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Chapter 267: Varkus Vs. Krogg (part 2)

Varkus responded with a burst of dark energy, forming a protective shield around himself. The
ground shook as Krogg's warhammer struck the barrier, causing cracks to spiderweb across its
surface. Varkus pushed back against the assault, his obsidian blade flashing as he unleashed a rapid
series of strikes.

Krogg's earth element allowed him to manipulate the terrain to his advantage. Spikes of rock
erupted from the ground, creating a treacherous battleground. Varkus deftly dodged and weaved
through the deadly terrain, his dark element allowing him to move with unnatural agility.

Their clash continued, a dance of raw power and precision. Krogg's strikes were heavy and
unrelenting, each blow threatening to shatter Varkus's defenses. Meanwhile, Varkus countered with
swift, calculated movements, his obsidian blade seeking vulnerabilities in Krogg's attacks.

The goblin warriors and demon soldiers nearby watched in awe as the two formidable figures
clashed. Each blow sent shockwaves through the ground, causing nearby combatants to stumble. It
was a contest of strength, technique, and cultivation prowess.

Despite Krogg's determination and mastery of the earth element, Varkus's dark energy granted him a
unique advantage. He unleashed bursts of shadowy power that disrupted Krogg's attacks, making it
difficult for the hobgoblin to land a decisive blow.

As Krogg and Varkus clashed on the tumultuous battlefield, their conflict became the epicenter of
the entire battle. The very elements of earth and darkness clashed in a display of raw power and
finesse.

Krogg, his body surrounded by an aura of earthy energy, swung his massive warhammer with
relentless force. Each blow was like a seismic event, causing the ground to tremble. He aimed for
Varkus's protective shield, determined to break through the dark elemental barrier.

Captain Varkus, his dark elemental power crackling around him, moved with a fluid grace that
belied his demonic form. He deflected Krogg's strikes with calculated precision, his obsidian blade
darting out to parry the incoming blows. "You're a formidable opponent," Varkus taunted, his voice
carrying over the battlefield.



Krogg's response was a wordless roar of determination. He doubled down on his earth
manipulation, causing spires of stone to erupt from the ground, aiming to impale the demon captain.
Varkus, with unnatural agility, leaped and twisted in mid-air, narrowly avoiding the deadly spikes.

In retaliation, Varkus unleashed bursts of dark energy from his palms. These shadowy projectiles
streaked toward Krogg, forcing the hobgoblin to divert his attention from his warhammer swings.
Krogg countered by creating a dense wall of rock, using it as a makeshift shield to absorb the dark
energy assaults.

The battle between these two formidable foes had drawn the attention of their surrounding
comrades. Goblin and demon warriors paused in their own clashes to witness the spectacle. The
very air crackled with tension as the earth and darkness waged their battle through these two
champions.

Despite the chaos and destruction around them, Krogg and Varkus continued their relentless duel,
their techniques pushing the limits of their respective elemental abilities. Krogg's earth
manipulation caused the very terrain to shift and change, while Varkus's dark energy lashed out like
malevolent tendrils.

With every clash, the ground shook, and the battlefield seemed to respond to their power. Nearby
combatants wisely kept their distance, aware of the danger posed by the unleashed forces of earth
and darkness.

The clash between Krogg and Varkus intensified, the battle reaching a crescendo as their mastery
over their respective elements collided in a spectacular display.

Krogg, the late-stage Golden Core hobgoblin, was determined to overpower Varkus with his earth
manipulation. The very ground beneath their feet heeded his command as he infused his
warhammer with the essence of earth. He swung it with a force that rivaled a landslide, aiming to
break through Varkus's defenses.

"You fight with the strength of a mountain," Varkus acknowledged, a sinister grin on his face. "But I
wield the shadows themselves."

With that declaration, Varkus unleashed a surge of dark energy from his blade. It shot out like
tendrils of inky blackness, seeking to ensnare Krogg. The ground trembled beneath them as Varkus
manipulated the battlefield, attempting to trap his opponent within a cage of darkness.



Krogg roared in defiance, calling upon the earth to shield him. The very ground around him surged
upward, forming a protective barrier of stone. Varkus's dark tendrils lashed out, striking the rocky
fortress with destructive force. Stones cracked and shattered, but Krogg remained unyielding within
his makeshift stronghold.

Realizing that brute force alone would not subdue Krogg, Varkus adopted a different approach. He
vanished into a shadowy mist, his form dissipating into a pool of darkness on the battlefield. The
goblin warriors and demon soldiers watched in astonishment as Varkus became an elusive phantom,
his dark presence weaving among them.

Krogg, his senses attuned to the earth, felt the subtle vibrations of Varkus's movements. He
tightened his grip on his warhammer, ready to strike at the slightest hint of his opponent's return.
But Varkus was patient, waiting for the opportune moment to strike.

As the battlefield trembled with anticipation, the final clash between Krogg and Varkus approached
like an impending storm. The goblin warriors and demon soldiers held their collective breaths, their
eyes fixed on the spot where Varkus had disappeared into the shadowy mist.

Krogg, the late-stage Golden Core hobgoblin, stood his ground, his senses extended deep into the
earth beneath him. He could feel the vibrations of the battlefield, the subtle shifts in the terrain, and
the faintest tremors of his opponent's movements.

Suddenly, a malicious, echoing laughter filled the air, chilling the hearts of all who heard it. Varkus's
shadowy form emerged from the darkness, materializing just behind Krogg with his obsidian blade
poised for a deadly strike.

But Krogg was prepared. With a surge of elemental power, he transformed the very ground beneath
him into a protective cocoon of stone. Varkus's blade struck the stony barrier with a resounding
clang, sending shockwaves rippling through the battlefield.

Krogg, within his makeshift stone cocoon, felt the force of Varkus's strike reverberate through his
body. The ground beneath him groaned under the pressure, but he held firm. With grim
determination, he knew that this was the moment to unleash his ultimate technique, one born of his
deep connection to the earth.

"Stone Cataclysm!" Krogg bellowed, his voice resonating like thunder.



The ground quaked violently as his power surged. Massive pillars of rock erupted from the earth,
surrounding both combatants in a colossal, spiraling cyclone of stone. It was a whirlwind of
solidified rage and determination, a cataclysmic display of Krogg's mastery over the earth element.

Caught within the maelstrom, Varkus struggled to maintain his form as the crushing force of the
Stone Cataclysm bore down upon him. His dark elemental powers flared in a desperate attempt to
resist, but Krogg's overwhelming strength left him no escape.

In a final, defiant act, Varkus released his darkest energy in one last attempt to break free. Shadows
writhed and lashed out, but it was futile. The stone cyclone continued to tighten its grip, grinding
him.

With a deafening roar, the Stone Cataclysm reached its zenith, and the ground swallowed Varkus
whole. The battlefield trembled one last time before falling silent.

The battlefield fell eerily silent as the dust and debris settled. The goblin warriors and demon
soldiers stared in awe and horror at the fallen demon captain, his malevolent aura waning with each
passing moment.

Krogg, his warhammer still in hand, emerged from his protective cocoon of stone, his chest heaving
with exhaustion. He had triumphed, utilizing his mastery of the earth element to defeat the
formidable Varkus.

A grim sense of satisfaction washed over Krogg as he surveyed the aftermath of the epic battle. The
goblin warriors cheered, their spirits lifted by the defeat of such a powerful foe. Yet, Krogg knew
that the war was far from over.
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