusions were disrupted— even the ones that were encasing the Eighteenth Legion.

And as the Illusion Lord tried to comprehend what was happening, Salvos leapt forward at him, raising her claws as they were wreathed in flames.

“[Divine Radiant Slash]!”

She shouted as she cut his chest open. Rakin screamed in pain, breaking out of his stupor. Before he could escape, Salvos grabbed him by the neck and glared at him.

He choked as he struggled to break free from her iron grip. But she refused to let go.

“H-how…?”

Rakin stared at her, coughing up blood. He didn’t understand it at all. Even though he was assailing her with his mind magic and masking his presence with his illusions, she was able to see through it all.

Salvos just tightened her grip around his neck as she snarled.

“Seriously? You call yourself the Illusion Lord? Your illusions are much worse than Belzu’s.”

“T-that insect…?”

Rakin blinked a few times, before feeling his bones break. The skin on his neck continued to tear as he struggled to break free. He swung his spear down at her, but she easily caught it with her free hand.

“And no Grand Skill too? Is this really all you’ve got?”

The Illusion Lord clenched his jaw. He might not have had a Grand Skill, but he was praised for that fact by the Demon King. So he always prided himself on that fact.  And yet, right now, he wished he had one just so he could prove Salvos wrong.

Especially when he saw the way she looked at him. Even though she didn’t say anything, it was like he could read her mind. Her thoughts were clear.

She thought he was weak.

Rakin cursed internally, before focusing for a moment. He realized that he was going to die here if he didn’t do something. So he spoke desperately, trying to bargain for his life.

“If you kill me, I will send a warning to the other legions— they will know that you are coming! They will be prepared for you! So spare me… please.”

Salvos cocked a brow when she heard that, before she laughed.

“Unfortunately for you… they already know I’m coming.”

“What?”

Rakin stared at her in disbelief. He almost thought that was a lie. But he saw the look in her eyes, and he knew she was telling the truth.

“But how?”

And she rolled her eyes as she explained.

“Because I’m already there.”

***

Across the Expanse, half a dozen of my clones moved. And they didn’t move alone. Even though they had spread out far and wide, most of them traveled with a companion. One of the Salvos clones moved with tens of thousands of members of the Third Legion, while another traveled with Haec and only an elite group of Demons from the Third Legion led by Tor.

Another moved with Taburas, Bertrugil, and Aemula alongside ten thousand more members of the Third Legion. While one more traveled with Ultis and Aliq.

And even though they were all moving separately, they worked in tandem to attack the weaker legions of the Expanse.

Whether it was Rector of the Twenty-Fifth Legion or Debil of the Sixteenth Legion. They were all swarmed at once, their leaders killed, and their members recruited into the same cause. It was a coordinated attack to amass as large of a force as possible before the other legions could react.

And it was working.

Especially since I could move and fight alone.

I bared my teeth dangerously at Rakin as I held him up in the air. Behind me, the two Demons I saved just gaped in shock— in sheer disbelief as to what just happened. At the same time, the Illusion Lord looked back down at me in horror.

“So go send your warning to the other legions.”

I shook my head as I squeezed tighter. And all around me, one after another, the ten thousand Demons in the Eighteen Legion woke up, slowly being freed from the nightmare they had been placed in by Rakin.

“Because I assure you, they will need it.”

And Rakin opened his mouth, but I crushed his neck, making his head explode into a splash of black blood.


26. No Results

Only three days had passed since Edithe, Centina, and Willy left Mavos Academy. It was not a lot of time, and yet, it felt like an eternity had passed. When they had left, there was a certain valid fear that the barrier protecting the school would collapse in under a week. After all, the mana reserves that kept up the barrier were not limitless.

Even if it could repel the invasion of even a Primordial Demon, it was not capable of staying up forever, because of how much mana it expended. On its own, the barrier could be maintained for up to a year. And in the past, the barrier withstood the Demon King’s assault for a week. According to historical records that were kept, it was said that the barrier would have fallen after another week at most, and survived another day at least.

So that was why there was the very valid fear that the barrier would collapse soon. Especially since the Centinel Matriarch of the Bloodied Gulf was over Level 200. And that was why everyone placed their hopes on Edithe, Centina, and Willy returning soon.

But fortunately, now that more time had passed, Clayton went on to confirm that the barrier was capable of lasting for up to at least a month with the current damage that was being dealt to it. And that was the minimum amount of time. Supposedly, it could last up to three months.

Everyone was relieved to hear that. After all, it meant Edithe had more time to return with aid from the Archangel— which was a very powerful Spirit that Willy said would help them for the right price.

Whether or not that was true… Rachel didn’t know. But for now, she didn’t worry about what was going to happen in the future. Instead, she focused on what she could do now. And while others thought what she was doing was crazy, she thought it was brilliant.

After all, there was proof it worked.

Rachel’s eyes flickered as she strode through the mostly empty streets of Mavos Academy. She thought of Centina— a Centinel that had learned to behave like a Human. That defied all prior understanding and research done into Centinels.

Previously, it was believed that Centinels were monsters that could never be… well, tamed. Every [Beastmaster] that had tried to befriend a Centinel was ultimately killed by the Centinel, or had to kill the Centinel. And while Centina wasn’t tamed, she was living amongst Humans without any issue.

That was why Rachel convinced that her plan could work— that she could convince the Matriarch Centinel of the Bloodied Gulf to back off in this siege.

Many thought it was pure lunacy. That it was a totally pointless endeavor. But Rachel had experienced firsthand plenty of crazy things in her life that flipped her worldview around.

Even ignoring the fact that Centina was proof that Centinels weren’t all horrible monsters that just wanted destruction… there were plenty of other things Rachel had see that went against the general opinion of the populace. Like a Demon who killed [Cultists] and other Demons— going around and saving Humans like a [Hero].

Or a [Summoner] who couldn’t summon.

Or a [Hero] who was a coward.

What about the Wyverns who were adopted by a Demon?

All of it would have been said to be impossible by an ordinary person. And yet, it all happened before Rachel’s eyes.

So it grated Rachel’s nerves knowing that the very same people who had been a part of these impossibilities were now claiming her plan was impossible. Whether it was Centina, Willy, or Edithe. Even Oriur had been against it.

Only one person believed in Rachel. And it was Salvos.

But… it wasn’t exactly Salvos either. It was Sally the Salvos clone. And she followed along Rachel as the two made their way to the edge of the school. It was just the two of them. Novis, Bellum, and Oriur had accompanied them for the first two days. However, after Rachel made absolutely zero progress, the former two juvenile Wyverns lost interest, while the latter decided that it was impossible.

Unfortunately for Oriur, he couldn’t convince Rachel to give up on her plan. So she continued doing what she believed would work.

“I do wish Oriur believed in me, though. But at least I have you, Sally.”

Rachel said as she glanced back at the Salvos clone. In response, Sally just gave a thumbs-up.

“I mean, you did befriend a Centinel when everyone else said it’s impossible. So of course you believe in me!”

“Mm!”

Sally could speak, but she preferred not to be so chatty. That was unlike the real Salvos, who loved to talk about herself for hours on end. Not that Rachel minded that either. She remembered adoring listening to whatever Salvos had to say… even if she now understood that much of it was an embellishment of reality.

However, Sally was the one who preferred to listen as Rachel strode on.

“Anyway, if I want to be amazing, I have to do amazing things. That’s why—”

Rachel started, but then came to a halt when she spotted a figure standing up ahead. She paused as Sally bumped into her back.

“Oh, um…”

Rachel shuffled her feet, before stepping to the side. The same figure had been here yesterday purely by accident. And Sally had recognized that figure.

But instead of actually interacting, there had only been an awkward tension yesterday where neither of them said much to each other. Because it was—

“Valda?”

Sally tilted her head as she stared at the young woman standing up ahead. It seemed that Valda had been waiting for them, realizing they would be taking this route to the edge of the school every day.

Rachel knew there was some history between Valda and Salvos. That was why Valda had started the Demon Research Club. But Rachel didn’t realize that things would be so… tense between them?

At least, from Valda’s side.

“Hello, Valda!”

Sally waved at Valda as she continued to walk forward. Rachel hesitantly trailed after the Salvos clone, wondering if Valda would say anything today.

Valda just pursed her lips.

“Salvos—”

She started. But Sally shook her head.

“I am Salvos, but I told you to call me Sally, remember?”

“R-right…”

Valda bit her lower lip as Rachel glanced between the President of the Demon Research Club and the Salvos clone.

Yesterday, Valda couldn’t bring herself to say anything at all. But today, she had the courage to speak.

“Sally… why did you lie to us?”

Valda finally asked. Sally just blinked.

“Why did you lie to me?”

Valda pressed the Salvos clone even further. Pausing, Sally tilted her head back. Even if it wasn’t clear what Valda was asking about, Rachel knew what the question was meant to be.

Why did you lie to me about you being a Human? Or more accurately… Why didn’t you tell me you were a Demon?

And Sally recognized the question too. So she just shrugged and answered honestly.

“Because you’d hate me if you knew I was a Demon.”

That was all Sally said. And she continued on as Rachel followed, leaving Valda behind in silence.

—--

Half an hour later, Rachel and Sally arrived at the edge of the barrier. It was the same spot where Rachel waited as usual, trying to speak with the Centinels. When she arrived, there was already a crowd of Centinels there.

But they weren’t waiting for her. They were always there, clamoring to break in.

“Hey!”

Rachel greeted them casually. And behind her, Sally waved too. In response, the Centinels hissed and shrieked and angrily struck the barrier. But they couldn’t break in, of course.

Sitting down right before the transparent layer of magic, Rachel set up a picnic— placing down a small mat, before setting down half a dozen sandwiches. She offered one to Sally.

“You want some?”

But the Salvos clone just recoiled in disgust.

“Gross.”

Then Rachel looked towards the Centinels, raising a sandwich.

“What about you guys?”

She asked cheerfully. The Centinels clicked their mandibles almost hungrily. But they weren’t looking at the sandwich. They were looking at the young girl.

“Alright, I guess. More for me.”

Rachel shrugged as she began munching on the sandwiches she prepared. As she did, she began to casually chat with the Centinels as Sally watched from behind with a curious look.

“You know, I just don’t understand it— why doesn’t Oriur believe in me? I mean, he should know what it’s like to be treated like some kind of mindless monster by others, right? So why is he treating Centinels the same way?”

The muffled shrieking of Centinels was all that could be heard in reply.

“Seriously, and Centina too? She says that you can’t be reasoned with! But she’s a Centinel herself! It makes no sense! I don’t get it…”

Rachel rambled on, complaining about her friends as she finished her sandwiches. Sally didn’t say a word the entire time. Even as the sun continued to set. Rachel remained chatty as could be even as hours passed. Until she wrinkled her brows, narrowing her eyes at a figure amongst the crowd of Centinels.

The Salvos clone cocked her head, wondering what was going on. But Rachel just rose to her feet and eyed one of the Centinels gnawing on the barrier.

“Oh, hey you’re here again.”

It looked like any ordinary Centinels. Except, it not. Rachel had seen it before— coming here every single day, although at different times. It didn’t stand out remarkably by any means. It was a [Older Centinel], which meant it was larger than many of the [Junior Centinels] surrounding it. However, it was not the only [Older Centinel] here.

And its carapace was practically the same shade as the others. Nor did it have any distinct features like an injury on its side that made it stand out.

There was just… a subtle difference between it and the other Centinels. And this subtle difference was very much obvious to Rachel who had seen it come time and time again. While the other Centinels were a different batch each time.

“Sorry, but you arrived late today.”

Rachel said simply as Sally perked up. The Salvos clone looked between the young girl and the Centinel she was talking to.

“I already finished all my sandwiches. So you can’t get any… not that you can get any in the first place through this barrier.”

Chuckling, Rachel shook her head and leant forward. A smile tugged at Rachel’s lips— hoping that her plan was working. That this wasn’t a coincidence.

“Honestly, it’s a little bit hard referring to you as just a ‘Centinel’ in my head since I’ve seen you a lot. So… do you want a name?”

It was a normal question. One that Rachel didn’t expect an answer to. But she hoped she’d get one. There was a moment where the Centinel paused. Its mandibles twitched, even as the other Centinels around it ruthlessly continued to attack the barrier.

And as Rachel waited— she was unfortunately disappointed by the lack of an answer.

But that was not because of the Centinel’s fault. Instead, a rumbling shook the earth as Rachel blinked. The clamoring Centinels began to flee back as the ground behind them broke open. Even the Centinel Rachel had been talking moved to escape.

And as Sally rose to her feet in alarm, Rachel watched a giant figure emerge from the ground. Even larger than the largest [Senior Centinel] that was nearby. All the Centinels scurried back as Rachel just stared at what it was, its massive maw dwarfing her in size as its gaze bore down into her.

“An [Ancient Centinel], huh?”

[Ancient Centinel - Lvl. ???]

Sally tensed— but Rachel just smiled and waved.

“Hi! I’m Rachel!”


27. Translating

Her name was Sally.

Some knew her as the Salvos clone, while others just called her Salvos. But she liked the name she was given. Sally. It was a simple name. Nothing complex. And it distinguished her from the real Salvos.

Yes, she was Salvos. But after being cut off from her real body, she was now her own thinking being. An entity with her own autonomy. It was almost a weird position to be in. But she didn’t mind it that much, nor did she question her identity as Salvos. All she wanted was to have her own name and to be treated like her own person.

And that was why Sally hung around Rachel. Not just because of the history between each other. But because Rachel didn’t really seem to treat Sally like Salvos.

They chatted casually— well, mostly Rachel did the talking— and that was it. There was no reverence there. Rachel didn’t assign Sally with any responsibilities. There was no favors to be asked, and no requests made. They just spoke to each other.

And Sally enjoyed their talks.

Especially when she heard all about Rachel’s plan to befriend a Centinel. Now, did Sally think it was a bit of a ridiculous idea? Yes. But that was only because of the memories she shared with the original Salvos.

And for Sally, those memories were more like dreams. They weren’t vivid. But instead, they were vague moments that she sometimes found her thoughts drifting towards. Otherwise, they weren’t that important to her.

So she found herself believing in Rachel’s plan— hoping that it would work. And Sally almost thought that it was working. After all, she recognized one of the Centinels returning again and again to listen to Rachel speak.

And while Sally didn’t understand anything these lower-leveled Centinels said— despite her Level 2 [Universal Language Comprehension]— there was almost an intelligent glint in the eyes of the Centinel that returned to listen to Rachel.

Unfortunately, that moment of seeming intimacy between Rachel and that Centinel was interrupted as an [Ancient Centinel] arrived on the scene. Unlike an ordinary Centinel which chittering voices sounded like nothing more than a mindless babble, Sally could actually comprehend what an [Ancient Centinel] said. That was why she recoiled say she heard the booming voice of the giant monster.

“YOU—”

The [Ancient Centinel] bellowed as Sally tensed. Even though she knew the barrier separating them was nigh impenetrable, it was still intimidating to see such a massive creature up close.

And while Sally knew she would easily emerge victorious in a battle if they had to fight, that didn’t make facing down an [Ancient Centinel] any less daunting.

However, that might be because she understood what it was saying. Because unlike Sally, Rachel was completely ununphased.

“I WILL CRUSH YOU FOR TALKING TO ME YOU PUNY—”

“Did your friends call you over here to meet me? That’s nice of them.”

Rachel simply smiled in the face of the [Ancient Centinel]. Even Sally couldn’t help but be impressed by the young girl’s nonchalance.

Now, the question was— was Rachel just pretending to put on a brave face? Or was she truly unafraid of the Centinels?

“MY FRIENDS? I HAVE NO FRIENDS! MY LOYALTY LIES ONLY TO MY PROGENITOR— SHE WHO GAVE LIFE TO ME AND ALLOWED ME TO WALK ON THIS EARTH! SO DO NOT TALK TO ME ABOUT FRIENDS..”

Each time the [Ancient Centinel] spoke, it came out like a thundering chittering— a cacophonous clicking of the mandibles. But Sally understood what was being conveyed.

Rachel, on the other hand, did not. And yet, she still continued talking as if she understood what the [Ancient Centinel] was talking about.

“But you know, you shouldn’t have scared away your friends. I want to talk to them too.”

The young girl said as she glanced over at the other Centinels that had previously been gathered there, cowering away in fear.

The [Ancient Centinel] almost seemed to scoff as it looked towards a [Junior Centinel] and moved to crush it with one of its many limbs.

“I TOLD YOU, THEY ARE NOT MY FRIENDS!”

Rachel blinked, then her eyes widened as she watched the [Junior Centinel] explode into a muffled squelch of blood and bits as it was smashed by the [Ancient Centinel].

Sally was just surprised that the [Ancient Centinel] actually understood what she was saying.

“Hey! What are you doing?!”

Rachel exclaimed, pointing at the [Ancient Centinel]. Sally hesitated as she piped up from the side.

“Um, I don’t know if it’s a good idea to lecture an [Ancient Centinel]...”

But Rachel shook her head, pointing emphatically at the giant monster.

“But we can’t just let him… her?”

“Him.”

Sally corrected Rachel. The young girl nodded, before facing the [Ancient Centinel] again.

“We can’t just let him do that! That’s wrong! That’s his friend!”

“PUNY HUMAN! I TOLD YOU THEY ARE NOT MY FRIENDS!”

And as the [Ancient Centinel] bellowed, he squished a nearby [Senior Centinel] with his tail. Sally pursed her lips as she glanced back at Rachel.

“Well, he’s saying they aren’t his friends… which is a fair point. I mean, I’m you’re not friends with every Human you meet, right?”

“That’s true. But—”

Rachel nodded, then paused. Her eyes went round as she gaped at Sally.

“Wait, you can understand him?”

“Of course! I have [Universal Language Comprehension], remember?”

Sally scoffed, and Rachel placed a hand on her chin.

“As expected— that’s amazing! Wait, so that means you can tell me everything he’s saying, right? Can you translate everything he says for me?”

The young girl looked up at the Salvos clone excitedly. Sally hesitated, eyeing the [Ancient Centinel] and listening to its screeching.

“I WILL RIP YOU LIMB BY LIMB THEN FEAST ON YOUR ENTRAILS!”

The [Ancient Centinel] bellowed as it eyed Rachel. And she waited expectantly to hear Sally’s translation.

“I, um, don’t know if I should—”

Sally scratched the back of her head. Rachel stepped forward insistently.

“Come on, please? Tell me what he’s saying!”

And after a few minutes of pestering, Sally finally acquiesced to the young girl.

“He’s saying… he wants to kill you?”

“Huh.”

Rachel took a step back and frowned. She wrinkled her brows, then crossed her arms.

“That’s not very nice.”

“Yep…”

Sally agreed with a small nod. Rachel pointed at the [Ancient Centinel] who was banging on the barrier as she spoke to Sally.

“Tell him that’s not very nice!”

“He can understand you.”

The Salvos clone explained simply. Rachel faced the [Ancient Centinel], repeating herself.

“That’s not very nice.”

“I DON’T CARE! I WILL KILL ALL HUMANS! KILL ALL HUMANS!”

“What’s he saying now?”

Rachel asked, and Sally pursed her lips. She was realizing now that she was going to have to translate everything the [Ancient Centinel] said. And the Salvos clone relented to this fate.

“He’s saying he will kill all Humans—”

***

The sun was beginning to set overhead as Rachel continued to converse with the [Ancient Centinel]. Well, it was less of a conversation, and more of a long lecture.

“...like, I get it, sometimes killing is necessary! But there’s more to life than death! I mean, sure, death is the end path for all of us— or most of us…”

Rachel paused as she eyed Sally. Then the young girl shook her head, looking back at the [Ancient Centinel].

“But what happens when you kill everything, huh? What will you do after everything is dead? Will you be happy? Will you kill yourself? What will you do?”

She pressed the [Ancient Centinel] for answers. And then she waited to hear what he would say in response from the Salvos clone. A loud chittering came, before Sally translated what was said.

“He’s saying that he doesn’t know and he doesn’t care. He just wants to kill you.”

The Salvos clone spoke bluntly. And Rachel sighed, plopping onto the ground. She crossed her legs, staring at the [Ancient Centinel] almost disappointedly.

“Nothing I said got through to him, huh?”

For a moment, it almost looked like she wanted to give up. But then she jumped back to her feet and resolved herself.

“That just means I have to try harder to befriend him!”

“...I’m not sure if that’s the right conclusion you should get from this.”

Sally muttered under her breath as her flames flickered. Rachel looked towards the Salvos clone.

“We should start from the basics— let’s ask him for his name!”

“You can speak with him yourself, remember?”

“Right— what’s your name?”

Rachel asked as she faced the [Ancient Centinel]. In response, she got a terrifying screech.

“He doesn’t have a name, and he doesn’t care to get a name.”

Sally translated. And Rachel furrowed her brows.

“Well, I don’t care if he doesn’t want a name. I’m naming him… Centino!”

The [Ancient Centinel] paused. Sally stared judgingly at the young girl. Rachel’s shoulders sagged.

“Um, alright, that’s a bad name, I guess?”

“Almost as bad of a name as Centina.”

Sally snorted. And Rachel tapped a finger on her chin.

“What about Cens? Or Tinny?”

“What about a non-Centinel themed name?”

“Fair.”

Rachel pondered over it for a moment longer, before snapping her fingers. She pointed at the [Ancient Centinel] and beamed.

“What about Dan? Short for Daniel— because you’re so grumpy and boring!”

Sally burst out laughing when she heard that. The [Ancient Centinel] just stared almost quizzically at Rachel.

“Dan’s a good name.”

“I agree.”

Sally nodded. And Rachel stuck her tongue out at the [Ancient Centinel].

“Boring Dan! Grumpy Dan!”

The [Ancient Centinel] hissed at that, before drawing back. Rachel blinked as she watched Dan burrow back into the ground and disappear from view.

“Hey, wait— I was kidding!”

Rachel called out and raised a hand. But Dan was gone. The [Ancient Centinel] must have gotten offended and left.

The young girl deflated.

“Was I too mean?”

She asked, turning to Sally. The Salvos clone just shrugged.

“Dunno. Dan didn’t say anything before he left.”

“I see.”

Rachel chewed on her lower lip. Then she sighed and began to pack up the mat and picnic basket.

“Well, I guess we’re done for today. I wonder if Dan will come back tomorrow.”

Sally didn’t respond. Instead, her gaze was fixated at something moving outside of the barrier. Rachel glanced back, looking in the same direction. And from a nearby bush, a Centinel emerged, scurrying up to the barrier.

“That’s… the [Older Centinel] from earlier!”

Rachel’s eyes went round. It was the very same one that showed up every day— that she recognized and almost named earlier. The [Older Centinel] clicked its mandibles as it reached the barrier.

“Were you there the whole time? Were you waiting to come back to talk to me?”

And as Rachel asked the question, the [Older Centinel] bashed into the barrier. It began trying to claw its way in like any ordinary Centinel, and the young girl frowned.

“Aw. Is that a no? What’s it saying?”

Rachel asked, looking towards Sally. The Salvos clone just shook her head.

“Ordinary Centinels don’t speak. Look, listen to the difference in how they click their mandibles.”

“Huh.”

Rachel tilted her head back. She narrowed her eyes.

“I think I hear it?”

She wasn’t exactly sure. So she knelt down and tried to listen more carefully. It was hard to discern, but there was almost a hollowness to how the Centinel’s mandibles clicked.

“Well, I don’t care if you can’t speak. I can still speak to you, and you’re nice since you waited to see me.” 

Rachel glanced back at Sally.

“Is he a guy or a girl?”

“It’s a guy. But I don’t know if it makes sense to assign it a—”

Sally started. But Rachel continued talking to the [Older Centinel].

“What about I call you Eddie?”

The Salvos clone paused.

“Eddie? Like from Edithe?”

Rachel nodded.

“That’s right! I think it’s fitting! Unlike Dan, Eddie is not grumpy!”

The young girl explained her thought process. Sally folded her arms, realizing something.

“Hey, wait. Dan, Eddie, and Sally. You’re really bad at giving out names, huh? You’re just recycling names you’ve heard before!”

“But they are good names, aren’t they?”

Rachel’s eyes glinted as she grinned back at Sally. The Salvos clone paused, before admitting.

“You’re right. They are good names. I like my name.”

“And what about you, Eddie? Do you like your name?”

The young girl asked the [Older Centinel] with a smile. He clicked his mandibles together. And her ears twitched as her eyes widened.

“Yes.”

“...what?”

Rachel blinked a few times, staring at the [Older Centinel]. She rubbed her ears a few times as she looked down at the monster. A look of confusion crossed her face as she stared at Eddie for a moment.

“Did I just imagine that?”

She asked herself. But as she turned to face Sally, she saw the Salvos clone staring at Eddie with a bewildered gaze. And immediately after that, Rachel got her answer.
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“Huh.”

And Rachel knew her plan was… working.


28. Poo

Three days ago…

Now Entering [Nexeus: Spirit Plane]

Edithe opened her eyes as the words flashed in her mind. Her world spun, and her vision was a blur. Her head ached— like she had been struck across the back of her head with a smith’s hammer. The redhead dropped to the ground, hacking and coughing as she tried to catch her breath.

A bright light shone in her eyes as she covered her face. A strange scent perfumed the air around her. She wrinkled her nose, before opening her eyes.

“What is this…?”

She asked as she looked up, her vision finally returning to her. And when she stared at the sky, she saw a green dome overhead, encasing the world around here. Sweeping her gaze over the distant horizon, Edithe made out the undulating silhouettes of ocean-blue mountains.

Blue grass coated the rising hillocks. Tall trees that bloomed with glistening flowers and white leaves sprouted from the ground, creating the illusion of a sea of clouds on land. It was like staring at a tapestry of a forest— a painting from a dream.

When Edithe was still a child, growing up in the temple under William’s teachings, she had been told that the Spirit Plane was an alien world unlike anything that was ever seen in the Mortal Realm.

And as she stood there, atop the blue knoll, taking in this scenery, she felt like she was floating high above the sky. Like she was living amongst the fluffy white clouds. Almost like a scene from her dreams as a child.

Edithe blinked a few times as she placed a hand on her forehead. Her headache was gone, and she had finally regained bearing of her surroundings. Rising to her feet, she sniffed a few times, smelling the oddly sweet aroma wafting over her nose.

“Nobody told me that crossing through the planes was like being flung straight into a wall…”

The redhead shook her head as she glanced back at her two companions. Centina was groaning as she lay on the ground, while Willy was floating like he normally did, although his flames were flickering with a soft orange.

“You tell me— why do you think I refused to return to the Spirit Plane?”

“Wait, do Spirits seriously experience this every time they are summoned?”

Edithe stared at the [Will O’ Wisp] with wide eyes. He flitted past her as she scoffed.

“Yes. But you get used to it. Now come on, we are on a time rush.”

“Right…”

The redhead moved to follow after him. But then she paused when she realized that Centina was still reeling. The [Evolved Centinel] sighed, stumbling forward.

“This is what happens when I spend too much time sitting down at the office…”

She murmured, and Edithe chuckled, moving to help the Centinel follow after the [Will O’ Wisp]. Together, the group finally arrived in the Spirit Plane and ventured forward.

—--

“So this is the Spirit Plane, huh?”

Edihe whispered as the three of them made their way through a cloud-like forest. She looked down at a bush filled with rainbow-colored flowers, before shaking her head.

“It is so… peaceful. It’s like a paradise. Why would you ever want to leave this place?”

The redhead spoke with round eyes. But next to her, Centina just scoffed.

“I don’t see anything special about this place. It is boring. I much prefer Mavos Academy.”

The Centinel still walked with a slight stagger, dizzy from the teleportation ritual even until now. Edithe shrugged as she looked up at the jade-green dome overhead.

“Maybe it’s just because I’m not used to it, but everything here is so peaceful and tranquil. It is not overbearing like the Mortal Realm in the slightest. And I’m not talking about the difference in the sky or even the grass or the trees.”

At first, Edithe couldn’t place her finger on why she felt that way. But after paying more attention to her surroundings, she realized the subtle distinction between the Spirit Plane and the Mortal Realm was the lack of… life?

There was no chirping of birds— no buzzing of bees. There was no sun overhead, nor were there any traces of a cloud in the sky. The world was static, without the life of the insects crawling on the ground and the animals dodging between the bushes. The world was empty.

There was not even another Spirit in sight. The only thing that seemed to breathe life into this world was…

“That smell.”

Edithe frowned as she glanced around.

“What is that smell anyway? I’ve been smelling it ever since I arrived here, and we’ve been walking for almost an hour.”

The redhead took in a deep breath, then sighed with a smile.

“It is a nice, sweet smell. Almost smells like a perfume. What is it?”

She looked towards Willy. Centina nodded in agreement.

“I quite like it, too. It almost smells familiar. I feel like I’ve smelled it before.”

The two women faced the [Will O’ Wisp] curiously. Willy didn’t give an immediate response, although his color shifted to a nervous yellow.

“Willy? Do you know what this is supposed to be?”

Edithe pressed him, and he hesitated. He looked forward as he murmured something. But it was not audible.

“Willy?”

The redhead asked, before exchanging a glance with Centina. The Centinel shrugged, just as confused as Edithe.

And Willy finally sighed.

“...poop.”

“What?”

Edithe only caught the tail-end of what the [Will O’ Wisp] had to say. He inhaled deeply before repeating himself.

“That smell is Spirit poop. As in— defecation. Bodily excrement. Shit.”

“I… what?!”

Edithe exclaimed as her eyes grew wide. Centina just nodded, intrigued.

“Spirit shit, huh? I knew I smelled it before. When I used to still be a mindless Centinel serving the Matriarch in the Bloodied Gulf, some Spirits would excrete fluid waste before I killed them—”

“Firstly, too much information.”

Edithe promptly cut off the Centinel. Then she glared at the [Will O’ Wisp] next.

“Secondly— what do you mean by Spirit poop? I thought Spirits didn’t have natural bodily functions! Are you telling me you need to use the bathroom too?”

Willy snorted in response as he turned to face her.

“No. But depending on the Spirit and their evolution, some require sustenance, and others require sleep. It is a given that others may need to defecate. Aren’t you a former [Summoner]? Shouldn’t you know this? Why are you surprised by this information?”

