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Whispers of legend ride the currents of time, echoes from an age of strife.

It is said that in the dawn of days, they warred amongst themselves for the world’s gilded treasures.

It is said they grew weary of the petty squabbles of lesser beings.

It is said they were conquered, their empire shattered, their vaults plundered.

It is said the Vampire Queen, in her insatiable thirst, slaughtered them and bathed in the rivers of their blood.

No living soul truly knows the secrets of this world. The truth is a phantom that eludes the grasp of men.

Yet the ancient dragons still scar the heavens with their colossal wings, sovereigns of the sky who deliver ruin and death without mercy. And yet... even the dragons have always feared the beasts that slumber in the deep places of the earth.

This world was forged by no law of man, nor does it bend to the logic of nature. Perhaps truth was ever a thing of human vanity, or a primal pride carved in bone... or perhaps, it has always dwelled in the blood.

None knew why life was a chalice of such wretched sorrow... or perhaps, they knew all too well.

The weak have ever knelt beneath the tyrant’s heel.

The strong have ever delighted in the spilling of weaker blood.

While the broken beg for mercy, weeping only for the chance to draw another breath... no one cares. No one spares them a glance.

Survival was never a matter of justice, nor of love, nor of peace.

It was a creed of strength, of slaughter, of rivers of blood—a brutal sacrament that turns a world of souls into lambs for the abattoir.

This is the immutable law of life.

Here, death and annihilation are the things that command respect.

The blade that weeps with blood shall be revered.

The sword that sleeps in its sheath shall be scorned, its master buried in shame.

Let the ages turn, let civilizations rise and crumble to dust, the truth remains: dominion belongs only to the mighty—to those who have made rivers from blood and mountains from the ashes of their enemies.

We all know this truth in the marrow of our bones...

History is a scroll written in the blood of the weak, who were led like cattle to the slaughter.

Upon a pyre of smoldering embers, the Dragon King sat on his throne of black-fire, and his roaring decree was seared upon the necks of his slaves:

“Be strong, or be crushed underfoot.

This world knows no other law.

All else is a lie.”

But it is prophesied that he will return.

The Empire-Builder.

The Continent-Ruler.

The World-Unifier.

The Extinction-Lord.

He will rise from the ashes of memory.

He will shatter the world’s balance.

He will sell kings in the squalor of the slave markets.

He will fashion for himself a cloak from the hides of dragons.

All who stand before him will be trampled into the dust without mercy, for in his eyes, all are but motes in the wind.

The greatest empire in history shall be reborn—

Ancient magic will once again terrorize the world.

Kings will dance like puppets on his strings,

And the world will once more balance on the razor’s edge.

The rest of the tale is lost, drowned in the river of time. A time before the masquerade of peace. A time written in blood.

The weak perish. The strong endure.

Such is the way of the world—a relentless cycle of fire and shadow, where only the ruthless are remembered.
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Chapter One

The Sacrifice
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HE STILL REMEMBERED that final scene, as if he were watching it unfold from the arcane engravings on the floor.

A man with hair of spun gold and eyes the color of emeralds stood upon a hill, a vast, armored legion spread beneath him, guarding the border. The man descended with an eerie calm, moving between the weapon-heavy soldiers. With his bare hands, he began to break necks and tear hearts from chests, a human beast unleashed. The army surged like a flood tide, crashing against him. The man laughed, a wild and feral sound, and launched himself into their midst like a ferocious tiger.

With every blow, with every motion of his fist, heads exploded, and the soft matter of brains burst forth in a crimson mist. The grinding of bone was a symphony of slaughter, a brutal, primitive magic that the man had unleashed upon the world.

A long, terrifying spear plunged into his back. The man only laughed, a wild and insane roar, while the spear’s owner was not triumphant. He was not joyful. He was terrified of the man.

