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Chapter 274 274: Demons Vs. The Undead

After an hour of waiting, Argon's presence resonated within Cambion's mind, a voice laced with
sinister intent and cold authority. "Cambion," it echoed, "the time has come to set our plan into
motion."

Cambion, ever the obedient subordinate, responded with utmost respect, "What are your orders, my
lord?"

Argon's words were calculating, devoid of concern for the fates of humans or demons. "We will
now commence the plan. After the undead creatures unleash havoc upon the cities the demons have
conquered and obliterate all in their path, I want you to send the demons to reclaim those territories.
Ensure that the four Soul Strengthening Realm demons do not participate."

Cambion acknowledged his lord's instructions with reverence, his thoughts forming a response, "As
you wish, my lord. It's an easy task."

With the impending unleashing of undead monsters and the subsequent fall of the demon-conquered
cities, Argon's intricate scheme was set into motion. The fate of countless lives now hung on the
threads of this dark design, all orchestrated by the silent hand of Argon and carried out under the
guise of Cambion's high-demon authority.

In a city laid waste by the demons, the triumphant cries of the malevolent creatures echoed through
the rubble. They reveled in their victory over the humans, the air thick with the acrid scent of
destruction.

Then, as if emerging from a nightmare, a demon among them caught sight of a peculiar
phenomenon. "Hey, what is that?" he exclaimed, pointing towards the horizon where an ominous
darkness was creeping forth.



As moments stretched into anxious minutes, the sky darkened further, revealing a ghastly sight. A
horde of undead creatures, a nightmarish assembly of human bones, grotesque beasts, and mutilated
corpses, advanced toward the city.

A demon, disbelief etched across his features, stammered in shock, "Hey, what the hell are those? I
can see human bone walking and a beast... and human corpse. There are even creatures I'm not
familiar with."

The other demons, once celebratory, were now transfixed by the grim spectacle before them.
Murmurs of amazement and dread swept through their ranks as they tried to make sense of the
abominable apparition.

One demon, a particularly observant soul, could barely contain his horror. "By the abyss, what
manner of twisted sorcery is this? Are these the wretched remains of the humans we vanquished,
risen to haunt us?"

Another, grappling with the grotesque reality, could only manage a shaken whisper, "This... this is
beyond any realm of the known. These abominations defy the very order of life and death."”

As the horde of undead creatures drew nearer, the demons' bravado dissolved into a palpable
unease. Their malevolent victory had suddenly given way to a confrontation with forces more
sinister and unpredictable than any they had faced before.

In this once-triumphant city, the atmosphere was now fraught with an eerie tension. The demons,
who had revelled in their conquest, found themselves faced with a horrifying enigma, one that
transcended the boundaries of their cruel world.

The demon who had been leading this group of malevolent creatures raised his voice, his tone laced
with urgency, "Prepare for battle, my brethren. These creatures do not seem like they are here to
congratulate us."

The demons, despite their initial shock, quickly fell into formation. Their demonic powers crackled
in the air as they readied themselves for the impending clash with the nightmarish horde
approaching the city.

As the undead creatures closed in, the battle commenced with a cataclysmic clash of elemental
techniques. Bolts of fire, torrents of water, and gusts of wind were unleashed upon the approaching
horde. The very earth trembled as the demons sought to obliterate their grotesque foes.



However, what followed was a macabre spectacle that defied the laws of the known world. A
skeleton warrior, its bones shattered by the demonic onslaught, began to mend itself. The bones
screeched and clattered as they reassembled, the undead soldier slowly returning to its dreadful
form.

A zombie, its flesh peeled away by the fiery assault, continued to advance towards the city, the
exposed muscles and sinews somehow propelling it forward. It even picked up its pace, sprinting
with a grotesque determination.

Among the demonic ranks, shock and disbelief spread like wildfire. Their attacks, powerful as they
were, seemed only to rejuvenate these nightmarish creatures. Panic gripped some demons as they
witnessed the undead's horrifying resilience.

In the midst of the chaos, the transparent creatures that had appeared suddenly vanished. Their eerie
disappearance sent shivers down the spines of the remaining demons, who strained to see through
the thickening darkness.

Amid the cacophony of battle, the demons could hear the desperate cries of their comrades. Demons
who had been closer to the transparent creatures now screamed in agony, their voices abruptly cut
short. Something sinister was at play, something beyond the comprehension of even these
malevolent beings.

The battle became a maelstrom of chaos and horror. The demons, once masters of their domain,
now found themselves pitted against a force that defied the natural order. Their techniques clashed
with the inexorable march of the undead, each strike met with a perverse resilience that mocked the
laws of life and death.

Yet, amidst the brutality, the demon leader stood resolute. His eyes blazed with a mixture of fury
and determination, and he rallied his forces with a thunderous roar, urging them to hold fast against
this nightmarish onslaught.

In the heart of the maelstrom, the city's ruins bore witness to a clash of forces, one born of
malevolence and the other, a perversion of death itself. The outcome of this grotesque ballet of
destruction remained uncertain, suspended between the merciless demons and the relentless tide of
the undead.



The battle raged on, a relentless struggle between the malevolent demons and the nightmarish tide
of undead creatures. The sky, once filled with the triumphant cries of the demons, was now a canvas
of chaos and despair.

The demon leader, his resolve unwavering, continued to direct his forces in the face of
overwhelming odds. His command was a beacon of authority amidst the turmoil, and the demons
fought with a ferocity born of desperation.

Bolts of elemental energy clashed with the skeletal warriors, sending bone fragments scattering like
macabre fireworks. But with each fallen skeleton, another rose, reassembling itself with eerie
precision. The undead creatures seemed inexhaustible, an unending tide of death.

The zombies, their flesh torn and burnt, pressed on with grim determination. Some lost limbs but
still crawled relentlessly toward the city, their mutilated forms a testament to their grotesque
resilience. The demons, once reveling in their victory, now faced foes who refused to yield.

Amidst the melee, the transparent creatures reappeared, their eerie forms haunting the battlefield.
They moved with an otherworldly grace, their touch sapping the life force from any demon
unfortunate enough to be caught within their grasp. The screams of the afflicted demons echoed
through the ruins, a chilling symphony of torment.

The demon leader's voice rose above the chaos, rallying his forces. "Stand firm! We are demons of
the abyss, and we will not be vanquished by abominations!" His words infused his comrades with
renewed determination, and they fought on, driven by a mixture of hatred and fear.

The battle became a relentless dance of destruction, a grotesque ballet in which demons and undead
clashed with horrifying consequences. The city, once a symbol of human civilization, was now a
battleground of nightmarish proportions.
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