“I mean, I knew that some Spirits do need to sleep or eat. But still…”

Edithe shifted her feet uncomfortably. She did not want to think about the bodily functions of a Spirit. It was not an image she liked to imagine in her head— especially with her upbringing around the [Priests] of the Sanctum of Elements.

She tried to change the subject.

“Anyway, is the Spirit Plane normally like this? It’s so empty. I would’ve thought we’d run into a group of Spirits by now.”

“Trust me, it’s better that we are left alone. Remember, we are trespassing into the Spirit Lord’s Domain. You will be killed if you are discovered.”

Willy explained, and Edithe clicked her tongue.

“Right.”

She glanced around as she shrugged.

“Where are we even going then? You’ve been leading us in a random direction without saying anything.”

“Because I am leading you in a random direction. What else do you want me to say?”

Willy replied casually. Edithe blinked, then looked towards Centina. The Centinel scowled.

“What do you mean by that? Isn’t this your home? Where are we right now?

Centina asked, and Willy just flitted back.

“Don’t know.”

“What do you mean you don’t know? Aren’t we in the Spirit Plane?”

Edithe exclaimed. Willy rolled his eyes— and by that, he rolled his entire body, since he didn’t have eyes.

“We are, yes. But that doesn’t mean I am familiar with every inch of the Spirit Plane. You don’t know every inch of the Mortal Realm, do you? And that question goes to the both of you.”

“That’s…”

Edithe pursed her lips, and Centina acquiesced.

“It is a fair point. However, what do we do?”

“We scour the Spirit Plane until we find the Archangel. What else can we do?”

Willy replied simply, before flitting forward. Edithe shuffled her feet uncomfortably. It was not an idea that really reassured her. However, she knew that this was what she was up for when she decided to venture into the Spirit Plane, so she just nodded and followed Willy without arguing.

“But… the portal.”

Centina opened her mouth, then paused when she realized that she was going to be left behind. She glanced back towards the hill in the distance. There was only two hours left before it would close shut, and they would have to find a way to return on their own.

And it seemed like that outcome was going to be most likely what happened.

So the group continued to move as time passed, although Edithe found it difficult to tell how long it had been since they arrived. They were leaving the forest and entering a valley between pair of mountains when the first sign of life showed itself to them with the trees surrounding them suddenly shaking and moving.

Edithe tensed as she spun around, and Willy flew back warily. Centina simply raised her scythe-like arms, prepared for what was to come. And what Edithe realized was that this thicket of trees around them were not trees. Instead, they were Spirits.

[Greater Yaksha - Lvl. 78]

[Greater Yaksha - Lvl. 74]

[Lesser Yaksha - Lvl. 54]

[Lesser Yaksha - Lvl. 56]

[Yaksha - Lvl. 31]

[Yaksha - Lvl. 24]

[Yaksha - Lvl. 35]

…

“Come and get some!”

Centina growled as she readied herself for battle. But Edithe raised her hand as she called out at the Centinel.

“Stop— we can talk things through!”

“Except, you’re both mortals, remember?

Willy replied as his flames flickered, glowing red.

“There is no talking. Besides, these are [Yakshas]. They cannot speak at this level.”

And as he said, the [Yakshas] all raised their wooden hands as they shifted into spikes. Edithe gritted her teeth, seeing their act of aggression. And yet, they were all lower-leveled than her by a long shot.

That meant this wouldn’t be a battle— this would be a massacre.

“We can just run—”

Edithe started as Centina and Willy were about to attack. And a booming voice rumbled out.

“Do not attack.”

Blinking a few times, Edithe looked up to see a large figure emerge from the trees. It was like a giant tree that was nearly fifty feet in height was walking towards them. And it came to a halt as it nodded at the other [Yakshas].

It could speak, the face on its head having a mouth unlike the others. Because it was one of the final evolutions of a [Yaksha]. Edithe had never seen one before. But even still, it looked almost… familiar.

[Ancient Yaksha - Lvl. 102]

“While this Human is a mortal, she is also a friend…”

The [Ancient Yaksha] rumbled as it bent over to one knee, facing the redhead. Willy and Centina both just looked at Edithe quizzically as her eyes went wide.

“Wait, you’re…”

The redhead stared with round eyes at the smiling [Ancient Yaksha] as it proffered an arm at her.

“It has been a long time, master.”

The [Ancient Yaksha] said. And Edithe whispered his name as a smile tugged at her lips.

“Druma.”


29. Master

It had been a long time since Edithe had seen any of her Spirits. Years since Hana died— since she broke her contract as a [Summoner] with Mistshard. And because of that, she had also annulled her vow with the Spirit Lord, and she could no longer work with any Spirit as a [Summoner].

That was why Edithe had reverted to being an ordinary [Mage]— although that proved to be a difficult transition. But now, she was stronger than ever, able to rely on herself, while empowering her allies. That was how she thrived thus far. Even if she did miss her Spirits.

Even if she wished she could have remained with them.

But that was not a possibility. For their sake, she broke her vow, and she had to pay the consequences. And when she decided to return to the Spirit Plane, she never thought she would see either Mistshard or Druma.

For a variety of reasons, of course.

First of all, if the Mortal Realm was anything to go by, the Spirit Plane was likely a massive place. So the chances of running into either of them were already infinitesimal.

But more than that, she had assumed that as contracted Spirits, they would have already found new masters. They would have already returned to working alongside another [Summoner] in the Mortal Realm.  After all, even if the redhead thought she had an unbreakable bond with them, they were very likely centuries-old Spirits who have cycled through a dozen different [Summoners].

To her, the short time they spent together would have been invaluable. But to them, it was just another day at the job.

At least, that was what Edithe thought.

And yet, her expectations were betrayed when she saw Druma for the first time in years. When she stared at the lumbering figure who offered her a warm smile and proffered an open hand that was the size of her body. 

[Ancient Yaksha - Lvl. 102]

“Be not afraid, master. My kin shall not harm you.”

Edithe blinked when she heard Druma speak. He could speak! He hadn’t been able to vocalize his thoughts before, beyond hand-signs to communicate.

And yet, not only had he evolved since then, he could now speak!

A small smile crossed through the redhead’s lips as she stepped forward. Willy and Centina looked at her in alarm, but she didn’t care.

“It has really been a while, huh? I didn’t expect you to grow so much while we’ve been away from each other…”

“You’ve grown too, master. I am glad to see you have been able to pave your own path after what transpired that night.”

Druma spoke in a deep voice. And yet, it was gentle and soft— reassuring. Edithe shifted as she recalled the night she had broken her contract with Mistshard. The night the company war between the Valiant Dreamers and the Iron Champions fully broke out, and so many of her friends perished.

It was a long time ago now. But the memory was still fresh in Edithe’s mind.

“Thank you, Druma.”

The redhead smiled gratefully at him. And as the two of them chatted, the rest of the gathered [Yakshas] just looked on in confusion. They exchanged hesitant glances, unsure of what to do.

Willy had also been watching from the side, utterly confused. Until, finally, he flitted forward and exclaimed.

“What doing?!”

He flew up to Druma who just looked back at the [Will O’ Wisp] curiously. Edithe raised a hand, calling out to Willy.

“Don’t attack Druma— he’s a friend! He was… one of my summons. My last summon. Before I forfeited my Class as a [Summoner].”

“I’m not stupid. Stupid.”

Willy scoffed as he glanced back at the redhead briefly. Then he looked back up towards the [Ancient Yaksha].

“But he should be attacking us! Otherwise, he’s disobeying the Spirit Lord! He’s committing treason!”

The [Will O’ Wisp] exclaimed, and the nearby [Yakshas] all nodded in agreement. In response, Druma considered this.

“That is true. I am directly disobeying the Spirit Lord’s directives by refusing to apprehend you. However, is that not what you are doing too, [Will O’ Wisp?]?”

“That’s…”

Willy hesitated, and Centina snorted from behind.

“The [Ancient Yaksha] has got a point, you know?”

“Even still, I understand the [Will O’ Wisp]’s concerns. However, there will be no issue as long as nobody else observes what is occurring at this moment.”

The [Ancient Yaksha] looked over the rest of the [Yakshas] with a smile.

“And I trust these children with my life. So I am certain they will remain silent.”

They hesitated, before they bowed their head deferring towards him. He chuckled for a moment, then a serious look crossed his face.

“But you should not be here, master.”

Druma spoke as he faced the former [Summoner]. She blinked a few times as he questioned her.

“Why have you crossed into the Spirit Plane? And why are you accompanied by a Centinel and a Grand Spirit in this endeavor?”

“I—”

Edithe hesitated as his gaze bore into her. She looked towards Centina and Willy, wondering whether she should answer the question honestly. They both looked as uncertain as her. After all, they did not know how Druma would react to know of their objective. Especially with the Archangel involved.

But then the redhead saw the [Ancient Yaksha]’s kind and familiar face, and she heard his soothing words, so she knew she could trust him like she had done so before.

“This is Centina and this is Willy. And they’ve joined me to find the Archangel.”

“The Archangel?”

Druma blinked a few times as the other [Yakshas] rustled behind him. His smile vanished and turned into a frown.

“But why?”

“To save Mavos Academy— the Matriarch Centinel of the Bloodied Gulf has launched an attack intending to destroy the school. And we can’t let that happen.”

Edithe spoke resolutely as Willy and Centina tensed from behind. How would Druma react? The redhead didn’t know. But she believed he would aid them.

“Mavos Academy… the Human magical institution, huh? And if I recall correctly, it is quite important too. So it makes sense why you are desperate.”

Druma nodded understandingly, but then he looked at Edithe seriously.

“However, why seek the aid of the Archangel? Do you not know of its reputation? What it is capable of doing?”

“I have heard… a little bit, from Willy.”

Edithe glanced towards the [Will O’ Wisp], before raising her head.

“However, even if it is a risk, it is one we are willing to take.”

“I feel like you do not fully understand the risks, master.”

Druma shook his head, and Edithe raised a brow.

“What do you mean by that?”

She paused for a moment, before she opened her mouth. Something had been niggling at the back of her mind since she reunited with the [Yaksha], and she finally voiced her confusion.

“Also, why do you keep calling me master? I’m not your master anymore, Druma. While I appreciate the sentiment, don’t you think it’s disrespectful to your current master?”

In response to that, Druma just chuckled.

“I could never tell you this, because I was never able to speak. But you were my first master. And you have been my only master. That is why I shall always call you master.”

“...what?”

Edithe’s eyes went wide when she heard that. Willy also seemed to perk up, although Centina did not seem to care.

“But you were over Level 30 when we met!”

The redhead protested. She pointed at him, and the [Yakshas] behind him just tilted their heads curiously.

“Shouldn’t you have already been alive for decades at the very least? I mean, I thought it took forever for Spirits to level up!”

Edithe gaped at Druma, and he laughed.

“That is true. Most Spirits grow at a glacial pace, taking their time to level and evolve. But I have been faster than the others. Perhaps not as fast as you, nor as fast as your Demon friend. But I was only ten years old when I was summoned to be your Spirit. That is why I had no prior experience with [Summoners] or the Mortal Realm.”

“Seriously? Wait, is that how you reached Level 100 so quickly since then?”

The redhead asked with bulging eyes. Druma nodded, almost proudly. An action that reminded her of Salvos.

“Indeed.”

“Taking a decade to reach level 30 is not that fast.”

Willy scoffed from behind. It sounded like he was jealous. He was even literally green in envy as his flames burned green.

And Edithe just grinned his way.

“And how long did it take you to reach Level 100 again, Willy?”

The [Will O’ Wisp] hesitated.

“…a few centuries…”

He admitted after a few seconds.

Druma continued as he faced Edithe.

“And after my experience as your Spirit, I decided that I do not wish to call any other Human a master. Not when I believe that you are my rightful master— that you should not have been punished for breaking your contract with Mistshard. After all, you did it to save her life. You thought you were sacrificing your own.”

“But what’s done is done, and there is nothing that can be done about it.”

Edithe shook her head. She looked down at herself as she closed her eyes. Then she sighed.

“Anyway, what’s wrong with seeking out the Archangel? Willy told us that the Archangel has made contracts with Humans before. So why do you think this is a terrible idea?”

Druma eyed Willy with almost a playful smile.

“Your [Will O’ Wisp] friend seems old, so it is understandable that he does not know this. Perhaps when he was around in the Spirit Plane, the Archangel was more of a force that could be bargained with. But right now, it has become completely unstable. It has gone insane.”

The [Will O’ Wisp] flitted forward as he stared at Druma.

“How so?”

And both Edithe and Centina leaned forward, wanting to know the answer to that too. Druma just explained as he raised his head towards the green sky.

“The Archangel has become the first Spirit in ten thousand years to wage war against the Spirit Lord. And it does not have an army, nor does it have an ally. It is alone in its war against us.”

Edithe blinked a few times when she heard that.

“...what?”


30. Insanity

“The Archangel has declared war on the Spirit Lord.”

Druma repeated himself as Edithe blinked a few times. She tried to work her jaw, processing what was said. And after a moment passed, Willy spoke up, aghast.

“Ridiculous! Stupid! Thats suicide!”

“Indeed.”

Druma nodded in agreement. He raised his head, tilting it back as he closed his eyes.

“And yet, that’s what the Archangel has sought out to do. I do not know why. But it happened only a few years back.”

“But why?!”

Willy exclaimed. Drums shrugged, and Edithe pursed her lips. She was at a loss for words— she didn’t know what to do. The Archangel was their only hope. But now, she was being told that he… she… it was insane.

That the Archangel would not aid her.

And she wasn’t sure if this gambit was worth it any longer. Glancing back, the redhead looked in the direction she came from. She wasn’t sure how much time had passed since she arrived in the Spirit Plane. However, she knew it hadn’t been more than a few hours. Perhaps there was still time for her to turn back— to return through the portal back into the Mortal Realm.

But before the redhead could consider this for a moment longer, Centina just spoke up causally.

“That’s a good thing, isn’t it?”

That drew the attention of everyone else who was there. Edithe frowned as she looked back at the Centinel.

Centina explained what she meant causally.

“If the Archangel is alone, then it would want allies. This is the perfect opportunity for us.”

Druma lowered his head when he heard that.

“I would not advise you to partner with the Archangel. You would be making an enemy of the Spirit Lord.”

Centina waved a hand dismissively as she gestured at their surroundings.

“We have already made ourselves the Spirit Lord’s enemy by being here. Besides, we can’t pass up on this opportunity.”

She replied, and Druma hesitated. The Centinel’s gaze bore into him.

“And as long as the Spirit Lord doesn’t know about this, it’s not a problem, right?”

He didn’t answer. Centina just grinned. And after a few seconds passed, Willy flitted in between them as he piped up.

“But none of this matters if we can’t find the Archangel in time.”

“That won’t be a problem either.”

Centina scoffed, and Edithe blinked. The redhead stepped forward.

“What do you mean by that, Centina?”

“If the Archangel is the enemy of the Spirit Lord, then surely there would be at least some intel on where the Archangel’s currently located, right? I mean, even as another mindless Centinel in the Bloodied Gulf, I always generally knew where an outsider entered from.”

The Centinel eyed the [Ancient Yaksha]. In response, Druma nodded slowly.

“While I am not privy to the exact whereabouts of the Archangel, there is indeed a region we have been told to avoid due to the Archangel’s activities there.”

Willy paused when he heard that. Edithe’s brows snapped together. She stepped forward as she opened her mouth.

“Wait, that means you know where to find the Archangel?”

“Not the exact location, no. It is a vast region we have been warned to avoid. So it will still take time to locate the Archangel even with my guidance.”

Druma explained as he looked at the redhead uncertainly. Edithe placed a hand on her chin, considering this. And he lowered his head.

“Are you sure you want to do this, master?”

He asked as he regarded her with worry. Blinking, she looked back up at him.

“If this is what you desire, I shall help you with this. But I must warn you that this is a dangerous endeavor. Not only do you risk endangering yourself by approaching the Archangel, you also risk calling forth the wrath of the Spirit Lord.”

“I...”

Edithe looked towards her two companions. Willy and Centina both looked resolute in following-through with this. Especially Centina, because she considered herself responsible for what was going on in Mavos Academy.

The redhead closed her eyes, trying to figure out what to do. Then she sighed as her shoulders sagged.

“We have already come this far, we might as well see what the Archangel has in store for us. Even if we ultimately decide against allying ourselves with it.”

She answered as she faced Druma. He nodded understandingly, drawing back.

“Very well. If you follow me, I will guide you to your destination…”

It didn’t seem like he was pleased with her decision. But at the very least, he was not displeased that she came to an immediate decisive answer. And she was grateful for that.

Because she understood the concerns he shared with her. And she did wonder what kind of a lunatic would rebel against the Spirit Lord. After all, the entirety of the Spirit Plane was on his side. That would be as crazy as waging war on the entirety of the Mortal Realm… or the Netherworld!

That was an utterly insane move. Edithe knew she would have to think twice before allying herself with someone like that.

***

“You dare?!”

Duke Fatso or whatever his name was, leader of the Sixteenth or Seventy-Third or Twenty-Sixth Legion of the Demon King or something, bellowed as he flew up in the air, giving chase to me.

I didn’t actually know his name— he introduced himself earlier, but I didn’t pay attention to what he said in the slightest. All I knew was that he was a [Hellduke], and he was fat. Like a rotund bat with a face and spindly hands. So I called him Duke Fatso.

“By making an enemy of the Demon King, you are making an enemy of the Netherworld in its entirety! Don’t think you can win this war you have waged!”

He continued as he flew up after me, sending blasts of green flames my way. I just dodged between his attacks as I rolled my eyes.

“Why would I think I’d lose a war if I started it? Are you stupid? Who does that?”

I raised my hand, creating a ball of flames. His eyes went wide as he watched it explode— [The Call of Armageddon] raining down onto him. He screamed angrily, unleashing his own flames back my way. But my Skill overpowered him. He couldn’t repel the deluge of my flames. His own fire was too weak to fight back. And I watched as my attack burned him until he was nothing but ash.

Defeated [Hellduke - Lvl. 159]!

Experience is awarded for defeating an enemy!

“That was easier than the last.”

I scoffed, dusting my hands off. I flew past his falling ashes as I returned down to the white landscape below. There, over ten thousand Demons were waiting for me, staring at me in awe.

“Another legion liberated.”

I whispered to myself, before clearing my throat. I was just about to instruct them to head in the direction of where Haec’s group was, so that I could continue onward to free the next legion, when I frowned.

“That’s…”

I heard Haec’s voice echoing in my head— coming from one of my clones. He was telling my clone to tell me to return to him.

“But why?”

I wondered to myself. I had already freed so many legions on my own, so what was going on?

I didn’t know, but it was urgent, so I simply swapped places with my clone, leaving my clone to deal with the confused legion below me, while going to speak with Haec to figure out what was going on.


31. Freed

I swapped places with one of my clones that was accompanying Haec. It was so that the legion I had just saved wouldn’t be left confused and unguarded. My clone would lead them to the main bulk of the freed legions, while I went ahead and figured out what was going on back with Haec.

When I appeared next to him, he jolted back, startled.

“Hey, I’m back. Did you need something from me?”

I spoke casually as he tried to catch himself. Shaking his head, he looked me up and down for a moment.

“You got here fast.”

“I teleported. That’s always instantaneous.”

I waved a hand dismissively, and Haec nodded understandingly.

“Huh, I see.”

He said, before shaking his head. He drew back from me and gestured for me to follow. I tilted my head at him curiously as I trailed after him. He led me towards a group of high-leveled Demons.

Well— they were relatively high-leveled. But compared to me, they were weak. I recognized Taburas, Tor, and a few others standing there. However, I didn’t know the names of most of them.

Aemula, Bertrugil, Aliq, and Ultis were also present, but they weren’t standing in the gathering. They were off to the side, chatting with each other casually.

That surprised me, a little bit. After all, Aliq and Ultis had been sent to kill Aemula and Bertrugil.

However, I focused on the task at hand as Haec brought me to the group of gathered Demons.

“So why did you call for me?”

“I called you here because of this.”

Haec came to a halt as he produced his Tablet of Tracking. I blinked a few times, and he pointed at an area on the magical map

“Look.”

“That’s us.”

I pointed out simply. It was a vast gathering of dots on the map— magical collars. It was basically a giant glowing mass that stood out in the middle of a valley.

Haec nodded grimly at my response.

“That’s right. That’s us. And that’s a problem.”

“Huh.”

I realized what he meant as I swept my gaze over our surroundings. There were a lot of Demons conglomerated in the area. If I had to guess, there were already a million Demons here, and there were more approaching over the horizon.

They came from the freed legions— from the legions that my clones and I had helped save.

And that painted a massive target on our backs.

“Um, we probably need to do something about that.”

I scratched the back of my head. Haec sighed as he looked towards Tor and Taburas.

“Well, that’s the thing. It’s probably too late for that.”

He explained, and I raised a brow.

“What do you mean?”

I asked curiously as lowered his head. He pinched his finger on the map, zooming out to show more of the surrounding area. And on the Tablet of Tracking, I saw a second mass of glowing dots appear.

This mass of dots seemed to far outnumber our mass of dots. Which made me purse my lips.

“I’m assuming those aren’t friends?”

“They could be.”

Haec said as he looked in the direction of the map where the dots were gathered.

“But only after we deal with their leaders. And right now, that’s going to be a bit difficult, considering they’re mobilizing against us.”

“Because they noticed what we’re doing.”

I deduced, and Taburas snorted from the side.

“It’s not that hard, considering that the legions never gather together like we are doing right now.”

“Makes sense.”

I nodded and looked back down at the Tablet of Tracking.

“But that’s a lot of them. Are there really that many legions left? I thought we already freed more than half of them.”

I whistled as I saw the giant mass of dots moving— as if they were readying themselves. Haec shook his head.

“The First Legion and the Second Legion alone account for over half a million Demons. Then with the rest of the legions…”

“They outnumber us.”

Tor spoke up as he stepped forward.

“Badly outnumber us.”

He emphasized in his tinny voice. I tapped a finger on my chin, considering this.

“I see.”

I could see the worried looks in the faces of the gathered Demons. Some of them looked to the ground with resigned looks on their faces, while others had their fists clenched— if they even had fists.

This was why Haec called me back here. Because he was hoping for a plan from me.

And I shrugged as I faced all the Demons here.

“Well, we don’t even need to worry that much about the rest of the legions, right? As long as we deal with their leaders, we’ll be fine.”

Haec paused when he heard that. Tor perked up, and Taburas frowned. Even Aemula, Bertrugil, Aliq, and Ultis who had been waiting to the side looked over at me.

“That’s… true.”

Haec placed a hand on his chin.

“However, killing their leaders will not be as easy as with the other legions. The leaders of the First Legion and the Second Legion are far stronger than even Hartia. And that’s all, there will be numerous Primeval Demons there. It will not be an easy battle.”

“I mean, I assumed as much.”

I waved a hand dismissively.

“However, while they outnumber us and they probably are higher-leveled than us, there is something we have that they don’t have over us.”

I took a step back as everyone stared at me expectantly. Haec narrowed his eyes.

“And what is that, Salvos?”

“They will not have the element of surprise.”

I grinned as I flew into the air.

***

Ponti hadn’t known what had happened. All she knew was that one moment, she was about to die in the hands of Rakin the Illusion Lord. And the next moment, a Demon named Salvos saved her.

But that was not all. Salvos slew Rakin the Illusion Lord and freed all of the Eighteenth Legion. Then, during the ensuing confusion, she directed them to head in a direction, before leaving them behind.

Most of the Eighteenth Legion had been so confused about what had happened, they just listened and followed. After all, what else could they do?

However, some others protested— they believed that would be suicide. Temin was one of them. He was convinced this was an illusion of sorts. That this must have been a test. So he hadn’t wanted to follow along at first.

And yet, with nowhere else to go, he eventually relented.

So did the rest of the Eighteenth Legion.

They made their way through the mountainous landscape, heading for a massive gathering of other Demons. Those from the other legions. And none of them were accompanied by their leaders.

Ponti didn’t know what to expect. This didn’t feel real. Because she was finally free.

“I can’t believe this is happening…”

A voice spoke up next to her. Looking to the side, she saw a [Fiend] excitedly walking alongside her.

His name was Servi, and Ponti had just met him. He was the [Fiend] she had tried to save, only for both of them to be almost killed by Rakin, before Salvos intervened.

“What are you talking about?”

Ponti asked him quizzically. She didn’t know why, but he was gaping at the gathering up ahead. He shook his head as he gestured emphatically at the mass of Demons.

“Don’t you see what’s going on? It’s a rebellion! They’re rebelling against the Demon King!”

“That…”

Ponti paused when she heard that. Certainly, she had never seen so many Demons gathered together in one place. And yet, she couldn’t fathom this idea Servi proposed.

“That’s ridiculous.”

A voice piped up from further behind.

Looking back, both Servi and Ponti stared at Temin who was scoffing.

“A rebellion? Against the Demon King? Hah, what a joke!”

Temin threw his head back and laughed. Servi pointed emphatically at the gathering.

“Then what do you call this?”

“Group suicide?”

Temin replied simply with a shrug. Ponti chewed her lower lip when she heard that. Servi snapped his brows together. Temin sighed.

“Look, unlike you two, I’ve lived under the rule of the Demon King for my entire life. So you don’t understand this yet. But there is no disobeying the Demon King.”

Servi opened his mouth to protest.

“But you saw what Salvos did! She—”

“She killed a single Primeval Demon. Good job. The Demon King has a thousand more of them loyal to him.”

Temin came to a halt as he placed his hands on his hips. Servi looked like he wanted to say something again, but then froze when he saw something in the distance. Slowly, he looked up with round eyes at something in the direction of the gathering.

His head craned up as Ponti blinked. Temin continued, not noticing this.

“And that’s not all. Because are you forgetting about this?”

Temin gestured at the collar on his neck as he glared at the other two [Fiends]. But neither one of them paid attention to him.

Ponti took notice of what Servi saw now. A six-winged figure ascending up the sky, drawing the attention of the swarm of Demons gathered there. She was glowing— holding up an object that shone with an iridescent light. An object that seemed to distort when Ponti tried to focus her gaze on it.

It seemed that everyone except for Temin noticed this.

“Even if we’re freed from the Eighteenth Legion, that is only temporary. Because this collar— since you both forgot— tracks our every location. As long as it is on us, we can never be freed from the Demon King. Do you understand—”

And right as the words left Temin’s mouth, a ripple came from the floating figure. A shockwave of magic shot out. There was a cacophony of metallic ringing noises.

Clink. Clink. Clink.

It echoed out like a flurry of thunderous claps as Ponti’s eyes went wide. And as the shockwave swept over her, she heard the same sound coming from her neck.

Looking down, she watched in shock as her collar… snapped open. Temin blinked. Servi’s eyes went round.

And all the gathered Demons looked on in complete and utter shock as they processed what just happened.

As they realized that they had all been freed from their collars all at once.


32. Savior And Hero

It was a ripple of magic that swept over all the gathered legions that were present. Even those that were still miles away, slowly approaching— they had also been struck by the shockwave.  Haec himself felt the familiar magic washing over him.

And he knew it wasn’t harmful, even if it didn’t affect him. Because he had seen it before. Back then, it hadn’t impacted him either. However, he had seen the impact it had on the Third Legion. How it had freed them all. So the same would apply here.

Which was exactly what happened.

Haec swept his gaze around the landscape, watching the swathes of gathered Demons step back in shock. Their collars that were tightly wrapped around their necks collapsed to the ground. The magic that was binding them was not inert— dispersed into the air.

The collars dropped to the ground one after another. At first, it came like a soft clapping. But slowly, the cacophony merged into a single thunderous clap as over a million collars came off all at once and fell to the white rock floor.

“She… freed them all.”

Tor whispered as he stared up at Salvos floating high in the sky. He was not the only one of the gathered Demons who was gaping. All those who were standing here with him were looking in awe at what Salvos had done.

“B-but there were over a million…”

A [Djinn] stuttered. Another [Fiend] shook her head.

“That’s impossible!”

“And yet, that’s just what happened.”

A voice spoke up from the side. It was Aemula who was grinning as she looked up at Salvos.

“Salvos makes the impossible possible. Come on, she freed all of us in the Third Legion not too long ago, remember?”

Aemula waved a hand in the air casually. Next to her, Bertrugil gave a helpless shrug. Aliq and Ultis exchanged a glance.

Tor and the other Demons blinked a few times, before nodding. They all whispered in agreement.

“That’s right.”

“It is Salvos, after all.”

“She is the one who saved us, so of course she will save the others.”

Haec couldn’t help but smile as he watched the Third Legion finally begin to understand just who his first companion truly was. Even if the rest of the saved legions were still confused, still taking in the fact that their collars were gone. Now, the Third Legion understood the truth.

“But how did she do it?”

It was Taburas who asked the question. It was not like she was being dubious or suspicious of Salvos any longer. However, the [Succubus] was evidently confused, uncertain how this feat was accomplished.

Stepping forward, Haec narrowed his eyes as Salvos descended from the sky. He saw the scintillating light of iridescent colors held in-between the palm of his hands. And he shook his head.

“Salvos didn’t.”

“What?”

Raising a brow, Taburas turned to face Haec curiously. And he explained as he closed his eyes, already foreseeing the potential complications from this situation.

“Salvos was not the one who freed all the gathered legions. It was—”

***

“Good job, Hartia!”

I beamed down at the Fairy trapped in my [Prison of Isolation]. He rolled his eyes back at me as I descended from the sky.

“Can you free me from this damned cage now? It’s really unsettling being surrounded by this thing.”

“Sorry, but I can’t do that. Not until every single one of the legions are freed from their collars. Because they’re scared of what you can do to them with their collars on, you know?”

I explained to the Ruler of the Border as he furrowed his brows. He gestured vaguely at the gathering of Demons down below. I could already see Haec and Taburas looking up at me— at Hartia.

“Then what about this little stunt you just pulled? You do realize that what you asked of me was quite physically and mentally exerting, right? Sure, I can manipulate a few hundred thousand collars without much difficulty, however you asked me to free over a million at once.”

The Fairy scowled at me, before looking down at himself.

“I am practically drained of all my mana.”

“Well, I needed you to free them all quickly. Because… I’m probably going to get into trouble for doing this.”

I sighed as I met Haec’s gaze.

“Anyway, thanks for your help. But you probably don’t want to stay around for the earful I’m about to get so…”

I opened up a rift back to my pocket space as Hartia’s eyes grew wide. He tried to protest.

