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Without missing a beat, a sharp ice pick, sharp as a surgeon’s blade, shot like a crystalline arrow towards 

Vorenza. But halfway across the warped space, it was violently torn asunder by a scaling red web, 

strands of crimson energy ripping through the frozen projectile with ease. 

 

The other mage, leveraging the chaos, made a sharp, grabbing gesture. The very ’earth’ of the realm 

seemed to lurch and groan, a sudden, violent displacement of space yanking Vorenza forward. In the 

blink of an eye, she was pulled directly into the path of another colossal ice pick, this one manifesting 

directly before her, its tip gleaming with cold finality. It plunged through her form with gruesome 

efficiency. 

 

The mages, a fleeting flicker of triumph in their eyes, swiftly distanced themselves. Yet, the pierced 

Vorenza didn’t bleed or collapse; instead, she fractured into a thousand shimmering pieces, like a mirror 

shattering in agonizing slow motion, each shard reflecting a distorted image of the mages themselves. 

The next dizzying moment, they instinctively looked up, only to see the true Vorenza. She hung 

suspended upside down directly above them, her chilling smile still intact, her four eyes glinting with 

malicious amusement. 

 

Back at the tent where the mage had been left to recover, a jolt went through him as he sensed his 

colleagues charging into the space gap. His eyes snapped open, his mind still thrumming with residual 

static but clearing fast. He wasn’t at his peak, but he was certainly better than before, the immediate 

paralysis having lifted. A surge of concern, mingled with professional duty, propelled him. Without a 

moment’s hesitation, he shot out of the tent, covering the distance to the shimmering rift in seconds. 

Seeing his comrades already locked in what appeared to be combat within the swirling portal, he 

plunged in. 

 

But contrary to his expectation, the moment he dove through, he found himself not in a chaotic battle, 

but abruptly in a claustrophobic chamber filled with dense, silvery webs, which pulsed with a faint, 

disturbing light. A sudden chill, not of temperature but of profound isolation, enveloped him. Where are 

they? This isn’t right! he thought, his eyes scanning the impossible confines. 

 

Meanwhile, back in the realm where the two mages and Vorenza had been locked in their bizarre duel, 

they were met with the startling sound of glass shattering, sharp and impossibly loud. Both watched 

with wide eyes, their brief satisfaction turning to stark disbelief, as the very fabric of the web-realm 

around them fractured and broke apart, cracking like a fragile pane of ice. In an instant, they were no 

longer in the alien space but were instead re-welcomed by the familiar night sky of their own world, the 



sounds of battle now roaring clearly, terrifyingly, in the background. They looked around frantically, 

their hearts sinking; the gaping space gap was nowhere in sight, as if it had never existed. 

 

The two mages stared at each other, their minds reeling from the abrupt shift. It took only moments for 

the horrifying realization to click into place, widening their eyes. They’d been played. A cold fury ignited 

within them as they spun and rushed back towards their tent, every frantic step feeling like an eternity 

under the surreal, dream-like battle. When they finally burst inside, panting, the tent was empty. Their 

teammate was nowhere to be seen. 

 

Without a second thought, both mages shot skyward, tearing through the air with twin sonic booms that 

echoed across the chaotic battlefield. Kaelen, amidst his own frantic efforts to understand and counter 

Phantom’s influence, snapped his gaze towards them. His tech-core spun, churning through possibilities 

for what could make two sixth-tier mages react with such desperate urgency, their composure utterly 

shattered. 

 

Their faces still etched with raw, simmering anger, the two mages now hovered before the colossal, 

churning portal to the Abyss. The anger, however, visibly dimmed once they stood before its yawning 

maw, replaced by a chilling dread. She’s in there, they both knew, waiting. Their instincts screamed at 

them to plunge in, to save their teammate, to exact revenge. 

 

"It’s a trap, isn’t it?" the taller mage, Lyra, rasped, her voice tight with suppressed fury. "She wants us to 

follow." 

 

The other mage, Korvin, his jaw clenched, nodded slowly. "Of course she does. She lured us into that 

illusion, split us. She wants to divide and conquer, picking us off one by one." His gaze hardened, fixing 

on the swirling vortex. "But our duty—" 

 

"Our duty is to the Empire, not a foolish suicide mission," Lyra cut him off, her own anger warring with 

pragmatic dread. "She wants us in there. If we both go, it plays right into her hands. And if only one 

returns... which one of us will it be, Korvin? Are you willing to gamble everything, our very existence, on 

a single reckless dive?" 

 

Korvin let out a heavy sigh, the sound swallowed by the din of the distant battle and the unholy hum of 

the vortex. The image of their trapped comrade, mage Theron, flashed in his mind—arrogant, 

headstrong Theron, who had charged in without a second thought, now undoubtedly caught in the 

enemy’s web. Yet, even as he pictured Theron’s usual reckless grin. 



 

Korvin couldn’t help but notice the subtle shift in Lyra’s gaze, the way her fingers had briefly, almost 

imperceptibly, tightened on her staff when Theron’s name was first mentioned. The cold logic of the 

situation, the almost certainty of defeat if they charged blindly, forced his hand. His fists clenched, then 

relaxed. "Inform Vellok of the new situation," he commanded, his voice strained but firm, already 

turning away from the captivating threat. "I’ll head back to get the fortress under control. We need to 

secure our perimeter and prepare for a sustained assault, not throw ourselves into a meat grinder." 

 

Lyra watched him go, the broad back of his robes disappearing into the chaos of the besieged fortress. 

The moment he was out of sight, the carefully constructed facade of composure shattered. The staff 

slipped from her nerveless fingers, clattering on the blood-slicked stone. A raw, guttural whimper 

escaped her, a sound utterly unlike the commanding mage she had been moments before. Tears, hot 

and uncontrollable, streamed down her face, blurring the terrifying image of the vortex. 

 

It wasn’t just the fear of the trap, or the duty to the Empire, that broke her. It was the crushing weight of 

leaving him behind, the silent, desperate hope she’d harbored for a future that now seemed impossibly 

distant. She sank to her knees, clutching her head, the icy tendrils of despair finally coiling around her 

heart. It was hard to believe this weeping, broken figure was the one who had so recently championed 

cold reason over reckless courage. 

 

Meanwhile, Kaelen’s pursuit ground to a halt the instant the mage dove into the space gap; his 

constructs’ precise tracking of the anomalous energy signature was lost. Sensing his window had closed, 

Phantom knew it was time to withdraw. The dream-spun stage he had so artfully constructed shattered 

into countless invisible fragments, and those drawn into its surreal embrace were abruptly released, 

their minds jarringly snapping back to the brutal reality of the battlefield. 

 

Kaelen’s constructs, mere blocks away from Rattan’s tent, dissipated the moment Phantom’s grip 

released everyone. Chaos, pure and unadulterated, washed over the camp as soldiers and mages alike 

reeled, blinking, clutching their heads, and slowly gaining control of their surroundings. Rattan, ever the 

opportunist, seamlessly blended into the recovering mages, mimicking their dazed confusion. Chief, his 

figure now entirely concealed within his robe, cast a long, unreadable glance at Rattan, his thoughts a 

dark enigma. 

 

Kaelen construct who’s target vanished, hovered motionless for a brief moment before its form 

dissipated, drawn back to his tactical command. Kaelen received the diagnostic feedback from his 

constructs, but his mind was already pulled by a different, more urgent concern. He took up into the 

night sky, directly above the tent of the sixth-tier mages, his attention fixed on their strategic position. 

 



As the sun began its slow ascent, painting the bruised sky with hues of bruised purple and angry orange, 

a truly bizarre scene unfolded across the ravaged battlefield. The Abyss demons, which had raged with 

such feral abandon just moments before, were now inexplicably falling back, a tide of retreat. No one 

pursued them, no victorious war cries spurred a chase—save for the solitary figure of Korvin. The sixth-

tier mage, his face a mask of cold fury, seemed compelled to unleash his pent-up rage on anything that 

still moved. 

 

From the heavens, a hail of razor-sharp ice spears began to relentlessly descend. No demon was safe 

from this merciless assault. They shrieked as they were either pierced through, their corrupted forms 

impaled, or instantly frozen solid, only to be shattered into countless glittering fragments by the 

panicked, stampeding forms of their comrades desperately rushing to find cover. Korvin’s silent, icy 

wrath carved a path of devastation through their retreat, a sign of his shattered composure. 
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Kaelen was soon joined by his right-hand man, Gorok. Kaelen studied Gorok’s face intently, searching for 

any lingering signs of last night’s insidious manipulation. 

 

Gorok instinctively wanted to avoid Kaelen’s gaze, the shame of his actions from the night before 

burning within him. He remembered his eagerness, his foolish desire to showcase his lord’s strength and 

force the Empire to recognize their mistake. His mind had been so easily drawn into that dreamland, 

where his ambitious goals felt not just believable, but effortlessly achievable. 

 

"It’s good to see you back," Kaelen said, his voice flat as he pulled out a sealed letter. 

 

Gorok bowed, accepting the letter. "Make sure this reaches Vellok. Tell him we have no time. In battle 

against the Abyss, one must push out all their cards before it’s too late." Kaelen’s eyes hardened, a 

fierce resolve burning within them. "Give him my word: once he agrees to my suggestion and sends 

reinforcements to fill our numbers, we will step into the Abyss within one month." Gorok opened his 

mouth, a protest or question forming, but seeing the unyielding look on Kaelen’s face, he merely bowed 

again, transformed into a swift bird, and soared into the sky. 

 

Once activated, Kaelen’s tech core thrust him into a state of absolute rationality. He disliked it; he 

preferred the nuanced deductions of his own mind, but the current situation demanded cold, hard logic. 

His army had one critical weakness: the incessant psychic and mental assaults stemming from the 

corrupted land. Individually, the Abyss demons were formidable, but this was war, and his forces’ 

cooperation made them stronger, more effective in battling the monstrous tide. 

 



Unlike the Abyss’s seemingly endless supply of low-tier demons, the current battlefield was no longer 

viable for such weak creatures. This necessitated the deployment of mid-tier demons, those at the third 

and fourth stages of power. Unless Vorenza planned a "feast of carnival" where demons cannibalized 

each other for strength there was no feasible way for her current army to rapidly replenish large 

numbers of these mid-tier demons. 

 

It was an equal fight, a brutal, grinding stalemate, but the constant psychic attacks were slowly, 

insidiously tipping the scales, making the conflict seem increasingly one-sided. Kaelen’s thoughts then 

raced to the two remaining sixth-tier mages. He doubted they’d risk themselves again by erecting 

another psychic barrier, especially after Vorenza’s cunning deception. 

