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"Beings born as gods," he continued, gesturing towards the origin gods, "have their own way of living.
They have their own energy and power sources to sustain them as they grow. But ascended gods do not
have such luxury. Only one energy matters most to us, which is faith energy."

"Energy that comes as a result of mortal worship," he emphasized, "the growth of our realm, the
sustainability of our realm, our growth in strength and power, all depend on this energy."

"Because of how important this energy is to us ascended gods," he explained, his voice gaining a sharper
edge, "many newly ascended gods go out of their way to expand their religion to gather as many mortal
worshippers as they can."

Maul interrupted him, his voice laced with a hint of accusation. "Just like you did in your time, spreading
your faith across the continents."

Bjorn remained silent for a moment, his gaze fixed on the thick, red wine swirling in his cup. "That was
not by my doing," he finally said, his voice low and measured. "It was done by the one on the southern
continent, in hopes to control me."

He looked at Mahu, his expression softening slightly. "If not for your mother, | doubt today’s invitation
would have been sent to me."

"This was another lesson | meant to impart to you as ascended gods," he continued, his voice regaining
its authoritative tone. "Having your faith spread out uncontrollably will lead to a taint in your divinity, an
uncontrollable change in your character. It is just like overfeeding."

"Unlike born gods, we need time to break down and fully absorb faith energy. Faith energy is filled with
the thoughts and expectations of mortals, making it tainted and not pure, which is why all these need to
be filtered out before absorbing."

"Too much faith energy means one has no time to filter, but instead absorbs it as it is, which causes a
change in the god absorbing it. For example, in my case, the extremity of my divinity was brought out,
leaving me senseless and unable to think, attacking everything in sight."



"His sole goal being to have an uncontrollable god he could control any time he wants. Thankfully, that
was stopped, and now, as we speak, my religion is being relinquished from other continents and being
focused solely under my kingdom in the mortal world to avoid such issues."

"While faith energy seems all bad, it is different when the source is focused on the believers of the
religion and not spread out. Faith energy that comes as a result of this is much easier to filter and
absorb."

"Think of it like this," Bjorn continued, his voice resonating with the weight of experience. "Faith energy
is not a uniform substance. It’s a collection of emotions, desires, fears, and hopes, all interwoven into a
single, potent force. When a mortal prays, they’re not just sending out a blank request. They’re imbuing
that request with their entire being, their very essence.

"For a born god, this is less of an issue. Their inherent nature allows them to process and filter these
emotions naturally, to separate the pure devotion from the tainted desires. But for us, ascended gods,
it’s like drinking unfiltered water. You might quench your thirst, but you’re also taking in impurities that
can make you sick.

"When you spread your faith too wide, you're essentially opening countless faucets, each spewing out
unfiltered energy. You become overwhelmed, unable to process it all. The impurities accumulate,
twisting your perception, warping your personality. You become a reflection of the collective desires and
fears of your worshippers, not a true god.

"That’s why focused faith is so important. When your worshippers are concentrated, their emotions are
more aligned, their desires more unified. It’s like having a single, clean spring. The energy is still potent,
but it’s easier to filter, easier to absorb. You maintain control, you remain true to yourself.

"And that control," he emphasized, his gaze sweeping across the newly ascended gods, "is paramount.
Without it, you are nothing more than a puppet, a tool for the whims of mortals. You become a slave to
their desires, a reflection of their fears. And that," he concluded, his voice low and grave, "is a fate
worse than death for a god."

The newly ascended gods wore grave expressions, the weight of Bjorn’s words settling heavily upon
them. The prospect of losing one’s sense of self, of becoming a mere vessel for the fickle desires of
mortals, was a chilling one.



It was Jaws who broke the silence, his booming voice cutting through the somber atmosphere. "I'm
guessing it isn’t as easy as you make it out to be."

Bjorn nodded, a wry smile playing on his lips. "Of course," he said, a slight laugh escaping him. "It would
be wonderful if everything went so smoothly, but sadly, there are many factors that prevent such
success."

"An example," he continued, "is having enemies, such as the one | have, who are willing to spread your
faith even without your request, using it as a weapon against you. Another is the slow growth that
comes after the sublimation of one’s religion."

"The growth of one’s religion always has a limit," he explained, "unless one is willing to wait for years as
their believers expand in number through natural birth growth, or take the next step, commonly known
as a war of faith, where gods battle for lands and the growth of population to add more people to their
faith."

"These wars are not simple skirmishes," Bjorn elaborated, his voice taking on a darker tone. "They are
brutal, devastating conflicts that can consume entire worlds. Gods clash, their powers reshaping reality,
and mortals suffer the consequences. It’s a desperate gamble, a high-stakes game where the victor gains
immense power, and the loser faces annihilation."

"And even if you manage to avoid war," he added, "there’s always the risk of internal strife. Mortal faith
is fickle, easily swayed by charismatic leaders or promises of power. A single charismatic individual can
turn your entire religion against you, twisting your teachings to suit their own agenda."

"Maintaining a focused religion," he concluded, "requires constant vigilance, a delicate balance of power
and influence. It’s a constant struggle, a never-ending battle against external threats and internal
corruption. It’s a path fraught with peril, but it’s the only way to retain your divinity, to remain true to
yourself."

"Why would we resort to a war of faith?" Ursual asked naively, her wide eyes reflecting the innocence of
someone who had never seen the darker struggles of divinity. In her mind, there was no need for
conflict — not between family, not between gods. The bonds that tied them together should have been
stronger than the hunger for power.



Ikem’s hand settled gently on her shoulder, his grip firm yet comforting. His smile was small, tinged with
a sorrow that only those who had lived long enough could carry. The weight of knowledge, of centuries
of struggle, dimmed the warmth in his amber eyes.

It was Crepuscular who answered, his voice low and measured, as if each word carried the burden of
countless forgotten wars. "Because, my daughter... as a god, you must understand that power is not a
luxury — it is survival. The world you see now is sheltered, but the realms beyond our own are far less
forgiving. A slow growth..." he paused, letting the weight of his words settle on her, "...means death. Or
worse — losing your divinity altogether."

Ursual’s brow furrowed, her heart quickening at the notion. The thought of losing her place among the
gods, of falling into obscurity, gnawed at the edges of her mind. Yet, the idea of turning on her own kin
in pursuit of power felt equally unthinkable.

Crepuscular’s gaze softened slightly, though the hard truth remained in his voice. "Your uncle and aunt
are in the outside world — perhaps even in another universe — searching for ways to strengthen our
pantheon. The world beyond this one is far greater than you can imagine. It is not enough to simply
exist, Ursual. Every god, every being, is bound to the path of power and growth. To stand still is to
wither. To fall behind is to be devoured."

Ikem’s hand tightened on her shoulder, offering silent support as the weight of those words settled on
her.

"It so happens," Crepuscular continued, his eyes narrowing, "that one of the most effective paths to
growth is to take from others. There are worlds where weaker gods have been consumed by stronger
ones. Pantheons broken, their faith stolen to fuel another’s ascension. For now, our world is safe... but
not forever. An attack can befall us at any moment, whether we desire it or not. When that moment
comes, a god without power will lose everything."

Ursual’s lips parted, but no words came. The warmth of Ikem’s hand and the cold logic of her father’s
words weighed heavily on her heart. In that moment, she began to see the truth — that divinity was not
a gift freely given, but a mantle fought for and fiercely protected.
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"If your uncle and aunt return," Crepuscular continued, his voice echoing with a chilling certainty, "we
will also embark on this path, the path of conquest. We will attack other worlds, absorbing them into
our own, expanding our territory and power."

He turned his gaze towards the newly ascended gods, his eyes piercing and unwavering. "This also
applies to you. More worlds mean more worshippers, more faith energy, which can be used for your
growth. It is a simple equation: power equals survival."

"This is not a matter of choice," he emphasized, "but of necessity. The universe is a hostile environment,
a constant struggle for existence. We must adapt, we must grow, or we will perish. Hesitation is
weakness. Compassion is a liability. Only strength ensures survival."

"The worlds we conquer will not be empty shells," he explained, "They will be resources, sources of
power, and potential worshippers. Their cultures, their technologies, their very essence will be
assimilated into our own, strengthening us, making us more resilient."

"This is the way of the universe," he concluded, his voice a low, resonant rumble. "The strong survive,
the weak perish. We must become strong, we must become invincible, or we will be consumed by the
darkness that surrounds us."

Ursula’s gaze, fixed on the Hearth’s flickering flames, held a profound, heartbreaking vacancy. The
warmth that usually comforted her now seemed to mock her with its ephemeral nature. The words
she’d just heard, the implications of growth, resonated with a chilling finality. "Will she really lose her
family...?" The question echoed in the silence of her mind, a stark, unwelcome truth threatening to
crystallize. The Hearth, the symbol of her family’s unity, seemed to waver, its light casting long, distorted
shadows that mirrored her inner turmoil.

The palace, once a vibrant hub of divine energy, now held its breath. The silence was thick, pregnant
with unspoken anxieties and the heavy weight of contemplation. Each god present grappled with the
implications of the looming change, the potential sacrifices demanded by progress.

Meanwhile, a stark contrast played out amongst the Arch Curses. Leviathan, a creature of primal
instinct, remained blissfully ignorant, his focus solely on the sustenance before him. The chaos of
emotions swirling around him was as irrelevant as the dust motes dancing in the air. Oracle, ever the
observer, had retreated into the pages of a forgotten tome, seeking solace and understanding in ancient
knowledge. Virtuoso, the artist, was a whirlwind of focused energy, his brush dancing across the canvas,



capturing the subtle shifts in atmosphere, the nuanced expressions on the goddesses’ faces. He was a
silent chronicler, freezing the moment in time.