The man seized the spear, pulling it from his own chest in a way that chilled the very bones of the men who surrounded him. Blood gushed from the wound. With hands like iron, he wielded the spear, now slick with his own blood. Then... a single swing scythed through countless heads, like a monstrous sickle reaping a harvest of human wheat. Human limbs flew with every savage motion of the spear. The man did not seem proficient with the weapon; his methods were not the fluid, studied techniques of a warrior. It was chaos. It was madness. It was an art of pure, unadulterated slaughter.

He stood amidst a sea of corpses.

His heart, a raging inferno of hatred, remembered that moment of his past life as if it were happening now. His name had not been Linias then, but he had a name he could no longer recall. He had been a hero, a legend, a myth whispered in the dark. And he had been human.

“Hero of justice. You lie. You have never known justice, for this world is a stranger to it.”

He had felt nothing. No pain. No sorrow. Only the burning hatred, the searing desire for revenge against the ones who had wronged him.

He stood now in a vast, desolate hall, its floor a mosaic of strange, glowing symbols. A woman with hair the color of the midnight sky and a towering, statuesque form, almost like a giantess, walked beside him. She wore a simple white robe that did nothing to conceal the immense power that radiated from her. Her face was serene, yet her dark eyes held the wisdom of eons.

“Are you ready?” she asked, her voice a low, melodic hum that seemed to resonate with the very stones of the hall.

Linias did not answer. He merely stared at the azure flame dancing in the center of the chamber.

The blue-haired woman continued, “The magic you have requested, Linias, is a forbidden art. Its price is steep. It will consume you.”

He looked at her, his golden eyes blazing with an inner fire. “It has already consumed me. Let it burn.”

“Your wish must be pure,” she warned. “Untainted by hesitation. A single, focused desire.”

Linias closed his eyes. The faces of his slaughtered clan swam in the darkness behind his lids. Their screams echoed in the hollow chambers of his soul. He saw the smirking faces of their killers, the arrogant knights of the Kingdom of Verna, who had hunted them like animals, who had burned their homes and laughed at their pain.

Hatred.

It was a living thing inside him, a coiled serpent of venom and fire. It was all he had left.

“I am ready,” he whispered, his voice raw with emotion.

He knelt before the azure flame, the light flickering across his tormented face. He stretched out his hands, palms up, as if in supplication. He wished. He wished. He poured all his being, all his pain, all his rage into a single, desperate wish. It was not a plea for their return, for he knew that was impossible. It was a plea for annihilation. An absolute, all-consuming vengeance.

The blue-haired woman began to chant in a language older than mountains, her words weaving threads of power in the air. The azure flame erupted, swirling around Linias, engulfing him in its cold fire. Yet he did not burn. He felt nothing but the icy chill of his own hatred.

He focused his mind on the kingdom, on its proud towers, its bustling cities, its arrogant king. He saw them all in his mind’s eye, a map of souls ripe for oblivion.

“What is the price?” the woman’s voice echoed in his mind, a final test.

“Everything,” Linias answered without a sound. “Take it all.”

The blue flame pulsed, and from its heart, a single tear of pure white light emerged. It floated towards Linias, hovering before his face.

The woman’s voice was now a whisper carried on an ethereal wind. “It is done.”

The tear of light shot upwards, piercing the stone ceiling of the hall as if it were smoke, and vanished into the night sky. Linias felt a profound emptiness, a void where his hatred had once raged. He had given it all to the flame.

In the magnificent, proud kingdom of Verna, a knight stood on a balcony, laughing with a maiden. Her crimson blood, still warm, stained his fine tunic. He had promised to show her his new sword, and he had. Now, he would toss her aside like a broken doll and seek another. He raised his eyes to the night sky, a triumphant sneer on his face.

And then he saw it.

A new star, a beacon of purest white, blazed in the heavens. It grew brighter, and brighter still, until it outshone the twin moons. The knight’s sneer faltered. The maiden, forgotten, slipped from his grasp and fell to the stones below. The star pulsed, and a gentle rain began to fall. A rain of white light.