 

Vorenza had clearly shown her ability to exploit this vulnerability, and Kaelen desperately needed his 

mages in their top condition. As for the strange attack that had seized control of his men, Kaelen was 

completely in the dark. He’d been so close to a lead, his constructs almost pinpointing the source, but 

whatever it was either knew he was near or he’d simply been unlucky; the unknown entity had 

accomplished its goal and vanished. 

 

Kaelen’s eyeballs darted rapidly in his skull, calculations racing through his mind. Given they were 

battling against demons, it might have been some kind of unknown demonic ability. But the unsettling 

precision, the sheer breadth of its effect, pointed elsewhere. 

 

Could it be the gods who came along with the demons? The chances were high. These entities had 

consistently demonstrated an almost perfect concealment, only revealing themselves when they chose 

to. Kaelen’s internal calculations increasingly favored this theory. The attack had been too sudden, too 

seamless; there were no tell-tale fluctuations that typically preceded a magical assault. It was as if a 

hidden command had simply been whispered, and his men had instantly fallen under its absolute 

control. 

 

Kaelen landed abruptly in front of his tent, his resolve hardening. He decided he was no longer going to 

wait for Vellok. He had to take matters into his own hands. He wanted to survive, he needed to survive; 

he couldn’t leave his fate to someone who wasn’t in imminent danger of dying at any second. 

 

His massive consciousness swept across the now tattered fortress, slicing through the lingering psychic 

static, and locked onto Rattan. "Meet me in my tent," Kaelen’s voice resonated directly within Rattan’s 

mind, "and come with your armor blueprint for the ratfolk." 

 



It took Rattan only a few minutes to return to Kaelen’s tent. The moment he stepped inside and saw 

Kaelen’s current state—strained and focused—he immediately bowed, understanding it was best to 

keep his presence as unassuming as possible. 

 

It seemed the recent psychic assault was far from something Kaelen was taking lightly. As Rattan made 

his way through the fortress, the distress he witnessed among the goblin and ogre soldiers filled him 

with a quiet, fierce joy. These high and mighty creatures, no longer shielded by the Empire’s comforting 

layers of safety, were now experiencing true war firsthand. This was the same brutal reality they had so 

readily pushed his own people into, young and old alike. 

 

A dark, vengeful thought simmered within Rattan. He felt it wasn’t enough; the Empire needed to suffer 

more. They needed to witness their own young torn apart by demons, the skulls of their kin used as 

macabre ornaments by the Abyss’s monstrous denizens. They needed to experience this profound 

horror for themselves. This was all Rattan’s fantasy for now, a burning desire he had no direct means of 

fulfilling. Yet, with every step he took, with every grim new reality of this war, he felt himself getting 

closer. 

 

Kaelen’s voice, sharp and cutting, sliced through Rattan’s dark reverie. "We’re going to start working on 

our integration with the Abyss." His words, though spoken with a mechanical precision , tell-tale sign of 

his tech core’s full activation carried a grim weight. 

 

"This new idea of mine is to buy us time before complete integration, which is something we absolutely 

want to avoid, but it’s unavoidable due to the very nature of things from the Abyss." 

 

Rattan flickered a quick, surreptitious glance at Kaelen. The very concept of "integration with the Abyss" 

was radical, dangerous, and utterly alien to typical Imperial strategy, which usually focused on pure 

eradication. But Kaelen, now fully overridden by his cold, calculating tech-core, seemed to have 

discarded all conventional caution. 

 

"I asked you to bring your armor blueprint," Kaelen continued, his voice devoid of inflection, "because I 

had an idea where we should start this integration process." He began to lay out his radical proposal, 

each word a chillingly logical step in a desperate gambit. 

 

"The idea is to merge some of the Abyss material specifically, the corrupted soil and mutated substances 

from this land – with the armor itself. Simultaneously, we’ll create an interface within the suit to guide 

the Abyss’s natural corruption, allowing it to bind with the wearer in a controlled manner." 



 

Rattan’s eyes widened, a flicker of professional awe mixed with a deep-seated unease. He understood 

the implications. "The suit," Kaelen pressed on, "will effectively become alive, and it will slowly, 

inexorably, integrate with the soldiers who wear it." This wasn’t merely enchanted armor; it was a living, 

growing entity that would bond with its user on a fundamental, biological level. 

 

"We’re in a race against time," Kaelen stated, his voice unwavering, "so we have to find a way to extend 

this integration period before the soldier completely merges with the armor and becomes 

something...else." He paused, a flicker of grim determination in his eyes. "A month is the best time limit 

I can project to keep the armor from complete, irreversible integration. One month should be enough 

for this battle to be over with." His plan was clear: a temporary, controlled corruption, a pact with the 

enemy’s essence, all to gain the edge needed for a swift, decisive victory. 

 

Rattan listened, his initial quiet satisfaction at Kaelen’s plight curdling into a fresh wave of unease. He 

understood. This wasn’t a request; it was an order, delivered with the cold precision of Kaelen’s tech-

core. Rattan knew, deep down, that he had no real say in the matter. His survival, and that of his people, 

was now irrevocably tied to this desperate gamble. 

 

Swallowing the bitter taste of his forced complicity, Rattan offered his own insights, hoping to at least 

shape the dangerous path they were now on. "To integrate with Abyss materials," Rattan began, his 

voice carefully measured, "the suit itself will need a constant, stable magical conduit. A direct, 

uninterrupted flow from the wearer, perhaps channeled through their own life force, could enhance the 

binding and extend the ’grace period’ you’re aiming for. We could design specific runic patterns, woven 

into the very fabric of the armor, that act as a funnel, drawing energy from the wearer’s vitality to fuel 

the integration, effectively slowing down the corruption by feeding it." He paused, letting the 

implications sink in. "It would make the soldier’s life force a direct power source for the armor, but it 

might give us that extra time." 

 

Kaelen simply nodded, his eyes fixed on some distant point, processing Rattan’s suggestion with clinical 

detachment. 

 

Rattan pressed on, the words forming a question he desperately needed answered. "Have you 

accounted for the... unforeseen consequences, Lord Kaelen?" Rattan swallowed, the question hanging 

heavy in the air. 
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Rattan pressed on, the words forming a question he desperately needed answered. "Have you 

accounted for the... unforeseen consequences, Lord Kaelen?" Rattan swallowed, the question hanging 

heavy in the air. "Merging a living being with active Abyss corruption, even in a controlled manner... 

there’s no telling what it might do to their minds, their very essence. The physical changes, too, could be 

unpredictable. What if the integration accelerates unexpectedly? What if they become... something else 

entirely, before the month is up? What safeguards do we have against these soldiers turning into 

monstrous abominations, indistinguishable from the very demons we fight?" 

Kaelen finally turned his gaze to Rattan, his expression as unyielding as forged steel. "The risks are 

substantial, Rattan. I won’t deny that. We are, in essence, creating controlled abominations. But what 

are the alternatives?" He paused, letting the silence hang heavy, filled with the distant sounds of the 

ongoing, desperate battle. "Allowing the constant psychic barrage to break our forces? Watching our 

numbers dwindle until we’re overwhelmed by sheer attrition? Or perhaps, simply giving up and waiting 

for the Abyss to swallow us whole?" 

 

He leaned forward, his voice dropping slightly, though still devoid of warmth. "My calculations indicate a 

high probability of mental degradation and physical mutation. Some will likely be lost completely, their 

minds consumed, their forms twisted beyond recognition. That is the cost of this gamble. As for 

safeguards," he continued, a faint, almost imperceptible flicker in his eyes, "the interface is designed to 

provide a degree of control, to allow for the guidance of corruption, not its absolute prevention. It will 

be a constant, brutal struggle for each soldier to maintain their sanity, themselves." 

 

"We will monitor them," Kaelen stated, his voice flat with grim resolve. "Closely. Any soldier showing 

signs of accelerated, irreversible integration will be... contained. We cannot afford loose variables on a 

battlefield where the stakes are this high. This is not a perfect solution, Rattan. It’s a desperate one. But 

it offers us a chance to fight back, to turn the very essence of the Abyss against itself, even if only for a 

short time." 

 

He then looked at Rattan, a clear, direct command in his gaze. "Your task is to refine this ’conduit’ idea, 

to maximize the duration of this controlled corruption. Every extra day we gain is a day closer to victory. 

Do you understand the urgency?" 

 

With the grim understanding solidified, Kaelen and Rattan plunged into the daunting task. Days bled into 

weeks as the tent became a crucible of desperate innovation. Rattan, driven by a complex mix of self-

preservation, a desire for his people’s ascendancy, and a strange, nascent respect for Kaelen’s ruthless 

pragmatism, poured over blueprints. His fingers flew, sketching intricate runic patterns designed to 

channel the Abyss’s corruption, to extend the fragile window of controlled integration. Kaelen, ever the 

calculating machine, provided constant feedback, his tech-core crunching data on material tolerances, 

biological responses, and energy fluctuations. The air in the tent hummed with the focused intensity of 

their work, a stark contrast to the shifting tides outside. 



 

Meanwhile Back in the abyss when the sun came up, it illuminated not a new day, but the devastating 

aftermath of a battle between two god-level beings. Vorenza and the mage had brought their clash to a 

cataclysmic end within Vorenza’s own territory. The very landscape was irrevocably scarred: the land 

was torn apart, shattered, and even the sky above was fractured, raining down shards of crystal. Great 

chasms had been carved into the earth, and not a single demon remained; they had wisely fled the 

territory to escape the divine conflict. 

 

At the epicenter, where Vorenza’s castle once stood, her colossal demonic form remained. A massive 

crystal sword, stained with her own vibrant purple blood, pierced through her. Pieces of her legs were 

missing, and she was clearly grievously wounded. Yet, a chilling triumph radiated from her. In her hand, 

she clutched the form of the goblin mage, a testament to her victory. Vorenza’s gamble had paid off; she 

now held the soul of a sixth-tier being. 

 

Vorenza’s greatest satisfaction didn’t come from her victory alone, but from the abyss’s own ecstatic 

reaction. She could feel it, an undeniable resonance echoing through every demon in that layer of the 

abyss. The very ground, the fractured sky, the shattered remnants of her domain and the mage’s, all 

hummed with a palpable joy and entertainment that pleased the abyss to its core. 

 

This wasn’t favoritism; it was simply the rule of the abyss. For bringing such a spectacle, the victor would 

be rewarded. Had the mage triumphed against Vorenza, her reward would have been even greater, for 

the abyss would have deemed it a more impressive feat – "She fought against all odds and won," it 

would declare, and such a victory demanded a superior prize. 

 

Unlike the mortal realms, where clashes between god-level beings are avoided due to the risk of 

damage to innocent living creatures of a world and its inhabitant which provokes the intervention of the 

Judges, the abyss welcomes such destruction. It thrives on the chaos and power unleashed, finding 

profound entertainment in the raw might of its inhabitants. 