Siren, however, found herself unexpectedly vulnerable. The pervasive melancholy seeped into her
usually impenetrable composure, a feeling she fiercely resented. This unwelcome intrusion of emotion
spurred her into action. She leaned close to Mahu, whispering a plan, a subtle shift in the balance of
power. Mahu, ever attuned to Siren’s intentions, raised a questioning brow but ultimately nodded,
understanding the need for intervention.

A silent, almost imperceptible ripple spread through the palace. Messages, carried on unseen currents,
reached the ears of every female goddess. Ursula, as the realm’s architect, enacted a subtle, yet decisive
shift. The very structure of the palace responded to her will, rearranging itself. The male goddesses,
previously dispersed throughout the palace, found themselves inexplicably transported to a newly
formed observation platform.

The shift was a clear demarcation, a silent declaration. The women, the heart of the family, were taking
control. The observation platform, a stage for the men, emphasized their role as spectators in the
unfolding drama. Ursula, despite her inner turmoil, was asserting her authority, creating a space for her
family to confront the impending changes, even if it meant separating them, physically and emotionally,
for a time. The Hearth continued to flicker, a symbol of both the warmth they shared and the potential
for its extinguishing, a constant reminder of the difficult choices ahead.

The observation platform, now thick with the presence of the male gods, buzzed with an undercurrent
of tension. Some leaned forward, their expressions unreadable, while others sat rigidly, their gazes fixed
on the gathering below. Confusion warred with anticipation in their eyes as the female goddesses
stepped into motion, their movements deliberate, their presence commanding. The very air seemed to
shift, thickening with something electric, something primal.

Then, music.

Xerosis, resplendent in dark silks, raised a single hand, and her attendants moved as one. Each carried
an instrument—delicate lyres, deep-throated flutes, drums that whispered of ancient rituals. A note
trembled in the air, then another, until the palace was filled with a melody that slithered like smoke,
both intoxicating and insidious.

The dance began slowly, almost lazily—a ripple of movement here, a tilt of a shoulder there, a rhythm
that echoed the pulse of something deep and unspoken. The goddesses glided like liquid shadow, their



forms swaying with the ease of those who knew their power and reveled in it. Their bodies told a story,
a tale of temptation, control, and the exquisite edge where pleasure met peril.

And then, Siren.

The Arch Curse of Lust moved through them like a whisper of silk over bare skin, her presence thick with
the weight of an unfulfilled promise. She was neither hurried nor hesitant; she commanded with a flick
of her wrist, with the languid arch of her spine, with the barely-there smirk that lingered at the corner of
her lips. The air tightened around her, every step a provocation, every turn a carefully measured taunt.

The male gods stirred. Some shifted in their seats, their fingers curling against the cool stone of the
platform. Others remained still, but their eyes—their eyes followed.

The goddesses, emboldened, moved with newfound intensity. Their eyes, dark and knowing, met those
of their audience, issuing a challenge veiled in the language of seduction. Power radiated from them—
not the raw, forceful kind that crushed or conquered, but something far more insidious. This was power
that lured. Power that invited surrender and made one crave the fall.

The music swelled, its hypnotic rhythm weaving through the senses like a spell. It was no longer just
heard—it was felt, thrumming in bones, curling around skin like warm breath. A scent drifted through
the palace—something sweet and intoxicating, a heady blend of crushed petals and musk, of something
dangerous and divine.

And at the center of it all, Siren smiled.

She was the orchestrator of this sensual symphony, the weaver of this exquisite torment. She knew the
effect she had, reveled in it. Her gaze, sharp and playful, flickered over the male gods as if choosing,
deciding. She danced with the confidence of a queen who knew the world would bow, whether willingly
or not.

The sensual dance, a swirling vortex of feminine power, thickened the air with its intoxicating pull. It was
more than movement—it was a spell woven in rhythm, a symphony of seduction crafted with each
deliberate sway, each tantalizing flick of a wrist.



At first, the male gods were motionless, ensnared by the spectacle. Their initial stillness was a mixture of
shock and awe, as if they had stumbled upon something both forbidden and irresistible. Yet, as the
dance unfolded, their restraint began to unravel, thread by thread.

Their eyes, wide and ravenous, traced every fluid motion, absorbing the electric energy that radiated
from the goddesses. A low murmur rippled through the observation platform, a soundless exhale of
appreciation, of burgeoning desire. The air itself hummed, charged with an unseen force, a delicate
balance between admiration and hunger.

Some gods shifted, their bodies betraying their internal conflict. Hands twitched as if reaching for
something just out of grasp. Their gazes darkened, pupils dilating as they leaned forward, drawn in,
attempting to decode the silent language woven into the movements.

And then, the inevitable happened.

A few, no longer content to merely watch, began to move. Their hands traced phantom curves in the air,
their bodies swaying, hesitantly at first, then with a growing boldness. It was subtle—a tilt of the
shoulder, a roll of the hips—but it marked a significant shift.

The rhythm had claimed them.

Their restraint, once a solid wall, began to fray, cracks forming beneath the relentless pressure of
anticipation.

The goddesses, ever watchful, noticed. Their smiles deepened, dark and knowing.

Ikem and Crepuscular, their faces alight with bright smiles, exchanged knowing glances. They were
attuned to the cyclical nature of their existence, and the dance, with its potent display of feminine
energy, signaled the approach of a significant juncture. They looked towards the "end of the day," a
euphemism for a moment of profound transformation and renewal, with undisguised eagerness.

Maul, his eyes gleaming with a primal hunger, turned abruptly and strode towards the edge of the
observation platform. He moved with a sense of urgency, his mind already racing towards his own



realm. The sight of the goddesses, their movements a symphony of sensuality, had ignited a fierce desire
within him. He needed his wife, and he needed her now.

Chapter 453:

The palpable heat in the room was undeniable. The goddesses’ dance had stirred something deep within
the male gods, a primal instinct that transcended their divine nature. They were creatures of desire, and
the spectacle before them had awakened that desire with a fierce intensity.

Tide, however, was a figure of quiet contemplation amidst the rising tide of passion. He observed the
dance, his gaze lingering on Siren, the architect of this sensual masterpiece. Unlike the other gods, he
was unburdened by the ties of companionship. He had no wife, no consort, no one to share the
burgeoning desire that pulsed through his veins.

He was a solitary figure, a god of the depths, accustomed to the quiet solitude of the ocean’s abyss. But
the dance, and Siren’s presence, had stirred something within him, a longing for connection, a desire to
break free from his isolation.

With a newfound sense of resolve, he stepped off the observation platform and walked towards Siren.
His movements were deliberate, his gaze unwavering. He moved with a quiet confidence, a silent
declaration of his intentions. The other gods watched him, their expressions a mixture of surprise and
curiosity.

Tide’s approach was a stark contrast to the swirling energy of the dance. He moved with a quiet
purpose, his presence a calming counterpoint to the rising heat. He stopped before Siren, his gaze
meeting hers, a silent question in his eyes.

The music pulsed around them before coming to a halt, the air thick with unspoken desires. Siren, ever
the master of her domain, paused in her movements, her eyes narrowing slightly as she regarded him. A
flicker of surprise, followed by a hint of amusement, crossed her features.

Tide’s voice, when he spoke, was low and resonant, like the rumble of the ocean depths. "Siren," he
began, his tone respectful yet firm, "the day is drawing to a close, and | find myself...unoccupied." He
paused, his gaze unwavering. "Would you...accompany me?"



His request was simple, yet laden with unspoken meaning. It was an invitation to escape the confines of
the palace, to explore the vast expanse of the realm, to share the transition from day to night. It was an
offer of companionship, a chance to break free from the intoxicating spell of the dance and find solace
in the quiet solitude of his presence.

The other gods, still caught in the thrall of the dance, watched with bated breath. They were witnessing
a moment of unexpected intimacy, a quiet exchange amidst the swirling chaos of desire.

Siren’s expression remained unreadable for a moment, her eyes searching his, seeking the hidden
depths of his intentions. She, the embodiment of lust, was being offered a moment of quiet
companionship. The contrast was intriguing.

A slow smile spread across her lips, a smile that held both amusement and a hint of genuine interest.
"Accompany you?" she echoed, her voice a low, seductive whisper. "And where, pray tell, would we be
going?"

Tide’s gaze remained steady. "To the shores," he replied, his voice calm and reassuring. "To witness the
transition, the quiet beauty of the day’s end." He offered his hand, a silent invitation. "Just for the day."

Bjorn found himself irritated as he left Ursula’s realm, a rare flicker of displeasure shadowing his
otherwise composed demeanor. He had hoped to leave with a female figure beside him, someone to
match his presence, to complete the image of his grandeur. Yet, fate had denied him that satisfaction.
Still, it had been an eventful day. He had made a strong impression on the new gods—an impression he
hoped would endure. Gods were fickle beings, after all, but he had planted the seeds. Now, he would
see if they flourished.

Meanwhile, Ikem lingered behind in Ursula’s domain, he wanted her but He had long prepared for this
moment, knowing that when the time came, he would step aside—for this was something Ursula had
been waiting for her entire life. The same was true for Crepuscular, whose heart longed for nothing
more than to remain by Xerosis’s side.

Yet, duty and love sometimes demanded sacrifice.

Crepuscular knew he had to give his daughter this opportunity. And so, father and child departed, bound
for his realm—the heart of the sun.



The journey was silent, save for the rhythmic pulse of divine energy that rippled between them. No
words were spoken, but Crepuscular could feel the anticipation radiating from Ursula. It was in the set
of her shoulders, in the gleam of determination in her eyes.