The knight felt a droplet on his hand. He watched, fascinated, as his skin began to shimmer, to lose its form. His flesh turned translucent, then liquid, his bones dissolving within the watery mass. He tried to scream, but he had no mouth. His body flowed like water, dripping from the balcony in a silent, grotesque stream. In seconds, the puddle that had been a man evaporated into a wisp of vapor, vanishing into the night.

Throughout the kingdom, the same horror unfolded.

The body of the maiden on the stones below, which had been gushing blood, now bled a shimmering, watery substance. Her entire form dissolved with terrifying speed, liquefying in ten seconds. Her watery body then evaporated into the air.

Linias squeezed his eyes shut in agony at the horrific scene, unleashing a piercing scream that deafened the ears and echoed through the land.

Blood-curdling shrieks rose from everywhere.

Hundreds of voices, thousands of voices, erupted from near and far, from the east and the west, from the north and the south. It was as if they were the voices of the damned in hell.

People ran, only to evaporate in an instant. Some fell from windows and balconies. Some danced in the streets as their forms dissolved. Others collided with each other and scattered like dust in a moment. The scene was utterly terrifying.

Then...

All the sounds stopped in an instant. Not even the sound of the wind could be heard.

Proud, magnificent Verna.

The Kingdom of Verna was small compared to the realms around it, yet it was densely populated.

Its population numbered ten million.

And if one added their animals, and their slaves, the number would reach approximately thirty million souls.

All of them evaporated into thin air in sixty seconds, without a trace. In a terrible nightmare.

No one was left alive in this kingdom. Not the wild animals. Not even the insects.
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Chapter 2 Wrath 1  

After two hundred years

[image: ]




***

[image: ]


The once-beautiful city had become a tomb.

Towering buildings, their foundations shattered, resembled sleeping giants. Palaces that had once gleamed with magnificence now stood as hollow shells. Half of the beautiful structures were missing. Streets, markets, and homes looked as if they had been crushed by the hands of titans. Small houses lay broken, their doors torn from their hinges. The landscape was a ruin of scattered stone walls and columns. Withered, twisted trees loomed like monstrous creatures.

Yet, the city was not deserted. Wolves snarled, fighting over the bloated, decaying corpses of men. Some gnawed on bones, while others chewed on limbs.

Hundreds of crows plucked out eyes and tore at swollen bellies with their sharp beaks. Yellowed skeletons lay scattered about, crumbled under the weight of the scorching sun. Bodies were piled upon one another like walls, some dangling from buildings and trees, while others had fallen from the structures as the walls could no longer bear their weight.

This was no graveyard.

A massacre had taken place here—a massacre wrought by a single woman.

The bodies, however, did not belong to the city's inhabitants, but to the knights who had dared to enter this place over a century ago.

From among the crumbling walls, a woman sighed, and a madness descended upon the place. Hundreds of crows took flight with cawed warnings, while wolves and other beasts scattered in fear. The city fell silent. All because of a woman's sigh. And that same delicate, feminine voice continued: 

“Beasts can learn, but humans never do. What is it? He seems strong? You want me to do nothing to him? Liliana, you are always so reckless. Hmm. Very well, I accept your wager. Though he hardly seems like a man at all.” 

Feminine laughter echoed from within the walls.

“Alright. You know what you must do. We will crush them all. They will learn the price of meddling with the PIntus clan.” 

The sweet laughter rose again, as if from a celebration.

“Let us begin!” 
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One hundred knights advanced on horseback.

Cruelty and pride were etched upon their faces. They knew only the language of blood, having torn apart all who opposed them. Anyone who stood in their way became a lifeless corpse, whether above or below the ground.

Giants, dwarves, demons, monsters, humans, even trees —they crushed everything with their swords. Be it a child, a boy, or an infant, anything not human was torn to shreds. Even their human enemies were not safe from their brutality.

They were an elite order of knights.