 

For the abyss, a clash between two god-level beings isn’t a disaster to be averted, but a grand 

performance, a feast for its senses. The shattering of land, the fracturing of the sky, the very essence of 

domains tearing at each other – these are not wounds, but exhilarating expressions of power that ripple 

through its being like a wave of pure ecstasy. The fleeing demons, the obliteration of structures, the very 

blood spilled, all contribute to this profound entertainment. 

 

This is why it’s rewards are not based on righteousness or alliance, but on the sheer magnitude of the 

power displayed and the thrill it experiences. Vorenza’s victory, born from a desperate gamble and 



immense personal cost, delivered a powerful surge of satisfaction to the abyss. But a triumph against 

truly overwhelming odds, like the mage winning against the established power of Vorenza, would have 

been a narrative of even greater appeal, a crescendo of unexpected power, and thus, merited a grander 

boon. 

 

The abyss is a cosmic gladiator arena, perpetually hungry for the next epic showdown. It encourages, 

even subtly manipulates, its most potent inhabitants to engage in these devastating conflicts. The 

intervention of "Judges" or concerns about collateral damage are alien concepts to it. The more 

destruction, the more raw power unleashed, the more it revels. Its greatest fear is stagnation, a 

quietude that would dim its own vibrant, chaotic existence. 

 

Vorenza gritted her teeth, a guttural roar escaping her as she ripped the crystal sword from her body, 

sending it clattering across the shattered landscape. With the blade discarded, she brought the 

shimmering essence of the mage’s soul to her lips, a predatory gleam in her eyes. She swallowed it 

whole, the familiar, exquisite taste of a higher being’s soul flooding her senses. It was a crystallized 

essence with the biting, metallic chill of iron, a flavor that resonated deep within her demonic core. 

 

At that very moment, the abyss’s blessing descended. Vorenza had known exactly what she desired: the 

complete restoration of her fractured domain, mending the scars of battle and bringing her back to her 

peak, devastating strength. The confluence of the abyss’s power and the absorbed soul became too 

much to contain. A raw, untamed laughter erupted from her, echoing across the entire abyss layer, a 

sound that vibrated with triumph and renewed power. Her scattered soldiers, who had retreated from 

the earlier cataclysm, looked at each other, an unspoken command passing between them, and began 

their march back towards their queen. 

 

Soon, Vorenza’s ravaged territory was swarming with fifth-tier demons, all kneeling in fervent obeisance 

before her. Standing amidst them, now returned to her human form, a wide, triumphant grin split 

Vorenza’s face. 

 

On Zarvok’s territory, Ikenga, Keles, and Zarvok had a front-row seat to the cataclysmic battle. But as 

Vorenza emerged victorious, Ikenga’s attention shifted. He cast a worried glance at Keles, who, in turn, 

ignored his gaze, instead tenderly caressing her subtly bulging stomach. 

 

With a soft sigh, Keles looked back at Vorenza through the scrying mirror. "You need not doubt my 

words, Ikenga," she stated, her voice calm but firm. "That it didn’t come to pass now never meant it 

never will." 

 



Ikenga’s brow furrowed. "She is strong. Your proclamation of her fate being inevitable might have 

meant something when she was weakened, but now she is healed and back at her peak. Doubts about 

where your confidence comes from can’t help but make themselves known." 

 

Keles turned to face Ikenga, her veil obscuring her expression, a customary precaution in Zarvok’s 

presence. Her voice dropped, a chilling undercurrent running through her words. "Do you doubt my 

divinity, my ability as a goddess?" 

 

Ikenga didn’t rush his answer this time. He took her arm gently. "I don’t doubt you or your divinity, but I 

find it hard how you can proclaim a fate of death to a being like her." 

 

Keles shook her head at Ikenga’s claim. "I never proclaimed her death. It was not of my doing or calling, 

but rather something that was to come ’inevitable,’ and I, as the goddess of death and darkness, could 

see that." 
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Her gaze pierced through Ikenga as she drew closer. "Do you fear death, brother? Do you fear me?" 

 

Ikenga held her gaze. "I do fear death, but I do not fear you." 

 

"But I am death?" Keles’s voice was a soft, dangerous whisper, a subtle challenge in the stillness of 

Zarvok’s observation chamber. 

 

Ikenga didn’t flinch. He maintained his steady gaze, his grip on her arm firm but not tight. "You are the 

vessel through which it manifests, Keles. You are the harbinger, the watcher, the guide. But you are not 

the inevitable cessation itself. Death is a force, a fundamental truth of existence. You are its most 

powerful conduit in this realm, perhaps, but not its entirety." 

 

Zarvok, who had been silently observing the entire exchange, let out a low chuckle, the sound like 

grinding stones. "A nuanced distinction, Ikenga. One that few would dare to make to a goddess, let 

alone the Goddess of Death." 

 

Keles, however, simply tilted her head, her veiled face unreadable. "And what does this ’nuance’ imply 

for Vorenza, if not an inevitable end?" 



 

"It implies that while you see the threads leading to a specific outcome, those threads can be re-woven, 

or cut, or even reinforced by the actions of the beings involved," Ikenga countered, his voice gaining a 

touch of steel. "Vorenza just defied what many would consider impossible. She bled, she lost, she 

gambled everything, and she won. Does that not shift the tapestry, even for a moment?" 

 

He gestured vaguely towards the scrying mirror, where Vorenza’s demonic soldiers were now 

prostrating themselves. "She is at her peak. The abyss itself rewarded her, a validation of her power. To 

proclaim her demise now, with such certainty, feels less like foresight and more like... a desire." 

 

A flicker, almost imperceptible, passed over Keles’s veiled face. "My desires are of no consequence to 

the greater design, brother," she said, her voice regaining its earlier, colder edge. "The threads are 

merely clearer to me." She released her arm from his grasp, turning her attention back to the mirror, 

though her gaze seemed to penetrate beyond the image. "The cycles of power turn. Vorenza has had 

her ascent. What follows, inevitably, is descent. It is not my will, Ikenga, It’s the nature of things" She 

said the ending in a word Ikenga could understand. 

 

"Do you see the inevitable in me?" Ikenga finally asked, his voice low. 

 

Keles scoffed, a dry, dismissive sound from behind her veil. "Such words mean nothing to me, and to 

you, brother." As primordial beings, their existence transcended the typical notions of death and fate 

that applied to lesser entities. 

 

Zarvok, who had been listening intently, could hardly contain his curiosity. "What about me then?" he 

interjected, a rare hint of vulnerability in his usually stoic demeanor. 

 

"You are strong," Keles stated, her veiled gaze fixed on Zarvok, "and you are blessed." 

 

Zarvok’s curiosity, however, wasn’t sated. The goddess’s words, while seemingly complimentary, offered 

no true insight into his own inevitable end, a fate that even a being of his immense power couldn’t 

escape. "Blessed by whom?" he pressed, but his eyes widened as he knew his answer. 

 

Keles shifted, her attention returning to Ikenga and the silent scrying mirror where Vorenza’s 

rejuvenated domain now pulsed with renewed power. "The abyss blesses those who entertain it, 

Zarvok. You are a fulcrum of chaos, a necessary weight in its eternal embrace. Your strength ensures 



continued conflict, continued spectacle." Her tone implied that his purpose, while grand, was merely a 

component in a larger, more indifferent design. 

 

Ikenga interjected, stepping slightly between Keles and Zarvok. "But, Does the abyss’s blessing alter 

those threads you see so clearly? Does its entertainment grant a reprieve from the ’inevitable’?" 

 

Keles finally turned fully to Ikenga, her veiled head tilted, an almost imperceptible hint of frustration in 

her posture. "The abyss is an audience, brother, not a weaver of fate. It delights in the unraveling, the 

tearing, the re-stitching of the pattern, but it does not dictate the material. Its blessing empowers, yes, it 

strengthens the hand that wields the blade, but it does not remove the blade’s ultimate destination." 

 

"Vorenza’s recent triumph was merely a particularly vibrant thread, pulled taut and shining for a 

moment. It changes nothing of the loom itself." 

 

After saying this, she raised her arm a gesture for Ikenga to take it as they went back to their room. 

 

Meanwhile, the battlefield itself seemed to settle into a bizarre, unsettling truce. The grand, chaotic 

clashes of mid-tier demons and organized forces ceased. Instead, the Abyss engaged in a relentless 

campaign of psychological attrition. Each day brought a constant, wearisome harassment: low-tier 

demons, little more than ravenous shadows, scurried across the corrupted land. There were no mass 

charges, no sweeping invasions, just an irritating, endless stream of minor threats that forced every 

soldier to remain vigilant, to personally draw steel or conjure small spells to deal with the individual 

skirmishers. 

 

But the true torment came with the night, or even in the quiet moments of the day when the sun 

seemed to lose its power. Without the grand psychic shield that had once enveloped the fortress, every 

soldier was now vulnerable to the unrelenting psychic nightmares oozing from the corrupted land. 

Whispers of madness slithered into minds, visions of impossible horrors danced behind eyelids, and raw, 

visceral fear gnawed at their composure. Sleep offered little respite, turning often into a deeper descent 

into terror. The once-clear line between friend and foe, between reality and illusion, began to blur in the 

minds of the weary. The battle for the fortress had transformed into a grim war of endurance, a silent, 

psychological siege that chipped away at the defenders’ sanity, one waking nightmare at a time. 

 

Vellok, grim-faced, absorbed the latest reports from the front. The news was dire, a stark reminder of 

the mounting losses on the battlefield. The most recent blow, the deactivation of a major mage tower 

due to the confirmed death of its master, sent a chill through him. It was an undeniable sign that the 

war was escalating, and the enemy was proving more formidable than anticipated. 



 

Now, Vellok stood before the Emperor, discussing Kaelen’s audacious new plan. There was no outright 

opposition, but a palpable hesitation hung in the air. The implications for their race were profound, and 

the risks were immense. 

 

The situation demanded drastic measures. Every available soldier, every guard, had been deployed to 

the front lines. The empire had committed its entire might, holding nothing back. Only the civilians and 

the "useless nobles," as Vellok privately thought, remained untouched by the direct conflict. 

 

Kaelen’s command had been a crucible of learning. His forces had broken long-held traditions, battling 

and even spending nights on corrupted land—a concept previously unthinkable. Before, their armies 

would retreat the moment a territory became tainted by the Abyss. But Kaelen understood that to 

reclaim what was lost and secure victory, they had to confront the demons head-on, even in their own 

element. To win this war, battles must be fought on these corrupted lands. Otherwise, the demonic 

influence would continue to spread, relentlessly shrinking their territory until nothing remained. 