Soon, the sun loomed before them, a vast, burning expanse of celestial fire. The air grew hotter,
shimmering with golden light. Crepuscular cast a glance at his daughter, offering her a single, knowing
nod before continuing forward. As he stepped toward the solar gateway, a path of pure light unfolded
beneath his feet, granting him passage into his domain.

Ursula, however, did not move.

She remained where she was, her breath hitching as memories surged forth, crashing over her like
waves of molten gold. She remembered the heat, the agony, the moment when the sun had once been
her enemy, branding her flesh with fire.

And now, it called to her once more.

A blinding flash of golden light burst from within her, raw and untamed. Flames ignited around her form,
consuming her body in a brilliant inferno. The fire did not burn this time—it transformed.

With a resounding cry, Ursula became something else—a phoenix wreathed in fire, her wings unfurling
in a blaze of untamed beauty.

She launched herself toward the sun, eyes shut tight, surrendering to the pull of destiny.

She did not know how long she soared through the endless brilliance. It could have been seconds. It
could have been eternities.

But when she opened her eyes, she was no longer in the void between realms.

She was home and then, she saw him.



At the heart of this world, seated upon a throne carved from the very essence of the sun, was her
father. His presence was as radiant as the realm itself, his body exuding a golden brilliance that rivaled
the flames surrounding him.

He gazed up at her, his expression one of warmth—not the scalding heat of the sun’s wrath, but the
embrace of its light. And then, with a smile, he spoke the words she had yearned to hear her entire life:

"Welcome home, daughter."

Across the celestial expanse, the gods from their realms turned their gazes skyward. The sun, ever-
burning, now bore an unusual spectacle—two figures, ablaze with celestial fire, their wings spread wide
as they circled the radiant sphere.

The first, vast and commanding, radiated an ancient brilliance, his golden plumage streaked with molten
threads of white-hot energy. His presence was undeniable—Crepuscular, Lord of the Solar Realm,
moving through the heavens as if he were an extension of the sun itself.

Beside him flew another, smaller yet no less magnificent. Ursula, her form reborn as a phoenix of
resplendent fire, danced through the skies with newfound freedom. The flames that once tormented
her now cradled her, their heat no longer pain but power.

The two celestial birds spiraled around the sun, their movements fluid, effortless—a silent symphony of
light and heat. Then, in perfect unison, they dove.

The sight was both mesmerizing and terrifying. Two divine beings, plunging into the heart of the sun,
swallowed whole by its searing radiance. Even gods, with their vast and boundless lifespans, rarely
beheld such a sight.

For a moment, the heavens seemed to shudder. The sun flared brilliantly, as if devouring the two
figures... and then, as swiftly as the flare had come, the surface of the sun stilled once more, its golden
light burning as it always had.

Ursula was not burning.



She felt the heat, but it did not harm her—it welcomed her, wrapped around her like a second skin. As
she emerged from the descent, she found herself once again in her father’s domain.

The sky was gold and crimson, streaked with embers that floated like fireflies. Below, the land itself was
alive with flame, shifting and breathing like a living thing.

Mountains of molten rock stretched across the horizon, their peaks weeping rivers of gold and orange
lava. Trees, their trunks composed of smoldering charcoal, bore leaves of flickering flame, casting
brilliant light with each rustling movement. Even the creatures—beasts of flickering embers, great
winged raptors of burning wind—moved as if they had been sculpted from the very sun itself.

Ursula hovered in the air, her wings outstretched, the sheer grandeur of it all stealing her breath away.

"Beautiful, isn’t it?"

Crepuscular’s voice was warm, like the sun on one’s skin at dawn. He glided beside her, his wings
shifting effortlessly through the heated currents of the realm.

Ursula turned to him, her eyes wide, ablaze with emotions she had yet to put into words.

"It’s alive," she breathed.

Crepuscular smiled. "Yes. The sun is not just a thing that burns—it is a world, a force, a heartbeat in the
fabric of existence. And now, daughter, it is yours to experience."
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Ursula beat her wings, soaring higher, the flames parting for her as if recognizing her as their own. A
surge of exhilaration coursed through her—this was nothing like the fear and pain she had known
before.

Here, she was not a mortal being suffering under the sun’s scorching rays.



Here, she was part of it.

She let out a cry—a phoenix’s song, a melody of rebirth, triumph, and belonging. The very air rippled
with its power, sending waves of golden light cascading across the realm.

Her father watched, his golden eyes glowing with pride.

For the first time in her existence, Ursula was home.

And the sun welcomed her as one of its own.

Crepuscular spent a while with Ursula, watching her revel in the flames of his realm, her newfound
strength making her glow with the radiance of the sun itself. He was proud—proud in a way that only a
father could be. But he had another place to be, another presence that pulled at him.

As he bid his daughter a temporary farewell, his form shifted, dissolving into a golden light. Like a falling
star, he plunged toward the depths of Xerosis’ realm.

Unlike the suffocating void of her mother’s dominion, Xerosis’ realm was structured—not a place of
endless decay, but of absolute balance.

Pillars of light and shadow intertwined, forming towering halls of unwavering judgment. The air crackled
with the weight of justice itself, every sound carrying a sense of deliberation and consequence.

And yet, he did not hesitate—he flew directly toward the one whose presence was etched into his very
being.

She was waiting for him. Xerosis stood in the dim light, shrouded in her eternal night. Unlike the other
gods, her body did not reflect beauty in the traditional sense—her figure was lean, almost gaunt, her
skin a shade between life and death, and the thin veil over her face barely concealed the unnerving
truth beneath.



Her robe—so thin, so delicate—did little to hide her form. It was a quiet act of trust, but Crepuscular
saw beyond that. He saw the hesitation in her stance, the way her fingers twitched as if caught between
reaching for him and withdrawing.

And Crepuscular, in all his haste, found himself still.

There were no words—only the silent tension between them, the heavy air of uncertainty and desire.

Then, at last, he stepped forward.

Xerosis did not move as he reached for the veil covering her face. But as his fingers brushed against the
fabric, a tremor ran through her. A fear not of rejection—but of being truly seen.

Her hand came up, catching his, trembling.

He felt it.

The uncertainty. The silent plea.

"It’s okay," he said, his voice low, reassuring.

For a moment, she hesitated. Then, slowly, she let go.

With deliberate care, Crepuscular pulled back the veil.

What greeted him would have terrified mortals—a face marked by the abyss. Two hollow voids where
eyes should be, their depths swallowing light. Lips, thin and torn, barely containing the unnatural maw
that lurked beneath.



And yet—

To Crepuscular, she was beautiful.

His golden gaze softened, unshaken by what lay before him. His hand, instead of withdrawing, slid to her
trembling waist, fingers brushing over the fabric of her robe as if to anchor her in place.

The shadows around them pulsed, uncertain.

He bent down.

Xerosis did not recoil. a moment where fire and balance, creation and judgment intertwined.

She responded, hesitant at first, then with a depth of emotion she had never dared to show before.
Tears, silent and shimmering, fell from the dark hollows of her eyes, absorbed into the endless night
that surrounded them.

Crepuscular held her closer, his flames never as gentle as they were in this moment.

As they drew nearer to the inevitable next step, her voice, soft yet weighted with unspoken emotions,
brushed against his ear.

"Take it easy," she whispered. "This is my first time."

Crepuscular stilled.

His golden eyes burned brighter, yet the fire of his touch remained tender, reverent.

Down on the planet, the night had passed in a blur—when you were terrified for your life, time never
seemed to move at the right pace. Too slow when you lay awake, straining to hear any signs of danger,



too fast when dawn finally crept over the horizon. But even with the sun rising, its light did little to chase
away the fear that had settled deep in the bones of the people.

No one wanted to leave their homes. Not yet. Not until they were sure the nightmare was truly over.

But the leaders—those with power and responsibility—could not afford such hesitation. Despite their
own fear, they stepped out, inhaling the morning air tainted with the lingering traces of last night’s
devastation. In a way, they saw the people’s fear as both a curse and a blessing. A curse, because it
meant the terror was real, suffocating the hearts of their people. But a blessing, because it gave them
time. Time to assess the damage. Time to understand what had transpired. And, if necessary, time to
hide things that were better left unseen. If there was something that needed to be covered up, they had
the chance to cook up an excuse before the rest of the world stepped outside to witness it.

On the eastern continent, near the great boundary between the Omadi and Osita kingdomes,
Nwadiebube and his sister, Ezinne, stood with a gathering of other fifth-stage powerhouses. They had
braced themselves for the worst as they made their way to the site of the battle. The echoes of last
night’s explosions still rang in their memories, and they had expected to find their homeland in ruins.
But to their surprise, their territory was left mostly untouched. There was damage—shattered roads,
cracked walls, and scorched land—but nothing beyond repair.

It was clear that the godlings had made sure to keep the destruction away from the people. That, at
least, was some small mercy. But even their power was not enough to stop the battle from leaving
behind something... unnatural.

The crystallized mountain stood at the very edge of the Omadi kingdom, gleaming under the morning
light. It wasn’t merely dusted with shards of crystal—it had been wholly transformed. The once-dark
rock was now smooth and semi-translucent, glimmering with eerie veins of light that pulsed faintly, like
a living thing. Its very presence had a strange pull, an almost magnetic force that kept their eyes locked
on it.

But it wasn’t just Nwadiebube and his group who had come to investigate.

From the other side of the mountain, Osita’s son stood with his own contingent of fifth-stage
powerhouses. Their presence was heavy, their expressions unreadable as they stared up at the
crystallized peak. It was an unspoken reality that despite their kingdoms’ peace, lines of tension always
existed between them. And now, this strange new phenomenon had appeared, sitting right on their
border.