They wore full suits of silver armor that gleamed under the scorching sun. At their waists hung swords and axes; some carried spears, maces, and bows. Engraved on their silver armor was the symbol of two crossed swords flanked by wings.

The region they traversed was a barren and desolate ruin. A strange silence hung over the land, broken only by the wailing of the wind. The place was unsettling even for them; no one who had entered had ever returned to tell the tale. Thus, they proceeded with caution and slowness, though most of them were gripped by fear.

The commander of the knights, riding at the forefront, spoke in his powerful voice: 

“Is this the great Kingdom of Verna, of which we have heard so many stories and tales?” 

“I can hardly believe my eyes. In the name of the Sky God, what happened here? Is this some kind of illusion?” 

The commander possessed a massive, bear-like physique, not of sagging fat but of muscle, toned and taut as steel. This form had been forged in hundreds, even thousands, of brutal battles with monsters. It was even said that he had slain a dragon single-handedly with one strike of his sword.

He was a great hero in his own land, renowned among the surrounding kingdoms as the “Dragon Slayer,” and for his extreme cruelty towards heretics—non-human beings.

Short black hair protruded from his silver helmet, which covered the top and back of his head. His harsh black eyes could make anyone tremble under their gaze.

His name was Sijal Russo.

His deputy, who looked like a child beside him, answered: 

“No, this is certainly not an illusion. We have gathered much information and many ancient books, but there is no precise account of what befell the Kingdom of Verna. We even requested information from the nearby Kingdom of Irem, but they told us nothing.” 

The commander's face etched with disgust. “I am not pleased with seeking information from savages who mate with animals. The only good savages are dead savages.” 

His deputy replied with a bitter smile, “No, they do not mate with animals. Where did you get such a ridiculous idea? We have many of them as slaves, and certainly none are like that.” 

The commander narrowed his eyes, as if his deputy were transparent. “Isn’t it obvious just by looking at them? They have the ears and tails of animals. Some even have animal limbs, especially their filthy queen! These are vile, disgusting creatures. They should all be wiped out, down to the last one. No, they should be our slaves! That way, they would be useful to the world, instead of mating with animals and defiling the earth with their filthy offspring.” 

The deputy wanted to say, Their queen is beautiful, and you are the filthy one, but he merely nodded. The commander continued his tirade until the deputy grew weary.

The deputy was not a skilled combatant and never wished to kill non-human beings, no matter what they were.

He had been appointed about six months ago, made deputy to this tyrannical beast because of his rare talent: the ability to see through illusions without using magic. Using magic for such a purpose required a level of power only geniuses could attain.

Thus, he was placed in this high position to be the commander’s eyes. A magical artifact would have been better, but it was prohibitively expensive, and the deputy was far less costly. If he were killed, it would cost them nothing.

From an individual's viewpoint, it was cruel, but to the state and its rulers, no one was worth a grain of salt.

The deputy was a young man in his twenties, with short black hair that touched his shoulders and gentle brown eyes. His name was Bins Mir. He had been a blacksmith before being forced into this role.

Bins Mir interrupted the commander, his tone tinged with annoyance, “They are called the Tyles race.” 

The commander guffawed, speaking as if discussing a few oranges, “Are you still upset about the death of your wretched slave? You shouldn’t have taken her chains off, then. Still, I understand your annoyance; she was beautiful, and no doubt had many uses.”  The knights around him roared with laughter.

The commander continued, “Let’s finish this mission, and I will shower you with all kinds of slaves. You like the Tyles race. Ah, they are beautiful, even if they are heretics.” He burst into laughter, his armor clanking from his violent shaking.

The deputy flushed with anger. For a moment, he yearned to plunge his sword into his commander's throat, but he knew he would be cut down before he could even raise his blade. He looked up at the clear blue sky, lost in thought.