 

Thankfully, Kaelen’s firsthand experience on the corrupted lands had yielded invaluable insights. He’d 

not only taught them how to fight on such blighted ground but also exposed the chilling reality of the 

constant psychic attacks at night. More importantly, Kaelen had brought with him a reasonable counter-

plan, a strategic blueprint forged in the crucible of his unique battles. 

 

Despite this glimmer of hope, a heavy cloud of worry settled over Vellok and the Emperor. Kaelen’s 

methods, while effective, were radical. The sheer scale of the conflict demanded that these new, often 

brutal, tactics be implemented across all of the empire’s capable soldiers. The only exceptions might be 

the seasoned fifth-tier generals and powerful mages, whose unique abilities perhaps offered some 

protection or alternative strategies. 

 

Their deepest concern, however, lay in the aftermath. Their people’s untraditional way of populating 

meant that any lasting taint from the Abyss could have unforeseen and devastating consequences for 

future generations. Who knew what risks lay ahead for the surviving soldiers and their newfound, 

unsettling closeness to the Abyss’s corruption? The war might be won, but at what cost to the very 

essence of their race? 

 

Finally, Vellok spoke, his voice low but firm. "Your Majesty, we can debate the cost of victory until the 

last of our lands falls. But if we do not win this war, there will be no future generations to worry about, 

tainted or otherwise. There will be nothing left." 

 



The Emperor’s eyes, filled with a grim resolve, met Vellok’s. "You are right. The immediate threat 

eclipses all others. We must win first." 

 

And so, with a heavy heart but a unified purpose, they both came to the same conclusion: it was better 

to win the war first before worrying about anything else. 

 

Unknown to the two, Kealen already was working on his plans whether they agreed or not. 

 

During this time, Kaelen and Rattan, a grim, unlikely duo, embarked on their perilous quest to gather the 

core components for their desperate project. 

 

Chapter 575: 

Under the perpetual twilight of the corrupted lands, Kaelen and Rattan moved with a purpose that cut 

through the dark miasma of fear. Their target was the Abyssal Heartwood, a pulsating, vein-like material 

that snaked through the deepest, most corrupted pockets of the earth, often near the gnarled roots of 

blighted trees or within oozing fissures. This wasn’t a simple excavation. The Heartwood writhed with 

raw, unrefined Abyssal energy, its mere proximity causing the air to grow heavy, the ground to tremble, 

and whispers of madness to claw at the edges of their minds. 

 

Kaelen, shielded by his activated tech-core, moved with mechanical precision, his internal diagnostics 

constantly analyzing the fluctuating psychic pressures. He was the anchor, his formidable will a bulwark 

against the land’s insidious influence. Rattan, however, felt the corruption more acutely. His ratfolk 

senses, normally a boon, now became a burden, picking up the scent of despair, the taste of decay in 

the air, and the vibrations of tormented souls trapped within the very soil. He would have to 

concentrate fiercely, pushing back the encroaching dread. 

 

They encountered resistance, not from organized demon patrols, but from the land itself. Tentacles of 

shadow would lash out from the ground, minor psychic entities would coalesce from the mists, 

attempting to ensnare or overwhelm them. Kaelen’s quick, precise strikes, often manifesting as crackling 

energy blasts or spectral blades from his constructs, dispatched these threats efficiently. 

 

Rattan, nimble and surprisingly potent when cornered, utilized swift, precise bursts of arcane energy or 

his cube morphing into a rifle that tore through the gloom. Each piece of the throbbing, dark-veined 

Heartwood painstakingly extracted and immediately encased in specially prepared, mana-sealed 

containers that shimmered with protective wards. 



 

Back within the relative safety of Kaelen’s reinforced, magically insulated tent, the atmosphere shifted 

from tense acquisition to feverish experimentation. The air grew thick with the smell of arcane reagents, 

scorched metal, and the faint, unsettling scent of the Abyss materials themselves – a mix of ozone, 

decay, and something indescribably alien. 

 

Their workspace was a complex array of glowing conduits, rune-etched anvils, and bubbling alchemical 

vats. At the heart of it all lay the ratfolk armor blueprints, now heavily annotated with Kaelen’s precise 

schematics and Rattan’s intricate runic designs. 

 

The raw Abyssal Heartwood, once extracted, was still too volatile. It had to be carefully "purified" – not 

to remove its Abyssal nature, but to stabilize its chaotic energies. This involved bathing it in specific 

arcane compounds brewed by Rattan, which glowed with sickly green and purple light. Kaelen, 

meanwhile, configured specialized mana-dampening fields around the material, containing its inherent 

corruption to prevent it from spontaneously mutating their entire tent. 

 

Rattan’s primary task was to etch and infuse each plate of the armor with a complex runic matrix. These 

weren’t protective runes, but conduits. Each delicate line, each swirling symbol, was designed to draw in 

a specific aspect of the Heartwood’s corruption, channeling it through the armor’s very structure. This 

required immense focus, his hands moving with the precision of a master craftsman, the air around him 

crackling faintly with channeled mana. 

 

Kaelen’s most critical contribution was the Interface Sigil. This was a small, palm-sized crystalline device, 

bristling with microscopic filaments and etched with hyper-complex geometric patterns. It was designed 

to be embedded directly into the breastplate of each suit. Its purpose was twofold: to provide a direct, 

controlled pathway for the Abyssal energy to interact with the wearer’s life force, and more crucially, to 

attempt to govern the rate of integration, buying precious time. 

 

The purified Heartwood was placed into specialized pressure-forges, heated not by conventional flames 

but by carefully controlled magical energy fields. As the temperature rose, the Heartwood would soften, 

becoming pliable and almost liquid, its veins pulsing with an eerie inner light. 

 

The armor plates, pre-infused with Rattan’s runic matrices, were then introduced into this heated, 

liquefied Heartwood. It wasn’t a simple dip. The liquid Abyss material would seep into the very 

molecular structure of the metal, twisting and intertwining with the existing runes. The process was 

slow, painstaking, and accompanied by unsettling groans from the metal as it grudgingly accepted its 

new, parasitic lifeblood. 



 

Once the Heartwood was fully integrated into the armor’s plates, Kaelen initiated a powerful, localized 

mana pulse from a massive arcane generator he had quickly repurposed. This pulse served as the final 

catalyst, effectively "binding" the living Abyssal material to the runic matrices, activating the dormant 

corruption within the armor. The suits would visibly shimmer, their surfaces taking on a faint, almost 

imperceptible dark sheen, and a low, internal hum would emanate from them. 

 

Finally, Rattan would carefully embed Kaelen’s Interface Sigil into the breastplate of each completed 

suit. This was the most delicate step, requiring a perfect alignment of the sigil’s own energy field with 

the newly awakened Abyssal energy within the armor. A successful integration was marked by a soft, 

internal glow from the sigil itself, a beacon of controlled corruption. 

 

With the first few suits of Abyssal armor complete, an eerie silence settled over Kaelen’s tent, a tense 

calm before the storm of their desperate test. The air crackled with a mix of anticipation and dread. 

These weren’t mere prototypes; they were the embodiment of their last hope, and the potential for 

catastrophic failure was terrifyingly real. 

 

Kaelen selected the test subjects with clinical precision: hardened, battle-scarred soldiers, their wills 

already tempered by the ceaseless psychic torment, yet still unbroken. These were individuals who 

understood the grim stakes, willing to risk their very essence for a chance at victory. 

 

The first test was horrifyingly delicate. A chosen volunteer, a seasoned ogre warrior named Grond, stood 

before them, his massive frame trembling not from fear, but from the raw apprehension of the 

unknown. As the corrupted armor was brought forward, its surface shimmering faintly with an internal, 

unsettling glow, a faint, almost imperceptible hum emanated from it, a hungry whisper in the air. 

 

"Strap him in," Kaelen ordered, his voice devoid of emotion, while Rattan, observing from a safe 

distance, felt a cold knot tighten in his stomach. The armor, though fitted to Grond’s immense size, 

didn’t just clad him; it seemed to embrace him, its segments subtly shifting, almost conforming to his 

muscles. 

 

The moment the final plate clicked into place and the Interface Sigil activated, a visible wave of dark 

energy flowed from the armor, seeking to bind with Grond. Grond grunted, a deep, guttural sound, his 

muscles spasming. His skin, already a rough, leathery green, began to darken, hints of purple and black 

creeping across its surface like spreading mold. His eyes, normally a dull amber, flared with a sickly, 

almost feral red light. 

 



Kaelen immediately began to feed data into his tech-core, monitoring Grond’s vitals, neurological 

activity, and the rate of Abyssal integration. Rattan, meanwhile, focused his senses, trying to discern the 

subtle shifts in Grond’s arcane signature, looking for any signs of uncontrolled corruption. 

 

For the next few hours, Grond underwent a battery of tests. He moved, clumsy at first, then with 

increasing power. His strength soared, his blows shaking the reinforced training dummies. His 

movements, however, began to take on a subtly inhuman fluidity, a predatory grace that was deeply 

unsettling. 

 

The true test came with the psychic simulations. Kaelen projected controlled bursts of the very psychic 

static that tormented the fortress. Grond, inside the armor, grunted and roared, his enhanced mental 

resilience evident. The Interface Sigil pulsed, visibly drawing the psychic energy inward, absorbing it like 

a sponge before releasing a fraction of it back, cleansed and muted, into Grond’s mind. The suit was 

working; it was taking the brunt of the psychic assault, channeling it, and even using it to fuel its own 

integration. 

 

However, the strain was still immense. Grond’s roaring wasn’t just exertion; it was a desperate battle for 

his own mind. His thoughts, when accessed through Kaelen’s scanners, were a maelstrom of primal 

urges, amplified aggression, and a terrifyingly potent hunger. The integration was granting him power, 

but it was also twisting him from the inside out. 

 

After a full day, Grond was extracted from the armor, a process that proved more difficult than donning 

it. The armor resisted, clinging to him like a second skin, requiring significant force to break the nascent 

bond. Grond collapsed, gasping, sweat plastering his dark skin. He was exhausted, but alive. 

 

"Mental degradation: twenty-seven percent," Kaelen reported, his voice flat. "Physical mutation: minor 

epidermal thickening, increased muscle density. Aggression parameters: elevated to dangerous levels. 

Controlled integration maintained for twenty-four hours. Projection for complete assimilation without 

intervention: three weeks. With regular psychic cleansing and forced breaks: potentially four to five 

weeks before critical mass." 

 

Rattan whistled softly, a sound of grim appreciation. "A month, then. As you predicted. The suit is a 

living parasite, Lord Kaelen, but it offers immense power." 

 

Kaelen nodded, his gaze distant. "The cost is high, but the alternative is certain defeat. We have a 

weapon, Rattan. A dangerous, double-edged one. Now, we mass-produce them." 