Yet, for all the mystery of the mountain, there was something even more terrifying just beyond it.
Something their eyes had initially ignored.

The aftermath of battle.

Giant pit holes marred the land, some so deep their bottoms could not be seen. A whole forest had been
erased, reduced to nothing but barren, cracked earth. The landscape itself had been reshaped by forces
too great for mortal hands to comprehend.

Nwadiebube and his people barely had time to take it all in before movement in the distance caught
their attention.

A group of shamans approached, their robes fluttering slightly in the wind. Floating beside them was a
large shard of crystal, pulsating with the same eerie energy as the mountain.

Something about it sent an unspoken shiver down everyone’s spine.

This was no ordinary crystal.

And whatever had happened here last night... it wasn’t over yet.

Nwadiebube’s voice was steady, but there was an unmistakable weight behind his words as he asked,

"What was the result?"

The group of shamans exchanged glances before one finally stepped forward. His expression was grave
as he spoke.

"This was undoubtedly a mountain, Your Highness. A surface investigation confirms that it has
undergone extreme heating—so intense that it caused the rock to transmute into this crystalline state.
However, when we attempted to probe deeper..." The shaman hesitated for a brief moment, his fingers



twitching slightly at his sides. "The crystal pushed back. Any attempt to observe beyond the surface
creates interference—an unnatural resistance that makes deeper examination nearly impossible."

Before anyone could respond, another shaman abruptly cut in, his tone laced with unease.

"We can observe deeper, but what we see is not of this world."

Silence fell over the group. The weight of those words sent a ripple of tension through them.

The second shaman reached for the floating shard, his fingers curling around its smooth, cool surface. As
he lifted it closer to his eyes, his breathing slowed, his pupils dilating as he peered into the crystal’s
depths.

At first, he saw nothing but a bleak, colorless void—an empty, desolate world devoid of light or life. The
very air within it seemed heavy, pressing against his senses in a way that made his chest tighten.
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Then—something moved.

His breath caught in his throat.

A massive eye, the size of his entire body, snapped open within the void.

It was not human. Not beast. Not anything he could name.

It was watching him.

A guttural scream tore from his lips as he flung the crystal away, stumbling backward, his hands shaking
violently. His panicked retreat sent a ripple of fear through the others, and instinctively, they all stepped
back from the shard, as if it carried some lingering malice.



The crystal landed with a soft thud against the dirt, but no one moved to retrieve it.

For several moments, only the sound of ragged breathing filled the space.

Something had stared back.

And it knew they had seen it.

Osita’s son and his men, who had scaled the crystallized mountain, paused in their ascent when they
noticed the disturbance below. The sight of the shaman recoiling in terror was enough to make them
uneasy. From their vantage point, they could see the others shifting nervously, their eyes locked on the
crystal that had been cast aside.

A strange tension lingered in the air.

They exchanged glances before looking down at the mountain beneath their feet. The crystalline surface
was eerily smooth in some areas, jagged in others—almost as if it had grown rather than simply formed.
The thought unsettled them.

But their attention was soon drawn to something else.

A new presence.

Nwadiebube and his group had also sensed it, their conversations cutting short as their gazes turned
toward the approaching figures.

Without warning, a shimmering portal tore open, revealing a swirling expanse of ethereal energy. From
within, towering figures emerged—Aqua, Brix, and a host of other elemental treants. Their forms,
ancient and majestic, pulsed with raw spiritual energy, embodying the very essence of nature itself.

They did not speak. They did not hesitate.



The treants moved with quiet purpose, their immense hands reaching toward the ruined landscape.
Tendrils of elemental energy seeped into the ground, spreading like veins of light. In an instant,
shattered earth began to mend, barren land breathed anew, and the deep, gaping scars left by the
battle slowly faded.

The presence of the world spirits was undeniable. It commanded reverence.

By the time Osita’s son and his warriors had descended from the mountain, the land was already
undergoing its quiet resurrection. Together, Nwadiebube, Osita’s son, and their respective people
stepped forward, their movements unified by silent understanding. With practiced grace, they bowed in
deep respect to the two world spirits.

Aqua and Brix, standing amidst their work, turned their attention to the gathered mortals. For a brief
moment, they exchanged glances, as if silently conversing. Then, after a shared nod, they accepted the
bow.

Aqua’s gaze drifted downward. The crystal still lay where it had been thrown, gleaming faintly under the
morning light. With a faint smile, she gestured toward it and spoke, her voice light yet carrying an
undeniable weight.

"It seems you have already begun without us."

Nwadiebube let out a short laugh as he stepped forward, his usual confidence returning.

"A treasure has fallen into our backyard, Your Grace. Naturally, we couldn’t resist being a little hasty to
claim it."

Brix, who had remained silent, raised a brow as the crystal lifted effortlessly into his palm. His fingers
curled around it, his touch sending a ripple of energy through the strange formation.

"A treasure, indeed."



But something in his tone was off. His words were measured, careful—almost as if he were considering
something far more troubling than what the others perceived.

The atmosphere shifted ever so slightly.

And everyone present realized that whatever had crystallized this mountain... whatever had left this
fragment behind...

It was no mere accident.

Aqua’s gaze lingered on Nwadiebube, his expression calm yet resolute. When he finally spoke, his voice
carried an unshakable weight.

"I hate to do this, Your Highness, but this so-called treasure of yours must be taken away—for the safety
of many. Its source is... questionable."

The words immediately thickened the tension in the air. The warriors standing behind Nwadiebube
stiffened, their instincts on edge.

It was Nwadimma who broke the silence, stepping forward with a steady gaze.

"And where exactly is this source from? Or rather... who is it from?"

Her words were pointed, calculated—seeking to pry open whatever secret the world spirits were
withholding.

Brix turned his head slightly, his golden eyes glinting with something unreadable.

"Not for you to know, princess," he said flatly.



Then, with a slow, deliberate motion, he raised his hand toward the crystallized mountain. His fingers
curled into a firm grasp.

A low, rumbling sound filled the air. The mountain trembled. Cracks splintered across its surface, as if
the very land itself was responding to his command.

But before Brix could enact whatever will he had in mind, a hand caught his wrist.

Nwadiebube.

A sudden stillness took hold of the area. For a heartbeat, nothing moved. Then, Brix’s eyes glowed a
deep, piercing yellow. A heavy, crushing force descended upon the land, pressing against the gathered
warriors, bending the air with sheer, suffocating authority.

The weight was staggering. Some buckled under its unseen pressure. Others struggled to breathe.

But Nwadiebube did not let go.

Gritting his teeth against the force pressing down on him, he forced out his words.

"If | recall correctly, taking things away isn’t part of your work, Your Grace—especially when the said
thing is inside owned territory."

Brix tilted his head ever so slightly.

And then, without a single movement on his part, Nwadiebube felt his body lift off the ground. A force,
invisible yet undeniable, wrenched him backward, peeling his hand away from Brix’s wrist as if he were
nothing more than an insect caught in a storm.

His feet dangled for only a moment before the force set him back down—albeit away from the treant.



It was then that Aqua spoke again, his tone deceptively light, yet carrying an undercurrent of something
sharper.

"Owned territory?" He echoed the words, his gaze steady as he turned to face the one standing at the
opposite side of the mountain.

"If | remember correctly, this mountain serves as a boundary. It isn’t truly owned by anyone. Meaning...
you cannot claim it as yours, can you?"

Then, he shifted his focus—now locking eyes with Osita’s son, Nwadike.

"Am | right, son of Osita?"

Silence fell over the gathered warriors once more. The weight of the situation had shifted entirely.

Now, all eyes were on Nwadike.

Would he challenge Aqua’s words? Would he stake a claim for the Omadi Kingdom? Or would he remain
neutral, allowing the world spirits to take what they came for?

The decision, and its consequences, now rested in his hands.

Nwadike, who had remained silent throughout the exchange, finally lifted his gaze. He met Aqua’s
expectant look before turning to Nwadiebube. His expression was unreadable as he spoke.

"It is exactly as you say, Your Highness."

A slow exhale left some of the gathered warriors, but the tension in the air remained thick.



Nwadiebube, however, did not seem relieved. Instead, he frowned, a flicker of confusion passing over
his face. His gaze darted between Nwadike and the mountain before he took a step forward, his voice
pressing with urgency.

"They are keeping us blind, Nwadike. And as a fellow human, don’t you want to know what it is they’re
hiding? That mountain—" he pointed at the towering crystalline formation, its surface gleaming under

the light, an unnatural and almost ominous presence. "—it holds the answers. If we wish to understand
what we are up against, we cannot allow them to take it away without question."

The words carried weight, his conviction evident. And for a moment, it seemed he expected Nwadike to
see reason, to share his thirst for knowledge, for control over what the world spirits sought to remove
from their grasp.

But Nwadike only raised a brow.

"Fellow human?"

There was an unmistakable note of amusement in his tone, though it did not reach his eyes.

It was almost ironic. In his eagerness to secure the mountain, Nwadiebube had chosen to address him as
an equal—something that rarely happened between the two kingdoms. The weight of their ancestors’
grudges, their lands’ strained relations, was conveniently ignored the moment Nwadiebube needed an
ally.

But Nwadike was not moved.

His father, Osita, had made it clear before he left—whatever the godlings fought against that night was
something humans were not ready to face.

He had not been sent here to uncover secrets. He had been sent here to ensure those secrets remained
buried.



The fifth-stage powerhouses accompanying him had one purpose: to destroy the mountain before its
presence invited calamity.

But now, with Nwadiebube and his people standing here, that task has suddenly become far more
complicated.

Nwadike exhaled slowly, schooling his expression into neutrality.

"Curiosity is a dangerous thing, Your Highness," he finally said. "Some doors are meant to remain
closed."