“Wait, don’t put me back in that—”

However, his voice vanished as he disappeared into [The World Of My Mind], and I closed the rift shut. Dusting my hands off, I continued to descend to the ground until I landed right before Haec and Taburas.

“So… we now have the element of surprise.”

I spoke simply, and Haec didn’t respond. He stared at me flatly as Taburas glanced between us. After a long moment, my first companion sighed.

“Why didn’t you consult us before you did that, Salvos? That was reckless and dangerous.”

I pursed my lips when I heard that. I knew there was no avoiding this conversation. So I just explained my intentions honestly.

“I mean, there are over a million Demons gathered here, Haec. If they found out I was going to get Hartia to free them, they would surely protest, right? And I didn’t want to deal with that whole scenario of freeing a few Demons at once to gain their trust. It’s going to be an even longer process than it took freeing the Third Legion. Like ten times longer.”

I shook my head as I swept my gaze over the mass of Demons gathered in the valley. Even those who were further out, still arriving at the scene, had been freed by Hartia.

“But if things didn’t work out—”

Haec started. And I countered his point immediately.

“But everything went well. So there’s no point dwelling on what could’ve happened.”

I crossed my arms, and my first companion bit his lower lip. He looked towards the Demons down below. A susurration was washing over them— the realization of what had happened finally settling in. And he opened his mouth.

“Even still—”

However, before he could finish, a voice interrupted him. Taburas spoke up from the side, folding her arms.

“I agree with Salvos.”

That made both Haec and I blink.

“Taburas?”

Haec stared at her quizzically, and she just shrugged back at him.

“What? Don’t look at me like that. I agree with Salvos— she’s got a point. Nothing bad happened, and everything worked out. Sure, it was a risk, but it was a calculated risk. Either we wasted time freeing everyone slowly over time, giving away our location to our enemies. Or we give ourselves the element of surprise right now. Besides, it’s not even like anyone needs to know what Salvos did here.”

Taburas explained simply, and I snapped my fingers, nodding excitedly.

“Exactly! I can just pretend it was me who freed them for now!”

Haec hesitated. He looked between Taburas and I. Then he faced the freed legions again. He saw their smiling celebrations. He heard their cheers. They were turning towards me— they realized that I was the one to save them.

And they didn’t seem to realize that it was Hartia who did this.

Taburas sighed as she walked up to Haec’s side.

“Right now, Haec, you need to understand that while you’re the hero— while you’re the leader who everyone can turn towards to make decisions— you’re not the savior. That’s Salvos’s role in this. Because she’s the strongest of us all.”

I nodded in agreement with Taburas.

“That’s right! I dislike leading people! That’s boring!”

Haec met Taburas’s gaze, before lowering his head. He then chuckled as he raised his head.

“I understand that much, Taburas. I’m just surprised you’re actually siding with Salvos for once.”

Taburas blinked, then flushed as I giggled.

“That’s true too.”

I pointed out, and the [Succubus] harrumphed.

“Hmph, I was simply pointing out what made sense. That’s all.”

“It’s fine.”

I said as I placed a hand on Taburas’s shoulder. She paused, meeting my gaze.

“Thank you, for siding with me.”

Taburas froze for a second, before scowling. She withdrew from me as she cleared her throat.

“Anyway, now we have to deal with what’s going to come. Even if we have the element of surprise— even if we can track them— that doesn’t negate the facts that we’re going to be up against one of the Demon King’s most powerful aides.”

She spoke brusquely as she looked down at the Tablet of Tracking. No longer did the map show the locations of the Demons gathered in this valley. However, it still revealed the location of all the other legions that were rallying to battle against us over a hundred or so miles away.

Haec nodded grimly as he stared at the mass of Demons there.

“Jofis the Winged Horror.”

He whispered, before closing his eyes.

“The leader of the First Legion, right?”

I asked curiously, and Haec nodded. I flexed an arm with a grin.

“Don’t worry, I’ll deal with him like I dealt with Hartia!”

“You don’t understand, Salvos.”

Haec’s eyes fluttered open as he gritted his teeth.

“Jofis is not like Hartia. He is a Level 196 Primeval Demon. And that’s not all— he is a [Disgraced Hellking].”

“A… what?”

I blinked when I heard that.


33. Disgraced Hellking

His name was Jofis, and he was known as the Winged Horror. He was the leader of the First Legion— a Primeval Demon, and one of Regnorex’s most fearsome aides. His infamous reputation struck fear into all those in the Demon King’s Domain. Very few would hear his name and not cower in fear.

After all, there was much that Regnorex allowed Jofis to get away with. Even if he were to kill another Primeval Demon, Regnorex cared not. As long as certain boundaries were followed.

Jofis scowled as he recalled his situation. Certainly, his position was one to be envied by Regnorex’s minions. To be able to do anything they desired— it sounded like a highly-sought after goal. 

But that was not the case to Jofis. After all, he was once something more. Something that transcended all comprehension by these mere minions of Regnorex. It was not something that they could ever understand. Because…

Jofis was once the Demon King.

Or at least, he was in a position that rivaled Regnorex’s current role in the Netherworld. Back then, Jofis had been known as the King of Hell and the Unparalleled Ruler Who Consumed All His Enemies, and he had not been a mere Primeval Demon.

Jofis had been a Primordial Demon who had his own army that numbered in the millions. He killed all who challenged his reign, whether it be [Hellprinces] or [Hellabominations]. He was capable of slaying even wild Primordial Demons… although that feat was rare, and required many sacrifices to be made.

But he had been dethroned. His levels had been taken away from him. His Titles lost. And now, he was a mere underling of the current Demon King.

So that was why none of them could ever understand Jofis.

That was why he despised his current situation.

His eyes fluttered as he looked down at the Tablet of Tracking in his clawed hand. He saw over a million dots vanish all at once. And his eyes flickered.

“So the Traitor and the Enemy have finally come. And they have recruited Hartia to join this little rebellion of theirs.”

Jofis muttered under his breath, then a voice spoke up from his side, drawing his attention.

“I always knew we could never trust that Fairy.”

It was Chordus— the leader of the Second Legion. She was a Level 191 [Hellprincess]. She sat perched atop a throne made of crystals as she had her hands resting on her lap, carrying a regal demeanor. She cracked a single eye open as she looked up at the Winged Horror.

“Also, it was quite annoying having to pretend he was a Demon when he clearly was not.”

But even as she spoke, she was not the only one who was gathered here. Jofis swept his gaze over a dozen or so other Primeval Demons who were present. They were other leaders of the various legions of the Expanse. Most of them were around Level 160 to 170, although a handful of them reached Level 180.

One of them— Tersh, a [Sagelord Fiend], and the leader of the Thirteenth Legion— stepped forward as he looked towards Jofis deferringly.

“If we can’t track them down, then they can lead us to a trap. So what should we do, Jofis?”

He asked, and another voice spoke up. It was Quin, a [Jinn], and the leader of the Fifth Legion.

“We need to wait for Manos the Executioner. He will tell us what to do.”

Other voices spoke up in agreement with Quin.

“And Manos will not come alone! He will be with other members of the Deathsquad Hunters!”

“He will help us defeat the Enemy and the Traitor!”

“That’s right! He’s specialized in dealing with these defectors, so—”

“No.”

Jofis cut them all off as he crushed the Tablet of Tracking in the palm of his clawed hands. Immediately, the other leaders of the legions grew silent. Chordus tilted her head curiously at the Winged Horror, waiting expectantly.

“There is no need to wait for Manos. We can act now.”

Jofis spoke simply as he turned around. Behind him, a pair of wings emerged— coated in black feathers, spreading out like a royal cloak.

Nobody dared speak out in protest against him. When he spoke, they listened. They feared him, even if they were considered his near-equals. Because it didn’t matter that they were all supposed to be the leaders of the legions. He saw them all as his inferiors, and he was not afraid to kill them for challenging his authority. They knew this as well as him, so they remained silent.

“It does not matter if we know not where the main bulk of their forces are hiding.”

Jofis cast his gaze over the horizon as the last image displayed by the Tablet of Tracking burned in his mind. And he took a heavy step forward, cracking the ground.

“Whoever decided to set off that spell did it early. Because there are stragglers.”

That was right. The Enemy or the Traitor had made the decision too hastily. And not only was it a sign of weakness— that they were afraid of Jofis— but it also ensured that the other freed legions which were far away but converging on their location were still being tracked.

So all Jofis had to do was find them and follow them.

“Chordus, you are in charge of this rabble while I’m gone. Track my collar, and I will lead you all to victory.”

The Winged Horror began to slowly ascend as Chordus frowned.

“Are you sure you wish to go about this alone, Jofis?”

Glancing back, Jofis bared his teeth dangerously.

“Yes”

And with that, he took off into the crimson sky, heading into the horizon where dark clouds were passing overhead.

***

“A [Disgraced Hellking]?”

I blinked when I heard what Haec said. He nodded grimly as I placed a hand on my chin.

“I didn’t realize there was a king before… y’know the Demon King?”

Well, actually, that wasn’t entirely true. I knew my dad was a king before Regnorex— a Devil King or whatever. However, I didn’t realize there were numerous other… hellmonarchs, or whatever they were called. I always thought it was just my dad, then after a long period of time came Regnorex.

But now that I thought about it, I guess that it made sense that there wasn’t just a lull in the Netherworld between both the Devil King and the Demon King.

“Well, Jofis was one. And that’s why we should be worried. That’s why we can’t treat him lightly.”

Haec continued as he held my gaze. Behind him, I could see Taburas shifting her feet uncomfortably. However, she was the only one within earshot of this conversation. Everyone else was still reeling from being freed. Which was fortunate for us.

“You’re the leader here, remember? You can’t be scared— if others see that you’re afraid, they’ll be afraid too.”

I snorted as I crossed my arms. Haec pursed his lips.

“But you get my point, right? It took both of our greatest Skills combined to defeat Hartia.”

My first companion spoke seriously. I nodded understandingly.

“I mean, yes, that’s true. But also, Hartia specialized in defense, which is the only reason why beating him took that long. And I’m stronger now too. I have Skills I have yet to properly test out, which I’m sure would be helpful against this Jofis.”

I waved a hand dismissively, and Haec bit his lower lip.

“Salvos, I think you’re underestimating Jofis. You need to understand that he’s a greater threat than you’re making him out to be.”

“It’s fine.”

I reassured him with a smile. I stepped back as I gestured vaguely at the sky.

“Besides, Hartia is on our side now too. So we’re not as outmatched as you think—”

And right as the words left my mouth, I paused. My eyes went wide as something rang in my head— almost like an aching feeling.

Haec and Tabuaras immediately took note of this. They eyed me quizzically as I took a step back, before looking down at myself.

“What is it, Salvos?”

Taburas asked as she raised a brow. Haec narrowed his eyes at me.

“Is everything alright?”

“I… I’m fine. It’s just—”

I hesitated as I focused, trying to confirm what had happened. I looked through the eyes of all my clones. I had summoned ten of them. Five were out, wandering the wilderness of the Netherworld, searching for what I sent them to find. Meanwhile, the other five were scattered across the Expanse— one of which was present here with us.

But the rest of my clones were escorting some of the faraway legions to us. And yet, as I checked in on every single one of them, a fact made itself obvious to me.

“One of my clones was killed.”

I said simply as I looked towards Haec. His eyes flickered when he heard that, and I gritted my teeth. He realized the implication of what I meant before I even had the chance to say it.

“In only a few seconds, Jofis fought and defeated one of my clones.”


34. Wings

“Pathetic.”

Jofis held the flaming apparition in his massive clawed hand. It squirmed, trying to break free. It unleashed a dozen fiery strikes, but the attack simply bounced off the gray armor covering his body. His eyes glinted as a surge of strength washed over him. In an instant, his arm swelled in size, before he crushed the clone of the Enemy with little resistance.

There was a powerful explosion that engulfed him. A detonation that he didn’t expect. But when the blast cleared, he remained floating in the sky, completely unscathed.

Perhaps he should have seized this opportunity to challenge the Demon King— maybe Jofis should have considered defecting too. However…

His eyes flickered as he looked down at the Twenty-Third Legion as they scattered, fleeing from the sight of the Winged Horror. And Jofis knew that this was a futile attempt at a rebellion.

That it was all pointless.

“And yet, the slaughter of you traitors will serve a meaning.”

Jofis whispered as he raised a hand. A ball of black flames coalesced in the palm of his hands, and he bared his teeth.

“[Armageddon Unleashed].”

All at once, a powerful explosion erupted down below, wiping out the Twenty-Third Legion in an instant. Jofis cackled wildly as their deaths echoed in his mind, feeding him with the experience needed to reach the next level.

That was right. Jofis was not slaughtering these traitors out of loyalty to Regnorex. No— he knew that they would die anyway, so they were better sacrificed for him to grow stronger. After all, he was once the King of Hell himself.

And he was slowly working his way back to becoming a Primordial Demon. So that he could regain the power he had once lost. So it didn’t matter to him who he had to face— whether it was the Traitor, the Enemy, or even that annoying Fairy.

Jofis was going to kill them all.

Then he was going to kill Regnorex.

***

“Huh, maybe this Jofis guy is actually a threat.”

I placed my hand on my chin in thought. Taburas smacked her forehead, and Haec sighed.

“Salvos…”

My first companion muttered under his breath.

“That’s what we’ve been trying to tell you this whole time.”

“I get that, but I didn’t believe you.”

I said simply. Haec pursed his lips. He looked like he wanted to comment. But Taburas was the one to speak up. She stepped forward as she shook her head.

“That’s besides the point. Now that you believe us, do you have a plan?”

The [Succubus] asked me, and I shrugged.

“Why are you asking me? I’m not the leader here.”

I replied. Taburas shifted her feet when she heard that.

“Because you’re the one who usually seems to come up with a plan.”

“But Haec is the leader. And he knows more about Jofis than me. Can’t he come up with a plan for once?”

I pointed at my first companion. He hesitated. A dark shadow washed over his face as she spoke softly.

“Right now, I think our best chance of defeating Jofis is if the strongest of us all coordinate an ambush on him all at once. However, there will be casualties. I cannot guarantee that all of us will survive this.”

Haec spoke grimly, before looking up towards Aliq and Ultis standing to the side with Bertrugil and Aemula.

“Furthermore, I don’t know if our strongest potential allies will be willing to risk their lives for this.”

“Right…”

I nodded understandingly. I could see where Haec was coming from. After all, even though I had made a deal with the two former Deathsquad Hunters, I was pretty sure they weren’t going to risk their lives fighting against Jofis for me.

That left very few potential candidates to help Haec and I in a battle against the [Disgraced Hellking].

My brows snapped together as I recalled someone. I snapped my fingers and looked towards Haec, an idea crossing through my mind.

“I know— what if we just get Hartia to kill him?”

“Hartia?”

Haec paused, before exchanging a glance with Taburas. She looked just as lost as him. I nodded eagerly.

“Yep! Since Hartia’s on our side, defeating Jofis will be easy!”

“I… guess with Hartia’s Grand Skill, we will have the advantage.”

Haec said as he tapped a finger on his chin.

“However, do we even know if his cooldown period for his Grand Skill has passed yet?”

“No, I’m not talking about Hartia’s Grand Skill. I’m talking about the thing he does, remember?”

I gestured at my neck emphatically. Haec raised a brow, and Taburas answered for me.

“Salvos is talking about Hartia’s control over the collars.”

“Yep!”

I beamed as Haec and Taburas faced me.

“If we can just get Hartia to snap Jofis’s neck, the battle will be over even before it begins!”

“That…”

Haec blinked when he heard that. And Taburas sighed as she faced him.

“Should I tell her?”

The [Succubus] pointed at me, and I frowned.

“Tell me what?”

“That that plan will not work.”

She answered simply. I crossed my arms almost defensively.

“Wait, what do you mean by that?”

I opened up a rift and pulled Hartia out from [The World Of My Mind]. The Fairy was cursing, raising a fist at me as I faced him inside his [Prison Of Isolation].

“Oi— you can’t just treat me like I’m some kind of toy! Don’t you realize how disorienting it is to—”

“Hartia, can you kill Jofis with your collar thing?”

I asked, ignoring the Fairy’s protests. He paused when he heard that, before his lips curled up into a sneer.

“Oh? So you’re starting to get worried about Jofis now, are you? I warned you, did I not? And yet, you didn’t listen.”

“Yeah, yeah, yeah. Answer my question.”

I shook the [Prison Of Isolation], and Hartia yelped. When he regained his bearings, he glared at me.

“I told you: stop treating me like a damn toy!”

“And answer my question already!”

I pressed him impatiently. Hartia scowled, before flitting back in his chamber of corruption. He bumped into a wall of corruption, before cursing. And then he let out a tired sigh.

“Unfortunately for you, I cannot kill Jofis that easily.”

“What? Why not?”

I exclaimed, and Hartia looked away from me.

“For two reasons: the first is that Jofis’s collar is not located around his neck. It’s on his tail.”

“Wait, seriously?”

I narrowed my eyes when I heard that.

“That’s ridiculous! I thought all collars were on your necks!”

“Only for those who aren’t trusted by the Demon King. Those who are trusted have their collars in various other parts of their body. See your friend the Traitor, for example.”

Hartia explained, gesturing at Haec. My first companion nodded.

“Hartia is right.”

“Well… even still, can’t we use that to our advantage?”

I asked as I drew my lips into a thin line. Hartia closed his eyes sas he answered.

“But that’s not all. The second reason why your plan won’t work is because Jofis is stronger than me, that’s all. Even if I tried to break his tail by manipulating the space around his collar, the collar will break first before I can break his tail. That’s just how it is.”

I gaped at the Fairy. That sounded ridiculous to me. But Hartia would not have said it if it wasn’t true. So there was no point saying he was lying.

My eyes flickered as a grim silence came over us. However, my focus was diverted elsewhere. I looked through the eyes of another one of my clones as Jofis rapidly approached her. She was ready for him this time, so he couldn’t just instantly kill her before she could fight back.

I watched through her eyes as she unleashed [The Call Of Armageddon] on him. But he flew onwards, unaffected by the falling flames.

“So what do we do? Do we just give up and die?”

I asked as my clone battled Jofis. Hartia nodded.

“I mean, I did tell you rebelling against Regnorex is suicide.”

“No, it isn’t.”

Haec spoke up adamantly. He glared at Hartia, before turning to me.

“Right now, we have no choice but to just fight Jofis and hope we win. That’s the plan.”

The entire time we were speaking, my clone was trying her best to keep a distance between her and the Winged Horror. Unfortunately, her [Divine Haste] ran out, and Jofis caught up to her. She swung out with a [Divine Radiant Slash] which actually slowed him for a moment. But then he grabbed her and crushed her, snuffing out my vision of my clone in an instant.

“I…”

I trailed off, wondering just how exactly were we going to defeat the leader of the First Legion.

“I understand.”

I finally said, meeting Haec’s gaze. He let a small smile spread across his lips when he saw my demeanor change— my panic was gone, and now I was calm again.

“We’ll defeat Jofis. We’ll come out on top. We always have.”

“A nice sentiment, but that is only a sentiment nonetheless.”

Hartia spoke up from the side as my eyes darted over to face him. The Fairy was sneering my way, his arms crossed across his chest.

“Unfortunately for you, defeating Jofis is the least of your worries. In fact, defeating him quickly should be your main concern. Because if you take too long, then there is definitely no chance this rebellion of ours will amount to anything.”

“Why is that?”

I asked, squinting at the Fairy. Hartia spread his arms wide as he replied simply.

“Because soon, Manos the Executioner will arrive. And when that happens, you will be totally and utterly fucked.”

***

“Sir.”

Manos raised his head from where he sat at the edge of the crater. Rising to his feet, he cracked his back and faced the approaching figure.

“What is it, Sicar?”

“A missive from Chordus of the Second Legion.”

Sicar said as he raised his hands. With a flash of light, magical words began to form in the air just before him, and he showed the message to the Executioner and the leader of the Deathsquad Hunters.

“She needs help dealing with defectors?”

“Defectors? Why is she asking me directly? Can’t you go and deal with it for me? I mean, you’re getting close to Level 190, aren’t you?”

Manos said as he waved a hand dismissively. But Sicar shook his head.

“I am Level 190, sir. I believe I informed you of this a while ago.”

“Wait, you did?”

“But that is not the point. I do not believe this problem is within my jurisdiction.”

“Why not?”

“Because this is more than a handful of defectors. It seems it’s a rebellion.”

That made Manos pause. He blinked a few times as he stared at the [Fiend] standing across from him.

“A rebellion?”

“That’s right.”

Sicar nodded in response.

“It appears both the Enemy and the Traitor have somehow found each other, and they have stirred up a rebellion by freeing many of the legions.”

“Wait, the Traitor and the… what happened to Venas?”

Manos asked with a frown. Sicar shrugged.

“It seems he’s dead.”

“Seriously? But Venas is supposed to be Level 185!”

“Level 188, sir.”

“That makes it even worse! How did he die?”

Manos exclaimed, and Sicar just replied flatly.

“We must have underestimated the power of the Enemy and the Traitor. That is why Venas is dead, Hartia is defeated, and over half the legions have been freed.”

“That is quite the mess.”

Manos rubbed his temples.

“Well, I guess you’re right, Sicar. This is something that is outside of your jurisdiction. Even if it’s a pain, I’ll deal with it myself.”

Sicar stepped to the side as Manos strode forward. The leader of the Deathsquad Hunters paused as he tilted his head towards the sky, seeing the black clouds gathered in the Demon King’s Domain in the far distance.

“A rebellion, huh? I’ve never had to put one down before. I mean, I didn’t think anybody would be stupid enough to rebel against the Demon King. Defect? Sure. Some subterfuge? Sure.  But a full-blown rebellion?”

He glanced back towards the crater, staring at the corpses of a dozen [Hellabominations], their blood pooling at the bottom. Shaking his head, the Executioner looked back in the general direction of the Expanse.

“I wonder how long it’ll take me to crush this rebellion.”

Manos bared his teeth dangerously as he spoke. Then he began to shift his feet uncomfortably., before facing Sicar. The leader of the Deathsquad Hunters cleared his throat.

“Now, Sicar, assume the position.”

“Yes, sir.”

Sicar said as he walked up behind the leader of the Deathsquad Hunters. Manos raised his four arms to the side, waiting with a flushed face as his subordinate grabbed him from the side.

And just like that, Sicar spread his wings and took off to the sky, carrying Manos towards the Expanse.

As they flew together, Manos sighed as he rubbed his shoulders.

“...sometimes, I really wish I had wings.”


35. Planning And Waiting

“...you will be totally and utterly fucked.”

I stared at Hartia as he finished. The Fairy had his arms crossed across his chest, and he leant back in my [Prison Of Isolation]. He looked away from me as he chuckled.

“Of course, I would try my best to help you. But… I can’t do much in here.”

He shrugged at me as I pursed my lips.

“And besides, my only useful Grand Skill against Jofis isn’t ready yet. I don’t think I stand a chance against him without it— sure, I can probably survive his attacks for a while with [Fractal Barrier], but that’s pretty much all I can do.”

“How long will it take for the cooldown to end?”

I asked as I placed a hand on my chin. Hartia shook his head.

“It isn’t an ordinary Grand Skill, so it will take a long time. Days, at the very minimum.”

“That’s…”

I hesitated. It was hard to keep track of time here in the Netherworld, but if I had to guess, it had been only about a day or a day and a half at most since Hartia and I fought each other. I could tell because [My Flames Shall Burn Until Eternity Ends] was already available for use, and soon,  [Divine Essence] would be available too. [Claw of Corruption] was also available thanks to my Class advancement, but that was besides the point. The point was that some time had passed, but not a lot of time.

And at the current rate Jofis was tearing through my clones, it would take another day at most for him to get to us, even if we immediately relocated from our current position now.

I looked back towards Haec and Taburas who were standing off to the side. The two of them wore grim looks on their faces, resigning themselves to having to face Jofis head-on without a plan.

But I didn’t relent. I knew this was a war— that sacrifices had to be made. However, I needed to tip the odds in our favor. I couldn’t just let us face this massive threat without a method of guaranteeing our success.

I was not stupid. Even if I enjoyed a challenge from time to time, I did not want to die either.

So my eyes flickered as my mind raced— as I tried to formulate an idea in my head. Then I looked through the eyes of my clones. Five of them were still searching the Netherworld for something, and it didn’t seem like they would find it anytime soon. Meanwhile, I had three clones left flying through the Expanse.

One of them was currently being chased down by Jofis. I gave her the command not to engage with him— to just distract him for as long as possible. So that the others could at least escort the remaining legions that have yet to arrive to us, and they weren’t unnecessarily slaughtered.

That’s right, I told myself. The most important thing we need right now is time. As long as we have time, we stand a better chance of winning against Jofis.

I raised my head as I stared at Hartia. I looked at the [Prison of Isolation] he was held in. He was flitting back and forth between the walls of corruption lazily. And my eyes lit up.

“I have an idea.”

I said as a grin spread across my face. I looked towards Hartia, and he raised a brow at me.

“What is it?”

“First of all, I’ll free you from my [Prison of Isolation] if you promise you’ll help us beat Jofis.”

I spoke simply, and Haec blinked. He took a step towards me.

“Salvos? What are you doing?”

“It’s fine, Haec. Since nobody here has collars anymore, it’s not like Hartia is a major threat anymore. So we don’t have to worry.”

I reassured my companion as he clenched a fist, eyeing the Fairy.

“I see…”

Haec gritted his teeth, before sighing. Hartia snorted at that. I shook my head.

“Anyway, that’s just the first part of my plan. The second part of my plan requires you to take everyone gathered here and to leave this place.”

I nodded at Haec and Taburas. The [Succubus] frowned at that.

“You want us to leave? What about you?”

“I’ll stay here. Wait for Jofis to arrive here. Once he kills all my clones, he won’t have anyone else to hunt down or follow. That means he will be forced to come here.”

I explained simply. Haec’s brows snapped together.

“You want to face Jofis alone? That’s suicide.”

“No, I won’t be alone.”

I grinned at them.

“Because—”

And their eyes widened when they heard what I had to say. They exchanged a glance, before Taburas pursed her lips.

“Are you sure that plan will work?”

She asked, and I shrugged.

“It has to. I mean… it probably will work?”

I wasn’t sure. But based on all my past experiences, I thought it would work. Haec met my gaze, and I didn’t waver. I believed in my plan.

And seeing that, Haec believed in it too.

“Very well.”

My first companion drew back as he turned towards the gathered legions with us. He gestured at Taburas to follow, and she nodded. Pausing for a moment, Haec glanced back at me one last time.

“I believe in you, Salvos. But most importantly, I believe you will survive this.”

“Don’t worry. If I thought I was going to die, I wouldn’t be doing this.”

I waved a hand dismissively. And Haec chuckled as he left me behind.

“Fair enough. I’ll see you later, then.”

“See you.”

I bade both Haec and Taburas farewell, before watching them gather up the remaining legions for a moment. Next to me, Hartia piped up.

“So—”

The Fairy started. And I opened up a rift, sending him flying into [The World Of My Mind].

“Stay put, alright?”

He just screamed in response as I watched him vanish into my pocket space. I took in a deep breath as I sat down on top of a white rock, before casting my gaze in the distance. I could see through the eyes of my clone as she was caught by Jofis.

“Now… I wait.”

I whispered as my clone exploded from the battle. And as I waited, I began to ready myself, distributing my Secondary Skill Points. Especially since I had also leveled up in both my Subspecies and Class once from freeing the other legions earlier today.

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

Species: [Primeval Demon of Pride]

Secondary Species: [Lesser God]

Subspecies: [Angelic Devil Princess] - Lvl. 169

Class: [C-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝rr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝pt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝d Appr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝nt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝c-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝] - Lvl. 154

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: The Devil’s Grace] - Lvl. 1

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

Stats:

[Available Stat Points: 0]

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

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

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

[Wisdom]: 490 (+40) (+10) (+50)

[Agility]: 530 (+10) (+10) (+5)

Skills:

[Available Skill Points: 1]

[Angel’s Wings] - Lvl. 15 


[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. 15 


[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. 10

[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. 5

[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


36. Weaklings

They were weak.

Jofis watched as the flaming apparition zipped away into the distance, fleeing him as fast as it could. And as he gave chase, he could only sigh in disappointment.

“Is this truly the power of the Enemy? To think such a weakling is giving Regnorex trouble…”

It was something Jofis had expected of Regnorex at this point. The so-called ‘Demon King’ was constantly faced with opposition after opposition— and many of them were hardly threats to even Jofis himself. That illusionist insect was another example.

Even though Jofis was no longer the King of Hell, he remembered how stable his rule of the Netherworld had been. It wasn’t tumultuous, filled with rebellion and threats from every angle. No— Jofis’s rule had been stable, because he always snuffed out all threats before they could even grow to challenge him.

But this was to be expected of Regnorex at this point. His problem with his rule lay with his ideology. With his naive desire to unite all of Demonkind.

The thought itself almost brought a tear to Jofis’ eyes with how disgusting it was.

Shaking his head, he continued to give chase to the Enemy’s clone. This was the only feat she was capable of that impressed him. As the Winged Horror, Jofis was renowned for his speed despite his incredible strength.

And while Salvos was not particularly strong, she was definitely fast.

That was at least an aspect of her powers that Jofis could respect. However, that was where his respect for her ended.

Her Speed Skill is running out, Jofis observed as he watched the flaming apparition slow down up ahead. It ducked down into a crevice, trying to lose him. But he shot down, moving faster than before as he bared his teeth savagely. Now it’s my turn!

[Divine Ember Impetus].

And in a single instance, Jofis shot forward as he was coated by black flames. The Salvos clone glanced back for a moment, her eyes growing wide. Her body flickered as space rippled around her, clearly trying to teleport away.

But the Winged Horror reached her before she could even get the Skill off. He ripped her body apart as he cackled wildly. And right as the flames that composed her body dissipated, an explosion blasted out, engulfing Jofis.

It was an attack that would have harmed any lesser Primeval Demon. But Jofis was not any ordinary Primeval Demon. The lingering flames from his previous attack shielded him from the explosion, burning through the gold and silver flames that threatened to char his skin.

He smirked as he emerged from the blast unscathed. Cracking his neck, Jofis’s eyes flickered as he emerged a Tablet of Tracking from his side. He had spent too much time chasing down the Salvos clone that he had left behind the Thirty-First Legion, because he wanted to deal with her first.