 

The test had achieved its desired effect: the armor worked. It granted immense power, offered a vital 

shield against the psychic onslaught, and bought them time. But the cost was evident in Grond’s 

haunted, yet savagely empowered, eyes. The race against the Abyss, and against their own corrupted 

creations, has begun. 

 

Chapter 576: 

By now, Kaelen had secured the necessary approvals from both Vellok and the Emperor. The moment he 

confirmed the Abyssal armor was ready for mass production, he dispatched Gorok to deliver its building 

methods to Vellok. 

 

For the first time since the war began, a new energy swept through the entire fortress. Changes 

materialized with astonishing speed: walls and tents were torn down, and in their place, factories swiftly 

rose and hummed to life. Each new factory meant that every soldier would soon receive their 

groundbreaking new armor. Even the ratfolk were included in this drastic plan; for Kaelen, all political 

considerations had been cast aside. Only survival mattered now. 

 

The transformative power of the new armor was felt almost overnight by the soldiers who received it. 

For the first time in what felt like an eternity, they were finally able to shut their eyes and experience 

normal, undisturbed sleep. The corrupted land, which had relentlessly assailed them with psychic 

torment, seemed to have lost its strange grip on these armored soldiers. It no longer attacked them; 

instead, an unsettling sense of familiarity, almost a feeling of home, began to bloom between the 

soldiers and the corrupted lands themselves. 

 

For the mages, the armor functioned more as a focusing lens and a power conduit, rather than just a 

shield. Instead of merely absorbing the psychic static of the corrupted land, the runes and the Interface 

Sigil within the mages’ armor would likely filter and refine it. This allows them to draw upon the ambient 

Abyssal psychic energy as an additional, albeit dangerous, mana source. 

 

The integrated Abyss material acted as a catalyst for their existing spells, amplifying their destructive or 

protective capabilities. A mage’s firebolt might burn with a sickly green flame, or their shield spells 

might ripple with dark, corrosive energy. 

 

It took a grueling three weeks for the entire army to regroup, re-equip, and emerge as something new 

entirely. Kaelen, observing the transformation, immediately ordered a one-week rest, hoping his 

soldiers could recover and return to their peak. But the rest was brutally short-lived. The current soldiers 

were no longer as they were before. They were restless like the demons they fought, their newly 



integrated Abyssal essence stirring within them. They no longer simply accepted orders; they desired 

battle, craved bloodshed, and were fiercely eager to test the destructive power of their new armor. 

 

The Abyss, for weeks, had known only the slow, psychological grind of attrition. But that fragile peace 

shattered with the dawn. The Imperial army, no longer content with passive defense, surged forth from 

the fortress, a dark, churning tide. 

 

The demons on the corrupted lands, accustomed to the scent of fear and the sight of faltering resolve, 

paused. Their multi-faceted eyes, usually quick to identify prey, now struggled to process the unfolding 

sight. This wasn’t the same army. The familiar glint of polished Imperial steel was now eclipsed by a dull, 

obsidian sheen on armor that seemed to writhe with a subtle, internal energy. Where once there was 

the scent of human and goblin sweat, of fear and desperation, now there was a faint, unsettling aroma – 

metallic, earthy, and underscored by something subtly akin to their own sulfurous breath, a hint of the 

Abyss itself. 

 

There wasn’t the expected repulsion. Instead, a low, guttural murmur rippled through the demon ranks, 

a sound that quickly swelled into a chorus of unholy glee. Their forms, usually contorted in malice, 

seemed to straighten, their claws flexing in anticipation. Kin! the primal part of their minds shrieked, not 

in recognition of shared blood, but of shared essence, of a corruption that resonated with their very 

being. The prey was no longer just prey; it was a challenge, a twisted reflection, a glorious, new kind of 

battle. 

 

The clash was instantaneous, a cataclysmic collision of two dark forces. The air screamed as the 

transformed Imperial soldiers met the demon charge. No longer fighting with cautious tactics, the 

soldiers moved with a feral, unthinking aggression, their movements mirroring the demons’ own chaotic 

ferocity. An ogre warrior, his Abyssal armor rippling with dark energy, met a hulking brute demon head-

on, not with a block, but with a bone-shattering shoulder charge that sent both tumbling into the 

churned earth. His fists, now edged with jagged, dark protrusions from the armor, hammered down with 

a strength that cracked the demon’s carapace. 

 

Ratfolk, their new, sleek suits making them appear like armored, predatory shadows, darted beneath 

the larger demons, their blades not just cutting, but leaving trails of dark, corrosive energy where they 

struck. A demon’s limb, severed by a ratfolk’s blade, didn’t just fall; it began to blacken and wither, 

consumed by the very essence of the Abyss that now infused the weapon. 

 

The psychic static, once a torment, now felt like a surging current to the armored soldiers. They roared, 

not in pain, but in exhilaration, their minds now able to draw on the ambient corruption, converting it 

into a raw, brutal energy that fueled their attacks. A goblin mage, his eyes glowing with the same 



unsettling red as Grond’s, unleashed a torrent of fire that was no longer just orange, but streaked with 

sickly green and purple, burning with an unholy intensity that made even the demons recoil. 

 

The initial surge of brutal power and primal exhilaration eventually gave way to the grim realities of 

sustained combat. The battlefield became a churning maelstrom of intertwined bodies, echoing with 

snarls, roars, and the sickening wet sounds of tearing flesh and shattering bone. While the Imperial 

army, infused with Abyssal essence, fought with unprecedented ferocity, they were still mortal. 

Demons, too, possessed their own brutal strengths and numbers. 

 

Loss mounted on both sides. A towering ogre, his Abyssal armor humming, managed to tear through 

three mid-tier demons before a fourth, a hulking, spiked monstrosity, impaled him through the chest 

with a sudden lunge. A ratfolk, empowered beyond his previous limits, met his end when a swarm of 

smaller, agile imps overwhelmed him, their tiny, razor claws finding the chinks in his reinforced plating. 

But for every armored soldier that fell, two or three demons followed, their corrupted forms consumed 

by the very dark energies they had once wielded exclusively. Slowly, inexorably, the tide seemed to tilt, 

the Empire’s forces, though bruised and bleeding, gaining a grim, bloody advantage.High above the 

carnage, Kaelen hovered alongside the two remaining sixth-tier mages, Lyra and Korvin, their faces grim, 

their eyes scanning the brutal tableau. They had been observing, analyzing the new, chaotic movements 

of their transformed army, trying to discern patterns in the madness. The soldiers moved with 

devastating power, but their cohesion was a ragged, visceral thing, driven by instinct rather than 

strategy. It was efficient, yes, but wasteful. 

 

"They’re too... feral," Lyra muttered, her voice tight with a mix of awe and horror. "They fight like 

demons, not soldiers. This is unsustainable." 

 

Korvin nodded, a muscle twitching in his jaw. "The controlled corruption is working, but it’s pushing 

their minds to the brink. They need direction, true command, or they’ll exhaust themselves into 

oblivion." 

 

Kaelen, his face a mask of cold resolve, finally spoke, his voice cutting through the comms. "It’s time to 

reassert order. This ’freedom’ is costing us too many. We need to remind them who they serve." His 

eyes, normally glowing with the detached blue of his tech-core, flickered with a raw, almost predatory 

intensity. "This is not a game. It is not a feast. It is a war, and it will be fought with ruthless efficiency." 

 

With a swift, almost imperceptible motion, Kaelen descended. He landed directly amidst a brutal melee, 

where an armored goblin, roaring with a guttural, half-demon growl, was savagely tearing at the throat 

of a fallen demon, completely oblivious to his flanks. Without a word, without a moment of hesitation, 

Kaelen’s hand shot out. It clamped around the goblin’s head, the movement too fast for the soldier’s 



rage-addled mind to register. A sickening crack echoed faintly amidst the battle din as Kaelen snapped 

the goblin’s neck. 

 

The transformed soldier crumpled, the Abyssal armor on his body briefly flaring before its internal hum 

died, the life-force conduit severed. Kaelen stood over the fallen body, his gaze sweeping across the 

nearby soldiers who, for the first time since the transformation, seemed to jolt out of their bloodlust. 

Their eyes, which had glowed with that unsettling red, wavered, a flicker of fear replacing the primal 

aggression. 

 

His voice, amplified by his tech-core, boomed, devoid of any warmth, across that immediate sector of 

the battlefield. "This is not a carnival! You are not beasts! You are soldiers of the Empire. Your strength 

is a tool, not a master. You will fight with discipline, or you will be removed." The cold, hard reality of his 

resolve cut through the intoxicating haze of the Abyss, a brutal reassertion of command. 

 

Kaelen’s tech core had already informed him of this brutal necessity. Its cold, calculating algorithms 

confirmed that this was the most effective, indeed the only, path to dealing with the army’s new, savage 

nature. They had to be met with brutality and a calculated cruelty that resonated with their own 

newfound Abyssal instincts. 

 

Chapter 577: 

His standing as a general, built on strategic acumen and disciplined command, no longer held the same 

value for minds tainted by the Abyss. They needed to see him as something else entirely: a supreme 

demon, an apex predator who would tolerate no dissent, no ’nonsense’ from lesser beings. 

 

There were undeniable downsides to this strategy, his tech core meticulously cataloged them. This 

approach would forever erode any trust they might have had in him, replacing it with a primal fear and a 

grudging, resentful obedience. They might harbor thoughts of rebellion, like how most demons, given 

the chance, would turn on a weakening leader. However, the probability of such an open revolt was low, 

Kaelen’s analysis assured him, as long as he himself stood strong, an unyielding pillar of power that 

outmatched their own raw, chaotic strength. He had to embody the very dominance they now 

instinctively understood. 

 

A smile came upon Kaelen cold face which hasn’t shown much emotion in weeks, it was weird and 

maybe wrong but he was liking the current state of the army and it’s new rule. He turned toward the 

abyss portal which was now close "That was his goal" 

 



The weeks that followed blurred into a continuous, brutal symphony of steel and monstrous flesh. 

Kaelen’s reassertion of absolute, unforgiving command, enforced by swift, chilling displays of power, 

slowly forged the transformed army into a more disciplined, albeit still terrifying, weapon. They no 

longer fought with aimless rage; their newfound ferocity was now channeled, directed with lethal 

precision. 

 

One of the most startling, and initially horrifying, developments emerged during the relentless combat: 

the armor itself began to exhibit sentient, predatory behaviors. It wasn’t just drawing on the wearer’s 

life force; when a demon fell within reach, the Abyssal armor would visibly shift, dark tendrils extending 

or sharpened edges seeming to unfold, and chomp onto the fallen flesh, tearing and consuming it with a 

sickening, wet sound. This grotesque act wasn’t merely symbolic; the armor was actively feeding on the 

demons to sustain itself and, consequently, its host. The process visibly invigorated the soldier, healing 

minor wounds and dulling the insidious mental strain, effectively extending the "grace period" of 

controlled integration beyond Kaelen’s initial projections. 