The weight of his words hung between them.
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Nwadiebube clenched his jaw. He could see it now—Nwadike was not merely indifferent. He was against
him in this.

The question was... how far was he willing to push? And how far would Nwadike go to stop him?

Aqua’s gaze remained steady as he regarded Nwadiebube.

"Are you sure about this, Your Highness?"

Nwadiebube narrowed his eyes, his posture unwavering. "Things may yet be smoothed over if you
simply provide the information we require. But if not... then nothing can be done."

There was a finality to his words, a challenge veiled beneath the diplomatic phrasing. He was prepared
for resistance, and it showed in the way he carried himself—expectant, assured.

And before Aqua could speak, Nwadiebube pressed forward, voice edged with something sharper.



"Even the godlings and the apelings have no say in this matter. This is human territory. A matter for
mortals to decide."

A smirk tugged at the corner of his lips. His next words carried weight, spoken not just for the spirits
before him but for all who stood witness.

"Or perhaps the godlings see themselves above humans? Do they believe they have the right to make
decisions on our behalf? If so, please—let it be known to all."

Silence.

Aqgua and Brix exchanged a glance, unreadable as ever.

Then, with a quiet sigh, Aqua waved his hand. A book materialized before him, its presence
commanding, pages shimmering with unseen knowledge.

And just like that, the gathered mortals ceased to exist in the world spirits’ eyes.

Their attention had shifted entirely, no longer interested in the humans standing before them.

The book’s pages turned, revealing the long-forgotten history of the ruined land beneath them—the
animals that once roamed its expanse, the ancient trees that reached toward the heavens, the mineral
veins that had thrived beneath the surface, now shattered and lifeless.

Their gazes remained locked on the unfolding record. And when they had seen enough, the book
disappeared as effortlessly as it had arrived.

Brix, his massive form moving with deliberate grace, lowered himself onto one knee. Pressing his hand
to the soil, he closed his eyes in silent communion.

A moment later, the earth responded.



A narrow path of soil in front of him shifted, forming an intricate map of the land. The visual extended
outward, revealing the slow, steady progress of the treants as they worked to restore what had been
lost.

Brix traced his hand over the mapped terrain, pinpointing the buried remnants of the mineral veins.
With a gesture, the ground trembled in response—stone transmuting, reshaping, stabilizing, ensuring
that the earth’s lifeblood would flow once more.

Beside him, Aqua turned his focus skyward.

The winds stirred as clouds gathered above, dark and heavy with mana-infused rain. The first droplets
fell, sinking into the barren soil, rejuvenating it, making it fertile once more. The moisture thickened in
the air, weaving together an environment capable of sustaining the elements who had lost their home.

Their work had begun.

And whether or not the mortals approved, the spirits did not seek their permission.

The gathered humans stood in stunned silence, watching as the two world spirits wove their power into
the land. Even those who had spoken boldly before now found themselves breathless, their arguments
fading beneath the undeniable reality before them.

The ground shifted with purpose, not in chaos but in careful, deliberate restoration. Where once there
had been ruin, there was now life. The veins of minerals pulsed with new energy, the land drank deeply
from the mana-infused rain, and the very air grew rich with vitality.

It was godly.

No—more than that.

It was creation itself, raw and undisturbed by mortal hands.



Even the most skeptical among them could not deny what they saw. Some gazed in reverence, others in
wary awe, but none could look away.

Then, without a word, Brix and Aqua turned toward the empty space before them.

The air crackled. A ripple spread through reality like a stone cast into a still lake. A shimmering gateway
formed, a portal to the spirit realm. Its edges pulsed with an ethereal glow, like the breath of something
vast and unknowable.

And from its depths, they emerged.

Animals—creatures whose ancestors had once roamed these very lands before they were lost to
destruction.

Towering elk with gleaming antlers, their fur shimmering with the faint glow of mana. Great feline
beasts with sleek, spectral coats, moving like shadows given form. Birds with radiant plumage, their
songs a melody of ancient times, weaving into the wind as if carrying whispers of a forgotten past.

They stepped through, hesitating only for a moment before bounding forward, as though their spirits
recognized the land beneath their feet.

A cycle had been completed.

A world once broken was now made whole.

And the humans could only watch.

After their work was done, they left the way they came, no word said as the portal took them away,
their work finished here but not in the other continents.

Their next destination was the Western continent; a portal opened up where the previous battle took
place.



A few hours back before they got to this continent, At the humanity kingdom. Erik and his council
members were in a meeting discussing the new spectacle or area that appeared at the boundary of their
kingdom and the sun kingdom.

Once again at the boundary of kingdoms, Makes one question if it was all planned or was it all a
coincidence.

Erik and his council sat in the grand chamber, their expressions grim as they discussed the sudden
appearance of a peculiar phenomenon at the boundary between their kingdom and the Sun Kingdom.
The timing and location were almost too precise, making one wonder—was this merely a coincidence, or
was there a hidden hand orchestrating these events?

Reports confirmed that their own territory remained stable, allowing them to focus entirely on this new
spectacle—a vast, ominous lake filled with dark, viscous waters that seemed unnervingly alive. Scouts
who ventured near spoke of whispers rippling across its surface, an unnatural stillness that swallowed
sound, and a strange, oppressive aura that made even the bravest men hesitant to approach.

Yet, Erik was not the man he once was. The decisive battle against Silas had changed him irrevocably,
molding him into something new—something wholly human, or so he convinced himself. His former
identity as an elf had been discarded, buried beneath the weight of his new responsibilities as king. Few
now even remembered his origins, and even fewer dared to question the transformation of their ruler.

Since the war, the Humanity Kingdom had sealed itself off from extensive foreign contact, focusing
inward to recover from its losses. The war had ravaged their population, and rebuilding was not just
about infrastructure—it was about survival. On the surface, the kingdom thrived, its streets bustling, its
markets filled with trade and laughter. But beneath this facade of prosperity, a different culture was
beginning to take root—one that Erik and his council had carefully cultivated.

The rapid repopulation of the kingdom had become a priority, and with it, a shift in societal values.
Promiscuity, once whispered about in hushed disapproval, was now subtly encouraged. Festivals of
fertility were promoted, incentives for childbearing were offered, and even the noble class was not
exempt from this quiet decree. It was a necessary adaptation, or so Erik told himself. The ends justified
the means.

Yet Erik’s ambitions stretched beyond mere numbers.



Deep within the chambers of his research, he had begun a series of experiments—on himself. His elven
blood, once a symbol of an identity he had forsaken, now became the key to his new vision. He
extracted it, studied it, and sought ways to alter the very foundation of human nature. His initial goal
had been simple: to bring human beauty standards closer to that of the elves, to elevate his people
beyond their mortal limitations. But somewhere along the way, the lines between human and elf
blurred in his mind.

His research evolved. No longer was it about appearance—it was about essence. Could he make humans
more like elves? Could he bridge the gap between the two races and create a superior lineage? A
kingdom not just of men, but of something greater?

He had shared this vision with his council, carefully selecting his words, feeding them only what they
needed to hear. They agreed with his goals, believing it to be another means of strengthening their
people. But Erik alone knew the full scope of his work. The truth of his experiments remained a secret,
locked away beneath layers of deception.

His people saw him as a king blessed with an extraordinary bloodline, his striking features and
unmatched vitality proof of his divine right to rule. But none knew the real reason behind his unnatural
presence. None knew the truth of his elven past. And if Erik had his way, they never would.

Despite the grandeur of his vision, Erik had yet to achieve his ultimate goal. Each day brought new
progress in his experiments, inching him closer to transforming the human bloodline, but the path was
slow, meticulous, and riddled with unforeseen consequences. One such consequence now loomed over
his kingdom—an outbreak of cursed beings.
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The Humanity Kingdom had always prided itself on being one of the least affected by the presence of
cursed spirits. Unlike other lands where resentment, tragedy, and chaos often birthed these malevolent
entities, Erik’s people had maintained relative peace. That was, until now.

His kingdom’s embrace of a promiscuous culture, meant to rapidly grow their population, had
inadvertently attracted something far worse—a surge in the presence of cursed spirits of lust. These
entities fed on the unchecked desires and indulgences of humans, slithering into the dark corners of
society where their influence grew unchecked.



Measures were taken. Laws were enforced, purges were carried out, and the clergy sought to drive out
these spirits through sacred rites. Yet, despite their best efforts, the people had already tasted the
sweetness of excess. Even if on the surface all seemed well, shadows whispered of hidden indulgences,
of secret gatherings where the spirits’ influence continued to spread.

But for now, Erik’s mind was drawn to the new spectacle that had appeared at the boundary of their
land—a lake of deep, dark waters that seemed almost alive.

Where others saw danger, Erik saw something else. Curiosity. Possibility.

He had long admired the Harpies, beings of unparalleled grace and beauty, and to his surprise, he had
received a message from their leader. A woman of angelic form, one whose ethereal elegance he
secretly revered. Yet, the message was cryptic, laced with an uncharacteristic tone of urgency. The
harpies, beings who rarely expressed fear, were now wary—cautious. But why?

Despite his inquiries, no answers were given.

Yet, the lake stood before him, an enigma waiting to be unraveled. If there was a lead to the harpies’
concerns, this was it. Without hesitation, Erik ordered his mages to deploy and construct a research base
near the lake’s edge.

However, it appeared he was not the only one with such intentions.

The Sun Kingdom, his neighbor to the south, had also taken interest in the phenomenon. Unlike the two
kingdoms in the eastern continent that constantly are at ecah other’s neck, Erik’s kingdom and the Sun
Kingdom maintained an uneasy yet respectful peace. They each went about their business, selecting
their own territory for research, neither interfering with the other.