Slaves. It’s true I bought her and her daughter together. But I did it so they wouldn’t be separated. I loved her. I loved her as a human woman. I wanted to make her my wife. And she loved me dearly. We loved each other. He closed his eyes, a single tear tracing a path down his cheek.

Bins still remembered her death. He had returned home to find a mob smashing her head with iron rods as if she were a rat. All because she wasn’t wearing her iron collar. They thought she was a heretic who had infiltrated the city. I told her again and again, ‘Put your iron collar around your neck when you leave the house.’ Poor thing, she must have forgotten where she was living. 

The slave collar. A mere iron ring, deciding life and death. He muttered, “Either you are strong, or you are crushed underfoot. Words that describe the reality of this world. Whoever spoke them must have understood everything.”  He began to laugh through his pain, tears streaming from his eyes.

The commander grumbled, “What’s wrong with you?” 

“I’m laughing with joy! Soon the Kingdom of Irem will be crushed, and the world will be cleansed of the rotten heretics!”  He wiped his tears with the back of his hand and continued, hoping to divert the commander, “They will undoubtedly be exterminated. But this is not the time for such talk. We must gather information and find out why the Kingdom of Verna was destroyed and its people vanished.” 

The commander said with concern, “Hmm, this is truly strange and unsettling. This is the seventh city we’ve passed, and we see no trace of living beings. Where did the people go? The creatures? Even if they suffered a plague or were killed, their bodies should remain. Well, two hundred years have passed; no corpse would survive that long. But there should be remnants—their skeletons. Where in God’s name did they go?!” 

His deputy, a strange chill seeping into his bones, said, “Perhaps monsters or demons killed them and ate them all? Or perhaps some demonic ritual was performed?” 

The commander’s stomach churned at the thought. The world was full of horrifying creatures, but an entire kingdom... not even dragons could do such a thing. A city, perhaps. Dragons had burned entire cities throughout the ages. He found himself shouting, angered by these horrific ideas, “What nonsense is this? There were millions of people. Millions! And you say they were all eaten? Even demons have their limits! If such a monster existed, no one would be left on earth!” 

The commander seemed truly tense, a strange coldness creeping over him. This was the third month of the sun, when the heat was at its peak. He looked up at the two scorching midday suns, as if to confirm they still shone above him. His enchanted armor nullified the extremes of temperature, whether from weather or magic. He wondered if the enchantment had somehow faded, but if that were true—which was impossible—why was there no heat from the suns?  The strangest part was that the cold seemed to come from all directions at once.

In the distance, he saw a few trees moving away, their forms like massive piles of bone.

They were pale white trees, walking ponderously on their roots. They were called Devil Trees. He knew they inhabited the desolate forests and never ventured out.

This was strange in many ways. However, their golden fruits were worth a fortune, and their bark was harder than steel. If he had the time, he would have exterminated them, but now was not the time.

The commander shouted forcefully, “Halt!” 

The knights stopped, surveying their surroundings, feeling an unreasonable drop in temperature.

The deputy asked anxiously, “Is something wrong?”  Of course, he knew something was wrong; speaking was a way to hide his fear.

The commander replied, “There is something strange. This cold is not natural. I feel it in my bones like daggers. It must be something... some kind of magic.” 

“Perhaps monsters or demons, Commander.” 

“I really don’t know. If so, they bring nothing but death for us. Have the squadron prepare for battle at once.”  The commander raised his hands and found them sweating and trembling. He felt a surge of anger at his deputy’s cry, which sounded like a woman’s wail.

“Death?!!” 

“Don’t scream like that, woman. We have fought monsters and demons before. What is wrong with you?!” 

The deputy, trying to compose himself, replied, “No... nothing. But... this place truly worries me. Let’s get out of here and return at dawn. Sunset will be here soon.” 

“Deputy. Are you joking with me? It is midday. You seem...” He wanted to say scared, but he held his tongue. Fear was contagious in these places. So, with his blood beginning to boil, he said, “We will advance a little further and then camp here for the night.” 