However, he knew he could very easily find them because of their collars. Or so he thought.

Jofis frowned as he stared down at the Tablet of Tracking. He searched the map, but he couldn’t locate the Thirty-First Legion on the stone surface at all. It was like they had all been freed from their collars while he had been in the middle of pursuing the Salvos clone.

His eyes flickered as he lowered the Tablet of Tracking.

“Hartia must’ve—”

He started, but then he saw a flash of light coming from behind him. Spinning around, Jofis looked up just in time to see a Salvos clone floating there, her figure flicking as she swung down with a scythe that shone black and white.

“[Divine Strike] and [Divine Radiant Slash]!”

Jofis couldn’t dodge out of the way in time. He was too slow, and this surprise attack caught him completely off-guard. He roared as the attack struck him. The scythe actually pierced the armor on his chest as he recoiled. Blood seeped through the hole on his chestplate, revealing a deep wound sinking underneath.

And the Salvos clone grinned triumphantly. But as she tried to pull the scythe back, he reached out and grabbed it.

“I see now.”

He spoke understandingly as he raised his head. The Salvos clone let go of the scythe as she tried to fly back, and Jofis crushed the weapon in his hands. Pointing at him, she spoke in a soft voice.

“[Sacred Hellfire]!”

The Salvos clone looked on apprehensively, clearly hoping her attack landed. And it did. Jofis raised an arm as if to catch the flames, before they combusted on the palm of his hand.

However, he didn’t even flinch this time around. As the attack burned his skin. A small smile spread across his lips as he eyed the gold and gray flames. And he raised the burning hand as he pointed back at the Salvos clone.

“[Sacred Hellfire].”

This time, it was he who spoke. And the Salvos clone couldn’t react as she burst into flames. She fell straight from the sky as Jofis landed next to her, watching her writhe and slowly die. Then he looked down at the gold and gray flames burning his right hand. And he laughed.

“I understand now— that Salvos clone wasn’t trying to escape. She just wanted to distract me. Even at the end, she wasn’t teleporting away. She was teleporting this other clone here to ambush me.”

Jofis turned and walked away as the other Salvos clone exploded behind him. Raising his hand, he inspected the flames that continued to eat away at his skin. The first layer of his skin had already melted, and he chuckled.

“Weak.”

With that, he used his left hand to rip his right arm right off. He tossed it aside as he spun around and produced the Tablet of Tracking once again. And eyeing it, he spotted where the last legion that had been freed was located. But only for a moment. Their dots began to disappear on the map one by one, indicating that they had been freed by Hartia.

Snorting, Jofis raised his right elbow as his right arm slowly regrew.

“Even if you run, you cannot hide.”

The Winged Horror took off to the skies and looked down. He saw the tracks that had been left behind by the Thirty-First Legion where he had last seen them.

“Or do you truly think hiding so many people is such an easy task?”

With that, he took off.

***

I waited for Jofis.

I didn’t move. I remained sitting on the ground in the middle of the large valley where all of the freed legions had been gathered. Well— most of them. The ones that were still being escorted by my clones on the way here were more than likely dead.

And it was not my fault that they were dead. My clones tried their best to protect them. But sadly, my clones weren’t strong enough.

My last clone had died hours ago at this point. Well, not my last clone, but the last of my clones that were at the Expanse. And she hadn’t put up that much of a better fight than my other clones either. However, it was not like all the battles between my clones and Jofis were pointless. Not only did they delay him from finding where the real me was currently located, but I also gleaned some useful information from the battles.

For one thing, I now knew Jofis had a regeneration Skill of some sort. All the wounds he suffered from my other clone surprise attack was healed by the time he faced my last clone. Even [Sacred Hellfire] was no longer burning him. But considering that he could use [Sacred Hellfire] himself, there was the possibility he had a method of removing the inextinguishable flames.

Regardless, it was all useful information for me. So now all I had to do was wait. For Jofis to arrive here. Because I knew he would eventually find his way here. After all, following the tracks that had been left behind here was the only way for him to find the rest of the legions.

And I was right.

I raised my head as I sensed a figure approaching. It moved faster— zipping from just over the horizon to landing right before me in a fraction of an instant. I didn’t even flinch as I saw the lumbering figure standing there in a small crater.

It was Jofis the Winged Horror.

He looked like a [Fiend] of sorts. Except taller— larger than even Haec. And that was not the only difference. He had a pair of black wings stretching out from his back, and a pair of twisted clawed hands fell to the ground from his side. He donned a gray armor that was scarred and bent all across, showing proof of all the past battles he had been in.

Honestly, the armor almost looked like it was there for decoration rather than protection.

However, what stood out the most about Jofis was not his armor, nor was it his claws or wings. Instead, what drew my immediate attention was his face.

He was, to put it simply, very ugly.

The right side of his face was utterly disfigured— like it had been melted and joined with his neck. The left side of his face was partially intact, however I could see his bones underneath through his missing flesh. That was not all either. It was not like he would have been handsome before his face was mutilated. He would’ve looked like a [Hellbeast] except its face was kicked in, if I had to guess.

And while the rest of his body was a deep crimson in color, the right side of his face was a sickish white.

I smiled as I rose to my feet. Jofis just strode forward slowly, exiting the crater.

“I see you have decided to show your true self, Salvos. Have you finally gotten tired of being a coward and hiding behind your clones?”

The Winged Horror greeted me with his teeth bared, and I smirked back at him.

“Finally, someone who calls me by my name instead of some random title. But no— I have never been a coward. I’m just smart. A genius, some would say.”

“A genius who thinks she can rebel against the Demon King with such a puny army.”

Jofis shook his head as he stepped forward. He gestured vaguely in the direction he came from.

“I alone have killed nearly a hundred thousand of your puny resistance of Demons. And while it pains me to admit, I am not currently stronger than Regnorex. So what makes you think you’ll be able to win against him?”

“The same reason why I think I can win against you.”

I shrugged back at Jofis. He raised an amused brow.

“And that reason is…?”

“Are you stupid? If I told you, then I won’t win.”

I scoffed back at him. The Winged Horror chuckled as he cracked his neck.

“You are amusing, Salvos. But unfortunately for you, Chordus and the others will be here soon. And…”

He cackled as he dashed forward, overcome with black flames— I recognized it immediately. It was [Divine Ember Impetus]. The exact same attack he used to kill my third clone.

“I wish to end your life before they arrive, so die!”

Jofis screamed as he reached me. And I just grinned as I raised an arm. The ground shook as he struck me. A giant crack ripped across the ground, tearing through the valley. A shockwave rippled out, sending out a plume of dust into the air.

But I didn’t flinch. Even as Jofis’s eyes grew wide, seeing how he was stopped right before me. By a single arm that I held up, burning with iridescent flames.

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

I grinned at Jofis as he stared at me in confusion, taken aback by my sudden surge in both strength and durability.

“How…?”

He looked like he was just about to disengage, when I charged forward, grabbing him by the face as I flew straight into the mountain up ahead. And he couldn’t break free from my grip.

“And— [Divine Essence of the Angelic Devil Princess].”

I activated two of my Grand Skills, both at once.

And we began our battle as I smashed him straight through the mountain. 


37. Overwhelmed

I flew back away from the collapsing mountain as I dusted my hands off. A grin was plastered on my face, and I looked down towards the rising cloud of dust and debris.

“How about that, huh?”

I had crashed Jofis right into the mountain with the force of all my strength, boosted by my two Grand Skills. He hadn’t even been able to break free from my grasp. Which was expected, because my [Divine Essence of the Angelic Devil Princess] gave me a massive increase in strength and speed.

However, despite that, I knew this battle did not end so easily. I watched as a giant boulder the size of a small hill shot into the air straight at me from the cloud of clearing dust.

I easily dodged to the side, before looking back down at where the attack had come from. Jofis stood there with a glare piercing up my way.

“Did you really think that was enough to defeat me?”

He asked as he strode out of the rubble. He began to spread his black wings wide, and I waved my hands off dismissively.

“Oh, I was not done yet.”

“Hm?”

He narrowed his eyes when he heard that. I snapped my fingers as a symbol flashed on his back.

“[Divine Demon’s Mark].”

The Winged Horror’s eyes went wide as he spun around. But the explosion went off anyway. There was nothing he could have done to stop it. I watched as the powerful blast completely obliterated the nearby rubble.

But even still, I knew the battle was not over yet. Even if my attacks were far more powerful now thanks to my Grand Skills, Jofis was strong. Not only that, but he most definitely had some kind of regeneration Skill.

He emerged from the blast, screaming as he raised his arms. They were scorched and burned from the blast. But I watched as they began to heal quickly. Not instantaneously. But like he was dipping them in a healing potion.

“Huh.”

I blinked at that. That was interesting. I wondered if that regeneration applied to his entire body or only his arms. If it was a continuous regeneration that was active at all times and covered him entirely, I was going to have a lot of difficulty killing him, even with my two active Grand Skills.

“I will kill you!”

Jofis roared as he shot up my way, and I raised my hands with a grin.

“Come on, you can kill a few more me’s if you want!”

I clapped my hands together as a flash of light created three more of my clones. They laughed and flew down to meet the Winged Horror.

His claws expanded in size as he swung up at them.

“Pests—”

But unlike before, when he killed my clones easily and effortlessly, he was unable to even hit them as they deftly zipped around him. They unleashed a barrage of strikes as he recoiled in pain.

I twirled my scythe behind my back and watched as Jofis finally managed to grab ahold of one of my clones. When that happened, the other two simultaneously flew straight into him as they chuckled.

“Got you!”

They all exclaimed. And at once, the three of them erupted into a massive blast that engulfed the Winged Horror.

I could hear his scream in pain, before making out the vague shape of his disfigured body through the clearing smoke. I didn’t let up. I immediately swept down upon him as my scythe shone with a brilliant iridescent light.

“[Divine Radiant Slash]!”

I swung down at Jofis as his eyes went wide. A large chunk of both his arms was missing, and his body was bleeding and wounded, but not as badly as his arm. He looked up at me just in time to raise his injured left arm to block the attack. But his arm went flying as I cleaved through his flesh.

Then I brought a hand up, pointing at his face as he stared at me.

“And next, [Worldb—”

But Jofis moved faster. He let out a guttural cry as he opened his mouth.

“[Armageddon Unleashed]!”

All at once a sphere of black flames shot out of his mouth. It struck me head-on. I couldn’t dodge it in time.

It was a powerful blast— stronger than the combined explosion of three of my clones with my [Divine Essence of the Angelic Devil Princess] active.

But even still, it didn’t leave a scratch on me.

The explosion cleared as Jofis panted before me. He his left hand had already regenerated at this point, and he must’ve used his arms to protect himself from the blast because both of them were in a terrible state. They began to heal as Jofis’s brows snapped together at me.

“How…?”

“[My Flames Shall Burn Until Eternity Ends] is still active. So—”

I bared my teeth at him and pointed at his face.

“[Worldbreak].”

“What—”

Jofis started, before his entire body began to twist. He looked down at himself in confusion as space distorted where he was. But that wasn’t all.

Slowly, tiny little flakes of his body began to disintegrate into these iridescent motes of light.

Slowly, he was being corrupted.

“What in the world is this?”

Jofis screamed as he flew back. He escaped the distortion as I couldn’t move [Worldbreak] to keep up with him. So the Skill came to an end.

But that didn’t mean the Winged Horror escaped unscathed. He flew back as some motes of iridescent light was leftover covering parts of his body.

He turned around and pointed back at me.

“[Sacred Hellfire]!”

And nothing came out from his fingertips. Blinking, he looked down at himself as I smirked. The realization settled in for him.

“My Divine Skills— why aren’t they working?!”

“Because you’re corrupted now! But not like me!”

I exclaimed as I flew up to him. He spun around in a panic, and I followed-up with a [Divine Strike] at his arms— specifically, where the corruption was oozing off his skin.

And my attack struck true. It ripped apart his arm as he let out a cry of agony. After all, divine attacks were effective against corruption.

This time around, he didn’t heal from the injuries he sustained on his arms.

“No regeneration too. So that was a Divine Skill, huh?”

I bared my teeth as I swung at him once again. Jofis cursed, trying to disengage. But I pressed after him as I raised my right clawed hand.

“There is no escape for you!”

“You’re—”

His eyes widened as more corruption began to flake off my hands. But this time, it didn’t immediately engulf him. Instead, the corruption seemed to take the image of a giant version of my hand.

Jofis tried to fly off. However, he was drawn towards the corrupted hand as the corruption that covered his body was pulled in. He began screaming pain as I began to twist my claws shut. There was no escape for him.

“[Claw Of Corruption].”

I laughed as the Winged Horror continued to cry out in pain. His body began to rip apart, chunks of him shooting out in corrupted bits. The space itself around him was torn apart. Nothing he did could let him escape.

“It’s over…”

I whispered as I watched my [Claw Of Corruption] slowly crush him with the overwhelming mass of corruption that acted as an extension of my hands. I had used all my greatest Skills as quickly as possible in this battle. I wanted to end things quickly. And that was exactly what I was going to do. Because I knew that he was far stronger than me if I gave him time.

But as I watched my [Claw Of Corruption] tear him apart, he craned his neck down to face me.

“Y-you really—”

Jofis strained his voice as his arms were ripped off. He was no longer healing. His legs began to twist into themselves, and his body jutted in every direction.

And suddenly, his eyes flickered as they flashed with a black light.

“Do you really think you are the only one with a Grand Skill that can give you strength?”

“Um, what?”

My eyes widened as Jofis’s entire body rapidly began to twist back into their original position, fighting back against the corruption.

The black mass that engorged his arms spread to the rest of his body, and he grew three times in size. With a shout, he broke free from my [Claw Of Corruption] as he landed in the ground right before me.

“[Demon Mode: Wrath of the Berserker King].”

“...Demon Mode?”

I blinked. And the Winged Horror bared his teeth, looking more like a [Hellbeast] than a [Fiend] now. His wings had become spiked with black blades, and his entire body was seemingly deformed. There was no longer a shred of corruption covering his body.

“You are so fucked.”

He said. Then he shot forward, reaching me faster than I could react as he swung down with a burning claw.


38. Demon Mode

“We should be safe here.”

Taburas whispered as she swept her gaze over the vast cavern. Over a million Demons were gathered here— huddled together deep underground, hiding from the remaining legions that were hunting them down.

They were still within the confines of the Expanse. Taburas never received any notification informing her that they had left the Demon King’s Domain. But since they were hidden away below the surface, she thought that they were safe enough here.

Especially since nobody here had a collar. There was no way they would be found here for a while.

The only way they would be found was if their tracks were followed by a Deathsquad Hunter. But as of right now, that was not their concern.

Their main concern was dealing with the Winged Horror.

Looking up, Taburas glanced back at Haec who was huddled together with Aliq and Ultis. They were the only Primeval Demons who were present here. Sure, Taburas, Aemula, and Bertrugil were close. But they were still merely Archdemons.

“Come on, we have to hurry. Salvos won’t be able to hold him off for long…”

Haec said as Aliq and Ultis nodded back at him. They readied themselves to leave, and Taburas called out to them.

“Haec, wait—”

She started, and Haec came to a halt. He glanced back at her as he raised a brow.

“What is it, Taburas?”

“I…”

Taburas hesitated. She wanted to ask him to stay. After all, he was barely even a Primeval Demon. Battling against a Primeval Demon that was on the precipice of being a Primordial Demon was suicide. And yet, the former Heir of the Netherworld was resolute.

The [Succubus] sighed as she closed her eyes.

“Don’t get yourself killed, alright?”

“I won’t.”

Haec nodded back at her. And with that, he departed with the two former members of the Deathsquad Hunters. All the while, Taburas could only watch him go.

****

[Demon Mode: Wrath of the Berserker King]. It was Jofis’s Grand Skill, and it gave him a massive power boost, just like my [Divine Essence of the Angelic Devil Princess].

I had expected Jofis to have a Grand Skill or two of his own. After all, he used to be a Hellking or whatever. Even if he was no longer a Primordial Demon— having been defeated by Regnorex— he still had to have a plethora of Grand Skills at his disposal.

But even still, I wasn’t prepared for such an extreme increase in all of his abilities. His speed. His strength. His durability. Even his regeneration.

It was like I was fighting a completely different person now.

He even looked like a completely different person— like he was a monster!

Jofis struck me with a glowing claw, but it didn’t harm me. I immediately focused the protection of [My Flames Shall Burn Until Eternity Ends] to my front to absorb the damage I would have received. However, his onslaught didn’t stop there.

He quickly changed his grip from a strike to grabbing me, before he flung me across the valley as I yelped, the sheer force of the attack sending me flying faster than I could even process what was going on. I came crashing through the other side of the nearby mountain as I cursed.

“Alright, I wasn’t expecting that. But that’s not something I can’t deal with—”

And right as I looked up, I saw a ball of black flames flying straight at me. I blinked.

“Oh.”

And a powerful blast erupted all around me. All I saw was darkness for a long moment as the black flames engulfed me. But my aura of invulnerability surrounded me from all sides, saving my life.

Even still, I could feel the intensity of the flames— just like all of Jofis’s attacks, this blast was further empowered by his Grand Skill. Slowly, the flames dissipated. And I was standing in the middle of a burning crater as I whistled.

“Whew, you are stronger than I thought. Seriously, how can I learn this whole ‘Demon Mode’ thing?”

I asked as I looked up towards the sky. And Jofis descended before me. His monstrous figure landed with a thud, sending a plume of dust into the air. He bared his teeth dangerously as his glowing gaze bore into me. He took a heavy step forward, and a bead of sweat rolled down my back.

“Your invulnerability is truly impressive. However, I wonder how much damage it will need to accumulate before I can break through it.”

His entire body burst into black flames. With each step he took, the ground began to burn. And it ate everything.

“Oh, it’s going to take a while to break through [My Flames Shall Burn Until Eternity Ends]. It’s like Hartia’s Grand Skill, you know?”

That was a bold-faced lie. But I was not going to just tell him how my Skills worked. So if he fell for it, that was his own fault.

I took on a wide stance as my eyes flickered. I waited for a moment. A second passed, and Jofis didn’t move. He just stood across from me with a grin plastered across his face. Then suddenly, he was gone.

My eyes grew wide as I spun around, searching for the Winged Horror. But he was already next to me, his clawed hands growing in size until it could engulf my body. He clapped his hands together as I gritted my teeth.

I wanted [My Flames To Burn Until Eternity Ends] to last for as long as possible. So I brought both my hands up to my side, catching his attack as I focused on the Grand Skill to only protect the palm of my hands.

Jofis’s attack was halted by that. However, his onslaught didn’t end there. He let out a guttural roar as he opened his mouth. His jaw unhinged wide, before a pillar of crimson flames shot out. I screamed as I flew back. I managed to quickly reshape my aura of invulnerability into a hemisphere that guarded me from in front as I flew back from the impact of his attack.

As I tumbled through the air, I caught a glimpse of the Winged Horror, and my eyes glinted. His right shoulder burst into flames as he looked down at himself.

[Sacred Hellfire].

I knew that my attack wouldn’t be enough to kill him. But I just needed to slow him down. The Winged Horror strode forward as he laughed.

“Your attacks are pathetic. You have no hope of defeating me right now.”

He marched forward as I balled my hands together, creating a sphere of black flames. I released it into the air, unleashing a rain of fire against the approaching Winged Horror.

“[The Call Of Armageddon]!”

But despite the onslaught of flames— alongside the [Sacred Hellfire] burning his side right now— Jofis didn’t slow down. He tanked all my attacks as he laughed.

“I wonder… how will that little barrier of yours hold up against a barrage of Grand Skills?”

“A barrage of what now?”

I blinked when I heard what he said. And right as the words left my mouth, he brought a hand up in the air as he whispered. Suddenly, a deluge of black liquid shot out of his hands, pouring all around him— all over him— as he spoke.

“[Demonic Essence: The Grand Skills Of Those I Have Slain].”

I stared with round eyes as figures and shapes began to take form in the black fountain. And Jofis just cackled at my reaction.


39. Abominable Instincts

“[Demonic Essence: The Grand Skills Of Those I Have Slain].”

I watched as Jofis bled a pool of black liquid. Except, he wasn’t bleeding. It was pouring off him, almost unveiling like a cloak. But instead of fluttering with the wind, the cloak was spiking up, showing shapes and figures of all kinds of Primeval Demons.

I saw the figure of a [Cthonic Agaros], a [Cerberus], and even a [Hellmonstrosity]. But then those figures began to melt back into a puddle as the Winged Horror grinned. He raised a hand as the pool of black liquid began to reshape into a singular figure, his eyes glinting.

“Yes, you would be useful—”

He started, and I appeared next to him with a shout.

“Take this!”

I screamed as I swung at his head with a scythe empowered by [Divine Radiant Slash]. But he only grinned, craning his neck back. Even though I was so certain I had caught him by surprise, he had easily evaded the strike while barely moving.

I pursed my lips as he stared at me mockingly. I immediately spun around and aimed the shaft of my scythe at him, [The Holy Flames] pouring into a sphere at the tip. Jofis tilted his head casually as I unleashed a cone of gray flames with a shout.

The attack expanded far and wide, burning everything in over a mile radius as I panted.

But as the smoke dissipated, I realized that the Winged Horror wasn’t even there. He was floating upside down right behind me.

“How…?”

I asked as I didn’t even turn back. Jofis just smirked as he explained.

“[Abominable Instincts]. The Grand Skill of a [Hellabomination].”

And with that, he swung down with his claw straight at my head. I focused [My Flames Shall Burn Until Eternity Ends] on my back, protecting myself. But even still, I was sent flying back from the impact.

I picked myself up from a small crater as I gritted my teeth.

I knew I couldn’t just rely on [My Flames Shall Burn Until Eternity Ends] like this. Especially since the more surface it covered, the faster the Grand Skill depleted. I needed to avoid Jofis’s attacks, minimizing usage of my aura of invulnerability by as much as possible.

“But how exactly am I supposed to do that when he’s faster than me?”

I asked myself as I stared at the Winged Horror. He was slowly trudging forward, each step of his causing the ground to tremble. He was taking his time with attacking me because he knew I was still protected by my Grand Skill. Perhaps he was trying to find a chink in [My Flames Shall Burn Until Eternity Ends], but was unable to find one.

Which made sense, considering I lied to him about how the Grand Skill worked.

“Your truly are quite irritating. I can see how you have caused Regnorex so much trouble thus far. But worry not, once you are dead, I will put your Grand Skill to good use against him.”

Jofis sneered at me, before launching forward again. This time, I was prepared for him. I immediately shrank in size, making myself more difficult to hit for him. He blinked as his claw completely missed me.

He looked down at me— at my pointed ears and my short stature. He saw my bald head, and my tiny flaming claw aimed for his head.

“An [Imp]?”

That was right. I had to use my transformations to my advantage for this fight.

Jofis blinked for a moment, and I swung up with a [Divine Strike] mixed with [Barrage Of Cinders]. I unleashed a dozen attacks, all at once. However, the Winged Horror just dodged it easily, his defensive Grand Skill still active.

“You puny thing— I will crush you!”

He screamed as his claw expanded in size. My eyes flickered, watching as his attack came crashing down. My figure shifted once again. My body became longer and more slender. And as he completely crushed the ground where I once had been standing, I came skittering out the back of his claws in the shape of a [Senior Centinel].

Jofis paused for a moment, evidently having never seen such a monster before. And I took that opportunity to lash out at him as my foremost limbs extended into the scything arms of an [Archarachne].

“What are you—”

He started. And I swung for his head as he stared at me in confusion. But as expected, his [Abominable Instincts] took over at the last moment, and he ducked under my strike. He clicked his tongue as his head snapped back up towards me. He opened his mouth like he was about to mock me.

But I smirked back at him.

“[The Devil’s Grace].”

And suddenly, the both of us began to move backwards. Time was moving in reverse just for the both of us. The Winged Horror’s eyes went wide. His pupils darted around, trying to comprehend what was going on as I laughed.

Then right as I was at the moment where I was about to impact him again, I resumed time once more. But this time, I activated [Haste] and [Intimidation] at the same time.

“I got you.”

Jofis’s body still tried to react as time resumed. But even his [Abominable Instincts] wasn’t able to adapt to both my sudden increase in speed and my Skill compelling him to freeze. I struck him across the face with my scything limb as he staggered back.

I flipped back away from him as my body shifted back into my normal self. Jofis placed a hand on his cheek, staring at me with round eyes.

“You hit me— you actually struck me! Even with my [Abominable Instincts]!”

He looked like he was barely even hurt from the strike. In fact, his pride seemed to have been impacted more from the hit.

“It’s not your [Abominable Instincts]. You stole it. You’re just a thief— a copycat!”

I pointed at him and sneered. Jofis’s eyes flickered when he heard that. Suddenly, more black liquid began to pour out from his back, showing another figure: that of a [Cerberus].

“You may call me a petty thief, but I assure you, I am more than that. I am a killer—”

He opened his mouth, then he burst into flames. Jofis blinked a few times, looking down at himself. He was burning from a gray and gold flame all of a sudden.

The Winged Horror looked down at himself for a long moment as I chuckled.

“Got you.”

I had struck him with [Sacred Hellfire] while his guard was down. No— not just because his guard was down. But because I knew that he was no longer using [Abominable Instincts]. If he still had that Grand Skill active, he would have instinctually dodged the attack.

But I theorized from the moment he used his [Demonic Essence: The Grand Skills Of Those I Have Slain]— from seeing the way he had to flicker through different figures of dead Primeval Demons— that he could only use one of their Grand Skills at a time. So now that he was switching away from [Abominable Instincts], I could actually attack him again.

The Winged Horror glared at me as he trudged forward.

“Do you truly think this pathetic attack will be enough to bring me down?”

He clenched his jaw, looking down at the [Sacred Hellfire] spreading across his body. I had purposely targeted his chest instead of his shoulder, so he couldn’t just rip off his limb to get rid of the [Sacred Hellfire].

“Nope, but that’ll be very annoying for you to deal with.”

I smiled back at the Winged Horror. He clenched his jaw, before the figure of the [Cerberus] engulfed his body. The black pool pouring off him dissipated as I raised a brow.

“Your petty tricks will only keep you alive for so long. I already know you are running out of Skills to use that aren’t on cooldown. Meanwhile—”

Jofis cracked his neck, before placing his claws on the ground. He looked like he was about to pounce on me.

“The Grand Skill of a [Cerberus of Hell]: [The Blazing And Unending Fury Of Hell].”

His body was lit ablaze, covered in a crimson fire. It ate away at my [Sacred Hellfire] as I blinked a few times.

“Seriously?”

Jofis didn’t wait for me to process what was going on. He lunged at me all at once as I flew back.

“Shit—”

I cursed as he shot towards me. But he was too fast. He caught me with his burning clawed hand, only for [My Flames Shall Burn Until Eternity Ends] to flicker, protecting me. He wrestled with me, refusing to let go of me as we tumbled through the air.

“I can’t escape. I can’t break free. I am trapped.”

My eyes went wide as I was forced to use my aura of invulnerability to protect me from all sides. The Winged Horror cackled as he clung onto me.

And I grinned.

“Just kidding. I got you now!”

I winked back at Jofis. His brows snapped together, and we both came flying straight into a rift. A notification flashed in both our minds as we came shooting out of a portal leading straight into [The World Of My Mind].

Now Leaving [Nexeus: The Netherworld]...

And we landed on the ground as Jofis blinked a few times. He swept his gaze over our surroundings, taking in the glass-like walls and the infinite darkness expanding all around us.

The Winged Horror narrowed his eyes as he looked down at me, still caught in his grasps.

“Where have you taken us?”

“Calm down, alright? This isn’t our final destination just yet.”

I chuckled as he tried to crush me. But [My Flames Shall Burn Until Eternity Ends] continued to protect me. Jofis roared.

“Answer me—”

And another voice spoke up, replying to him.

“Hey.”

The source of the voice came from the side. Jofis spun around, recognizing it immediately.  He glared up at a glowing and floating figure in the corner of the room as he finally let me free.

“You’re…”

Jofis immediately took on a defensive stance as I picked myself back up.

“So, was that enough time for you, Hartia?”

I asked as I looked up towards the floating figure— towards the Fairy, and the former Ruler of the Border. He bared his teeth back at me, before spreading his arms wide.

“It was plenty.”

And suddenly, my world began to shift as Jofis looked around in alarm. I just let [The World Of My Mind] dissipate, letting Hartia’s world take over.

“[Expanding Domain: The Fall of the Fairies].”


40. Cluster Time Dilation

A day and a half ago…

“What are you doing? I already told you I’d help you against Jofis— why are you locking me back in here, you damn b—”

“Calm down, Hartia. This is part of my plan, alright?”

I placated the Fairy as he frowned back at me. The two of us were alone in [The World Of My Mind] at the moment. Outside of my pocket space, the rest of the freed Demons began to make their way away from the valley, led by Haec.

Through the glass-like walls of this reality, I could very clearly see the mass of figures moving. And so could Hartia. He narrowed his eyes, looking out of [The World Of My Mind].

“And what exactly is your plan? Imprisoning me and limiting my full capabilities so that we’ll both die to Jofis?”

The former Ruler of the Border asked sarcastically. I rolled my eyes back at him.

“I don’t intend to die to anybody, actually. And stop complaining. I’m bringing you in here because I want you to replenish your Grand Skills before our battle with Jofis.”

“Replenish my Grand Skill? You do realize that’s going to take a while, right?”

Hartia crossed his arms across his chest. He flitted before me as he huffed.

“If my estimates are right, I am only about a tenth of the way there right now.”

“So you need maybe a week and a half, huh?”

I tapped a finger on my chin when I heard what he had to say. He nodded back at me.

“Exactly. So there’s no point trying to rely on my [Expanding Domain]. I do have my [Fractal Barrier], at the very least. We can make full use of that and plan around him being unable to hit me.”

Hartia paused when he realized I wasn’t paying attention to a single thing he was saying. He shook a fist at me in annoyance as I murmured to myself.

“Hey— are you even listening to me?”

“A week and a half is going to be a little bit difficult. But I will try my best…”

I whispered, before taking in a deep breath. Hartia’s brows snapped together as he looked around my pocket space.

“Wait, what are you doing?”