For now, at least.

Erik stood at the edge of his growing encampment, watching as the shimmering dark waters lapped
against the shore. Something was calling from within. Something ancient. Something patient.



And he intended to uncover it.

It was such a sight that welcomed the two world spirits and the treants before them. Seemingly learning
their lesson, the two world spirits made no attempt to communicate with the humans or take away the
spectacle, instead focusing on healing the destroyed land.

Already, his people worked tirelessly around the site. A network of wooden pathways had been built to
extend over the shallows, allowing scholars and mages to take samples without touching the cursed
liquid directly. Runestones were placed in a protective circle, humming softly with containment spells.
Erik’s alchemists tested the water, their vials glowing faintly with unstable energy. Soldiers stood guard,
watching not just the lake but the Sun Kingdom’s own encampment on the opposite shore. Their
presence was a reminder that this peace could fracture at any moment.

It was this tense and unnatural scene that welcomed the arrival of the two world spirits.

Aqua and Brix emerged from the portal with an air of quiet authority, their presence casting an
immediate hush over the land. Unlike their previous encounters with humans, they made no attempt to
speak, no demand for answers or explanations. They had learned.

The world spirits did not come to claim or to interfere.

They came to heal.

Behind them, the treants followed in silent procession, their ancient forms moving with slow, deliberate
purpose.

Brix knelt first, pressing his massive hand to the ruined soil. The earth trembled in response, whispering
of its pain, of the destruction that had led to this unnatural formation. He closed his eyes, listening.
Then, with careful precision, he began his work. His touch sent pulses of power through the land,
stabilizing the shattered ley lines that had once fed this place with life. The ground shifted, cracks
sealed, and what had been barren wasteland slowly regained its fertility.

Aqua turned his attention skyward, summoning clouds thick with mana-rich rain. Droplets fell,
shimmering as they touched the earth, restoring balance to the disrupted elements. The air, once heavy



with corruption, grew lighter, carrying the scent of renewal. At the edge of the lake, the shadows
recoiled, as if resisting the touch of purity.

Then, the final act of restoration began.

A portal to the spirit realm opened.

From its depths emerged creatures whose ancestors once roamed these lands—ethereal stags with
silver antlers, great winged serpents, and luminous insects that left trails of light in their wake. They
stepped onto the reborn earth, their spirits merging with the land that had been lost.

The humans—Erik’s people, the scholars, the soldiers—watched in silence. There was no mistaking what
they had witnessed.

It was divine.

Yet the world spirits spoke not a word. Their task was done, their purpose fulfilled. Without
acknowledgment, without judgment, they turned and left the way they had come, disappearing into the
portal once more.

They had no interest in the lake itself.

Whatever lurked beneath its surface... that was for the humans to uncover.

The next continent they headed for was the Northern Continent—a land of endless ice and snow, where
winter never loosened its grip. As they emerged from the portal, a biting wind howled around them,
carrying flecks of ice that stung against their wodden forms. The landscape stretched in all directions, a
vast, silent expanse where the sky and land blurred into one.

The battlefield they sought had already been reclaimed by the elements. Snow had buried the remnants
of war, smoothing over the scars left behind by steel and magic. The land should have been at peace.



But something had been left behind.

A phenomenon unnatural and unwelcome.

At the very heart of where the battle had raged, the sky wept—an endless, ceaseless rain of dark-
colored water. The ink-like droplets fell upon the white snow, staining it in an ever-growing blot, but
curiously, the corruption did not spread. It remained contained, as if bound by an unseen force to this
one cursed place.

There were no humans here. No wary eyes watching from the shadows. No curious scholars or cautious
soldiers. Only the silent, frozen wasteland and the black rain that continued to fall.

Brix lifted his massive hand, extending his palm to catch the strange precipitation, but before the
droplets could land, Aqua’s voice cut through the cold air.

"Do not make contact."

Brix halted, lowering his hand as he turned to Aqua.

||Why?ll

"Because this does not belong to our world." Aqua’s tone was calm, but firm. "It is from the other side."

The other side.

That which existed beyond the veil of reality.

That which was not meant to be here.

Brix frowned, his gaze drifting back to the corrupted snowfall. "Then how do we stop this? Or even
remove it?"



Aqua did not answer immediately. Instead, he raised his hand to the sky, reaching out with his
connection to the elements. He called upon the winds to scatter the storm, upon the cold to freeze the
rain, upon the sky itself to banish the unnatural taint.

Nothing answered.

The elements recoiled from his touch.

Aqua’s eyes narrowed.

They were afraid.

This was not simply a matter of imbalance, not a wound they could mend with their power alone. The
elements did not wish to interfere, did not dare draw near to whatever force lay at the heart of this
phenomenon.

Aqua lowered his hand slowly, exhaling.

"This will not be as simple as the last."

Brix watched the dark rain continue to fall, his jaw tightening. "So we cannot stop it." His voice was laced
with frustration, his hands clenching into fists. "Then what? Do we simply leave it be?"

Aqua’s gaze remained fixed on the tainted snowfall. "No." His tone was calm, yet resolute. "Even if we
cannot remove it, we must ensure it does not spread."

Brix exhaled through his nose, steam rising in the frigid air. "Containment, then."

Agqua nodded. "At least until we understand what we are dealing with."



Silence stretched between them, broken only by the ceaseless patter of the dark rain upon the snow.

"A barrier?" Brix suggested. "Something that can isolate this place, prevent anything from leaking out."

Aqua folded his arms. "A physical barrier would do nothing. We need something that can repel this
corruption itself."

Brix grunted, thinking. "What about the Treants? Their roots purged the taint from the last land we
restored. Could they not do the same here?"

Aqua shook his head. "The land there was wounded, but still alive. Here, the earth is frozen, dormant.
The Treants would find no soil to take root, no nourishment to sustain them. And even if they could..."
His eyes flickered with something close to uncertainty. "...this is different."

Brix frowned. "Different how?"
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Aqua turned to face him fully. "The corruption in the previous lands was a scar left by battle, by
destruction we understood. But this?" He motioned to the dark rain. "This is something foreign.
Something the elements themselves refuse to touch."

Brix fell silent, glancing up at the sky where the storm refused to disperse. "Then what do you suggest?"

Aqua’s eyes glowed faintly as he considered. "There is a method... a seal woven from spirit energy. It will
not purify the land, but it may suppress whatever force is keeping this phenomenon in place."

Brix gave him a skeptical look. "That sounds temporary."

"It is." Aqua met his gaze. "But we do not have the means to end this ourselves. If we cannot remove it,
we must ensure it does not worsen."

Brix exhaled through his nose. "A delaying measure."



Agua nodded. "One that buys us time."

Brix’s massive form shifted as he cracked his knuckles. "Then let’s begin. The sooner this is sealed, the
better."

Aqua turned back to the battlefield, raising his hands. The air around them trembled as spirit energy
began to coalesce. This would not be a solution, only a temporary dam against an unknown flood.

But for now, it would have to be enough.

Aqua exhaled, his breath turning to mist in the freezing air. He spread his arms wide, his fingers glowing
with soft blue light as he began weaving the first strands of the seal. Brix followed suit, his massive
hands pressing against the snow-covered earth. A low, resonating hum filled the air as their spirit energy
merged, the very fabric of the land responding to their call.

The battlefield was vast—too vast for a simple ward. This seal would have to be more than a mere
boundary. It had to be a beacon, a warning, a force strong enough to hold back whatever lay at the
heart of the dark rain.

Lines of glowing energy spread outward from their feet, etching intricate symbols into the snow and ice.
Ancient patterns, older than even the oldest spirits, began to take shape. The runes burned with shifting
hues, flickering between blue, gold, and silver, pulsating like a living thing.

Brix grunted, his brow furrowed as the sheer scale of the battlefield became apparent. "This will take
more than just us."

Aqua nodded. "Then we call upon the spirits."

Closing his eyes, Aqua lifted his hands skyward. A ripple of power surged outward, sending a pulse
through the spirit realm. In response, the air shimmered as translucent figures began to appear—
elemental spirits of ice, wind, and even those of the long-buried earth beneath the frost. Some were
small, flickering like candle flames; others loomed as towering figures of frost and stone.



Brix let out a deep breath. "That should do."

The spirits, understanding their task, moved without question. They took their places along the
battlefield’s perimeter, each adding their essence to the forming seal. The land trembled as their
combined energy anchored the barrier into reality.

The sigils in the snow ignited with raw power, stretching high into the sky like a lattice of light. The cold
wind howled as the seal expanded, swallowing the entire battlefield within its reach. Soon, a massive
dome of shimmering energy enveloped the cursed land, separating it from the rest of the continent. The
dark rain continued to fall inside, but no drop dared to cross the boundary.

Agua studied the formation, his expression unreadable. "This will hold."

Brix rolled his shoulders. "For how long?"

Aqua’s gaze lingered on the dark storm within the dome. "Long enough."

They both knew this was no solution—only a pause in whatever force was brewing beneath the
battlefield.

As the last sigil locked into place, the spirits bowed before dissolving into mist, their task complete. Brix
and Aqua stepped back, their work done.

The battlefield remained eerily silent, the corrupted rain continuing to fall within the sealed dome,
contained yet undisturbed.

"Let’s go," Aqua finally said. "There’s more land to mend."

Without another word, the two world spirits turned away, vanishing into the next portal—leaving
behind a glowing monument of warning for any who dared to come near.



The towering seal shimmered like an aurora against the endless expanse of white, its glow piercing
through the eternal snowfall. To Aqua and Brix, it was a warning, a deterrent, a safeguard against forces
beyond mortal comprehension. But they had forgotten one thing—human nature.