The deputy shrieked in a voice like a strangled chicken, “Here?! No, no, no! We must go back at once!”  He trembled as a huge shadow fell over him.

That shadow was the commander, burning with rage. Sparks flew from his eyes as if his deputy were a heretic. With a steel-armored fist, the commander delivered a violent blow to the head of the deputy's horse. The horse collapsed like a giant sack of flour. The deputy fell on his face, breaking his nose, and scrambled up, terrified by the brutality. He raised his eyes to the huge man before him, blood streaming from his nose.

“Are you giving me an order, woman?! Have you forgotten yourself?! Look at me. You are here to watch for effeminate things like yourself, those shy things that don’t show themselves to strong men like us. That is your only job. Is that clear, woman?!!” 

Bins Mir nodded, confirming his understanding. But the commander was not satisfied. “So who are you?!!” 

Bins Mir replied grimly with the familiar words, “A woman. Effeminate. Whatever you want me to be.” 

The commander looked at him with disgust. For a moment, he truly wanted to kill him. Then he raised his eyes to his men with pride and respect, saying, “We are not children playing! We have a mission, and it must be carried out! No matter how dangerous or deadly! This is our damned duty! So if you want to go back, then go! And my words are for everyone. Whoever wants to leave, let them leave. But do not stay with me while you tremble like women!!” 

One of the knights said sarcastically, shouldering his powerful spear, “Commander, there is only one woman among us.”  They all burst into laughter, even the commander laughed heartily with them.

The deputy was disliked by them, so he knew no one would help him or cast a healing spell. He wiped the blood with his white cloak, looking at his only friend, who was drawing its last breaths, trembling in a pool of its own blood. A single blow had shattered the horse’s skull, its brain matter scattered everywhere.

Bins closed his eyes to their laughter. He didn’t care for their ridicule. He knew they mocked him constantly, everywhere, and to his face, just as they were now. He was used to it. But being ridiculed and throwing yourself into the jaws of death were two entirely different things.

They were all fools. Idiots. And the most foolish of all was their commander. Bins Mir was well aware of this.

That’s why he had urged them to turn back. In truth, he felt the eyes of a great beast watching them quietly from directly ahead, as if awaiting their arrival.

That’s why he was scared to death. If he told them, they would only mock him again. His job was to see through illusions, as the commander had so kindly put it. And the commander's words were a pack of lies. If the deputy were to turn back, his head would be cut off in an instant as an example to the others. His commander knew no mercy. He was harsh with Bins and showed him no pity.

And yet, Bins knew that no one would return from this place. This was a mission assigned by the Holy Emperor himself. Some might find pride in this, or perhaps honor and glory. But Bins Mir had not the slightest interest in so-called glory. How could killing be glorious? If it were in defense of the homeland, Bins would have fought with the highest sense of glory. But their homeland was not here.

Bins watched his horse until it died. For a moment, he wanted to weep for his friend, who had been like a brother to him. What sin had his friend committed to die in such a way? He thought that he would soon join him. He had no doubt about it. He had realized from the start that he would not return alive with this commander. If the commander had only consulted some ancient scrolls, he would have learned that heroes had vanished, evaporated in this very land.

“Commander!” 

The commander turned to one of his men. “What? What is it?” 

The man raised his arm and pointed forward in silence. The commander looked ahead, his eyes narrowing, then widening in astonishment. He laughed heartily, as if he couldn’t believe what he was seeing. He turned to his deputy, forgetting what he had done to him, and said, “Is this real? I don’t believe it. It’s a joke. A prank. This is surely an illusion, isn’t it?!” 

Bins shook his head in refusal.

“Real. And you are afraid of this place, a hundred great men. For shame. Follow me!”  He slapped his horse’s hindquarters hard, making it neigh as if in pain. The horse shot forward like an arrow. His troop followed, laughing, leaving behind the deputy, who walked on foot, murmuring farewells to the wife he had married two months ago. But he did not know that after this day, he would become a hero.
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The commander and his knights halted before the sight that had so amused them.