He asked as I brought a hand up to the ceiling. All around us, the transparent walls of [The World Of My Mind] rippled like the surface of a lake. The figures that were moving outside of my pocket space blurred.

And all at once, the color of the world inside my pocket space distorted. Everything became dimmer— darker. Meanwhile, the Netherworld beyond became more vibrant.

But that was not the main change to the outside world.

Hartia blinked a few times as he scanned our surroundings. He flew back away from me nervously, before glancing my way.

“You can’t be serious, right?”

He asked, and I mustered up a grin as a bead of sweat slid down the side of my head.

“So you finally understand my plan, huh?”

I looked up towards the outside world. And what I saw was what I expected— what I hoped to achieve.

Everything and everyone outside of [The World Of My Mind] was moving slower. Much slower. Even though the mass of Demons were in a rush to evacuate the area, they looked like they were dragging their feet behind them, barely even moving.

“But how?”

Hartia gaped at me, and I explained.

“[Cluster Time Dilation]. Except— it’s not a cluster.”

“What does that even mean?”

The Fairy blinked a few times as I shook my head.

“I layered multiple areas of time dilation on top of each other within [The World Of My Mind]. And all I had to do was accelerate everything moving in here, so that you’d be able to replenish your Grand Skill faster.”

I waved a hand dismissively. But Hartia wasn’t just going to move past this topic so quickly.

“So you’re telling me you’re going to both fight Jofis while simultaneously keeping me in this… time chamber? You’ll die!”

“It is going to be a little bit difficult, if I’m going to be honest. But don’t worry, my clones will be able to distract Jofis for at least a few hours, so I don’t have to engage with him immediately.”

I nodded reassuringly at the Fairy. He pursed his lip, staring back at me uncertainly. I just shook my head as I opened a rift to step out of [The World Of My Mind].

“Anyway, I’m not worried about dying to Jofis immediately. My biggest worry is whether or not your Grand Skill will be ready in time. So… if you can do anything to speed up the process yourself, I’d appreciate it.”

“I—”

Hartia opened his mouth. But I exited the rift before he could say anything, leaving him to his own devices.

—--

Now…

This had been the plan all along. I hadn’t known whether or not Hartia’s Grand Skill would be replenished in time. I just had to do my best to delay Jofis for as long as possible while my [Cluster Time Dilation] worked overtime alongside [The World Of My Mind].

It was something I couldn’t do outside of my pocket space. If I tried doing the same thing in the outside world, it would fail. I couldn’t layer accelerated time on top of each other to increase my speed tenfold. If I could, I’d have done that already. But at the very least, this helped turn my pocket space into a time chamber for Hartia to regain his Grand Skill.

And fortunately, I delayed Jofis for long enough that my plan worked.

I watched as the Winged Horror cursed and leapt back as the world around him shifted. It was a pretty alarming sight, even for me. After all, I had been faced with Hartia’s Grand Skill before, and it was not nice. At all.

“You damned Fairy— I always knew I should have killed you long ago!”

Jofis conjured a ball of black flames, before hurling it up at Hartia. But a blast of lightning shot down, intercepting the attack. He blinked as a powerful explosion erupted, tearing apart the luscious and green landscape that was Hartia’s Grand Skill.

Flitting down from the sky, a familiar Level 200 Fairy floated right across from Jofis.

It was Lotus. The most powerful Fairy that Hartia could summon. I almost sighed in relief when I saw her. After all, she was higher-leveled than Jofis.

She hovered there in the air between Jofis and Hartia as the Winged Horror narrowed his eyes.

“A Supreme Spirit, a Sacred Spirit, and a Primeval Demon against me. And even still, you will all perish here.”

Jofis spoke as he slowly walked forward. But Hartia shook his head, waving a hand in the air casually.

“You’re mistaken, Jofis. It’s not just the three of us here.”

And right as he spoke, a swarm of Fairy ascended from the forest beneath him. They filled the sky of Hartia’s pocket space, aiming their spells at the Winged Horror.

Jofis could only blink as the Fairy’s voice bellowed, echoing all around us.

“You are outnumbered a thousand-to-one.”

And I wiped the sweat from my forehead, watching as the swarm of Fairies descend upon the Winged Horror.

“Man, I am glad Hartia’s on our side now…”


41. Strategizing

Jofis was heavily outnumbered.

I watched as the swarm of Fairies came flying down at the Winged Horror. He leapt up at them, crashing into them. His burning body shone brightly, making him stand out, even amongst the swarm of glowing figures surrounding him.

He tore through them with ease, of course. With a single swing of his enlarged claw, he took out a hundred Fairies all at once. And the burning corpses of the dying Fairies would spread his flames across the swarm, killing hundreds more.

It was like the army of Fairies barely posed a threat to him. Which was as expected.

He had been responsible for the death of tens of thousands of Demons just before we fought. So I didn’t think that overwhelming him with sheer numbers was possible. No— it was only a single Fairy amongst these masses of Fairies that I thought could even the odds against him.

Lotus.

A Level 200 Supreme Spirit.

She swung down with her lance, and a blast of lightning came crashing down at Jofis. He was too distracted by the swarm of Fairies that he didn’t see the attack coming. It struck true, sending him tumbling back to the ground with a shout.

The ground exploded and opened up into a massive crater as he came crashing down. The forest landscape was ripped apart as Jofis tried to pick himself back up. He let out a terrible roar, before a flurry of spells came raining down onto him.

However, he brushed all these attacks off as he let out a roar.

His gaze snapped up towards Lotus once more as she aimed at him again. He beat his wings, before shooting up into the air, dodging her follow-up lightning strike. He tore through the swarm of Fairies in his path, reaching the Supreme Spirit in an instant. He swung at her, but she parried his attack with her lance.

A shockwave rippled across the sky of this fake world as his claw struck her lance.

And I flew up to Hartia as Jofis clashed with Lotus.

“Alright, here’s the plan—”

“Can’t you see I’m busy?”

Hartia snapped back at me. He had a finger pointed in the direction of the Winged Horror as a bead of sweat slid down the side of his head.

I didn’t even know Fairies could sweat.

“I’m doing everything in my power to limit his movements. But he is too strong.”

Hartia explained, and I rolled my eyes back at him.

“That’s why I’m here to talk to you. We need a plan to defeat him.”

I shot a glance towards Jofis. He was unleashing a relentless onslaught of flaming strikes at Lotus. But she managed to block all his attacks, before electricity crackled on the tip of her lance.

Jofis’s body flickered as a pool of black liquid suddenly overcame him. The blast of lightning shot down at him, but he suddenly darted back. He moved instinctively as he dodged the flurry of spells that came from the Fairies behind him.

“Shit… he must’ve swapped back to [Abominable Instincts]...”

I muttered under my breath. Hartia turned to me with a frown.

“Isn’t this our plan?”

He gestured vaguely around us. I threw my hands in the air.

“No— I mean, yes! But we need to strategize right now. Otherwise…”

I watched as Jofis easily navigated through the hail of spells falling his way, before avoiding another blast of lightning. He reached Lotus and actually landed a clawed strike against her chest.

I pursed my lips as I created a hundred flaming weapons, sending them flying his way. Jofis’s figure blurred as he weaved through the onslaught of attacks, and Hartia cursed as he lowered his hands.

“You’re distracting me too much. I cannot focus. Just tell me what your plan is already.”

“Alright, alright. Relax.”

I continued to conjure up flaming weapons as I talked.

“I think the best way of winning is if I hit him with [Worldbreak] again. This time, he won’t be able to recover from it. And it would impede his movements.”

My flaming weapons shot out to distract Jofis. But they were barely a nuisance to him. He flew around them, before dodging another lightning strike from Lotus.

“I don’t know what that Skill does.”

Harita said flatly, and I sighed.

“All that you need to know is that it is our best chance of winning. But there’s two problems.”

I continued attacking Jofis as he reached Lotus and clashed with her again. She was having trouble keeping up with his speed, thanks to his [Abominable Instincts], and I couldn’t even distract him at all.

I shook my head.

“The first is that [Worldbreak] is not ready yet, and the second is that I have to get really close to him to use it. Like— he has to be right in front of my face.”

“How exactly is that a problem?”

Hartia raised a brow at me.

“Can’t you just wait for the cooldown to end?”

“That’s the problem.”

I sighed as I explained, looking down at myself.

“By the time [Worldbreak] is ready, [My Flames Will Burn Until Eternity Ends] will reach its end. So I will have nothing to protect me from his attacks.”

I chewed on my lower lip, seeing Jofis open his mouth and engulf Lotus with a blast of golden flames. Even the thought of being hit by something like that made me sweat.

“Can you possibly lend me your [Fractal Barrier] when the time comes?”

I asked, shaking my head. Hartia blinked back at me when he heard that.

“...you can’t be serious, right?”

“I am.”

I held Hartia’s gaze as I responded.

In the background, the golden flames dissipated. And Lotus emerged, her right arm partially burnt, but otherwise, she was still alive. Jofis swung down at her, but she parried his attack. She sent lightning his way, and he flew back.

Hartia sighed, closing his eyes. He took a moment to consider it. His apprehension was evident. However, he finally looked back up, before nodding slowly.

“Very well. But I will only lend it to you for a moment. And if I ever feel like I am threatened, I will take it away from you. Do you understand?”

And I grinned back at me as I heard his response.

“Got it.”

***

Jofis flew back, avoiding the lightning blasts of the Supreme Spirit. As he did, his eyes darted to the side. He saw Salvos and Hartia there, talking to each other. And he knew they were conspiring something.

That they were scheming to find a way to defeat him.

And the Winged Horror wasn’t going to allow that. No— he couldn’t allow whatever plan they had in mind to succeed.

He slowed to a halt as he stared back up at the Supreme Spirit and the swarm of Fairies descending upon him. He knew that his [Abominable Instinct] would soon come to an end. When that happened, he would not be able to swap back to it for a long time.

So there was no point relying on it any longer.

Jofis took in a deep breath, feeling the black liquid suddenly splashing over his body. There were over a dozen Grand Skills for him to choose from. So many Primeval Demons he had slain— so many he could steal at this very moment.

But he knew that none of the Grand Skills of a Primeval Demon would be enough to bring down a Supreme Spirit. And that was the greatest threat he faced right now.

Regardless of whatever Salvos and Hartia were scheming, Jofis couldn’t deal with them as long as the Supreme Spirit was around. That was not to mention how much damage he would take with each blast of lightning that hit him.

Even with his regeneration, it was difficult to recover from such attacks.

Jofis bared his teeth as he saw the Supreme Spirit conjuring another bolt of lightning. He was no fool. He knew that to defeat a Supreme Spirit, it would take a Primordial Demon

And while he was no longer a Primordial Demon, he had slain Primordial Demons before. So if it was what was necessary, he was going to use the Grand Skill of a Primordial Demon to put an end to this battle.

Even if it would strain his body, since he was no longer a Primordial Demon. It didn’t matter. The Winged Horror was going to put an end to this fight right now.

He spread his arms wide as he whispered.

“[Behold the Sacrifice of Knowledge].”

And both Salvos and Hartia froze, gaping at Jofis when they heard what he had to say. The Supreme Spirit just continued unleashing the blast of lightning down at the Winged Horror, but he didn’t move.

He welcomed the attack as he laughed.

“The Grand Skill of [Paimon the Slave].”

And his eyes turned white.


42. The Sacrifice Of Knowledge

[Paimon the Slave - Lvl 203]

Jofis panted as he stared up at his enemy standing right before him. It was a Primordial Demon. The first one Jofis had ever been forced to fight.

Of course, this was not his first time encountering one. He had seen [The Great Agarus] in the far distance. He had witnessed the terror of the [Hellevil]. He had even seen the slumbering figure of the Beast.

But he had managed to elude them all.

Until now. Right when he was at the cusp of his goal.

Because Jofis was a [Hellprince]. On the verge of becoming a [Hellking]. He knew that with his next evolution— that once he became a Primordial Demon— he would become the [Hellking]. It was something which he knew instinctively: like it was imbued in his blood.

But now, his plans were ruined. All due to [Paimon the Slave].

She looked like an ordinary [Fiend] at first. She stood shorter than even Jofis, and she had pale-white skin with golden hair. But the part that stood out about her the most  at the moment were her white eyes.

Her eyes were black and gold earlier. They only became white when she activated her Grand Skill.

She strode forward slowly, stepping over the corpses of the [Hellprince]’s subordinates. Their bodies were gray and discolored, lacking any color. They were some of his most trusted and loyal followers. And it was not like they were weak either. There had been a dozen of them, each at a Primeval Demon’s level.

But now, they were all dead. [Paimon the Slave] had killed them all. With very little effort too.

Jofis shrank back as she approached him. There was nothing he could do here. He couldn’t even fight back against her.

He gritted his teeth as he picked up a large boulder and hurled it at her. She easily swatted it to the side, continuing her approach without any visible reaction.

“I can’t die here…”

If only Jofis could use his Grand Skill. But that was the problem. That was the reason why he and his subordinates had all been so easily defeated. Because he couldn’t… he couldn’t use any of his Skills.

Not against her.

None of them could.

And Jofis could only close his eyes and accept his fate.

***

“Paimon the who?”

I blinked as I watched Jofis’s eyes turn white. But before I could even process what was going on, Lotus’s blast of lightning struck him, engulfing his entire body. The attack shredded the landscape. It was so powerful, the shockwave sent me reeling.

But I knew that Lotus was strong. I had faced her in battle myself, and I would have died if not for my Grand Skills.

Even still, Jofis had an annoying regeneration due to his Demon Mode that would help him recover from this attack without a problem.

“Do you know who that is? What does their Grand Skill do?”

I asked, turning to Hartia. He shrugged back at me.

“Fuck if I know. But we have to be prepared for anything.”

Hartia narrowed his eyes, peering at the smoking crater where Jofis had been standing. Lotus began to conjure up another lightning strike. And I blinked as the smoke cleared.

“Wait, Jofis isn’t…”

I whispered as my eyes grew wide. Hartia nodded slowly.

“He’s not regenerating.”

That was right. Both Hartia and I watched as Jofis stepped out of the crater, half his skin charred. Part of his shoulder had melted. His face was completely burned. But his regeneration still hadn’t kicked in.

He was still hurt.

Raising his head, he looked towards the sky where Lotus was floating. Her body crackled with electricity as the swarm of Fairies around her readied their spells. And I just watched, utterly perplexed as to what happened to his regeneration.

Before Jofis brought a hand to the air.

A pulse shot out from him. The world that was touched by the pulse shifted, turning gray and discolored. The moment it touched the weaker Fairies, their bodies began to disintegrate.

I stared in shock, watching as thousands of Fairies turned to dust before my eyes.

“What is going on?”

The pulse reached Lotus a moment later, but she didn’t immediately start disintegrating like her fellow Fairies. Instead, the electricity that she was conjuring faded away. Her wings stopped working, and she fell straight to the ground. Her body turned gray, just like the world around her affected by whatever Skill this was.

I blinked as I saw that. Even Hartia was at a loss for words.

I wanted to fly away— to escape. But there was nowhere to go. The pulse was moving too fast, and it reached me in a moment. But… nothing happened.

“Huh.”

I looked down at myself, completely confused. I had expected something to happen. I thought my body would start disintegrating too, like the other Fairies. But that didn’t happen. In fact, my body remained the same color, rather than turning gray.

The iridescent aura of [My Flames Shall Burn Until Eternity Ends] continued to wisp off me.

But the same couldn’t be said for Hartia. He recoiled as the gray pulse reached him. His wings slowly began to beat slower behind his back, and I watched as his body flickered. I narrowed my eyes, realizing that the space around him was twisting— like it was peeling away.

He stared at himself with round eyes.

“What’s wrong, Hartia? What’s going on?”

I asked with a frown. He was utterly mortified. I could tell that something very wrong was happening to him. Even though he wasn’t disintegrating like the other Fairies. It almost seemed like this was worse.

“My Skills…”

Hartia whispered as he slowly looked up to meet my gaze. His wings stopped beating behind his back, and he hovered there for a moment.

I waited with bated breath for what he had to say.

And he closed his eyes.

“They’re not working.”

Then Hartia fell out of the air as the dome encasing us cracked.

***

Jofis remembered his encounter with that Primordial Demon so long ago. With [Paimon the Slave]. He thought that it would have been his death.

And yet, he survived. He killed her, becoming a [Hellking] and a Primordial Demon himself.

So now, he could embody her Grand Skill. A Grand Skill that was a massive risk, but could pay off incredibly well if employed against the right opponent.

Because right now, none of his other Skills worked.

Nor did the Skills of his enemies.

And that was why this was happening.

Jofis swept his gaze over the sky, watching as a massive crack continued to spread out across the dome overhead. In the distance, mountains began to crumble, while the army of Fairies slowly faded away.

Only the Supreme Spirit seemed to survive a little longer. She picked herself up, aiming her lance straight at Jofis.

But the Winged Horror wasn’t afraid of her. Even as his body slowly shifted back. Because he could no longer maintain his Demon Mode, nor could his body regenerate.

Even still, he strode forward, approaching the Supreme Spirit as she took on a defensive stance. He was confident in his abilities to defeat her, even with his sustained injuries. Even without Demon Mode.

Because other than removing his own Skills from the equation and the Skills of his enemies, there was something else that [Paimon the Slave]’s Grand Skill did.

Baring his teeth, Jofis felt his thoughts slowly dissolve as he came to a halt right before the Supreme Spirit.

Temporary Grand Skill [Wild Divinity] Gained!

That was right. The only Skills that worked within the confines of this antiskill domain were Divine Skills. Flakes of iridescent light wisped off the Winged Horror’s body as he let out a mindless roar. The Supreme Spirit thrust out with her lance, but he reached out with his claw, grabbing the weapon before it could pierce his neck.

He moved just as fast as he would have with Demon Mode active. But he lacked the same regeneration it provided.

But he made up for it with his instinctive thirst for blood.

The Supreme Spirit tugged at her lance, but he did not budge. She let go of the weapon as she tried to fly back, but her wings failed her. And Jofis leapt at her, taking this opening as his chance.

He struck out with his claw, which she narrowly dodged.

Before he swung down and impaled the Supreme Spirit with her own lance.

The Supreme Spirit’s eyes went wide, before her body convulsed for a moment. She raised a hand up for Jofis’s face, but she couldn’t do anything. Then her entire body went limp, and she started to disintegrate as well.

Drawing back, Jofis dropped the lance as he looked up. As all around him, Hartia’s Grand Skill came to an end. And he let out a mindless but triumphant roar, before turning his gaze to Salvos and Hartia.


43. Paimon The Slave

Lotus was dead.

I watched as Jofis impaled her with her very own lance. She couldn’t fly. She couldn’t access her Skills. Her movements had become sluggish, and she was barely able to react to his attacks.

And now, her body dissipated with the rest of the disappearing Fairies that swarmed the air. The dome overhead began to disintegrate, revealing the nothingness of the fold between the planes of the Nexeus beyond.

I clicked my tongue as I watched shards of reality collapse all around us, whilst Hartia was far beneath me, desperately trying to do something. But he couldn’t do anything except curse at himself.

“Why aren’t my Skills working? What kind of a Grand Skill is this? This is complete bullshit!”

Meanwhile, in the distance, I looked towards Jofis who was standing over Lotus’s dissipating body. He was no longer in his Demon Mode form, but he was still hunched over like some kind of monster. Even though his body was currently more akin to a [Fiend], apart from his claws.

Slowly, he raised his head and let out a roar. I stared at this, seeing the mindless look in his eyes. Then his head jolted towards the side, looking towards me.

I nearly flinched at his gaze.

It was like he was no longer sane. No— it had nothing to do with sanity. It was like he had become overcome with his instincts. Like he had become a wild Demon.

I watched as he took one step towards me, moving on all fours. And I immediately swept down, reaching for Hartia. He blinked as I picked him up, then began to fly away from Jofis.

“You—”

He started, but I cut him off.

“We have to get out of here— now!”

I exclaimed as I glanced back. Up above, more of the sky was falling apart as the void between the planes reclaimed this false reality. The ground beneath was also collapsing— cascading into nothingness. The last of the army of Fairies had completely faded away.

And only Jofis was standing there, slowly making his approach. Behind him, the earth crumbled away, eating its way towards him. But he barely even seemed to be bothered by that. Instead, he continued striding forward, heading in my direction.

With each step he took, his movements grew faster. Wilder. He spread his wings wide, before leaping into the air with a terrible shriek. He flew after me as I clicked my tongue.

“What are you doing? Get us out of here!”

Hartia exclaimed as Jofis rapidly caught up to me. I gritted my teeth in response.

“I’m trying!”

I looked back to the front, focusing on the space ahead of me. It was hard to focus, for a variety of reasons, even though I still had my Skills unlike Hartia. Firstly, with the collapsing space all around me, it was difficult to manipulate reality. Especially since this artificial space was originally not created by me.

But secondly, considering that Jofis was giving chase to me— and his demeanor was much more terrifying than before— I was actually pretty terrified of him right now. So I found it difficult to concentrate on creating a rift back to the Netherworld.

However, I eventually succeeded.

A rift opened right up right in front of me right as Jofis took a swipe at my back. But [My Flames Shall Burn Until Eternity Ends] was still active. There was a flash of iridescent light, causing Jofis to recoil and roar in pain.

And I shot straight out of the rift with Hartia as the Winged Horror remained stunned back inside the collapsing world. I crashed into the white and rocky ground of the Netherworld, looking up for a moment as Jofis steeled himself.

He snarled as he swung out, but I immediately closed the rift right before he could reach it.

I sighed in relief as I placed a hand on my chest.

“We made it…”

I looked back down at Hartia who I was hugging, and he snorted back at me.

“Yes, we did. Now can you let go of me?”

And I just chuckled as I released him.

***

Jofis was going to die. He knew that he was going to die. His dreams were forever going to be crushed.

He was never going to become a [Hellking].

He was going to be killed here.

He watched as [Paimon the Slave] slowly trudged up to him. She didn’t say a word. Not since she arrived and slaughtered his people. There was no reasoning behind her actions. She had just done what she did in complete silence.

Jofis clenched his jaw, before letting out a defiant roar. He took a step forward and swiped out with his claw.

“I will not die here—”

He started. But she easily grabbed his hand, before tripping him and pinning him against the ground.

Jofis closed his eyes as she brought her hand up to his face. This was it. He was finally going to perish here.

Or so he prepared himself for the outcome.

But that was not what happened.

He waited for a long moment, and his death didn’t come. Cracking an eye open, he saw [Paimon the Slave] just standing over him, her eyes closed.

“I am tired.”

She spoke for the first time as he stared at her in confusion. Drawing back, she freed him from her grip as he blinked a few times.

“I am tired of this. All this endless slaughter. Doing everything to stop the rise of a new ruler of the Netherworld. And for what?”

[Paimon the Slave] took in a deep breath as Jofis slowly rose back to his feet. He looked at her, and she brought a hand up. For a moment, he flinched. But she didn’t swing up at him. Instead, she stabbed herself through the chest.

Jofis watched as she stumbled back, blood dripping from the hole in her chest.

“All for a man who has yet to move on from his king. Ridiculous. I do not wish to do this anymore.”

She dropped to one knee, looking up at Jofis. Her eyes returned back to their normal color as she took in a shaky breath.

“Kill me. You will achieve your goal of evolution if you finish me off.”

“I don’t understand.”

Jofis replied as his head spun.

“Why are you doing this? What do you have to gain from this?”

She just chuckled back at him in response.

“I get to spit in his face. So kill me.”

Jofis froze for another moment, before he nodded. He wasn’t going to pass up this chance to survive. He didn’t know what was going on, however, he was going to seize this opportunity.

He took a step forward and raised his clawed hand.

And [Paimon the Slave] met his gaze.

“But before you do, you must promise me, you will free us all from our slavery.”

She spoke softly, and he paused. He waited to listen to what she had to say. And she closed her eyes.

“You must promise me: you will kill Focalor.”

“I will.”

Jofis nodded back at her.

Then he swung down, finishing off the Primordial Demon.

***

Jofis could barely process the world around him. He knew that using this Grand Skill would be a massive risk before he used it, because it would rob him of much of his free will and thoughts while it was active. But it was necessary for his victory.

He defeated the Supreme Spirit, and he overcame Hartia’s Grand Skill. However, while his mind was mostly gone, his intuition was still there. And he realized that the predicament he was in was even worse than before.

Behind him, the false reality created by Hartia was slowly melting away into an eternal nothingness that threatened to swallow him.

Soon, there would be nothing left for him to stand on. And his existence would come to an end.

Soon, Jofis would die.

Even in his mindless state, he realized this.

And a part of him screamed at him to move. To live.

It was not his mind telling him this. It was a part of his soul. His being. It had been a request that had been etched into his existence.

That he needed to live.

That he needed to survive.

That he couldn’t die.

Not until Focalor was killed

So as the last of the sky melted away, leaving only a small chunk of earth around Jofis…

He let out a scream.

He screamed and screamed and screamed as his body wisped with more iridescent light than before. His divinity poured off him, focusing on the area in space where the rift had been created. But it was not enough to tear a hole between the planes.

Divinity alone wasn’t enough.

However, his body was no longer just filled with divinity.

His figure began to twist and turn, distorting as he screamed. His voice became muffled. Like he was drowning underwater. And he continued to pour out his divinity alongside something else that had infected his essence.

Until the space where the rift had been blurred, then flaked with a bright light. And then a hole began to… open up.


44. Corrupted Hellking

“My Skills are back.”

Hartia whispered as he slowly flitted up next to me. I was seated on the ground, staring at the space where my rift had closed shut. I narrowed my eyes for a moment as I waited for the notification of Jofis’s death to come.

But it didn’t arrive. And that made me nervous.

Hartia continued.

“Well, not all of them are back just yet. But they’re returning slowly.”

He said as he flexed his hands, looking down at himself. I shook my head as I turned to face him.

“If they’re coming back, does that mean your [Expanding Domain: The Fall Of The Fairies] is returning too?”

I squinted at Hartia. If that was the case, that would explain why Jofis was not dead yet. However, Hartia waved a hand dismissively.

“That’s not possible. I am pretty sure I’ll have to wait for its cooldown to end before I can use it again.”

“I see.”

I placed a hand on my chin as I considered what this could mean. But Hartia had already moved on, muttering to himself.

“I always knew Jofis was strong. But I can’t believe he had such a powerful Grand Skill. We would have died there if you didn’t still have your Skills.”

The Fairy turned to me gratefully, and I shrugged back at him.

“I mean, I don’t even know why all my Skills continued to work, unlike you. That was weird.”

I did have a few theories. However, there was nothing I could confirm now. Not like there was any point in trying to figure it out at the moment. Right now, there were more important things to deal with.

Like figuring out why Jofis wasn’t dying—

And right as the thought crossed my mind, I watched as the rift I had previously opened up began to crack back open. A terrible roar began to echo all around me. The sound was distorted and partially muffled. I took a step back as my eyes narrowed.

Meanwhile, Hartia looked up in alarm.

“Is that…?”

He asked, and I nodded.

“Yep. Jofis survived.”

I replied as my rift was forcefully opened back up. And Jofis’s wild figure stepped through the hole in space. But he was not the same as he was just moments ago. My eyes grew wide as I could barely even discern his figure.

A distortion covered him, flaking with iridescent colors. But it was not just the divinity that was wisping off his body. It was the corruption.

“You’ve gotta be kidding me.”

I said as I stared at him.

[Disgra̷͎͔̜̘͐̀͂̈̈́̐̽̓̆͋͒̈́͝͠ĉ̷̲͔͎̗̥̰͔̑͑̀͆͊̾͌̔̈͐̚͠ȩ̵̡̡̡̺̳̥̩̹̣̬͋̿́͛͂̈̕͘̚͠ͅd̴͎͊̽͐̉̔ ̵̠̲̞̿̓͛H̸̢̞̰̹̱̥̬̜̣̲̗̹̋̒̀͛͛̒̏͐͘̚ę̸̧͙̯̪̹̩̗̻̫̙͕͍͒̿llkinģ̴̧̛̛̙̠̭̺͚̪̅̏̾̌͛̉̾͌̃ ̶̢̺͚͒̋̊͋̓̍͜-̷̢̨̯͇̹̘̰̘͍͈̙͙̠̈̓̄͆͒̓͂̒̿̚͠ͅ ̸͉̫̥̭̼̫͕̠͍͗̾̏́̚͝Lvl..̷̛̞̰̠͍̯̳̪̺͇͚̺̬̓̑͌̒͊̀̈́͂̓ͅ ̴̺̜̬̹̮̜͙̈́̄͂̉̇́̕ͅ1̵̝̗̰̠̫̬̙͌̐ͅ96]̶̢̭̼̣̒̈͊̋͊̎̋̅̍̽

I took a step back as Hartia just gaped at him.

“What happened? How is he doing that? Isn’t that the thing you do? How is he doing it too?”

The Fairy asked in a panic as he glanced over at me. I shook my head as Jofis exited the rift, and it closed shut behind him.

“I don’t know. But… Hartia… since your Skills are returning, you can use your [Fractal Barrier], right?”

I asked the Fairy hopefully. He pursed his lips.

“Unfortunately, I cannot.”

“Fuck.”

And Jofis let out a distorted roar as he leapt forward, charging straight at Hartia. I clicked my tongue as the Fairy tried to fly back. I knew that he wasn’t able to defend himself right now. Especially with his most powerful offensive and defensive capabilities taken away from him.

So I moved to intercept Jofis as I pointed at him.

“[Invoke Wrath]!”

Immediately, the Winged Horror’s gaze snapped my way as I created a Divine Nebular Scythe and swung out at him. He parried the attack, before letting out a quick counter. But I let the attack glance off my shoulder.

[My Flames Shall Burn Until Eternity Ends] was still protecting me. At least, for now. But it would end soon.

I took this opening to swing out with a [Divine Strike], aiming for Jofis’s head. The attack sheared through the small layer of corruption that was covering his body. But he reacted quickly, ducking his head out of the way. Instead, I struck his shoulder, sending a chunk of flesh flying back.

I leapt back as I looked back at Hartia.

“Hartia, get back!”

I exclaimed as I readied myself for Jofis’s followup attacks. He stood there for a moment, before he brought hand up. The piece of flesh that I had chopped off began to fly back towards him, before breaking apart and distorting, revolving around his body.