In the heart of the Northern Continent, where warmth and life clung to the central greenlands, humans
had long avoided the frozen reaches. The cold was merciless, the blizzards unrelenting. Few had reason
to brave the ice and snow, save for those exiled or desperate enough to test their endurance against the
elements.

But now, a beacon stood where once there was only desolation. A seal unlike anything seen before. A
phenomenon that did not belong.

And humans were drawn to the unknown.

Their next destination was the southern continent, where the black flames continued to burn, an
unyielding and ominous inferno. Much like the northern continent, neither the empire nor the vampires
showed any interest in this spectacle. It was an anomaly, yes, but not one that threatened their rule. The
empire’s forces had their own priorities, and the vampires had little reason to concern themselves with
something that did not interfere with their domain.

Roth, had already resigned himself to leaving the matter in the hands of the world spirits. If this disaster
was not spreading, then there was no reason to waste effort. The world had endured worse and
recovered. The world spirits were there and Roth trusted that they would do what was necessary.

Murmur, on the other hand, was more wary. He strongly believed that things from the "other side" —
forces beyond mortal comprehension—should not be so easily tampered with. Even more so, they
should never fall into the hands of humans within his empire. The thought of reckless mages or scholars
trying to harness the black flames made his skin crawl. Such matters were better left undisturbed.

The two world spirits, Aqua and Brix, were not displeased with the absence of meddlesome creatures
who might disrupt their work. If anything, it made their job easier. However, their previous experience
left them doubtful. The black flames were not ordinary; they could not be extinguished through
conventional means. Even if they were successful in sealing them away, it would come at a cost.



Aqgua and Brix exchanged knowing glances. They had sealed something similar before, in the southern
continent, but such seals were not infinite. Overuse could weaken the containment, possibly leading to
an even greater disaster in the future. The risk was undeniable.

Even so, Aqua decided to try. He stretched his power over the sky, gathering thick clouds and
summoning a torrential rain. The downpour hammered down onto the black flames, yet instead of
snuffing them out, the fire resisted. The flames hissed, releasing plumes of scorching steam that quickly
obscured the land. Visibility dropped in an instant, and the air grew thick with an oppressive heat.

Brix sighed, crossing his arms. "This isn’t going to work. Instead of wasting time trying to put it out, why
don’t we reshape the land instead?" He gestured toward the burning landscape. "We could alter the
terrain, make it difficult for anything to approach this place. At the same time, we can assign idle treants
from the spirit world to stand guard. They have nothing better to do anyway."

Aqua remained silent for a moment, watching the steam rise. It was clear that brute force wouldn’t
solve this problem. "A barrier of nature, then," he mused. "A land reshaped to repel intruders, guarded
by spirits who do not tire. That might be the best course of action."

Brix nodded. "And this way, we’re not weakening any existing seals. We’re simply ensuring that
whatever lies within those flames remains untouched."

With their decision made, the world spirits turned their attention toward their next task. If the flames
could not be extinguished, then they would ensure that no one could ever reach them.

Aqua and Brix hovered above the scorched land, their gazes sweeping across the blackened wasteland.
The flames, impervious to their efforts, still burned with an unnatural hunger, their eerie glow licking at
the charred remains of what had once been a thriving region. Steam from the failed rainfall curled
upward, obscuring the surroundings in a thick, stifling mist.

Brix cracked his knuckles, his wooden frame creaking with the motion. "Alright, let’s reshape this place,"
he muttered, pressing his palm against the ashen earth. "If we can’t get rid of the flames, we’ll make
sure no one—human, beast, or otherwise—can reach them."



With a deep hum of power, Brix extended his influence into the ground, connecting with the soil, stone,
and roots buried beneath the devastation. The earth trembled in response, rumbling as it yielded to his
will.

The land around the black flames began to rise, forming a natural barricade. Towering cliffs erupted
from the ground, their edges jagged and treacherous, too steep for any ordinary creature to scale. The
sharp incline would serve as an initial deterrent, preventing easy access.

Chapter 459:

Beyond the cliffs, the ground loosened, transforming into deep pits of shifting sand and unstable gravel.
Any who tried to cross would find themselves sinking, their footing unreliable. The loose terrain would
disorient travelers, making it difficult to navigate without being swallowed by the land itself.

From the fractured ground, dense vegetation took root. Towering, thorn-covered vines wove together in
a near-impenetrable mass, their barbs laced with numbing toxins. Great, ancient roots emerged from
beneath the surface, twisting together to form living walls. These barriers would act as both a physical
and natural ward against trespassers.

Aqgua took over next, weaving a layer of enchantment over the newly shaped land. The mist thickened
and deepened, taking on an unnatural property. Any who wandered too close would find their sense of
direction warped, their perception distorted. The landscape would appear ever-changing, an endless
maze designed to keep intruders lost and confused.

Finally, Brix created deep fractures along key points of the terrain, forming perilous crevices filled with
darkness. Some led to underground caverns devoid of light, while others remained hidden beneath false
surfaces, ready to collapse under the weight of any foolish enough to tread upon them.

With their work complete, Aqua and Brix stepped back, examining the transformed land. It was secure,
but an additional layer of protection was needed—watchful sentinels who would ensure that no one
slipped through unseen.

Brix exhaled, raising both hands. A soft, glowing sigil formed before him, pulsing with emerald light. He
traced an ancient pattern in the air, shaping the energy into a shimmering gateway. The portal pulsed
once before stabilizing, revealing a view of the spirit world beyond.



On the other side, a group of treants awaited, their towering, bark-covered forms motionless like
ancient statues. Their gnarled limbs twisted with the wisdom of countless years, their eyes glowing
softly with the energy of the natural world.

"You lot," Brix called out, gesturing for them to step through. "This place is now yours to oversee. Do not
let anyone approach the flames. If something tries, make sure they regret it."

Without hesitation, the treants moved. One by one, they stepped through the portal, their heavy forms
settling into the newly shaped terrain. Some planted themselves deep into the thorned thickets, their
limbs blending seamlessly with the vegetation. Others took position along the cliffs, their watchful gazes
scanning for movement.

As the last treant passed through, Brix closed the portal with a flick of his wrist. The glowing sigil faded,
leaving only the reshaped land and its new guardians.

Aqua gave a nod of approval. "That should do it."

Brix sighed, rolling his shoulders. "For now, at least. This place isn’t meant to be disturbed. If someone’s
foolish enough to try... well, they’ll have to deal with the land itself."

Their last destination was the sea which was tainted and gained it's own new phenomenon. The two
world spirtis were met with a suprising sight which were the godling merfolk doing their job for them or
trying to.

The vast ocean stretched endlessly before them, but the two world spirits could immediately sense the
disturbance tainting these waters. The sea itself had not merely been polluted—it had changed. The
deep, inky darkness of the afflicted waters churned unnaturally, an eerie contrast to the crystalline blue
of the untainted ocean. Unlike natural currents, this dark water pulsed and slithered, almost as if it had a
will of its own.

Aqua and Brix descended toward the surface, their ethereal forms untouched by the ocean spray. What
greeted them was an unexpected sight—the godling merfolk were already hard at work.



These divine-born merfolk, easily distinguished by the celestial markings on their iridescent scales,
moved with fluid grace, their hands weaving through the water as they directed energy into the sea.
Their expressions were sharp with focus, their delicate fins flaring subtly as they concentrated on their
task.

Aqua and Brix watched carefully. The godlings had, at the very least, managed to keep other sea
creatures from venturing too close. Schools of fish and other marine life that would have instinctively
wandered into the dark waters were instead guided safely away, swimming through shimmering
pathways of pure water created by the merfolk.

Further observation revealed another effort in progress—underwater passageways were being carved
out, forming a network of routes designed to circumvent the tainted sea. However, this was no simple
undertaking.

The channels required constant reinforcement; the moment they were left alone, the dark waters would
creep inward, trying to consume them. The merfolk had to maintain a steady output of mana to hold the
taint at bay.

The natural ocean currents were not cooperating. The moment a passage was created, shifts in the tide
would threaten to collapse it. The merfolk had to redirect flows, working against the force of the ocean
itself.

The godling merfolk were undoubtedly powerful, but even they had limits. The sheer scale of the tainted
waters made it nearly impossible to keep the passages open indefinitely. The strain of maintaining such
a vast project was already visible—some merfolk’s movements were slower, their mana dimming as
exhaustion crept in.

Aqua and Brix exchanged a glance, a knowing smile passing between them before they decided to finally
reveal their presence.

With a subtle shift in the air, their energy rippled outward, a pulse of divine presence that could not be
ignored. The moment it touched the sea, the waters responded—the waves stilled momentarily, and the
currents shifted in recognition of the spirits’ arrival.



The merfolk froze in place, their glowing eyes snapping toward the two figures hovering above the
ocean’s surface.

Aqua, ever the playful one, let out a light chuckle. "You all look quite busy."

The merfolk exchanged glances, their expressions a mix of reverence and slight excitement. They had
known they were dealing with something unnatural, and the world spirits they were waiting for has
made an apperance.

One of the merfolk, a regal-looking figure with sapphire-colored scales and golden accents along his fins,
stepped forward. His voice, calm but tinged with exhaustion, carried over the water.

"We know this sea has changed, but its nature of change remains unknown to us. We are merely
ensuring safe passage and protecting our kin."

Aqua’s gaze drifted over the dark waters before he let out a contemplative hum. "Well, you’re doing a
fine job"

Brix let out a slow breath. "You’ll need our help if you actually want to contain this."

The merfolk leader’s brows furrowed, but he did not reject the offer. Instead, he bowed his head
slightly. "Then tell us... what is to be done?"

Aqua’s smile widened. "Now that’s more like it. Let’s begin."