 

This unexpected evolution took both Kaelen and Rattan by profound surprise. Rattan, watching a ratfolk 

warrior’s armor consume a demon’s arm, nearly retched. Kaelen’s tech-core, however, immediately 

began crunching the new data. The moral implications were monstrous, a deepening descent into 

depravity. 

 

Yet, after swift calculations, the cold, hard logic asserted itself: while ethically repugnant, this 

development was a monumental boon for their immediate goal. It meant less reliance on the finite life-

force of the soldiers and an unprecedented, self-sustaining combat capability. 

 

By the fourth week, the grind had taken its toll. Their numbers were drastically thinned, the faces of the 

remaining soldiers etched with a grim, exhausted madness, their eyes burning with a hunger that was 

now part their own, part the armor’s. But they had achieved the impossible. Through a combination of 

their newfound savagery, Kaelen’s ruthless command, and the grotesque, self-sustaining nature of their 

Abyssal armor, they had pushed the demons back. Step by bloody step, inch by agonizing inch, the Abyss 

forces were driven to retreat. 

 

Finally, after a relentless, final push that cost them dearly, the Imperial army—a mere fraction of its 

former self, but now infused with a terrifying, unholy power—managed to force the remaining Abyss 

demons back through their swirling portal. The cacophony of battle died down, replaced by the ragged 

breathing of survivors and the constant, hungry hum of their living armor. They quickly established a 

makeshift fortress before the churning maw, a temporary bastion of exhausted vigilance. The final 

stretch had come, but for now, they needed to take a moment to rest and recover. 

 



The mood in the fortress should have been one of triumph, a cacophony of cheers for their impossible 

victory. Yet, there was none of that. As the immediate threat vanished, the remaining soldiers, their 

faces grim and eyes burning with that unsettling red glow, finally had time to re-assess themselves and 

their own horrific behaviors of the past few weeks. The bloodlust faded, replaced by a cold, dawning 

dread. 

 

The downcast mood descended when, in the quiet of their temporary barracks, they attempted to take 

off their new armor. A sharp, agonizing bolt of pain shot through them with the slightest tug, an 

exaggerated agony that made them gasp and recoil. It wasn’t merely the feeling of metal sticking to 

skin; it was like peeling off one’s own living flesh, tearing at muscle and sinew. A chilling question began 

to echo in their weary minds: was this truly their armor, or had it become their very skin? 

 

A tentative touch against the plates, a flex of a limb, sent a chilling realization through them. The 

sensations registered not as external contact, but as their own body’s response. The rhythmic hum of 

the Abyssal material, the faint, metallic scent that permeated their every breath, the odd, heightened 

sensitivity to external vibrations – all of it now felt like their inherent self. Even the most mundane 

bodily functions, breathing, urinating, felt subtly altered, integrated with the suit. The armor seemed to 

have become them, a horrifying second skin, a new, monstrous physiology they were only now truly 

noticing. 

 

So, in a fortress that should have been filled with shouts of victory, it was instead filled with miniature 

giants, their Abyssal-infused forms casting long, grotesque shadows, their faces etched with a profound, 

downcast expression. A heavy pall of despair settled over them, a collective realization of the 

irreversible change. No one was exempt from this silent horror, not even the mages, their enhanced 

powers now feeling like a dreadful, permanent burden. 

 

Kaelen, observing them from a slight distance, felt a rare tremor in the rational fortress of his mind. A 

part of him, the last part of his old self, a flicker of something akin to empathy, felt a powerful urge to 

stand up, to offer reassurance, to tell them that all was somehow alright. But his rational side, currently 

the absolute dominant force due to his active tech-core, firmly contradicted it. There was no ’alright.’ 

There was only calculation, adaptation, and survival. To lie would be illogical. To offer false comfort 

would be to betray the cold, hard truth of their new existence. 

 

Back at the Abyss, in the churning, molten depths of her domain, Vorenza showed no visible sign of 

disturbance, even as the Empire’s forces encroached relentlessly closer to her portal. The few remaining 

generals under her command, monstrous beings of sorts, shifted uneasily, their eyes darting nervously. 

They were hesitant to speak, afraid to ask the questions that clawed at their minds, but already, half of 

them were contemplating outright abandonment. They only needed the right opportunity, a moment of 

weakness, to seize their chance and vanish into the deeper layers of the Abyss. 



 

Vorenza, meanwhile, had been in a silent, deep meditation ever since her recovery from the earlier 

clash. Her form, typically radiating a volatile energy, was now unusually still, almost serene, as if she 

were utterly detached from the encroaching reality. Her focus was absolute, delving into the intricate 

web of fate and probability that governed her ascension. She was reviewing her current goal which is 

securing this specific Abyss layer’s throne and calculating her chances of achieving it. 

 

Her result from this introspective meditation was precisely why she had made no move to reverse the 

losses she was taking. A grim, undeniable truth had solidified in her mind: in this battle for this Abyss 

layer’s throne, she has undeniably lost. There was no chance of winning. She hated it, a raw, burning 

frustration deep within her core, but there was nothing she could do about it. The path to victory here 

was closed. All that remained for her was the bitter taste of defeat and the cold, unyielding resolve to 

start anew in a different Abyss layer. 

 

Starting anew was not difficult for Vorenza, for the Abyss had witnessed countless stories that ended 

much like hers. Yet, the Abyss, in its chaotic, indifferent way, always provided a grim path forward when 

such impasses arose. 

 

First, Vorenza had to offer something up to the Abyss itself, a tribute that represented her formal 

withdrawal from the battle for this layer’s throne. Once this offering was made, and the Abyss was 

satisfied with the price she paid, only then would she be truly free to start anew. 

 

Vorenza would then be able to use a spell available to all demons, a fundamental ability within the 

Abyss. Traversing from one Abyss layer to the next was nothing new to its denizens; trade, war, and 

political machinations often spanned multiple layers, depending on the Abyss Lord in charge of those 

domains. This very same spell, the gateway to a different Abyss layer, was one Vorenza could employ. 

The only difference, in her case, was her ultimate goal. For Vorenza, her ambition was not merely to 

escape and get to a new layer, but to finally claim the throne of an Abyssal Lord for herself. 

 

Chapter 578: 

There were uncountable layers of the Abyss, an infinite cosmos of damnation, and among them, many 

unconquered ones. These were Vorenza’s true objective. But to reach a layer such as this, a pristine 

unclaimed domain without risking her very own being, a steep price was demanded. Given her current, 

formidable strength as a sixth tier demon, the Abyss required a sixth-tier soul as payment to get her 

safely to an unconquered Abyssal layer. 

 



Of course, she could try and travel without paying the price, but that was bound to condemning herself 

to death. The chaotic currents between layers, the raw, untamed energies, would tear apart any 

unwarded traveler. Moreover, no established Abyssal Lord would tolerate someone who so brazenly 

aimed for their seat to simply walk freely within their realm. Such an uninvited guest would be crushed, 

their ambition extinguished before it could even ignite. 

 

With this grim, decisive new goal meticulously mapped out, Vorenza remained poised, unmoving, within 

her crumbling domain. She was no longer waiting for the Empire’s army as an enemy, but as a grim, vital 

resource. They were her ticket, her way out, the final, crucial sacrifice. Her confidence, stemmed from 

her own strength, the little information she got on the two mages left and the general followed by the 

clarity of her renewed purpose. 

 

Her past encounter with Zarvok, and more recently, the intoxicating experience of the Abyss’s raw, 

untamed grace after the earlier battle, had awakened a profound, insatiable greed within her for that 

very same grace. She yearned to put on a spectacle so magnificent, so utterly devastating, that it would 

offset the immense loss of face and power she would incur once she formally proclaimed her 

withdrawal from the battle for this layer’s throne. This final, brutal flourish would be her payment, 

ensuring her future ascension in a new, unconquered realm. 

 

As for her remaining generals and the tattered remnants of her army, Vorenza harbored no benevolent 

intention of ordering their retreat to safety. She was keenly aware of their hesitant actions, their thinly 

veiled desire to abandon her, but she needed them here. They were a crucial, expendable shield, 

intended to tie down the Imperial army—what little of it remained. She had no desire to expend more of 

her own precious power than absolutely necessary. 

 

Her true focus lay on the mages and the generals. She had already meticulously planned a series of 

counter-concepts specifically designed to unravel them. Vorenza, after all, had once been a mage 

herself, and she knew that a mage’s greatest strengths lay not just in raw power, but in insight, in acute 

awareness, and in the profound depth of their knowledge. These were the very foundations she 

intended to exploit. 

 

Back at the newly established fortress, hastily erected before the churning Abyss portal, Kaelen and the 

two remaining sixth-tier mages, Lyra and Korvin, sat for a brief, somber meeting. The air in the tent was 

heavy, thick with the unasked questions of their new reality. 

 

The discussion wasn’t about strategy or the remaining demons; it was about the new Abyssal armor, or 

more precisely, them adorning it. They had finally pushed the enemy back to the Abyss’s doorstep, but 

they all knew the grim truth: once they stepped into that chaotic realm, their inherent strength would 



be suppressed. This was a fundamental being a plane not of one’s own, a smothering weight that 

dampened external magic and power. It was a reality none of the three liked or wanted. They needed to 

be at full strength, every ounce of their formidable power available, to deal with Vorenza. Anything less 

was an invitation to disaster. 

 

Lyra ran a hand through her short-cropped hair, her expression tight. "We can’t afford to be half-

strength. Not against Vorenza, not in her domain. It’s a gamble just to step through, let alone fight at a 

disadvantage." 

 

Kaelen’s gaze swept over them, cold and analytical. "My calculations confirm the suppression. However, 

the armor’s unique integration with Abyssal essence might provide a workaround. It not only will resiste 

the Abyss’s nature, but mimicking it. If we present ourselves as partially integrated, the suppression 

might be lessened, or at least less debilitating." 

 

"Might?" Lyra scoffed, a rare show of frustration. "That’s a slim thread to hang our lives on. What if it 

accelerates the full corruption once we’re inside? What if it turns us into the very abominations we’ve 

been fighting?" 

 

"The risk is inherent," Kaelen stated, his voice flat. "But the alternative is facing Vorenza at perhaps 80 

percent of our true power, while she, presumably, operates at full capacity. Beside we three are sixth 

tier being, while suspictable to the abyss corruption, it would take far more before it get’s it’s hold on us 

and It’s the only way we stand a chance of operating near peak efficiency in a hostile environment." 

 

Korvin looked from Kaelen to the churning portal outside the tent. "So, we become what we fight, to 

fight what we are. A necessary evil, then?" 