Behind me, Hartia flew away from Jofis, trying to maintain a good distance away from us as I sighed.

“I really hate the corruption, you know?”

And Jofis let out another terrible screech as he charged straight at me. I backed away, parrying his onslaught of attacks with my [Divine Strike] coated scythe. The only reason the weapon wasn’t shattering from his strikes was because of the divinity countering his corruption.

However, Jofis was still faster than me and stronger than me as he was right now. That was not all. His movements were wild and practically uncaring of his own wellbeing. It was very hard to defend against all his attacks.

Fortunately for me, I had a secret weapon against him, and it wasn’t just my divinity. It was my [Corruption Mastery].

While I couldn’t control all of his movements, I could still manipulate the aura around him slightly.

And while it was only subtle movements, it was just enough to redirect a majority of his attacks which I couldn’t block. The rest that got through were caught by [My Flames Shall Burn Until Eternity Ends].

As Jofis and I were locked in this clash of attacks, Hartia sent a barrage of projectiles flying down at the Winged Horror.

But the projectiles all simply bounced off Jofis’s back, barely even serving as a distraction.

I finally landed a [Divine Radiant Slash] on the Winged Horror, straight at his neck. But it wasn’t enough force to decapitate him. I only got a quarter way through before my Divine Nebular Scythe got lodged in his neck.

I tried to pull it back, but Jofis reached out and grabbed the weapon’s hilt as he bared his teeth. A large boulder crashed into his back, sent flying by Hartia. And the Winged Horror didn’t even flinch.

He used my scythe as a pivot and swung me into a nearby mountain. But I caught myself with my [Angelic Wings], before I could crash into anything. Looking down, I watched as Jofis snapped my Divine Nebular Scythe in half, before hurling the bladed side at me.

I reached out to catch the weapon, before my eyes flickered. A strange feeling washed over me, before I realized what had happened. I immediately dodged to the side and avoided the attack.

The blade of my weapon crashed into the mountain, causing a landslide to collapse behind me. But I just floated there as I looked down at myself. The iridescent flames that had previously coated my body with protection was gone.

“[My Flames Shall Burn Until Eternity Ends] is no longer active…”

I whispered, before looking up at Hartia in alarm. He was still a great distance away from me, fighting from a safe location. But he realized what had happened to me. He saw the panic on my face.

I pursed my lips as Jofis took a step forward, causing the ground to shake.

Right now, I could use [Worldbreak] again. But I didn’t even know if it would be enough to finish Jofis off, considering he was now corrupted. And to make matters worse, there was no longer any protection for me to rely on.

This battle was going to get incredibly dangerous. If I made one wrong move…

Jofis took another step forward, getting ready to leap into the air as he spread his wings wide.

And then a blast of blue light overcame him, coming from the side. I watched as a powerful explosion erupted where the Winged Horror stood, before blinking a few times. I looked towards Hartia and called out to him.

“Did you do that?”

“Of course not! That was a Grand Skill, and that was evidently not mine!”

Hartia exclaimed back at me. I frowned as I looked back down at the blast that overcame the entire valley. Even the nearby mountains were shaking from the impact of the explosion.

“I feel like I recognize that Grand Skill…”

I whispered to myself, before I glanced in the direction the attack came from. And standing atop a nearby mountain were three familiar figures. When I saw them, I couldn’t help but smile in excitement.

“So you guys finally arrived!”

I exclaimed.

Because Haec, Aliq, and Ultis had arrived.


45. His Enemies

“Haec!”

I called out to my companion as he nodded at me, standing on the cliff in the distance. Next to him, Aliq and Ultis looked into the smoldering crater where Jofis had been standing. I flew up to them as I heard Aliq whisper through gritted teeth.

“He’s not dead.”

Aliq clenched a fist, and Ultis blinked at him with round eyes.

“But that was a direct hit! How did he survive your Grand Skill just like that?”

She shook her head in disbelief. I snorted as I landed right next to them.

“Jofis has survived a lot more Grand Skills than just Aliq’s. He’s almost impossible to kill.”

I glanced back down into clearing smoke. In Aliq’s defense, his Grand Skill had quite the firepower. It was definitely more explosive than any single explosion-related Skill I had, even with my Divine Essence empowering me.

But it was not enough to kill Jofis. Not even close.

I watched as the Winged Horror slowly stepped his way out of smoke. His body was completely charred now. No longer was he healing, and chunks of his flesh had been ripped off his body. His right wing had been torn completely off, and a massive hole bore through his right shoulder.

However, the bits and pieces of his body that had been destroyed began to flit around him, distorting and discoloring into the corruption.

I clicked my tongue when I saw that. The closer he got to death, the more corrupted he became.

“What happened to him?”

Haec asked as he furrowed his brows at this sight. I scratched the back of my head.

“Um, I may have fucked up a little bit by corrupting him. He’s stronger now in some ways, but he’s weaker too! So… yay?”

I shrugged back at Haec. And he shook his head.

“No, that’s not what I’m talking about. I…”

My companion hesitated, and Jofis let out a chittering screech. The crazed and corrupted Winged Horror spread his one remaining wing behind his back, ready to charge at us. I braced myself as Haec, Ultis, and Aliq tensed.

And the side of a mountain came crashing down into Jofis, cutting him off. I glanced to the side as Hartia flew past us, cursing.

“Stop standing there and staring— do something, you idiots!”

The Fairy rained down more debris at where Jofis had been, distracting the Winged Horror for a moment longer. I nodded to myself, before glancing at Haec.

“Haec, are your Grand Skills ready yet?”

My companion pursed his lips, watching Jofis tear his way through the mountain that had been hurled down onto him, only for even more boulders to rain down at him.

“Unfortunately, [I Shall Bear Your Burdens] is not ready just yet. But I can use both [The Right Hand Of The Demon King] and…”

“And?”

I blinked back at Haec. Meanwhile, as the both of us continued to converse, Aliq began to conjure up fiery blue spheres, before sending them raining down at Jofis. Ultis drew her twin sickles and sliced the air, sending blades of wind cutting through the air at the Winged Horror as well. However, most of their attacks were caught and stopped by the layer of corruption that was covering his body.

So despite the barrage of attacks, Jofis was barely even slowing in his movements.

I frowned at Haec, and he sighed.

“I can use [Demonic Essence Manifestation Mastery] as well. And it’s telling me that Jofis is… leaking his essence.”

“That sounds gross.”

I wrinkled my nose at my companion. But he didn’t get what I meant, since he didn’t know anything about how Humans needed to urinate and excrete waste.

“What I’m saying is that I feel like I can… draw his Demonic Essence into myself. Use it to boost my Stats.”

“Huh.”

I placed a hand on my chin, looking back down at Jofis. He shot up into the air and shattered a small hill that was thrown at him. He zipped straight up at Hartia, who narrowly dodged the attack.

“Haec, I am sorry, but I don’t think that you will be able to do much against Jofis even with a Stat boost. Maybe if you use it in addition to [I Shall Bear Your Burdens]...”

Especially considering this time around, Haec would be drawing the power of over a million Demons. He would have been able to help turn the tide against Jofis with that. Unfortunately, since it was his most powerful Grand Skill, its cooldown period hadn’t passed yet.

However, I had an idea.

I met Haec’s frustrated gaze.

“But can you give my Stats boost with your [Demonic Essence Manifestation Mastery]?”

I asked, raising a brow at Haec. And he paused.

“That’s—”

***

Jofis no longer knew where he was. His mind could barely process his surroundings. The world around him was a blur. He saw figures moving around him. But he couldn’t see their faces. All he knew was they were his enemy.

All he knew was that he needed to kill them all.

Just like Regnorex.

He had taken everything away from Jofis. Everything. But it was not just Regnorex who was responsible. After all, Regnorex could never have defeated Jofis alone.

He was responsible too.

He had been the one to destroy Jofis’s kingdom.

He had been the one to cause it all to collapse.

He was who Jofis had to kill above all.

That was why Jofis refused to die. Because he had to kill him. Because he had to kill—

“̶̧͖̎͒F̸̨̤͑̄͠Ǫ̵̤̂Ĉ̷̩͚Ḁ̸̂̈́̋L̷̺̭̱̈́O̶̲̘͋͝Ỏ̸̯̩O̷͖͠Ǫ̵̲͌͠O̷͕̗͌͘O̴̥̅̔̈́O̶͍͎͎̊O̵̺̮̿O̶̧͐O̸̲͗̔O̴͚̟͖̿͒Ȯ̶̲͕̺̇̇Ơ̶̼͕͈O̴̡͇̝̓͐̅O̵̱̽̌O̸͎͍̬͒Ö̷͜͝O̶̳͖͖̽̽O̴̦̅̈̕R̸̼̭̉̍͑ͅ!̵̭͂”̶͓͓̙̄̊

The Winged Horror let out a roar, despite the onslaught of attacks that came his way. He felt a rock strike his shoulder, getting through the distortion surrounding him. He looked in the direction of an annoying figure zipping around him.

And Jofis swiped out with his right claw.

He hadn’t thought much about how he was going to reach his target, despite the distance between them. But somehow, his arm disconnected from his body, shooting out straight at the annoying flying figure.

His arm moved faster than the figure, catching it out of the air. A thick distortion of light connected his arm to his body, letting his arm quickly shoot back to his body.

Jofis grinned. Or he thought he grinned. He didn’t know for sure, his entire being was numb at the moment. He held the figure up, squeezing it as it squealed and screamed. All around him, a continuous hail of blasts crashed down at him. However, most of them were caught by the distortion, and those that passed through barely even phased him.

He continued to squeeze as he cackled. But right as he was certain the figure was about to pop, he felt a sharp and searing slash strike his back.

Jofis let go of the figure as he stumbled forward. Immediately, the figure flew away before the Winged Horror could react. Glancing back, he saw another annoying figure that he needed to kill standing there and laughing at him.

“̸̤̮̚I̴͎͋̈́ ̴̩͋͜͝W̷͖͚̳̾̚I̶̛̼̖͋͜L̴̦͔̪̀̈́̕L̴̡̢̽ ̵̜̎̚K̴̩̟̀̊ͅI̴̪̪̜͑̆L̶̨̘̹͆͛̚L̴̗͓̾̋ ̴̗̋̓͝Ỳ̸̮̼͍Ȏ̸̺͙͂̿U̵̻̭̗̾̿̉!̵̤̻̽͊”̶͚͂͂̕

The Winged Horror screamed as he swiped back at the second annoying figure. But she flew back, before his arm extended the same way it did before, reaching out for her. However, despite the agility and the speed of his arm, she easily avoided his grasps.

Jofis was certain she was somehow moving faster than before. But how?

He didn’t understand. All he knew was that he needed to kill her. He drew his arm back as she slowed. She waved her scythe at him, and Jofis roared. He planted both his feet firmly into the ground, spreading his one wing behind his back.

And he shot up into the air as his legs practically exploded into the distortion.

Jofis moved faster than he ever did, reaching the second annoying figure in an instant. He grinned, knowing that he got her. But right as he reached out with his claw, she suddenly moved deftly.

And she avoided his grasps, circling behind him.

“W̴̨͕̃̔̃h̶̬̦́̃a̸̠͂t̷̝͉͓͐͘.̶̝̯̪̆̎͘.̵̨̲̩̃̐̏.̴̘̔͆̋?̵͕̒͒̀”

She placed a hand on his back as she grinned.

“I got you—”

Jofis tried to spin around, reaching for her head. But then his entire body convulsed as the distortion that covered his body began to spike in all directions.

“[Worldbreak]!”

She yelled, before disengaging from him. Flying back, she called out to the other figures.

“Now, Haec!”

Jofis barely understood her words. However, he recognized this attack. It had nearly ripped him apart earlier, before he could escape. So all he could focus on was breaking free. But unlike earlier, this time it was like he was held in stasis. His body began to rip apart even more, the distortion no longer under his control. He screamed as he tried to move. But he couldn’t.

He was held in place as his body was shredded. However, he wasn’t dying. He was hurting, but he knew he could survive this attack.

At least, until he saw a third annoying figure leaping up at him. Jofis blinked, seeing the figure raise a right arm that shifted.

And for a moment, Jofis thought he saw Regnorex falling upon him. The Winged Horror’s eyes flickered, remembering his defeat by the Demon King.

Then he heard a voice shout as the third annoying figure struck him.

“[The Right Hand Of The Demon King]!”

And the impact blew a hole through Jofis’s chest.


46. Unkillable

Jofis’s eyes blinked open.

He stood in a familiar wasteland. A desolate place he called his kingdom. Surrounding him were legions of millions of his dead followers, and standing over their corpses were millions more of traitors and his enemies’ soldiers.

The King of Hell gritted his teeth as he recognized this scene. This memory.

He heard the clanging of metal approaching him from behind, and he spun around. Slowly approaching him was a figure wrapped in chains. A figure that Jofis recognized in an instant.

The Demon most responsible for Jofis’s defeat.

“FOCALOR—”

Jofis charged with a scream, his claw growing in size as he swiped down at the chained Demon. But before he could reach his target, a figure intercepted him. A massive Demon that stood double of Jofis’s height.

A red muscled arm that caught Jofis by the neck.

“Regnorex—”

Jofis started, staring at the skull-like face of his enemy. And Regnorex kneed Jofis in the stomach, before dropping him to the ground.

“[Hellking Jofis]. You have brought death and destruction to the Netherworld with your reign. You are not fit to be the King of Hell.”

“You…”

Jofis gritted his teeth, staring up at Regnorex. But then his gaze slowly drifted towards Focalor, even as Regnorex continued to monologue.

“However, your power and your abilities may still serve another purpose—”

Regnorex continued, but Jofis didn’t hear it. He saw the piercing eyes of Focalor, looking down at him through the chains.

And Jofis mustered up the strength to get back to his feet. He charged at Focalor once again.

“FOCALOOOOOO—”

But this time, Regnorex didn’t just intercept him. Instead, he produced a blade made out of a black aura and swung for Jofis’s neck.

Then—

***

“Alright, surely Jofis should be dead now, right?”

I said as I landed right next to Haec. He had delivered a powerful blow using [The Right Hand Of The Demon King] against Jofis, completely destroyed the Winged Horror’s chest.

Normally, I highly doubted Haec would be able to deal that much damage with his Grand Skill. But it was a completely direct hit, and there was nothing to protect Jofis. Not even his defensive Skills worked any longer, since he became corrupted and wild. And he was already badly injured from a plethora of other attacks.

The only reason why Haec could land that hit was thanks to his [Demonic Essence Manifestation Mastery]. It was able to give me an additional 10% boost to my [Agility], so I could avoid Jofis’s attacks and catch him with [Worldbreak].

I hadn’t been able to use it immediately, since Jofis had been holding onto Hartia at first, so the Fairy would have been caught in its effects too. But once I saved Hartia, using [Worldbreak] on Jofis was easy.

Hartia, Aliq, and Ultis flew down right behind us. Haec narrowed his eyes, peering at the fallen figure of Jofis. The Winged Horror wasn’t moving, although the corruption was still wreathing off his body as much as before.

“I am not sure—”

My companion started. And then Jofis’s body shifted as I blinked. All of us tensed, taking on a defensive stance. But Jofis didn’t move.

Instead, the corruption that coated his body… dispersed.

I raised a brow, watching as the distortion pulsed out. The iridescent light that was wisping off him vanished. He lay there, unmoving as my brows snapped together.

“Wait, what just happened?”

Ultis asked next to me, and I chewed my lower lip.

“Jofis just… became uncorrupted somehow? I don’t understand.”

I peered at the Winged Horror’s body. I didn’t sense any corruption emanating from him any longer. I didn’t get it at all.

There were still some wisps of rainbow-colored flakes coming from his body. His divinity was no longer active either.

“Which means his other Skills must be back…”

My eyes widened as the realization settled in. I immediately marched forward, twirling my Divine Nebular Scythe behind my back as Haec stared at me.

“What are you doing, Salvos?”

“Jofis clearly isn’t dead yet, since we haven’t gotten any experience. So I’m finishing the job before he can heal up.”

I came to a halt right before Jofis, focusing [Divine Strike] and [Corrupted Draconic Fury] to my blade. Previously, I had been afraid of using the two together because I thought they would counteract each other. However, after seeing how Jofis could use both at the same time quite effectively, I wanted to test it out.

“Goodbye, Jofis.”

I whispered, before swinging down at the Winged Horror’s neck with all my strength. And my scythe— lodged itself halfway through his neck. His blood splattered across the ground as his body convulsed, his eyes snapping wide open.

“Shit— I woke him up!”

I cursed as I stared at Jofis who was recoiling from the strike. He stared at me for a moment, and I desperately tried to yank my scythe off his neck, before I swung down once again, cutting further into his neck as he reeled.

Then he let out a roar as he swiped up at me. I leapt back, letting go of the scythe as I dodged his attack. Jofis stumbled to his feet, my Divine Nebular Scythe still lodged into his neck. His head was practically falling off from his body.

But even still, he staggered forward as Hartia, Haec, Ultis, and Aliq took on defensive stances next to me. I stared at the Winged Horror as he wheezed. He could barely even speak, but he still mustered up his voice.

“I will not… die.”

“He regained his sanity.”

I whispered as my eyes flickered. But how? I truly didn’t know.

Jofis said as he took another step forward. Blood dripped from the hole in his chest and his neck. But his arms and shoulder began to slowly heal. He balled his claws into fists as he glared at us.

The Devil did tell me that killing Primordial Demons was not easy. But this was insane. Especially considering that Jofis was only a former Primordial Demon.

A small part of me wondered just how exactly I was going to kill Regnorex if we ever fought in the future, if even dealing with Jofis proved to be this difficult.

But right now, I had to focus on the matter at hand. Jofis grabbed the scythe from his neck, before ripping it off. More blood poured out of his neck and onto the ground. But he didn’t heal from the neck. His hand still hung limply from his body while he continued.

“I… cannot die.”

Jofis slowly walked forward as I raised my clawed hands.

“Not until I regain my kingdom. Not until I avenge my people by killing Regnorex. Not until I kill Focalor for everything he has done.”

“Focalor?”

I squinted at Jofis. I knew who Focalor was from my dad— he was the Primordial Demon who could control wild Demons like the [Basilisk] or the [Hydra]. I couldn’t believe he was still alive.

Perhaps that was why the [Basilisk] was still trapped in its prison.

I shook my head as Jofis planted both his clawed hands on the ground, approaching us on all fours like a wild Demon.

“Look, if you want to kill Regnorex or Focalor or whoever— go ahead!”

I pointed at him, gesturing emphatically at where his tail once was.

“Your tail is gone. So you don’t even have a collar on you anymore. You’re free to do whatever you want.”

“Do you really think that useless trinket was what stopped me from rebelling against Regnorex?”

Jofis panted as he bared his teeth at me. He raised a clawed hand, black flames beginning to coalesce on the palm of his hand.

“No— I will kill all of you here. I will not let a single one of you leave this place alive.”

“There’s no point talking, Salvos. We have to kill him.”

Haec said as he raised his fists. I pursed my lips.

“But how are we supposed to kill him? It’s almost like he can’t die!”

I exclaimed, pointing at Jofis. Haec shook his head.

“Still, it’s five-on-one. We have the numbers advantage, so we can win.”

“I—”

I started, before someone cut me off.

“Are you sure about that?”

An unfamiliar voice asked. Haec, Hartia, Ultis, Aliq, and I looked up at the source of the voice and saw a figure falling from the crimson sky of the Netherworld.

A figure that was descending from the sky. A Demon with four arms. His skin was an obsidian black, and he carried a golden axe that was hefted over his shoulder.

He landed right next to Jofis as Ultis and Aliq both paled. Haec cursed under his breath, and Hartia’s eyes grew wide.

“Oh no.”

The Fairy whispered, and I turned to him.

“Wait, who is that?”

Hartia pursed his lips, staring at the figure dust himself off.

“That is Manos. Manos the Executioner.”

Slowly, the Fairy met my gaze.

“The leader of the Deathsquad Hunters.”

[The Grand Fiendlord - Lvl. 196]


47. The Executioner

[The Grand Fiendlord - Lvl. 196]

It was Manos the Executioner.

He was the leader of the Deathsquad Hunters, and one of the Demon King’s most powerful aides. It was he who was responsible for hunting down all traitors and defectors to Regnorex’s kingdom. And it was no wonder why he was held to such a high status.

After all, he was a Primeval Demon on the precipice of evolving into a Primordial Demon. At the same level as Jofis the Winged Horror— the [Disgraced Hellking] and a former Primordial Demon.

But that was not all. I was certain that Manos’s Subspecies was unique too, just like mine.

Which meant that Manos could have been just as dangerous or even more dangerous than Jofis. And considering how much trouble we had with just the Winged Horror so far… without even defeating him yet…

I pursed my lips, staring at the four-armed Demon as he twirled his golden axe over his shoulder. Hartia and Haec both remained silent, whilst Ultis and Aliq backed up warily. For a moment, I wondered if they were going to defect against us right at this moment.

Then Manos spoke, glancing dismissively towards Jofis.

“Seems like you’re having quite some trouble here. To think only a few Primeval Demons and a Sacred Spirit is able to give you so much trouble… they must be really strong, huh?”

Manos raised a brow, glancing towards me. I took on a defensive stance as he chuckled. Jofis just grunted as he spat out a mouthful of blood.

“I don’t need your help to deal with these weaklings.”

“Oh, really?”

The Executioner tilted his head curiously when he heard that. Slowly, he looked towards Haec, then me.

“You know, when I heard there was a rebellion, I did wonder how it was possible… after all, as long as the legions are still collared, they would never have the audacity to rebel. Even if the Traitor and the Enemy are on their side.”

But Manos’s gaze slid off me, landing at Hartia.

“However, seeing how you are on their side, it makes sense how this rebellion could happen.”

Hartia flinched when he heard that. Was he shaking? I was pretty sure he was.

Jofis snarled as he stepped forward.

“Did you not hear me, Executioner? Leave me be.”

“I don’t think I will.”

Manos said simply as he grinned back at the Winged Horror. I narrowed my eyes, glancing between them. I wondered why they were arguing if they were on the same side.

But right as the thought crossed my mind, another figure descended from the sky. A winged Demon that landed a dozen or so feet away from Manos.

[Fiend - Lvl. 190]

“You’ve gotta be kidding me…”

I whispered as I stared at the new Demon who joined the fray. Manos turned to face him.

“Sicar, I thought I told you to search the area for the rest of the rebellion.”

“I did, sir. I could not find them. They must have hidden somewhere far away.”

Sicar responded, bowing his head. Manos placed a hand on his chin.

“I see.”

“Go do your job and crush that rebellion, Executioner.”

Jofis growled as he waved a clawed hand dismissively at Manos.

“If you dare interfere here, I will have your head.”

Manos’s eyes flickered when he heard that. He looked towards me, Hartia, and Haec, before he closed his eyes. He didn’t even gaze in Ultis or Aliq’s direction, but the two of them were already cowering.

The Executioner sighed as he stepped forward.

“Unfortunately for you, Jofis, I will not be doing that. Instead…”

“Manos you—”

Jofis spun around in alarm, glancing back at Manos. And my eyes grew wide as Manos swung his axe straight through Jofis’s neck, decapitating the Winged Horror.

Hartia gasped. Haec blinked in confusion, while both Ultis and Aliq recoiled in surprise. Even Sicar couldn’t help but gape in shock at what his leader just did.

I looked on uncomprehendingly as Jofis’s head landed heavily on the ground. It came rolling to a halt right at Manos’s feet. The Executioner just wiped the blood off his axe, staring dismissively at the Winged Horror’s face of shock staring up at him.

“What…? But why?”

I tried to work my jaw, but then I paused when I saw the standing body of Jofis moving behind Manos. It moved, swiping a claw down at the Executioner from behind his back.

“You really are hard to kill, huh? No wonder Regnorex kept you alive. Unfortunately—”

But Manos noticed it without even turning around. He raised his axe behind his head, parrying the attack with ease. He turned around and bared his teeth at the headless body of Jofis.

“You seem to have forgotten that I specialize in killing.”

And he pointed a finger at the moving corpse.

“[Execution Of The Fallen].”

Immediately, Jofis’s body was engulfed by a sphere of translucent white light. Like it was caught in a bubble. And it immediately began to float into the air as everyone gathered around just stared in shock.

Jofis’s body tried to break free from the bubble. It slammed at the bubble, desperately trying to claw its way out. It even tried to conjure up a sphere of black flames to blast its way out. But then, its hand was sliced off by an invisible slash.

I blinked, watching as another invisible slash struck the body across the chest. Then another. And another. And another.

Jofis’s body was inundated by thousands of slashes that tore it apart.

This continued for what felt like forever as the bubble grew brighter and brighter. And when the bubble’s surface became entirely opaque, it exploded.

A powerful blast shot out across the sky, completely obliterating what was left of the Winged Horror’s body. The entire valley shook from the sheer impact of the blast. Even Ultis and Aliq were knocked off their feet.

I braced myself as the blast cleared, and the trembling stopped. Then when I looked up at the sky, I saw nothing of Jofis’s body remaining. I looked back down as Manos dusted two of his hands off.

He raised his axe, aiming down at Jofis’s head. The only remains of the Winged Horror.

“Goodbye, [Disgraced Hellking].”

And right as Manos swung down, Jofis’s jaw unhinged, unleashing a blast of black flames up at the golden axe. But the Executioner sheared straight through the cone of flames as his blade gleamed.

Then he cleaved Jofis’s head in half. The flames stopped pouring out, but Manos wasn’t finished. He brought his axe up and down again. And again. And again.

He continued this until Jofis’s head was nothing but a black stain on the white ground.

And Manos stepped back, dropping his axe to the ground.

“Good riddance.”

I almost recoiled when I heard the notification of Jofis’s death echo in my head. Manos looked down at himself, surprised.

“Oh, I even leveled up from that. Nice. That hasn't happened in a while.”

He muttered. I caught myself from staring, before looking towards Haec and Hartia. The two of them still wore nervous faces. However, it was evident that they were just as confused as me.

And we were not the only ones who were caught by surprise by Manos’s actions.

Sicar stepped forward, staring at his leader disbelievingly.

“Sir, what are you doing?! I don’t understand— why did you kill Jofis?”

“Hm?”

Manos tilted his head back, before tapping a finger on his chin. He seemed to deliberate about it for a moment, then he shrugged.

“Two reasons. The first is that I never liked that [Disgraced Hellking]. Seriously, he was an indiscriminate murderer.”

Shaking his head, Manos stepped forward and looked towards me.

“But the second and more important reason is simple—”

Manos spread his arms as he explained simply.

“I am defecting, Sicar.”

And my head spun as I heard what he said.

“...what?”


48. Betrayal

I wasn’t sure how to react. I wasn’t even sure how to process what was going on. Manos was the Executioner— the leader of the Deathsquad Hunters. According to everyone that had spoken about him to me, he was one of Regnorex’s loyalists. Or at least, he was supposed to be a loyalist.

However, right now, he didn’t seem like much of a loyalist to me.

“Oh man, I can’t wait to get rid of this damn collar. I swear I’ve had it on for over a hundred cycles at this point…”

Manos groaned as he rubbed at the collar at his wrist. He shrugged to himself as Sicar, Hartia, Haec, Ultis, and Aliq just stared at him.

“At least it’s better than having it on my neck. That was terribly uncomfortable.”

Looking up, he faced the Fairy who was gaping to the side.

“Well? What are you waiting for, Hartia? De-collar me already.”

Manos stared at Hartia expectantly. The Fairy tried to work his jaw.

“I—”

And Sicar spoke up, stepping forward.

“Manos, you can’t be serious, right?”

“I mean, do I look like I’m joking around?”

Manos asked, turning to Sicar with a quizzical brow raised. Sicar shook his head as he gestured exasperatedly in the direction of the Demon King’s Domain.

“But do you seriously think we stand a chance of defeating Regnorex?”

“If everyone in his kingdom rebels against him? Probably? Maybe? Or maybe not? But at least I’ll put up a fight before I die, rather than be killed with the snap of a finger.”

Manos waved a hand dismissively back in response at the other Level 190 Primeval Demon. Sicar hesitated, taking a step back.

“But… but if you’re defecting, that means as a member of the Deathsquad Hunters, I have to kill you! And how am I supposed to do that when I’m lower-leveled than you?”

I blinked when I heard this, glancing between the two of them. Manos gave Sicar a flat stare.

“You know, you can defect with me too, right?”

“But I don’t want to die!”

Sicar exclaimed. Manos crossed his arms and sighed.

“Well, it’s either you die to me right now, or you die to Regnorex later.”

“Is there a third option where I live?”

Sicar asked desperately, and Manos paused. The Executioner tilted his head back.

“Not really?”

“You can’t be serious…”

Sicar’s shoulders sagged.

And as the two Primeval Demons conversed, I glanced towards Haec hesitantly. I pointed at them and whispered.

“Are they messing with us? Or is Manos seriously joining us?”

“I… I don’t know. I never spoke with Manos before. I was always too intimidated by him, watching him from afar.”

My companion answered. I opened my mouth to ask the same question to Hartia, but Manos spoke up from the side.

“I am serious. Come on, didn’t I already prove myself by killing Jofis? If the two of us teamed up, you’d all be dead right now.”

Manos snorted, crossing his arms. I blinked, then he continued.

“Also, Sicar is joining you guys with me.”

“Wait, you can’t just decide that for me!”

Sicar protested, but Manos shrugged.

“You were taking too long to make a decision. So I made it for you.”

“But—”

“Too late, you’re already on our side now. Hartia, de-collar us.”

Manos stared expectantly at Hartia. The Fairy glanced between them, before nodding slowly.

“Very well.”

And Hartia waved a hand over the two Primeval Demons. I grimaced, wondering if they were going to resist it— if this was some kind of a ploy.

But all I heard was a pair of clinks. And then the collars collapsed, detached from the two high-leveled Deathsquad Hunters.

“Finally.”

Manos whispered as he rubbed his right wrist. He started forward as Haec and I tensed. But the leader of the Deathsquad Hunters paused, taking note of the two Demons who were with us.

“Oh, I recognize you two. You’re… Ultima? And Ali?”

“Ultis and Aliq, sir.”

Sicar corrected the Executioner. Manos nodded.

“Right, right. And here I thought you were dead. So you defected too, huh? See, Sicar, seems like we’re already making the right choice.”