A beautiful woman stood like a statue in the middle of what was once a road. She wore a full suit of ornate, gleaming golden armor, crafted with such artistry that it resembled a magnificent masterpiece. Below her waist hung a rectangular piece of crimson cloth that reached her knees. She had two swords at her sides, sheathed in golden scabbards studded with glittering jewels.

A crimson cape, emblazoned with a ten-pointed golden star, fluttered behind her. She appeared to be in her late twenties, with long chestnut hair flowing down her back. She stood with her arms crossed over her chest, her eyes closed. They stared at her, a mixture of astonishment, admiration, and amazement. Her beauty was breathtaking, and her golden armor glowed under the sun like a treasure.

However, the commander quickly recovered from his stupor and smiled sardonically at her ostentatious attire, the likes of which he had never seen. It looked truly luxurious; not even the Holy Emperor could afford such finery. Yet, in the commander's eyes, it was an excessive decoration, of no practical use on the battlefield.

The woman stood bravely in these desolate ruins. The problem, in his view, was that she was a woman. Had it been a man, he would have been an object of admiration and praise. The commander hated female warriors and was intensely disgusted by them. He insisted that a woman's place was in her home, in her kitchen, not doing a man's job.

He turned to his followers and said with open sarcasm, “Look at her. All by herself. That is true courage.”  He burst into loud, hearty laughter. Then he turned his gaze back to her and said, “You, woman. You should go back to your home, or to a ball in those clothes. Perhaps you’d find a good husband. Dammit, that damn Mikor was right. Armor is for fighting, not for a dance party. Now I understand what he meant.” 

“Eeeee!!” A hideous scream came from one of the men. It was the deputy, who had arrived late and was now staring at the woman with eyes as wide as saucers. In a flash, he slipped past them and fled on foot. At this sight, which they had never seen from the deputy before, everyone burst into laughter that filled their throats. They all thought that the deputy was not suited to be a man.

“Perhaps he was a woman in a man’s body!” one of them said, which only increased their laughter.

The commander paid no attention to his wailing, fleeing “woman” of a deputy. He wanted to make the woman before him tremble, to teach her the difference between herself and men like him. Perhaps he would strip her afterward, so she would return to her wretched kitchen, humiliated and disgraced, and never leave it again. Of course, that would be after they had a little fun with her. Such beauty could not slip through their hands without them collecting their manly dues, especially in this barren place.

The great commander had to reward his loyal knights. This woman would not be the first, nor the last. Such was the reality of the world. The strong take everything, and the weak weep beneath their feet. He wondered to himself, staring at her, what kind of sound she would make.

And so, Sijal Russo began.

“You!!” the commander shouted, his voice sharp, loud, and powerful. His mighty roar was enough to terrify enemies on the battlefield, make the toughest men tremble, and children cry.

Yet the woman remained as she was, unfazed, as if asleep.

The commander narrowed his eyes, glaring at her with contempt from beneath his thick eyebrows. How dare she ignore me. He had never experienced such an insult. He spat on her golden armor and began to circle her, examining her. Sweet and graceful. She must be even more beautiful under these things. But why won’t this damn woman answer? 

“Woman, I am Sijal Russo, Commander of the Sun Legions!! Identify yourself! I am speaking to you, woman!!” 

The woman answered without opening her eyes, her voice filled with disgust, “What a foul, rotten stench! Do you not know the word ‘bathing’? No doubt this is your natural scent. Filthy creatures! You never learn. So, what do you want? Will you tell me, you spitting carcass?” 

The commander’s face contorted with rage. No enemy had ever dared to speak to him in such a vile manner, let alone a woman. He thought of cutting her throat that very moment as penance for what she had said. But he needed information from her first. He sneered, “What a rude woman, lacking in politeness and respect. You should identify yourself first. Then tell me, what is a woman doing alone in this place? And what’s the story with these ridiculous clothes you’re wearing?!!” 