Brix exhaled deeply, scanning the vast, tainted sea. The darkness within these waters was not something
they could simply purify or wash away—it had already become something beyond natural corruption.
Trying to cleanse it outright would take far too much effort, and even if they managed, the taint might
simply return or spread elsewhere.

No, a different approach was needed. Something permanent. Something that would ensure no
foolhardy explorers or unsuspecting creatures stumbled into the heart of this cursed sea.



That’s when the idea struck him.

Brix turned to Aqua, his gaze firm. "If we can’t get rid of this taint completely, we’ll need to lock it
away." He gestured toward the dark waters. "We create a new island, shaping the ocean floor itself to
rise and form land around the corrupted sea. That way, the taint is contained at its core."

The merfolk godlings listened intently, their expressions shifting from curiosity to realization.

One of them, a tall, pearl-scaled mermaid with intricate glowing markings across her arms, spoke
cautiously. "Wouldn’t that require an immense amount of earth? And wouldn’t it take decades for an
island to form naturally?"

Brix smirked. "Naturally, yes. But we are not bound by the slow passage of time, nor are we mere
mortals." His hands clenched, and the waters beneath them rumbled. "The world is with us and is
guided by our will"

Brix reached out toward the depths of the ocean. The sea floor far beneath them trembled, its dormant
mass stirring. With a single motion, Brix spread his hands apart, and the earth responded.

From the deep abyss, massive pillars of rock and sediment began to rise, bursting upward like ancient
titans awakening from slumber. The seabed cracked and shifted, forcing itself higher, reshaping the
terrain beneath the tainted waters.

The seafloor lifted at an accelerated pace, vast chunks of stone and earth merging and hardening into a
solid foundation. Magma veins hidden beneath the ocean crust aided in solidifying the mass, ensuring
stability as the land expanded.

The island was not created as a single landmass but as a protective ring, forming jagged cliffs and natural
barriers around the dark waters. Rivers of molten rock cooled into obsidian formations, reinforcing the
edges of the new land.

Brix carefully molded the terrain, ensuring that no easy passages or harbors formed. There would be no
gentle shores—only treacherous, jagged cliffs and rocky outcroppings, dissuading any accidental
landfall.
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The sheer force of the upheaval sent massive waves rolling outward, but Aqua was already prepared.

As Brix focused on shaping the land, Aqua stretched his arms toward the sky. The clouds above
darkened, swirling into dense, churning masses. Cool air flowed downward, meeting the unnatural heat
radiating from the rising island.

Aqgua closed his eyes and breathed, channeling his essence into the air itself. A dense mist began to
form, thick and unyielding, creeping over the waters and shrouding the newly risen land.

The mist was not ordinary—it carried a fragment of Aqua’s will, ensuring it never dissipated completely.
It swirled like a living thing, adjusting its density as needed.

If a ship or creature approached, the mist would twist their perception, making them believe they were
sailing in the wrong direction. Should they persist, currents hidden within the fog would subtly push
them away.

From a distance, the island would seem like a normal stretch of ocean, blending seamlessly into the
horizon. Only those who knew of its existence—and had the means to resist Aqua’s magic—would be
able to find it.

Aqua opened his eyes, watching as his mist thickened, settling into its eternal vigil. He let out a satisfied
sigh.

"Now," he murmured, "no one will approach this place unless they truly seek it."

With the land raised and the mist deployed, only one task remained—ensuring the island remained
undisturbed.

Brix lifted a hand, opening a portal within the air itself. The gateway shimmered, revealing a section of
the spirit world where ancient treants stood in silent watchfulness.



"These treants have long since faded from the mortal world," Brix explained. "But they will serve as
eternal sentinels here, ensuring no intruders disturb the land."

From the portal, massive treants stepped forward. Their bark-covered bodies groaned with the weight
of ages, their gnarled limbs thick with moss and ancient growth. They moved with slow but deliberate
steps, their eyes glowing with an inner green light.

These treants would take root within the island, blending with the new landscape. They would not
attack unless provoked, but their mere presence would deter even the boldest of explorers.

The treants’ existence was linked to the fog, allowing them to subtly manipulate its movements. If an
intruder ever managed to reach the island, they would ensure they never left.

Unlike mortal creatures, these treants required no sustenance. They would remain as long as the island
existed, unmoving yet always aware.

Brix exhaled, surveying their work. The island stood silent and ominous, a dark fortress of nature itself,
encircling the corrupted sea like a cage. The mist swirled protectively around it, ensuring none would
approach without intention. And deep within, the treants had already begun to settle, their roots
intertwining with the earth, becoming part of the land itself.

Aqua nodded approvingly. "It’s done."

Brix cracked his neck. "Good. This should keep it locked away for as long as it needs to be."

The godling merfolk, having observed the entire process, bowed their heads in respect. "We will ensure
our people do not approach this place," their leader promised.

With their task complete, Aqua and Brix exchanged a final glance before vanishing into the wind, their
work here finished. The cursed sea had been sealed—not purified, not destroyed, but hidden away from
the world. A forbidden place, lost in mist and hopefully to myth.

And so, the Isle of the Black Tide was born.



The two world spirits retreated and headed back to the spirit realm where they will stay until the world
needed them again.

And so, time passed. A decade had gone by since the ascension of the gods. On the surface, all seemed
calm—cities thrived, faith endured, and life carried on as it always had. Yet, a subtle shift had occurred,
one that only those who paid close attention could perceive.

Among mortals, a curious phenomenon had taken root: the godlings, once a visible presence across the
continents, had grown scarce. To the younger generations, they became little more than stories, relics of
a past era. Only in sacred places, within the walls of temples or whispered prayers, did their influence
remain tangible.

For the godlings themselves, the ascension of their gods had been an event of unparalleled significance,
a cause for celebration that stretched on for an entire week. Lavish feasts, celestial dances, and endless
festivities filled their domains, as they honored the ones who had risen beyond. Unlike past ages, there
was no conflict over succession—no struggle for power—for the heir to each throne had already been
determined. With their place secured, the godlings indulged in their revelry, reveling in the triumph of
their divine predecessors.

But celebrations could not last forever. When the final echoes of laughter faded, the godlings turned
their focus to their new responsibilities. First among these was the training of priests, a task that, at first,
seemed routine. They had done it before, after all, under the guidance of the Origin Gods. They knew
the process: temples were built, doctrine was established, and the divine order was reinforced.

For the newly ascended gods, the process of understanding their own divinity was daunting. They lacked
the vast, inherent comprehension that the Origin Gods possessed, and they quickly realized that
missteps could have serious consequences. It was during this time that Bjorn became an invaluable
figure. Though he had his problem, his insights into divinity and faith were profound, shaped by his
unique perspective and accumulation of knowledge.

The new gods did not hesitate to send him gifts—tokens of gratitude, but also subtle gestures of
alliance. They were well aware that without his guidance, they might have stumbled blindly into grave
errors. Some of them shuddered at the thought of what might have happened had he not been there.
Even their own divine parents, the gods who had once guided them, could offer no wisdom on these
matters. After all, the Origin Gods had never needed to learn what the new gods were now struggling to
grasp; their existence had always been absolute.



Bjorn’s teachings illuminated the complexities of their roles. They were not merely inheritors of power—
they were responsible for shaping and refining their own divine essence. This realization was both
exhilarating and terrifying.

One of the most striking revelations came from lkem, the God of Verdant Communion. When the
godlings first approached him, eager to present their interpretations of his divinity, they believed
communion referred to shared rituals, gatherings, and spiritual unity. But Ikem swiftly corrected them.
To him, communion was something far more fundamental—it was symbiosis.

This understanding redefined his entire divine path. For lkem, the microscopic world held the true key to
existence. The relationships between fungi and roots, bacteria and hosts, decomposers and nutrients—
these invisible forces shaped life in ways far greater than what was seen with the naked eye.

His concept of "verdant" was equally profound. To him, wood was not merely a material, but a living
force, an endless conduit of exchange and transformation.

Ikem’s philosophy forced a shift in perception. He did not see the world as a collection of independent
beings, but rather as a web of interdependence, where every organism, no matter how small, played a
vital role.

To him, decay was not an end, but a transformation. The death of one form gave rise to another; the
breakdown of matter enriched the soil, fueling the growth of future life.

He viewed wood as more than structure—it was circulation, energy, and communication, a network akin
to a divine circulatory system, pulsing with the flow of life itself.

For Ursula, divinity was not about dominion or power over nature, but rather about connection—a force
that binds individuals together, whether through blood, shared purpose, or deep emotional ties. Upon
her ascension, she inherited the divine domains of Ascendant Hearth and Everflame Bonds, two
interwoven aspects that shaped her very existence.

The hearth was more than just a source of warmth; it was the heart of a home, the foundation of
community, and the place where bonds were forged and nurtured. It represented the sanctity of family,
the strength found in togetherness, and the comfort of belonging.



The Everflame was not simply a flame that burned indefinitely—it was a living force, an unyielding
presence that ensured bonds endured. Unlike an ordinary fire, which could flicker and fade, the
Everflame was self-sustaining, needing only the will and effort of those connected by it.

In a world where gods shaped the fundamental forces of existence, Ursula stood as the pillar of
connection, ensuring that relationships—whether between mortals or deities—were nurtured and
protected. Yet, she was also a reminder that bonds could not be taken for granted. Without care, even
the strongest ties could unravel.

For the new priest, Maul’s divinity seemed paradoxical—a god embodying both merciless retribution
and unshakable defense. To some, he was a ruthless enforcer of justice, a deity who delivered
punishment with unfeeling precision. To others, he was a fortress of protection, an unbreakable shield
against the world’s cruelty.