Manos grinned at the two of them. They shrank back, unsure of how to respond. But Manos just turned away from them.

“What about Venas? Did he defect too? I don’t see him around here, though.”

I pursed my lips, before finally speaking up for the first time since Manos said he was defecting.

“No, Venas is dead.”

I said as I shook my head.

“I killed him.”

I wondered how Manos would react to hearing that. But he simply nodded at me.

“That’s a shame. His Grand Skill would’ve been quite useful in foiling Regnorex’s stupid plans. But I guess he was always quite dedicated to the cause. More than me, at least. I only did what I had to do to survive.”

Manos closed his eyes for a moment. But then he took a deep breath and took another step towards us.

“Anyway, where’s this rebellion of yours? There’s a bunch more of you guys, right?”

“They’re—”

I opened my mouth to answer the question, but Haec stepped forward, stopping me.

“Wait.”

Haec peered at Manos who tilted his head curiously back at the former Heir of the Netherworld. I glanced between the two of them, before Haec continued.

“How do we know we can trust you?”

“Hm?”

Manos tilted his head curiously. Haec shook his head.

“What if this is all just a ploy for you to find our base? We cannot just trust you.”

Haec stood steadfast, even in the face of the Executioner. Sicar blinked as he looked up.

“Wait, is this a ploy?”

Sicar asked, and Manos sighed.

“No, it’s not. And if it was one, I would not say yes in front of them.”

“Right…”

Manos looked back towards Haec understandingly.

“Anyway, what you said is a fair concern. But honestly, I don’t even know how am I supposed to earn your trust.”

“That’s—”

Haec started, but I stepped forward.

“I’ve got it.”

I spoke up as I took in a deep breath. Hartia, Ultis, and Aliq looked my way, realizing what I was going to do. But Haec wore a confused look on his face. Which made sense. After all, he had never seen me use this Skill before.

“[Truth Divination].”

I whispered as I met Manos’s gaze. The Executioner just tilted his head for a moment, unsure of what was going on. Only for his eyes to grow wide a moment later. My gaze pierced straight into his soul. And what I saw within him was—

Regret.

A heavy regret that captured his entire being. It was like the constant terrible sensation of pulling teeth. It felt like I was being crushed— buried under a mountain of bones. And as I tried to claw my way out of that weight of all the souls I had taken, I found myself falling into the deepest depths of an ocean where I could not discern neither light nor sound nor smell.

Where my entire being was numb from all the lives I had taken, and all I wanted now was salvation.

Blinking, I jolted back as this sensation faded away, and I returned to reality. Manos stared at me quizzically as he took a step back, and he looked down at himself.

“What just happened? What did you do to me?”

He asked, frowning as he inspected his four arms.

“For some reason, I suddenly felt the overwhelming urge to protect my friends and kill my enemies. And I don’t even have friends to protect or enemies to kill!”

The Executioner exclaimed. I swayed where I stood for a moment, and Haec steadied me from the side. My companion looked at me worriedly.

“Are you alright, Salvos?”

“I’m… fine.”

I caught myself as I took in a deep breath. Then slowly, I turned to face Haec.

“Manos is serious about this.”

Haec stared at me for a moment, looking like he wanted to protest. I gave him a reassuring look.

“I was right about Hartia, and I know for sure I am right about this. Haec, you have to trust me.”

My companion chewed his lower lip hesitatingly, before he closed his eyes.

“Very well, I trust you, Salvos.”

He drew back, and I smiled back at him. But then, I slowly turned to face Manos. He was standing there, staring at himself in confusion, before he blinked when I called out to him.

“Come on. We’ll show you the way. After that, we’ll deal with the rest of the legions.”

I gestured for him to follow as I drew back.

“Of course, of course.”

Manos chuckled as he nodded, following along. And with that, we left the battlefield where Jofis died behind. All the while, I looked through all the notifications I received from defeating Jofis.

Defeated [Disgraced Hellking - Lvl. 196]

Abundant experience is awarded for defeating an immortal enemy!

More experience is awarded for defeating an enemy at least 20 levels above you!

Less experience is awarded for defeating an enemy with the help of others!

Grand Skill [Racial Skill: Divine Essence of the Angelic Devil Princess] can now be leveled!

Subspecies [Angelic Devil Princess] Level Up!

[Angelic Devil Princess – Lvl. 169] -> [Angelic Devil Princess – Lvl. 170]

Gained 5 Stat Points and 3 Skill Points!

Gained 1 Grand Skill Skill Point!
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Gained 1 Grand Skill Point!

Class [C-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝rr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝pt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝d Appr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝nt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝c-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝] Level Up!

[C-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝rr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝pt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝d Appr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝nt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝c-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝ - Lvl. 155] -> [C-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝rr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝pt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝d Appr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝nt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝c-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝ - Lvl. 156]

Gained 2 Secondary Skill Points!

Class [C-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝rr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝pt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝d Appr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝nt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝c-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝] Level Up!

[C-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝rr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝pt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝d Appr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝nt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝c-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝ - Lvl. 156] -> [C-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝rr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝pt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝d Appr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝nt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝c-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝ - Lvl. 157]

Gained 2 Secondary Skill Points!

Class [C-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝rr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝pt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝d Appr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝nt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝c-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝] Level Up!

[C-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝rr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝pt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝d Appr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝nt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝c-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝ - Lvl. 157] -> [C-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝rr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝pt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝d Appr-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝nt-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝c-̴̨̯͍̜̘̼̣̯͚̘̹̪̘͙͌̾͆̚͝ - Lvl. 158]

Gained 2 Secondary Skill Points!

[Title Available]


49. Insanity

It was insanity.

Edithe was certain it was insanity. Who would ever wage war on the Spirit Lord? Nobody sane would do such a thing. After all, the Spirit Lord was the ruler of all the Spirit Plane. There was no disobeying him.

There was no such thing as going against him.

All that would come from such an act of rebellion would be death. So Edithe wasn’t even sure about her initial plan to ally with the Archangel.

It was entirely possible the Archangel would just kill her on sight if they met. After all, the Archangel didn’t exactly sound like a stable individual. But there was no other option here for Edithe.

The portal that led back to the Mortal Realm had closed. The redhead was now trapped here in the Spirit Plane. She had to find another way out, without drawing the ire of the Spirit Lord. So she had to take this risk.

It was a risk I knew I’d have to take when I decided to do this, Edithe told herself. And when giving the option of either guaranteed death by the Spirit Lord, or a chance of death with the Archangel, the redhead was going to choose the latter.

So she, alongside Centina and Willy, followed Druma as he led them through the Spirit Plane. They all knew of the risk they were all undertaking. But they still pressed on, steadfast.

After all, they were doing this for the sake of all of Mavos Academy. The life of thousands— perhaps even millions, if the Centinel outbreak wasn’t kept under control— was at stake.

Edithe reminded herself of this fact as she trudged ahead. It kept her nervousness suppressed. It prevented her from succumbing to knowing that she was currently trapped in the Spirit Plane— a completely alien world to her— with no ostensible way back as of right now.

This must be how Salvos felt when she first found herself in the Mortal Realm, Edithe thought as she raised her head to face the green sky. An unfamiliar sky to her eyes. And when she swept her gaze over her surroundings, it was an unfamiliar landscape to her too. It’s no wonder Salvos was so aggressive to everyone and everything when I first met her…

Edithe pursed her lips, feeling more sympathy for her Demon friend now more than ever.

Unlike the Mortal Realm, where generally-speaking, the grass was green, the trees were brown and green, and the sky was blue, the Spirit Plane had green skies, white trees, and blue mountains.

Looking up, Edithe saw the impossibly tall undulating figures in the distance. From afar, the mountains almost looked like waves, reaching up for the sky. It was exactly like how she’d imagine being lost at sea would be like. Except, she was still on land.

But the worst part for her was not her alien surroundings. Rather, it was… her inability to tell how much time had passed.

The redhead squinted as she stared at the glowing green dome overhead. Not once had the light that came from above dimmed, even for a fraction of a second. It was constantly shining down at her, unchanging. A strange sight.

“How long have we been here, Willy?”

Edithe asked, turning to the [Will O’ Wisp] who was floating beside her.

“Who knows?”

Came his response, almost uncaringly. Edithe pursed her lips and faced Centina who was walking up ahead.

“Centina?”

“I’m not sure either. Probably a few days. Or maybe only one day.”

The [Evolved Centinel] said with a shrug. The redhead sighed as she shook her head.

“Aren’t you guys used to living underground where you can’t see the sun? I thought you’d be better at keeping track of time in your head.”

Edithe muttered to herself, and Willy snorted.

“We just stopped caring about time. That’s all.”

“Mhm.”

Centina agreed. Edithe glanced between them, before looking ahead at Druma who was leading the way. The [Ancient Yaksha] and her former summon paused as he regarded her.

“Druma—”

She started, but her cut her off.

“It has been exactly thirty-six hours since we departed from my commune.”

“Oh. Thank you.”

Edithe blinked a few times, taken aback by his specificity. And he nodded at her with a smile, before continuing on.

The group resumed their hike through the Spirit Plane as what felt like another day passed. However, it was not like they were traversing the landscape slowly. They were moving fast, considering they were all high-leveled individuals.

If Edithe had to guess, she would have trekked through the entirety of the Human Lands already at this point at the speed they were going. But here, in the Spirit Plane, where the terrain was far more extreme, with mountains rising higher than any mountain she had ever seen, and valleys sinking deeper than even the deepest canyons she knew of, it felt like she had barely made any progress.

And as they navigated this extreme landscape, Edithe remarked as she glanced around the mostly-empty world.

“I am surprised we haven’t seen any… wild Spirits.”

In the distance, she spotted a small commune of [Water Elementals] gathered at a lake. They were far enough away that they didn’t spot her, which was fortunate. Thanks to Druma, they had mostly avoided running into any communes of Spirits, even if they did spot a few of them from afar from time to time.

Shaking her head, Edithe tapped a finger on her chin.

“Salvos told me that the Netherworld is full of these so-called ‘wild Demons’ and it’s full of death and chaos. But in contrast, the Spirit Plane seems quite… peaceful.”

“That is only thanks to the Spirit Lord maintaining the peace and order of the Spirit Plane.”

Druma explained simply as he led the way forward. He tilted his head back as if remembering something he was told.

“It was said that long ago, the Spirit Plane was in a constant warring state. That was, until, the Spirit Lord rose to power and united all of the Spirits under his banner. Only the Fairies were said to have been excluded, but that is because they had always remained neutral throughout all the wars.”

Smiling, Druma looked down at himself.

“And that is why we Spirits can live in peace in this paradise for as long as we wish. Only those who desire to grow are sent to explore the Mortal Realm. But it is not out of necessity— it is only out of our own free will.”

“I see.”

Edithe nodded as she listened along. As cruel and ruthless as the Spirit Lord sounded, considering he’d want her dead if he found out she was here, it seemed like the Spirit Lord was truly a force of good.

At least, until Willy spoke up.

“You know that’s not true.”

The [Will O’ Wisp] scoffed, and Druma glanced back at the Grand Spirit curiously.

“This world isn’t a paradise. I’m sure you know this truth.”

“It is a paradise for the children of my commune, so it is a paradise to me.”

Druma answered simply. Edithe frowned, wanting to press the [Ancient Yaksha] with more questions. However, he drew forward, scaling to the peak of the mountain they were on as he spoke simply.

“Anyway, we have arrived, master.”

“We have…?”

Edithe blinked, then hurried after him. Centina and Willy were a step behind her. They hurried up to the very top, before pausing as they looked beyond the mountain range they had just crossed.

There, a vast flatlands opened, before revealing a crystalline fortress rising up from the center. It was a massive fort that looked like it was made out of diamonds or glass. And there were dozens of figures floating up in the air, right above the fort.

Edithe squinted as she used [Identification] on them. They had feathered wings, and they wore the faces and bodies of Humans. But they were not Humans. They were—

[Angel - Lvl. 180]

[Angel - Lvl. 191]

[Angel - Lvl. 170]

[Angel - Lvl. 165]

[Angel - Lvl. 198]

…

“They’re Sacred Spirits… so many of them…”

Edithe whispered as she swept her gaze over the flatlands. She looked back down at the fort, before frowning.

“But what are they guarding there? And why do they look like they’re on high alert?”

“There.”

Centina was the one to speak up, raising a hand past the redhead. She looked in the direction the [Evolved Centinel] pointed— towards a figure that was flying opposed to the dozens of [Angels].

“We have found our target.”

Centina said simply, and Edithe’s eyes grew wide as she saw it.

[??? - Lvl. ???]

The Archangel.


50. The Archangel Part One

Edithe saw the figure from a distance. It was hard to miss. It was practically glowing, wreathed by flakes of iridescent light. Eight feathered white wings protruded from its back, attached to a golden figure that resembled the vague shape of a person.

And it looked to be completely naked, but without any discernible body parts that would normally be hidden by clothing. This was unlike the [Angels] across from it that wore various kinds of armor. Or rather, they seemed to have different kinds of armor— such as helmets or breastplates or gauntlets— merged with their body.

A single golden halo floated atop the head of the golden figure. And from afar, Edithe was certain she could make out the shape of a face… somehow. It didn’t make sense to her. Her vision was not this good. And yet, she could see the crazed joy on the golden figure’s face.

Without even gleaning anything from her [Identification], Edithe knew that this was who she was searching for.

It was the Archangel.

“What’s it doing?”

Edithe asked, glancing between the Archangel and the dozens of [Angels] floating before it. She turned to face the fortress of diamonds down below.

“And what is that?”

The redhead narrowed her eyes, and Willy sighed.

“That… that is why the Spirit Plane is not paradise.”

“What do you mean by that?”

Edithe frowned at the [Will O’ Wisp]. But Druma raised a hand, silencing her.

“I apologize for interrupting you, master. But we need to be silent. And we need to stay low. We do not want to be found by those [Angels].”

“Right…”

Nodding, Edithe decided to save the questions for later and observe for now. And as she watched, the Archangel moved, raising a hand and creating a longsword out of the iridescent aura coating him.

“Hey, you ugly bastards!”

The Archangel exclaimed as its voice reverberated throughout the flatlands. Edithe couldn’t quite discern the Archangel’s gender through its voice. It sounded like it was both a male and a female at the same time.

Her mind almost couldn’t comprehend it.

The [Angels] tensed as they heard the Archangel speak. But they didn’t attack. Instead, they waited as it continued.

“I’m giving you one chance like I gave the others before I slaughtered them all— surrender, or die!”

Edithe looked on as the [Angels] exchanged hesitant glances. Then they raised their weapons, aiming back at the Archangel. One of the [Angels]— a female-presenting [Angel] with a helmet covering her face, and the highest-leveled of the gathered [Angels] at Level 198— raised a spear and spoke up.

“We will die before we submit to you, traitor!”

“Traitor? Haha…hahaha…HAHAHAHA!”

The Archangel burst out laughing as it wiped a nonexistent tear from its eyes. But a moment later, it immediately wore a serious expression as it brought a hand to the air.

“Die.”

And the flakes of iridescent light wisping off him suddenly shot out. It rained down upon the [Angels] as they braced themselves for the onslaught of attacks. Some of them created their own barriers, while others brought their weapons up to parry the falling shards.

Unfortunately, for the weakest of the [Angels], they weren’t able to weather the initial attack. Their weapons shattered from the rain of shards, before their bodies were ripped apart. Even though they were Sacred Spirits, they were killed so easily.

But the Archangel was not finished with just that. It laughed wildly as it immediately shot down a moment later, swinging down at a Level 188 [Angel]. The [Angel] tried to parried the swing, but his weapon shattered from the strike. And in a single slashed, the [Archangel] killed him.

“You’re all so stupid! Seriously, you’re sacrificing your lives for a lord who doesn’t even care for you!”

The Archangel flew down at another [Angel] and struck it down with a simple swing. It almost looked like the Archangel wasn’t even trying. It impaled a Level 180 [Angel], before decapitating a Level 177 [Angel] with the next swift motion.

None of the [Angels] looked like they even stood a chance against it. Even still, the Level 198 [Angel] didn’t seem to falter at the sight of her companions perishing one after another. Instead, she raised her spear as it glinted with the same iridescent light that coated the Archangel.

“[I Shall Pierce The Stars]!”

The Level 198 [Angel] shouted as she shot up straight for the Archangel. It was distracted with another Level 190 [Angel] that put up a fight for a moment, managing to block two strikes, before being cut down.

And the Archangel spun around just in time to block the Level 198 [Angel]’s attack. When their weapons clashed, the world itself seemed to ripple, before glittering. A shower of sparks rained down, tearing apart the landscape as Edithe blinked in sheer awe of the power being displayed.

But the Archangel just held up its longsword as it grinned.

“Nice Grand Skill. But I’ll do you one better—”

The Archangel placed a hand on the Level 198 [Angel]’s head before she could flee.

“[Revelation].”

And the Level 198 [Angel] immediately convulsed, before going limp. The Archangel released the Level 198 [Angel], letting her drop from the sky.

The Archangel began to break out into laughter once again as it spread its arms wide. The remaining [Angels]— numbering about a dozen— surrounded it as they readied their attacks. All around them, the iridescent flakes of the Archangel were fluttering to the ground like fallen leaves.

The [Angels]’ weapons shone brightly, but the Archangel just snapped a finger.

“[Crown Of Thorns].”

And all at once, the iridescent flakes moved. They circled around the remaining [Angels] as if they were binding them. But then the rings of light began to tighten as the [Angels] screamed. Until their bodies popped, completely crushed by the attack.

Edithe watched as the bloodied remains of the [Angels] rained down all around the Archangel. And it just sighed as it took in this sight.

“I just love how zealously loyal these dumbasses are. Makes killing them all the more satisfying.”

What power… Edithe thought as she stared at the gloating Archangel. It killed all those Sacred Spirits without even taking any damage.

For a moment, the redhead couldn’t help but be in awe at the Archangel’s power. With its strength, even the swarm of Centinels would be helpless against it. However, her gaze was drawn back down to the crystalline fortress below.

But now that the [Angels] are dead… what does the Archangel want next?

And right as she asked the question in her head, she watched as the Archangel aimed down at the fortress. She blinked a few times, before she saw a flash of light.

An iridescent blast engulfed the fortress as Edithe reeled. The shockwave from the explosion nearly sent her flying, but she caught herself. Next to her, Willy, Centina, and Druma barely clung onto the mountain too.

The size of the explosion had to have rivaled what Helena Warshade was capable of with her Grand Skill— perhaps it was even larger! But the Archangel conjured it up without so much as a second thought.

The Archangel flew up away from the blooming blast of iridescent light as it laughed louder than ever.

“HAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHA!”

But the Archangel’s moment of triumph didn’t last long. Because from the explosion, something emerged. A tendril shot out and swiped up at the Archangel.

“Oh, fuck—”

The Archangel shot backwards as the tendril barely missed it. Edithe blinked a few times, trying to make out the shape of the tendril. But for some reason, she could barely discern it. Almost like it was obscured by a distortion in space.

“Hey, I freed you! You’re not supposed to attack me!”

The Archangel exclaimed as Edithe furrowed her brows. She tried to lean forward to make out what it was, watching as the tendril took more swipes at the Archangel.

The explosion slowly began to clear as the Archangel continued to fly back and swat the tendril away.

“Bad— no! You’re not supposed to attack me!”

All the while, Edithe looked on as a blurred amalgamation of light crawled out of the rubble.

“What is that…?”

She asked as she stared at it in horror. She didn’t think she would get an answer. But from the side, she got one.

“That is the corruption.”

Willy whispered as he stared at the thing that was emerging from the destroyed remains of the fortress.

“That is the cause of the end of the world.”


51. The Archangel Part Two

[-̸͙̍̀͠-̴̛̠͊̀͝-̵̪̱̼͑-̶̰͎͙̉̆͝ Heavenspace - Lvl. -̸͙̍̀͠-̴̛̠͊̀͝-̵̪̱̼͑-̶̰͎͙̉̆͝ ]

Edithe’s eyes grew wide at what she saw. She could hardly process it. And that was not because of a lack of trying on her part. No matter how she looked— how she squinted or tried to perceive the corruption, her mind refused to fully comprehend it.

Instead, she saw the smudge of multi-colored lights— she watched as space itself distorted around a core at the very center of this entity. Chunks of rock and rubble were drawn up to it like it was a rift, but they disappeared upon entering the area of distortion surrounding the core.

“This is the corruption…”

Edithe whispered, watching as the entity began to crawl out of the ruins that was once the fortress. Shaking her head, she faced Willy and Centina.

“This is what Salvos was talking about?”

The both of them nodded back at her. Neither of them seemed to be surprised to be seeing the distortion in space, however they were clearly taken aback by the size of it.

“Yes.”

Centina replied as she stared at the tendrils shooting up towards the Archangel.

“The corruption is a threat to the entire world. It is what made my kin flee to Secely in the first place. Even the Matriarch fears this power.”

Her entire body shook as she spoke, and Edithe gritted her teeth. The redhead looked towards the Corrupted Heavenspace as she drew her lips into a thin line.

“I didn’t think it was anything like… this.”

It was so incomprehensible to Edithe, she didn’t even feel fear. She just felt defeated.

“What can we even do against this? And why is the Archangel freeing it?”

“It?”

Willy scoffed when he heard that. He drew back as he looked towards the remains of the fortress.

“The Archangel was not just freeing one thing, Edithe.”

“What do you mean by that?”

Edithe blinked, before she spotted another, smaller entity emerging from the hole in the ground. It flew out into the air as it swung its tendrils in the air, seemingly ripping apart space where it touched.

And it was joined by another. And another. And another.

[-̸͙̍̀͠-̴̛̠͊̀͝-̵̪̱̼͑-̶̰͎͙̉̆͝ Heavenspace - Lvl. -̸͙̍̀͠-̴̛̠͊̀͝-̵̪̱̼͑-̶̰͎͙̉̆͝ ]

[-̸͙̍̀͠-̴̛̠͊̀͝-̵̪̱̼͑-̶̰͎͙̉̆͝ Heavenspace - Lvl. -̸͙̍̀͠-̴̛̠͊̀͝-̵̪̱̼͑-̶̰͎͙̉̆͝ ]

[-̸͙̍̀͠-̴̛̠͊̀͝-̵̪̱̼͑-̶̰͎͙̉̆͝ Heavenspace - Lvl. -̸͙̍̀͠-̴̛̠͊̀͝-̵̪̱̼͑-̶̰͎͙̉̆͝ ]

…

Edithe’s head reeled at the sight, and Centina couldn’t help but back away nervously. These Corrupted Heavenspaces were far smaller in size than the first, but their focus wasn’t drawn to the Archangel. They tore apart the earth around them, targeting the sky and the dirt. And everything they touched was corrupted. Distorted. Just like them.

And they weren’t alone. They were accompanied by a swarm of tiny bits of rubble that floated with the same iridescent distortion accompanying them.

[-̸͙̍̀͠-̴̛̠͊̀͝-̵̪̱̼͑-̶̰͎͙̉̆͝ Aetherstone - Lvl. -̸͙̍̀͠-̴̛̠͊̀͝-̵̪̱̼͑-̶̰͎͙̉̆͝ ]

[-̸͙̍̀͠-̴̛̠͊̀͝-̵̪̱̼͑-̶̰͎͙̉̆͝ Aetherstone - Lvl. -̸͙̍̀͠-̴̛̠͊̀͝-̵̪̱̼͑-̶̰͎͙̉̆͝ ]

[-̸͙̍̀͠-̴̛̠͊̀͝-̵̪̱̼͑-̶̰͎͙̉̆͝ Aetherstone - Lvl. -̸͙̍̀͠-̴̛̠͊̀͝-̵̪̱̼͑-̶̰͎͙̉̆͝ ]

[-̸͙̍̀͠-̴̛̠͊̀͝-̵̪̱̼͑-̶̰͎͙̉̆͝ Aetherstone - Lvl. -̸͙̍̀͠-̴̛̠͊̀͝-̵̪̱̼͑-̶̰͎͙̉̆͝ ]

[-̸͙̍̀͠-̴̛̠͊̀͝-̵̪̱̼͑-̶̰͎͙̉̆͝ Aetherstone - Lvl. -̸͙̍̀͠-̴̛̠͊̀͝-̵̪̱̼͑-̶̰͎͙̉̆͝ ]

[-̸͙̍̀͠-̴̛̠͊̀͝-̵̪̱̼͑-̶̰͎͙̉̆͝ Aetherstone - Lvl. -̸͙̍̀͠-̴̛̠͊̀͝-̵̪̱̼͑-̶̰͎͙̉̆͝ ]

…

Edithe watched as thousands of tiny corrupted entities filled the skies, flying alongside the Corrupted Heavenspace. She felt bands of fear tightening around her throat as she tried to comprehend this sight.

“Just what was being kept down there?”

Edithe’s breath was caught in her throat as she asked the question. And next to her, it was her former summon who answered.

“The end of the world.”

Druma whispered, eyeing the hole where the corruption was pouring out from.

“Or one of the vents leading to the end of the world.”

“What?”

Edithe blinked, turning to the [Ancient Yaksha]. She didn’t understand what that was supposed to mean. But before she could question him further, she heard the Archangel’s voice sweep across the entire mountain range.

“Yes. Yes! YES!”

The Archangel exclaimed as it raised its sword, pointing into the distance. All around him, the corruption swarmed, destroying the landscape. Edithe had never witnessed such wanton destruction before.

In mere moments, the entire flatlands had been completely overrun by the corruption. The ground had been shredded open, the sky was flipped upside down, and chunks of rock and stone floated in the air wreathed by the distortion.

It was like space itself was being ripped apart all across the flatlands. And the swarm of corruption was rapidly closing in on the mountain range that Edithe, Druma, Willy, and Centina were hiding in.

However, even as the sea of corruption drew closer, Edithe felt no panic in her heart. All she wondered was—

“Why?”

She looked up towards the Archangel. It was still being chased by the Corrupted Heavenspaces.

“What does the Archangel get out of doing this?”

“Does it matter?”

Willy answered as he stared in the direction of the golden figure as well.

“The Archangel is insane. Why does its intentions matter?”

“But—”

Edithe started, but she was cut off by the shouting voice of the Archangel.

“Go forth! Bring the Spirit Lord’s Domain to ruin— hey, not me!”

The corrupted entities swarmed around the Archangel, and it flew back, cursing.

“You’re being a pain in the ass! If you keep doing this, I’ll kill you!”

The Archangel said as it raised its blade made of divinity angrily back at them. But the group of Corrupted Heavenspaces chasing after it didn’t let up. The largest of them drew closer as the Archangel pointed.

“I’m giving you your last warning—”

But before the Archangel could even continue, a ray of iridescent light engulfed the Corrupted Heavenspace. The Archangel blinked a few times, and Edithe’s gaze snapped up.

She looked in the direction of the source of the attack. And flying high in the sky were… multiple gargantuan figures. Each one was twice the size of even the largest Corrupted Heavenspace. There were a dozen of them, and they descended slowly down into the swarm of corruption.

At first, when Edithe saw them, she couldn’t believe her eyes. Not because of their size, and not because of the same reason she couldn’t comprehend the Corrupted Heavenspaces. Rather, it was because of their peculiar design. She had seen plenty of Spirits during her time as a [Summoner]— especially when she had still been living at the temple with William.

But she had never seen any Spirit like this.

Because they were rings. Massive rings that were constructed within themselves. And they were on fire.

It was like staring at giant floating wheels, lit ablaze with an iridescent flame. There were eyes interspersed across their rings, and they darted around, seeking every bit of corruption that was pouring out into the area.

And from each eye, a pillar or iridescent light shot down, blasting back the Corrupted Heavenspaces. The smallest of the Corrupted Heavenspaces were instantly eradicated by the blast, but the larger ones endured the attack.

Their attacks drew the attention of the corruption away from the Archangel and from destroying the landscape.

Even still, the Archangel cursed as it saw the approaching wheels.

“So Soli’s vanguard has shown up! Well, I don’t want to fight you! So get out of here— [Divine Retribution]!”

Edithe watched as the Archangel pointed at the foremost wheel, before a golden light flashed brightly. The redhead squinted, barely making out a giant figure of the Archangel appearing behind the wheel, before slicing down with an axe.

The attack looked like it struck true. An attack that could have cleaved an entire mountain range in half. But it barely even cut halfway through the wheel.

Edithe watched as the wheel drew back, slightly injured from the attack, but nothing more.

“What…?”

She spun around, hearing the Archangel swearing in the background.

“How did it survive an attack from the Archangel? That’s impossible— the Archangel is a Supreme Spirit.”

“That’s right, master.”

Druma nodded next to her. He stared at the injured wheel as one of the Corrupted Heavenspaces reached it, the tendrils coiling around it. Only for a blast of iridescent light to shoot out and completely obliterate the Corrupted Heavenspace.

“The Archangel is a Supreme Spirit. And yet, it wasn’t able to kill that [Ophanim] in one shot. Which means…”

And the realization slowly settled in

“That must mean…”

Edithe’s eyes grew wide. Druma nodded next to her.

“They are all Supreme Spirits.”

[Ophanim - Lvl. ???]

[Ophanim - Lvl. ???]

[Ophanim - Lvl. ???]

[Ophanim - Lvl. ???]

[Ophanim - Lvl. ???]

…

And the swarm of [Ophanims] rained down their attacks across the landscape, purging the unstoppable force of the corruption before Edithe's very eyes.


52. The Archangel Part Three

It was an incomprehensible sight to Edithe.

But it was not incomprehensible in the same way the swarm of corruption was to her. When she saw the deluge of distortion and bright colors pour out of the crater in the earth, she couldn’t believe what she was seeing, because she had never seen such a sight before.

They were creatures that existed beyond her comprehension. It was unlike anything she had ever imagined when she was told about the corruption by Salvos. And Edithe finally understood why the Kobolds were so fearful of the end of the world.

So it was incomprehension that stemmed from witnessing something she couldn’t possibly have imagined.

But right now, her incomprehension for what she saw was born from having only imagined seeing such a scene from her dreams. After all, there wasn’t just one Supreme Spirit engaged in battle before her. There were over a dozen of them.

Edithe stared at the small army of [Ophanims] descending from the guy, sending beams of iridescent light down into the outpouring corruption. Each blast eradicated almost all the smaller corrupted entities that were swarming the landscape. And even the smaller Corrupted Heavenspaces were destroyed from the pillars of destruction.