 

"A necessary adaptation," Kaelen corrected, his eyes holding no warmth. "The Abyss demands a price 

for entry. We will pay it, but we will twist the payment to our advantage. The question is, are you willing 

to accept that price?" 

 

Both mages nodded, a grim acceptance settling over their faces. Someone else, however, was not taking 

this new development well: Rattan. Because of his unique status within the current army, not a direct 

combatant, but a vital engineer and technician, he had not been forced to adorn the Abyssal armor if he 

didn’t want to. But now, in this grim, final situation, it was no longer a matter of choice. 

 



Looking at the sleek, dark form of the armor laid out before him, its surface humming with a faint, 

predatory energy, Rattan took a shaky breath. His nimble fingers, usually so confident in their craft, 

trembled slightly as he picked up and began to wear something he himself had helped create. He was 

immediately met with the unsettling sensation of donning another skin instead of an armor, as it shifted 

and adjusted itself, actively merging with his body with an almost organic fluidity. 

 

Once the armor settled in, a slight, insidious tendril of sensation began to probe at his mental shield. The 

armor, it seemed, was immediately testing its wearer’s will, a silent, psychological grapple for 

dominance. 

 

Deep within Rattan’s consciousness, a vast, abstract space where his thoughts resided, Phantom, a 

being of pure will and ambition, waved an incorporeal hand. Immediately, a deep yellow flame erupted, 

not burning, but enveloping Rattan’s entire consciousness space. Phantom stood at its serene core, eyes 

closed, radiating an immense, silent power. 

 

The Abyssal tendrils, probing Rattan’s mind, recoiled instantly upon contact with this sudden, blazing 

inferno. They writhed back, defeated, as the yellow flames fiercely enveloped and reinforced Rattan’s 

mental shield, making it an impregnable bastion. Rattan immediately noticed the abrupt cessation of the 

mental assault. His shoulders shook, and he repressed the powerful urge to laugh out loud a burst of 

defiant, almost maniacal triumph that threatened to bubble to the surface. 

 

Rattan’s shoulders continued to shake, his silent mirth barely contained. He found it deliciously ironic 

that Chief had dared to compare his guardian, the entity that effortlessly protected his mind, to the 

insidious force that had made Chief’s own life a living hell. With Phantom’s unwavering support, Rattan 

found it surprisingly easy to impose his will upon the Abyssal armor, commanding its newly integrated 

parts to move precisely as he desired. He was able to welcome the raw empowerment it offered, feeling 

its strength course through him, all without paying the terrifying mental price that plagued the other 

soldiers. 

 

Before the final, decisive battle, deep within the churning chaos of Vorenza’s rapidly diminishing 

domain, Zarvok stood in his own formidable, dark armor before a vast war table. Flickering projections 

of arcane light detailed the shifting battle lines, the dwindling demonic forces, and the unexpectedly 

resilient Imperial army. Facing him was Ikenga, his hand resting thoughtfully on his chin, his gaze calm 

but piercing. 

 

"What do you think of my proposal, Ikenga?" Zarvok asked, his voice a low rumble, smoke subtly coiling 

from his helmet. 



 

"Has this been your plan this whole time," Ikenga mused, his eyes narrowing slightly, "or was it 

something you adjusted on the fly?" A hint of genuine curiosity laced his words, something Zarvok 

noticed was a common trait of Ikenga. 

 

Zarvok let out a dismissive, guttural laugh, waving a gauntleted hand through the smoky air. "You think 

too highly of me, my friend. This was indeed something concocted on the fly, and only then did I decide 

to inform you." 

 

"Why do this, then," Ikenga pressed, his voice even, "when it serves you no immediate benefit, or 

rather, enables a potentially more unstable factor?" 

 

Zarvok turned, his glowing, fiery eyes fixing on Ikenga. The intensity of his gaze was a challenge, a 

declaration. "I believe in you," he stated, the words resonating with a strange weight. "Or rather, I 

wanted to hand you more chess pieces." 

 

Chapter 579: 

"As the conclusion approaches, I find your hands are no longer on the board, which makes things far 

messier than before. It was much simpler when you were directly involved." 

 

Ikenga’s gaze was sharp, probing. "You sixth-tier demons are certainly cunning; this is the second time 

one of you has tried making me do something for them." 

 

Zarvok chuckled, a low, rumbling sound. "Vorenza certainly lacks manners, but you will find I have 

plenty." 

 

Ikenga remained silent, letting Zarvok’s words hang in the air. This meeting wasn’t what he’d 

anticipated. Zarvok seemed to have found a sudden use for the last sixth-tier soul he and Keles 

possessed. What truly surprised Ikenga, however, was who Zarvok intended to hand the soul over to: 

"Malzor." The wingless gargoyle had reached his limits in this invasion and was now merely hiding in 

fear, sensing the shift in the battlefield. With sixth-tier beings making their appearance, the stage was 

no longer for fifth-tier demons like him. 

 



Ikenga and Keles had, in fact, previously entertained the very idea of using that sixth-tier soul on Malzor, 

hoping to propel him to a new echelon of power. But Zarvok had vehemently denied them then, citing 

the imperative of not tipping the delicate hierarchy balance of this specific Abyss layer with the sudden 

appearance of yet another sixth-tier being. 

 

Now, that very same Zarvok wanted him to hand the soul to Malzor. In Zarvok’s own words, it was to 

"give him more playing hands," a convenient turn of phrase. Ikenga, however, was no fool. He knew this 

was Zarvok’s convoluted way of asking for help, a subtle plea veiled beneath the guise of strategy. 

 

Vorenza’s situation was indeed looking dire, and Keles’s earlier warnings about her imminent downfall 

were becoming more chillingly believable with each passing day. Should Vorenza be dealt with, the full 

might of the Empire would inevitably turn its focus and power squarely on Zarvok. With himself, Keles, 

and two other sixth-tier demons already on Zarvok’s side, they should have no problem crushing the 

remaining Imperial resistance. But this was precisely the scenario Zarvok desperately wanted to avoid. 

He wanted this world conquered as pristine as it could be, brought under his dominion without the 

destructive, messy, and costly conflict that a direct confrontation with the Empire would entail. 

 

Zarvok’s voice, a low growl, cut through Ikenga’s thoughts. "The current battle is escalating to extremes. 

The goblins are now willingly letting themselves be tainted by the Abyss just to secure a win." His gaze 

flickered back to the war table, tracing the lines of conflict. "The longer this battle drags on, the more 

extreme, more regrettable actions will be taken by both sides." 

 

He paused, letting the weight of his words settle. "With how things stand on Vorenza’s side, once she’s 

gone, a vacuum will be left. A vacuum the Empire will no doubt seize, establishing a foothold directly 

within the Abyss." His eyes, fiery and intense, met Ikenga’s. "I don’t want to give them that chance or 

opportunity. I need someone of our own to take over this vacuum and make the Empire question their 

very next step." 

 

Zarvok leaned forward, his voice dropping to a near whisper, though its intensity remained. "I need just 

a little more time, or a significant distraction, before I can have them all in the palm of my hand. Hence 

why I propose this idea to you." 

 

Ikenga absorbed Zarvok’s words, his expression unreadable. The silence stretched, filled only by the 

distant, muted roar of the Abyss. He understood the gambit, the intricate layers of Zarvok’s ambition. 

Giving Malzor a sixth-tier soul wasn’t just about boosting their ranks; it was about strategically placing a 

loyal, if somewhat terrified, proxy directly in the path of the encroaching Empire. Malzor, elevated to a 

power he could barely comprehend, would become a necessary, chaotic anchor, forcing the Empire to 

divert resources and attention. 



 

"So, you’re not just giving me more chess pieces," Ikenga finally said, his voice flat. "You’re offering a 

pawn to distract the queen, hoping she overextends her reach into a realm you intend to claim." 

 

Zarvok offered no denial, only a slow, deliberate nod, his fiery eyes gleaming. "Precisely. The Empire’s 

goal is to control the portal, yes. But their nature compels them to consolidate any gains. If a new, 

unexpected sixth-tier entity arises within the void Vorenza leaves, they will be forced to engage it, to 

understand it, to contain it. That buys me time. Time for my own preparations, time to ensure this world 

falls without unnecessary... scarring." 

 

"And Malzor?" Ikenga’s gaze was calm. "He is weak-willed, easily terrified. A sixth-tier soul will grant him 

immense power, but will it grant him the fortitude to wield it, to stand against the Empire’s might?" 

 

"Power breeds fortitude," Zarvok retorted, a hint of disdain in his tone. "Or it breaks him entirely. Either 

outcome serves my purpose. If he holds, he becomes a significant obstacle. If he breaks, the chaos he 

unleashes will still serve as a potent distraction. He is a tool, Ikenga, nothing more. A very large, very 

powerful tool" 

 

Ikenga extended a hand, and the shimmering, pulsating orb of pure, contained energy materialized 

within his palm. The sixth-tier soul, captured and refined, throbbed with raw, unbound potential. "Take 

it," Ikenga stated, his voice flat, "and do with it as you will to achieve the effect you want. Have whoever 

you put up to the task mention this word: ’A gift from Phantom.’" 

 

Zarvok stared at the soul in his hand, a slow, predatory smile spreading across his face. "Phantom, huh? 

Is this another hand of yours? I believe we’ve never met before." 

 

Ikenga, already walking away, merely waved a dismissive hand over his shoulder. "You will soon." 

 

Kaelen, Lyra, and Korvin stood resolute before the churning Abyss portal, its chaotic energies mirroring 

the suppressed anticipation of the army behind them. The remaining thousands of men, no longer 

burdened by the palpable sadness of days past, now exuded a different aura. The scent of war and 

blood, thick in the air, was no longer a grim reminder of loss but a potent, intoxicating perfume to the 

new soldiers. 

 



Beneath this raw excitement lay a profound willingness to embrace death. The Abyssal armor they now 

bore signified an irreversible change; their lives would never be the same. For centuries, they had lived 

as ogres, viewed by the Empire as little more than brutish muscle. Now, tainted and transformed by the 

very essence of the Abyss, they knew their future was bleaker still. Yet, in this grim realization, they 

found a perverse liberation. They would fight with a fierce eagerness to meet death, to throw 

themselves into the maw of the Abyss, if it meant helping Kaelen achieve his impossible goal. For in 

Kaelen, they saw a future perhaps not for themselves, but for upcoming ogre generations. If Kaelen 

were to achieve victory today, it meant that a future, however uncertain, was possible for their kind. 

 

For the ratfolk, their feelings at this moment were a complex, almost paradoxical swirl. Should they be 

thankful to the Empire, which had so long oppressed them? To Kaelen, their grim, demanding general? 

Or to the mysterious figure who occasionally whispered to them in the depths of their minds? 