The woman sighed and said calmly, “The same questions every time. Two hundred years have passed, and you still ask the same questions. Fine. Every time I insist that you answer my questions, so I suppose I will answer you, though I don’t understand why I tell my name to corpses.” 

The commander smiled as if he had heard a good joke. “Corpses? Us? Don’t tell me you’re going to do it? That would be very scary!” The wind howled, and dust swirled. The woman’s cape fluttered behind her like a great fire. Everyone held their breath as she appeared like a great hero.

“My name is Belander, one of the founders of the PIntus clan, one of the great leaders, and the loyal servant of the Emperor Linias PIntus, ruler of the great PIntus Castle. And this land belongs to the Emperor.” 

“What? Are you mad?! What are you saying? This is the Kingdom of Verna. What you’re saying is nonsense. And who is this Linias PIntus!” 

Belander opened her eyes and said, “A trivial person like you is not worthy of knowing!” 

After those words, and she said nothing more, only opened her eyes, screams erupted from the warriors, and the horses neighed in great agitation.

“Demon! Demon! She is a demon!! Prepare for battle!!” the soldiers shouted. They quickly surrounded her, gripping their swords. Some drew their bows, and others raised their maces, muttering strange words.

The commander leaped from his horse, shattering the ground beneath his feet. “Those eyes do not belong to a human.” 

Belander’s eyes were entirely black, like the night sky. They looked like black jewels set within her eye sockets, and in the middle of that dark blackness, a crimson dot, like the dancing flame of a candle. Belander moved those two crimson dots to the people around her, like a predator staring at its prey. And every time she stared at someone, they froze in place from sheer terror. Even the horses themselves backed away in fear from those staring eyes.

They were terrifying eyes that radiated death and hatred for everything around them.

However, the commander placed his sword on his shoulder and began to approach her, smiling confidently as if he were walking in a garden, unconcerned by the woman and her black eyes that had terrified his followers.

It was a display of strength and courage, the stance of a hero that made his followers shout with enthusiasm and regain their courage. And yet, he was terrified of those eyes that looked at him as if he were a rotting carcass. His body prickled as if with needles just from her gaze, something he had never felt before. But he could not show his fear in these moments, where showing weakness and fear on the battlefield meant imminent death. He had fought terrifying monsters before, and this would be just another one of those damned beasts.

He activated the abilities of his enchanted sword as he approached her, and the sword glowed with a white light. He gripped his sword tightly, preparing to execute his surprise move to end the fight quickly. He thought, I have never seen a demon like this before. Perhaps she used an illusion or some magic to make herself look like this. But what terrifying demon crafted that armor? No, it must be an illusion too. But this demoness is truly stupid. She does nothing but stare. 

The commander stopped in front of her. A single meter separated them, a distance well within the effective range of his special attack. He looked down at her, and Belander looked up, meeting his eyes, as he was several times taller and larger than her.

The commander said with absolute confidence, “It is truly a pity that a woman of your beauty is a demon, but you do not seem like a real fighter. You should not have allowed me to approach you like this without drawing your sword or even lowering your hands from your chest. Well, not everyone who wears armor becomes a warrior, and I am truly sorry for that, but I cannot leave a demon like you alive. It is our sacred duty to cleanse the world of heretics and filth, after all.” 

Belander stared at him in silence, not understanding what the man in front of her was doing or why he called her a heretic. The commander smiled inwardly at her stupidity, which had made his task easier. He shouted, “Regret your foolishness in the afterlife!” 

In a flash, he spun around like a whirlwind, gripping his sword with both hands, using all his strength and momentum. It was an attack as swift as lightning, impossible to evade or even react to from this distance. And indeed, the woman before him stood completely stunned, unable to show any response to this inhuman speed. This was his most powerful, sudden, and surprising combat attack, from which no one had ever survived. He roared, “Die!!!” 
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