As a child, Edithe could have only dreamt of what a Supreme Spirit looked like. In fact, she would lie in bed, imagining summoning one to battle— like she was Melissa the Oracle of Light, challenging the Demon King to a duel.

And only in her wildest dreams, did she ever think of being capable of summoning perhaps two Supreme Spirits. After all, the idea of summoning more than that was too ridiculous, even for a child to imagine.

The highest-leveled Humans in the world right now peaked at just above Level 150. And there were only said to be two Humans in history to have reached over Level 200. So she always thought that only the Spirit Lord and perhaps his most elite guards were of the same level.

But right now, that belief was completely washed away as the [Ophanim] sent another blast down into the swarm of corruption. Edithe expected to reel from the attack— to recoil from the sheer force of the blast like she did when the Archangel destroyed the crystalline fortress.

However, these beams of light fired by the [Ophanim] didn’t even touch the ground. They didn’t ravage the landscape, nor did they send a pulse that even rippled through the air. All they did was purge the corruption from the world— eradicating the distortion that filled the sky and earth.

Edithe was left gaping at this sight.

“Just what are they? Where did they even come from?”

The redhead asked as her head spun, watching as another Corrupted Heavenspace was ripped apart. And from the side, a voice spoke up.

“They’re the [Ophanim]...”

Willy whispered. Edithe turned to face him as the [Ophanims] continued to purge the corruption from the world.

“The Vanguard of the Spirit Lord.”

Willy finished, and Edithe’s eyes grew wide.

“Vanguard…?”

She looked towards the dozen or so [Ophanim] there as she tried to register this. That meant these weren’t even the Spirit Lord’s strongest soldiers. They were simply the ones that were sent out first.

As the Archangel cursed, watching the corruption he freed be destroyed, the largest of the Corrupted Heavenspaces flew straight up at the nearest [Ophanim]— the very same one that was struck by the Archangel’s attack just earlier— and it coiled its tendrils around the giant wheel.

Edithe heard a low groaning noise as the wheels were slowly ripped apart, revealing a giant burning eye floating on the inside of the wheels. The largest of the Corrupted Heavenspaces slowly reached for the inside of the [Ophanim], but the other [Ophanims] turned their gazes towards its threatened comrade.

And all at once, all of the [Ophanims] unleashed their pillars of light at the Corrupted Heavenspace and their comrade. Edithe winced, thinking that they had just killed the [Ophanim] too.

But as the flash of light faded away and the largest of the Corrupted Heavenspaces peeled off the [Ophanim] it was attacking… Edithe’s eyes went wide. The [Ophanim] was left unscathed by its allies’ blasts. All the while, the largest of the Corrupted Heavenspaces disintegrated to nothing.

Upon seeing that, the Archangel flew up to face the [Opanims] as it shouted.

“I’ve had enough of you annoying pests!”

The Archangel let go of its iridescent blade, and the weapon faded away. Slowly, the [Ophanims] turned to face it. The iridescent light in their eyes shifted, turning red. But before they could attack the Archangel, it raised its hands in the air.

Clapping, the Archangel grinned and whispered, its voice washing over the entire landscape.

“[Crucifixion].”

Edithe blinked, and suddenly the sky turned dark. It was a sudden shift, she almost thought she was transported to another world. But the landscape didn’t change. Even as the wind howled and the ground beneath the Archangel cracked open.

And emerging from the broken earth was a temple— larger than any temple Edithe had ever seen. It ascended to right below the [Ophanims] as their many eyes darted down to stare at it. Even the corruption slowed to stare at this monolithic structure.

But before anyone could react to the sudden appearance of this giant temple, the entire structure collapsed.

Right as it did, three of the [Ophanims]— including the foremost one which was attacked by the Corrupted Heavenspace— were suddenly and rapidly ripped apart. Their wheels were shattered, and the flames coating their eyeball-like bodies flickered out.

Giant crosses made out wood shot down from the sky, pinning these three [Ophanims] to the ground. And before they could even try to break free, an ethereal figure that resembled the Archangel itself appeared before them, carrying a burning lance. It stabbed all three of the [Ophanims] one after another, before fading away.

And as the three [Ophanims] were left there to die, their bodies began to rapidly wither. Clouds passed through the sky like months were passing in mere moments. Overgrowth began to overcome the remains of the temple as the corpses of the three Supreme Spirits rotted.

Before this scene ended in an instant.

Blinking, Edithe found herself back under the green sky of the Spirit Plane. Any signs of the temple or the hole in the ground were gone. The only proof that anything had even happened were the three rotting eyeballs of the [Ophanim] that had been targeted by the Archangel.

“HAHAHAHAHAHA!”

The Archangel laughed, spreading its arms wide as the remaining [Ophanim] turned to face it. Behind the Archangel, more and more corruption came pouring out into the world, no longer being purged by the Supreme Spirits.

Because their attention was drawn entirely only to the Archangel.

Another massive Corrupted Heavenspace crawled out of the hole in the ground as Edithe pursed her lips. If it was only a battle between the corruption and the [Ophanims], she was certain they would have prevailed, despite the seemingly unending outpouring of the corruption.

But with the Archangel’s presence…

Her eyes narrowed as she caught a glimpse of something moving at the ground below. The three dead [Ophanims] began to twitch where they lay, their bodies slowly beginning to rebuild themselves. Their flames relit. Like they were being given a second chance at life.

“What is happening?”

Edithe asked as she stared at this scene.

But the Archangel took notice of this too. It just glanced back dismissively and snapped a finger.

“[Rapture].”

All at once, all three of the three reviving [Ophanims] vanished. Like they never existed in the first place.

Edithe couldn’t even react to what she just saw. She was at a complete loss for words. Three Supreme Spirits had been killed before her very eyes, just like that. And it almost looked like they were coming back to life, before they were completely erased from existence.

How could she react? It was like she was an ant watching giants collide. This was a battle that was far beyond her capabilities of comprehension.

And it was not just her who was in a daze. Willy, Druma, and Centina had remained silent all throughout as the battle progressed.

Edithe didn’t know what was going to happen next— she didn’t know what she hoped to happen next. All she knew was that she could just watch. So watch she did as the Archangel spread its arms wide and faced the remaining [Ophanims] floating before it.

“HAHAHAHA! YOU ARE ALL SO WEAK COMPARED TO ME! I WILL KILL YOU ALL—”

But the Archangel suddenly froze. The glowing red light of the [Ophanims] slowly faded away, and they drifted back. No— it looked like they were almost… bowing?

Edithe didn’t understand what was happening. But she watched as the Archangel slowly turned around, its gaze facing towards a figure on the ground.

A man.

A… Human?

He looked no different than any ordinary man Edithe would meet back in the Human Lands. He had brown hair and blue eyes. He wore a set of white robes that was almost akin to what [Priests] would wear. Except, his garments were far more plain and simple.

He stood there, right before the crater storming with the outpouring corruption. But he wasn’t afraid— not even of the Corrupted Heavenspace rising out of the hole in the ground behind him. He stood there with an expressionless face as the [Ophanims] bowed to him and the corruption ignored him.

And next to Edithe, Druma backed away with round eyes, while Willy’s flames turned white in fear.

“Who is that?”

Edithe asked, staring at the man. And as the Archangel stared at him too, its lips twisted into a crazed smile.

“That is—”

Druma started. But he was cut off as the Archangel exclaimed.

“So you have finally decided to face me yourself, Soli!”

Edithe blinked, hearing that name she had never heard before. Centina glanced around in confusion too. And Willy continued, almost bowing his body in reverence.

“That is the Spirit Lord.”

[??? - ???]


53. The Archangel Part Four

It was the Spirit Lord.

As a child, Edithe had always been curious about him. There were plenty of tales— fables and stories about the Immortal King Alexander’s journey to meet with the Spirit Lord. However, other than that, there was never any story that focused on the Spirit Lord himself.

There were the occasional writings in the temples about how the Spirit Lord united the Spirit Plane. But that was it. There was nothing about the Spirit Lord’s description or name or abilities.

So Edithe was only left with unanswered questions.

Until now.

Her entire being trembled as her gaze was fixed on the seemingly Human-looking man standing there right before the crater. Despite the tempest of corruption swirling around him, he remained calm, with a small smile on his face.

But it wasn’t a smile out of happiness or arrogance or any other emotion. It was like his lips naturally formed a hint of a smirk even with a neutral expression.

He looked young. Like he was Daniel’s age. And while he wasn’t handsome, he wasn’t ugly either. But most importantly, he looked nothing like what Edithe thought he could’ve looked like. She thought he could’ve been a giant, or maybe a being made entirely out of mana— more similar to the Archangel.

And yet, it didn’t matter what she thought.

Here he was.

The Spirit Lord.

Or Soli, as the Archangel called him.

All the gathered [Ophanims] bowed towards him, while both Willy and Druma backed away in reverence. The Archangel landed across from him as he casually strode forward, ignoring the Corrupted Heavenspace that was rising from the ground behind him.

The Archangel smiled savagely as it spread its arms wide.

“So we finally meet, you self-proclaimed lord of all Spirits! I never thought you’d ever show yourself to me. I always thought you were too scared, sending your annoying [Seraphims] to dispose of me. But finally— here you are!”

Edithe watched as the Archangel licked its lips and produced a giant hammer made out of the iridescent aura wisping off him. Soli ame to a halt right before the Archangel, before slowly opening his mouth.

“Iudex—”

The Spirit Lord started. And the Corrupted Heavenspace slammed its tendril down at him, cutting him off. Edithe blinked, taken aback by this.

The Archangel’s eyes flickered. Willy and Druma paused. And Centina just raised a brow.

“Was that supposed to happen?”

The [Evolved Centinel] asked. And the Corrupted Heavenspace screeched as it flew into the air, pulling its tendrils back. But before it could fly any further, a barrage of beams rained down upon it from the [Ophanims] in the air, obliterating it completely.

Edithe looked up, watching as the [Ophanims] bore down on the corruption once more. And when she looked back at where the Spirit Lord had been standing—

He was still standing there, completely unscathed.

A translucent blue sphere protected him. A simple-looking barrier. But it was more than enough to withstand the Corrupted Heavenspace’s attack.

So he ignored it. He didn’t even glance back. His gaze was still fixed on the Archangel the entire time. He left the [Ophanims] to deal with the corruption.

“Iudex.”

The Spirit Lord spoke simply as he placed his hands behind his back in parade rest.

“I have ignored your trail of destruction for centuries, giving you a chance to give up your ways and see the light. But today, you have killed my creations. And for that, you will pay.”

“So killing these things was enough to draw you out? I should’ve targeted them sooner, honestly.”

The Archangel chuckled as it strode forward, twirling the massive hammer over its head. In return, the Spirit Lord shook his head.

“Unfortunately, while I would have loved to personally attend to your demise, I have other far more pressing matters to attend to.”

And that made the Archangel pause.

“Wait—”

It raised its head, its eyes growing wide as it stared at the Spirit Lord. Edithe frowned, not seeing what the Archangel was seeing.

“You…”

The Archangel started as its gaze darkened. Its breathing quickened and its voice grew deep.

“You dare mock me?”

It bellowed, shaking the landscape. Edithe shrank back at that.

“You dare challenge me with this… this… this sham?”

The Archangel continued as it pointed at the Spirit Lord. And the smile on his face didn’t waver. He just calmly met the raging Archangel’s gaze.

And the Archangel screamed, its voice causing even the corruption to startle.

“DO YOU TRULY BELIEVE YOU CAN BEAT ME WITH MERELY A VESSEL?!”

“A… vessel?”

Edithe blinked when she heard that. But she didn’t get an answer from any of her friends.

The Archangel panted as it pointed its hammer to the ground, and the Spirit Lord just tilted his head in response.

“Yes.”

For a moment, all was silence. Edithe almost forgot about the raging corruption in the background— she almost didn’t see the blinding lights of the [Ophanims]’ attacks.

And the Archangel raised its head as its face contorted in anger, screaming as an outpouring of iridescent light wisped off its body.

“YOU MAKE A MOCKERY OF ME— YOU MAKE A MOCKERY OF THE NEXEUS! YOU MAKE A MOCKERY OF THE ARCRAEM! AND FOR THAT, I WILL KILL YOU!”

The Archangel’s body blurred as it shot forward, its voice echoing all around Edithe.

“[Godly Essence Of The Judge Ordained By The Arcraem].”

The Archangel’s words came like a whisper. By the time Edithe could even comprehend what those words meant, the Archangel was already next to the Spirit Lord, swinging down with its blazing hammer.

“FACE ME WITH YOUR REAL SELF, SO THAT I CAN GRANT YOU THE PERDITION OF A MILLION DEATHS!”

The Archangel screamed as its hammer struck the simple barrier protecting the Spirit Lord. It was a powerful attack. More powerful than anything Edithe had ever seen coming from the Archangel before.

The ground beneath the Spirit Lord’s feet cracked open from the impact. But even as the earth shattered and gave way, he stood his ground.

Soli didn’t even budge.

The Archangel screamed as he forced his hammer down with even more force, and the barrier protecting the Spirit Lord crackled. But it was the hammer that began to crack first, before shattering.

Edithe’s eyes grew wide as the Archangel’s weapon broke apart with a flash of light.

A pulse shot out, sending the Archangel flying back into a nearby mountain range. Edithe watched in horror as the Archangel crashed through a dozen or so mountains, causing each and everyone of them to collapse.

Meanwhile, the Spirit Lord remained standing where he was with the same smile on his face.

And the Archangel shot into the air, emerging from the rubble of the collapsing mountains. It brought its right arm in the air as it screamed.

“[THE RIGHT HAND].”

A giant golden hand appeared in the air above the Archangel where its right arm was. It laughed maniacally as it swung down, and the golden hand came crashing down into the Spirit Lord.

Raising its left hand, the Archangel pointed towards the outpouring of corruption.

“And— [Touch Of The Apocalypse].”

And Edithe could only gape as the swarm of corrupted entities swirled up into a storm above the Archangel. They broke apart and shattered and became a single tempest of corruption which it redirected down into where the Spirit Lord was being crushed.

The swirling corruption came crashing down, filling the landscape with a blinding light.

“DO YOU TRULY THINK YOU ARE ALL-POWERFUL? DO YOU TRULY BELIEVE YOU CAN PLAY GOD? THEY CALL ME THE MADMAN, BUT YOU ARE THE ONE WHO IS TRULY INSANE!”

Edithe could hardly even comprehend what was going on. All the while, the Archangel cackled as it continued its assault on the Spirit Lord.

“I ACT MERELY ON BEHALF OF THE ARCRAEM! WHATEVER IT WILLS ME SHALL BE DONE! AND IT DECREES THAT YOU DIE—”

And then a pulse of light overcame the landscape, washing over the tempest of corruption. All at once, the corruption was dispelled as the golden hand was obliterated. And standing down there, still unharmed, was the Spirit Lord. His barrier was gone, but his small smile remained.

And this time, Edithe almost thought she saw a trace of arrogance in his expression.

The Archangel blinked a few times, realizing its attacks had been dispelled with ease, before it conjured a lance.

“I WILL KILL—”

It started, only for Soli to point at it.

“Fall.”

The Spirit Lord said simply.

It was only a single word. It was not an attack, nor was it even a Skill. But in an instant, the Archangel came crashing down to the ground as it screamed in terror and agony.

And the battle was already over.


54. The Archangel Part Five

It was over in an instant.

With a single word, the Spirit Lord defeated the Archangel. Edithe didn’t even understand what had happened. She was certain it wasn’t a Skill. She didn’t see any disruption in the strands of mana rippling through the air.

But the Archangel came crashing down like it was compelled by an invisible force. And when it slammed into the ground, the earth didn’t shatter like it was struck by a falling meteor. Instead, only the earth that was struck by the Archangel broke open.

Edithe’s head spun, watching as the Spirit Lord casually strode up to the Archangel.

Many thoughts crossed her mind at this moment. But none of them concerned the reason why she even came here to the Spirit Plane.

She didn’t even think about how if the Archangel perished right now, she would be out of options, and Mavos Academy would be destroyed by the Centinel Matriarch. And neither did she consider that if she were caught by the Spirit Lord, she would be executed on the spot.

Her mind, her thoughts, and her questions were all directed towards wanting to know what happened next— wanting to know why the Archangel was even opposed to the Spirit Lord.

The Archangel groaned, trying to pick itself up. However, the damage it suffered was evident. Its wings were broken, and its legs twisted. It was heaving in exhaustion, wheezing in pain as the Spirit Lord came to a halt without a hint of concern on his face.

“I will…”

The Archangel took in a deep breath, before letting out a scream as it tried to dash forward with the lance it created.

“I WILL BRING DOWN THE JUDGMENT OF THE ARCRAEM UPON YOU!”

But the Spirit Lord brought a hand up, and the Archangel’s movements slowed. The Archangel stumbled, before dropping to a knee as the same invisible force from earlier. It knelt there, restrained by an incomprehensible power.

“I-I… will—”

The Archangel gasped, and the Spirit Lord began to coil his fingers. Edithe blinked, seeing cracks beginning to form throughout the golden figure of the Archangel.

And Soli spoke simply, shaking his head in disappointment.

“You are a slave, Iudex.”

He began to squeeze his hand tighter, and the Archangel let out a cry of agony. Its body began to curl together, being crushed by this invisible force. All the while, the Spirit Lord continued.

“You merely follow the Arcraem’s will. You do as you are told. You allow yourself to adhere to its limits. You merely accept the powers it has given you. And that is why you are nothing more than a slave.”

“And… y-you are insane…”

Iudex spat back as it glared up at Soli. The Spirit Lord just raised his head to the sky, eyeing the [Ophanim] as they continued cleansing the corruption from the world.

“But me?”

Soli spoke as he brought his free hand up to the sky.

“I shall rise above even the Arcraem itself.”

And the Archangel tried to force itself to its feet when it heard that, only to recoil as Soli tightened his grip even further.

“S-such blasphemy— do you truly believe you can become a True God?”

Shaking its head, the Archangel endured the crushing force being imposed upon it as it brought its lance up and pointed at the Spirit Lord.

“Do you truly believe you can overwrite the system that governs all of the Nexeus?”

And the Spirit Lord lowered his head, a truly genuine smile crossing through his face.

“Yes.”

Edithe blinked as she listened in on this conversation. As she heard what they were saying. But she didn’t understand what they were talking about in the slightest.

Slowly, Soli turned around as he faced the corruption pouring out of the earth.

“Tell me, why should we rely on the protection and power of an unfeeling God that cares not about its world?”

He relaxed his grip slightly, but the Archangel just stared at his back.

“When the Worldwalkers came to the Nexeus and condemned all of the Nexeus to damnation, tell me: what did the Arcraem do?”

Iudex gritted his teeth, not responding to what was being said. So the Spirit Lord just continued.

“And even now, as the world continues to near its end, what has the Arcraem done to put a halt to the unending forces of the corruption?”

Soli tilted his head back at the Archangel. Behind him, a brilliant pillar of iridescent light flashed as the chittering cries of the dying corruption could be heard. All that came back in reply from Iudex was silence.

“Exactly.”

The Spirit Lord said as he drew back. He faced the swarming corruption as he declared to the world.

“I will save the Nexeus, Iudex. And more than that, I will bring justice to us all.”

The entire time, the Archangel had been just staring almost angrily at the Spirit Lord. But finally, it reacted to what was being said.

“What do you mean by that?”

The Archangel asked, frowning back at the Spirit Lord. And Soli chuckled as he turned his head fractionally back to face Iudex.

“Justice, Iudex. You are [The Judge Ordained By The Arcraem], are you not? Surely you understand what I mean when I say that I shall bring justice to the Nexeus?”

The Archangel didn’t respond, but it almost seemed to understand what was being implied. Edithe, herself, who had no idea what they were even discussing could also infer what Soli meant.

Vengeance.

That was what the Spirit Lord was after. And Edithe couldn’t help but wonder: vengeance against… who?

The Spirit Lord sighed as he faced the corruption once more.

“Do you understand now, Iudex? I will not just put a halt to the end of the world.”

Soli smiled as he spread his arms wide as another pillar of iridescent light came crashing down into the hole leading to the end of the world.

“I will destroy the worlds of all those Worldwalkers who condemned us to our fate.”

And the Archangel’s eyes went wide.

“You wish to start a multiversal war…”

It whispered as Edithe blinked. A multiversal war? She couldn’t understand what that meant. She knew that there were other worlds. After all, Daniel was a [Hero] summoned from Earth. But how could there be a war between the worlds?

The Spirit Lord just sighed as he continued to keep his back turned to the Archangel.

“No. Not a war. I simply wish to bring justice to the multiverse and punish these Worldwalkers for the crimes they have committed against not just our world, but the many universes that have been treated like a playground by them and brought to destruction.”

“You truly are insane!”

The Archangel exclaimed as it tried to stand up once again. Even as it struggled against this invisible force pinning it down, it shook its head and spoke defiantly.

“I cannot allow you to do that—”

The Spirit Lord glanced back callously as the Archangel panted. The more it struggled, the more its body broke apart. However, Iudex didn’t falter.

“I will not allow you to destroy the Nexeus with your insane ambitions!”

And with a show of incredible force, the Archangel resisted the invisible force crushing its body even more, bringing its iridescent lance over its head.

“I WILL STOP YOU—”

The Archangel screamed as it hurled the lance forward. And for the first time since he appeared, the Spirit Lord’s smile vanished from his face. His eyes grew wide.

“[GODKILLER]!”

Iudex threw the lance forward, and it shone with a golden light as it shot straight for Soli. He barely even reacted in time, bringing his hands up as if to catch the weapon. And an invisible force caught the shooting lance before it reached him.

But the lance didn’t stop in the air. It only slowed down as it shone even brighter, sparking through the air like it was tearing straight through this invisible force. The Spirit Lord ground his teeth together as he held both his hands up, trying to stand his ground.

But he staggered back. His body began to tear apart, even though the lance didn’t touch him. He let out a scream in pain as he fought back against the oncoming projectile.

However, he couldn’t stop the lance from drawing closer. It inched towards him with each passing second as he roared. His left arm blew away, and the skin on his face began to flake off.

And in that instant, the lance practically leapt forward until it was merely inches in front of Soli’s face. He clenched his jaw, before letting out a war cry, spreading his remaining arm wide.

The lance struck him, before exploding into a flash of light.

Edithe thought that the attack would have completely obliterated the landscape. If she were in the Mortal Realm, she was certain that all of Secely would have been destroyed from the explosion, and she would be caught and killed in the devastation.

But the attack simply… imploded around the Spirit Lord.

She blinked, watching as the blast of light faded away. All that resulted from the attack was a small crater surrounding the Spirit Lord. Most of the landscape remained unscathed. But Soli’s body was in an unrecognizable condition.

Half the skin on his face was gone, revealing his muscle and flesh underneath. Even parts of his cheekbone could be seen through the holes in his face.

His left arm was completely gone, while a massive chunk of his right shoulder had been blown away, leaving his right arm to hang limply from his side. His left leg was twisted and bent backwards, while a hole was left in the left side of his torso.

Edithe was certain that the attack would have torn the Spirit Plane in half. And yet, it had only affected the Spirit Lord. So she couldn’t help but wonder if he had done everything in his power to prevent any collateral damage— concentrating the attack onto himself.

“How did you like that? A gift to me from the Arcraem itself!”

The Archangel cackled as it created a scythe, walking up to the Spirit Lord.

“You say that the Arcraem is an unfeeling God that cares not for its world, huh?”

Raising the scythe, the Archangel began to swing down at the Spirit Lord.

“And yet, it created me to bring you to justice—”

And Soli brought his remaining hand up, squeezing it into a tight ball.

In an instant, the Archangel was crushed and condensed into a tiny golden sphere that was the size of an eyeball. Flicking a finger, the Spirit Lord sent the sphere flying into the mountain range in the distance.

The entire mountain range collapsed as Soli took a step back. Edithe blinked, trying to process what just happened. Is the Archangel… dead? she wondered, staring at the cascading mountains.

But the Archangel didn’t return like before.

Soli looked up towards the [Ophanims] as they faced him reverently. And he addressed them simply.

“Purge the corruption, and rebuild the barrier. Then return to my side.”

Looking back down at himself, he closed his eyes.

“This vessel is beyond repair.”

He swayed where he stood as he looked back up at the Supreme Spirits.

“I will need to acquire a new… one…”

And with that, he collapsed to the ground, before his body began to disintegrate.

All the while, Edithe, Druma, Willy, and Centina just stared as the battle finally came to an end.


55. Scope

It had no name.

Oftentimes, it was referred to as ‘child’ by its creator. But it knew that this was a title— a term of endearment, even— however it intuitively understood that was not a name.

So the child just accepted that it had no name. And it did what it was told by its creator. For if not for its creator, it would have no purpose.

It would have no existence.

Thus it purged the corruption. It used its divine rays to blast the outpouring of distorted creatures back into the end of the world they came from. That was not all. It repaired the broken space— through sheer destructive force, of course.

Because that was all the child knew. To destroy. For the sake of its creator.

And that was what its siblings did too. Together, they continued to inundate the corruption with their purifying light.

But as they flooded the landscape with their divine-ordained power, something crept along the side of the mountain range to the distance. The child spotted it first. Its many eyes darted in the direction of the moving figure, staring curiously.

Because it had been told that the area had been evacuated, even before the arrival of [The Judge Ordained By The Arcraem]. After all, every Spirit within the vicinity of an End Vent had been told to leave, warned of the threat that was imposed to the area.

And yet, these figures moved. Were they even Spirits?

The child didn’t know. It had only ever been allowed to see the [Angels] and [Seraphims]. But nothing more from its creator's kingdom.

However, a curious part of the child wondered where exactly these figures were heading to. There were four of them, and they seemed to be moving towards where the remains of [The Judge Ordained By The Arcraem] had been sent flying towards.

The child wanted to intercept them— to question them. But it reminded itself of its place. It was only supposed to follow orders. So it ignored them.

Because it was ordered only to purge the corruption, so that was what it would do.

So as Edithe, Druma, Willy, and Centina made their way through the valley, the [Ophanims] ignored them, focusing on blasting the corruption into nonexistence in the background.

***

“Are you really done?”

The voice came echoing through the tunnel. It was almost a mocking tone. Perhaps even uncaring. However, the young man knew that it was intentionally meant to aggravate him.

To push him further.

To force him to stand tall and strong.

So even as Daniel panted, he raised his head and glared up at the shadowed figure standing at the mouth of the cavern.

“I am not done.”

The [Hero] from Earth said as he raised the Sword of Alexander. And Yves Virgil just grinned, crossing arms as he leant against the cave entrance.

“Are you sure about that? You know, Kacey is starting to get worried that you’re going to die here.”

The Watcher drew back, placing his hands behind the back of his head.

“And I am too. Because, like, I’m going to be honest— you’re really weak for a [Hero]. Maybe you should give up.”

Daniel just gritted his teeth and turned away from the man standing there. He looked back towards the darkness of the cave, seeing a dim light making its approach.

“I don’t care. I won’t surrender.”

And as he spoke, he heard a chittering sound approaching. At the same time, Yves just chuckled as he strode away from the cavern, his footfalls slowly disappearing in the distance.

“You better focus, then. Otherwise, you’ll join the souls of the fallen gods trapped in perdition.”

As those words echoed around Daniel, he heard the soft chittering. He saw the shadows make their approach. He inhaled deeply, preparing himself for what was to come as he stared into the seemingly endless void ahead.

And even though he saw nothing, he could feel their terrible presence. It was like staring at flowers made of human teeth. An unsettling sensation that grew into something deeper; something further; something far more incomprehensible.

Until they arrived.

And they swarmed him with their disfigured bodies— they reached for him with their cloying claws. But Daniel cut them down, even if they… always… came… back.

***

Rachel smiled as she set the picnic basket down before the barrier protecting Mavos Academy. It was morning. The sun was rising over the horizon, and she was the only one here. Usually. Oriur and the others would only join her later in the afternoon.

But that didn’t mean she was here alone. Taking in a deep breath, she spread her arms wide and greeted her audience.

“Hello! I’m back again!”

Because there they were— diligently waiting for her. Like they always were. A few dozen or so Centinels, quietly sitting there and listening as she spoke to them with glee. Even an [Ancient Centinel] stood there, not attacking the barrier. It just silently stared at her as she sat down and began to dig into her picnic basket.

And as she spoke, they listened. They stared at her. Perhaps even menacingly. But they didn’t try to attack.

“Sorry I’m a bit late today. But I prepared some snacks. This is a tuna sandwich. It’s made from—”

After all, Rachel had grown to know each one of them at this point, and so did they grow to know her.

***

We arrived back at the base we had set up for our little rebellion, bringing both Manos and Sicar with us. When they arrived, the gathered Demons in the area immediately tried to flee in fear. But Haec began to reassure everyone that everything was ok. Slowly, they began to ask questions, wondering exactly what happened during the battle with Jofis.

But I didn’t bother with any of those conversations. I just sat down to do what I needed to do right now.

“Let’s see what new Title options I’ve got.”

I grinned as I pulled up my availabilities.

[Titles Availables]

And my eyes grew wide at what I saw.

***

Edithe took the risk. She thought they would ignore her. And she was right. The [Ophanims] didn’t even glance her way, and their attacks wouldn’t even harm her if they got close to her. So she navigated through the valley, making her way to where she had last seen the Archangel.

Because she needed to get to it. It was the reason why she came here to the Spirit Plane. And if it was truly dead, then she was trapped. So it didn’t matter if she died. So she gathered the courage to test her theory and moved.

Druma, Willy, and Centina had been apprehensive at first. But they eventually relented and followed her when they saw that it was safe.

It would take a while for Edithe to reach her destination. Which was why she made haste. After all, she needed to cross such a vast valley, before scaling through the ruins of a destroyed mountain range.

And as she continued crossing the valley, she truly hoped that the Archangel somehow survived what happened to it. Otherwise, all her hope would be crushed.

Otherwise, she would have come to the Spirit Plane for no reason whatsoever.

But before Edithe could even make it across the valley, she came to a halt as she saw something glinting up ahead.

It was something that was still lying on the ground, left behind from the battle between the two Supreme Spirits.

Between the two gods.

And it was—

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

…maybe I didn’t actually come to the Spirit Plane for nothing, after all, Edithe thought as she came to a halt before the flaming object.
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