 

Because of that enigmatic figure, they had indeed made progress, achieving a level of integration and 

power they had never thought possible. Yet, this came at a brutal cost. Compared to the ogre and goblin 

mages, the armor’s corruption on the ratfolk was far more profound, and many of their people had been 

lost, transformed into nothing but an armored husk driven by primal instinct, their individual 

consciousnesses swallowed whole. 

 

Despite this horrific toll, they clung to a desperate hope. They believed in that elusive figure who spoke 

to them, that whisperer of the Empire’s deepest, darkest secrets. So far, everything the figure had 

foretold had come to pass. There was a change. The Empire was no longer actively seeking their 

extermination but now desperately needed their help to survive, to preserve their very world. If nothing 

else, the surviving ratfolk now fought with an almost religious fervor, eager to see the day this brutal 

battle would end, just so they could finally get a glimpse of this great, unseen figure who had given such 

unexpected, terrifying hope to their beleaguered race. 

 

Rattan, however, was unburdened by such complex considerations. His sole, unyielding focus was on 

staying alive through this final, cataclysmic clash. His mind, ever pragmatic, was already building vivid 

pictures of the next steps he would take, meticulously outlining a future strategy if his calculated 

thoughts aligned with the outcome. 

 

For him, the victor mattered little. If the Demon Queen won, it didn’t concern Rattan; in a twisted way, 

they were on the same side now, united by his Guardian presence. If Kaelen won, that too was 

acceptable. Rattan knew that with Kaelen alive, the Emperor and Vellok would find no rest. They would 

be perpetually challenged by Kaelen’s relentless ambition and unconventional methods. Worst of all for 

them, there would be no denying his and Kaelen’s accomplishments in this war, a fact that promised to 

dismantle the very foundations of the Empire’s rigid hierarchy. 



 

Chapter 580: 

The air before the portal thrummed with a raw, savage anticipation. Kaelen raised a gauntleted hand, 

his eyes, glowing with cold resolve, sweeping over his transformed army. They were a grim, terrifying 

sight, their Abyssal armor humming with an eager, predatory life. There were no grand speeches, no 

final rousing calls to arms. There was no need. With a sharp, downward motion of Kaelen’s hand, the 

Imperial forces surged forward, plunging into the swirling chaos of the Abyss portal. 

 

They emerged not into the expected chaos, but a landscape of crystallized rock and vast, shimmering 

webs spread across a sky veiled in corrosive mist. The very air gnawed at unarmored flesh, stinging their 

exposed skin. Ahead, the remaining forces of Vorenza awaited, utterly motionless. They didn’t surge or 

roar; instead, they simply gazed at the invaders, their multi-faceted eyes fixed, as if waiting for a pre-

arranged signal. 

 

Kaelen’s usually calm eyes lost their composure, a flicker of raw nervousness passing through them. The 

moment they fully stepped into the Abyss, a vast, imperceptible wave washed over them. The very 

consciousness of the Abyss, an ancient, consuming entity, welcomed these new invaders. It instinctively 

prepared to act, to suppress these foreign powers as it did with all who entered a world not their own. 

But then, it hesitated. It felt a familiar breath, a resonant echo like that of the Abyss itself, emanating 

from these transformed invaders. 

 

A few more subtle ’brushes’ from the colossal Abyss consciousness, probing, assessing. Kaelen took a 

deep, shaky breath. He knew they had passed. The Abyss did not restrain their strength. Their Abyssal 

armor had worked; they were recognized not as intruders to be stifled, but as something akin to natives. 

 

That seemed to be the silent cue. With a unified, chilling roar, the demon army surged forward. 

Compared to the Empire’s remaining thousands, the Abyss army numbered in the millions, a black tide 

of snapping jaws and grasping claws. These were primarily low-tier demons, individually weak, but 

Vorenza had deployed them with a singular purpose: to overwhelm with sheer, crushing numbers. 

 

The clash was immediate and absolute. A titanic fifth-tier demon, a creature of obsidian hide and razor 

claws, roared its challenge, its body swelling as its domain – a localized sphere of crushing gravity and 

mind-numbing dread – violently unfurled. It was met head-on by an Ogre Knight, his Abyssal armor 

radiating a sickly green glow, his own nascent domain of raw, unbridled physical might and primal rage 

erupting around him. The two domains collided, bending space and sanity, a titanic struggle of pure will 

and overwhelming power that sent shockwaves through the immediate vicinity. 

 



Below them, the armies met in a furious, shapeless melee. Ratfolk warriors, their new forms nimble and 

deadly, scuttled under the legs of towering demons, their enchanted blades now biting deep, the armor 

on their forearms visibly chomping onto severed limbs with sickening efficiency. Goblin mages, their 

movements a blur of controlled aggression, unleashed barrages of psychic-infused bolts that shredded 

lesser demons and sent larger ones reeling in disoriented pain. The demons, initially gleeful at the sight 

of their ’kin,’ quickly found themselves in a battle far more savage and unpredictable than any before. 

This wasn’t just warfare; it was a bloody, consuming feast, where both sides fought with a terrifying, 

primal hunger. 

 

Kaelen, Lyra, and Korvin, encased in their own Abyssal armor, stood observing the brutal spectacle. 

Command was no longer theirs to issue; the army, now a self-sustaining engine of war, would fight how 

it wished. This was the final, terrible gift they could bestow upon them – the freedom to embrace their 

new, monstrous power and fight their way to oblivion or victory. With a shared, grim understanding, the 

three ascended, their Abyssal armor shimmering as they cut through the corrosive air, soaring towards 

the center of the demon queen domain. 

 

Above them, perfectly still amidst the churning chaos, Vorenza waited, her figure in her full demonic 

spider form, an obsidian nightmare of segmented limbs and multifaceted eyes. Her presence was a focal 

point of dread, she gazed at them like a price. 

 

The moment these four six-tier beings truly met, a profound hum resonated throughout the entire 

Abyss layer. To the untrained eye, nothing outwardly changed. Yet, for Ikenga, Keles, Zarvok, and the 

handful of other sixth-tier entities observing the unfolding drama, their entire surroundings shifted 

fundamentally. Due to their strength, they could have easily resisted this pervasive alteration, but a 

deeper curiosity compelled them. They yearned to witness the coming conflict in its truest, most 

unfiltered form, and so they allowed the change to permeate their very beings. 

 

In the eyes of Ikenga, the seemingly goblin mage Lyra, was no longer just a woman of arcane power. She 

was replaced by her astral form, a titanic embodiment sculpted from pure, shimmering ice. Around her, 

the very cold she commanded intensified beyond comprehension, descending to what felt like absolute 

zero. This was the Law of Chilling Nullification made manifest – a terrifying display of control over the 

fundamental forces of the universe. Her domain expanded into a zone where kinetic energy faltered, 

where the vibrant flow of mana dimmed into a whisper, and where the very concept of motion itself 

was stifled and brought to a standstill. Ikenga and the other sixth-tier observers felt the insidious chill 

emanating from her domain, a cold that threatened to freeze not just their bodies, but their very souls. 

 

Far below, the demon and empire armies, locked in their brutal, ceaseless conflict, could not perceive 

the cosmic ballet unfolding above them. Yet, even they, in their desperate struggle for survival, noticed 

the profound and unsettling change in temperature. 



 

As for the goblin mage Korvin, his physical form gave way to his Astral form: a titanic being forged of 

interwoven bedrock and gleaming ore. He exuded an unyielding, crushing presence. Around him, the 

very earth groaned and buckled, rising into jagged, compressed spires of dark, obsidian-like rock and 

veins of abyssal iron. This was the Law of Compressed Creation made manifest, where matter wasn’t 

merely shaped but made denser, harder, and imbued with an unyielding inertia. His domain spread a 

heavy weight throughout the entire Abyss. The armies battling below, demon and empire alike, each felt 

this immense, added burden, making every movement a struggle against an invisible, crushing force. 

 

And then there was Kaelen. His Astral body was a kaleidoscopic swirl of interlocking gears, shimmering 

conduits, and replicating constructsa being of pure, accelerating computation. Around him, a complex, 

ethereal network of glowing circuitry began to propagate, mirroring the chaotic essence of Vorenza 

herself. This was the Law of Recursive Self-Replication, where every spark of energy, every scrap of 

information, instantly birthed another, identical copy, exponentially increasing in complexity and power, 

echoing the boundless and ever-expanding nature of Vorenza’s conceptual web. 

 

Vorenza remained in her full demonic spider form, but to Ikenga, who had witnessed it before, this was 

no mere physical manifestation. This was her true Astral form: a titanic arachnid, its body a swirling 

nexus of shadow and night, from which an ethereal web spread out, infinitely thin yet impossibly strong. 

Each strand of this web shimmered with a different, unsettling color, and each was not merely a physical 

filament, but a conceptual one, latching onto every possible idea, every conceivable principle, every 

nuance of reality itself. This was the Law of Concept Weaving, her ultimate power, where the very 

definitions of existence could be unraveled, re-stitched, and rewritten at her whim. 

 

Ikenga noticed another detail, Maybe because the battle was taking place in the abyss but the mages 

connection to their tower was no longer strong that means they no longer had acess to near unlimted 

amount of mana to tap onto. 

 

Lyra moved first, a hail of black ice shards erupting from her outstretched hands. These weren’t mere 

projectiles; each shard hummed with the Law of Chilling Nullification, designed to drain the kinetic 

energy from whatever it touched. The shards streaked towards Vorenza, leaving trails of frozen, dead air 

in their wake. 

 

Vorenza merely tilted her head, a sound like chitin scraping on bone echoing in the abyssal air. The ice 

shards, upon reaching her, didn’t shatter or pierce. Instead, they seemed to falter, their sharp edges 

blurring as their ’sharpness’ was subtly redefined into ’bluntness’ by Vorenza’s Law of Concept Weaving. 

They then dissolved into harmless, cold mist. 

 



Before Vorenza could retaliate, Korvin unleashed his power. The very ground beneath him groaned, 

massive spires of abyssal rock erupting from the earth with bone-jarring force. These weren’t just big 

rocks; they were hyper-compressed, imbued with the Law of Compressed Creation, denser and heavier 

than anything in mortal realms. They slammed towards Vorenza, aiming to crush her. 

 

Vorenza chuckled, a chilling sound. As the colossal spires bore down on her, she didn’t dodge. Instead, 

the ’solidity’ of the rock was re-conceptualized into ’transparency’ in her immediate vicinity. The 

massive, crushing spires seemed to pass through her, phasing into the ground beyond, their destructive 

force harmlessly missing their target. But same could not be said for the army below as the sky darkened 

with a Large rock suddenly falling onto them, due to it coming from a higher law, nothing could be done 

as the bore the after effect of the attack, no side was spared Korvin gritted his teeth in anger seeing 

that. 


